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			Prologue

			
				
					
							
							
							
								I come no more to make you laugh: things now,
								

								That bear a weighty and a ser­i­ous brow,
								

								Sad, high, and work­ing, full of state and woe,
								

								Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow,
								

								We now present. Those that can pity, here
								

								May, if they think it well, let fall a tear;
								

								The sub­ject will de­serve it. Such as give
								

								Their money out of hope they may be­lieve,
								

								May here find truth too. Those that come to see
								

								Only a show or two, and so agree
								

								The play may pass, if they be still and will­ing,
								

								I’ll un­der­take may see away their shil­ling
								

								Richly in two short hours. Only they
								

								That come to hear a merry bawdy play,
								

								A noise of tar­gets, or to see a fel­low
								

								In a long mot­ley coat guarded with yel­low,
								

								Will be de­ceived; for, gentle hear­ers, know,
								

								To rank our chosen truth with such a show
								

								As fool and fight is, be­side for­feit­ing
								

								Our own brains, and the opin­ion that we bring,
								

								To make that only true we now in­tend,
								

								Will leave us nev­er an un­der­stand­ing friend.
								

								There­fore, for good­ness’ sake, and as you are known
								

								The first and hap­pi­est hear­ers of the town,
								

								Be sad, as we would make ye: think ye see
								

								The very per­sons of our noble story
								

								As they were liv­ing; think you see them great,
								

								And fol­low’d with the gen­er­al throng and sweat
								

								Of thou­sand friends; then in a mo­ment, see
								

								How soon this migh­ti­ness meets misery:
								

								And, if you can be merry then, I’ll say
								

								A man may weep upon his wed­ding-day.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. An ante-cham­ber in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Duke of Nor­folk at one door; at the oth­er, the Duke of Buck­ing­ham and the Lord Aber­gavenny.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Good mor­row, and well met. How have ye done
									

									Since last we saw in France?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									I thank your grace,
									

									Health­ful; and ever since a fresh ad­mirer
									

									Of what I saw there.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									An un­timely ague
									

									Stay’d me a pris­on­er in my cham­ber when
									

									Those suns of glory, those two lights of men,
									

									Met in the vale of An­dren.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									’Twixt Guynes and Ar­de:
									

									I was then present, saw them sa­lute on horse­back;
									

									Be­held them, when they lighted, how they clung
									

									In their em­brace­ment, as they grew to­geth­er;
									

									Which had they, what four throned ones could have weigh’d
									

									Such a com­poun­ded one?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								All the whole time I was my cham­ber’s pris­on­er.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Then you lost
									

									The view of earthly glory: men might say,
									

									Till this time pomp was single, but now mar­ried
									

									To one above it­self. Each fol­low­ing day
									

									Be­came the next day’s mas­ter, till the last
									

									Made former won­ders its. To-day the French,
									

									All clin­quant, all in gold, like hea­then gods,
									

									Shone down the Eng­lish; and, to-mor­row, they
									

									Made Bri­tain In­dia: every man that stood
									

									Show’d like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were
									

									As cher­ubins, all gilt: the madams too,
									

									Not used to toil, did al­most sweat to bear
									

									The pride upon them, that their very la­bour
									

									Was to them as a paint­ing: now this masque
									

									Was cried in­com­par­able; and the en­su­ing night
									

									Made it a fool and beg­gar. The two kings,
									

									Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst,
									

									As pres­ence did present them; him in eye,
									

									Still him in praise: and, be­ing present both,
									

									’Twas said they saw but one; and no dis­cern­er
									

									Durst wag his tongue in cen­sure. When these suns—
									

									For so they phrase ’em—by their her­alds chal­lenged
									

									The noble spir­its to arms, they did per­form
									

									Bey­ond thought’s com­pass; that former fab­ulous story,
									

									Be­ing now seen pos­sible enough, got cred­it,
									

									That Bevis was be­lieved.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								O, you go far.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									As I be­long to wor­ship and af­fect
									

									In hon­our hon­esty, the tract of every thing
									

									Would by a good dis­cours­er lose some life,
									

									Which ac­tion’s self was tongue to. All was roy­al;
									

									To the dis­pos­ing of it nought re­bell’d,
									

									Or­der gave each thing view; the of­fice did
									

									Dis­tinctly his full func­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Who did guide,
									

									I mean, who set the body and the limbs
									

									Of this great sport to­geth­er, as you guess?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									One, certes, that prom­ises no ele­ment
									

									In such a busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								I pray you, who, my lord?
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									All this was or­der’d by the good dis­cre­tion
									

									Of the right rev­er­end Car­din­al of York.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									The dev­il speed him! no man’s pie is freed
									

									From his am­bi­tious fin­ger. What had he
									

									To do in these fierce van­it­ies? I won­der
									

									That such a keech can with his very bulk
									

									Take up the rays o’ the be­ne­fi­cial sun
									

									And keep it from the earth.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Surely, sir,
									

									There’s in him stuff that puts him to these ends;
									

									For, be­ing not propp’d by an­ces­try, whose grace
									

									Chalks suc­cessors their way, nor call’d upon
									

									For high feats done to the crown; neither al­lied
									

									For em­in­ent as­sist­ants; but, spider-like,
									

									Out of his self-draw­ing web, he gives us note,
									

									The force of his own mer­it makes his way;
									

									A gift that heav­en gives for him, which buys
									

									A place next to the king.
								

							
						

						
								Aber­gavenny
								
								
									I can­not tell
									

									What heav­en hath giv­en him—let some graver eye
									

									Pierce in­to that; but I can see his pride
									

									Peep through each part of him: whence has he that,
									

									If not from hell? the dev­il is a nig­gard,
									

									Or has giv­en all be­fore, and he be­gins
									

									A new hell in him­self.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Why the dev­il,
									

									Upon this French go­ing out, took he upon him,
									

									Without the priv­ity o’ the king, to ap­point
									

									Who should at­tend on him? He makes up the file
									

									Of all the gentry; for the most part such
									

									To whom as great a charge as little hon­our
									

									He meant to lay upon: and his own let­ter,
									

									The hon­our­able board of coun­cil out,
									

									Must fetch him in the pa­pers.
								

							
						

						
								Aber­gavenny
								
								
									I do know
									

									Kins­men of mine, three at the least, that have
									

									By this so sick­en’d their es­tates, that nev­er
									

									They shall abound as formerly.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									O, many
									

									Have broke their backs with lay­ing man­ors on ’em
									

									For this great jour­ney. What did this van­ity
									

									But min­is­ter com­mu­nic­a­tion of
									

									A most poor is­sue?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Griev­ingly I think,
									

									The peace between the French and us not val­ues
									

									The cost that did con­clude it.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Every man,
									

									After the hideous storm that fol­low’d, was
									

									A thing in­spired; and, not con­sult­ing, broke
									

									In­to a gen­er­al proph­ecy; That this tem­pest,
									

									Dash­ing the gar­ment of this peace, aboded
									

									The sud­den breach on’t.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Which is bud­ded out;
									

									For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath at­tach’d
									

									Our mer­chants’ goods at Bourdeaux.
								

							
						

						
								Aber­gavenny
								
								
									Is it there­fore
									

									The am­bas­sad­or is si­lenced?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Marry, is’t.
						

						
								Aber­gavenny
								
								
									A prop­er title of a peace; and pur­chased
									

									At a su­per­flu­ous rate!
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Why, all this busi­ness
									

									Our rev­er­end car­din­al car­ried.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Like it your grace,
									

									The state takes no­tice of the private dif­fer­ence
									

									Betwixt you and the car­din­al. I ad­vise you—
									

									And take it from a heart that wishes to­wards you
									

									Hon­our and plenteous safety—that you read
									

									The car­din­al’s malice and his po­tency
									

									To­geth­er; to con­sider fur­ther that
									

									What his high hatred would ef­fect wants not
									

									A min­is­ter in his power. You know his nature,
									

									That he’s re­venge­ful, and I know his sword
									

									Hath a sharp edge: it’s long and, ’t may be said,
									

									It reaches far, and where ’twill not ex­tend,
									

									Thith­er he darts it. Bos­om up my coun­sel,
									

									You’ll find it whole­some. Lo, where comes that rock
									

									That I ad­vise your shun­ning.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Car­din­al Wolsey, the purse borne be­fore him, cer­tain of the Guard, and two Sec­ret­ar­ies with pa­pers. The Car­din­al in his pas­sage fixeth his eye on Buck­ing­ham, and Buck­ing­ham on him, both full of dis­dain.
							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									The Duke of Buck­ing­ham’s sur­vey­or, ha?
									

									Where’s his ex­am­in­a­tion?
								

							
						

						
								First Sec­ret­ary
								Here, so please you.
						

						
								Wolsey
								Is he in per­son ready?
						

						
								First Sec­ret­ary
								Ay, please your grace.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Well, we shall then know more; and Buck­ing­ham
									

									Shall lessen this big look. Ex­eunt Wolsey and his Train.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d, and I
									

									Have not the power to muzzle him; there­fore best
									

									Not wake him in his slum­ber. A beg­gar’s book
									

									Out­worths a noble’s blood.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									What, are you chafed?
									

									Ask God for tem­per­ance; that’s the ap­pli­ance only
									

									Which your dis­ease re­quires.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									I read in’s looks
									

									Mat­ter against me; and his eye re­viled
									

									Me, as his ab­ject ob­ject: at this in­stant
									

									He bores me with some trick: he’s gone to the king;
									

									I’ll fol­low and out­stare him.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Stay, my lord,
									

									And let your reas­on with your chol­er ques­tion
									

									What ’tis you go about: to climb steep hills
									

									Re­quires slow pace at first: an­ger is like
									

									A full-hot horse, who be­ing al­low’d his way,
									

									Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in Eng­land
									

									Can ad­vise me like you: be to your­self
									

									As you would to your friend.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									I’ll to the king;
									

									And from a mouth of hon­our quite cry down
									

									This Ipswich fel­low’s in­solence; or pro­claim
									

									There’s dif­fer­ence in no per­sons.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Be ad­vised;
									

									Heat not a fur­nace for your foe so hot
									

									That it do singe your­self: we may out­run,
									

									By vi­ol­ent swift­ness, that which we run at,
									

									And lose by over-run­ning. Know you not,
									

									The fire that mounts the li­quor till’t run o’er,
									

									In seem­ing to aug­ment it wastes it? Be ad­vised:
									

									I say again, there is no Eng­lish soul
									

									More stronger to dir­ect you than your­self,
									

									If with the sap of reas­on you would quench,
									

									Or but al­lay, the fire of pas­sion.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Sir,
									

									I am thank­ful to you; and I’ll go along
									

									By your pre­scrip­tion: but this top-proud fel­low,
									

									Whom from the flow of gall I name not but
									

									From sin­cere mo­tions, by in­tel­li­gence,
									

									And proofs as clear as founts in Ju­ly when
									

									We see each grain of gravel, I do know
									

									To be cor­rupt and treas­on­ous.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Say not “treas­on­ous.”
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									To the king I’ll say’t; and make my vouch as strong
									

									As shore of rock. At­tend. This holy fox,
									

									Or wolf, or both—for he is equal raven­ous
									

									As he is subtle, and as prone to mis­chief
									

									As able to per­form’t; his mind and place
									

									In­fect­ing one an­oth­er, yea, re­cip­roc­ally—
									

									Only to show his pomp as well in France
									

									As here at home, sug­gests the king our mas­ter
									

									To this last costly treaty, the in­ter­view,
									

									That swal­low’d so much treas­ure, and like a glass
									

									Did break i’ the rins­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Faith, and so it did.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Pray, give me fa­vour, sir. This cun­ning car­din­al
									

									The art­icles o’ the com­bin­a­tion drew
									

									As him­self pleased; and they were rat­i­fied
									

									As he cried “Thus let be”: to as much end
									

									As give a crutch to the dead: but our count-car­din­al
									

									Has done this, and ’tis well; for worthy Wolsey,
									

									Who can­not err, he did it. Now this fol­lows—
									

									Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy
									

									To the old dam, treas­on—Charles the em­per­or,
									

									Un­der pre­tence to see the queen his aunt—
									

									For ’twas in­deed his col­our, but he came
									

									To whis­per Wolsey—here makes vis­it­a­tion:
									

									His fears were, that the in­ter­view betwixt
									

									Eng­land and France might, through their amity,
									

									Breed him some pre­ju­dice; for from this league
									

									Peep’d harms that men­aced him: he priv­ily
									

									Deals with our car­din­al; and, as I trow—
									

									Which I do well; for I am sure the em­per­or
									

									Paid ere he prom­ised; whereby his suit was gran­ted
									

									Ere it was ask’d; but when the way was made,
									

									And paved with gold, the em­per­or thus de­sired,
									

									That he would please to al­ter the king’s course,
									

									And break the fore­said peace. Let the king know,
									

									As soon he shall by me, that thus the car­din­al
									

									Does buy and sell his hon­our as he pleases,
									

									And for his own ad­vant­age.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									I am sorry
									

									To hear this of him; and could wish he were
									

									Some­thing mis­taken in’t.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									No, not a syl­lable:
									

									I do pro­nounce him in that very shape
									

									He shall ap­pear in proof.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Brandon, a Ser­geant-at-arms be­fore him, and two or three of the Guard.
							
						

						
								Brandon
								Your of­fice, ser­geant; ex­ecute it.
						

						
								Ser­geant
								
								
									Sir,
									

									My lord the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, and Earl
									

									Of Here­ford, Stafford, and Northamp­ton, I
									

									Ar­rest thee of high treas­on, in the name
									

									Of our most sov­er­eign king.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Lo, you, my lord,
									

									The net has fall’n upon me! I shall per­ish
									

									Un­der device and prac­tice.
								

							
						

						
								Brandon
								
								
									I am sorry
									

									To see you ta’en from liberty, to look on
									

									The busi­ness present: ’tis his high­ness’ pleas­ure
									

									You shall to the Tower.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									It will help me noth­ing
									

									To plead mine in­no­cence; for that dye is on me
									

									Which makes my whitest part black. The will of heav­en
									

									Be done in this and all things! I obey.
									

									O my Lord Aber­gavenny, fare you well!
								

							
						

						
								Brandon
								
								
									Nay, he must bear you com­pany. The king To Aber­gavenny.
									

									Is pleased you shall to the Tower, till you know
									

									How he de­term­ines fur­ther.
								

							
						

						
								Aber­gavenny
								
								
									As the duke said,
									

									The will of heav­en be done, and the king’s pleas­ure
									

									By me obey’d!
								

							
						

						
								Brandon
								
								
									Here is a war­rant from
									

									The king to at­tach Lord Montacute; and the bod­ies
									

									Of the duke’s con­fess­or, John de la Car,
									

									One Gil­bert Peck, his chan­cel­lor—
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									So, so;
									

									These are the limbs o’ the plot: no more, I hope.
								

							
						

						
								Brandon
								A monk o’ the Chartreux.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								O, Nich­olas Hop­kins?
						

						
								Brandon
								He.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									My sur­vey­or is false; the o’er-great car­din­al
									

									Hath show’d him gold; my life is spann’d already:
									

									I am the shad­ow of poor Buck­ing­ham,
									

									Whose fig­ure even this in­stant cloud puts on,
									

									By dark­en­ing my clear sun. My lord, farewell. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The same. The coun­cil-cham­ber.

				
					
						
								
								
								Cor­nets. Enter the King, lean­ing on the Car­din­al’s shoulder, the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lov­ell; the Car­din­al places him­self un­der the King’s feet on his right side.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									My life it­self, and the best heart of it,
									

									Thanks you for this great care: I stood i’ the level
									

									Of a full-charged con­fed­er­acy, and give thanks
									

									To you that choked it. Let be call’d be­fore us
									

									That gen­tle­man of Buck­ing­ham’s; in per­son
									

									I’ll hear him his con­fes­sions jus­ti­fy;
									

									And point by point the treas­ons of his mas­ter
									

									He shall again re­late.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								A noise with­in, cry­ing “Room for the Queen!” Enter Queen Kath­er­ine, ushered by the Duke of Nor­folk, and the Duke of Suf­folk: she kneels. The King ris­eth from his state, takes her up, kisses and placeth her by him.
							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								Nay, we must longer kneel: I am a suit­or.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Arise, and take place by us: half your suit
									

									Nev­er name to us; you have half our power:
									

									The oth­er moi­ety, ere you ask, is giv­en;
									

									Re­peat your will and take it.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Thank your majesty.
									

									That you would love your­self, and in that love
									

									Not un­con­sider’d leave your hon­our, nor
									

									The dig­nity of your of­fice, is the point
									

									Of my pe­ti­tion.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Lady mine, pro­ceed.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									I am so­li­cited, not by a few,
									

									And those of true con­di­tion, that your sub­jects
									

									Are in great griev­ance: there have been com­mis­sions
									

									Sent down among ’em, which hath flaw’d the heart
									

									Of all their loy­al­ties: wherein, al­though,
									

									My good lord car­din­al, they vent re­proaches
									

									Most bit­terly on you, as putter on
									

									Of these ex­ac­tions, yet the king our mas­ter—
									

									Whose hon­our heav­en shield from soil!—even he es­capes not
									

									Lan­guage un­man­nerly, yea, such which breaks
									

									The sides of loy­alty, and al­most ap­pears
									

									In loud re­bel­lion.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Not al­most ap­pears,
									

									It doth ap­pear; for, upon these tax­a­tions,
									

									The clothiers all, not able to main­tain
									

									The many to them long­ing, have put off
									

									The spin­sters, carders, fullers, weavers, who,
									

									Un­fit for oth­er life, com­pell’d by hun­ger
									

									And lack of oth­er means, in des­per­ate man­ner
									

									Dar­ing the event to the teeth, are all in up­roar,
									

									And danger serves among them.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Tax­a­tion!
									

