And with that blood will nake 'em one day groan for't.
My nobl e father, Henry of Bucki ngham

Who first rai sed head agai nst usurping R chard,
Flying for succor to his servant Banister

Bei ng distress'd, was by that wetch betray'd,

And without trial fell; God' s peace be with himn
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying

My father's loss, like a nost royal prince,
Restored nme to ny honours, and, out of ruins,

Made ny nane once nore noble. Now his son

Henry the Eighth, life, honour, nanme and al

That made nme happy at one stroke has taken

For ever fromthe world. | had ny trial

And, must needs say, a noble one; which nakes ne,
Alittle happier than ny wetched father

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes: both

Fel | by our servants, by those nmen we | oved nost;
A nost unnatural and faithless service!

Heaven has an end in all: yet, you that hear ne,
This froma dying nan receive as certain:

Where you are liberal of your |oves and counsels
Be sure you be not | oose; for those you make friends
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away

Li ke water fromye, never found again

But where they nmean to sink ye. Al good peopl e,
Pray for nme! | nust now forsake ye: the last hour
O nmy long weary life is cone upon ne. Farewell:
And when you woul d say sonething that is sad,
Speak how I fell. | have done; and God forgive ne!

[ Exeunt BUCKI NGHAM and Tr ai n]
First Gentleman O this is full of pity!l Sir, it calls

| fear, too many curses on their beads
That were the authors.

Second Gentl eman If the duke be guiltless,
"Tis full of woe: yet | can give you inkling
O an ensuing evil, if it fall,

Greater than this.

First Gentleman Good angel s keep it from us
What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, sir?

Second Gentl enman This secret is so weighty, "twill require
A strong faith to conceal it

First Gentlenman Let ne have it;
| do not tal k nuch.

Second Gentl enan I am confi dent,
You shall, sir: did you not of |ate days hear
A buzzing of a separation
Bet ween t he ki ng and Kat hari ne?

First Gentlenan Yes, but it held not:
For when the king once heard it, out of anger
He sent command to the |ord nayor straight
To stop the runor, and allay those tongues
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That durst disperse it.

Second Gentl eman But that slander, sir,
Is found a truth now for it grows again
Fresher than e'er it was; and held for certain
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal
O sone about hi mnear, have, out of nalice
To the good queen, possess'd himwith a scruple
That will undo her: to confirmthis too
Cardinal Canpeius is arrived, and lately;
As all think, for this business.

First Gentleman 'Tis the cardinal
And nerely to revenge himon the enperor
For not bestowing on him at his asking,
The archbi shopric of Toledo, this is purposed.

Second Gentl enman I think you have hit the mark: but is't not crue
That she should feel the smart of this? The cardina
WIIl have his will, and she nust fall.

First Gentleman 'Tis woful.
W are too open here to argue this;
Let's think in private nore.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

An ant e-chanber in the pal ace.
[Enter Chanberlain, reading a letter]

Chanberlain 'My lord, the horses your lordship sent for, with
all the care | had, | saw well chosen, ridden, and
furni shed. They were young and handsone, and of the
best breed in the north. Wen they were ready to
set out for London, a man of ny lord cardinal's, by
commi ssion and main power, took 'emfromnme; with
this reason: His master would be served before a
subject, if not before the king; which stopped our
nmout hs, sir.'
| fear he will indeed: well, et himhave them
He will have all, | think.

[Enter, to Chanmberlain, NORFOLK and SUFFOLK]
NORFOLK Wl |l net, ny lord chanberl ain.
Chanberl ain Good day to both your graces
SUFFOLK How i s the king enploy' d?

Chanmberlain | left himprivate,
Ful I of sad thoughts and troubl es.

NORFOLK What's the cause?

Chanberlain It seens the marriage with his brother's wife
Has crept too near his conscience.



SUFFOLK No, his conscience
Has crept too near another | ady.

NORFOLK ' Ti s so:
This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal
That blind priest, like the el dest son of fortune,
Turns what he list. The king will know hi mone day.

SUFFOLK Pray God he do! he'll never know hinself el se.

NORFOLK How holily he works in all his business!
And with what zeal! for, now he has crack'd the | eague
Bet ween us and the enperor, the queen's great nephew,
He dives into the king's soul, and there scatters
Dangers, doubts, winging of the conscience,
Fears, and despairs; and all these for his marriage:
And out of all these to restore the king,
He counsels a divorce; a loss of her
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years
About his neck, yet never |ost her lustre;
O her that loves himwi th that excellence
That angel s | ove good nmen with; even of her
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls,
WIIl bless the king: and is not this course pious?

Chanber | ai n Heaven keep me from such counsel! 'Tis nobst true
These news are every where; every tongue speaks 'em
And every true heart weeps for't: all that dare
Look into these affairs see this main end,
The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open
The king's eyes, that so | ong have sl ept upon
This bold bad nan

SUFFOLK And free us from his slavery.

NORFOLK W& had need pray,
And heartily, for our deliverance;
O this inperious man will work us al
From princes into pages: all nen's honours
Lie li ke one lunmp before him to be fashion'd
Into what pitch he please.

SUFFOLK For ne, ny |ords,
I love himnot, nor fear him there's ny creed:
As | am made without him so I'll stand,
If the king please; his curses and his bl essings
Touch ne alike, they're breath | not believe in.
I knew him and | know him so | |eave him
To himthat made hi m proud, the pope.

NORFOLK Let's in;
And with some other business put the King
From these sad thoughts, that work too rmuch upon him
My lord, you'll bear us conpany?

Chanberl ai n Excuse ne;
The king has sent ne ot herwhere: besides,
You'l | find a nost unfit time to disturb him
Health to your | ordshi ps.



NORFOLK Thanks, ny good | ord chanberl ain.

[Exit Chanberlain; and KING HENRY VII| draws the
curtain, and sits reading pensively]

SUFFOLK How sad he | ooks! sure, he is nuch afflicted.
KING HENRY VIII Who's there, ha?
NORFOLK Pray God he be not angry.

KING HENRY VII1 Who's there, | say? How dare you thrust yoursel ves
Into ny private neditations?
Who am | ? ha?

NORFOLK A graci ous king that pardons all offences
Mal i ce ne'er neant: our breach of duty this way
I s business of estate; in which we cone
To know your royal pleasure.

KING HENRY VII1 Ye are too bold:
G to; I'll nmake ye know your tines of business:
Is this an hour for tenporal affairs, ha?

[ Ent er CARDI NAL WOLSEY and CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS, with
a conmi ssi on]

Who's there? ny good lord cardinal ? O ny Wl sey,
The qui et of ny wounded consci ence;
Thou art a cure fit for a king.

[ To CARDI NAL CANPEI US]

You' re wel cone
Most | earned reverend sir, into our Kingdom
Use us and it.

[ To CARDI NAL WOLSEY]

My good lord, have great care
| be not found a tal ker

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Sir, you cannot.
I would your grace would give us but an hour
O private conference.

KING HENRY VI 11 [To NORFOLK and SUFFOLK]
W are busy; go.

NORFOLK [ Asi de to SUFFCLK]
This priest has no pride in hinP

SUFFOLK [ Asi de t o NORFOLK] Not to speak of:
| would not be so sick though for his place:
But this cannot continue.

NORFOLK [ Asi de to SUFFOLK] If it do
I'l'l venture one have-at-him



SUFFOLK [ Aside to NORFOLK] | anot her.
[ Exeunt NORFOLK and SUFFOLK]

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Your grace has given a precedent of w sdom
Above all princes, in comitting freely
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you?
The Spaniard, tied blood and favour to her
Must now confess, if they have any goodness,
The trial just and noble. Al the clerks,
I mean the | earned ones, in Christian kingdons
Have their free voices: Rone, the nurse of judgnent,
Invited by your noble self, hath sent
One general tongue unto us, this good nan
This just and | earned priest, Cardinal Canpeius;
Whom once nore | present unto your highness.

KING HENRY VII1 And once nore in mine arns | bid himwel cone,
And thank the holy conclave for their |oves:
They have sent nme such a man | woul d have wi sh'd for

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  Your grace nust needs deserve all strangers'
You are so noble. To your highness' hand
| tender ny conmi ssion; by whose virtue,
The court of Rome commandi ng, you, ny lord
Cardinal of York, are join'd with ne their servant
In the unpartial judging of this business.

KING HENRY VII1 Two equal nen. The queen shall be acquainted
Forthwith for what you come. Were's Gardi ner?

CARDI NAL WOLSEY | know your majesty has always | oved her
So dear in heart, not to deny her that
A worman of |ess place nmight ask by |aw
Scholars allow d freely to argue for her

KING HENRY VII1 Ay, and the best she shall have; and ny favour
To himthat does best: God forbid el se. Cardinal
Prithee, call Gardiner to ne, nmy new secretary:
I find hima fit fellow

[ Exi t CARDI NAL WOLSEY]

[ Re-enter CARDI NAL WOLSEY, wi th GARDI NER]

| oves,

CARDI NAL WOLSEY [Aside to GARDINER] G ve nme your hand rmuch joy and

favour to you;
You are the king's now.

GARDI NER [Asi de to CARDI NAL WOLSEY]
But to be commuanded
For ever by your grace, whose hand has raised ne.
KI NG HENRY VI I Cone hither, Gardiner
[ WAl ks and whi sper s]

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace
In this man's place before hin?



CARDI NAL WOLSEY Yes, he was.
CARDI NAL CAMPEI US Was he not held a | earned nman?
CARDI NAL WOLSEY Yes, surely.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS Believe ne, there's an ill opinion spread then
Even of yourself, lord cardinal

CARDI NAL WOLSEY How! of me?

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  They will not stick to say you envied him
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous,
Kept hima foreign man still; which so grieved him
That he ran nmad and di ed.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Heaven's peace be with him
That's Christian care enough: for living nurnurers
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool
For he woul d needs be virtuous: that good fellow,
If I command him follows nmy appointnent:
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother
W live not to be grip'd by nmeaner persons.

KING HENRY VII1 Deliver this with nbdesty to the queen
[ Exit GARDI NER]

The nost convenient place that | can think of

For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars;
There ye shall neet about this weighty business.
My Wl sey, see it furnish'd. O ny lord,

Wuld it not grieve an able man to | eave

So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, conscience!
O 'tis a tender place; and | nust |eave her

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

An ante-chanber of the QUEEN S apartnents.
[Enter ANNE and an A d Lady]

ANNE Not for that neither: here's the pang that pinches:
Hi s hi ghness having lived so long with her, and she
So good a lady that no tongue coul d ever
Pronounce di shonour of her; by ny life,

She never knew harmdoing: O now, after

So many courses of the sun enthroned,

Still growing in a majesty and ponp, the which

To | eave a thousand-fold nore bitter than

"Tis sweet at first to acquire,--after this process
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity

Wul d nove a nonster.

ad Lady Hearts of nost hard tenper
Melt and lament for her.



ANNE O God's will! nuch better
She ne' er had known ponp: though't be tenporal
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce
It fromthe bearer, 'tis a sufferance panging
As soul and body's severing.

ad Lady Al as, poor | ady!
She's a stranger now agai n.

ANNE So nmuch the nore
Must pity drop upon her. Verily,
| swear, 'tis better to be lowy born,
And range with hunble livers in content,
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief,
And wear a gol den sorrow.

ad Lady Qur content
I's our best having.

ANNE By nmy troth and nai denhead,
I would not be a queen.

ad Lady Beshrew nme, | woul d,
And venture mai denhead for't; and so would you
For all this spice of your hypocrisy:
You, that have so fair parts of worman on you
Have too a wonan's heart; which ever yet
Af fected emnminence, wealth, sovereignty;
Whi ch, to say sooth, are blessings; and which gifts,
Saving your nmincing, the capacity
O your soft cheveril conscience would receive,
If you might please to stretch it

ANNE Nay, good troth.

ad Lady Yes, troth, and troth; you would not be a queen?

ANNE No, not for all the riches under heaven.

a d Lady: '"Tis strange: a three-pence bow d would hire ne,
AOdas | am to queen it: but, | pray you

What think you of a duchess? have you |inbs
To bear that |oad of title?

ANNE No, in truth.

ad Lady Then you are weakly made: pluck off a little;
I would not be a young count in your way,
For nore than blushing conmes to: if your back
Cannot vouchsafe this burthen,'tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.

ANNE How you do tal k!
| swear again, | would not be a queen
For all the world.

ad Lady In faith, for little England
You'ld venture an enballing: | nyself
Wul d for Carnarvonshire, although there long'd
No nore to the crown but that. Lo, who cones here?



