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cannot degrade his manhood all the same. He is chained hand and foot, and 
two men who ride beside him have hold of the ends of the rope by wien his 
hands are fastened behind his back. 

_ Behind him march the famous Train-bands of ee bringing up the 
rear, 

It would be vain for his friends to attempt a rescue, even if they were 
here, for he is surrounded by armed men. : 

Children, wave your handkerchiefs to him as he passes: it will cheer him up 
a little. - 

Now we will go on ahead to Westminster Hall, where the so-called “trial” 
is going to take place. Edward has already. resolved upon the death of 
Wallace, so that the trial is only a bit of idle mockery. 

_ Here we are in the great Hall which is famous for so many of the 
events of English history. ; 

Here are gathered the barons and nobles of the kingdom, together with the 
judges and lawyers of the High Court of Justice. 

Yonder is King Edward, looking very stern, but very pleased at having his 
enemy in his power at last. 

Now they bring Wallace in, and seat him on a low bench, still with his arms 
bound tightly behind him. To make his position more painful and- insulting, 
they bring a crown of laurel, and, with mock courtesy, pretend to bow the knee 
before him as they crown him therewith. 

It is said that Wallace once declared that he would be crowned in London ; 
this is the mock fulfilment of his prophecy. 

Little Wallace cares for all this. He is prepared to meet his fate like 
a man, and he has a supreme contempt for all these cowards that he sees around 
him. 

And now the Lord Chief Justice, Sir Peter Mallorie, stands: up and reads a 
long impeachment, accusing Wallace of every crime under the sun, and 
especially of acting as a traitor to his liege Lord and King. 

Wallace lifts up his head proudly, and thus replies : 
(As you listen, children, notice that his voice does not falter in the slightest.) 
“To Edward I cannot be a traitor; I owe him no duty, he is not my 

Sovereign, nor my liege Lord, he has never had my homage, and while I live, 
broken-down as I am, I will never yield to him. As to the accusations, 
I confess to the truth of them. As Guardian to the realm of Scotland, I have 
been a foe to its foes; I have slain the English, and were I free, I would do