									Wherein? and what tax­a­tion? My lord car­din­al,
									

									You that are blamed for it alike with us,
									

									Know you of this tax­a­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Please you, sir,
									

									I know but of a single part, in aught
									

									Per­tains to the state; and front but in that file
									

									Where oth­ers tell steps with me.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									No, my lord,
									

									You know no more than oth­ers; but you frame
									

									Things that are known alike; which are not whole­some
									

									To those which would not know them, and yet must
									

									Per­force be their ac­quaint­ance. These ex­ac­tions,
									

									Where­of my sov­er­eign would have note, they are
									

									Most pes­ti­lent to the bear­ing; and, to bear ’em,
									

									The back is sac­ri­fice to the load. They say
									

									They are de­vised by you; or else you suf­fer
									

									Too hard an ex­clam­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Still ex­ac­tion!
									

									The nature of it? in what kind, let’s know,
									

									Is this ex­ac­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									I am much too ven­tur­ous
									

									In tempt­ing of your pa­tience; but am bolden’d
									

									Un­der your prom­ised par­don. The sub­jects’ grief
									

									Comes through com­mis­sions, which com­pel from each
									

									The sixth part of his sub­stance, to be levied
									

									Without delay; and the pre­tence for this
									

									Is named, your wars in France: this makes bold mouths:
									

									Tongues spit their du­ties out, and cold hearts freeze
									

									Al­le­gi­ance in them; their curses now
									

									Live where their pray­ers did: and it’s come to pass,
									

									This tract­able obed­i­ence is a slave
									

									To each in­censed will. I would your high­ness
									

									Would give it quick con­sid­er­a­tion, for
									

									There is no primer busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									By my life,
									

									This is against our pleas­ure.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									And for me,
									

									I have no fur­ther gone in this than by
									

									A single voice; and that not pass’d me but
									

									By learned ap­prob­a­tion of the judges. If I am
									

									Tra­duced by ig­nor­ant tongues, which neither know
									

									My fac­ulties nor per­son, yet will be
									

									The chron­icles of my do­ing, let me say
									

									’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
									

									That vir­tue must go through. We must not stint
									

									Our ne­ces­sary ac­tions, in the fear
									

									To cope ma­li­cious cen­surers; which ever,
									

									As raven­ous fishes, do a ves­sel fol­low
									

									That is new-trimm’d, but be­ne­fit no fur­ther
									

									Than vainly long­ing. What we oft do best,
									

									By sick in­ter­pret­ers, once weak ones, is
									

									Not ours, or not al­low’d; what worst, as oft,
									

									Hit­ting a gross­er qual­ity, is cried up
									

									For our best act. If we shall stand still,
									

									In fear our mo­tion will be mock’d or carp’d at,
									

									We should take root here where we sit, or sit
									

									State-statues only.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Things done well,
									

									And with a care, ex­empt them­selves from fear;
									

									Things done without ex­ample, in their is­sue
									

									Are to be fear’d. Have you a pre­ced­ent
									

									Of this com­mis­sion? I be­lieve, not any.
									

									We must not rend our sub­jects from our laws,
									

									And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each?
									

									A trem­bling con­tri­bu­tion! Why, we take
									

									From every tree lop, bark, and part o’ the tim­ber;
									

									And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack’d,
									

									The air will drink the sap. To every county
									

									Where this is ques­tion’d send our let­ters, with
									

									Free par­don to each man that has denied
									

									The force of this com­mis­sion: pray, look to’t;
									

									I put it to your care.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									A word with you. To the Sec­ret­ary.
									

									Let there be let­ters writ to every shire,
									

									Of the king’s grace and par­don. The grieved com­mons
									

									Hardly con­ceive of me; let it be noised
									

									That through our in­ter­ces­sion this re­voke­ment
									

									And par­don comes: I shall anon ad­vise you
									

									Fur­ther in the pro­ceed­ing. Exit Sec­ret­ary.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sur­vey­or.
							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									I am sorry that the Duke of Buck­ing­ham
									

									Is run in your dis­pleas­ure.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									It grieves many:
									

									The gen­tle­man is learn’d, and a most rare speak­er;
									

									To nature none more bound; his train­ing such,
									

									That he may fur­nish and in­struct great teach­ers,
									

									And nev­er seek for aid out of him­self. Yet see,
									

									When these so noble be­ne­fits shall prove
									

									Not well dis­posed, the mind grow­ing once cor­rupt,
									

									They turn to vi­cious forms, ten times more ugly
									

									Than ever they were fair. This man so com­plete,
									

									Who was en­roll’d ’mongst won­ders, and when we,
									

									Al­most with rav­ish’d listen­ing, could not find
									

									His hour of speech a minute; he, my lady,
									

									Hath in­to mon­strous habits put the graces
									

									That once were his, and is be­come as black
									

									As if be­smear’d in hell. Sit by us; you shall hear—
									

									This was his gen­tle­man in trust—of him
									

									Things to strike hon­our sad. Bid him re­count
									

									The fore-re­cited prac­tises; where­of
									

									We can­not feel too little, hear too much.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Stand forth, and with bold spir­it re­late what you,
									

									Most like a care­ful sub­ject, have col­lec­ted
									

									Out of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Speak freely.
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									First, it was usu­al with him, every day
									

									It would in­fect his speech, that if the king
									

									Should without is­sue die, he’ll carry it so
									

									To make the sceptre his: these very words
									

									I’ve heard him ut­ter to his son-in-law,
									

									Lord Aber­gavenny; to whom by oath he men­aced
									

									Re­venge upon the car­din­al.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Please your high­ness, note
									

									This dan­ger­ous con­cep­tion in this point.
									

									Not friended by by his wish, to your high per­son
									

									His will is most ma­lig­nant; and it stretches
									

									Bey­ond you, to your friends.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									My learn’d lord car­din­al,
									

									De­liv­er all with char­ity.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Speak on:
									

									How groun­ded he his title to the crown,
									

									Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard him
									

									At any time speak aught?
								

							
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									He was brought to this
									

									By a vain proph­ecy of Nich­olas Hop­kins.
								

							
						

						
								King
								What was that Hop­kins?
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									Sir, a Chartreux fri­ar,
									

									His con­fess­or, who fed him every minute
									

									With words of sov­er­eignty.
								

							
						

						
								King
								How know’st thou this?
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									Not long be­fore your high­ness sped to France,
									

									The duke be­ing at the Rose, with­in the par­ish
									

									Saint Lawrence Poult­ney, did of me de­mand
									

									What was the speech among the Lon­don­ers
									

									Con­cern­ing the French jour­ney: I replied,
									

									Men fear’d the French would prove per­fi­di­ous,
									

									To the king’s danger. Presently the duke
									

									Said, ’twas the fear, in­deed; and that he doubted
									

									’Twould prove the ver­ity of cer­tain words
									

									Spoke by a holy monk; “that oft,” says he,
									

									“Hath sent to me, wish­ing me to per­mit
									

									John de la Car, my chap­lain, a choice hour
									

									To hear from him a mat­ter of some mo­ment:
									

									Whom after un­der the con­fes­sion’s seal
									

									He sol­emnly had sworn, that what he spoke
									

									My chap­lain to no creature liv­ing, but
									

									To me, should ut­ter, with de­mure con­fid­ence
									

									This paus­ingly en­sued: neither the king nor’s heirs,
									

									Tell you the duke, shall prosper: bid him strive
									

									To gain the love o’ the com­mon­alty: the duke
									

									Shall gov­ern Eng­land.”
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									If I know you well,
									

									You were the duke’s sur­vey­or, and lost your of­fice
									

									On the com­plaint o’ the ten­ants: take good heed
									

									You charge not in your spleen a noble per­son
									

									And spoil your no­bler soul: I say, take heed;
									

									Yes, heart­ily be­seech you.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Let him on.
									

									Go for­ward.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									On my soul, I’ll speak but truth.
									

									I told my lord the duke, by the dev­il’s il­lu­sions
									

									The monk might be de­ceived; and that ’twas dan­ger­ous for him
									

									To ru­min­ate on this so far, un­til
									

									It forged him some design, which, be­ing be­lieved,
									

									It was much like to do: he an­swer’d, “Tush,
									

									It can do me no dam­age;” adding fur­ther,
									

									That, had the king in his last sick­ness fail’d,
									

									The car­din­al’s and Sir Thomas Lov­ell’s heads
									

									Should have gone off.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Ha! what, so rank? Ah ha!
									

									There’s mis­chief in this man: canst thou say fur­ther?
								

							
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								I can, my liege.
						

						
								King
								Pro­ceed.
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									Be­ing at Green­wich,
									

									After your high­ness had re­proved the duke
									

									About Sir Wil­li­am Blomer—
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									I re­mem­ber
									

									Of such a time: be­ing my sworn ser­vant,
									

									The duke re­tain’d him his. But on; what hence?
								

							
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									“If,” quoth he, “I for this had been com­mit­ted,
									

									As, to the Tower, I thought, I would have play’d
									

									The part my fath­er meant to act upon
									

									The usurp­er Richard; who, be­ing at Salis­bury,
									

									Made suit to come in’s pres­ence; which if gran­ted,
									

									As he made semb­lance of his duty, would
									

									Have put his knife to him.”
								

							
						

						
								King
								A gi­ant trait­or!
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Now, madam, may his high­ness live in free­dom,
									

									and this man out of pris­on?
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								God mend all!
						

						
								King
								There’s some­thing more would out of thee; what say’st?
						

						
								Sur­vey­or
								
								
									After “the duke his fath­er,” with “the knife,”
									

									He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his dag­ger,
									

									An­oth­er spread on’s breast, mount­ing his eyes,
									

									He did dis­charge a hor­rible oath; whose ten­our
									

									Was—were he evil used, he would out­go
									

									His fath­er by as much as a per­form­ance
									

									Does an ir­res­ol­ute pur­pose.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									There’s his peri­od,
									

									To sheathe his knife in us. He is at­tach’d;
									

									Call him to present tri­al: if he may
									

									Find mercy in the law, ’tis his; if none,
									

									Let him not seek’t of us: by day and night,
									

									He’s trait­or to the height. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				An ante-cham­ber in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Lord Cham­ber­lain and Lord Sands.
							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Is’t pos­sible the spells of France should juggle
									

									Men in­to such strange mys­ter­ies?
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									New cus­toms,
									

									Though they be nev­er so ri­dicu­lous,
									

									Nay, let ’em be un­manly, yet are fol­low’d.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									As far as I see, all the good our Eng­lish
									

									Have got by the late voy­age is but merely
									

									A fit or two o’ the face; but they are shrewd ones;
									

									For when they hold ’em, you would swear dir­ectly
									

									Their very noses had been coun­sel­lors
									

									To Pepin or Clothari­us, they keep state so.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									They have all new legs, and lame ones: one would take it,
									

									That nev­er saw ’em pace be­fore, the spav­in
									

									Or spring­halt reign’d among ’em.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Death! my lord,
									

									Their clothes are after such a pa­gan cut too,
									

									That, sure, they’ve worn out Christen­dom.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Thomas Lov­ell.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									How now!
									

									What news, Sir Thomas Lov­ell?
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									Faith, my lord,
									

									I hear of none, but the new pro­clam­a­tion
									

									That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								What is’t for?
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									The re­form­a­tion of our trav­ell’d gal­lants,
									

									That fill the court with quar­rels, talk, and tail­ors.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									I’m glad ’tis there: now I would pray our mon­sieurs
									

									To think an Eng­lish courtier may be wise,
									

									And nev­er see the Louvre.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									They must either,
									

									For so run the con­di­tions, leave those rem­nants
									

									Of fool and feath­er that they got in France,
									

									With all their hon­our­able point of ig­nor­ance
									

									Per­tain­ing there­unto, as fights and fire­works,
									

									Ab­us­ing bet­ter men than they can be,
									

									Out of a for­eign wis­dom, re­noun­cing clean
									

									The faith they have in ten­nis, and tall stock­ings,
									

									Short blister’d breeches, and those types of travel,
									

									And un­der­stand again like hon­est men;
									

									Or pack to their old play­fel­lows: there, I take it,
									

									They may, “cum priv­ile­gio,” wear away
									

									The lag end of their lewd­ness and be laugh’d at.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									’Tis time to give ’em phys­ic, their dis­eases
									

									Are grown so catch­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									What a loss our ladies
									

									Will have of these trim van­it­ies!
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									Ay, marry,
									

									There will be woe in­deed, lords: the sly whoresons
									

									Have got a speed­ing trick to lay down ladies;
									

									A French song and a fiddle has no fel­low.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									The dev­il fiddle ’em! I am glad they are go­ing,
									

									For, sure, there’s no con­vert­ing of ’em: now
									

									An hon­est coun­try lord, as I am, beaten
									

									A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song
									

									And have an hour of hear­ing; and, by’r lady,
									

									Held cur­rent mu­sic too.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Well said, Lord Sands;
									

									Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									No, my lord;
									

									Nor shall not, while I have a stump.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Sir Thomas,
									

									Whith­er were you a-go­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									To the car­din­al’s:
									

									Your lord­ship is a guest too.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									O, ’tis true:
									

									This night he makes a sup­per, and a great one,
									

									To many lords and ladies; there will be
									

									The beauty of this king­dom, I’ll as­sure you.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									That church­man bears a bounteous mind in­deed,
									

									A hand as fruit­ful as the land that feeds us;
									

									His dews fall every where.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									No doubt he’s noble;
									

									He had a black mouth that said oth­er of him.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									He may, my lord; has where­with­al: in him
									

									Spar­ing would show a worse sin than ill doc­trine:
									

									Men of his way should be most lib­er­al;
									

									They are set here for ex­amples.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									True, they are so;
									

									But few now give so great ones. My barge stays;
									

									Your lord­ship shall along. Come, good Sir Thomas,
									

									We shall be late else; which I would not be,
									

									For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guild­ford
									

									This night to be comp­trollers.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								I am your lord­ship’s. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A Hall in York Place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Haut­boys. A small table un­der a state for the Car­din­al, a longer table for the guests. Then enter Anne Bul­len and divers oth­er Ladies and Gen­tle­men as guests, at one door; at an­oth­er door, enter Sir Henry Guild­ford.
							
						

						
								Guild­ford
								
								
									Ladies, a gen­er­al wel­come from his grace
									

									Sa­lutes ye all; this night he ded­ic­ates
									

									To fair con­tent and you: none here, he hopes,
									

									In all this noble bevy, has brought with her
									

									One care abroad; he would have all as merry
									

									As, first, good com­pany, good wine, good wel­come,
									

									Can make good people. O, my lord, you’re tardy:
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Cham­ber­lain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thomas Lov­ell.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									The very thought of this fair com­pany
									

									Clapp’d wings to me.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								You are young, Sir Harry Guild­ford.
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									Sir Thomas Lov­ell, had the car­din­al
									

									But half my lay thoughts in him, some of these
									

									Should find a run­ning ban­quet ere they res­ted,
									

									I think would bet­ter please ’em: by my life,
									

									They are a sweet so­ci­ety of fair ones.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									O, that your lord­ship were but now con­fess­or
									

									To one or two of these!
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									I would I were;
									

									They should find easy pen­ance.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								Faith, how easy?
						

						
								Sands
								As easy as a down-bed would af­ford it.
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir Harry,
									

									Place you that side; I’ll take the charge of this:
									

									His grace is en­ter­ing. Nay, you must not freeze;
									

									Two wo­men placed to­geth­er makes cold weath­er:
									

									My Lord Sands, you are one will keep ’em wak­ing;
									

									Pray, sit between these ladies.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									By my faith,
									

									And thank your lord­ship. By your leave, sweet ladies:
									

									If I chance to talk a little wild, for­give me;
									

									I had it from my fath­er.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Was he mad, sir?
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									O, very mad, ex­ceed­ing mad, in love too:
									

									But he would bite none; just as I do now,
									

									He would kiss you twenty with a breath. Kisses her.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Well said, my lord.
									

									So, now you’re fairly seated. Gen­tle­men,
									

									The pen­ance lies on you, if these fair ladies
									

									Pass away frown­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									For my little cure,
									

									Let me alone.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Haut­boys. Enter Car­din­al Wolsey, and takes his state.
							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									You’re wel­come, my fair guests: that noble lady,
									

									Or gen­tle­man, that is not freely merry,
									

									Is not my friend: this, to con­firm my wel­come;
									

									And to you all, good health. Drinks.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									Your grace is noble:
									

									Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks,
									

									And save me so much talk­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									My Lord Sands,
									

									I am be­hold­ing to you: cheer your neigh­bours.
									

