ACT III   scene 1

Enter  SIR JEFFREY WISEACRES and BOLT, with a trunk

WISEACRES

Set down, Bolt, I can bear with thee no longer.

BOLT 


No more can I bear any longer with you, Sir Jeffrey.  But 

what a reeling drunken sot is this sea, that casts up such

gobbets as this.  Is this a windfall or no?  Now, Sir

Jeffrey, your worship knows both the tags and point

  5
of the law?

WISEACRES

Yes, sure it is a windfall.  For, as we walked upon the




Shore, we saw the ship split, this fell out.  The winds




were the cause, therefore it must needs be a windfall.

BOLT


Well, somebody ha’s had but a bad fish dinner today.      
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WISEACRES

The seas have crossed them that sought to cross the seas, 

and therefore, for my part, I’ll never meddle with these 

water works.


BOLT


Nor I.  Let’s be more wise than a number of gallants




and  keep the land that’s left us.  Did you ever see




such gambols as the waves made, Sir Jeffrey?
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WISEACRES

Never since I wore the nightcap of justice and that




this here dudgeon dagger was at my side.

BOLT


Did you note what puffing the winds made till they 




got great bellies, and then how sorely the ship




fell in labour?
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WISEACRES

Did’st hear what a doleful cry they made when their




main-yard was split?

BOLT


Alas Sir, would it not make any man roar that had




but an inch of feeling or compassions in his belly,




to have his main-yard split.  And how the mariners
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hung by the ropes like Saint Thomas Onions.

WISEACRES

I saw it, Bolt, with salt eyes.

BOLT


So that you may see at sea.  However the wind blows, 




if a man be well hung, he’s cock sure.

WISEACRES
[Pointing to chest]
But Bolt, what does thou think this to be?
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BOLT


A matter of some weight, as I take it.

WISEACRES

I hope ’tis gold, ’tis so heavy, and ’twas going out of




the land. 

BOLT


Like enough, for gold goes now very heavily from us, 




silver too.  Both red chinks and white fly away.  But,
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Sir Jeffrey, if this be gold, how rich is the sea, think




ye, that has innumerable such sands?

WISEACRES

More rich than the land, and more fat.

BOLT


So it had need, for the land looks with a lean pair




of cheeks, yet it has an excellent stomach, it
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digests anything.

WISEACRES

Then ’tis like the sea, for all’s fish that comes to




net there.

BOLT


I’ll tell you the mystery of that;  look what mouths




gape at land, the selfsame gape at sea.  All the land
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is one kingdom, and all the sea another.

WISEACRES

And people in’t.

BOLT


And people in’t (Right Worshipful), but they all go




west’ard.  As there are good and bad here, so there




are good and bad there;  gulls here, gulls there.  As 
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great men here eat up the little men, so whales feed




upon the lesser fishes.

WISEACRES

Belike then, the watery common wealth are ill governed?

BOLT


No, bravely.  For heroical Hector Herring is king of




fishes.
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WISEACRES

So?

BOLT


Rich cobs his good subjects who, at Yarmouth, lay




down their lives in his quarrel.  Sword fish and




pike are his guard.

WISEACRES

On!
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BOLT


Fresh cods the gallants, and sweet flipper the knights,




whiting-mops the ladies, and lily-white mussels the




waiting gentlewomen.

WISEACRES

Dangerous meat, to take too much of.

BOLT


But who [are] the pages?
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WISEACRES

Shrimps.

BOLT


No, no, Sir!  Periwinkles are the pages, periwinkles.

WISEACRES

No justices among them?

BOLT


Yes, Sir Jeffrey.  Thornbacks are the justices,




crabs the constables whom, if you butter
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with good words, ’tis passing midnight!

WISEACRES

Ha!  Ha!

BOLT


Dogfish are jailors, and stockfish the poor




common people.

WISEACRES

Indeed they live hardly.
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BOLT


But Sir, they are beaten to it.  Then have you




wet eels for whores, and great oysters for




bawds.

WISEACRES

Why great oysters bawds?

BOLT


Because, for the most part, they are stewed.
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WISEACRES

Very good!

BOLT


Lastly, because no kingdom can stand without




laws, and where law has her eyes there’s




lawyers and pettifoggers swarm, therefore the




lawyers here are sharks, and gudgeons the
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poor clients.