[ Enter Chanberl ai n]

Chanberl ain Good norrow, | adies. What were't worth to know
The secret of your conference?

ANNE My good | ord,
Not your demand; it values not your asking:
Qur mistress' sorrows we were pitying.

Chanberlain It was a gentle business, and beconi ng
The action of good wonen: there is hope
All will be well.

ANNE Now, | pray CGod, anen

Chanberl ain You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly bl essings
Fol  ow such creatures. That you may, fair [ ady,
Perceive | speak sincerely, and high note's
Ta' en of your nmany virtues, the king's majesty
Conmmends hi s good opinion of you, and
Does purpose honour to you no |ess flow ng
Than Mar chi oness of Penbroke: to which title
A thousand pound a year, annual support,

Qut of his grace he adds.

ANNE | do not know
What kind of ny obedi ence | should tender
More than nmy all is nothing: nor ny prayers
Are not words duly hallow d, nor ny w shes
More worth than enpty vanities; yet prayers and w shes
Are all | can return. Beseech your | ordship,
Vouchsafe to speak ny thanks and my obedience,
As from a bl ushing handmai d, to his highness;
Whose health and royalty | pray for

Chanber | ai n Lady,
| shall not fail to approve the fair conceit
The king hath of you

[ Asi de]

| have perused her well;
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled
That they have caught the king: and who knows yet
But fromthis |ady nmay proceed a gem
To lighten all this isle? I'lIl to the king,
And say | spoke with you

[Exit Chanberl ai n]
ANNE My honour'd | ord.

ad Lady Wiy, this it is; see, seel
| have been beggi ng sixteen years in court,
Am yet a courtier beggarly, nor could
Conme pat betwi xt too early and too late
For any suit of pounds; and you, O fatel
A very fresh-fish here--fie, fie, fie upon
This conpell'd fortune!--have your nmouth fill'd up



Bef ore you open it.
ANNE This is strange to ne.

ad Lady How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no.
There was a lady once, 'tis an old story,
That woul d not be a queen, that would she not,
For all the rmud in Egypt: have you heard it?

ANNE Conme, you are pl easant.

ad Lady Wth your therme, | could
O ernopunt the lark. The Marchi oness of Penbroke!
A thousand pounds a year for pure respect!
No ot her obligation! By ny life,
That promi ses noe thousands: honour's train
I's longer than his foreskirt. By this tine
| know your back will bear a duchess: say,
Are you not stronger than you were?

ANNE Good | ady,
Make yourself mirth with your particul ar fancy,
And | eave nme out on't. Wuld | had no being,
If this salute ny blood a jot: it faints ne,
To think what foll ows.
The queen is confortless, and we forgetfu
In our long absence: pray, do not deliver
What here you've heard to her

ad Lady What do you think nme?
[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

A hall in Black-Friars.

[ Trunpets, sennet, and cornets. Enter two Vergers,
with short silver wands; next them two Scribes, in
the habit of doctors; after them CANTERBURY al one;
after him LINCOLN, Ely, Rochester, and Saint

Asaph; next them with some snall distance, follows
a Gentleman bearing the purse, with the great seal
and a cardinal's hat; then two Priests, bearing
each a silver cross; then a Gentl enan-usher

bar e- headed, acconpanied with a Sergeant-at-arns
bearing a silver mace; then two Gentl enen bearing
two great silver pillars; after them side by side,
CARDI NAL WOLSEY and CARDI NAL CAMPEI US; two Nobl enen
with the sword and mace. KING HENRY VIII takes

pl ace under the cloth of state; CARDI NAL WOLSEY and
CARDI NAL CAMPEI US sit under him as judges. QUEEN
KATHARI NE t akes pl ace sone distance from Kl NG
HENRY VII1. The Bishops place thensel ves on each
side the court, in manner of a consistory; bel ow
them the Scribes. The Lords sit next the Bishops.
The rest of the Attendants stand in convenient
order about the stage]

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Wi | st our conmi ssion from Rone is read,



Let silence be commanded.

KING HENRY VII| What's the need?
It hath already publicly been read,
And on all sides the authority all ow d;
You nmay, then, spare that tine

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Be't so. Proceed.

Scribe Say, Henry King of England, cone into the court.
Crier Henry King of England, &c.

KI NG HENRY VI I Here.

Scribe Say, Katharine Queen of England, cone into the court.
Crier Kat hari ne Queen of England, &c.

[ QUEEN KATHARI NE makes no answer, rises out of her
chair, goes about the court, comes to Kl NG HENRY
VI1I, and kneels at his feet; then speaks]

QUEEN KATHARINE Sir, | desire you do nme right and justice;
And to bestow your pity on ne: for
| ama nmost poor wonan, and a stranger
Born out of your domninions; having here
No judge indifferent, nor no nore assurance
O equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir,
In what have | offended you? what cause
Hat h ny behavi or given to your displ easure,
That thus you should proceed to put nme off,
And take your good grace from ne? Heaven witness,
| have been to you a true and hunble wife,
At all times to your will confornable;
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike,
Yea, subject to your countenance, glad or sorry
As | saw it inclined: when was the hour
| ever contradicted your desire,
O made it not nmine too? O which of your friends
Have | not strove to love, although I knew
He were nine eneny? what friend of mnine
That had to himderived your anger, did
Continue in ny liking? nay, gave notice
He was from thence discharged. Sir, call to mnd
That | have been your wife, in this obedience,
Upward of twenty years, and have been bl est
Wth many children by you: if, in the course
And process of this tine, you can report,
And prove it too, against mne honour aught,
My bond to wedl ock, or ny love and duty,
Agai nst your sacred person, in God' s nane,
Turn ne away; and let the foul'st contenpt
Shut door upon nme, and so give nme up
To the sharp'st kind of justice. Please you sir,
The king, your father, was reputed for
A prince nost prudent, of an excellent
And unmatch'd wit and judgnent: Ferdi nand,
My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one
The wi sest prince that there had reign'd by many



A year before: it is not to be question'd

That they had gather'd a wise council to them

O every realm that did debate this business,

Wio deemid our marriage |awful: wherefore | hunbly

Beseech you, sir, to spare nme, till | may

Be by nmy friends in Spain advised; whose counsel
I will inplore: if not, i' the name of Cod,

Your pleasure be fulfill'd!

CARDI NAL WOLSEY You have here, | ady,
And of your choice, these reverend fathers; nen
O singular integrity and | earning,
Yea, the elect o' the land, who are assenbl ed
To pl ead your cause: it shall be therefore bootless
That | onger you desire the court; as well
For your own quiet, as to rectify
What is unsettled in the King.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS Hi s grace
Hat h spoken well and justly: therefore, madam
It's fit this royal session do proceed;
And that, w thout delay, their argunents
Be now produced and heard.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Lord cardi nal
To you | speak

CARDI NAL WOL SEY Your pl easure, nadanf

QUEEN KATHARI NE Sir,
I am about to weep; but, thinking that
W are a queen, or long have dreami d so, certain
The daughter of a king, ny drops of tears
"1l turn to sparks of fire.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Be patient yet.

QUEEN KATHARINE | will, when you are hunble; nay, before,
O CGod will punish ne. | do believe,
I nduced by potent circunstances, that
You are mine eneny, and rmake mny chal |l enge
You shall not be ny judge: for it is you
Have bl own this coal betwixt ny |lord and ne;
Whi ch God's dew quench! Therefore | say again,
| utterly abhor, yea, frommy sou
Ref use you for ny judge; whom yet once nore,
I hold nmy nost malicious foe, and think not
At all a friend to truth

CARDI NAL WOLSEY | do profess
You speak not |ike yourself; who ever yet
Have stood to charity, and display'd the effects
O disposition gentle, and of w sdom
O ertoppi ng wonman' s power. Madam you do ne w ong:
| have no spl een agai nst you; nor injustice
For you or any: how far | have proceeded,
O how far further shall, is warranted
By a conmission fromthe consistory,
Yea, the whol e consistory of Ronme. You charge ne
That | have blown this coal: | do deny it:



The king is present: if it be known to him
That | gainsay ny deed, how may he wound,

And worthily, ny fal sehood! yea, as nuch

As you have done ny truth. If he know

That | amfree of your report, he knows

| am not of your wrong. Therefore in him

It lies to cure ne: and the cure is, to
Renmove these thoughts fromyou: the which before
Hi s hi ghness shall speak in, | do beseech
You, gracious madam to unthink your speaking
And to say so no nore.

QUEEN KATHARINE My lord, ny lord,
I am a sinple wonan, nuch too weak
To oppose your cunning. You're neek and
hunbl e- nout h' d;
You sign your place and calling, in full seening
Wth meekness and hunmility; but your heart
Is crammd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride.
You have, by fortune and his highness' favours,
Gone slightly o' er |ow steps and now are nounted
Wiere powers are your retainers, and your words,
Domestics to you, serve your will as't please
Yoursel f pronounce their office. | nust tell you
You tender nmore your person's honour than
Your high profession spiritual: that again
I do refuse you for ny judge; and here,
Before you all, appeal unto the pope,
To bring ny whol e cause 'fore his holiness,
And to be judged by him

[She curtsies to KING HENRY VII1, and offers to depart]

CARDI NAL CAMPEI US  The queen is obstinate,
Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and
Di sdainful to be tried by't: '"tis not well.
She' s goi ng away.

KING HENRY VIIl Call her again.
Crier Kat hari ne Queen of England, conme into the court.
GRI FFI TH Madam you are call'd back.

QUEEN KATHARI NE What need you note it? pray you, keep your
Wien you are call'd, return. Now, the Lord help,
They vex ne past ny patience! Pray you, pass on
I will not tarry; no, nor ever nore
Upon t his business ny appearance nake
In any of their courts.

[ Exeunt QUEEN KATHARI NE and her Attendants]

KING HENRY VII1 Go thy ways, Kate:
That man i' the world who shall report he has
A better wife, let himin nought be trusted,
For speaking false in that: thou art, alone,
If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness,
Thy nmeekness saint-1like, wife-Iike governnent,
obeying in commandi ng, and thy parts



Soverei gn and pious else, could speak thee out,
The queen of earthly queens: she's noble born
And, like her true nobility, she has

Carried herself towards ne.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Mbst gracious sir,
In hunbl est manner | require your highness,
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing
O all these ears,--for where | amrobb'd and bound,
There nust | be unl oosed, although not there
At once and fully satisfied,--whether ever |
Di d broach this business to your highness; or
Laid any scruple in your way, which ni ght
I nduce you to the question on't? or ever
Have to you, but with thanks to God for such
A royal lady, spake one the |east word that mnight
Be to the prejudice of her present state,
O touch of her good person?

KING HENRY VIII M lord cardinal
I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour
| free you fromt. You are not to be taught
That you have many enenies, that know not
Wiy they are so, but, like to village-curs,
Bark when their fellows do: by sonme of these
The queen is put in anger. You' re excused:
But will you be nore justified? You ever

Have wi sh'd the sleeping of this business; never desired

It to be stirr'd; but oft have hinder'd, oft,
The passages made toward it: on ny honour

| speak ny good lord cardinal to this point,

And thus far clear him Now, what nmoved ne to't,
I will be bold with time and your attention

Then mark the inducenment. Thus it came; give heed to't:

My conscience first received a tenderness,
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter'd
By the Bi shop of Bayonne, then French anmbassador
Who had been hither sent on the debating

A marriage 'twi xt the Duke of Ol eans and

Qur daughter Mary: i' the progress of this business,
Ere a determinate resolution, he,

I mean the bishop, did require a respite;

Wierein he might the king his lord advertise

Whet her our daughter were legitinate,

Respecting this our narriage with the dowager
Sonetines our brother's wife. This respite shook
The bosom of ny conscience, enter'd ne,

Yea, with a splitting power, and nade to trenble
The region of ny breast; which forced such way,
That nmany mazed considerings did throng

And press'd in with this caution. First, nethought
| stood not in the snile of heaven; who had
Commanded nature, that ny |ady's wonb,

If it conceived a male child by ne, should

Do no nore offices of life to't than

The grave does to the dead; for her nale issue

O died where they were made, or shortly after
This world had air'd them hence | took a thought,
This was a judgnment on ne; that ny ki ngdom

Vel worthy the best heir o' the world, should not



Be gladded in't by ne: then follows, that
I weigh' d the danger which nmy realns stood in

By this ny issue's fail; and that gave to ne
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in
The wild sea of ny conscience, | did steer

Toward this renedy, whereupon we are

Now present here together: that's to say,

I meant to rectify my conscience, --which

| then did feel full sick, and yet not well, --
By all the reverend fathers of the |and

And doctors learn'd: first | began in private
Wth you, ny Lord of Lincoln; you renmenber
How under ny oppression | did reek

When | first noved you

LI NCOLN Very well, ny liege

KING HENRY VII1 | have spoke long: be pleased yourself to say
How far you satisfied ne.

