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a purse containing irelve pennies, pretending that he was ietibe waevk he ped 
borrowed. 

Bruce took this broad hint, and ¢ on the first opportunity escaped from the 
. dangerous English Court. . 

It was winter time, and the snow was lying very thick on the ground, 
so Bruce had the shoes of his horses put on the wrong way, reversed in fact, so 
that if he were pursued, as he expected to be, those who followed after him 
might be thrown off his track. 

He rode, and rode, until he came to the Border, and there he met a man 
who was travelling alone, and who seemed very much disconcerted at meeting 
him. This awakened his suspicions, and drawing his sword, he compelled him 
to give an account of himself. He found out that he was an envoy of Comyn’s, ' 
and that he was carrying letters to the King, giving a full account of Bruce’s 
intention to fly to arms, and urging the King to imprison him without any further 
delay. To slay the unhappy messenger was but the work of a minute, and 
full of indignation, Bruce spurred on to Lochmaben Castle, where he met a 
number of his friends, and took counsel with them as to what was to be done. 
From thence he went to Dumfries, where he met Comyn, at the Grey Friars 

' Church, and the two seemed for a while capital friends, going so far as to kiss 
one another, as a sign of their mutual esteem. After a while, they began to 
talk upon matters of politics, and at last, Bruce accused Comyn of having 
betrayed him to Edward. Comyn instantly gave him the lie, and Bruce retaliated 
by drawing his sword and running him through, leaving him lying on the 
ground. 

He was slain, so the history books tell us, at the high altar; our artist, 
however, has somehow or other got him into a corridor! “He drew him there,” 
says uncle Sam,—and that’s the best explanation I can give. 

Sir Thomas Kirkpatrick met Bruce as he was coming away, and he asked 
him if he had killed Comyn. I suppose he saw blood upon his dress and hands. 

Bruce answered that he supposed he had. “Is that a matter to be left in 
doubt?” savagely answered Kirkpatrick, “ I'll mak siccar.” Saying this he ran 
into the. cloisters, together with Sir Christopher Seton and Sir James Lindesay, 
and finding Comyn still breathing on the ground, stabbed him’ to the heart 
with his dagger, 

Ever since that time the Kirkpatrick family have had as their crest a hand 
with a bleeds, dagger, and the motto, “I will make secure,” the English for “Ill 
mak siccar.”


