ACT V  Scene 4

Enter  BRUCE muffled, with a SOLDIER

BRUCE

Help to disguise me, soldier.  In exchange




Take these for thine, and here’s some gold to boot.





[Exchange clothes]

SOLDIER

If I be not hang’d, my Lord, in all my bravery, I care not.

BRUCE

Phew!  I warrant thee seal up thy lips and eyes,




Thou neither see’st nor can’st tell where I am.
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SOLDIER

Not I, my Lord.

[BRUCE]

Oh, my poor wrong’d country!  Pardon me, heaven,

And with a feather pluck’d from mercy’s wing




Brush off the purple spots that else would grow




Like freckles on my soul.




 10

Enter  PERCY  and   CLIFFORD

SOLDIER

My Lord, here comes company.

BRUCE

Here, quick!  Mine own again and get thee gone!

[Exchange clothes again]

PERCY

Sirra, soldier, saw’st thou the Earl of Huntingdon?

SOLDIER

Huntingdon?

CLIFFORD

The Lord Bruce, I mean
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BRUCE

Who calls for Bruce?

PERCY [to Clifford]
   Muffled up and alone.  I’ll to the king.

CLIFFORD

Do, sirra.  Be gone!

Exit [PERCY]

BRUCE

Whither’s Percy gone?  He ask’d for Bruce.

CLIFFORD

There’s great enquiry for you.
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BRUCE




By whom?

CLIFFORD

The king has a fresh command for Bruce.

BRUCE

For me?  He may command his subjects.

CLIFFORD

True, and Huntingdon is one.

BRUCE




Is none.
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CLIFFORD

No subject?

BRUCE



None that dare oppose your king.


[Aside]
Oh, my impostum’d spleen will fly into their faces.




What command has England now?

CLIFFORD





Fresh powers
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 Are to be levied which Bruce of Huntingdon 

Must lead.

BRUCE



’Gainst whom?

CLIFFORD





’Gainst proud Wallace, 

’Gainst the Scots.
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BRUCE



I will not!  I am not his butcher.




’Gainst the Scots I will not fight.

CLIFFORD



How, will not?

BRUCE

No, will not, Clifford.


CLIFFORD



Peace!
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BRUCE





My Lord, I dare not.




In this last battle I receiv’d some wounds




That yet bleed inward.  I will no more

 Banquet strangers with my native blood.

CLIFFORD

Bruce speaks not like a subject.
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BRUCE

English Edward commands not like a King.




Thrice honour’d Clifford, I’ll trust you with my bosom.

CLIFFORD

No, you shall not.




My virgin honour is so chaste it shall not




Keep company with a disquiet bosom,
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Nor talk with discontents.

BRUCE




It shall not. 

 I will but –

CLIFFORD


Spare me.

BRUCE




The air hath ears no more.
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You sent to me  --  I will,  but tell bold Clifford




Not a word.

CLIFFORD

  My thoughts own as much honour as their Lord.

[Cries] within  “Traitor!  Traitor!”

Enter  MENTEITH,  then  KING,  PERCY,  HERTFORD and FOLLOWERS

KING


A mutiny?  What noise is’t?

PERCY

Menteith, a knight of Scotland.
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CLIFFORD

Keep him off.

KING


What com’st thou for?

MENTEITH

Comyn, my countryman, and I have brought




A jewel to your Highness which, if ’twere right




As ’tis known counterfeit, ’twere worth a kingdom.
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Wearied with war and pitying the deep wounds




Which fainting Scotland bears upon her breast




And knowing that the only sword which gashes




Her tender sides is grip’d in Wallace’ hands,




I, in my love to peace and to the safety
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Of two great nations, am the man that laid




Snares to entrap this monster that devours




So many thousand lives.  The rebel’s ta’en.

KING


Where is he?

MENTEITH

I have brought him to your English camp.
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Force would not do’t, but policy.  We struck

The stag to the ground and thought him dead,

But heaven put back the blow on purpose.

He’s now come to life, from an astonishment

When we thought him dead.  To th’ end the world
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May see the public shame of an arch-traitor. 

KING


Menteith hath won fame and honour by this act.




Fetch in this devil.

Exit MENTEITH

CLIFFORD
[Aside]   Thou wilt have England’s thanks but Scotland’s curse. 




Thou never hast done better, never worse,
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Damned Judas to thy countryman and friend.

Enter  WALLACE,  MENTEITH,  COMYN

WALLACE

Where am I?

