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that S. Cuthbert, whose country they were devastating, was resenting their 

wicked doings, and ooo ey they turned and began to make their way home 
again. 

Edward, who was in Flanders, heard of all these sad events, and feeling how 

important it was that he himself should be upon the spot, he made a hasty truce 

with the King of France, and returning to London, raised an army of 100,000 

men, with whom he marched to the North. 

_ As much of the country through which he had to pass had just been 

laid waste, he chartered a fleet which was well laden with supplies and 

provisions, and gave orders that the vessels should sail along. the east coast, 

in order that in case of an emergency the troops might be victualled. 

He very soon found himself in difficulties, for the more he advanced to the 

North, the more impossible he found it to feed his large army properly. And 

accordingly, although he had marched right up into Scotland, he had to retreat 

upon Edinburgh. As he was approaching that city, glad tidings were brought 

to him that his fleet, which had been delayed by contrary winds, was now sailing 

into the Firth of Forth. He was at last able to give his wearied and half- 

famished army what you boys would call “a square meal.” 

Intelligence was now brought to him that Wallace was encamped in the 

Forest of Falkirk. As before, the men who betrayed their country were 

two Scottish barons, 

Patrick, Earl of Dunbar, 

Umfraville, Earl of Angus, 

They came and told the Bishop of Durham that Wallace was intending 

to attack the English in the dead of the night. 

Directly the King heard of this, he gave orders for an immediate advance ; 

the camp was broken up, and very soon all the soldiers were under arms, 

marching forward in search of the enemy. It was late in the evening when the 

army reached a moor near Linlithgow, and orders were given that the soldiers 

were to encamp for the night, but were on no account to take off their armour or 

to lay down their arms. 

“Each soldier,” so says an eye-witness, “ slept upon the ground, and used 

no other pillow but his shield. Each horseman had his horse bridled, and ready 

for action beside him. The horses themselves tasted nothing the livelong night 

but cold iron, champing their steel bits for want of better fodder.” 

The King lay in the midst of his soldiers, side by side with one of his 

horses. While he slept, his horse kicked him in the side, causing him great 

\ Black traitors.