									Ladies, you are not merry: gen­tle­men,
									

									Whose fault is this?
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									The red wine first must rise
									

									In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall have ’em
									

									Talk us to si­lence.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									You are a merry gamester,
									

									My Lord Sands.
								

							
						

						
								Sands
								
								
									Yes, if I make my play.
									

									Here’s to your lady­ship: and pledge it, madam,
									

									For ’tis to such a thing—
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								You can­not show me.
						

						
								Sands
								I told your grace they would talk anon. Drum and trum­pet, cham­bers dis­charged.
						

						
								Wolsey
								What’s that?
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								Look out there, some of ye. Exit Ser­vant.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									What war­like voice,
									

									And to what end is this? Nay, ladies, fear not;
									

									By all the laws of war you’re priv­ileged.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								How now! what is’t?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								
								
									A noble troop of strangers;
									

									For so they seem: they’ve left their barge and landed;
									

									And hith­er make, as great am­bas­sad­ors
									

									From for­eign princes.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Good lord cham­ber­lain,
									

									Go, give ’em wel­come; you can speak the French tongue;
									

									And, pray, re­ceive ’em nobly, and con­duct ’em
									

									In­to our pres­ence, where this heav­en of beauty
									

									Shall shine at full upon them. Some at­tend him. Exit Cham­ber­lain, at­ten­ded. All rise, and tables re­moved.
									

									You have now a broken ban­quet; but we’ll mend it.
									

									A good di­ges­tion to you all: and once more
									

									I shower a wel­come on ye; wel­come all.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Haut­boys. Enter the King and oth­ers, as masquers, habited like shep­herds, ushered by the Lord Cham­ber­lain. They pass dir­ectly be­fore the Car­din­al, and grace­fully sa­lute him.
							
						

						
								
								A noble com­pany! what are their pleas­ures?
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Be­cause they speak no Eng­lish, thus they pray’d
									

									To tell your grace, that, hav­ing heard by fame
									

									Of this so noble and so fair as­sembly
									

									This night to meet here, they could do no less
									

									Out of the great re­spect they bear to beauty,
									

									But leave their flocks; and, un­der your fair con­duct,
									

									Crave leave to view these ladies and en­treat
									

									An hour of rev­els with ’em.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Say, lord cham­ber­lain,
									

									They have done my poor house grace; for which I pay ’em
									

									A thou­sand thanks, and pray ’em take their pleas­ures. They choose Ladies for the dance. The King chooses Anne Bul­len.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									The fairest hand I ever touch’d! O beauty,
									

									Till now I nev­er knew thee! Mu­sic. Dance.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								My lord!
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								Your grace?
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Pray, tell ’em thus much from me:
									

									There should be one amongst ’em, by his per­son,
									

									More worthy this place than my­self; to whom,
									

									If I but knew him, with my love and duty
									

									I would sur­render it.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								I will, my lord. Whis­pers the Masquers.
						

						
								Wolsey
								What say they?
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Such a one, they all con­fess,
									

									There is in­deed; which they would have your grace
									

									Find out, and he will take it.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Let me see, then.
									

									By all your good leaves, gen­tle­men; here I’ll make
									

									My roy­al choice.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Ye have found him, car­din­al: Un­mask­ing.
									

									You hold a fair as­sembly; you do well, lord:
									

									You are a church­man, or, I’ll tell you, car­din­al,
									

									I should judge now un­hap­pily.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									I am glad
									

									Your grace is grown so pleas­ant.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									My lord cham­ber­lain,
									

									Prithee, come hith­er: what fair lady’s that?
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									An’t please your grace, Sir Thomas Bul­len’s daugh­ter—
									

									The Vis­count Roch­ford—one of her high­ness’ wo­men.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									By heav­en, she is a dainty one. Sweet­heart,
									

									I were un­man­nerly, to take you out,
									

									And not to kiss you. A health, gen­tle­men!
									

									Let it go round.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Sir Thomas Lov­ell, is the ban­quet ready
									

									I’ the privy cham­ber?
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								Yes, my lord.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Your grace,
									

									I fear, with dan­cing is a little heated.
								

							
						

						
								King
								I fear, too much.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									There’s fresh­er air, my lord,
									

									In the next cham­ber.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Lead in your ladies, every one: sweet part­ner,
									

									I must not yet for­sake you: let’s be merry:
									

									Good my lord car­din­al, I have half a dozen healths
									

									To drink to these fair ladies, and a meas­ure
									

									To lead ’em once again; and then let’s dream
									

									Who’s best in fa­vour. Let the mu­sic knock it. Ex­eunt with trum­pets.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				West­min­ster. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter two Gen­tle­men, meet­ing.
							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Whith­er away so fast?
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									O, God save ye!
									

									Even to the hall, to hear what shall be­come
									

									Of the great Duke of Buck­ing­ham.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									I’ll save you
									

									That la­bour, sir. All’s now done, but the ce­re­mony
									

									Of bring­ing back the pris­on­er.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Were you there?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Yes, in­deed, was I.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Pray, speak what has hap­pen’d.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								You may guess quickly what.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Is he found guilty?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Yes, truly is he, and con­demn’d upon’t.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								I am sorry for’t.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								So are a num­ber more.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								But, pray, how pass’d it?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									I’ll tell you in a little. The great duke
									

									Came to the bar; where to his ac­cus­a­tions
									

									He pleaded still not guilty and al­leged
									

									Many sharp reas­ons to de­feat the law.
									

									The king’s at­tor­ney on the con­trary
									

									Urged on the ex­am­in­a­tions, proofs, con­fes­sions
									

									Of divers wit­nesses; which the duke de­sired
									

									To have brought vivâ voce to his face:
									

									At which ap­pear’d against him his sur­vey­or;
									

									Sir Gil­bert Peck his chan­cel­lor; and John Car,
									

									Con­fess­or to him; with that dev­il-monk,
									

									Hop­kins, that made this mis­chief.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									That was he
									

									That fed him with his proph­ecies?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									The same.
									

									All these ac­cused him strongly; which he fain
									

									Would have flung from him, but, in­deed, he could not:
									

									And so his peers, upon this evid­ence,
									

									Have found him guilty of high treas­on. Much
									

									He spoke, and learn­edly, for life; but all
									

									Was either pit­ied in him or for­got­ten.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								After all this, how did he bear him­self?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									When he was brought again to the bar, to hear
									

									His knell rung out, his judg­ment, he was stirr’d
									

									With such an agony, he sweat ex­tremely,
									

									And some­thing spoke in chol­er, ill, and hasty:
									

									But he fell to him­self again, and sweetly
									

									In all the rest show’d a most noble pa­tience.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								I do not think he fears death.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Sure, he does not:
									

									He nev­er was so wo­man­ish; the cause
									

									He may a little grieve at.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Cer­tainly
									

									The car­din­al is the end of this.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									’Tis likely,
									

									By all con­jec­tures: first, Kil­dare’s at­tainder,
									

									Then deputy of Ire­land; who re­moved,
									

									Earl Sur­rey was sent thith­er, and in haste too,
									

									Lest he should help his fath­er.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									That trick of state
									

									Was a deep en­vi­ous one.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									At his re­turn
									

									No doubt he will re­quite it. This is noted,
									

									And gen­er­ally, who­ever the king fa­vours,
									

									The car­din­al in­stantly will find em­ploy­ment,
									

									And far enough from court too.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									All the com­mons
									

									Hate him per­ni­ciously, and, o’ my con­science,
									

									Wish him ten fathom deep: this duke as much
									

									They love and dote on; call him bounteous Buck­ing­ham,
									

									The mir­ror of all cour­tesy;—
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Stay there, sir,
									

									And see the noble ru­in’d man you speak of.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Buck­ing­ham from his ar­raign­ment; tip-staves be­fore him; the axe with the edge to­wards him; hal­berds on each side: ac­com­pan­ied with Sir Thomas Lov­ell, Sir Nich­olas Vaux, Sir Wil­li­am Sands, and com­mon people.
							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Let’s stand close, and be­hold him.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									All good people,
									

									You that thus far have come to pity me,
									

									Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me.
									

									I have this day re­ceived a trait­or’s judg­ment,
									

									And by that name must die: yet, heav­en bear wit­ness,
									

									And if I have a con­science, let it sink me,
									

									Even as the axe falls, if I be not faith­ful!
									

									The law I bear no malice for my death;
									

									’T has done, upon the premises, but justice:
									

									But those that sought it I could wish more Chris­ti­ans:
									

									Be what they will, I heart­ily for­give ’em:
									

									Yet let ’em look they glory not in mis­chief,
									

									Nor build their evils on the graves of great men;
									

									For then my guilt­less blood must cry against ’em.
									

									For fur­ther life in this world I ne’er hope,
									

									Nor will I sue, al­though the king have mer­cies
									

									More than I dare make faults. You few that loved me,
									

									And dare be bold to weep for Buck­ing­ham,
									

									His noble friends and fel­lows, whom to leave
									

									Is only bit­ter to him, only dy­ing,
									

									Go with me, like good an­gels, to my end;
									

									And, as the long di­vorce of steel falls on me,
									

									Make of your pray­ers one sweet sac­ri­fice,
									

									And lift my soul to heav­en. Lead on, o’ God’s name.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									I do be­seech your grace, for char­ity,
									

									If ever any malice in your heart
									

									Were hid against me, now to for­give me frankly.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Sir Thomas Lov­ell, I as free for­give you
									

									As I would be for­giv­en: I for­give all;
									

									There can­not be those num­ber­less of­fences
									

									’Gainst me, that I can­not take peace with: no black envy
									

									Shall mark my grave. Com­mend me to his grace;
									

									And, if he speak of Buck­ing­ham, pray, tell him
									

									You met him half in heav­en: my vows and pray­ers
									

									Yet are the king’s; and, till my soul for­sake,
									

									Shall cry for bless­ings on him: may he live
									

									Longer than I have time to tell his years!
									

									Ever be­loved and lov­ing may his rule be!
									

									And when old time shall lead him to his end,
									

									Good­ness and he fill up one monu­ment!
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									To the wa­ter side I must con­duct your grace;
									

									Then give my charge up to Sir Nich­olas Vaux,
									

									Who un­der­takes you to your end.
								

							
						

						
								Vaux
								
								
									Pre­pare there,
									

									The duke is com­ing: see the barge be ready;
									

									And fit it with such fur­niture as suits
									

									The great­ness of his per­son.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Nay, Sir Nich­olas,
									

									Let it alone; my state now will but mock me.
									

									When I came hith­er, I was lord high con­stable
									

									And Duke of Buck­ing­ham; now, poor Ed­ward Bo­hun:
									

									Yet I am rich­er than my base ac­cusers,
									

									That nev­er knew what truth meant: I now seal it;
									

									And with that blood will make ’em one day groan for’t.
									

									My noble fath­er, Henry of Buck­ing­ham,
									

									Who first raised head against usurp­ing Richard,
									

									Fly­ing for suc­cour to his ser­vant Ban­is­ter,
									

									Be­ing dis­tress’d, was by that wretch be­tray’d,
									

									And without tri­al fell; God’s peace be with him!
									

									Henry the Sev­enth suc­ceed­ing, truly pity­ing
									

									My fath­er’s loss, like a most roy­al prince,
									

									Re­stored me to my hon­ours, and, out of ru­ins,
									

									Made my name once more noble. Now his son,
									

									Henry the Eighth, life, hon­our, name and all
									

									That made me happy at one stroke has taken
									

									For ever from the world. I had my tri­al,
									

									And, must needs say, a noble one; which makes me
									

									A little hap­pi­er than my wretched fath­er:
									

									Yet thus far we are one in for­tunes: both
									

									Fell by our ser­vants, by those men we loved most,
									

									A most un­nat­ur­al and faith­less ser­vice!
									

									Heav­en has an end in all: yet, you that hear me,
									

									This from a dy­ing man re­ceive as cer­tain:
									

									Where you are lib­er­al of your loves and coun­sels
									

									Be sure you be not loose; for those you make friends
									

									And give your hearts to, when they once per­ceive
									

									The least rub in your for­tunes, fall away
									

									Like wa­ter from ye, nev­er found again
									

									But where they mean to sink ye. All good people,
									

									Pray for me! I must now for­sake ye: the last hour
									

									Of my long weary life is come upon me.
									

									Farewell:
									

									And when you would say some­thing that is sad,
									

									Speak how I fell. I have done; and God for­give me! Ex­eunt Duke and Train.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									O, this is full of pity! Sir, it calls,
									

									I fear, too many curses on their heads
									

									That were the au­thors.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									If the duke be guilt­less,
									

									’Tis full of woe: yet I can give you ink­ling
									

									Of an en­su­ing evil, if it fall,
									

									Great­er than this.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Good an­gels keep it from us!
									

									What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, sir?
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									This secret is so weighty, ’twill re­quire
									

									A strong faith to con­ceal it.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Let me have it;
									

									I do not talk much.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									I am con­fid­ent;
									

									You shall, sir: did you not of late days hear
									

									A buzz­ing of a sep­ar­a­tion
									

									Between the king and Kath­ar­ine?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Yes, but it held not:
									

									For when the king once heard it, out of an­ger
									

									He sent com­mand to the lord may­or straight
									

									To stop the ru­mour, and al­lay those tongues
									

									That durst dis­perse it.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									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,
									

									Or some about him near, have, out of malice
									

									To the good queen, pos­sess’d him with a scruple
									

									That will undo her: to con­firm this too,
									

									Car­din­al Campei­us is ar­rived, and lately;
									

									As all think, for this busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									’Tis the car­din­al;
									

									And merely to re­venge him on the em­per­or
									

									For not be­stow­ing on him, at his ask­ing,
									

									The arch­bish­op­ric of Toledo, this is pur­posed.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									I think you have hit the mark: but is’t not cruel
									

									That she should feel the smart of this? The car­din­al
									

									Will have his will, and she must fall.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									’Tis woe­ful.
									

									We are too open here to ar­gue this;
									

									Let’s think in private more. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				An ante-cham­ber in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Lord Cham­ber­lain, read­ing a let­ter.
							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									“My lord, the horses your lord­ship sent for, with all the care I had, I saw well chosen, rid­den, and fur­nished. They were young and hand­some, and of the best breed in the north. When they were ready to set out for Lon­don, a man of my lord car­din­al’s, by com­mis­sion and main power, took ’em from me; with this reas­on: His mas­ter would be served be­fore a sub­ject, if not be­fore the king; which stopped our mouths, sir.”

								

								
									
										I fear he will in­deed: well, let him have them:
										

										He will have all, I think.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter, to the Lord Cham­ber­lain, the Dukes of Nor­folk and Suf­folk.
							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Well met, my lord cham­ber­lain.
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								Good day to both your graces.
						

						
								Suf­folk
								How is the king em­ploy’d?
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									I left him private,
									

									Full of sad thoughts and troubles.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								What’s the cause?
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									It seems the mar­riage with his broth­er’s wife
									

									Has crept too near his con­science.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									No, his con­science
									

									Has crept too near an­oth­er lady.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									’Tis so:
									

									This is the car­din­al’s do­ing, the king-car­din­al:
									

									That blind priest, like the eld­est son of for­tune,
									

									Turns what he list. The king will know him one day.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								Pray God he do! he’ll nev­er know him­self else.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									How holily he works in all his busi­ness!
									

									And with what zeal! for, now he has crack’d the league
									

									Between us and the em­per­or, the queen’s great neph­ew,
									

									He dives in­to the king’s soul, and there scat­ters
									

									Dangers, doubts, wringing 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 lost her lustre;
									

									Of her that loves him with that ex­cel­lence
									

									That an­gels love good men with; even of her
									

									That, when the greatest stroke of for­tune falls,
									

									Will bless the king: and is not this course pi­ous?
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Heav­en keep me from such coun­sel! ’Tis most 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 long have slept upon
									

									This bold bad man.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								And free us from his slavery.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									We had need pray,
									

									And heart­ily, for our de­liv­er­ance;
									

									Or this im­per­i­ous man will work us all
									

									From princes in­to pages: all men’s hon­ours
									

									Lie like one lump be­fore him, to be fash­ion’d
									

									In­to what pitch he please.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									For me, my lords,
									

									I love him not, nor fear him; there’s my creed:
									

									As I am made without him, so I’ll stand,
									

									If the king please; his curses and his bless­ings
									

									Touch me alike, they’re breath I not be­lieve in.
									

									I knew him, and I know him; so I leave him
									

									To him that made him proud, the pope.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Let’s in;
									

									And with some oth­er busi­ness put the king
									

									From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon him:
									

									My lord, you’ll bear us com­pany?
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Ex­cuse me;
									

									The king has sent me oth­er­where: be­sides,
									

									You’ll find a most un­fit time to dis­turb him:
									

									Health to your lord­ships.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Thanks, my good lord cham­ber­lain. Exit Lord Cham­ber­lain; and the King draws the cur­tain, and sits read­ing pens­ively.
						

						
								Suf­folk
								How sad he looks! sure, he is much af­flic­ted.
						

						
								King
								Who’s there, ha?
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Pray God he be not angry.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Who’s there, I say? How dare you thrust yourselves
									

									In­to my private med­it­a­tions?
									

