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-was built upon precipitous rocks, and when the walls were battered down, the 

garrison took refuge in chambers excavated out of the solid rocks: 

As you may imagine, this small garrison began to get exhausted, as they 

had to be perpetually on the watch. They also were half-starved, for their pro- 

visions were running short, so at last they hoisted a flag of truce, and tried to 

make terms with Edward for the surrender of the castle. 

The castle gates were thrown open, and Oliphant and twenty-five of the 

garrison came out with bare feet; in their shirts, and with halters round their 

necks, in token of their absolute submission (according to the terms which the 

King had laid down). 
They were brought into Edward’s presence, and fell down on their knees, 

and asked for grace. 

“T have no grace to show you,” said Edward, bending a very angry look 

upon them ; “ you ‘must surrender entirely at my pleasure.” 

“That will we do, your Majesty,” said Oliphant, bending down still lower in 

‘his humility. 

“Tt is then my pleasure,” said Edward, “ that ye be all hanged as traitors. 

Accept this or return to the castle.” 

What could the poor fellows do? it was either a case of sudden, or Ref 

lingering death ; death by hanging, or death by starvation. 

“Sire,” said Oliphant, “we confess our guilt, and we put our lives in your 

hands.” 

“Ts that what you all say?” asked the King. 

“Yes, we all say that,” was the answer from the poor trembling deputation. 

Whereupon the King turned aside to wipe away his tears; he was a strange 

‘mixture of sternness and gentleness, of ferocious cruelty and tender-heartedness. 

Edward then commanded that they should be sent off forthwith to London, to 

make the acquaintance ofthe Tower. 

The castle, of course, was then surrendered, and the lives of the garrison 

were spared. 

Wallace remained in hiding some time, until at last, through the treachery of 

Sir John Menteith, who had served with him in the “War of Independence,” he 

‘was surprised in a house near Robroyston. 

He was sleeping when two soldiers stole into his room, and carried away 

his arms and his bugle. They then awoke him. He struck one of them dead 

with an oaken stool, that he used as a weapon. Menteith now appeared, armed 

from head to foot, and told him that escape was impossible, as the whole


