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he could do no more ; he must give it up. He was lifted off his horse, and ata 
village called Burgh-upon-Sands he was put to bed, where, after a few hours 

._ sharp suffering, he breathed his last on June 7th, 1370. He had ordered, as you 
remember, his body to be carried with the army until such time as the Scots 
had been defeated. His degenerate son soon became tired of carrying his father’s 
corpse about, and buried him in Westminster Abbey. 

Such was the end of Edward I.: in many respects one of the greatest 
kings England has ever as yet had. He had, of course, many faults and 
failings : he was stern and vindictive, and very cruel to such of his enemies as fell 
into his power, and yet at times, as we have seen, he had a very tender heart. 

He wished to make England great, and to do that he did not mind doing 
his utmost to crush out the independence of gallant Scotland ; which was 
very wrong. 

He married twice. His first wife, Eleanor, was very dear to him, and 
when she died he followed her body from Lincoln to Westminster, and where- 
soever it rested for the night, he erected a beautiful stone cross. There is one 
to be seen now at Waltham Cross, and one has been rebuilt at Charing Cross. 
He hoped that passers-by would linger at these crosses and pray for the repose 
of his wife’s soul. 

And now, my dear children, we have to say good-bye. Jack, and Ethel, 
and Bob, who is going to join our party, are going a cruise with me in my 
yacht, the “ Mayflower.” We are off to the summer seas, away from the fogs, 
and mists, and damp, chilly skies, on a voyage of discovery. 

Some of you are going South, others are going North; a few are going to 
the West, and the others to the East. So that we shall be well distributed. 
Holidays are now over and schooltime is beginning, so that quite a number of 
us will be off in the coach directly, 
We shall, however, meet again. I here offer you alla pressing invitation to come 

down here for the summer holidays. It will be jolly then. We shall have 
lawn-tennis and cricket, we shall boat and yacht on Merewater, and go fishing 
for trout in the Chundle. We shall picnic out in Bereham Woods, and amongst 
the ruins of Bramberton Abbey. We'll go and help old Farmer Giles to make 
hay, and make things lively for Nancy at her model dairy, and when we are 
tired of being there, we will go and spend an afternoon or two amongst the Grange 
strawberry-beds, I am going to ask a number of Eton, Harrow, and Rugby boys 
to come and join you, and we will just have a nice time.


