ACT 1   Scene 2

Enter    YOUNG SELBY, and other GALLANTS  guarding  PEGGY

YOUNG SELBY
Mask her!  Come, Peg, hide your Scottish face.

PEGGY

Why shild I hayd my Scottish feace?  My Scottish feace is as 




gude as your English feace.  ’Tis a true Scottish feace.

YOUNG SELBY
I know ’tis, sweet Peggy.  And because ’tis not a picture

for every painter to draw forth, let this curtain be
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pinned before it. 

PEGGY
Hang yare flee-flaps!  No Scottish woman is ashamed

 of that luke, that the master painter abuise gives

 her.  Whare mun I gangand now?   Fay, fay, fay!  What

 losel am I, that am hurrand thus, to and fra with swords 
 10

and wapins?  Whay mun back’erd men go fencing and

 florishing about me?  Am I yare May-game?

YOUNG SELBY
No, Peggy.  Th’art my prisoner, but here’s thy jail.

PEGGY
Are you my jailor?  What kin bin you to the hangman?  

Sent you?  Whare’s he?  Wha is that foul loon
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amang you, that mun be my hangman?

YOUNG SELBY
Here’s no man here your hangman, or your jailor.

PEGGY

Wha’ then be you?

YOUNG SELBY
Your friends that hold you only in bonds of love.

PEGGY
I reckand mickle your luife. Fie upon such luife. Thee
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owd felon thief, loved the true-man’s siller as you


loved me.  I’d rather be a Scotchman’s whore, than an


Englishman’s wife and be dreave to the kirk with helters.

YOUNG SELBY
Tell me what proud Scot loves thee?  What


Scot dare touch thee, now thou art Selby’s?


 25

PEGGY
Hang thee!  Hang thee, foul meazel’d loon!


That Scotchman dares.   If me luif understood


my case, on God’s dear earth thou sud no fader gange.


As butchers’ kie to the ground, he sud thou bang!

2nd GALLANT
All mildness is in vain.  Take some rough course.
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YOUNG SELBY 
To the church!  Away!  I’ll marry her there by force.

1st GALLANT
Away with her!

Enter WALLACE, COMYN and MENTEITH.  

Peggy runs to Wallace

2nd GALLANT 


Yonder’s Wallace, and’s crue.

YOUNG SELBY
The devil and his dam, be’t.  Budge not.

PEGGY
Oh, my luife!  These southern carles mickle wrang
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’gainst me work, and now wad force me gang until the kirk 

and marry Selby.  Wallace my jo, not I!

YOUNG SELBY
Unhand that beauteous prize, proud slave!  ’Tis mine!

WALLACE
Slave?  Th’art a villain, Selby!

YOUNG SELBY



Are ye so brave?
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WALLACE
Look to my wench.

COMYN/MENTEITH    


 Kill ’em!

WALLACE
We are no stares, to die by dozens.

YOUNG SELBY 
Back!  The quarrel’s mine, and if one single Scot 

proud’st of your swarm dares answer me, step forth!            45






 

WALLACE  
Your first man, I, Sir!

YOUNG SELBY
Hark, Gentlemen.  Let not so slight a shower


Which yet lies hid and wrapped in one poor cloud,


Be by rough winds (rais’d up by you) dispers’d


Into a general storm, to many eyes
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Of Scots and English shoots, quick lightning forth


Already.  But your absence will allay


Those fires which else must kindle.  Get then away,


Take shelter in yon tavern. 

[GALLANTS]



Agreed.
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WALLACE
Look to my Peggy!

Exeunt  PEGGY, COMYN,  MENTEITH, and  GALLANTS

YOUNG SELBY



Guard my love! 

 He and I will only exchange cold words.

WALLACE
Now, Sir!  Your cold words?

YOUNG SELBY


This Scottish lass, I love.
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WALLACE
Is that all?

YOUNG SELBY


Yes!

WALLACE




I love her too.  

Can any words more cold strike your heart?

YOUNG SELBY
Is she your wife?
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WALLACE

No.

YOUNG SELBY


She’s your whore?

WALLACE
No!  Neither.

YOUNG SELBY


She goes with me, then.

WALLACE 
But the dewle kens not whither.
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If you can win her, wear her.  She’s wholly mine.

YOUNG SELBY
She is?

WALLACE
She is!  Our lasses are not English common.

I’m right Scottish bred – till death, stick to a woman.

YOUNG SELBY 
And to the death thou shalt.  No more but this
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Thou shall bear from me, Scot.

WALLACE



When?

YOUNG SELBY
Instantly.  Make your choice, Sir, of your 

weapon, time, and place.

WALLACE


This whinyard.
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YOUNG SELBY


This?

WALLACE

Our swords do now agree, and of one length and




Scantling.  Why should not we, if we must,




Surgeons have tomorrow or anon,




If not as good now?  ’Tis the English fashion
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To swagger it out and then drink, and then fight




And kill in cold blood, having slept sound all night,




And oftentimes all gashed, the seconds fall.




When home, in whole skins, comes the principal.




So, about words, the lawyer wrangling stands,
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And loses in meantime his client’s lands.

YOUNG SELBY     
Dost teach me fencing too, in thy own school?




I’ll beat thee or be beaten;  one draws short breath.

WALLACE

I feel no sickness.

YOUNG SELBY


Yet th’art near thy death.
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They fight

Enter TWO GALLANTS, COMYN, MENTEITH

Wallace loses his weapon

1st  GALLANT
At it so hotly!

2nd GALLANT


Kill him!  ’Tis fair!

YOUNG SELBY
Inglorious conquest!  For King Edward’s crown




I’d trample on no enemy were he down.




There!  If thou art well, part
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Young Selby hands back Wallace’s sword

WALLACE

I’ll die, or in thy heat’s blood wash this infamy.

[They fight, then Wallace strikes Selby with a fatal blow]

YOUNG SELBY
Mercy on my soul!


Dies
COMYN


He’s slain!

MENTEITH



Away!

WALLACE

Shift for yourselves.  ’Twill prove a stormy day.
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Exeunt WALLACE, COMYN, MENTEITH, GALLANTS
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