LI NCOLN So pl ease your hi ghness,
The question did at first so stagger ne,
Bearing a state of mighty nonent in't
And consequence of dread, that | committed
The daring' st counsel which | had to doubt;
And did entreat your highness to this course
Whi ch you are running here.

KING HENRY VII1 | then noved you
My Lord of Canterbury; and got your |eave
To make this present summons: unsolicited
I left no reverend person in this court;
But by particul ar consent proceeded
Under your hands and seals: therefore, go on
For no dislike i' the world against the person
O the good queen, but the sharp thorny points
O ny alleged reasons, drive this forward:
Prove but our marriage lawful, by ny life
And kingly dignity, we are contented
To wear our nortal state to cone with her
Kat hari ne our queen, before the primest creature
That's paragon'd o' the world.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  So pl ease your hi ghness,
The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness
That we adjourn this court till further day:
Meanwhil e nmust be an earnest notion
Made to the queen, to call back her appea
She intends unto his holiness.

KING HENRY VII1 [Aside] | may perceive
These cardinals trifle with nme: | abhor
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rone.
My learn'd and well-bel oved servant, Cranmner
Prithee, return: with thy approach, | know,
My confort cones along. Break up the court:
| say, set on.

[ Exeunt in manner as they entered]



London. QUEEN KATHARI NE' s apartnents.
[ Enter QUEEN KATHARI NE and her Wonen, as at work]

QUEEN KATHARI NE Take thy lute, wench: ny soul grows sad with troubles;
Sing, and disperse 'em if thou canst: |eave worKking.

[ SONG

O pheus with his lute nade trees,
And the nountain tops that freeze,
Bow t hensel ves when he did sing:
To his music plants and fl owers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard hi m pl ay,
Even the billows of the sea,

Hung their heads, and then | ay by.
In sweet nusic is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart
Fall asleep, or hearing, die.

[Enter a Gentl enan]
QUEEN KATHARI NE How now

Gent | eman An't please your grace, the two great cardinals
Wiait in the presence.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Woul d they speak with ne?
Gentleman  They will'd me say so, nadam

QUEEN KATHARI NE Pray their graces
To cone near.

[Exit Centl eman]

What can be their business

Wth me, a poor weak worman, fall'n from favour?

I do not like their coming. Now | think on't,

They shoul d be good men; their affairs as righteous:
But all hoods make not nonks.

[ Ent er CARDI NAL WOLSEY and CARDI NAL CAMPEI US]

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Peace to your hi ghness!

QUEEN KATHARI NE Your graces find ne here part of a housewi fe,
| would be all, against the worst may happen
What are your pleasures with ne, reverend | ords?

CARDI NAL WOLSEY May it pl ease you noble madam to withdraw

Into your private chanber, we shall give you
The full cause of our coning



QUEEN KATHARI NE Speak it here:
There's nothing | have done yet, o' my conscience,
Deserves a corner: would all other wonen
Coul d speak this with as free a soul as | do!
My lords, | care not, so nmuch | am happy
Above a nunber, if ny actions
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw 'em
Envy and base opi nion set against 'em
| know ny life so even. If your business
Seek me out, and that way | amwfe in,
Qut with it boldly: truth [ oves open dealing.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Tanta est erga te nmentis integritas, regina
sereni ssina, - -

QUEEN KATHARINE O good ny lord, no Latin;
I am not such a truant since my coning
As not to know the | anguage | have lived in:
A strange tongue nmakes ny cause nore strange,
suspi ci ous;
Pray, speak in English: here are sonme will thank you,
If you speak truth, for their poor mstress' sake;
Bel i eve ne, she has had much wrong: |ord cardinal
The willing' st sin | ever yet committed
May be absol ved in English

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Nobl e I ady,
| amsorry ny integrity should breed,
And service to his nmajesty and you
So deep suspicion, where all faith was neant.
W conme not by the way of accusation
To taint that honour every good tongue bl esses,
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow,
You have too much, good |ady; but to know
How you stand minded in the weighty difference
Bet ween t he king and you; and to deliver
Li ke free and honest nen, our just opinions
And conforts to your cause.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  Most honour'd madam
My Lord of York, out of his noble nature,
Zeal and obedi ence he still bore your grace,
Forgetting, |ike a good nan your |ate censure
Both of his truth and him which was too far
Ofers, as | do, in a sign of peace,
H s service and his counsel

QUEEN KATHARI NE [ Asi de] To betray ne. --
My lords, | thank you both for your good wills;
Ye speak |ike honest nen; pray God, ye prove so!
But how to make ye suddenly an answer,
In such a point of weight, so near mne honour, --

More near ny life, | fear,--with nmy weak wit,
And to such men of gravity and | earning,

In truth, I know not. | was set at work

Anong ny maids: full little, God knows, | ooking

Ei ther for such nmen or such business.
For her sake that | have been,--for | fee
The last fit of ny greatness,--good your graces,



Let nme have time and counsel for ny cause:
Alas, | ama woman, friendl ess, hopel ess!

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Madam you wong the king's love with these fears:
Your hopes and friends are infinite.

QUEEN KATHARI NE | n Engl and
But little for my profit: can you think, |ords,
That any Englishman dare give ne counsel ?
O be a known friend, 'gainst his highness' pleasure,
Though he be grown so desperate to be honest,
And live a subject? Nay, forsooth, ny friends,
They that rust weigh out my afflictions,
They that nmy trust nust grow to, live not here:
They are, as all ny other conforts, far hence
In mine own country, |ords.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS | woul d your grace
Wul d | eave your griefs, and take ny counsel

QUEEN KATHARI NE How, sir?

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  Put your main cause into the king's protection;
He's loving and nost gracious: 'twill be nuch
Both for your honour better and your cause;
For if the trial of the Iaw o' ertake ye,
You'll part away disgraced.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY He tells you rightly.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Ye tell me what ye wish for both,--ny ruin:
I's this your Christian counsel ? out upon ye!
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge
That no king can corrupt.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  Your rage nistakes us.

QUEEN KATHARI NE The nore shanme for ye: holy men | thought vye,
Upon ny soul, two reverend cardinal virtues;
But cardinal sins and hollow hearts | fear ye:
Mend "em for shame, ny lords. Is this your confort?
The cordial that ye bring a wetched | ady,
A woman | ost anong ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd?
I will not wish ye half ny niseries;
| have nore charity: but say, | warn'd ye
Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, |est at once
The burthen of mnmy sorrows fall upon ye.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Madam this is a nmere distraction;
You turn the good we offer into envy.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Ye turn me into nothing: woe upon ye
And all such fal se professors! would you have ne--
If you have any justice, any pity;
If ye be any thing but churchmen's habits--
Put ny sick cause into his hands that hates ne?
Al as, has banish'd ne his bed already,
H's love, too long ago! | amold, ny |ords,
And all the fellowship | hold now with him
I's only ny obedi ence. What can happen



To ne above this wetchedness? all your studies
Make ne a curse like this.

CARDI NAL CAMPEI US Your fears are worse.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Have | lived thus long--let nme speak nyself,
Since virtue finds no friends--a wife, a true one?
A worman, | dare say without vain-glory,

Never yet branded w th suspicion?

Have | with all ny full affections

Still nmet the king? | oved hi mnext heaven?
obey' d hi n?

Been, out of fondness, superstitious to hinf?
Al nost forgot ny prayers to content hinf

And am | thus rewarded? 'tis not well, |ords.
Bring me a constant woman to her husband,

One that ne'er dreamid a joy beyond his pleasure;
And to that woman, when she has done nost,
Yet will | add an honour, a great patience.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Madam you wander fromthe good we aim at

QUEEN KATHARINE My lord, | dare not make nyself so guilty,
To give up willingly that noble title
Your master wed nme to: nothing but death
Shall e'er divorce ny dignities.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Pray, hear ne.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Woul d | had never trod this English earth,
O felt the flatteries that grow upon it!
Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your hearts.
What will beconme of me now, wetched | ady!
| amthe nost unhappy wonan i ving.
Al as, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes!
Shi pwr eck' d upon a ki ngdom where no pity,
No friend, no hope; no kindred weep for ne;
Al nost no grave allowd ne: like the lily,
That once was nistress of the field and flourish'd,
I"1l hang nmy head and perish

CARDI NAL WOLSEY | f your grace
Coul d but be brought to know our ends are honest,
You'ld feel nore confort: why should we, good | ady,
Upon what cause, wong you? alas, our places,
The way of our profession is against it:
We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow 'em
For goodness' sake, consider what you do;
How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly
G ow fromthe king' s acquaintance, by this carriage.
The hearts of princes kiss obedi ence,
So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits
They swell, and grow as terrible as storns.
I know you have a gentle, noble tenper
A soul as even as a calm pray, think us
Those we profess, peace-nakers, friends, and servants.

CARDI NAL CAMPEIUS  Madam vyou'll find it so. You wong your virtues
Wth these weak wonen's fears: a noble spirit,
As yours was put into you, ever casts



Such doubts, as false coin, fromit. The king | oves you
Beware you lose it not: for us, if you please

To trust us in your business, we are ready

To use our utnost studies in your service.

QUEEN KATHARI NE Do what ye will, ny lords: and, pray, forgive nme
If | have used nyself unmannerly;
You know | am a worman, |acking wt
To nmake a seemy answer to such persons
Pray, do ny service to his mgjesty:
He has ny heart yet; and shall have ny prayers
Wiile | shall have ny Iife. Conme, reverend fathers,
Best ow your counsels on ne: she now begs,
That little thought, when she set footing here,
She shoul d have bought her dignities so dear

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

Ant e- chanmber to KING HENRY VII1's apartment.
[ Enter NORFOLK, SUFFOLK, SURREY, and Chanberl ai n]

NORFOLK If you will now unite in your conplaints,
And force themwi th a constancy, the cardina
Cannot stand under them if you onit
The offer of this time, | cannot pronise
But that you shall sustain noe new di sgraces,
Wth these you bear already.

SURREY | am j oyful
To nmeet the | east occasion that may give ne
Remenbrance of ny father-in-law, the duke,
To be revenged on him

SUFFOLK Wi ch of the peers
Have uncontemm'd gone by him or at |east
Strangely negl ected? when did he regard
The stanp of nobl eness in any person
Qut of hinsel f?

Chanberl ain My lords, you speak your pleasures:
What he deserves of you and nme | know
What we can do to him though now the tine
Gves way to us, | nuch fear. If you cannot
Bar his access to the king, never attenpt
Any thing on him for he hath a w tchcraft
Over the king in's tongue.

NORFOLK O, fear him not;
His spell in that is out: the king hath found
Matter against himthat for ever mars
The honey of his | anguage. No, he's settled,
Not to cone off, in his displeasure.

SURREY Sir,
I should be glad to hear such news as this
Once every hour.



NORFCLK Believe it, this is true:
In the divorce his contrary proceedi ngs
Are all unfol ded wherein he appears
As | would wi sh mine eneny.

SURREY How cane
His practises to light?

SUFFOLK Most strangely.
SURREY O how, how?

SUFFOLK The cardinal's letters to the pope niscarried,
And cane to the eye o' the king: wherein was read,
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness
To stay the judgnent o' the divorce; for if
It did take place, 'l do,' quoth he, 'perceive
My king is tangled in affection to
A creature of the queen's, Lady Anne Bullen.'

SURREY Has the king this?
SUFFOLK Believe it.
SURREY WIIl this work?

Chanberlain The king in this perceives him how he coasts
And hedges his own way. But in this point
Al'l his tricks founder, and he brings his physic
After his patient's death: the king already
Hath married the fair |ady.

SURREY Woul d he had!

SUFFOLK May you be happy in your wish, my lord
For, | profess, you have it.

SURREY Now, all ny joy
Trace the conjunction!

SUFFOLK My anen to't!
NORFCOLK All men' s!

SUFFOLK There's order given for her coronation
Marry, this is yet but young, and nay be |eft
To some ears unrecounted. But, my |ords,
She is a gallant creature, and conplete
In mind and feature: | persuade ne, from her
WIIl fall some blessing to this |and, which shal
In it be menorised.

SURREY But, will the Kking
Digest this letter of the cardinal's?
The Lord f orbi d!