									Who am I? ha?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									A gra­cious king that par­dons all of­fences
									

									Malice ne’er meant: our breach of duty this way
									

									Is busi­ness of es­tate; in which we come
									

									To know your roy­al pleas­ure.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Ye are too bold:
									

									Go to; I’ll make ye know your times of busi­ness:
									

									Is this an hour for tem­por­al af­fairs, ha?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Wolsey and Campei­us, with a com­mis­sion.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Who’s there? my good lord car­din­al? O my Wolsey,
									

									The quiet of my wounded con­science;
									

									Thou art a cure fit for a king. To Campei­us. You’re wel­come,
									

									Most learned rev­er­end sir, in­to our king­dom:
									

									Use us and it. To Wolsey. My good lord, have great care
									

									I be not found a talk­er.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Sir, you can­not.
									

									I would your grace would give us but an hour
									

									Of private con­fer­ence.
								

							
						

						
								King
								To Nor­folk and Suf­folk. We are busy; go.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Aside to Suf­folk. This priest has no pride in him?
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									Aside to Nor­folk. Not to speak of:
									

									I would not be so sick though for his place:
									

									But this can­not con­tin­ue.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Aside to Suf­folk. If it do,
									

									I’ll ven­ture one have-at-him.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								Aside to Nor­folk. I an­oth­er. Ex­eunt Nor­folk and Suf­folk.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Your grace has giv­en a pre­ced­ent of wis­dom
									

									Above all princes, in com­mit­ting 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. All the clerks,
									

									I mean the learned ones, in Chris­ti­an king­doms
									

									Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of judg­ment,
									

									In­vited by your noble self, hath sent
									

									One gen­er­al tongue un­to us, this good man,
									

									This just and learned priest, Car­din­al Campei­us;
									

									Whom once more I present un­to your high­ness.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									And once more in mine arms I bid him wel­come,
									

									And thank the holy con­clave for their loves:
									

									They have sent me such a man I would have wish’d for.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									Your grace must needs de­serve all strangers’ loves,
									

									You are so noble. To your high­ness’ hand
									

									I tender my com­mis­sion; by whose vir­tue,
									

									The court of Rome com­mand­ing, you, my lord
									

									Car­din­al of York, are join’d with me their ser­vant
									

									In the un­par­tial judging of this busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Two equal men. The queen shall be ac­quain­ted
									

									Forth­with for what you come. Where’s Gardiner?
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									I know your majesty has al­ways loved her
									

									So dear in heart, not to deny her that
									

									A wo­man of less place might ask by law:
									

									Schol­ars al­low’d freely to ar­gue for her.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Ay, and the best she shall have; and my fa­vour
									

									To him that does best: God for­bid else. Car­din­al,
									

									Prithee, call Gardiner to me, my new sec­ret­ary:
									

									I find him a fit fel­low. Exit Wolsey.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner.
							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Aside to Gardiner. Give me your hand: much joy and fa­vour to you;
									

									You are the king’s now.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Aside to Wolsey. But to be com­manded
									

									For ever by your grace, whose hand has raised me.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Come hith­er, Gardiner. Walks and whis­pers.
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									My Lord of York, was not one Doc­tor Pace
									

									In this man’s place be­fore him?
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Yes, he was.
						

						
								Campei­us
								Was he not held a learned man?
						

						
								Wolsey
								Yes, surely.
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									Be­lieve me, there’s an ill opin­ion spread then
									

									Even of your­self, lord car­din­al.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								How! of me?
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									They will not stick to say you en­vied him,
									

									And fear­ing he would rise, he was so vir­tu­ous,
									

									Kept him a for­eign man still; which so grieved him,
									

									That he ran mad and died.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Heav­en’s peace be with him!
									

									That’s Chris­ti­an care enough: for liv­ing mur­mur­ers
									

									There’s places of re­buke. He was a fool;
									

									For he would needs be vir­tu­ous: that good fel­low,
									

									If I com­mand him, fol­lows my ap­point­ment:
									

									I will have none so near else. Learn this, broth­er,
									

									We live not to be grip’d by mean­er per­sons.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									De­liv­er this with mod­esty to the queen. Exit Gardiner.
									

									The most con­veni­ent place that I can think of
									

									For such re­ceipt of learn­ing is Black-Fri­ars;
									

									There ye shall meet about this weighty busi­ness.
									

									My Wolsey, see it fur­nish’d. O, my lord,
									

									Would it not grieve an able man to leave
									

									So sweet a bed­fel­low? But, con­science, con­science!
									

									O, ’tis a tender place; and I must leave her. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				An ante-cham­ber of the Queen’s apart­ments.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Anne Bul­len and an Old Lady.
							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Not for that neither: here’s the pang that pinches:
									

									His high­ness hav­ing lived so long with her, and she
									

									So good a lady that no tongue could ever
									

									Pro­nounce dis­hon­our of her; by my life,
									

									She nev­er knew harm-do­ing: O, now, after
									

									So many courses of the sun en­throned,
									

									Still grow­ing in a majesty and pomp, the which
									

									To leave a thou­sand-fold more bit­ter than
									

									’Tis sweet at first to ac­quire—after this pro­cess,
									

									To give her the avaunt! it is a pity
									

									Would move a mon­ster.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Hearts of most hard tem­per
									

									Melt and lament for her.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									O, God’s will! much bet­ter
									

									She ne’er had known pomp: though’t be tem­por­al,
									

									Yet, if that quar­rel, for­tune, do di­vorce
									

									It from the bear­er, ’tis a suf­fer­ance panging
									

									As soul and body’s sever­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Alas, poor lady!
									

									She’s a stranger now again.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									So much the more
									

									Must pity drop upon her. Ver­ily,
									

									I swear, ’tis bet­ter to be lowly born,
									

									And range with humble liv­ers in con­tent,
									

									Than to be perk’d up in a glister­ing grief,
									

									And wear a golden sor­row.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Our con­tent
									

									Is our best hav­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									By my troth and maid­en­head,
									

									I would not be a queen.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Be­shrew me, I would,
									

									And ven­ture maid­en­head for’t; and so would you,
									

									For all this spice of your hy­po­crisy:
									

									You, that have so fair parts of wo­man on you,
									

									Have too a wo­man’s heart; which ever yet
									

									Af­fected em­in­ence, wealth, sov­er­eignty;
									

									Which, to say sooth, are bless­ings; and which gifts,
									

									Sav­ing your min­cing, the ca­pa­city
									

									Of your soft chever­il con­science would re­ceive,
									

									If you might please to stretch it.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Nay, good troth.
						

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

						
								Anne
								No, not for all the riches un­der heav­en.
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									’Tis strange: a three-pence bow’d would hire me,
									

									Old as I am, to queen it: but, I pray you,
									

									What think you of a duch­ess? have you limbs
									

									To bear that load of title?
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								No, in truth.
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Then you are weakly made: pluck off a little;
									

									I would not be a young count in your way,
									

									For more than blush­ing comes to: if your back
									

									Can­not vouch­safe this bur­then, ’tis too weak
									

									Ever to get a boy.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									How you do talk!
									

									I swear again, I would not be a queen
									

									For all the world.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									In faith, for little Eng­land
									

									You’d ven­ture an em­balling: I my­self
									

									Would for Carn­arvon­shire, al­though there long’d
									

									No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Lord Cham­ber­lain.
							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Good mor­row, ladies. What were’t worth to know
									

									The secret of your con­fer­ence?
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									My good lord,
									

									Not your de­mand; it val­ues not your ask­ing:
									

									Our mis­tress’ sor­rows we were pity­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									It was a gentle busi­ness, and be­com­ing
									

									The ac­tion of good wo­men: there is hope
									

									All will be well.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Now, I pray God, amen!
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									You bear a gentle mind, and heav­enly bless­ings
									

									Fol­low such creatures. That you may, fair lady,
									

									Per­ceive I speak sin­cerely, and high note’s
									

									Ta’en of your many vir­tues, the king’s majesty
									

									Com­mends his good opin­ion of you, and
									

									Does pur­pose hon­our to you no less flow­ing
									

									Than Mar­chion­ess of Pem­broke: to which title
									

									A thou­sand pound a year, an­nu­al sup­port,
									

									Out of his grace he adds.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									I do not know
									

									What kind of my obed­i­ence I should tender;
									

									More than my all is noth­ing: nor my pray­ers
									

									Are not words duly hal­low’d, nor my wishes
									

									More worth than empty van­it­ies; yet pray­ers and wishes
									

									Are all I can re­turn. Be­seech your lord­ship,
									

									Vouch­safe to speak my thanks and my obed­i­ence,
									

									As from a blush­ing hand­maid, to his high­ness;
									

									Whose health and roy­alty I pray for.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Lady,
									

									I shall not fail to ap­prove the fair con­ceit
									

									The king hath of you. Aside. I have per­used her well;
									

									Beauty and hon­our in her are so mingled
									

									That they have caught the king: and who knows yet
									

									But from this lady may pro­ceed a gem
									

									To light­en all this isle? I’ll to the king,
									

									And say I spoke with you. Exit Lord Cham­ber­lain.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								My hon­our’d lord.
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Why, this it is; see, see!
									

									I have been beg­ging six­teen years in court,
									

									Am yet a courtier beg­garly, nor could
									

									Come pat betwixt too early and too late
									

									For any suit of pounds; and you, O fate!
									

									A very fresh-fish here—fie, fie, fie upon
									

									This com­pell’d for­tune!—have your mouth fill’d up
									

									Be­fore you open it.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								This is strange to me.
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									How tastes it? is it bit­ter? forty pence, no.
									

									There was a lady once, ’tis an old story,
									

									That would not be a queen, that would she not,
									

									For all the mud in Egypt: have you heard it?
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Come, you are pleas­ant.
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									With your theme, I could
									

									O’er­mount the lark. The Mar­chion­ess of Pem­broke!
									

									A thou­sand pounds a year for pure re­spect!
									

									No oth­er ob­lig­a­tion! By my life,
									

									That prom­ises moe thou­sands: hon­our’s train
									

									Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time
									

									I know your back will bear a duch­ess: say,
									

									Are you not stronger than you were?
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Good lady,
									

									Make your­self mirth with your par­tic­u­lar fancy,
									

									And leave me out on’t. Would I had no be­ing,
									

									If this sa­lute my blood a jot: it faints me,
									

									To think what fol­lows.
									

									The queen is com­fort­less, and we for­get­ful
									

									In our long ab­sence: pray, do not de­liv­er
									

									What here you’ve heard to her.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								What do you think me? Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A hall in Black-Fri­ars.

				
					
						
								
								
								Trum­pets, sen­net, and cor­nets. Enter two Ver­gers, with short sil­ver wands; next them, two Scribes, in the habit of doc­tors; after them, Arch­bish­op of Can­ter­bury alone; after him, Bish­ops of Lin­coln, Ely, Rochester, and Saint As­aph; next them, with some small 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 Gen­tle­man-ush­er bare-headed, ac­com­pan­ied with a Ser­geant-at-arms bear­ing a sil­ver mace; then two Gen­tle­men bear­ing two great sil­ver pil­lars; after them, side by side, the two Car­din­als; two No­ble­men with the sword and mace. The King takes place un­der the cloth of state; the two Car­din­als sit un­der him as judges. The Queen takes place some dis­tance from the King. The Bish­ops place them­selves on each side the court, in man­ner of a con­sist­ory; be­low them, the Scribes. The Lords sit next the Bish­ops. The rest of the At­tend­ants stand in con­veni­ent or­der about the stage.
							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Whilst our com­mis­sion from Rome is read,
									

									Let si­lence be com­manded.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									What’s the need?
									

									It hath already pub­licly been read,
									

									And on all sides the au­thor­ity al­low’d;
									

									You may, then, spare that time.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Be’t so. Pro­ceed.
						

						
								Scribe
								Say, Henry King of Eng­land, come in­to the court.
						

						
								Cri­er
								Henry King of Eng­land, etc.
						

						
								King
								Here.
						

						
								Scribe
								Say, Kath­ar­ine Queen of Eng­land, come in­to the court.
						

						
								Cri­er
								Kath­ar­ine Queen of Eng­land, etc. The Queen makes no an­swer, rises out of her chair, goes about the court, comes to the King, and kneels at his feet; then speaks.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Sir, I de­sire you do me right and justice;
									

									And to be­stow your pity on me: for
									

									I am a most poor wo­man, and a stranger,
									

									Born out of your domin­ions; hav­ing here
									

									No judge in­dif­fer­ent, nor no more as­sur­ance
									

									Of equal friend­ship and pro­ceed­ing. Alas, sir,
									

									In what have I of­fen­ded you? what cause
									

									Hath my be­ha­viour giv­en to your dis­pleas­ure,
									

									That thus you should pro­ceed to put me off,
									

									And take your good grace from me? Heav­en wit­ness,
									

									I have been to you a true and humble wife,
									

									At all times to your will con­form­able;
									

									Ever in fear to kindle your dis­like,
									

									Yea, sub­ject to your coun­ten­ance, glad or sorry
									

									As I saw it in­clined: when was the hour
									

									I ever con­tra­dicted your de­sire,
									

									Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friends
									

									Have I not strove to love, al­though I knew
									

									He were mine en­emy? what friend of mine
									

									That had to him de­rived your an­ger, did I
									

									Con­tin­ue in my lik­ing? nay, gave no­tice
									

									He was from thence dis­charged? Sir, call to mind
									

									That I have been your wife, in this obed­i­ence,
									

									Up­ward of twenty years, and have been blest
									

									With many chil­dren by you: if, in the course
									

									And pro­cess of this time, you can re­port,
									

									And prove it too, against mine hon­our aught,
									

									My bond to wed­lock, or my love and duty,
									

									Against your sac­red per­son, in God’s name,
									

									Turn me away; and let the foul’st con­tempt
									

									Shut door upon me, and so give me up
									

									To the sharp’st kind of justice. Please you, sir,
									

									The king, your fath­er, was re­puted for
									

									A prince most prudent, of an ex­cel­lent
									

									And un­match’d wit and judg­ment: Ferdin­and,
									

									My fath­er, king of Spain, was reck­on’d one
									

									The wisest 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
									

									Of every realm, that did de­bate this busi­ness,
									

									Who deem’d our mar­riage law­ful: where­fore I humbly
									

									Be­seech you, sir, to spare me, till I may
									

									Be by my friends in Spain ad­vised; whose coun­sel
									

									I will im­plore: if not, i’ the name of God,
									

									Your pleas­ure be ful­fill’d!
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									You have here, lady,
									

									And of your choice, these rev­er­end fath­ers; men
									

									Of sin­gu­lar in­teg­rity and learn­ing,
									

									Yea, the elect o’ the land, who are as­sembled
									

									To plead your cause: it shall be there­fore boot­less
									

									That longer you de­sire the court; as well
									

									For your own quiet, as to rec­ti­fy
									

									What is un­settled in the king.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									His grace
									

									Hath spoken well and justly: there­fore, madam,
									

									It’s fit this roy­al ses­sion do pro­ceed;
									

									And that, without delay, their ar­gu­ments
									

									Be now pro­duced and heard.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Lord car­din­al,
									

									To you I speak.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Your pleas­ure, madam?
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Sir,
									

									I am about to weep; but, think­ing that
									

									We are a queen, or long have dream’d so, cer­tain
									

									The daugh­ter of a king, my drops of tears
									

									I’ll turn to sparks of fire.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Be pa­tient yet.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									I will, when you are humble; nay, be­fore,
									

									Or God will pun­ish me. I do be­lieve,
									

									In­duced by po­tent cir­cum­stances, that
									

									You are mine en­emy, and make my chal­lenge
									

									You shall not be my judge: for it is you
									

									Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me;
									

									Which God’s dew quench! There­fore I say again,
									

									I ut­terly ab­hor, yea, from my soul
									

									Re­fuse you for my judge; whom, yet once more,
									

									I hold my most ma­li­cious foe, and think not
									

									At all a friend to truth.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									I do pro­fess
									

									You speak not like your­self; who ever yet
									

									Have stood to char­ity, and dis­play’d the ef­fects
									

									Of dis­pos­i­tion gentle, and of wis­dom
									

									O’er­top­ping wo­man’s power. Madam, you do me wrong:
									

									I have no spleen against you; nor in­justice
									

									For you or any: how far I have pro­ceeded,
									

									Or how far fur­ther shall, is war­ran­ted
									

									By a com­mis­sion from the con­sist­ory,
									

									Yea, the whole con­sist­ory of Rome. You charge me
									

									That I have blown this coal: I do deny it:
									

									The king is present: if it be known to him
									

									That I gain­say my deed, how may he wound,
									

									And wor­thily, my false­hood! yea, as much
									

									As you have done my truth. If he know
									

									That I am free of your re­port, he knows
									

									I am not of your wrong. There­fore in him
									

									It lies to cure me: and the cure is, to
									

									Re­move these thoughts from you: the which be­fore
									

									His high­ness shall speak in, I do be­seech
									

									You, gra­cious madam, to un­think your speak­ing
									

									And to say so no more.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									My lord, my lord,
									

									I am a simple wo­man, much too weak
									

									To op­pose your cun­ning. You’re meek and humble-mouth’d;
									

									You sign your place and call­ing, in full seem­ing,
									

									With meek­ness and hu­mil­ity; but your heart
									

									Is cramm’d with ar­rog­ancy, spleen, and pride.
									

