The Valiant Scot

ACT 1   Scene 1

Enter SIR WILLIAM HAZELRIGG,  THORNE,  SIR THOMAS SELBY  and  SIR JEFFREY WISEACRES
THORNE       

 Fellow colleagues!  Since it has pleas’d our King,

Renowned Edward, of his special favour

To sphere us in this height of eminence

And make us rulers over Scotland,

Let’s show ourselves worthy [of] the dignities 

  5                              Conferred upon us.


SELBY           




That’s not by lenity

For howsoever the armèd hand of war

Has made them ours, they are a nation

Haughty and full of spleen and must be manag’d   

10          

With straiter reins and rougher bits.




THORNE        





Alas,



I find them easy, tractable and mild.

Authority may, with a slender twine,

Hold in the strongest head.  Then what needs tyranny      
15          

Use a rein or bit?  By this all doubts are clear’d.

’Tis always better to be loved than fear’d.

And by your leave, Sir Thomas,




We have good reason to defend our own.

SELBY            
You are as clear of danger and as free from foes.         
20             
HAZELRIGG     
As he that holds a hungry wolf by th’ears.

The principles are true.  Trust not thy wife

With secrets, nor thy vassal with thy life.

Sound example proves it





And private policy confirms it.  I could urge reason 

25

Why, show cause wherefore, and speak to purpose

Whereby, but my betters are in place.  I know them to be

Pregnant and a ready wit’s worth all.

SELBY           

For our own safeties then, and England’s honour,


Let not us lose what our King hardly won.


30




HAZELRIGG    
To that effect called we this solemn meeting,

To which we have summon’d divers:  chiefly Wallace,

Late Sheriff of Ayr, which office though the King

Conferred on me, the haughty Scot thinks much


To tender up.  Observe his insolence.



35
Enter  OLD WALLACE,  and takes his place.

SELBY            
Presumptuous groom.  This is a seat for eagles

And not for haggards.

OLD WALLACE    



Selby, tis a seat

I, and my grandfather’s grandfather, have enjoyed

And held with worship and, ’til Edward’s hand

40
Remove me from’t, Wallace will still possess’t.

SELBY          

 Proud Wallace dares not!

OLD WALLACE    
Selby!  Both dares and do,

And must, and will, though subject unto Edward. 

I, me, Selby’s equal both in birth and place.


45   

Though in mine office, Edward join’d you with me,

He never made you ruler over me.

HAZELRIGG    
You’ll find he did!  Read that Commission

And tell me then if Selby or yourself

Be Sheriff of Ayr.





50
OLD WALLACE    


To what my King commands



I humbly bend, resigning on my knee

Both staff and office.

SELBY           



Which thus Selby breaks

Over thy head.  And now, proud Sir, acknowledge

55
Selby your Ruler, and with your place resign

Your castle and your lands.





OLD WALLACE    
That’s not inserted in your Commission.

What the King has given, I surrender.

For my lands, they’re still mine own,



60
Were purchased with the sweat of my dear ancestors,

And ere I lose a pole, a foot, ay, or the smallest turf a silly  
Lark may build on, I’ll lose life.

SELBY           

At your own choice.  Either your lands or life,

Or both.






65
OLD WALLACE   

 Or neither.  Royal Edward’s mercy

Sits above Selby’s malice.

SELBY           

Surly groom.  Mercy’s for subjects.  By what evidence,

Charter or service do you hold your land?


70
OLD WALLACE  
Selby, by none.  That title which I had,

I have given my son, a boy of that proud temper

As should he hear thy insolent demand

Would pluck thee from thy seat and lay thy head


A satisfaction at his father’s feet.



75
But heavens forbid it. Selby, thus it stands.

Thou hast my office and my son, my lands.

SELBY           

He must show how he holds ’em.

OLD WALLACE    




So he can,

And, Selby, will show evidence sufficient –


80
Mine, my dear father’s and my grandfather’s sword.

He wears good evidence about him, Selby,

And will upon the least occasion

Both show and prove it lawful.

HAZELRIGG   
 If the sword be your best plea, y’ave but a naked title,
85 

And, by our authority, we here command                                     

You and your son at our next general meeting

To bring in your surrender, or undergo

The penalty of traitors.

Enter SIR JOHN GRAHAM

GRAHAM      

Oh, you, the patrons of poor injur’d subjects


90
Do Graham justice.  Selby’s riotous son,

Assisted by a crew of dissolutes,

Has stole my only daughter and intends

A violent rape or, which more cuts my soul,

A forced marriage.





 95
SELBY           




Inconsiderate fool!



The boy affects her and, with my consent,

Intends a lawful marriage.  ’Tis a favour

Her betters sue for. 

GRAHAM

Oh, let’em hate.  My blood



          
 100
Shall never enter league, nor hold alliance,



With him that hates my country. 

SELBY          

 


Rest your thoughts!

He has her.  If he likes her, he shall wed her,

And, Graham, as a dowry, shall enjoy

         
 105
Thy present state, revenues, goods and lands.

Fret out thy soul, he shall.





GRAHAM      




Shall?

SELBY           

 Aye, sir, shall!

It’s the highest favour conquest can afford,


110
For a slave to join alliance with his Lord.

And Wallace, see present surrender made,

         
Or look for storms.

WISEACRES    
So say I too, and ’tis not the least part of policy, neither.

OLD WALLACE    
Will have my lands!





115 

Exeunt    SELBY,  WISEACRES,  HAZELRIGG,  THORNE

GRAHAM      

Enforce me give a dowry,

Misery decreed above comparison.


         
OLD WALLACE    
Complain unto the King.

GRAHAM     




The king, alas 
 Have heard a story how the subtle fox,

          120
Having stolen a lamb, the family of sheep

Drew a petition and, with full consent,

Preferr’d it to the lion.  He, imployed



’Bout earnest and more serious business,

Appoints the bear Commissioner, to take up

          125
This bloody difference.  The bear impanels

A partial jury all of wolves.  They choose

The fox their foreman.  They consult and find 
        
The sheepish nation guilty and, with general breath,

Cast, judged, condemned, and sentenced all to death.         130
OLD WALLACE    
Men should have souls.

GRAHAM     

 


But tyrants, being no men,

Have consequently none.  Complaints in slaves

Are like to prayers made over dead men’s graves,
         
Nor heard, nor pitied.  Heaven has imposed a curse
         135 
Which, sufferance in time may cure, complaints make worse.

OLD WALLACE    
Then, as it is, let’s bear it.  Win heaven to friend.

He that begins, knows when and how to end.

Exeunt  OLD WALLACE  and  GRAHAM
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