NORFCLK Marry, anen!

SUFFOLK No, no;
There be npbe wasps that buzz about his nose



WIIl nmake this sting the sooner. Cardinal Canpeius
Is stol'n away to Rone; hath ta'en no | eave;

Has left the cause o' the king unhandl ed; and

I s posted, as the agent of our cardinal

To second all his plot. I do assure you

The king cried Ha! at this.

Chanberl ain Now, God incense him
And let himcry Ha! |ouder!

NORFOLK But, ny lord,
When returns Cranner?

SUFFOLK He is return'd in his opinions; which
Have satisfied the king for his divorce,
Together with all fanous coll eges
Al nmost in Christendom shortly, | believe,
Hi s second marriage shall be publish'd, and
Her coronation. Katharine no nore
Shall be call'd queen, but princess dowager
And wi dow to Prince Arthur.

NORFOLK This same Cranmer's
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en nuch pain
In the king' s business.

SUFFOLK He has; and we shall see him
For it an archbi shop

NORFOLK So | hear.

SUFFOLK 'Tis so
The cardi nal

[ Enter CARDI NAL WOLSEY and CROWMELL]
NORFCLK bserve, observe, he's npody.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY The packet, Cromnel .
Gave't you the king?

CROWAEL L To his own hand, in's bedchanber
CARDI NAL WOLSEY Look'd he o' the inside of the paper?
CROWAEL L Presently

He did unseal them and the first he viewd,

He did it with a serious mnd; a heed

Was in his countenance. You he bade

Attend him here this norning.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY |s he ready
To cone abroad?

CROWAEL L | think, by this he is.
CARDI NAL WOLSEY Leave ne awhil e.

[Exit CROMAELL]



[ Asi de]

It shall be to the Duchess of Al encon
The French king's sister: he shall marry her

Anne Bullen! No; I'lIl no Anne Bullens for him
There's nore in't than fair visage. Bullen
No, we'll no Bullens. Speedily | wi sh

To hear from Rone. The WNarchi oness of Penbr oke!
NORFOLK He's di scont ent ed.

SUFFOLK May be, he hears the king
Does whet his anger to him

SURREY Shar p enough
Lord, for thy justice!

CARDI NAL WOLSEY [ Aside] The late queen's gentl ewoman,
a knight's daughter,
To be her nistress' mistress! the queen's queen
This candle burns not clear: '"tis | nust snuff it;
Then out it goes. What though | know her virtuous
And wel | deserving? yet | know her for
A spl eeny Lutheran; and not whol esone to
Qur cause, that she should lie i' the bosom of
Qur hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprung up
An heretic, an arch one, Cranner; one
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the Kking,
And is his oracle.

NORFOLK He is vex'd at sonething.

SURREY | would 'twere sonmething that would fret the string
The master-cord on's heart!

[Enter KING HENRY VI11, reading of a schedule, and LOVELL]
SUFFOLK The ki ng, the King!

KING HENRY VI 11 What piles of wealth hath he accunul at ed
To his own portion! and what expense by the hour
Seens to flow fromhim How, i' the nane of thrift,
Does he rake this together! Now, ny |ords,

Saw you the cardinal ?

NORFOLK My lord, we have
St ood here observing him sonme strange comotion
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and starts;
Stops on a sudden, |ooks upon the ground,
Then lays his finger on his tenple, straight
Springs out into fast gait; then stops again,
Strikes his breast hard, and anon he casts
Hi s eye against the noon: in nost strange postures
W have seen himset hinself.

KING HENRY VIII1 It may well be;
There is a nmutiny in's mnd. This norning
Papers of state he sent nme to peruse,
As | required: and wot you what | found
There, --on ny conscience, put unwittingly?



Forsooth, an inventory, thus inporting;

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure,
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of househol d; which
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks
Possessi on of a subject.

NORFOLK It's heaven's will:
Some spirit put this paper in the packet,
To bl ess your eye withal

KING HENRY VII1 If we did think
Hi s contenpl ati on were above the earth,
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should stil
Dwell in his nusings: but | amafraid
Hi s thinkings are bel ow the noon, not worth
H s serious considering.

[King HENRY VIII takes his seat; whispers LOVELL
who goes to CARDI NAL WOLSEY]

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Heaven forgive nme
Ever God bl ess your highness!

KING HENRY VII| Good ny |ord,
You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory
O your best graces in your nind; the which
You were now running o'er: you have scarce tine
To steal fromspiritual leisure a brief span
To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that
| deemyou an ill husband, and am gl ad
To have you therein nmy conpanion.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Sir,
For holy offices | have a tine; a tine
To think upon the part of business which
| bear i' the state; and nature does require
Her times of preservation, which perforce
I, her frail son, anmpngst ny brethren nortal
Must give ny tendence to.

KING HENRY VII1 You have said well.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY And ever nay your hi ghness yoke together,
As | will lend you cause, mny doing well
Wth ny well saying!

KING HENRY VIII 'Tis well said again;
And 'tis a kind of good deed to say well:
And yet words are no deeds. My father |oved you
His said he did; and with his deed did crown
Hi s word upon you. Since | had ny office,
| have kept you next ny heart; have not al one
Enpl oy' d you where high profits m ght cone hone,
But pared ny present havings, to bestow
My bounties upon you.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY [ Asi de] What shoul d this nean?

SURREY [Aside] The Lord increase this business!



KING HENRY VII1 Have | not nmade you
The prinme man of the state? | pray you, tell ne,
I f what | now pronounce you have found true:
And, if you may confess it, say wthal
If you are bound to us or no. Wat say you?

CARDI NAL WOLSEY My sovereign, | confess your royal graces,
Shower'd on ne daily, have been nore than could
My studi ed purposes requite; which went
Beyond all man's endeavours: ny endeavours
Have ever cone too short of ny desires,

Yet filed with ny abilities: mine own ends
Have been mine so that evernore they pointed
To the good of your nost sacred person and

The profit of the state. For your great graces
Heap' d upon ne, poor undeserver, |

Can not hing render but allegiant thanks,

My prayers to heaven for you, ny loyalty,

Whi ch ever has and ever shall be grow ng,

Till death, that winter, kill it.

KING HENRY VII1 Fairly answer'd;
A loyal and obedi ent subject is
Therein illustrated: the honour of it
Does pay the act of it; as, i' the contrary,
The foul ness is the punishment. | presune
That, as ny hand has open'd bounty to you
My heart dropp'd love, nmy power rain'd honour, nore
On you than any; so your hand and heart,
Your brain, and every function of your power,
Shoul d, notwithstandi ng that your bond of duty,
As 'twere in love's particular, be nore
To me, your friend, than any.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY | do profess
That for your highness' good |I ever |abour'd
More than mine own; that am have, and will be--
Though all the world should crack their duty to you
And throw it fromtheir soul; though perils did
Abound, as thick as thought could make 'em and
Appear in forms nore horrid,--yet ny duty,
As doth a rock against the chiding flood,
Shoul d t he approach of this wild river break
And stand unshaken yours.

KING HENRY VII1 'Tis nobly spoken
Take notice, lords, he has a |oyal breast,
For you have seen himopen't. Read o'er this;

[ G ving hi m paper s]

And after, this: and then to breakfast with
What appetite you have.

[Exit KING HENRY VII1, frowning upon CARDI NAL WOLSEY:
the Nobles throng after him sniling and whi spering]

CARDI NAL WOLSEY What should this mean?
What sudden anger's this? how have | reap'd it?
He parted frowning fromme, as if ruin



Leap'd fromhis eyes: so | ooks the chafed Iion
Upon t he daring huntsman that has gall'd him
Then nmakes himnothing. | nust read this paper

| fear, the story of his anger. 'Tis so;

Thi s paper has undone ne: 'tis the account

O all that world of wealth | have drawn together
For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom
And fee ny friends in Rone. O negligence!

Fit for a fool to fall by: what cross devi

Made nme put this main secret in the packet

| sent the king? Is there no way to cure this?
No new device to beat this fromhis brains?

I know "twill stir himstrongly; yet | know

A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune

WIIl bring me off again. What's this? 'To the Pope!'’
The letter, as | live, with all the business

I wit to's holiness. Nay then, farewell!

| have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness;
And, fromthat full meridian of ny glory,

| haste now to ny setting: | shall fal

Li ke a bright exhal ation mthe evening,

And no man see e nore.

[ Re-enter to CARDI NAL WOLSEY, NORFOLK and SUFFOLK, SURREY,
and the Chanberl ai n]

NORFOLK Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal: who conmands you
To render up the great seal presently
Into our hands; and to confine yourself
To Asher House, ny Lord of Wnchester's,
Till you hear further from his highness.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY St ay:
Where's your conmission, |ords? words cannot carry
Aut hority so weighty.

SUFFOLK Who dare cross 'em
Bearing the king's will fromhis nmouth expressly?

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Till | find nore than will or words to do it,
I mean your nalice, know, officious |ords,
| dare and nmust deny it. Now | feel
O what coarse netal ye are noul ded, envy:
How eagerly ye follow nmy disgraces,
As if it fed ye! and how sl eek and wanton
Ye appear in every thing may bring ny ruin!
Fol | ow your envi ous courses, men of nalice;
You have Christian warrant for 'em and, no doubt,
Intime will find their fit rewards. That seal
You ask with such a violence, the king,
M ne and your master, with his own hand gave ne;
Bade ne enjoy it, with the place and honours,
During ny life; and, to confirm his goodness,
Tied it by letters-patents: now, who'll take it?

SURREY The king, that gave it.
CARDI NAL WOLSEY It nust be hinself, then.

SURREY Thou art a proud traitor, priest.



CARDI NAL WOLSEY Proud lord, thou liest:
Wthin these forty hours Surrey durst better
Have burnt that tongue than said so.

SURREY Thy anbi tion,
Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing | and
O nobl e Bucki ngham ny father-in-I|aw
The heads of all thy brother cardinals,
Wth thee and all thy best parts bound toget her
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy!
You sent ne deputy for Ireland;
Far fromhis succor, fromthe king, from al
That m ght have nercy on the fault thou gavest him
Whi | st your great goodness, out of holy pity,
Absol ved himwith an axe.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY This, and all el se
This talking lord can lay upon ny credit,
I answer is nost false. The duke by | aw
Found his deserts: how innocent | was
From any private malice in his end,
H s noble jury and foul cause can witness.
If I lToved many words, lord, | should tell you
You have as little honesty as honour
That in the way of loyalty and truth
Toward the king, my ever royal master
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be,
And all that love his follies.

SURREY By ny soul
Your |ong coat, priest, protects you; thou
shoul dst fee
My sword i' the life-blood of thee else. My |ords,
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance?
And fromthis fellow? if we live thus tanely,
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet,
Farewell nobility; let his grace go forward,
And dare us with his cap like Iarks.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Al'l goodness
I's poison to thy stomach

SURREY Yes, that goodness
O gleaning all the land's wealth into one,
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion
The goodness of your intercepted packets
You wit to the pope against the king: your goodness,
Since you provoke nme, shall be npbst notorious.
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble,
As you respect the comon good, the state
O our despised nobility, our issues,
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlenen
Produce the grand sumof his sins, the articles
Collected fromhis life. 1'll startle you
Wrse than the scaring bell, when the brown wench
Lay kissing in your arms, |lord cardinal

CARDI NAL WOLSEY How nuch, nethinks, | could despise this man,
But that | ambound in charity against it!



NORFOLK Those articles, ny lord, are in the king' s hand:
But, thus nuch, they are foul ones.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY So nuch fairer
And spotl ess shall nine innocence ari se,
Wien the king knows ny truth.

SURREY Thi s cannot save you:
I thank ny nenory, | yet remenber
Sone of these articles; and out they shall
Now, if you can blush and cry 'guilty,' cardinal
You'll show a little honesty.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Speak on, sir;
| dare your worst objections: if | blush,
It is to see a nobl eman want nanners.

SURREY | had rather want those than ny head. Have at you
First, that, without the king' s assent or know edge,
You wrought to be a legate; by which power
You maim d the jurisdiction of all bishops.

NORFOLK Then, that in all you wit to Rone, or else
To foreign princes, 'Ego et Rex neus'
Was still inscribed; in which you brought the king
To be your servant.

SUFFOLK Then that, without the know edge
Ei ther of king or council, when you went
Anbassador to the enperor, you nmade bold
To carry into Flanders the great seal

SURREY Item you sent a |large conmi ssion
To Gregory de Cassado, to concl ude,
Wthout the king's will or the state's all owance,
A | eague between his highness and Ferrara.