									You have, by for­tune and his high­ness’ fa­vours,
									

									Gone slightly o’er low steps and now are moun­ted
									

									Where powers are your re­tain­ers, and your words,
									

									Do­mest­ics to you, serve your will as’t please
									

									Your­self pro­nounce their of­fice. I must tell you,
									

									You tender more your per­son’s hon­our than
									

									Your high pro­fes­sion spir­itu­al: that again
									

									I do re­fuse you for my judge; and here,
									

									Be­fore you all, ap­peal un­to the pope,
									

									To bring my whole cause ’fore his holi­ness,
									

									And to be judged by him. She curt­sies to the King, and of­fers to de­part.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									The queen is ob­stin­ate,
									

									Stub­born to justice, apt to ac­cuse it, and
									

									Dis­dain­ful to be tried by’t: ’tis not well.
									

									She’s go­ing away.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Call her again.
						

						
								Cri­er
								Kath­ar­ine Queen of Eng­land, come in­to the court.
						

						
								Grif­fith
								Madam, you are call’d back.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									What need you note it? pray you, keep your way:
									

									When you are call’d, re­turn. Now, the Lord help,
									

									They vex me past my pa­tience! Pray you, pass on:
									

									I will not tarry; no, nor ever more
									

									Upon this busi­ness my ap­pear­ance make
									

									In any of their courts. Ex­eunt Queen and her At­tend­ants.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Go thy ways, Kate:
									

									That man i’ the world who shall re­port he has
									

									A bet­ter wife, let him in nought be trus­ted,
									

									For speak­ing false in that: thou art, alone,
									

									If thy rare qual­it­ies, sweet gen­tle­ness,
									

									Thy meek­ness saint-like, wife-like gov­ern­ment,
									

									Obey­ing in com­mand­ing, and thy parts
									

									Sov­er­eign 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 me.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Most gra­cious sir,
									

									In humblest man­ner I re­quire your high­ness,
									

									That it shall please you to de­clare, in hear­ing
									

									Of all these ears—for where I am robb’d and bound,
									

									There must I be un­loosed, al­though not there
									

									At once and fully sat­is­fied—wheth­er ever I
									

									Did broach this busi­ness to your high­ness; or
									

									Laid any scruple in your way, which might
									

									In­duce you to the ques­tion on’t? or ever
									

									Have to you, but with thanks to God for such
									

									A roy­al lady, spake one the least word that might
									

									Be to the pre­ju­dice of her present state,
									

									Or touch of her good per­son?
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									My lord car­din­al,
									

									I do ex­cuse you; yea, upon mine hon­our,
									

									I free you from’t. You are not to be taught
									

									That you have many en­emies, that know not
									

									Why they are so, but, like to vil­lage-curs,
									

									Bark when their fel­lows do: by some of these
									

									The queen is put in an­ger. You’re ex­cused:
									

									But will you be more jus­ti­fied? you ever
									

									Have wish’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 my hon­our,
									

									I speak my good lord car­din­al to this point,
									

									And thus far clear him. Now, what moved me to’t,
									

									I will be bold with time and your at­ten­tion:
									

									Then mark the in­duce­ment. Thus it came; give heed to’t:
									

									My con­science first re­ceived a ten­der­ness,
									

									Scruple, and prick, on cer­tain speeches ut­ter’d
									

									By the Bish­op of Bay­onne, then French am­bas­sad­or;
									

									Who had been hith­er sent on the de­bat­ing
									

									A mar­riage ’twixt the Duke of Or­leans and
									

									Our daugh­ter Mary: i’ the pro­gress of this busi­ness,
									

									Ere a de­term­in­ate res­ol­u­tion, he,
									

									I mean the bish­op, did re­quire a res­pite;
									

									Wherein he might the king his lord ad­vert­ise
									

									Wheth­er our daugh­ter were le­git­im­ate,
									

									Re­spect­ing this our mar­riage with the dow­ager,
									

									Some­times our broth­er’s wife. This res­pite shook
									

									The bos­om of my con­science, enter’d me,
									

									Yea, with a split­ting power, and made to tremble
									

									The re­gion of my breast; which forced such way,
									

									That many mazed con­sid­er­ings did throng
									

									And press’d in with this cau­tion. First, me­thought
									

									I stood not in the smile of heav­en; who had
									

									Com­manded nature, that my lady’s womb,
									

									If it con­ceived a male child by me, should
									

									Do no more of­fices of life to’t than
									

									The grave does to the dead; for her male is­sue
									

									Or died where they were made, or shortly after
									

									This world had air’d them: hence I took a thought,
									

									This was a judg­ment on me; that my king­dom,
									

									Well worthy the best heir o’ the world, should not
									

									Be glad­ded in’t by me: then fol­lows, that
									

									I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in
									

									By this my is­sue’s fail; and that gave to me
									

									Many a groan­ing throe. Thus hulling in
									

									The wild sea of my con­science, I did steer
									

									To­ward this rem­edy, whereupon we are
									

									Now present here to­geth­er; that’s to say,
									

									I meant to rec­ti­fy my con­science—which
									

									I then did feel full sick, and yet not well—
									

									By all the rev­er­end fath­ers of the land
									

									And doc­tors learn’d: first I began in private
									

									With you, my Lord of Lin­coln; you re­mem­ber
									

									How un­der my op­pres­sion I did reek,
									

									When I first moved you.
								

							
						

						
								Lin­coln
								Very well, my liege.
						

						
								King
								
								
									I have spoke long: be pleased your­self to say
									

									How far you sat­is­fied me.
								

							
						

						
								Lin­coln
								
								
									So please your high­ness,
									

									The ques­tion did at first so stag­ger me,
									

									Bear­ing a state of mighty mo­ment in’t
									

									And con­sequence of dread, that I com­mit­ted
									

									The dar­ing’st coun­sel which I had to doubt;
									

									And did en­treat your high­ness to this course
									

									Which you are run­ning here.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									I then moved you,
									

									My Lord of Can­ter­bury; and got your leave
									

									To make this present sum­mons: un­so­li­cited
									

									I left no rev­er­end per­son in this court;
									

									But by par­tic­u­lar con­sent pro­ceeded
									

									Un­der your hands and seals: there­fore, go on;
									

									For no dis­like i’ the world against the per­son
									

									Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points
									

									Of my al­leged reas­ons, drive this for­ward:
									

									Prove but our mar­riage law­ful, by my life
									

									And kingly dig­nity, we are con­ten­ted
									

									To wear our mor­tal state to come with her,
									

									Kath­ar­ine our queen, be­fore the primest creature
									

									That’s par­agon’d o’ the world.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									So please your high­ness,
									

									The queen be­ing ab­sent, ’tis a need­ful fit­ness
									

									That we ad­journ this court till fur­ther day:
									

									Mean­while must be an earn­est mo­tion
									

									Made to the queen, to call back her ap­peal
									

									She in­tends un­to his holi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Aside. I may per­ceive
									

									These car­din­als trifle with me: I ab­hor
									

									This dilat­ory sloth and tricks of Rome.
									

									My learn’d and well-be­loved ser­vant, Cran­mer,
									

									Prithee, re­turn: with thy ap­proach, I know,
									

									My com­fort comes along. Break up the court:
									

									I say, set on. Ex­eunt in man­ner as they entered.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. The Queen’s apart­ments.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Queen and her Wo­men, as at work.
							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Take thy lute, wench: my soul grows sad with troubles;
									

									Sing, and dis­perse ’em, if thou canst: leave work­ing.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Song.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									
										Orph­eus with his lute made trees,
										

										And the moun­tain tops that freeze,
										

										Bow them­selves when he did sing:
										

										To his mu­sic plants and flowers
										

										Ever sprung; as sun and showers
										

										There had made a last­ing spring.
									

									
										Every thing that heard him play,
										

										Even the bil­lows of the sea,
										

										Hung their heads, and then lay by.
										

										In sweet mu­sic is such art,
										

										Killing care and grief of heart
										

										Fall asleep, or hear­ing, die.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Gen­tle­man.
							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								How now!
						

						
								Gen­tle­man
								
								
									An’t please your grace, the two great car­din­als
									

									Wait in the pres­ence.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								Would they speak with me?
						

						
								Gen­tle­man
								They will’d me say so, madam.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Pray their graces
									

									To come near. Exit Gen­tle­man. What can be their busi­ness
									

									With me, a poor weak wo­man, fall’n from fa­vour?
									

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

									They should be good men; their af­fairs as right­eous:
									

									But all hoods make not monks.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the two Car­din­als, Wolsey and Campei­us.
							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Peace to your high­ness!
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Your graces find me here part of a house­wife,
									

									I would be all, against the worst may hap­pen.
									

									What are your pleas­ures with me, rev­er­end lords?
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									May it please you noble madam, to with­draw
									

									In­to your private cham­ber, we shall give you
									

									The full cause of our com­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Speak it here:
									

									There’s noth­ing I have done yet, o’ my con­science,
									

									De­serves a corner: would all oth­er wo­men
									

									Could speak this with as free a soul as I do!
									

									My lords, I care not, so much I am happy
									

									Above a num­ber, if my ac­tions
									

									Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw ’em,
									

									Envy and base opin­ion set against ’em,
									

									I know my life so even. If your busi­ness
									

									Seek me out, and that way I am wife in,
									

									Out with it boldly: truth loves open deal­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Tanta est erga te mentis in­teg­ritas, re­gina seren­is­sima—
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									O, good my lord, no Lat­in;
									

									I am not such a tru­ant since my com­ing,
									

									As not to know the lan­guage I have lived in:
									

									A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, sus­pi­cious;
									

									Pray, speak in Eng­lish: here are some will thank you,
									

									If you speak truth, for their poor mis­tress’ sake;
									

									Be­lieve me, she has had much wrong: lord car­din­al,
									

									The will­ing’st sin I ever yet com­mit­ted
									

									May be ab­solved in Eng­lish.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Noble lady,
									

									I am sorry my in­teg­rity should breed,
									

									And ser­vice to his majesty and you,
									

									So deep sus­pi­cion, where all faith was meant.
									

									We come not by the way of ac­cus­a­tion,
									

									To taint that hon­our every good tongue blesses,
									

									Nor to be­tray you any way to sor­row,
									

									You have too much, good lady; but to know
									

									How you stand minded in the weighty dif­fer­ence
									

									Between the king and you; and to de­liv­er,
									

									Like free and hon­est men, our just opin­ions
									

									And com­forts to your cause.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									Most hon­our’d madam,
									

									My Lord of York, out of his noble nature,
									

									Zeal and obed­i­ence he still bore your grace,
									

									For­get­ting, like a good man your late cen­sure
									

									Both of his truth and him, which was too far,
									

									Of­fers, as I do, in a sign of peace,
									

									His ser­vice and his coun­sel.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Aside. To be­tray me.—
									

									My lords, I thank you both for your good wills;
									

									Ye speak like hon­est men; pray God, ye prove so!
									

									But how to make ye sud­denly an an­swer,
									

									In such a point of weight, so near mine hon­our—
									

									More near my life, I fear—with my weak wit,
									

									And to such men of grav­ity and learn­ing,
									

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

									Among my maids; full little, God knows, look­ing
									

									Either for such men or such busi­ness.
									

									For her sake that I have been—for I feel
									

									The last fit of my great­ness—good your graces,
									

									Let me have time and coun­sel for my cause:
									

									Alas, I am a wo­man, friend­less, hope­less!
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Madam, you wrong the king’s love with these fears:
									

									Your hopes and friends are in­fin­ite.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									In Eng­land
									

									But little for my profit: can you think, lords,
									

									That any Eng­lish­man dare give me coun­sel?
									

									Or be a known friend, ’gainst his high­ness’ pleas­ure,
									

									Though he be grown so des­per­ate to be hon­est,
									

									And live a sub­ject? Nay, for­sooth, my friends,
									

									They that must weigh out my af­flic­tions,
									

									They that my trust must grow to, live not here:
									

									They are, as all my oth­er com­forts, far hence
									

									In mine own coun­try, lords.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									I would your grace
									

									Would leave your griefs, and take my coun­sel.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								How, sir?
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									Put your main cause in­to the king’s pro­tec­tion;
									

									He’s lov­ing and most gra­cious: ’twill be much
									

									Both for your hon­our bet­ter and your cause;
									

									For if the tri­al of the law o’er­take ye,
									

									You’ll part away dis­graced.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								He tells you rightly.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Ye tell me what ye wish for both—my ru­in:
									

									Is this your Chris­ti­an coun­sel? out upon ye!
									

									Heav­en is above all yet; there sits a judge
									

									That no king can cor­rupt.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								Your rage mis­takes us.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									The more shame for ye: holy men I thought ye,
									

									Upon my soul, two rev­er­end car­din­al vir­tues;
									

									But car­din­al sins and hol­low hearts I fear ye:
									

									Mend ’em, for shame, my lords. Is this your com­fort?
									

									The cor­di­al that ye bring a wretched lady,
									

									A wo­man lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d?
									

									I will not wish ye half my miser­ies;
									

									I have more char­ity: but say, I warn’d ye;
									

									Take heed, for heav­en’s sake, take heed, lest at once
									

									The bur­then of my sor­rows fall upon ye.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Madam, this is a mere dis­trac­tion;
									

									You turn the good we of­fer in­to envy.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Ye turn me in­to noth­ing: woe upon ye
									

									And all such false pro­fess­ors! would you have me—
									

									If you have any justice, any pity;
									

									If ye be any thing but church­men’s habits—
									

									Put my sick cause in­to his hands that hates me?
									

									Alas, has ban­ish’d me his bed already,
									

									His love, too long ago! I am old, my lords,
									

									And all the fel­low­ship I hold now with him
									

									Is only my obed­i­ence. What can hap­pen
									

									To me above this wretched­ness? all your stud­ies
									

									Make me a curse like this.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								Your fears are worse.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Have I lived thus long—let me speak my­self,
									

									Since vir­tue finds no friends—a wife, a true one?
									

									A wo­man, I dare say without vain-glory,
									

									Nev­er yet branded with sus­pi­cion?
									

									Have I with all my full af­fec­tions
									

									Still met the king? loved him next heav­en? obey’d him?
									

									Been, out of fond­ness, su­per­sti­tious to him?
									

									Al­most for­got my pray­ers to con­tent him?
									

									And am I thus re­war­ded? ’tis not well, lords.
									

									Bring me a con­stant wo­man to her hus­band,
									

									One that ne’er dream’d a joy bey­ond his pleas­ure;
									

									And to that wo­man, when she has done most,
									

									Yet will I add an hon­our, a great pa­tience.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Madam, you wander from the good we aim at.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									My lord, I dare not make my­self so guilty,
									

									To give up will­ingly that noble title
									

									Your mas­ter wed me to: noth­ing but death
									

									Shall e’er di­vorce my dig­nit­ies.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Pray, hear me.
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Would I had nev­er trod this Eng­lish earth,
									

									Or felt the flat­ter­ies that grow upon it!
									

									Ye have an­gels’ faces, but heav­en knows your hearts.
									

									What will be­come of me now, wretched lady!
									

									I am the most un­happy wo­man liv­ing.
									

									Alas, poor wenches, where are now your for­tunes!
									

									Ship­wreck’d upon a king­dom, where no pity,
									

									No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me;
									

									Al­most no grave al­low’d me: like the lily,
									

									That once was mis­tress of the field and flour­ish’d,
									

									I’ll hang my head and per­ish.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									If your grace
									

									Could but be brought to know our ends are hon­est,
									

									You’d feel more com­fort: why should we, good lady,
									

									Upon what cause, wrong 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
									

									Grow from the king’s ac­quaint­ance, by this car­riage.
									

									The hearts of princes kiss obed­i­ence,
									

									So much they love it; but to stub­born spir­its
									

									They swell, and grow as ter­rible as storms.
									

									I know you have a gentle, noble tem­per,
									

									A soul as even as a calm: pray, think us
									

									Those we pro­fess, peace-makers, friends, and ser­vants.
								

							
						

						
								Campei­us
								
								
									Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong your vir­tues
									

									With these weak wo­men’s fears: a noble spir­it,
									

									As yours was put in­to you, ever casts
									

									Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves you;
									

									Be­ware you lose it not: for us, if you please
									

									To trust us in your busi­ness, we are ready
									

									To use our ut­most stud­ies in your ser­vice.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Do what ye will, my lords: and, pray, for­give me,
									

									If I have used my­self un­man­nerly;
									

									You know I am a wo­man, lack­ing wit
									

									To make a seemly an­swer to such per­sons.
									

