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“so again, should they invade my native land. I have stormed and captured 

the towns and castles which Edward unjustly claimed as his own. If either I 

or my soldiers, in the heat of the battle, have done harm or injury to the clergy, 

or their holy places, I sincerely regret it, and repent me of our sins; but it is 

not of Edward of England, but of God that I will ask pardon.” 

The judges, as you see, confer together. At last, Sir Peter Mallorie stands 

up, and says, “ William Wallace, by confession of thine own mouth, thou hast 

pronounced thyself an assassin, a rebel, and a traitor, and thou must forthwith 

die the traitor’s death.” 

We are not going to stay to see them carry out the terrible sentence, so 

off we go to the Grange. 
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Well, children, they took poor Wallace, then and there, and fastened him, 

still with his hands behind him, to a hurdle, which was dragged by two 

horses through the streets to the scaffold, erected at Smithfield. When he 

arrived there, he asked for the services of a priest to attend him in his last 

moments ; but Edward, who was present, gloating over his sufferings, refused to 

let him have one. Whereupon, Winchelsea, the Archbishop of Canterbury, who 

was standing by, had the courage to rebuke the King very severely, and said, 

“The Church will not allow any one of her penitent children, to whatever race 

they belong, or of whatever crimes they may be guilty, to ask the offices of a priest 

in vain. Since no other is present, I, myself, will perform the last offices of the 

Church for this dying man.” . 

He thereupon ascended the scaffold, and having heard Wallace’s confession, 

gave him absolution, after which he left the scene, as he could not bear to look 

upon the cruelties that followed ; Wallace then begged Lord Clifford to restore 

to him a Psalter which had belonged to him; this was done, and as his hands 

were chained so fast that he could not move them, a priest standing by, opened 

the Psalter for him to read. 

He was now strung up to the gallows, and cut down while still alive, and 

such was the dreadful custom of those days, was actually cut up into four pieces 

before he was dead. His head was then struck off, and put on London Bridge. 

His right arm was sent to Newcastle, his left arm to Berwick, his right leg to 

Perth, and the left leg to Aberdeen. 

Such was the end of this noble hero, who lived and died for his country. 

Throughout the length and breadth of Scotland to this day the name of 

Wallace is loved and revered.


