ACT 1    Scene 5

Enter YOUNG WALLACE, COMYN,  MENTEITH

COMYN

Prithee, good Wallace!

WALLACE



Ill betides his soul




That speaks of goodness, thinks, or meditates




Of any goodness more than how to free




Imprisoned Peg.





    5

MENTEITH



But hear me –

WALLACE

Lanark Castle wears but a slender bolt of brick.

COMYN

Turn’d mad!

WALLACE

And say the moat be fifty fathoms deep,




Fifty times fifty, say it reach through to hell,

             10




Wallace will swim’t!

COMYN

Swim’t?  Yes!  So wilt thrust an ox into an egg-shell




And roast it by moonshine.  But why should Wallace?

WALLACE

Why should proud Selby, though his forward son




Were justly slain, imprison Peg?  Poor lamb,
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She is no murderer.

COMYN

In my conscience, she ne’er drew weapon




In anger in her life.

MENTEITH

Not at sharp I think but, by your leave, ‘tis thought




She has practis’d in private, put Wallace to foil and made     20




Him lie at his hanging ward, many a time and oft.

Enter  OLD WALLACE  and  GRAHAM

OLD WALLACE


Where’s my son?

WALLACE

With Peggy, father.  Manacles of grief




Hang heavy on my senses.

OLD WALLACE


Shake ’em off!
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Show thyself worthy [of] him that thou call’st father,




Or Peggy dies.

WALLACE



What thunderclap was that




Able to waken death or shake the shroud




From off a dead man’s shoulders?  Peggy dies?
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Should thunder speak it, Wallace would swear it lies.




Who spake that, fatal nuncio?

OLD WALLACE



His breath




That gave thee being.  Hazelrigg’s returned.

WALLACE

Whence from?  The devil?
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OLD WALLACE
From England, and this instant.




But thou com’st in and yield thyself, her life




Dissolves to air.

WALLACE

The charitable angels waft her to heaven.

GRAHAM

Resolve you then to lose her?
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WALLACE

How shall we save her?  Singly as I am




I will oppose me ’gainst the town of Lanark,




Swim the vast moat and, with my trusty sword,




Hew down the castle gates, unhinge the doors,




File off her irons and, through a wall of steel,
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Attempt her rescue!


OLD WALLACE
’Tis impossible!

WALLACE

Impossible.  What’s the news from England?

OLD WALLACE
Grimsby, the firebrand of his country,




Comes to ensnare you.  On the heel of him
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Treads a huge army, led on by the Queen,




Percy and Clifford.

[WALLACE]

Torture, and death itself, cannot divide us.

WALLACE

Sir John Graham, you shall be the engine




Our policy must work with.  Straight give out
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That, hearing of the English expedition,




Our faction is dissolved.

GRAHAM

What’s this to Peggy’s rescue?

WALLACE



Much!  This rumour




Blown through the land will stay the English forces
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And give us time and means to strengthen ours.






That once in act, repair to Hazelrigg,




Selby and Thorne, urge Peggy’s innocence




And, for her freedom and your own, make faith




To yield me prisoner.  ’Twill be no doubt accepted,
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Yourself once pardoned, and your daughter free.

GRAHAM

What rests for Wallace?

WALLACE



Prospered destiny.




If the great cause we undertake be good

’Twill thrive;  if not, be’t washed in Wallace blood.
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All Exeunt
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