									Pray, do my ser­vice to his majesty:
									

									He has my heart yet; and shall have my pray­ers
									

									While I shall have my life. Come, rev­er­end fath­ers,
									

									Be­stow your coun­sels on me: she now begs,
									

									That little thought, when she set foot­ing here,
									

									She should have bought her dig­nit­ies so dear. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Ante-cham­ber to the King’s apart­ment.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Duke of Nor­folk, the Duke of Suf­folk, the Earl of Sur­rey, and the Lord Cham­ber­lain.
							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									If you will now unite in your com­plaints,
									

									And force them with a con­stancy, the car­din­al
									

									Can­not stand un­der them: if you omit
									

									The of­fer of this time, I can­not prom­ise
									

									But that you shall sus­tain moe new dis­graces,
									

									With these you bear already.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									I am joy­ful
									

									To meet the least oc­ca­sion that may give me
									

									Re­mem­brance of my fath­er-in-law, the duke,
									

									To be re­venged on him.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									Which of the peers
									

									Have un­con­temn’d gone by him, or at least
									

									Strangely neg­lected? when did he re­gard
									

									The stamp of noble­ness in any per­son
									

									Out of him­self?
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									My lords, you speak your pleas­ures:
									

									What he de­serves of you and me I know;
									

									What we can do to him, though now the time
									

									Gives way to us, I much fear. If you can­not
									

									Bar his ac­cess to the king, nev­er at­tempt
									

									Any thing on him; for he hath a witch­craft
									

									Over the king in’s tongue.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									O, fear him not;
									

									His spell in that is out: the king hath found
									

									Mat­ter against him that for ever mars
									

									The honey of his lan­guage. No, he’s settled,
									

									Not to come off, in his dis­pleas­ure.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Sir,
									

									I should be glad to hear such news as this
									

									Once every hour.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Be­lieve it, this is true:
									

									In the di­vorce his con­trary pro­ceed­ings
									

									Are all un­fol­ded; wherein he ap­pears
									

									As I would wish mine en­emy.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									How came
									

									His prac­tises to light?
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								Most strangely.
						

						
								Sur­rey
								O, how, how?
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									The car­din­al’s let­ters to the pope mis­car­ried,
									

									And came to the eye o’ the king: wherein was read,
									

									How that the car­din­al did en­treat his holi­ness
									

									To stay the judg­ment o’ the di­vorce; for if
									

									It did take place, “I 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
								Will this work?
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									The king in this per­ceives him, how he coasts
									

									And hedges his own way. But in this point
									

									All his tricks founder, and he brings his phys­ic
									

									After his pa­tient’s death: the king already
									

									Hath mar­ried the fair lady.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								Would he had!
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									May you be happy in your wish, my lord!
									

									For, I pro­fess, you have it.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Now, all my joy
									

									Trace the con­junc­tion!
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								My amen to’t!
						

						
								Nor­folk
								All men’s!
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									There’s or­der giv­en for her coron­a­tion:
									

									Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left
									

									To some ears un­re­coun­ted. But, my lords,
									

									She is a gal­lant creature, and com­plete
									

									In mind and fea­ture: I per­suade me, from her
									

									Will fall some bless­ing to this land, which shall
									

									In it be mem­or­ized.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									But, will the king
									

									Di­gest this let­ter of the car­din­al’s?
									

									The Lord for­bid!
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Marry, amen!
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									No, no;
									

									There be moe wasps that buzz about his nose
									

									Will make this sting the soon­er. Car­din­al Campei­us
									

									Is stol’n away to Rome; hath ta’en no leave;
									

									Has left the cause o’ the king un­handled; and
									

									Is pos­ted, as the agent of our car­din­al,
									

									To second all his plot. I do as­sure you
									

									The king cried Ha! at this.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Now, God in­cense him,
									

									And let him cry Ha! louder!
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									But, my lord,
									

									When re­turns Cran­mer?
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									He is re­turn’d in his opin­ions; which
									

									Have sat­is­fied the king for his di­vorce,
									

									To­geth­er with all fam­ous col­leges
									

									Al­most in Christen­dom: shortly, I be­lieve,
									

									His second mar­riage shall be pub­lish’d, and
									

									Her coron­a­tion. Kath­ar­ine no more
									

									Shall be call’d queen, but prin­cess dow­ager
									

									And wid­ow to Prince Ar­thur.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									This same Cran­mer’s
									

									A worthy fel­low, and hath ta’en much pain
									

									In the king’s busi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									He has; and we shall see him
									

									For it an arch­bish­op.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								So I hear.
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									’Tis so.
									

									The car­din­al!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Wolsey and Crom­well.
							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Ob­serve, ob­serve, he’s moody.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									The pack­et, Crom­well.
									

									Gave’t you the king?
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								To his own hand, in’s bed­cham­ber.
						

						
								Wolsey
								Look’d he o’ the in­side of the pa­per?
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									Presently
									

									He did un­seal them: and the first he view’d,
									

									He did it with a ser­i­ous mind; a heed
									

									Was in his coun­ten­ance. You he bade
									

									At­tend him here this morn­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Is he ready
									

									To come abroad?
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								I think, by this he is.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Leave me awhile. Exit Crom­well.
									

									Aside. It shall be to the Duch­ess of Alençon,
									

									The French king’s sis­ter: he shall marry her.
									

									Anne Bul­len! No; I’ll no Anne Bul­lens for him:
									

									There’s more in’t than fair vis­age. Bul­len!
									

									No, we’ll no Bul­lens. Speedily I wish
									

									To hear from Rome. The Mar­chion­ess of Pem­broke!
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								He’s dis­con­ten­ted.
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									May be, he hears the king
									

									Does whet his an­ger to him.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Sharp enough,
									

									Lord, for thy justice!
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Aside. The late queen’s gen­tle­wo­man, a knight’s daugh­ter,
									

									To be her mis­tress’ mis­tress! the queen’s queen!
									

									This candle burns not clear: ’tis I must snuff it;
									

									Then out it goes. What though I know her vir­tu­ous
									

									And well de­serving? yet I know her for
									

									A spleeny Luther­an; and not whole­some to
									

									Our cause, that she should lie i’ the bos­om of
									

									Our hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprung up
									

									An heretic, an arch one, Cran­mer; one
									

									Hath crawl’d in­to the fa­vour of the king,
									

									And is his or­acle.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								He is vex’d at some­thing.
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									I would ’twere some­thing that would fret the string,
									

									The mas­ter-cord on’s heart!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the King, read­ing of a sched­ule, and Lov­ell.
							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								The king, the king!
						

						
								King
								
								
									What piles of wealth hath he ac­cu­mu­lated
									

									To his own por­tion! and what ex­pense by the hour
									

									Seems to flow from him! How, i’ the name of thrift,
									

									Does he rake this to­geth­er! Now, my lords,
									

									Saw you the car­din­al?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									My lord, we have
									

									Stood here ob­serving him: some strange com­mo­tion
									

									Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and starts;
									

									Stops on a sud­den, looks upon the ground,
									

									Then lays his fin­ger on his temple; straight
									

									Springs out in­to fast gait; then stops again,
									

									Strikes his breast hard, and anon he casts
									

									His eye against the moon: in most strange pos­tures
									

									We have seen him set him­self.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									It may well be;
									

									There is a mutiny in’s mind. This morn­ing
									

									Pa­pers of state he sent me to per­use,
									

									As I re­quired: and wot you what I found
									

									There—on my con­science, put un­wit­tingly?
									

									For­sooth, an in­vent­ory, thus im­port­ing;
									

									The sev­er­al par­cels of his plate, his treas­ure,
									

									Rich stuffs, and or­na­ments of house­hold; which
									

									I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks
									

									Pos­ses­sion of a sub­ject.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									It’s heav­en’s will:
									

									Some spir­it put this pa­per in the pack­et,
									

									To bless your eye with­al.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									If we did think
									

									His con­tem­pla­tion were above the earth,
									

									And fix’d on spir­itu­al ob­ject, he should still
									

									Dwell in his mus­ings: but I am afraid
									

									His think­ings are be­low the moon, not worth
									

									His ser­i­ous con­sid­er­ing. King takes his seat; whis­pers Lov­ell, who goes to the Car­din­al.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Heav­en for­give me!
									

									Ever God bless your high­ness!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Good my lord,
									

									You are full of heav­enly stuff, and bear the in­vent­ory
									

									Of your best graces in your mind; the which
									

									You were now run­ning o’er: you have scarce time
									

									To steal from spir­itu­al leis­ure a brief span
									

									To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that
									

									I deem you an ill hus­band, and am glad
									

									To have you therein my com­pan­ion.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Sir,
									

									For holy of­fices I have a time; a time
									

									To think upon the part of busi­ness which
									

									I bear i’ the state; and nature does re­quire
									

									Her times of pre­ser­va­tion, which per­force
									

									I, her frail son, amongst my brethren mor­tal,
									

									Must give my tend­ence to.
								

							
						

						
								King
								You have said well.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									And ever may your high­ness yoke to­geth­er,
									

									As I will lend you cause, my do­ing well
									

									With my well say­ing!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									’Tis well said again;
									

									And ’tis a kind of good deed to say well:
									

									And yet words are no deeds. My fath­er loved you:
									

									His said he did; and with his deed did crown
									

									His word upon you. Since I had my of­fice,
									

									I have kept you next my heart; have not alone
									

									Em­ploy’d you where high profits might come home,
									

									But pared my present hav­ings, to be­stow
									

									My boun­ties upon you.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								Aside. What should this mean?
						

						
								Sur­rey
								Aside. The Lord in­crease this busi­ness!
						

						
								King
								
								
									Have I not made you
									

									The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell me,
									

									If what I now pro­nounce you have found true:
									

									And, if you may con­fess it, say with­al,
									

									If you are bound to us or no. What say you?
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									My sov­er­eign, I con­fess your roy­al graces,
									

									Shower’d on me daily, have been more than could
									

									My stud­ied pur­poses re­quite; which went
									

									Bey­ond all man’s en­deav­ours: my en­deav­ours
									

									Have ever come too short of my de­sires,
									

									Yet filed with my abil­it­ies: mine own ends
									

									Have been mine so that ever­more they poin­ted
									

									To the good of your most sac­red per­son and
									

									The profit of the state. For your great graces
									

									Heap’d upon me, poor un­deserv­er, I
									

									Can noth­ing render but al­le­gi­ant thanks,
									

									My pray­ers to heav­en for you, my loy­alty,
									

									Which ever has and ever shall be grow­ing,
									

									Till death, that winter, kill it.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Fairly an­swer’d;
									

									A loy­al and obed­i­ent sub­ject is
									

									Therein il­lus­trated: the hon­our of it
									

									Does pay the act of it; as, i’ the con­trary,
									

									The foul­ness is the pun­ish­ment. I pre­sume
									

									That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you,
									

									My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d hon­our, more
									

									On you than any; so your hand and heart,
									

									Your brain, and every func­tion of your power,
									

									Should, not­with­stand­ing that your bond of duty,
									

									As ’twere in love’s par­tic­u­lar, be more
									

									To me, your friend, than any.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									I do pro­fess
									

									That for your high­ness’ good I ever la­bour’d
									

									More than mine own; that am, have, and will be—
									

									Though all the world should crack their duty to you,
									

									And throw it from their soul; though per­ils did
									

									Abound, as thick as thought could make ’em, and
									

									Ap­pear in forms more hor­rid—yet my duty,
									

									As doth a rock against the chid­ing flood,
									

									Should the ap­proach of this wild river break,
									

									And stand un­shaken yours.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									’Tis nobly spoken:
									

									Take no­tice, lords, he has a loy­al breast,
									

									For you have seen him open’t. Read o’er this; Giv­ing him pa­pers.
									

									And after, this: and then to break­fast with
									

									What ap­pet­ite you have. Exit King, frown­ing upon Car­din­al Wolsey: the Nobles throng after him, smil­ing and whis­per­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									What should this mean?
									

									What sud­den an­ger’s this? how have I reap’d it?
									

									He par­ted frown­ing from me, as if ru­in
									

									Leap’d from his eyes: so looks the chafed li­on
									

									Upon the dar­ing hunts­man that has gall’d him;
									

									Then makes him noth­ing. I must read this pa­per;
									

									I fear, the story of his an­ger. ’Tis so;
									

									This pa­per has un­done me: ’tis the ac­count
									

									Of all that world of wealth I have drawn to­geth­er
									

									For mine own ends; in­deed, to gain the pope­dom,
									

									And fee my friends in Rome. O neg­li­gence!
									

									Fit for a fool to fall by: what cross dev­il
									

									Made me put this main secret in the pack­et
									

									I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this?
									

									No new device to beat this from his brains?
									

									I know ’twill stir him strongly; yet I know
									

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

									Will bring me off again. What’s this? “To the Pope!”
									

									The let­ter, as I live, with all the busi­ness
									

									I writ to’s holi­ness. Nay then, farewell!
									

									I have touch’d the highest point of all my great­ness;
									

									And, from that full me­ridi­an of my glory,
									

									I haste now to my set­ting: I shall fall
									

									Like a bright ex­hal­a­tion in the even­ing,
									

									And no man see me more.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter to Wolsey, the Dukes of Nor­folk and Suf­folk, the Earl of Sur­rey, and the Lord Cham­ber­lain.
							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Hear the king’s pleas­ure, car­din­al: who com­mands you
									

									To render up the great seal presently
									

									In­to our hands; and to con­fine your­self
									

									To Ash­er House, my Lord of Winchester’s,
									

									Till you hear fur­ther from his high­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Stay:
									

									Where’s your com­mis­sion, lords? words can­not carry
									

									Au­thor­ity so weighty.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									Who dare cross ’em,
									

									Bear­ing the king’s will from his mouth ex­pressly?
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Till I find more than will or words to do it,
									

									I mean your malice, know, of­fi­cious lords,
									

									I dare and must deny it. Now I feel
									

									Of what coarse met­al ye are moul­ded, envy:
									

									How eagerly ye fol­low my dis­graces,
									

									As if it fed ye! and how sleek and wan­ton
									

									Ye ap­pear in every thing may bring my ru­in!
									

									Fol­low your en­vi­ous courses, men of malice;
									

									You have Chris­ti­an war­rant for ’em, and, no doubt,
									

									In time will find their fit re­wards. That seal,
									

									You ask with such a vi­ol­ence, the king,
									

									Mine and your mas­ter, with his own hand gave me;
									

									Bade me en­joy it, with the place and hon­ours,
									

									Dur­ing my life; and, to con­firm his good­ness,
									

									Tied it by let­ters-pat­ents: now, who’ll take it?
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								The king, that gave it.
						

						
								Wolsey
								It must be him­self, then.
						

						
								Sur­rey
								Thou art a proud trait­or, priest.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Proud lord, thou li­est:
									

									With­in these forty hours Sur­rey durst bet­ter
									

									Have burnt that tongue than said so.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Thy am­bi­tion,
									

									Thou scar­let sin, robb’d this be­wail­ing land
									

									Of noble Buck­ing­ham, my fath­er-in-law:
									

									The heads of all thy broth­er car­din­als,
									

									With thee and all thy best parts bound to­geth­er,
									

									Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy!
									

									You sent me deputy for Ire­land;
									

									Far from his suc­cour, from the king, from all
									

									That might have mercy on the fault thou gavest him;
									

									Whilst your great good­ness, out of holy pity,
									

									Ab­solved him with an axe.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									This, and all else
									

									This talk­ing lord can lay upon my cred­it,
									

									I an­swer is most false. The duke by law
									

									Found his deserts: how in­no­cent I was
									

									From any private malice in his end,
									

									His noble jury and foul cause can wit­ness.
									

									If I loved many words, lord, I 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 my soul,
									

									Your long coat, priest, pro­tects you; thou shouldst feel
									

									My sword i’ the life-blood of thee else. My lords,
									

									Can ye en­dure to hear this ar­rog­ance?
									

									And from this fel­low? if we live thus tamely,
									

									To be thus jaded by a piece of scar­let,
									

									Farewell no­bil­ity; let his grace go for­ward,
									

									And dare us with his cap like larks.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									All good­ness
									

									Is pois­on to thy stom­ach.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Yes, that good­ness
									

									Of glean­ing all the land’s wealth in­to one,
									

									In­to your own hands, car­din­al, by ex­tor­tion;
									

									The good­ness of your in­ter­cep­ted pack­ets
									

									You writ to the pope against the king: your good­ness,
									

									Since you pro­voke me, shall be most no­tori­ous.
									

									My Lord of Nor­folk, as you are truly noble,
									

									As you re­spect the com­mon good, the state
									

									Of our des­pised no­bil­ity, our is­sues,
									

									Who, if he live, will scarce be gen­tle­men,
									

									Pro­duce the grand sum of his sins, the art­icles
									

									Col­lec­ted from his life. I’ll startle you
									

									Worse than the scar­ing bell, when the brown wench
									

									Lay kiss­ing in your arms, lord car­din­al.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									How much, me­thinks, I could des­pise this man,
									

									But that I am bound in char­ity against it!
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Those art­icles, my lord, are in the king’s hand:
									

									But, thus much, they are foul ones.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									So much fairer
									

									And spot­less shall mine in­no­cence arise,
									

									When the king knows my truth.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									This can­not save you:
									

									I thank my memory, I yet re­mem­ber
									

									Some of these art­icles; and out they shall.
									

									Now, if you can blush and cry “guilty,” car­din­al,
									

									You’ll show a little hon­esty.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Speak on, sir;
									

									I dare your worst ob­jec­tions: if I blush,
									

									It is to see a no­ble­man want man­ners.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									I had rather want those than my head. Have at you!
									