SUFFOLK That, out of mere anbition, you have caused
Your holy hat to be stanmp'd on the king's coin.

SURREY Then that you have sent innumerabl e substance--
By what neans got, | |eave to your own conscience--
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways
You have for dignities; to the nmere undoing
O all the kingdom Many nore there are;
Wi ch, since they are of you, and odi ous,
I will not taint nmy nouth wth.

Chamberlain O ny |ord,
Press not a falling man too far! 'tis virtue:
Hs faults Iie open to the laws; let them
Not you, correct him M/ heart weeps to see him
So little of his great self.

SURREY | forgive him
SUFFOLK Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure is,

Because all those things you have done of |ate,
By your power |egatine, within this kingdom



Fall into the conpass of a praenunire,

That therefore such a wit be sued agai nst you;
To forfeit all your goods, |ands, tenenments,
Chattel s, and whatsoever, and to be

Qut of the king's protection. This is ny charge.

NORFOLK And so we'll |eave you to your neditations
How to live better. For your stubborn answer
About the giving back the great seal to us,
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank you.
So fare you well, my little good | ord cardinal .

[ Exeunt all but CARDI NAL WOLSEY]

CARDI NAL WOLSEY So farewell to the little good you bear ne.
Farewell! a long farewell, to all ny greatness!
This is the state of man: to-day he puts forth
The tender | eaves of hopes; to-norrow bl ossons,
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him
The third day conmes a frost, a killing frost,
And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely
H s greatness is a-ripening, nips his root,

And then he falls, as | do. | have ventured,
Like little wanton boys that swi mon bl adders,
This many summers in a sea of glory,

But far beyond ny depth: mny high-blown pride

At length broke under ne and now has |eft ne,
Weary and old with service, to the mercy

O a rude stream that nust for ever hide ne.
Vai n ponp and glory of this world, | hate ye:

| feel ny heart new open'd. O how wetched

I's that poor nman that hangs on princes' favours!
There is, betwixt that smle we would aspire to,
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin,
More pangs and fears than wars or wonen have:
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer

Never to hope again.

[ Enter CROWAELL, and stands amazed]
Why, how now, Cromnel|!
CROWAELL | have no power to speak, sir.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY What, amazed
At ny misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder
A great man shoul d decline? Nay, an you weep,
I amfall'n indeed.

CROMAEL L How does your grace?

CARDI NAL WOLSEY Wy, well;
Never so truly happy, my good Cromnel .
I know nyself now, and | feel within ne
A peace above all earthly dignities,
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cured ne,
| hunbly thank his grace; and fromthese shoul ders,
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken
A load would sink a navy, too much honour:
O 'tis a burthen, Cromwell, 'tis a burthen



Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven

CROWAELL | am glad your grace has made that right use of it.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY | hope | have: | am abl e now, nethinks,
Qut of a fortitude of soul | feel
To endure nore niseries and greater far
Than nmy weak-hearted eneni es dare offer
What news abroad?

CROWAEL L The heavi est and t he wor st
I's your displeasure with the king.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY God bl ess hi i

CROWAEL L The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen
Lord chancellor in your place.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY That's sonewhat sudden:
But he's a | earned man. May he conti nue
Long in his highness' favour, and do justice
For truth's sake and his conscience; that his bones,
When he has run his course and sl eeps in bl essings,

May have a tonb of orphans' tears wept on eml Wat nore?

CROWAELL That Cranner is return'd with wel cone
Install'd lord archbi shop of Canterbury.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY That's news i ndeed.

CROWAELL Last, that the Lady Anne,
Whom t he king hath in secrecy |long nmarried,
This day was view d in open as his queen,
Going to chapel; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation

CARDI NAL WOLSEY There was the weight that pull'd nme down.

The ki ng has gone beyond ne: all ny glories

In that one woman | have |l ost for ever

No sun shall ever usher forth nine honours,

O gild again the noble troops that waited

Upon ny smiles. Go, get thee fromme, Cromnell

| ama poor fall'n man, unworthy now

To be thy lord and master: seek the king;

That sun, | pray, may never set! | have told him
What and how true thou art: he will advance thee;
Sonme little nenory of ne will stir him-

| know his noble nature--not to Ilet

Thy hopeful service perish too: good Cromnel |,
Negl ect hi m not; nake use now, and provide

For thine own future safety.

CROWAEL L Ony lord,
Must |, then, |eave you? nust | needs forego
So good, so noble and so true a master?
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron
Wth what a sorrow Crommel | | eaves his |ord.
The king shall have my service: but mnmy prayers
For ever and for ever shall be yours.

O Cromnel |,



CARDI NAL WOLSEY Crommel I, | did not think to shed a tear
In all nmy miseries; but thou hast forced ne,
Qut of thy honest truth, to play the wonman.
Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear nme, Cromnel|;
And, when | amforgotten, as | shall be,
And sleep in dull cold rmarble, where no nention
O me nore nmust be heard of, say, | taught thee,
Say, Wl sey, that once trod the ways of glory,
And sounded all the depths and shoal s of honour
Found thee a way, out of his weck, to rise in;
A sure and safe one, though thy naster miss'd it.
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd ne.
Crommel I, | charge thee, fling away anbition
By that sin fell the angels; how can nan, then,
The inmage of his Maker, hope to win by it?
Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate thee;
Corruption wins not nore than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not:
Let all the ends thou ainm st at be thy country's,
Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou fall'st,
O Cromnel |,
Thou fall'st a blessed martyr! Serve the King;
And, --prithee, lead nme in:
There take an inventory of all | have,
To the last penny; 'tis the king's: ny robe,
And nmy integrity to heaven, is al
| dare now call nine own. O Cromwell, Cromnell
Had | but served ny God with half the zea
| served ny king, he would not in mine age
Have I eft me naked to mnine enenies.

CROMAEL L Good sir, have patience.

CARDI NAL WOLSEY So | have. Farewel |
The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do dwell.

[ Exeunt ]
Act |V
Scene |

A street in Westmnster

[Enter two Gentl enen, meeting one another]
First Gentlenman You' re well net once again.
Second Gentl enman So are you

First Gentleman You conme to take your stand here, and behol d
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation?

Second Gentl eman "Tis all ny business. At our |ast encounter
The Duke of Bucki ngham came fromhis trial

First Gentleman 'Tis very true: but that tinme offer'd sorrow,
Thi s, general joy.



Second Gentl enan "Tis well: the citizens,
I am sure, have shown at full their royal m nds--
As, let "emhave their rights, they are ever forward--
In celebration of this day with shows,
Pageants and si ghts of honour.

First Gentl eman Never greater,
Nor, I'Il assure you, better taken, sir.

Second Gentl enman May | be bold to ask at what that contains,
That paper in your hand?

First Gentleman Yes; 'tis the list
O those that claimtheir offices this day
By custom of the coronation.
The Duke of Suffolk is the first, and clains
To be high-steward; next, the Duke of Norfolk,
He to be earl marshal: you may read the rest.

Second Gentl eman I thank you, sir: had I not known those custons,
I shoul d have been behol ding to your paper
But, | beseech you, what's becone of Katharine,

The princess dowager? how goes her business?
First Gentleman That | can tell you too. The Archbi shop
O Canterbury, acconpani ed with other
Learned and reverend fathers of his order
Held a late court at Dunstable, six mles off
From Ampthil | where the princess lay; to which
She was often cited by them but appear'd not:
And, to be short, for not appearance and
The king's late scruple, by the nain assent
O all these |learned nmen she was divorced,
And the late marri age made of none effect
Since which she was renoved to Kinbolton
Where she remai ns now sick
Second Gentl enman Al as, good | ady!
[ Trunpet s]
The trunpets sound: stand close, the queen is coning
[ Haut boys]
[ THE ORDER OF THE CORONATI ON|
1. Alively flourish of Trunpets.
2. Then, two Judges.

3. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and nace
before him

4. Choristers, singing.
[ Musi c]

5. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Then



Garter, in his coat of arns, and on his
head a gilt copper crown.

6. Marquess Dorset, bearing a sceptre of gold,
on his head a deni-coronal of gold. Wth

him SURREY, bearing the rod of silver with
the dove, crowned with an earl's coronet.
Col | ars of SS.

7. SUFFOLK, in his robe of estate, his coronet
on his head, bearing a | ong white wand, as

hi gh-steward. Wth him NORFOLK, with the

rod of marshal ship, a coronet on his head.
Col l ars of SS.

8. A canopy borne by four of the C nque-ports;
under it, QUEEN ANNE in her robe; in her hair
richly adorned with pearl, crowned. On each
side her, the Bishops of London and

W nchest er.

9. The ol d Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal of
gold, wought with flowers, bearing QUEEN
ANNE' s train.

10. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain
circlets of gold without flowers

[ They pass over the stage in order and state]

Second Gentl eman A royal train, believe nme. These | know
Who's that that bears the sceptre?

First Gentl eman Marquess Dorset:
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod.

Second Gentl eman A bol d brave gentl enman. That shoul d be
The Duke of Suffol k?

First Gentleman 'Tis the sanme: high-steward
Second Gentl enman And that ny Lord of Norfol k?
First Gentl eman Yes;
Second Gentl enan Heaven bl ess t hee!
[ Looki ng on QUEEN ANNE]
Thou hast the sweetest face | ever |ook'd on
Sir, as | have a soul, she is an angel
Qur king has all the Indies in his arns,
And nore and richer, when he strains that |ady:
I cannot bl ane his conscience.
First Gentleman They that bear
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons

O the G nque-ports.

Second Gentl eman Those nen are happy; and so are all are near her



| take it, she that carries up the train
Is that old noble | ady, Duchess of Norfol k.

First Gentlenman It is; and all the rest are countesses.

Second Gentl eman Their coronets say so. These are stars indeed;
And sonetinmes falling ones.

First Gentlenman No nore of that.
[Exit procession, and then a great flourish of trunpets]
[Enter a third Gentl eman]

First Gentleman God save you, sir! where have you been broiling?

Third Gentleman Anong the crowd i' the Abbey; where a finger
Coul d not be wedged in nore: | amstifled
Wth the nere rankness of their joy.

Second Gentl enan You saw
The cerenony?

Third Gentl eman That | did.
First Gentlenman How was it?

Third Gentleman Wll worth the seeing.

Second Gentl enman Good sir, speak it to us.

Third Gentleman As well as | amable. The rich stream
O lords and | adi es, having brought the queen
To a prepared place in the choir, fell off
A di stance fromher; while her grace sat down
To rest awhile, sone half an hour or so,
In arich chair of state, opposing freely
The beauty of her person to the people.
Believe ne, sir, she is the goodliest wonan
That ever lay by man: which when the people
Had the full view of, such a noise arose
As the shrouds neke at sea in a stiff tenpest,
As loud, and to as nany tunes: hats, cl oaks--
Doubl ets, | think,--flew up; and had their faces
Been | oose, this day they had been | ost. Such joy
| never saw before. Great-bellied wonen,
That had not half a week to go, like rans
In the old tine of war, would shake the press,
And make 'emreel before 'em No nman living
Could say "This is ny wife' there; all were woven
So strangely in one piece.

Second Gentl enan But, what follow d?

Third Gentleman At | ength her grace rose, and with nodest paces
Cane to the altar; where she kneel'd, and saint-1like
Cast her fair eyes to heaven and pray'd devoutly.
Then rose again and bow d her to the people:
When by the Archbi shop of Canterbury
She had all the royal nakings of a queen



As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown,

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such enbl ens
Laid nobly on her: which performd, the choir,
Wth all the choicest nusic of the kingdom
Toget her sung ' Te Deum' So she parted,

And with the same full state paced back again
To York-place, where the feast is held.

First Gentleman Sir,
You nust no nore call it York-place, that's past;
For, since the cardinal fell, that title' s |ost:
"Tis now the king's, and call'd Witehall.

Third Gentleman | know it;
But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name
Is fresh about ne.

Second Gentl enman What two reverend bi shops
Were those that went on each side of the queen?

Third Gentleman Stokesly and Gardi ner; the one of W nchester,
Newy preferr'd fromthe king's secretary,
The ot her, London.

Second Gentl eman He of W nchester
I's held no great good | over of the archbi shop's,
The virtuous Cranner.

Third Gentleman Al the |and knows that:
However, yet there is no great breach; when it cones,
Cranner will find a friend will not shrink fromhim

Second Gentl enman Wio may that be, | pray you?

