ACT II    scene 4

Enter WALLACE, like a halting Soldier on wooden stumps, with  MOUNTFORD dumb,  and  GLASCOT  blind

WALLACE

Whare man?  ’Till the English camp sent you?





God sides!  You gang as I ha’ seen mony of your countrymen 

like rank riders amble up westward;  you gang the

wrang way man.  You shall lose and ye play at

shoola-groate;   ha’ ye na blinkers?
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GLASCOT

Alas!  I want my eyes, but have a tongue;  he sees, but

 


cannot speak.

WALLACE

Blink at smaw faults then.  Make me the third man




and here’s a  bonny noise of fiddlers to gang fra




winehouse to winehouse – a blind harper, a mute cornet 
 10




and an old Scotch bagpipe worn to th’ stumps.

GLASCOT

Are you a Scotchman, Sir?

WALLACE

Ye, marry am I, body and soul a true Scotchman born,

 but a true liegeman.  Hang him that does not luife

 your King and your countryman.  What gude victuals
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is that which thilke bonnie man that has glazen windows 

to his lukkin has tied up in his wallet there?

GLASCOT

’Tis the head of a young murdered gentleman.

WALLACE

What senn you, man?  A man’s scalp?  I doubt ye

 be three fawse knaves liggand your heads together
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about na goodness:  a traitor’s head, is’t not?

GLASCOT

No, but we ha’ met with villains worse than




traitors.  Wallace, your countryman, that bloody




hangman, mangled us all three thus.

WALLACE

Wallace, my countryman?  Aye, fay upon him!
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So limmer-like, wad I had his head here, too,




Iz’d bear it, by my soul, to the English camp




or ne’er gang farder. 

GLASBY    

’Twould be a glorious sight there.

WALLACE

[If] you could see it ye should say so, man.
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Wallace cut off my shanks too ’cause I ran away


from him to serve your gude prince.  Hark man,


I wear na shooen but wodden clampers.

GLASCOT

Of charity lead us to th’ English camp.




Ye shall, besides thanks, be most royally paid.
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WALLACE

Gang alang, man, ’tis hard by now.  A man’s




head?  I deemp’d the poor man had gangand long to




law and so was thrust out of doors by head and




shoulders.

GLASCOT

No law was e’er so cruel as Wallace is.
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WALLACE

Nay, marry?  No law so cruel?  Fay man, fay!




I looked upon a man of law not lang since, that

sent an awde man and his wife and many bairns

 a-begging and slizand their weazoned pipes and cut

 their heads off.  But whay was he so bludy-
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minded, think ye?

GLASCOT

I cannot judge.

WALLACE
Marry, man, to get possession of the poor man’s house;

 but there was a cat ganged beyond the man a law.

GLASCOT

A cat goes beyond a lawyer?  How?
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WALLACE

I’ll tell you how.  The man of law being got in,




the cat outreach’d him and leaped to th’ top of the




lindging and standand on the tiles;  the man of law,




scorning any one to be abuise him, offers to fling




and dingand down the poor pusscat, but she
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miaowed at him and cried “Hawd, thou foul loon,




hawd.  As thou thrusts out this poor man and his




bairns, so there is ane abuife shall thrust out thee.”




Stay, blind man, here comes soldiers!

Enter BOL T with three or four tattered  SOLDIERS

[SOLDIERS]

Stand!  Qui va là?  Spies about our trenches!
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BOLT


And see, they have knocked some man down.




Sirra!  You that carry two faces under a hood,




what are you?

1st SOLDIER

He must be pressed, he will not speak.

BOLT
What are thou, I charge thee!  Has thou a tongue
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 in thy head?  Give the word!

GLASCOT

He has no tongue indeed, sir.

BOLT


Two heads and ne’er a tongue.  What are you that

 like a blind ass stand still, and cannot tell us so?

GLASCOT

I’m blind indeed.  Conduct us to the Lords
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i’ th’ English camp.


2nd SOLDIER

How, Lords?  Are you Ladies that you long for Lords?

BOLT


Do you take us for gulls, to go tell the Lords here’s a




dumb man would speak with ’em?  What are you,




sirra?  Come, halt not!  Let’s not find you in two tales
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your best.

WALLACE

I’z a Scotsman, sir!  Ye shall ne’er find me in twa tales.

