ACT 1    Scene 4

Enter KING EDWARD, QUEEN ELEANOR, PERCY, BEAUMONT, GRIMSBY, PRINCE EDWARD, SEBASTIAN, ROBERT BRUCE

KING


Not all the blood and treasure we have spent




Like zealous prodigals in Palestine,




Goes half so near our heart as that proud France,




Knowing our merit, should bar us of our due.

PERCY

France dares not.





   5

KING



Yes he does.

PERCY



’Twas not demanded.

GRIMSBY

How, not demanded?  Thinks the bold Lord Percy




That Grimsby dares not (lawfully employ’d) demand?

PERCY

But not command.
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GRIMSBY



Yes!  Command, Percy.

PERCY

Grimsby, thou can’st do well in garrison,




Wear chamois for a grace, project for blood,




Make eight days to one week, turn executioner




And, hangman like, send fifty in one morning
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To feed the crows, and live upon dead pay.

GRIMSBY

He’s a man worse than dead that –

PERCY


Stop thy throat or –

GRIMSBY




What?

PERCY





I’ll cut it!
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GRIMSBY

Cut-throat!

PERCY 




’Tis a trade




By which few prosper, and yet thou art made.

GRIMSBY

A man as good as –

PERCY



A hangman!
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GRIMSBY





A foul blot




Lies in your throat!

PERCY



Thy foul mouth!  Wash it, Scot!

GRIMSBY

In Percy’s blood I’ll wash’t!

KING





Grimsby, you lean
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Too hard upon our sufferance.  And noble Percy,




Our honour’d second in all inward combats,




Thou hast too many worthy parts of man




To throw thyself on this unequal hazard.




Grimsby, thou stands so much degreed below him,

35




Both in descent and eminent quality.




The many favours we have grac’d thee with




Blush to have been conferr’d upon a man




No better tempered.

BRUCE

May it please my Sovereign




40




Confirm his grant touching –

KING




The crown of Scotland.




Some other time.  Grimsby, thou hast raised




A storm which showers of blood can hardly lay.

GRIMSBY

Dread Liege,
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If all the youthful blood that I have spent




And wealthy honours that my sword hath won,




Waving the Christian standard in the face




Of the proud pagan in the holy land,




Merit the name of hangman, Grimsby casts


50




Them and himself at royal Edward’s feet.




And, like an outworn soldier, humbly begs




No pension (but look Percy) nor yet office




But leave to leave the Court, and rich in stars




To lose more blood or win more worth in wars.
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KING


We will not lose thee, Grimsby.  Valiant Percy




If love in us, or loyalty in you, 




Have any power.

PERCY

My sovereign’s pleasure sits above my private passions.

KING


Then join hands
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Our subjects both, the natives of two lands.

PERCY

Friends, Grimsby?

Grimsby and Percy shake hands

GRIMSBY (aside)
Friends in show,




But in my breast revenge lies ambushed.

BRUCE

Gracious Liege –
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KING


Th’art no musician, Bruce, thou keep’st false time.




We strike a bloody lachrymae to France




And thou keep’st time to a Scotch jig to arms.

ELEANOR

Edward will be more kind to Christians.

KING


Let Christians be more honest then, to Edward,
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In expedition of this holy war.




When France in person was enjoin’d to march,




To work his safety we engag’d our own,




Cashiered his fainting soldiers and, on promise




Of so much gold at our return, supplied
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The French designs ourself.  And is our love




And loss of blood, half which at least had dropped




Out of French bosoms, quittant with owe none?




Pillage and play the freebooter for more .

Enter HAZELRIGG
KING


The news?
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HAZELRIGG

Dread sovereign, Scotland is infected




With a most dangerous surfeit.  It breaks out




In strong rebellion.

KING



This is your kingdom, Bruce.

BRUCE

I have no hand in it, though.
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KING


Should’st have no head, did we but think it.




Who is the chief?

HAZELRIGG

One Wallace.  A fellow meanly bred




But spirited above belief.

KING


Some needy borderer.





90




How is our bosom parted?  Is their power




Of any strength?  Bruce, levy powers for France.




If we but thought thee touched in it - warlike Percy,




Beaumont and Sebastian, fetch him in




Or, with a second and more fatal conquest,
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Ruin that stubborn nation.

ELEANOR



Gracious Edward.

Though war has made them subjects, heaven defend




Subjects should make them vassals.

KING




We conceit you 
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If any officer of ours transgress




Our will, or go beyond his bounds prefixed,




We’ll have his head.  He our high worth depraves




That our free subjects seek to make his slaves.

HAZELRIGG

We do not.





          105


KING




See we find it not.

ELEANOR

Let Eleanor win so much favour as to march along

Though conquered, alas, we are neighbours of one clime,

And live like them subject to change and time.

GRIMSBY

Royal Edward,





         110


Though Wallace and some spleenful dissolutes,

Wrong’d with the yoke of bondage, cast it off,

Let not the whole land suffer.

KING


Nor do we wish it, Grimsby.  Should the fates




But turn the wheel, we might with them change states,      115




Be Scotland’s subjects.  But let rebellion kneel,




We’ll wear soft mercy and cast off rough steel.

GRIMSBY

I’ll undertake it.

KING




Let messengers be sent




To question the proud rebel, and if Grimsby
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Fail in his plot, Northumberland and Clifford




Shall second him in arms.  So slight a foe 




Must not detain us from our French designs.




Our Queen has all our breast, and though we might,




Justly perhaps, confine your liberty,


         125




Bruce, we enlarge it, giving you command




In our French wars.  Observe him nearly, lords.




I have read this maxim in state policy –




‘Be sure to wear thy danger in thy eye’.




France lights a comet, Scotland’s a blazing star,              130




Both seek for blood, we’ll quench them both with war.

Exeunt ALL
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