WALLACE within [calling out]

WALLACE

Wa!  Ho, ro!  Sol, fa!  Sol, fa!

BOLT


Hark!

WISEACRES

Peace, Bolt!

BOLT


Nay, peace you, good Sir Jeffrey!  Peace, Peace!

WALLACE

Sol, la!  Sol, la!   Sol, la!  Sol, la!
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BOLT


Some falconers, teaching his hawk pricksong.  Shall




I mock him in’s own key?

WISEACRES

Do.

BOLT


Sol, fa!  Sol, fa!  Here, boy!

Enter  WALLACE

WALLACE

Here boy!  Wa, ha!  Ho, ho!  All hail to you two.
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BOLT


And all snow to you, Sir.

WISEACRES

Sirra!  What are thou that wishes all the hail to




light upon us two?

BOLT


Answer wisely to my master, for he’s a Justice




Of Peace, and you’ll be smelt out.


    100

WALLACE

I am a drowned rat.

WISEACRES

A rat?

BOLT


Do you take Sir Jeffrey for a rat-catcher?




You’ll tell a sweet tale for yourself anon.

WALLACE

Pox rot you!  I am shipwrecked. 

 


Give me some meat.
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BOLT


Shall I make his mittimus?  He begs, Sir.

WALLACE

I ha’ met more than my match.  Neptune and I,




Wrestling for falls, he got the mastery, I’m




With his beating, bruised, weary, cold, weak,
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Liquored soundly.

BOLT


He’s drunk.

WALLACE

Yet so thirsty scarce can speak.




If ye be men, help me to food and fire.

WISEACRES

What countryman art thou, sirra?
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WALLACE

A Scot.  Give me some victuals, pray.

BOLT


No mind but of thy belly.

WISEACRES

Sirra, sirra, you are a Scot, and I a true English




Justice.

BOLT


Not a word of latin, neither Justice nor Clerk.
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WISEACRES

Peace, Bolt!  In the king’s name I charge thee;  if 




thou will eat bread, earn bread.  Take up this 




luggage, sirra;  follow me home to my house,  

thou shalt have good bread, good drink and good fire.

 Up, I command thee!
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WALLACE

I am necessity’s slave, and now must bear.

BOLT


Must?  Nay, shall!  Are not the English your good




Lords and Masters?

WALLACE

Well, they are.

BOLT


Do you grumble sir, on Sir Jeffrey?
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WISEACRES

Have an eye to him, Bolt, lest he give us the slip.




And were you in this terrible storm at sea, say you?

WALLACE

Over head and ears, sir.

BOLT


If th’execution had been upon the land, Sir




Jeffrey, as ’twas upon the sea, your worship had
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been in a worse pickle than he.

WISEACRES

Why, knave?  Why?

BOLT


Because he that has a bad name is half-hanged,




and your worship knows, ye have but an ill name.

WISEACRES

Thou varlet!  Is not wise good?
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BOLT


Yes.  Come along, porter!  Wise is good.

WISEACRES

And is not acre good?

BOLT


Yes, passing good.

WISEACRES

Why should Wiseacres, being put together, be 




nought then?
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BOLT


Is not plum-porridge good, Sir Jeffrey?

WISEACRES

Yes.

WALLACE

Would I had this trunk full of ’em.

BOLT


Peace, greedygut!  Plum-porridge is good, and 

bag-pudding is good, but put them together
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and they are filthy meat.

WISEACRES 

Well, that’s true.

WALLACE

Right, sir.

[Wallace] sets down the trunk

WISEACRES

How now?

WALLACE

Hunger is good, and two woodcocks are good,
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but the feathers of those two woodcocks must




be plucked first.

WISEACRES

Hold, I charge thee!

WALLACE

Y’are a scurvy justice, yare man’s an ass, and 




you another with a velvet foot-cloth on your
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back.  I ken ye very well, and I’ll knock ye very




weel.  If anything be worth victuals, it goes




down here.

BOLT


The devil choke you, if you be a man of your word.

WALLACE

Wiseacres!  If you would fain know who has got
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This trash from thee, tis I, Wallace the Scot.

BOLT    [and]           
  

WISEACRES
 
Wallace!

BOLT


Fly, Sir Jeffrey!  He calls us woodcocks.  Let’s




fly and raise the country!

