ACT V  Scene 2

Enter GRIMSBY,  MENTEITH,  COMYN,  English  HERALD, and RUGECROSSE

MENTEITH

Stay noble Grimsby, ere he further pass




One of us certify our General.




Perhaps he’ll not admit him to his presence.

GRIMSBY

’Tis like so;  stay him here, that pain be mine.

COMYN

Let Rugecrosse bring his pleasure.
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GRIMSBY

Come, agreed.

Exeunt GRIMSBY and RUGECROSSE

MENTEITH

You bring from Longshanks some strange message now?

COMYN

At least he sends his gauntlet.

MENTEITH




Gauntlet?  No!




The English fight not two days together
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But, like swaggerers, a fray being made up




With a wound or so, the man, whose throat




Before should have been cut, is a sworn brother.




Now we have maul’d your nation, they’ll fawn on us




Like spaniels, will they not? 
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COMYN

And that’s thy errand, is’t not?

MENTEITH





Commonly,




When English see at cuffs they are too weak,




They fall to fishing and then bait the hook




With mercy and the king’s pardon, at which
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Who bites has his swallowing spoiled for ever.




There’s no Scot but scorns to hand his hope





On your king’s promises, be it ne’er so




Smoothly gilded.

HERALD



He gilds none, sir.
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MENTEITH

I warrant he would pawn half his dominions




To shake hands with Wallace, and be friends.

COMYN

Had he but him in’s Court, he would outshine




His cap’ring gallants.  He would dote on him,




As Jupiter did on Ganymede, and make him
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His chief minion.

HERALD



He does already so, 

Really dote upon him.  ’Tis not yet

The age of one hour since my master swore

To give ten thousand crowns to Scot or English
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That were so bold to bring him Wallace’s head.

Enter  RUGECROSSE

RUGECROSSE
The English herald!
Exeunt RUGERCROSSE  and HERALD

MENTEITH

Ten thousand crowns?

COMYN

Would make a fair show in our purse, Jack.

MENTEITH

I could pick out five thousand heads
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That durst boldly sell him at that rate.

COMYN

Ten thousand crowns?

MENTEITH



Aye, and Court windfalls too,




Some English earldom or so.  Here is none 




But friends;  should you betray the conference,
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I care not.  I would deny it, and I




Would o’ersway your proofs ’though ne’er so massie.

COMYN

It shall not need;  believe me, worthy Menteith,




What here you lock is safe.

MENTEITH




Shall we earn
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 This English gold, ten thousand crowns?

COMYN

My hand.

MENTEITH


They are ours.  He’s dead.

COMYN




No more!  He comes!

Enter WALLACE,  GRIMSBY,  HERALD

WALLACE

I am to him no vassal, he’s a tyrant.
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So tell him, ere his frown shall bend my knee




This shall be hang’d upon the gallow tree.




For my appearance, tell him this;  I’ll dine




On Christmas Day next in his English Court




And in his great Hall at Westminster, at’s own board.
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We’ll drink Scotch healths in his standing cups of gold.




His black jacks, hand in hand, about his Court,




Shall march with our blue bonnets.  We’ll eat nothing




But what our swords shall carve, so tell his soldiers




We’ll sit like Lords there whilst they rail like slaves.
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Go with Scotch threats, pay back your English braves!

Exit HERALD

GRIMSBY

You’ll make the English mad.

[MENTEITH]



A brave defiance.

WALLACE

Defiance?




Let’s mad them more;  they shall not sleep tonight.
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Good Grimsby, beat a drum!  Let bonfires shine




Through all our army as if our tents were burnt




And we dislodg’d;  but re-collect our troops




Into an ordered bod.  Some thing we’ll do




To make our Chronicles swell with English rue.
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GRIMSBY

A drum!  Call a drum!

Exit GRIMSBY

WALLACE

Oh, Sir John Menteith, I have crack’d the ice




To a design which, if it will succeed,




England no more shall strike, not Scotland bleed.