BOLT


A Scotsman, sir?  Do you know where you are, sir,




your blue bonnet on before an English scull?  Where’s




your leg, sir, when an Officer speaks to you?
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WALLACE

My leg, sir, is not in my galligaskin and slop, as yours




is.  I’z a pure Scotch soldier out at heels and am glad



to bestir my stumps.  Guide these gude men, your wronged




countrymen wha that fawse traitor Wallace has misusand in 

sike wise.
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[SOLDIERS]

Wallace!  Oh slave!

BOLT


I shall live (fellows in arms out at elbows) to give fire




to my peace with a burnt inch of match made of that




rascal’s fat of mawgut.

WALLACE

By my soul, sir, wad I might come to th’ making

 90




of sike a match?

BOLT


Here’s my hand.  Because thou sayest so, thou shalt




be by when I make him give fire to my touch-hole

Enter  QUEEN ELEANOR,  CLIFFORD,  PERCY,  BEAUMONT,  and others

[WALLACE Aside]
The Lords are going to view the trenches.

BOLT


Every man to his parapet!  To your trenches, you
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tattered rogues!

[Soldiers drill before the royal party]

CLIFFORD

It’s well done, fellows!

BOLT 


Cry your Lordship mercy, this blind buzzard




here cannot see.  Whither will you march




headlong, my friend?
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PERCY

What men are these?

BOLT


I leave them to your honours’ sifting, I have




fortifications to look to.

CLIFFORD

There’s drinking money.  Hence to your works.

BOLT


Bless your honours!
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Exeunt Bolt and Soldiers

PERCY

What men are these, I ask?  Will no man speak?

GLASCOT

Here and in hearing, with the sound unheard,




Youthful Sebastian, nephew to the queen,




Longing to see the man famed for th’ excess
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Of goodness and of badness, seeing unjoyned




In honoured embassy disguised, attempted




The rebel Wallace’s presence.

[PERCY]

Glascot and Mountford!

CLIFFORD

Who did this damned villainy?
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GLASCOT




Our message told




The traitor, newly set on fire with madness,




Showing the mangled bodies of a friar,




His wife and father, burst out into flames




High, hot and violent, in which fierce rage
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Revolted Grimsby [who] knew Sebastian 

(’though herald-like he went disguised) and seized

Him and us for three intelligencing spies,

Cut off his head, his tongue, and Glascot’s eyes.

PERCY

Hang up this.  Provide for these.  Truss him up!
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WALLACE

What sen ye, man?

Exeunt Mountford and Glascot

PERCY

What slave, what Turk, that murders his own brethren




Durst play the tyrant thus?  Hang all the nation




Whom we have ta’en to mercy.  I’ll not spare




Fathers, nor mothers, nor their bawling bairns.
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Fire their houses!  Hang up this tyke first.

WALLACE

Ah bonnie men, I met ’em playand at bo-peep, and 




gangand out of their way, and shall I be hanged for




my good deeds of charity?  I’z a poor Scotch soldier, 




and am run away from that rebel Wallace to feightand
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for your good prince.  Ah, he’s a gude king, and




y’are all bonnie men. I’zll follow ye all to the death,

and to the devil, and ony man dare gang so far.  For all my crutches, if I clutch Wallace he’ll ne’er carry it ’till hell

nor heaven. 
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PERCY

If he do, may Percy’s name be crossed




Out of the Roll of men.

CLIFFORD

So much swears Clifford.

PERCY

Sneak not away, sirra!  Y’are not gone yet.

WALLACE

I ken it very weel.
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I’z not gangan to hanging yet.

CLIFFORD

Yet ’though a traitor, thus much let me speak




For absent Wallace.  Were the case your own,




(Or one that’s baser, having any spirit),




A murdered father and a bleeding wife
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Mangled before him, would strike fire in snow,




Make loyalty turn traitor, and obedience




Forget all duty.

ELEANOR



But our nephew’s death, 




And the disgrace done our ambassadors?
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CLIFFORD

They then put off their title, and put on




The name of spies when, in their companies,




They take disguis’d observers.

WALLACE [Aside]
By my soul, the English are gallant men.

PERCY

No snare to entrap this wolf?
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CLIFFORD




How, Northumberland,




Entrap a foe?  Sure ’tis no English word,




Clifford, at least, was ne’er acquainted with’t.