									First, that, without the king’s as­sent or know­ledge,
									

									You wrought to be a leg­ate; by which power
									

									You maim’d the jur­is­dic­tion of all bish­ops.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or else
									

									To for­eign princes, “Ego et Rex meus”
									

									Was still in­scribed; in which you brought the king
									

									To be your ser­vant.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									Then that, without the know­ledge
									

									Either of king or coun­cil, when you went
									

									Am­bas­sad­or to the em­per­or, you made bold
									

									To carry in­to Flanders the great seal.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Item, you sent a large com­mis­sion
									

									To Gregory de Cas­sado, to con­clude,
									

									Without the king’s will or the state’s al­low­ance,
									

									A league between his high­ness and Fer­rara.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									That, out of mere am­bi­tion, you have caused
									

									Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the king’s coin.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								
								
									Then that you have sent in­nu­mer­able sub­stance—
									

									By what means got, I leave to your own con­science—
									

									To fur­nish Rome, and to pre­pare the ways
									

									You have for dig­nit­ies; to the mere un­do­ing
									

									Of all the king­dom. Many more there are;
									

									Which, since they are of you, and odi­ous,
									

									I will not taint my mouth with.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									O my lord,
									

									Press not a fall­ing man too far! ’tis vir­tue:
									

									His faults lie open to the laws; let them,
									

									Not you, cor­rect him. My heart weeps to see him
									

									So little of his great self.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								I for­give him.
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									Lord car­din­al, the king’s fur­ther pleas­ure is,
									

									Be­cause all those things you have done of late,
									

									By your power leg­at­ine, with­in this king­dom,
									

									Fall in­to the com­pass of a praemunire,
									

									That there­fore such a writ be sued against you;
									

									To for­feit all your goods, lands, tene­ments,
									

									Chat­tels, and what­so­ever, and to be
									

									Out of the king’s pro­tec­tion. This is my charge.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									And so we’ll leave you to your med­it­a­tions
									

									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 lord car­din­al. Ex­eunt all but Wolsey.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									So farewell to the little good you bear me.
									

									Farewell! a long farewell, to all my great­ness!
									

									This is the state of man: to-day he puts forth
									

									The tender leaves of hopes; to-mor­row blos­soms,
									

									And bears his blush­ing hon­ours thick upon him;
									

									The third day comes a frost, a killing frost,
									

									And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely
									

									His great­ness is a-ripen­ing, nips his root,
									

									And then he falls, as I do. I have ven­tured,
									

									Like little wan­ton boys that swim on blad­ders,
									

									This many sum­mers in a sea of glory,
									

									But far bey­ond my depth: my high-blown pride
									

									At length broke un­der me and now has left me,
									

									Weary and old with ser­vice, to the mercy
									

									Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me.
									

									Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye:
									

									I feel my heart new open’d. O, how wretched
									

									Is that poor man that hangs on princes’ fa­vours!
									

									There is, betwixt that smile we would as­pire to,
									

									That sweet as­pect of princes, and their ru­in,
									

									More pangs and fears than wars or wo­men have:
									

									And when he falls, he falls like Lu­ci­fer,
									

									Nev­er to hope again.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Crom­well, and stands amazed.
							
						

						
								
								Why, how now, Crom­well!
						

						
								Crom­well
								I have no power to speak, sir.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									What, amazed
									

									At my mis­for­tunes? can thy spir­it won­der
									

									A great man should de­cline? Nay, an you weep,
									

									I am fall’n in­deed.
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								How does your grace?
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Why, well;
									

									Nev­er so truly happy, my good Crom­well.
									

									I know my­self now; and I feel with­in me
									

									A peace above all earthly dig­nit­ies,
									

									A still and quiet con­science. The king has cured me,
									

									I humbly thank his grace; and from these shoulders,
									

									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!
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								I am glad your grace has made that right use of it.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									I hope I have: I am able now, me­thinks,
									

									Out of a forti­tude of soul I feel,
									

									To en­dure more miser­ies and great­er far
									

									Than my weak-hearted en­emies dare of­fer.
									

									What news abroad?
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									The heav­iest and the worst
									

									Is your dis­pleas­ure with the king.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								God bless him!
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen
									

									Lord chan­cel­lor in your place.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									That’s some­what sud­den:
									

									But he’s a learned man. May he con­tin­ue
									

									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 sleeps in bless­ings,
									

									May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on ’em!
									

									What more?
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									That Cran­mer is re­turn’d with wel­come,
									

									In­stall’d lord arch­bish­op of Can­ter­bury.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								That’s news in­deed.
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									Last, that the Lady Anne,
									

									Whom the king hath in secrecy long mar­ried,
									

									This day was view’d in open as his queen,
									

									Go­ing to chapel; and the voice is now
									

									Only about her coron­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									There was the weight that pull’d me down. O Crom­well,
									

									The king has gone bey­ond me: all my glor­ies
									

									In that one wo­man I have lost for ever:
									

									No sun shall ever ush­er forth mine hon­ours,
									

									Or gild again the noble troops that waited
									

									Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom­well;
									

									I am a poor fall’n man, un­worthy now
									

									To be thy lord and mas­ter: seek the king;
									

									That sun, I pray, may nev­er set! I have told him
									

									What and how true thou art: he will ad­vance thee;
									

									Some little memory of me will stir him—
									

									I know his noble nature—not to let
									

									Thy hope­ful ser­vice per­ish too: good Crom­well,
									

									Neg­lect him not; make use now, and provide
									

									For thine own fu­ture safety.
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									O my lord,
									

									Must I, then, leave you? must I needs fore­go
									

									So good, so noble and so true a mas­ter?
									

									Bear wit­ness, all that have not hearts of iron,
									

									With what a sor­row Crom­well leaves his lord.
									

									The king shall have my ser­vice; but my pray­ers
									

									For ever and for ever shall be yours.
								

							
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									Crom­well, I did not think to shed a tear
									

									In all my miser­ies; but thou hast forced me,
									

									Out of thy hon­est truth, to play the wo­man.
									

									Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Crom­well;
									

									And, when I am for­got­ten, as I shall be,
									

									And sleep in dull cold marble, where no men­tion
									

									Of me more must be heard of, say, I taught thee,
									

									Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory,
									

									And soun­ded all the depths and shoals of hon­our,
									

									Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in;
									

									A sure and safe one, though thy mas­ter miss’d it.
									

									Mark but my fall, and that that ru­in’d me.
									

									Crom­well, I charge thee, fling away am­bi­tion:
									

									By that sin fell the an­gels; how can man, then,
									

									The im­age of his Maker, hope to win by it?
									

									Love thy­self last: cher­ish those hearts that hate thee;
									

									Cor­rup­tion wins not more than hon­esty.
									

									Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,
									

									To si­lence en­vi­ous tongues. Be just, and fear not:
									

									Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy coun­try’s,
									

									Thy God’s, and truth’s; then if thou fall’st, O Crom­well,
									

									Thou fall’st a blessed mar­tyr! Serve the king;
									

									And—prithee, lead me in:
									

									There take an in­vent­ory of all I have,
									

									To the last penny; ’tis the king’s: my robe,
									

									And my in­teg­rity to heav­en, is all
									

									I dare now call mine own. O Crom­well, Crom­well!
									

									Had I but served my God with half the zeal
									

									I served my king, he would not in mine age
									

									Have left me na­ked to mine en­emies.
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								Good sir, have pa­tience.
						

						
								Wolsey
								
								
									So I have. Farewell
									

									The hopes of court! my hopes in heav­en do dwell. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A street in West­min­ster.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter two Gen­tle­men, meet­ing one an­oth­er.
							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								You’re well met once again.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								So are you.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									You come to take your stand here, and be­hold
									

									The Lady Anne pass from her coron­a­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									’Tis all my busi­ness. At our last en­counter,
									

									The Duke of Buck­ing­ham came from his tri­al.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									’Tis very true: but that time of­fer’d sor­row;
									

									This, gen­er­al joy.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									’Tis well: the cit­izens,
									

									I am sure, have shown at full their roy­al minds—
									

									As, let ’em have their rights, they are ever for­ward—
									

									In cel­eb­ra­tion of this day with shows,
									

									Pa­geants and sights of hon­our.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Nev­er great­er,
									

									Nor, I’ll as­sure you, bet­ter taken, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									May I be bold to ask at what that con­tains,
									

									That pa­per in your hand?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Yes; ’tis the list
									

									Of those that claim their of­fices this day
									

									By cus­tom of the coron­a­tion.
									

									The Duke of Suf­folk is the first, and claims
									

									To be high-stew­ard; next, the Duke of Nor­folk,
									

									He to be earl mar­shal: you may read the rest.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									I thank you, sir: had I not known those cus­toms,
									

									I should have been be­hold­ing to your pa­per.
									

									But, I be­seech you, what’s be­come of Kath­ar­ine,
									

									The prin­cess dow­ager? how goes her busi­ness?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									That I can tell you too. The Arch­bish­op
									

									Of Can­ter­bury, ac­com­pan­ied with oth­er
									

									Learned and rev­er­end fath­ers of his or­der,
									

									Held a late court at Dun­stable, six miles off
									

									From Ampt­hill 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 main as­sent
									

									Of all these learned men she was di­vorced,
									

									And the late mar­riage made of none ef­fect:
									

									Since which she was re­moved to Kim­bolton,
									

									Where she re­mains now sick.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Alas, good lady! Trum­pets.
									

									The trum­pets sound: stand close, the queen is com­ing. Haut­boys.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								
									The Or­der of the Coron­a­tion

								
								
										
										
											A lively flour­ish of Trum­pets.
										

									

										
										
											Then, two Judges.
										

									

										
										
											Lord Chan­cel­lor, with the purse and mace be­fore him.
										

									

										
										
											Chor­is­ters, singing.
											Mu­sic.
										

									

										
										
											May­or of Lon­don, bear­ing the mace. Then Garter, in his coat of arms, and on his head a gilt cop­per crown.
										

									

										
										
											Mar­quess Dor­set, bear­ing a sceptre of gold, on his head a demi-coron­al of gold. With him, the Earl of Sur­rey, bear­ing the rod of sil­ver with the dove, crowned with an earl’s cor­on­et. Col­lars of SS.
										

									

										
										
											Duke of Suf­folk, in his robe of es­tate, his cor­on­et on his head, bear­ing a long white wand, as high-stew­ard. With him, the Duke of Nor­folk, with the rod of mar­shal­ship, a cor­on­et on his head. Col­lars of SS.
										

									

										
										
											A can­opy borne by four of the Cinque-ports; un­der it, the Queen in her robe; in her hair richly ad­orned with pearl, crowned. On each side her, the Bish­ops of Lon­don and Winchester.
										

									

										
										
											The old Duch­ess of Nor­folk, in a coron­al of gold, wrought with flowers, bear­ing the Queen’s train.
										

									

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

									

								

								
									They pass over the stage in or­der and state.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									A roy­al train, be­lieve me. These I know:
									

									Who’s that that bears the sceptre?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Mar­quess Dor­set:
									

									And that the Earl of Sur­rey, with the rod.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									A bold brave gen­tle­man. That should be
									

									The Duke of Suf­folk?
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								’Tis the same: high-stew­ard.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								And that my Lord of Nor­folk?
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								Yes;
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Heav­en bless thee! Look­ing on the Queen.
									

									Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on.
									

									Sir, as I have a soul, she is an an­gel;
									

									Our king has all the In­dies in his arms,
									

									And more and rich­er, when he strains that lady:
									

									I can­not blame his con­science.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								
								
									They that bear
									

									The cloth of hon­our over her, are four bar­ons
									

									Of the Cinque-ports.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Those men are happy; and so are all are near her.
									

									I take it, she that car­ries up the train
									

									Is that old noble lady, Duch­ess of Nor­folk.
								

							
						

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

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Their cor­on­ets say so. These are stars in­deed;
									

									And some­times fall­ing ones.
								

							
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								No more of that. Exit pro­ces­sion, and then a great flour­ish of trum­pets.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Third Gen­tle­man.
							
						

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

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Among the crowd i’ the Ab­bey; where a fin­ger
									

									Could not be wedged in more: I am stifled
									

									With the mere rank­ness of their joy.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									You saw
									

									The ce­re­mony?
								

							
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								That I did.
						

						
								First Gen­tle­man
								How was it?
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								Well worth the see­ing.
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Good sir, speak it to us.
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									As well as I am able. The rich stream
									

									Of lords and ladies, hav­ing brought the queen
									

									To a pre­pared place in the choir, fell off
									

									A dis­tance from her; while her grace sat down
									

									To rest awhile, some half an hour or so,
									

									In a rich chair of state, op­pos­ing freely
									

									The beauty of her per­son to the people.
									

									Be­lieve me, sir, she is the good­li­est wo­man
									

									That ever lay by man: which when the people
									

									Had the full view of, such a noise arose
									

									As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tem­pest,
									

									As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks—
									

									Doublets, I think—flew up; and had their faces
									

									Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy
									

									I nev­er saw be­fore. Great-bel­lied wo­men,
									

									That had not half a week to go, like rams
									

									In the old time of war, would shake the press,
									

									And make ’em reel be­fore ’em. No man liv­ing
									

									Could say “This is my wife” there; all were woven
									

									So strangely in one piece.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								But, what fol­low’d?
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									At length her grace rose, and with mod­est paces
									

									Came to the al­tar; where she kneel’d, and saint-like
									

									Cast her fair eyes to heav­en and pray’d de­voutly.
									

									Then rose again and bow’d her to the people:
									

									When by the Arch­bish­op of Can­ter­bury
									

									She had all the roy­al mak­ings of a queen;
									

									As holy oil, Ed­ward Con­fess­or’s crown,
									

									The rod, and bird of peace, and all such em­blems
									

									Laid nobly on her: which per­form’d, the choir,
									

									With all the choicest mu­sic of the king­dom,
									

									To­geth­er 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 must no more call it York-place, that’s past;
									

									For, since the car­din­al fell, that title’s lost:
									

									’Tis now the king’s, and call’d White­hall.
								

							
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									I know it;
									

									But ’tis so lately al­ter’d, that the old name
									

									Is fresh about me.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									What two rev­er­end bish­ops
									

									Were those that went on each side of the queen?
								

							
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Stokesly and Gardiner; the one of Winchester,
									

									Newly pre­ferr’d from the king’s sec­ret­ary,
									

									The oth­er, Lon­don.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								
								
									He of Winchester
									

									Is held no great good lov­er of the arch­bish­op’s,
									

									The vir­tu­ous Cran­mer.
								

							
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									All the land knows that:
									

									How­ever, yet there is no great breach; when it comes,
									

									Cran­mer will find a friend will not shrink from him.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								Who may that be, I pray you?
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Thomas Crom­well;
									

									A man in much es­teem with the king, and truly
									

									A worthy friend. The king has made him mas­ter
									

									O’ the jew­el house,
									

									And one, already, of the privy coun­cil.
								

							
						

						
								Second Gen­tle­man
								He will de­serve more.
						

						
								Third Gen­tle­man
								
								
									Yes, without all doubt.
									

									Come, gen­tle­men, ye shall go my way, which
									

									Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests:
									

									Some­thing I can com­mand. As I walk thith­er,
									

									I’ll tell ye more.
								

							
						

						
								Both
								You may com­mand us, sir. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Kim­bolton.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Kath­er­ine, Dow­ager, sick; led between Grif­fith, her gen­tle­man ush­er, and Pa­tience, her wo­man.
							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								How does your grace?
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									O Grif­fith, sick to death!
									

									My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth,
									

									Will­ing to leave their bur­then. Reach a chair:
									

									So; now, me­thinks, I feel a little ease.
									

									Didst thou not tell me, Grif­fith, as thou led’st me,
									

									That the great child of hon­our, Car­din­al Wolsey,
									

									Was dead?
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									Yes, madam; but I think your grace,
									

									Out of the pain you suf­fer’d, gave no ear to’t.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Prithee, good Grif­fith, tell me how he died:
									

									If well, he stepp’d be­fore me, hap­pily
									

									For my ex­ample.
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									Well, the voice goes, madam:
									

									For after the stout Earl Northum­ber­land
									

									Ar­res­ted him at York, and brought him for­ward,
									

									As a man sorely tain­ted, to his an­swer,
									

									He fell sick sud­denly, and grew so ill
									

									He could not sit his mule.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								Alas, poor man!
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester,
									

									Lodged in the ab­bey; where the rev­er­end ab­bot,
									

									With all his cov­ent, hon­our­ably re­ceived him;
									

									To whom he gave these words, “O, fath­er ab­bot,
									

									An old man, broken with the storms of state,
									

									Is come to lay his weary bones among ye;
									

									Give him a little earth for char­ity!”
									

									So went to bed; where eagerly his sick­ness
									

									Pur­sued him still: and, three nights after this,
									

									About the hour of eight, which he him­self
									

									Fore­told should be his last, full of re­pent­ance,
									

									Con­tinu­al med­it­a­tions, tears, and sor­rows,
									

									He gave his hon­ours to the world again,
									

									His blessed part to heav­en, and slept in peace.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									So may he rest; his faults lie gently on him!
									