MENTEITH/COMYN
Let’s be partakers, dear sir.



 80

WALLACE

What will you say if I win Bruce from the English?

MENTEITH

The happiest day that ever shone on Scotland.

COMYN

And crown him King?

WALLACE

That’s the upshot must crown all.  I’m to meet him




Before one hour grow old in Glasgow Moor.
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MENTEITH

How meet him?

WALLACE



As I am, both come alone,

No words to any.

MENTEITH



Our lips are sealed.

COMYN

Will you ride or go on foot?
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WALLACE



No more.  I’ll ride.

MENTEITH [Aside] We’ll pass the wood on foot.


WALLACE

Jack Menteith, I do laugh to think what face




Longshanks will make, when he shall hear what guests




Will dine with him in’s Court on Christmas Day. 
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MENTEITH

What face?  He’ll kill the Herald, sure.

WALLACE






Oh!




Some charm for me to be invisible there




And see him.

MENTEITH [Aside to Comyn]   For my part of ten thousand crowns,
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By this hand I do wish you there.

COMYN [Aside to Menteith]
     For as many of mine, I swear.

MENTEITH [Aside to Comyn]


Time may come.




In his exchequer we may share twice that sum.

WALLACE

Hence!  Hie you before.  Keep close in the wood,
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Break forth if you spy treason, if not, not.

MENTEITH/COMYN     Good.

Exeunt  [MENTEITH   and  COMYN]

Enter the  FRIAR’S GHOST

WALLACE

Ha!  If what thou seem’st thou art, step forward.




Speak!  I have fac’d more horrid terror.

FRIAR


Where dost gang?
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WALLACE

What’s that to thee?

FRIAR




Thou’ll not lestand lang;




Two wolves will suck thy bluide;  by the third night,




I charge thy soul meet mine.  Thy death is dight.

WALLACE

Thou art a lying spirit.
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FRIAR




Bruce byn thy bane;




Gif on thou gang, look not turn back again.




Wallace beware!  Methinks it thee should irk,




Mare need hast thou to serve God in the kirk.

WALLACE

Stay!  If thou hast a voice, th’art blood and bone
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As I am.  Let me feel thee else I’ll think thee




A sorcerous imaginary sound.




Stand me!  Thart some English damned witch




That from a reverend friar has stolen his shape




To abuse me.    Stay!    Art gone? 
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[Exit  GHOST, beckoning to WALLACE]








No hag, I will not!




It spake sure, told me Bruce should be my bane –




Cannot – shall not.  Heaven knows such things only.

Enter Old Wallace,, his GHOST



The eye hath shot me through, wounds me to death.




I know that face too well, but ’tis so ghastly
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I’d rather with my nails here dig my grave




Than once more behold thee.  Part from me




Vexed spirit; my blood turns to water.

Exit  GHOST




I beseech thee, affright me not  --  it’s gone!

Enter PEGGY’S GHOST

PEGGY

Alack Scotland, to whom salt thou complain!
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Alack  fra’ mourning, wha sall thee refrain?




I thee beseekand for him [who] died on tree,




Come not near Bruce, yet Bruce sall not hurt thee.




Alack, alack!  No man can stand ’gainst fate.




The damp dew fra the heaven does ’gin to fall;
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I to my rest mim gang ere the cock craw.

[Exit  PEGGY’S GHOST]

WALLACE

It was my wife!  What horror meet I here?




No armour in the world can hold out fear.

Enter GRIMSBY

GRIMSBY

We stay for your direction.

WALLACE



Whom did you meet?
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GRIMSBY

No body.

WALLACE



Saw ye nothing?

GRIMSBY





Not any thing.


WALLACE

’Twas my brain’s weakness, then.




I have seen strange sights, that anon I’ll tell;
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If, Grimsby, we meet never more, farewell.

Exit  [WALLACE]

GRIMSBY

Ha, I am struck dumb.  Oh, man’s slippery fate!




Mischiefs that follow us at our backs, we shun,




And are struck down with those we dream not on.

Exit
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