Give him fair summons, dare him to the field




And trap him then.
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WALLACE [Aside]
Ah, bonnie man!

PERCY

His being a traitor warrants it.  Despatch




A second message with acknowledgement




Of former wrongs to our Ambassadors,




With promise of a friendly interview
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Early tomorrow, impartially to hear




Their wrongs, and mildly minister redress.

CLIFFORD

Insnare him so and spare not, for you’ll find




I fear, that Selby, Hazelrigg, and the rest,




Lay yokes too heavy on the nation’s neck.
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ELEANOR

If they do, punish them.

CLIFFORD

Punish ’em?  God’s death, hang ’em!

PERCY

Shall we agree to have such message sent




To lure this bloody tiger into th’ net




And, waking then or sleeping, kill him? 
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CLIFFORD




No!

PERCY

All stratagems are lawful ’gainst a foe. 

CLIFFORD

Do what you will, but my consent is No.

BEAUMONT

I’ll venture to the rebel.

PERCY




Do, good Beaumont. 


185 

Scotchman, darest thou conduct him as his Guide?

CLIFFORD

But return, sirra, or the next time we take ye,




Your crag shall pay for’t.

WALLACE

Iz’ll not run away fra’ ye.  If I do, hang me and draw me.




Come, bully Joe;  I dare not gang to the Scottish camp,
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they’ll so fly upon me, I’ll ne’er come back again;  but 




Iz’ll bring you where ye shall see that loon Wallace.

BEAUMONT

That’s all I wish.  Lead on!

WALLACE




Marry, sall I.  Luke to yourself,




I’ll thrust you into the dewle’s chops.
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BEAUMONT

For getting out, let me scuffle.

Exeunt  BEAUMONT  and  WALLACE
ELEANOR

Consult for present execution!

CLIFFORD [Aside]
What is, what should, what can this Wallace be




Whom fame limns out for such a gallant piece,




And is so curious in her workmanship
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No part deforms him?




Yet Wallace is a rebel, his chief scandal




Is poverty of gentry.  By my sword,




Wert no impeach to my dear ancestors,




I well could spare him some of my unus’d titles.
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Or would, at martial gaming, so I might lose




And Wallace win so much of Clifford’s honour




Our stocks might be alike.  But I exceed.




This night he is betrayed.  He shall not;  




I’ll turn traitor first, he shall not.
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               [To Percy]
Call Beaumont back or else, by Clifford’s honour




(An oath which I esteem above my life),




I will turn traitor, and reveal your plots.




Call him back!

PERCY



Is Clifford mad?
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CLIFFORD

No!  Percy’s lunatic.  Suppose he be a traitor




And discipline of the field allow the act,




What honour is it for a herd of yours




To worry a sleeping bear?  Go call him back!

Enter BEAUMONT, with a wooden stump

PERCY

See!  He comes uncall’d!
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CLIFFORD



The news?

BEAUMONT

News, call you it?  Let no Scot come near your tents.




Wallace sends you this token.

CLIFFORD

Ha!  How, Wallace?

PERCY



Was that the traitor?
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CLIFFORD

By Mars, his helm!  A complete warrior!




I so love his worth, I’ll court it with my sword.

BEAUMONT

Had you but stood in distance of this thunder




(For we parted just where our trenches ended),




You’d ha’ sworn the God of War had spoke!
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Quoth he, tell Percy he shall not need




To hunt me in my tent, I’ll rouse him in’s own,




And bids me give you this wooden stump




And swears to make you wear it




If you dare stand him in the field.
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PERCY

Base rebel!  Why dares he not stand here?

CLIFFORD



None prayed him stay

’Twas manners being not welcomed to get away.

BEAUMONT

He sends commends to Clifford, with this wish.




That if, at this great match of life and death,
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He chance to lose the smallest part of honour




His sword may join’t.  He knows best how to use it.




At my return from France, quoth he, this vow




Which I have promised shall be surely paid.




Our country, overtopped with tyranny,
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Makes us fly thither for succour.   Aeolus,




Let favourable winds and tides assist me.




That spoken, revolted Grimsby and his powers




Met him in arms.  What further he intends




Hark their drum tells.  Here my Commission ends.
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CLIFFORD

Let’s send him commendations too.  Beat ours!

Exeunt
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