WALLACE

D’ye grumble?  Raise the devil and spare not!
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[WISEACRES  and  BOLT ] Exeunt




Wert thou a chest of gold I’d give thee all for victuals.

Hunger, they say, will break stone walls. Your chops are not

 so hard, ye shall burst,’ though with iron ribs ye were bar’d.

Victuals;  wine, too.     Few justices do feed the hungry, thus.  Of these, Wiseacres are the bravest fellows, specially 
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English Wiseacres.

Enter  SELBY  miserably poor, carrying a rope

SELBY

I’ll now be my own carver.  Misery and age,




Want and despair have brought me to death’s door,




And shall I not enter?  Yes, I will.  This key




Shall do it.  Is death so surly, may a poor man
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Speak sooner with a king than speak with him




When he has most need of him?  Ugly, lean slave,




So may I see him, no matter for a grave.

WALLACE

How now?  What do’st look for>

SELBY

For that which a quarter of the world
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Wants, a tree to be hanged upon.

WALLACE

Art weary of thy life?

SELBY

Yes.  All men are of their old wives.  My life has gone 




up and down with me this threescore and odd years.

’Tis time to be weary of it, I think, now.
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WALLACE

And when thou hast hanged thyself, whither do’st think




to go then?

SELBY

To the linen-draper.

WALLACE

What linen-draper?

SELBY

The richest in the world, my old grandmother, the
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earth.  How many pairs of sheets has she had,




think ye, since Adam and Eve lay together?  It’s




the best inn to lie at;  a man shall be sure of




good linen.

WALLACE

Who dwells hereabouts?
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SELBY

One upon whom all the poor in the country cry out.

WALLACE

Who’s that?

SELBY

Scarity, death, penury, famine, hunger.  I have




not known that man lives by food these four
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days and therefore I’ll descend to the




antipodes because I’ll kick at this world.

WALLACE

Stay. Famine shall not kill thee; sit and eat




thy belly full, thy cares in good wine drown.




By my own fall, I pity others down.




Is’t not good cheer?
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SELBY

Brave, I thank you for it. How many beggars does




a rich man eat at his table at one meal, when those




few crumb s are able to save a man’s life? How




came you, sir, into this fearful nest of screech-




owls and ravens?
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WALLACE

Cast up by the sea, I was shipwrack’d and lost all




my company.

SELBY

Would I had been one of ’em. I have lost more




than you have done, I ha’ lost all that I had but 




my sins and they bang so heavy on my eyelids
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I can scarce look so high as the brims of my hat




to heaven. I have such a mind downwards I have




almost forgot who dwells over my head.    

WALLACE

Look up; by not afraid, there reigns no tyrant.




Would thou had’st been with me at sea.
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SELBY

So would I.

WALLACE

Had’st thou an atheist been and God not known. 




Th’adst found him in the deep, there he’s best shown.




He that at sea is shipwreck’d and denies




a deity (being there sav’d), damn’d lives and dies.
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Man, nowhere in the twinkling of an eye,




is thrown so near to hell or rais’d so high




towards heaven than when he’s toss’d upon the waves. 




It must be a hand omnipotent there that saves.




But how came you, sir, hither?
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SELBY

I was banish’d  from England (but that grieves me not),




but I kill’d an old man, he was call’d Wallace.

WALLACE

Ha?

SELBY

Wallace. And me thinks he’s still at mine elbow.

WALLACE

Elbow?  [Aside]  Selby, my father’s murderer?
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Think not upon it, sit, eat heartily!




[Aside] Thy last ...   Sit down, I say!  [Aside] Never to rise...




Drink wine!   [Aside]  Drink deep, let thy soul reel to hell.

SELBY

I am almost dead with cold.

WALLACE





I’ll fetch dry sticks
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And with two flints, kindle fire –   [Aside] beat out his brains.




Oh, that physic had the power to make thee young




I’d fetch thee drugs from th’ utmost of the world




And then would arm thee or, into thy veins




half of my own blood I’d pour, to lend thee strength
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that I might kill thee nobly.

SELBY

Be quiet. I’ll pay thee.

WALLACE

How now?

SELBY

A slumber took me, and me thought old Wallace




clapped me upon the shoulder with one hand
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and with the other pointed to his wounds




at which I started, spoke, but know not what.




