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building was surrounded by a large body of soldiers. He-said, moreover, that 
he would give a solemn promise that if Wallace allowed himself. to be carried 
to Dumbarton his life should be spared. 

Wallace, relying upon his plighted -word, surrendered to his old comrade, 
who forthwith cast him into a: dungeon, and sent word to Edward that - the 

traitor was now bound hand and foot, and in his power. 
Edward gave orders for Wallace to be sent to London, and we will go with 

him on a mesmeric excursion. - 

Weare now seated at a large bow-window in Old London, this is Cheapside, 

and you can see that the streets are thronged with people, who are out sight- 
seeing. 

Do you notice how very different the streets look to what they do now-a- 
days? There are no cabs, no omnibuses, and no private carriages; here and 
there we see a rough-looking cart, but every one is either on foot or on horseback. 

The costumes are very peculiar, and we must not be surprised at that, for this is 
the eve of St. Bartholomew’s Day, A.D. 1305! If we had not improved upon the 
manners, customs, and costumes of our forefathers since then, we should, as 
Jack says, “be jolly muffs indeed.” 

We have come here to see what is going on, we hear the blast of Bae 
and there, coming down the street, we see a gay procession. 1 

First and foremost, is the grand Marshal of England, John de Segrave, 
attended by a goodly gathering of barons, knights, and their esquires, with their 
banners and pennons fluttering in the breeze. Following them are all the great 
city dignitaries. Yonder is the Lord Mayor of the period, together with the 
stout Aldermen (for they began to get stout even in those days), the Sheriffs, the 

City Recorder, and the Judges, in their robes of state. 

Do you notice some one riding on a miserable horse, who looks quite out of 
keeping with this gay procession? Look at him well, children, and tell me if you 
have seen him before ? we 

Yes, Bob, you are right. That is the great Wallace, whom we last saw 
treading his native heath on Abbey Craig, at Cambuskenneth, just before the 
battle of Stirling. He has been sent to London, and his captors are parading 
him through the streets on the way to Westminster Hall. 

He is covered, as you see, with a threadbare plaid, thrown over a very 
common peasant’s dress. They have made a guy of him on purpose, but they