Third Gentl eman Thormas Cromwel | ;
A man in nmuch esteemwith the king, and truly
A worthy friend. The king has nade hi m master
O the jewel house,
And one, already, of the privy council.

Second Gentl eman He will deserve nore.
Third Gentleman Yes, without all doubt.
Come, gentlenen, ye shall go nmy way, which
Is to the court, and there ye shall be ny guests:
Sonet hing I can command. As | wal k thither,
"Il tell ye nore.
Bot h You nay command us, Sir.
[ Exeunt ]
Scene |1

Ki mbol t on.

[ Enter KATHARI NE, Dowager, sick; |ed between
GRI FFI TH, her gentl eman usher, and PATI ENCE, her woman]

GRI FFI TH How does your grace?



KATHARI NE OGiffith, sick to death!

My legs, like |oaden branches, bow to the earth,
WIling to |l eave their burthen. Reach a chair:
So; now, nethinks, | feel alittle ease.

Didst thou not tell nme, Giffith, as thou |l ed st ne,

That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wl sey, Was dead?

GRI FFI TH Yes, madam but | think your grace,
Qut of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to't.

KATHARINE Prithee, good Giffith, tell ne how he died:
If well, he stepp'd before nme, happily
For ny exanpl e.

GRI FFI TH Well, the voice goes, nadam
For after the stout Earl Northunberl and
Arrested himat York, and brought him forward,
As a man sorely tainted, to his answer,
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so il
He could not sit his nule.

KATHARI NE Al as, poor nman

GRI FFI TH At last, with easy roads, he cane to Leicester,
Lodged in the abbey; where the reverend abbot,
Wth all his covent, honourably received him
To whom he gave these words, 'O father abbot,
An old man, broken with the stornms of state,

Is cone to lay his weary bones anong ye;

Gve hima little earth for charity!

So went to bed; where eagerly his sickness
Pursued himstill: and, three nights after this,
About the hour of eight, which he hinself
Foretol d should be his last, full of repentance,
Continual neditations, tears, and sorrows,

He gave his honours to the world again,

H s bl essed part to heaven, and slept in peace.

KATHARINE So may he rest; his faults lie gently on him
Yet thus far, Giffith, give me | eave to speak him
And yet with charity. He was a nman
O an unbounded stonmach, ever ranking
H msel f with princes; one that, by suggestion
Tied all the kingdom sinmony was fair-play;

Hi s own opinion was his law i' the presence
He woul d say untruths; and be ever double
Both in his words and neani ng: he was never
But where he neant to ruin, pitiful

H s promi ses were, as he then was, mghty;
But his performance, as he is now, nothing:
O his own body he was ill, and gave

The clergy in exanple.

GRI FFI TH Nobl e madam
Men's evil manners live in brass; their virtues
W wite in water. May it please your highness
To hear me speak his good now?

KATHARI NE Yes, good Giffith;



| were nmalicious el se.

GRI FFI TH Thi s cardi nal
Though from an hunbl e stock, undoubtedly
Was fashion'd to nuch honour from his cradle.
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one;
Exceedi ng wi se, fair-spoken, and persuadi ng:
Lofty and sour to themthat |oved himnot;
But to those nen that sought him sweet as sunmmer
And though he were unsatisfied in getting,
Whi ch was a sin, yet in bestow ng, nadam
He was nost princely: ever witness for him
Those twins O learning that he raised in you
| pswi ch and Oxford! one of which fell with him
Umwilling to outlive the good that did it;
The other, though unfinish'd, yet so fanous,
So excellent in art, and still so rising,
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.
Hi s overthrow heap' d happi ness upon him
For then, and not till then, he felt hinself,
And found the bl essedness of being little:
And, to add greater honours to his age
Than man could give him he died fearing Cod.

KATHARINE After mnmy death | wi sh no other herald,
No ot her speaker of ny living actions,
To keep mi ne honour from corruption,
But such an honest chronicler as Giffith.
Whom | nost hated living, thou hast nmade ne,
Wth thy religious truth and nodesty,
Now i n his ashes honour: peace be w th hin
Patience, be near ne still; and set ne | ower:
| have not long to trouble thee. Good Giffith,
Cause the nusicians play ne that sad note
| naned ny knell, whilst | sit meditating
On that celestial harnmony | go to.

[ Sad and sol emm nusi c]

GRI FFI TH She is asl eep: good wench, let's sit down quiet,
For fear we wake her: softly, gentle Patience.

[ The vision. Enter, solemmly tripping one after
anot her, six personages, clad in white robes,
wearing on their heads garlands of bays, and gol den
vizards on their faces; branches of bays or palmin
their hands. They first congee unto her, then
dance; and, at certain changes, the first tw hold
a spare garland over her head; at which the other
four nake reverent curtsies; then the two that held
the garland deliver the same to the other next two,
who observe the sane order in their changes, and
hol di ng the garland over her head: which done,

they deliver the sanme garland to the [ast two, who
i kewi se observe the sane order: at which, as it
were by inspiration, she makes in her sleep signs
of rejoicing, and holdeth up her hands to heaven
and so in their dancing vanish, carrying the
garland with them The nusic continues]



KATHARINE Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye al

And | eave ne here in wetchedness behind ye?
GRI FFI TH Madam we are here

KATHARINE It is not you | call for
Saw ye none enter since | slept?

GRI FFI TH None, nadam

KATHARI NE  No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop

Invite me to a banquet; whose bright faces
Cast thousand beans upon ne, like the sun?
They promi sed ne eternal happiness;

And brought me garlands, Giffith, which | fee

I amnot worthy yet to wear: | shall, assuredly.

GRI FFI TH I am nost joyful, madam such good dreans

Possess your fancy.

KATHARINE Bid the nusic |eave,
They are harsh and heavy to ne.

[ Musi ¢ ceases]

PATI ENCE Do you note
How rmuch her grace is alter'd on the sudden?
How | ong her face is drawn? how pal e she | ooks,
And of an earthy col d? Mark her eyes!

GRI FFI TH She is going, wench: pray, pray.

PATI ENCE Heaven confort her
[Enter a Messenger]

Messenger An't like your grace, --

KATHARINE You are a saucy fell ow
Deserve we no nore reverence?

GRI FFI TH You are to bl ane,
Knowi ng she will not | ose her wonted greatness,
To use so rude behavior; go to, kneel

Messenger | hunbly do entreat your highness' pardon

My haste made nme unmannerly. There is staying
A gentleman, sent fromthe king, to see you

gone,

KATHARI NE Admt himentrance, Giffith: but this fell ow

Let ne ne'er see again.

[ Exeunt GRI FFI TH and Messenger]

[Re-enter CGRIFFITH, w th CAPUC US]
If my sight fail not,

You shoul d be | ord anbassador fromthe enperor
My royal nephew, and your nane Capuci us.



CAPUCI US Madam the sane; your servant.

KATHARRINE O nmy lord,
The times and titles now are alter'd strangely
Wth me since first you knew nme. But, | pray you
What is your pleasure with ne?

CAPUCI US Nobl e | ady,
First mne own service to your grace; the next,
The king's request that | would visit you
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by ne
Sends you his princely conmendati ons,
And heartily entreats you take good confort.

KATHARINE O ny good lord, that confort conmes too |ate;
"Tis like a pardon after execution
That gentle physic, given in tinme, had cured ne;
But now | am past an conforts here, but prayers.
How does hi s hi ghness?

CAPUCI US Madam in good heal th.

KATHARINE So may he ever do! and ever flourish
When | shall dwell with worns, and ny poor nane
Bani sh' d the kingdom Patience, is that letter
| caused you wite, yet sent away?

PATI ENCE No, nadam
[Gving it to KATHARI NE]

KATHARINE Sir, | nost hunbly pray you to deliver
This to ny lord the king.

CAPUCI US Most willing, madam

KATHARINE I n which I have commended to his goodness
The nodel of our chaste |oves, his young daughter
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her
Beseeching himto give her virtuous breedi ng--

She is young, and of a nobl e nodest nature,

| hope she will deserve well,--and a little

To love her for her nother's sake, that |oved him
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition
I's, that his noble grace would have sone pity
Upon ny wretched wonen, that so | ong

Have follow d both nmy fortunes faithfully:

O which there is not one, | dare avow,

And now | should not lie, but will deserve

For virtue and true beauty of the soul

For honesty and decent carri age,

A right good husband, I et himbe a noble

And, sure, those nmen are happy that shall have
The last is, for nmy nmen; they are the poorest,
But poverty could never draw 'em from e

That they may have their wages duly paid 'em
And sonet hing over to renmenber me by:

| f heaven had pl eased to have given ne longer life
And abl e neans, we had not parted thus.

These are the whole contents: and, good ny |ord,

em



By that you love the dearest in this world,

As you wi sh Christian peace to souls departed,
Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king
To do ne this last right.

CAPUCI US By heaven, | will,
O let ne lose the fashion of a nan

KATHARINE | thank you, honest lord. Renenber ne
In all hunmility unto his highness:
Say his long trouble now is passing
Qut of this world; tell him in death | bless'd him

For so | will. Mne eyes grow dim Farewell,

My lord. Giffith, farewell. Nay, Patience,

You nust not leave ne yet: | nust to bed;

Call in nore wonen. When | am dead, good wench,

Let nme be used with honour: strew ne over

Wth naiden flowers, that all the world may know
I was a chaste wife to ny grave: enbal mne

Then lay nme forth: although unqueen'd, yet I|ike
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter ne.

I can no nore.

[ Exeunt, |eadi ng KATHARI NE]

London. A gallery in the pal ace.

[ Enter GARDI NER, Bi shop of Wnchester, a Page with a
torch before him net by LOVELL]

GARDI NER It's one o' clock, boy, is't not?
Boy It hath struck.

GARDI NER These shoul d be hours for necessities,
Not for delights; tines to repair our nature
Wth conforting repose, and not for us
To waste these tines. Good hour of night, Sir Thonas!
Whi ther so |ate?

LOVELL Canme you fromthe king, nmy lord

GARDI NER | did, Sir Thomas: and left himat prinmero
Wth the Duke of Suffolk.

LOVELL | nust to himtoo,
Before he go to bed. 1'll take ny |eave.

GARDI NER Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell. What's the natter?
It seenms you are in haste: an if there be
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend
Some touch of your late business: affairs, that walk,
As they say spirits do, at nidnight, have
In thema wilder nature than the business
That seeks di spatch by day.



LOVELL W lord, | love you
And durst comrend a secret to your ear
Much wei ghtier than this work. The queen's in |abour
They say, in great extrenity; and fear'd
She'll with the |abour end.

GARDI NER The fruit she goes with
| pray for heartily, that it may find
Good tinme, and live: but for the stock, Sir Thonas,
I wish it grubb'd up now.

LOVELL Methinks | could
Cry the anen; and yet ny conscience says
She's a good creature, and, sweet |ady, does
Deserve our better w shes

GARDI NER But, sir, sir,
Hear nme, Sir Thonas: you're a gentlenan
O nmine own way; | know you w se, religious;
And, let nme tell you, it will ne'er be well,
"Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take't of ne,
Till Cranner, Cromwell, her two hands, and she,
Sleep in their graves.

LOVELL Now, sir, you speak of two
The nost remark'd i' the kingdom As for Cromwel I,
Besi de that of the jewel house, is nmade master
O therolls, and the king's secretary; further, sir,
Stands in the gap and trade of noe preferments,
Wth which the time will I oad him The archbi shop
Is the king's hand and tongue; and who dare speak
One syl | abl e agai nst hi n®

GARDI NER Yes, yes, Sir Thonas,
There are that dare; and | nyself have ventured
To speak nmy mind of him and indeed this day,
Sir, | may tell it you, | think |I have
Incensed the lords o' the council, that he is,
For so | know he is, they know he is,
A nost arch heretic, a pestilence
That does infect the land: w th which they noved
Have broken with the king; who hath so far
G ven ear to our conplaint, of his great grace
And princely care foreseeing those fell nischiefs
Qur reasons laid before him hath conmrmanded
To-norrow norning to the council-board
He be convented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thonas,
And we mnust root himout. Fromyour affairs
| hinder you too long: good night, Sir Thonas.

LOVELL Many good nights, ny lord: | rest your servant.
[ Exeunt GARDI NER and Page]
[Enter KING HENRY VIl and SUFFOLK]

KING HENRY VII1 Charles, | will play no nore tonight;
My mind' s not on't; you are too hard for ne.



SUFFOLK Sir, | did never win of you before.

KING HENRY VII11 But little, Charles;
Nor shall not, when ny fancy's on ny play.
Now, Lovell, fromthe queen what is the news?