I’m cold at heart.

WALLACE




I’ll seek for fire.

SELBY






I thank ye.
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If what I utter ye tell to any, I am a dead man.




You have me at your mercy and may betray me.

WALLACE

Not I. Eat and get strength, I’ll seek for fire.




[Aside]  Unless I be a devil (’though I have cause




To kill thee) yet my quick hand shall eschew it,
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Thy careless confidence does bind me to it.




This mercy which I show now is for God’s sake




In part of payment of his shown to me.




If I should kill thee now, thou owest me nothing;




Live, and be still my debtor. I shall do thee



More harm to give thee life than take it from thee.
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Heaven, in my father’s blood who is chief share,




Shall strike for me a revenge more just and fairer.

Exit  WALLACE

Enter  HAZELRIGG, poor as the other [Selby], with apples

HAZELRIGG

Selby! Selby!



[Aside]  How like a churl thou feed’st alone
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and greedy art to fatten misery.

SELBY

Here!

HAZELRIGG

Look, I ha’ found a jenneting tree.

SELBY

Where stands it?
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HAZELRIGG

I’ll not tell thee. See, brave food.

SELBY

Let’s taste it.

HAZELRIGG

Not a paring. What hast there?

SELBY

The dole of plenty.

HAZELRIGG

Good old rogue I thank thee,
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I have a stomach like a lawyer.




Let’s eat fruit when we have fill’d our bellies.

SELBY

Not a bit?

HAZELRIGG

Ha?

SELBY

Not a paring of cheese?
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HAZELRIGG

I must [eat].

SELBY

Thou shalt not. I pay thee in thy own coin.

HAZELRIGG

Thy doting age is almost at her journey’s end;




My youth, having far to go, needs more provision,



and I’ll have this –
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SELBY



Hands off!

HAZELRIGG





You dog, you old devil!

[Hazelrigg stabs Selby]

SELBY

I thank thee. Thou hast cut the thread in two




of all my woes. Heaven pardon us both. Adieu!

Dies

HAZELRIGG

Selby, no water from the hallowed fount
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touched thee, thou art so fatal. Selby dead!




God’s building, which has stood this threescore years,




this has defac’d; would it were up again




with ruin of mine own. I never knew




partners but one still th’other overthrew.


305




Thou and I did set up with one stock of care;




I have undone thee, and now all’s my share.




’Tis not so sinful, nor so base a stroke,




to spoil a willow as an old reverend oak.




From me th’art gone but I’ll from hence ne’er fly
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but sit by thee and sigh, and weep, and die.

Enter  SIR JEFFREY [WISEACRES],  BOLT,  SOLDIERS
BOLT


Stand! That’s he who turns his tail to us, which is



as much as to say, a fart for your Worship.

[SOLDIERS]

Down with him!

WISEACRES

Peace! It’s a wild bull we came to set upon and
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therefore let those dogs that can, fasten bite




soundly.

BOLT


My hearts, we come not to bait an ass in a bear’s




skin, but a lion in his own skin. He’s a traitor!

[WISEACRES]
How know we that?
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BOLT


Thus: he hides his face and we are not to back a




traitor. Sir Jeffrey, you’ll get between me and the




gallows if I strike him down?

WISEACRES

I’ll enter into a recognisance to hand, before thou




shalt hang.
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BOLT


If you see my heart begin to faint, knock you me




down to put life into me.

WISEACRES

Fear nothing.

BOLT  strikes [HAZELRIGG] down

HAZELRIGG

Be damned! Both gods and men the act detest.




Oh heaven” Wipe this sin out for all the rest.
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Dies

BOLT


Your sins are wip’d out, sir. Your Scottish




score is paid, sir.

WISEACRES

Is he down?

BOLT


He sprawls. Stay! There’s one asleep by him!




Shall I kill the lice in bis head, too?
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WISEACRES

No! Wake not a sleeping mastiff. The king’s in the




field, let’s post to him. Bolt, thou shalt be a knight as




deep as myself for this manly deed. As ye go




through the country, cry aloud “The traitor’s dead!”

BOLT


Cry it out at the Cross and at the old Palace
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that Bolt was the man that brain’d lusty Wallace.

ALL


The traitor’s dead! The traitor’s dead!  [etc.]

[Exeunt]
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