BRUCE


Here, with Bruce.

WALLACE



Bruce, my sovereign?




My blood is sold;  this is not Glasgow Moor.
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Some villain hath betray’d me.

CLIFFORD

Speak to your countrymen, Comyn and Menteith.

WALLACE

Comyn and Menteith?




Something it was that made the modest night




Look angry on the world.  Aye, this was it,


 95




And this was it that cleft my father’s grave




And rais’d him from his monumental bed of earth




To give me gentle warning.  This was it




That made my star, when all the rest look’d pale,




Blush like a fiery meteor.  Can heaven wink at this?
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MENTEITH

It can, it doth, and at far greater mischiefs.

WALLACE

Not of thy acting?

MENTEITH



Yes, of mine.

WALLACE





Not here?

MENTEITH

Here, or in Hell.
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WALLACE



Why then, go act them there,




Boast of them there, in that black kingdom tell




That by a true subject a base rebel fell!

[WALLACE] kills him with his fist

KING


What’s that?

CLIFFORD


Your Scotch jeweller is slain.
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KING





By whom?

CLIFFORD

By Wallace.

WALLACE



Hear me speak, King Edward.

CLIFFORD

Good my liege, hear him.

KING




Clifford, I have vow’d
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Neither to hear nor see him.  Drag him hence.




Mine eye shall not be so compassionate




To view him lest I pity him.  Hang,




Draw and quarter him!

WALLACE




First hear me speak!
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KING


Drag him hence and let that heart, those limbs,




Which were the motives to rebellious war




Be torn asunder, cast upon that ground




Which he, with unkind steel, so oft did wound.




Away with him!
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WALLACE



Farewell to all the world!




I ha’ met death too often to fear him now,




Only it grieves me that I have not freed




Scotland, my native soil, from tyranny.




Bruce, thou hast a kingdom, lose it not.
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KING


Stop his throat!

WALLACE




I go to one too




And, on my grave, when death hath there down laid me,




Be this my epitaph, ‘Mine own betrayed me’.

Exit  [WALLACE  and  SOLDIERS]

BRUCE

Let him have noble trial.
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KING


He shall have the trial of an arch-traitor.




Percy and Clifford, take hence Bruce.

BRUCE

Me hence?

KING


You hence, sir.  From this hour, I swear




Never to see thee, Earl of Huntingdon.
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Hark, Clifford and Northumberland, Awa’!

BRUCE

What is King Edward’s meaning?

KING




Your head shall feel

 Our meaning.  See it dispatch’d.

BRUCE





You may –
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Exeunt  BRUCE.  PERCY  and  CLIFFORD

COMYN

My honour’d Lord, although untimely death




Hath taken hence one engine of that work




That brought that rebel Wallace to his end,




Seeing our countries’ peace and England’s good




Is, by his death, made perfect and complete,
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I doubt not but the promised reward




Of full ten thousand crowns shall now remain




To the survivor?

KING





Comyn, I perceive




It was reward, not love, that acted it,
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But you shall have your due.  Of that, anon.

A flourish

Enter  ALL  in state




I told thee, Bruce, that thou upon thy head




Should’st feel our meaning, and that all the world




May know we value honour above conquest,




Having a power able to turn all Scotland
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Into a chaos;  here ’twixt both our armies




Give us thy oath of fealty and wear




Both crown and title of thine ancestors.

BRUCE

England is full of honour.  Bruce doth bend




To thy command.
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They crown him

KING


Give him his oath of fealty,




With him, those Lords which are his countrymen.

They swear.   BRUCE   stabs  COMYN
BRUCE

Stand back!  A serpent shall not with his breath




Infect our kingly ears.  Die, slave!  For he




That would betray his friend shall ne’er serve me.
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KING


What hath Bruce done?

BRUCE




A sacrifice




Of honour and revenge; no traitor’s hand




Shall help to lift a crown up to my head.




Thou did’st betray, then die unpitied.
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CLIFFORD

Brave Bruce, I’ll love thee for this honour’d act;




Thou hast perform’d a noble piece of justice.




Now shall the Ghost of Wallace sleep in peace




And perfect love shall ’twixt these lands increase.




He hath his full reward for his foul treason;
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Drag hence the slave and make him food for crows.




The lamp that gave rebellion light hath spent




The oil that fed it;  all our spears are turn’d




To palms and olive branches, all our stars

Are now made whole.  Peace is the balm of wars.                 185
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