LOVELL | could not personally deliver to her
What you conmanded ne, but by her woman
| sent your nessage; who return'd her thanks
In the great'st hunbl eness, and desired your highness
Most heartily to pray for her

KING HENRY VI I What say'st thou, ha?
To pray for her? what, is she crying out?

LOVELL So said her woman; and that her sufferance nade
Al nost each pang a deat h.

KING HENRY VII1 Al as, good | ady!

SUFFOLK God safely quit her of her burthen, and
Wth gentle travail, to the gl adding of
Your highness with an heir!

KING HENRY VIII1 'Tis mdnight, Charles;
Prithee, to bed; and in thy prayers renmenber
The estate of ny poor queen. Leave ne al one;
For | rmust think of that which conmpany
Wul d not be friendly to.

SUFFOLK | wi sh your highness
A quiet night; and ny good nistress will
Remenber in ny prayers.

KI NG HENRY VI11 Charles, good night.
[ Exit SUFFOLK]
[ Ent er DENNY]
Well, sir, what follows?

DENNY Sir, | have brought nmy lord the archbi shop
As you conmanded ne

KING HENRY VII1 Ha! Canterbury?
DENNY Ay, my good |ord.
KING HENRY VII1 "Tis true: where is he, Denny?
DENNY He attends your highness' pleasure.
[ Exi t DENNY]

LOVELL [Aside] This is about that which the bishop spake
I am happily cone hither

[ Re-enter DENNY, with CRANVER]



KING HENRY VII1 Avoid the gallery.
[ LOVELL seens to stay]
Ha! | have said. Be gone. \Wat!
[ Exeunt LOVELL and DENNY]

CRANMER [ Asi de]
I amfearful: wherefore frowns he thus?
"Tis his aspect of terror. All's not well.

KING HENRY VII1 How now, ny lord! you desire to know
Wherefore | sent for you

CRANMER [ Kneel i ng] It is nmy duty
To attend your highness' pleasure.

KING HENRY VII1 Pray you, arise,
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury.
Cone, you and | mnust walk a turn together
| have news to tell you: come, cone, give ne your
Ah, my good lord, | grieve at what | speak
And amright sorry to repeat what follows
| have, and nost unwillingly, of late
Heard many grievous, | do say, ny lord,
Gri evous conpl ai nts of you; which, being consider'
Have noved us and our council, that you shal
Thi s norning conme before us; where, | know,
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself,
But that, till further trial in those charges
Wiich will require your answer, you nust take
Your patience to you, and be well contented
To make your house our Tower: you a brother of us,
It fits we thus proceed, or else no wtness
Wul d conme agai nst you

CRANMER [ Kneel i ng]

| hunbly thank your highness;
And amright glad to catch this good occasion
Most throughly to be wi nnow d, where ny chaff
And corn shall fly asunder: for, | know,
There's none stands under nore cal umi ous tongues
Than | nysel f, poor nman.

KING HENRY VII1 Stand up, good Canterbury:
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted
In us, thy friend: give ne thy hand, stand up
Prithee, let's walk. Now, by ny holidane.
What manner of man are you? My lord, | |ook'd
You woul d have given nme your petition, that
I should have ta'en sonme pains to bring together
Yoursel f and your accusers; and to have heard you
Wt hout indurance, further

CRANMER Most dread |i ege,
The good | stand on is ny truth and honesty:
If they shall fail, I, with nmine enenies,
WIIl triunph o' er ny person; which | weigh not,

hand.

dv



Bei ng of those virtues vacant. | fear nothing
What can be said agai nst ne

KI NG HENRY VI 11 Know you not
How your state stands i' the world, with the whole world?
Your enemnies are many, and not small; their practises
Must bear the sane proportion; and not ever
The justice and the truth o' the question carries
The due o' the verdict with it: at what ease
M ght corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt
To swear agai nst you? such things have been done.
You are potently opposed; and with a malice
O as great size. Wen you of better |uck
| mean, in perjured witness, than your master
Whose ninister you are, whiles here he lived
Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to;
You take a precipice for no | eap of danger
And woo your own destruction

CRANMER CGod and your mmj esty
Protect mine innocence, or | fall into
The trap is laid for ne!

KI NG HENRY VII1 Be of good cheer
They shall no nore prevail than we give way to.
Keep confort to you; and this norning see
You do appear before them if they shall chance,
In charging you with matters, to commit you
The best persuasions to the contrary
Fail not to use, and with what vehenency
The occasion shall instruct you: if entreaties
WIIl render you no renedy, this ring
Del i ver them and your appeal to us
There nake before them Look, the good man weeps!
He' s honest, on nmine honour. God's bl est nother
| swear he is true--hearted; and a sou
None better in nmy kingdom Get you gone,
And do as | have bid you

[Exit CRANMER]

He has strangl ed
Hi s | anguage in his tears.

[Enter A d Lady, LOVELL foll ow ng]
Gent | eman [ Wthin] Come back: what nmean you?

ad Lady "1l not come back; the tidings that | bring
W1l make nmy bol dness manners. Now, good angels
Fly o' er thy royal head, and shade thy person
Under their bl essed w ngs!

KING HENRY VII1 Now, by thy | ooks
| guess thy nessage. Is the queen deliver'd?
Say, ay; and of a boy.

ad Lady Ay, ay, ny liege;
And of a lovely boy: the God of heaven
Bot h now and ever bless her! 'tis a girl,



Proni ses boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
Desires your visitation, and to be

Acquainted with this stranger 'tis as |like you
As cherry is to cherry.

KI NG HENRY VII1 Lovell

LOVELL Sir?

KING HENRY VII1 Gve her an hundred marks. 1'Il to the queen
[Exit]

ad Lady An hundred marks! By this light, I'lIl ha' nore.

An ordinary groomis for such paynent.
I will have nore, or scold it out of him
Said | for this, the girl was like to hinf

I will have nore, or else unsay't; and now,
VWhile it is hot, I'Il put it to the issue.
[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

Bef ore the council-chanber. Pursuivants, Pages, &c.
at t endi ng.

[ Ent er CRANMER]

CRANMER | hope | amnot too late; and yet the gentleman,
That was sent to ne fromthe council, pray'd ne
To nmake great haste. Al fast? what neans this? Ho!
Who waits there? Sure, you know ne?

[ Enter Keeper]

Keeper Yes, ny lord;
But yet | cannot help you

CRANMER Why?
[ Enter DOCTOR BUTTS]

Keeper Your grace must wait till you be call'd for.

CRANMER So.

DOCTOR BUTTS [Aside] This is a piece of malice. | am gl ad
| cane this way so happily: the king
Shal | understand it presently.

[Exit]

CRANMER [Aside] 'Tis Butts,
The king's physician: as he pass'd al ong,
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon ne!
Pray heaven, he sound not ny disgrace! For certain,
This is of purpose laid by sone that hate me--
God turn their hearts! | never sought their malice--
To quench mine honour: they would shane to nmake ne



Wait else at door, a fell ow counsellor,
' Mong boys, grooms, and | ackeys. But their pleasures
Must be fulfill'd, and | attend with patience.

[Enter the KING HENRY VII1 and DOCTOR BUTTS at a w ndow above]
DOCTOR BUTTS "1l show your grace the strangest sight--
KING HENRY VII1 What's that, Butts?
DOCTOR BUTTS I think your highness saw this many a day.
KING HENRY VII| Body o' ne, where is it?

DOCTOR BUTTS There, ny lord:
The hi gh pronotion of his grace of Canterbury;
Who holds his state at door, 'nongst pursuivants,
Pages, and footboys.

KING HENRY VII1 Ha! 'tis he, indeed:
Is this the honour they do one anot her?
"Tis well there's one above "emyet. | had thought
They had parted so nuch honesty anong 'em
At | east, good manners, as not thus to suffer
A man of his place, and so near our favour,
To dance attendance on their |ordships' pleasures,
And at the door too, like a post with packets.
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery:
Let 'em al one, and draw the curtain close:
We shall hear nore anon

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

The Counci | - Chanber.

[Enter Chancellor; places hinself at the upper end
of the table on the left hand; a seat being left
voi d above him as for CRANMER s seat. SUFFOLK
NORFOLK, SURREY, Chanberl ain, GARDI NER, seat

t hensel ves in order on each side. CROWELL at

| ower end, as secretary. Keeper at the door]

Chancel l or Speak to the business, master-secretary:
Why are we net in council?

CROMAEL L Pl ease your honours,
The chi ef cause concerns his grace of Canterbury.

GARDI NER Has he had know edge of it?
CROWAEL L Yes.

NORFOLK VWho waits there?

Keeper Wthout, my noble |ords?

GARDI NER Yes.



Keeper M lord archbishop;
And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures.

Chancellor Let himcone in.
Keeper Your grace may enter now.
[ CRANMVER enters and approaches the council -tabl e]

Chancellor M good | ord archbishop, |'mvery sorry
To sit here at this present, and behold
That chair stand enpty: but we all are nen
In our own natures frail, and capabl e
O our flesh; few are angels: out of which frailty
And want of w sdom you, that best should teach us,
Have m sdenean'd yourself, and not a little,
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling
The whol e real m by your teaching and your chapl ai ns,
For so we are inform d, w th new opinions,
Di vers and dangerous; which are heresies,
And, not reformid, nay prove perni cious.

GARDI NER Whi ch reformation nust be sudden too,
My noble lords; for those that tanme wild horses
Pace "emnot in their hands to make 'em gentl e,
But stop their nmouths with stubborn bits, and spur 'em
Till they obey the nanage. If we suffer
Qut of our easiness and childish pity
To one man's honour, this contagious sickness,
Farewel | all physic: and what follows then?
Commoti ons, uproars, with a general taint
O the whole state: as, of |late days, our neighbours,
The upper CGermany, can dearly w tness,
Yet freshly pitied in our nenories.

CRANMER My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress
Both of ny life and office, | have |abour'd,
And with no little study, that ny teaching
And the strong course of my authority
M ght go one way, and safely; and the end
Was ever, to do well: nor is there living,
| speak it with a single heart, ny |ords,
A man that nore detests, nore stirs against,
Both in his private conscience and his place,
Def acers of a public peace, than | do.
Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart
Wth less allegiance in it! Men that nake
Envy and crooked malice nourishnent
Dare bite the best. | do beseech your |ordships,
That, in this case of justice, ny accusers,
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face,
And freely urge agai nst ne

SUFFOLK Nay, mny |ord,
That cannot be: you are a counsell or
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you

GARDI NER My lord, because we have business of nore nonent,
W will be short with you. 'Tis his highness' pleasure,
And our consent, for better trial of you



From hence you be committed to the Tower;
Where, being but a private nan again,

You shall know many dare accuse you bol dly,
More than, | fear, you are provided for

CRANMER Ah, mny good Lord of Wnchester, | thank you
You are always ny good friend; if your will pass,
| shall both find your |ordship judge and juror
You are so nmerciful: | see your end;

"Tis nmy undoi ng: |ove and neekness, |ord,
Becone a churchman better than anbition:

Wn straying souls with nodesty again,

Cast none away. That | shall clear nyself,

Lay all the weight ye can upon ny patience,

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience
In doing daily wongs. | could say nore,

But reverence to your calling nmakes ne nodest.

GARDI NER My lord, nmy lord, you are a sectary,
That's the plain truth: your painted gl oss discovers,
To nen that understand you, words and weakness.

CROWAELL My Lord of Wnchester, you are a little,
By your good favour, too sharp; nen so noble,
However faulty, yet should find respect
For what they have been: 'tis a cruelty
To load a falling man.

GARDI NER Good naster secretary,
| cry your honour rnercy; you may, worst
O all this table, say so.

CROWAEL L Wiy, ny lord?

GARDI NER Do not | know you for a favourer
O this new sect? ye are not sound.

CROMAEL L Not sound?
GARDI NER Not sound, | say.

CROMAEL L Wul d you were half so honest!
Men's prayers then woul d seek you, not their fears.

GARDI NER | shall renmenber this bold | anguage.

CROWEL L Do.
Remenber your bold life too

Chancellor This is too nuch
Forbear, for shane, ny |ords.

GARDI NER | have done.
CROMAELL And |

Chancel lor Then thus for you, my lord: it stands agreed,
| take it, by all voices, that forthwith
You be convey'd to the Tower a prisoner
There to remain till the king's further pleasure



Be known unto us: are you all agreed, |ords?
Al W are.

CRANMER Is there no other way of mercy,
But | must needs to the Tower, ny lords?

GARDI NER What ot her
Wul d you expect? you are strangely troubl esone.
Let some o' the guard be ready there.

[ Enter Guard]

CRANMER For ne?
Miust | go like a traitor thither?

GARDI NER Recei ve him
And see himsafe i' the Tower.

CRANMER Stay, good ny |ords,
| have a little yet to say. Look there, ny |ords;
By virtue of that ring, | take ny cause
Qut of the gripes of cruel nen, and give it
To a nost noble judge, the king nmy master

Chanberlain This is the king's ring.
SURREY 'Tis no counterfeit.

SUFFOLK 'Tis the right ring, by heaven: | told ye all
When ye first put this dangerous stone a-rolling,
"Twoul d fall upon oursel ves.

NORFOLK Do you think, my |ords,
The king will suffer but the little finger
O this man to be vex'd?

Chancellor 'Tis now too certain:
How much nore is his life in value with hinf
Wuld | were fairly out on't!

CROWAELL My mind gave ne,
In seeking tales and informations
Agai nst this nman, whose honesty the devi
And his disciples only envy at,
Ye blew the fire that burns ye: now have at ye!

[Enter KING frowning on then takes his seat]

GARDI NER Dread sovereign, how nuch are we bound to heaven
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince;
Not only good and wi se, but nost religious:
One that, in all obedience, nmakes the church
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen
That holy duty, out of dear respect,
H's royal self in judgnment cones to hear
The cause betwi xt her and this great offender

KING HENRY VII1 You were ever good at sudden conmendati ons,
Bi shop of Wnchester. But know, | cone not



To hear such flattery now, and in ny presence;
They are too thin and bare to hide of fences.

To ne you cannot reach, you play the spaniel

And think wth waggi ng of your tongue to wi n ne;
But, whatsoe'er thou takest ne for, |I'msure
Thou hast a cruel nature and a bl oody.

[ To CRANMER]

Good man, sit down. Now |l et nme see the proudest
He, that dares nost, but wag his finger at thee:
By all that's holy, he had better starve

Than but once think this place becones thee not.

SURREY May it please your grace,--

KING HENRY VIIl No, sir, it does not please ne.
| had thought | had had nen of sonme understandi ng
And wi sdom of ny council; but | find none.
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man
This good man, --few of you deserve that title,--
This honest man, wait |ike a |ousy footboy
At chanber--door? and one as great as you are?
Wiy, what a shame was this! Did nmy conmission
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? | gave ye
Power as he was a counsellor to try him
Not as a groom there's sone of ye, | see,
More out of malice than integrity,
Wuld try himto the utnost, had ye nean
Whi ch ye shall never have while I live

Chancel l or Thus far,
My nost dread sovereign, may it |ike your grace
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purposed
Concerning his inprisonnment, was rather
If there be faith in nen, neant for his trial
And fair purgation to the world, than nalice,
I'"msure, in ne

KING HENRY VII1 Well, well, my lords, respect him
Take him and use himwell, he's worthy of it.
I will say thus nuch for him if a prince
May be behol ding to a subject, |
Am for his love and service, so to him
Make ne no nore ado, but all enbrace him
Be friends, for shame, ny lords! My Lord of
Cant er bury,
| have a suit which you nust not deny ne;

That is, a fair young naid that yet wants baptism
You nust be godfather, and answer for her

CRANMER The greatest nonarch now alive may glory
In such an honour: how may | deserve it
That am a poor and hunbl e subject to you?

KING HENRY VII1 Cone, cone, ny lord, you'ld spare your spoons: you
shal |l have two noble partners with you; the old
Duchess of Norfol k, and Lady Marquess Dorset: will
t hese pl ease you?
Once nore, ny Lord of Wnchester, | charge you



Enbrace and | ove this man.

GARDI NER Wth a true heart
And brother-love | do it.

CRANMER And | et heaven
W tness, how dear | hold this confirmation

KING HENRY VII1 Good nman, those joyful tears show thy true heart:
The conmon voice, | see, is verified
O thee, which says thus, 'Do ny Lord of Canterbury
A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for ever.'
Cone, lords, we trifle time away; | |ong
To have this young one nmade a Christian
As | have nmade ye one, lords, one remain;
So | grow stronger, you nore honour gain.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

The pal ace yard.
[ Noi se and tumult within. Enter Porter and his Mn]

Porter You'll |eave your noise anon, ye rascals: do you
take the court for Paris-garden? ye rude sl aves,
| eave your gapi ng.

[Wthin]
Good master porter, | belong to the |arder

Porter Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, ye rogue! is
this a place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen crab-tree
staves, and strong ones: these are but switches to
"em |'Il scratch your heads: you nust be seeing
christenings? do you | ook for ale and cakes here,
you rude rascal s?

Man Pray, sir, be patient: 'tis as nuch inpossible--
Unl ess we sweep 'em fromthe door with cannons--
To scatter 'em as 'tis to nake 'em sl eep
On May-day norning; which will never be:
W may as well push against Powe's, as stir em

Porter How got they in, and be hang' d?

Man Al as, | know not; how gets the tide in?
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot--
You see the poor remainder--could distribute,
| made no spare, sir.

Porter You did nothing, sir.

Man | am not Samson, nor Sir QGuy, nor Col brand,
To mow ' em down before nme: but if | spared any
That had a head to hit, either young or old,
He or she, cuckold or cuckol d- maker
Let ne ne'er hope to see a chine again



And that | would not for a cow, God save her
[Wthin]
Do you hear, naster porter?

Porter | shall be with you presently, good naster puppy.
Keep the door close, sirrah

Man What woul d you have ne do?

Porter What should you do, but knock 'em down by the
dozens? |Is this Morfields to nuster in? or have
we sone strange Indian with the great tool cone to
court, the wonmen so besiege us? Bless ne, what a
fry of fornication is at door! On ny Christian
consci ence, this one christening will beget a
thousand; here will be father, godfather, and all together

Man The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There is a
fell ow sonewhat near the door, he should be a
brazier by his face, for, o' my conscience, twenty
of the dog-days now reign in's nose; all that stand
about him are under the line, they need no other
penance: that fire-drake did | hit three tines on
the head, and three tinmes was his nose discharged
agai nst me; he stands there, like a nortar-piece, to
bl ow us. There was a haberdasher's wife of smal
wit near him that railed upon me till her pinked
porringer fell off her head, for kindling such a
conbustion in the state. | nissed the neteor once,
and hit that woman; who cried out 'C ubs!' when |
nm ght see fromfar some forty truncheoners draw to
her succor, which were the hope o' the Strand, where
she was quartered. They fell on; | nade good ny
pl ace: at length they canme to the broomstaff to
me; | defied "emstill: when suddenly a file of
boys behind 'em | oose shot, delivered such a shower
of pebbles, that | was fain to draw nmi ne honour in,
and let "emwin the work: the devil was anmpbngst
"em | think, surely.

Porter These are the youths that thunder at a playhouse,
and fight for bitten apples; that no audi ence, but
the tribulation of Tower-hill, or the Iinbs of
Li mehouse, their dear brothers, are able to endure.
| have some of 'emin Linbo Patrum and there they
are like to dance these three days; besides the
runni ng banquet of two beadles that is to cone.

[ Enter Chanberl ai n]

Chanmberlain Mercy o' nme, what a nultitude are here
They grow still too; fromall parts they are coning
As if we kept a fair here!l Were are these porters,
These | azy knaves? Ye have nade a fine hand, fell ows:
There's a trimrabble et in: are all these
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs? W shall have
Great store of room no doubt, left for the Iadies,
When they pass back fromthe christening.



Porter An't please
your honour,
W are but nen; and what so many may do,
Not being torn a-pieces, we have done:

An arny cannot rule 'em
Chanberlain As | |ive,
If the king blame me for't, I'Il lay ye al

By the heels, and suddenly; and on your heads
Clap round fines for neglect: ye are |lazy knaves;
And here ye lie baiting of bonbards, when

Ye should do service. Hark! the trunpets sound,
They're cone already fromthe chri stening:

Go, break anmong the press, and find a way out

To let the troop pass fairly; or I'Il find

A Marshal sea shall hold ye play these two nonths.

Porter Make way there for the princess.

Man You great fellow,
Stand close up, or I'll make your head ache.

Porter You i' the canlet, get up o' the rail
"1l peck you o' er the pales else.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene V

The pal ace.

[Enter trunpets, sounding; then two Al dernen, Lord
Mayor, Garter, CRANMER, NORFOLK with his marshal's
staff, SUFFOLK, two Nobl emen bearing great

standi ng-bowl s for the christening-gifts; then
four Nobl enen bearing a canopy, under which the
Duchess of Norfol k, godnot her, bearing the child
richly habited in a mantle, &c., train borne by a
Lady; then follows the Marchi oness Dorset, the

ot her godnot her, and Ladi es. The troop pass once
about the stage, and Garter speaks]

Garter Heaven, fromthy endl ess goodness, send prosperous
life, long, and ever happy, to the high and nmighty
princess of England, Elizabeth!

[Flourish. Enter KING HENRY VIII and Guard]

CRANMER [ Kneeling] And to your royal grace, and the good queen,
My nobl e partners, and nyself, thus pray:
Al confort, joy, in this nost gracious |ady,
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy,
May hourly fall upon ye!

KI NG HENRY VII1 Thank you, good |ord archbi shop
What is her name?

CRANVER El i zabet h.



KING HENRY VIIIl Stand up, |ord.
[ KING HENRY VI I kisses the child]

Wth this kiss take nmy blessing: God protect thee!
Into whose hand | give thy life.

CRANMER Anen.

KING HENRY VI11 M nobl e gossips, ye have been too prodigal
I thank ye heartily; so shall this |ady,
Wien she has so nuch Engli sh

CRANMER Let ne speak, sir,
For heaven now bids me; and the words | utter
Let none think flattery, for they'Il find "emtruth.
This royal infant--heaven still nove about her!--
Though in her cradle, yet now prom ses
Upon this land a thousand thousand bl essi ngs,
Which time shall bring to ripeness: she shall be--
But few now living can behold that goodness--
A pattern to all princes living with her
And all that shall succeed: Saba was never
More covetous of wi sdomand fair virtue
Than this pure soul shall be: all princely graces,
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is,
Wth all the virtues that attend the good,
Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse her
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her
She shall be loved and fear'd: her own shall bless her
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn
And hang their heads with sorrow. good grows with her
In her days every man shall eat in safety,
Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours:
God shall be truly known; and those about her
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour
And by those claimtheir greatness, not by bl ood.
Nor shall this peace sleep with her: but as when
The bird of wonder dies, the naiden phoeni x,
Her ashes new create another heir,
As great in adniration as herself;
So shall she | eave her bl essedness to one,
When heaven shall call her fromthis cloud of darkness,
Who fromthe sacred ashes of her honour
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was,
And so stand fix'd: peace, plenty, love, truth, terror
That were the servants to this chosen infant,
Shall then be his, and Iike a vine growto him
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine,
H s honour and the greatness of his nane
Shall be, and nake new nations: he shall flourish
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches
To all the plains about him our children's children
Shal | see this, and bl ess heaven.

KING HENRY VI I Thou speakest wonders.

CRANMER She shall be, to the happi ness of Engl and,
An aged princess; many days shall see her



And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

Wuld | had known no nore! but she nust die,

She nust, the saints nust have her; yet a virgin,
A nost unspotted lily shall she pass

To the ground, and all the world shall nourn her

KING HENRY VIIl O Il ord archbishop
Thou hast made nme now a man! never, before
This happy child, did | get any thing:
This oracle of confort has so pleased ne,
That when | amin heaven | shall desire
To see what this child does, and praise ny Mker.
I thank ye all. To you, ny good |ord nayor
And your good brethren, I am nuch behol di ng;
| have received nuch honour by your presence,
And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way, |ords:
Ye must all see the queen, and she nust thank ye,
She will be sick else. This day, no man think
Has busi ness at his house; for all shall stay:
This little one shall nake it holiday.

[ Exeunt ]

Epi | ogue

'"Tis ten to one this play can never please

Al that are here: sone conme to take their ease,
And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear

We have frighted with our trunpets; so, 'tis clear
They' ||l say 'tis naught: others, to hear the city
Abused extrenely, and to cry 'That's witty!

Whi ch we have not done neither: that, | fear

Al'l the expected good we're |like to hear

For this play at this tine, is only in

The merciful construction of good wonen;

For such a one we show d '"em if they snmile

And say 'twill do, |I know, within a while

Al'l the best men are ours; for "tis ill hap,

If they hold when their ladies bid 'emclap
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