									Yet thus far, Grif­fith, give me leave to speak him,
									

									And yet with char­ity. He was a man
									

									Of an un­boun­ded stom­ach, ever rank­ing
									

									Him­self with princes; one that, by sug­ges­tion,
									

									Tied all the king­dom: si­mony was fair-play;
									

									His own opin­ion was his law: i’ the pres­ence
									

									He would say un­truths; and be ever double
									

									Both in his words and mean­ing: he was nev­er,
									

									But where he meant to ru­in, pi­ti­ful:
									

									His prom­ises were, as he then was, mighty;
									

									But his per­form­ance, as he is now, noth­ing:
									

									Of his own body he was ill, and gave
									

									The clergy in ex­ample.
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									Noble madam,
									

									Men’s evil man­ners live in brass; their vir­tues
									

									We write in wa­ter. May it please your high­ness
									

									To hear me speak his good now?
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Yes, good Grif­fith;
									

									I were ma­li­cious else.
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									This car­din­al,
									

									Though from an humble stock, un­doubtedly
									

									Was fash­ion’d to much hon­our from his cradle.
									

									He was a schol­ar, and a ripe and good one;
									

									Ex­ceed­ing wise, fair-spoken, and per­suad­ing:
									

									Lofty and sour to them that loved him not;
									

									But to those men that sought him sweet as sum­mer.
									

									And though he were un­sat­is­fied in get­ting,
									

									Which was a sin, yet in be­stow­ing, madam,
									

									He was most princely: ever wit­ness for him
									

									Those twins of learn­ing that he raised in you,
									

									Ipswich and Ox­ford! one of which fell with him,
									

									Un­will­ing to out­live the good that did it;
									

									The oth­er, though un­fin­ish’d, yet so fam­ous,
									

									So ex­cel­lent in art, and still so rising,
									

									That Christen­dom shall ever speak his vir­tue.
									

									His over­throw heap’d hap­pi­ness upon him;
									

									For then, and not till then, he felt him­self,
									

									And found the blessed­ness of be­ing little:
									

									And, to add great­er hon­ours to his age
									

									Than man could give him, he died fear­ing God.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									After my death I wish no oth­er her­ald,
									

									No oth­er speak­er of my liv­ing ac­tions,
									

									To keep mine hon­our from cor­rup­tion,
									

									But such an hon­est chron­icler as Grif­fith.
									

									Whom I most hated liv­ing, thou hast made me,
									

									With thy re­li­gious truth and mod­esty,
									

									Now in his ashes hon­our: peace be with him!
									

									Pa­tience, be near me still; and set me lower:
									

									I have not long to trouble thee. Good Grif­fith,
									

									Cause the mu­si­cians play me that sad note
									

									I named my knell, whilst I sit med­it­at­ing
									

									On that ce­les­ti­al har­mony I go to. Sad and sol­emn mu­sic.
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									She is asleep: good wench, let’s sit down quiet,
									

									For fear we wake her: softly, gentle Pa­tience.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								The vis­ion. Enter, sol­emnly trip­ping one after an­oth­er, six per­son­ages, clad in white robes, wear­ing on their heads gar­lands of bays, and golden viz­ards on their faces; branches of bays or palm in their hands. They first con­gee un­to her, then dance; and, at cer­tain changes, the first two hold a spare gar­land over her head; at which the oth­er four make rev­er­ent curt­sies; then the two that held the gar­land de­liv­er the same to the oth­er next two, who ob­serve the same or­der in their changes, and hold­ing the gar­land over her head: which done, they de­liv­er the same gar­land to the last two, who like­wise ob­serve the same 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 mu­sic con­tin­ues.
							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Spir­its of peace, where are ye? are ye all gone,
									

									And leave me here in wretched­ness be­hind ye?
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								Madam, we are here.
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									It is not you I call for:
									

									Saw ye none enter since I slept?
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								None, madam.
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop
									

									In­vite me to a ban­quet; whose bright faces
									

									Cast thou­sand beams upon me, like the sun?
									

									They prom­ised me etern­al hap­pi­ness;
									

									And brought me gar­lands, Grif­fith, which I feel
									

									I am not worthy yet to wear: I shall, as­suredly.
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									I am most joy­ful, madam, such good dreams
									

									Pos­sess your fancy.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Bid the mu­sic leave,
									

									They are harsh and heavy to me. Mu­sic ceases.
								

							
						

						
								Pa­tience
								
								
									Do you note
									

									How much her grace is al­ter’d on the sud­den?
									

									How long her face is drawn? how pale she looks,
									

									And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes!
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								She is go­ing, wench: pray, pray.
						

						
								Pa­tience
								Heav­en com­fort her!
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								An’t like your grace—
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									You are a saucy fel­low:
									

									De­serve we no more rev­er­ence?
								

							
						

						
								Grif­fith
								
								
									You are to blame,
									

									Know­ing she will not lose her wonted great­ness,
									

									To use so rude be­ha­vi­or; go to, kneel.
								

							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									I humbly do en­treat your high­ness’ par­don;
									

									My haste made me un­man­nerly. There is stay­ing
									

									A gen­tle­man, sent from the king, to see you.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Ad­mit him en­trance, Grif­fith: but this fel­low
									

									Let me ne’er see again. Ex­eunt Grif­fith and Mes­sen­ger.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Grif­fith, with Capu­cius.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									If my sight fail not,
									

									You should be lord am­bas­sad­or from the em­per­or,
									

									My roy­al neph­ew, and your name Capu­cius.
								

							
						

						
								Capu­cius
								Madam, the same; your ser­vant.
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									O, my lord,
									

									The times and titles now are al­ter’d strangely
									

									With me since first you knew me. But, I pray you,
									

									What is your pleas­ure with me?
								

							
						

						
								Capu­cius
								
								
									Noble lady,
									

									First, mine own ser­vice to your grace; the next,
									

									The king’s re­quest that I would vis­it you;
									

									Who grieves much for your weak­ness, and by me
									

									Sends you his princely com­mend­a­tions,
									

									And heart­ily en­treats you take good com­fort.
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									O my good lord, that com­fort comes too late;
									

									’Tis like a par­don after ex­e­cu­tion:
									

									That gentle phys­ic, giv­en in time, had cured me;
									

									But now I am past an com­forts here, but pray­ers.
									

									How does his high­ness?
								

							
						

						
								Capu­cius
								Madam, in good health.
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									So may he ever do! and ever flour­ish,
									

									When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name
									

									Ban­ish’d the king­dom! Pa­tience, is that let­ter,
									

									I caused you write, yet sent away?
								

							
						

						
								Pa­tience
								No, madam. Giv­ing it to Kath­er­ine.
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									Sir, I most humbly pray you to de­liv­er
									

									This to my lord the king.
								

							
						

						
								Capu­cius
								Most will­ing, madam.
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									In which I have com­men­ded to his good­ness
									

									The mod­el of our chaste loves, his young daugh­ter:
									

									The dews of heav­en fall thick in bless­ings on her!
									

									Be­seech­ing him to give her vir­tu­ous breed­ing—
									

									She is young, and of a noble mod­est nature,
									

									I hope she will de­serve well—and a little
									

									To love her for her moth­er’s sake, that loved him,
									

									Heav­en knows how dearly. My next poor pe­ti­tion
									

									Is, that his noble grace would have some pity
									

									Upon my wretched wo­men, that so long
									

									Have fol­low’d both my for­tunes faith­fully:
									

									Of which there is not one, I dare avow,
									

									And now I should not lie, but will de­serve,
									

									For vir­tue and true beauty of the soul,
									

									For hon­esty and de­cent car­riage,
									

									A right good hus­band, let him be a noble:
									

									And, sure, those men are happy that shall have ’em.
									

									The last is, for my men; they are the poorest,
									

									But poverty could nev­er draw ’em from me;
									

									That they may have their wages duly paid ’em,
									

									And some­thing over to re­mem­ber me by:
									

									If heav­en had pleased to have giv­en me longer life
									

									And able means, we had not par­ted thus.
									

									These are the whole con­tents: and, good my lord,
									

									By that you love the dearest in this world,
									

									As you wish Chris­ti­an peace to souls de­par­ted,
									

									Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the king
									

									To do me this last right.
								

							
						

						
								Capu­cius
								
								
									By heav­en, I will,
									

									Or let me lose the fash­ion of a man!
								

							
						

						
								Kath­er­ine
								
								
									I thank you, hon­est lord. Re­mem­ber me
									

									In all hu­mil­ity un­to his high­ness:
									

									Say his long trouble now is passing
									

									Out of this world; tell him, in death I bless’d him,
									

									For so I will. Mine eyes grow dim. Farewell,
									

									My lord. Grif­fith, farewell. Nay, Pa­tience,
									

									You must not leave me yet: I must to bed;
									

									Call in more wo­men. When I am dead, good wench,
									

									Let me be used with hon­our: strew me over
									

									With maid­en flowers, that all the world may know
									

									I was a chaste wife to my grave: em­balm me,
									

									Then lay me forth: al­though un­queen’d, yet like
									

									A queen, and daugh­ter to a king, inter me.
									

									I can no more. Ex­eunt, lead­ing Kath­er­ine.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. A gal­lery in the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gardiner, Bish­op of Winchester, a Page with a torch be­fore him, met by Sir Thomas Lov­ell.
							
						

						
								Gardiner
								It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not?
						

						
								Boy
								It hath struck.
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									These should be hours for ne­ces­sit­ies,
									

									Not for de­lights; times to re­pair our nature
									

									With com­fort­ing re­pose, and not for us
									

									To waste these times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas!
									

									Whith­er so late?
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								Came you from the king, my lord
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									I did, Sir Thomas; and left him at primero
									

									With the Duke of Suf­folk.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									I must to him too,
									

									Be­fore he go to bed. I’ll take my leave.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Not yet, Sir Thomas Lov­ell. What’s the mat­ter?
									

									It seems 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 mid­night, have
									

									In them a wilder nature than the busi­ness
									

									That seeks dis­patch by day.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									My lord, I love you;
									

									And durst com­mend a secret to your ear
									

									Much weight­i­er than this work. The queen’s in la­bour,
									

									They say, in great ex­tremity; and fear’d
									

									She’ll with the la­bour end.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									The fruit she goes with
									

									I pray for heart­ily, that it may find
									

									Good time, and live: but for the stock, Sir Thomas,
									

									I wish it grubb’d up now.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									Me­thinks I could
									

									Cry the amen; and yet my con­science says
									

									She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does
									

									De­serve our bet­ter wishes.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									But, sir, sir,
									

									Hear me, Sir Thomas: you’re a gen­tle­man
									

									Of mine own way; I know you wise, re­li­gious;
									

									And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well,
									

									’Twill not, Sir Thomas Lov­ell, take’t of me,
									

									Till Cran­mer, Crom­well, her two hands, and she,
									

									Sleep in their graves.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									Now, sir, you speak of two
									

									The most re­mark’d i’ the king­dom. As for Crom­well,
									

									Be­side that of the jew­el house, is made mas­ter
									

									O’ the rolls, and the king’s sec­ret­ary; fur­ther, sir,
									

									Stands in the gap and trade of moe prefer­ments,
									

									With which the time will load him. The arch­bish­op
									

									Is the king’s hand and tongue; and who dare speak
									

									One syl­lable against him?
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Yes, yes, Sir Thomas,
									

									There are that dare; and I my­self have ven­tured
									

									To speak my mind of him: and in­deed this day,
									

									Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have
									

									In­censed the lords o’ the coun­cil, that he is,
									

									For so I know he is, they know he is,
									

									A most arch heretic, a pes­ti­lence
									

									That does in­fect the land: with which they moved
									

									Have broken with the king: who hath so far
									

									Giv­en ear to our com­plaint, of his great grace
									

									And princely care fore­see­ing those fell mis­chiefs
									

									Our reas­ons laid be­fore him, hath com­manded
									

									To-mor­row morn­ing to the coun­cil-board
									

									He be con­ven­ted. He’s a rank weed, Sir Thomas,
									

									And we must root him out. From your af­fairs
									

									I hinder you too long: good night, Sir Thomas.
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								Many good nights, my lord: I rest your ser­vant. Ex­eunt Gardiner and Page.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the King and Suf­folk.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Charles, I will play no more to-night;
									

									My mind’s not on’t; you are too hard for me.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								Sir, I did nev­er win of you be­fore.
						

						
								King
								
								
									But little, Charles;
									

									Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play.
									

									Now, Lov­ell, from the queen what is the news?
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									I could not per­son­ally de­liv­er to her
									

									What you com­manded me, but by her wo­man
									

									I sent your mes­sage; who re­turn’d her thanks
									

									In the great’st humble­ness, and de­sired your high­ness
									

									Most heart­ily to pray for her.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									What say’st thou, ha?
									

									To pray for her? what, is she cry­ing out?
								

							
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									So said her wo­man; and that her suf­fer­ance made
									

									Al­most each pang a death.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Alas, good lady!
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									God safely quit her of her bur­then, and
									

									With gentle trav­ail, to the glad­ding of
									

									Your high­ness with an heir!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									’Tis mid­night, Charles;
									

									Prithee, to bed; and in thy pray­ers re­mem­ber
									

									The es­tate of my poor queen. Leave me alone;
									

									For I must think of that which com­pany
									

									Would not be friendly to.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									I wish your high­ness
									

									A quiet night; and my good mis­tress will
									

									Re­mem­ber in my pray­ers.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Charles, good night. Exit Suf­folk.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir An­thony Denny.
							
						

						
								
								Well, sir, what fol­lows?
						

						
								Denny
								
								
									Sir, I have brought my lord the arch­bish­op,
									

									As you com­manded me.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Ha! Can­ter­bury?
						

						
								Denny
								Ay, my good lord.
						

						
								King
								’Tis true: where is he, Denny?
						

						
								Denny
								He at­tends your high­ness’ pleas­ure.
						

						
								King
								Bring him to us. Exit Denny.
						

						
								Lov­ell
								
								
									Aside. This is about that which the bish­op spake:
									

									I am hap­pily come hith­er.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Denny, with Cran­mer.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Avoid the gal­lery. Lov­ell seems to stay. Ha! I have said. Be gone.
									

									What! Ex­eunt Lov­ell and Denny.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Aside. I am fear­ful: where­fore frowns he thus?
									

									’Tis his as­pect of ter­ror. All’s not well.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									How now, my lord! you de­sire to know
									

									Where­fore I sent for you.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Kneel­ing. It is my duty
									

									To at­tend your high­ness’ pleas­ure.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Pray you, arise,
									

									My good and gra­cious Lord of Can­ter­bury.
									

									Come, you and I must walk a turn to­geth­er;
									

									I have news to tell you: come, come, give me your hand.
									

									Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak,
									

									And am right sorry to re­peat what fol­lows:
									

									I have, and most un­will­ingly, of late
									

									Heard many griev­ous, I do say, my lord,
									

									Griev­ous com­plaints of you; which, be­ing con­sider’d,
									

									Have moved us and our coun­cil, that you shall
									

									This morn­ing come be­fore us; where, I know,
									

									You can­not with such free­dom purge your­self,
									

									But that, till fur­ther tri­al in those charges
									

									Which will re­quire your an­swer, you must 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 wit­ness
									

									Would come against you.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Kneel­ing. I humbly thank your high­ness;
									

									And am right glad to catch this good oc­ca­sion
									

									Most throughly to be win­now’d, where my chaff
									

									And corn shall fly asun­der: for, I know,
									

									There’s none stands un­der more calum­ni­ous tongues
									

									Than I my­self, poor man.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Stand up, good Can­ter­bury:
									

									Thy truth and thy in­teg­rity is rooted
									

									In us, thy friend: give me thy hand, stand up:
									

									Prithee, let’s walk. Now, by my hol­i­dame,
									

									What man­ner of man are you? My lord, I look’d
									

									You would have giv­en me your pe­ti­tion, that
									

									I should have ta’en some pains to bring to­geth­er
									

									Your­self and your ac­cusers; and to have heard you,
									

									Without in­dur­ance, fur­ther.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Most dread liege,
									

									The good I stand on is my truth and hon­esty:
									

									If they shall fail, I, with mine en­emies,
									

									Will tri­umph o’er my per­son; which I weigh not,
									

									Be­ing of those vir­tues va­cant. I fear noth­ing
									

									What can be said against me.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Know you not
									

									How your state stands i’ the world, with the whole world?
									

									Your en­emies are many, and not small; their prac­tices
									

									Must bear the same pro­por­tion; and not ever
									

									The justice and the truth o’ the ques­tion car­ries
									

									The due o’ the ver­dict with it: at what ease
									

									Might cor­rupt minds pro­cure knaves as cor­rupt
									

									To swear against you? such things have been done.
									

									You are po­tently op­posed; and with a malice
									

									Of as great size. Ween you of bet­ter luck,
									

									I mean, in per­jured wit­ness, than your mas­ter,
									

									Whose min­is­ter you are, whiles here he lived
									

									Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to;
									

									You take a pre­cip­ice for no leap of danger,
									

									And woo your own de­struc­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									God and your majesty
									

									Pro­tect mine in­no­cence, or I fall in­to
									

									The trap is laid for me!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Be of good cheer;
									

									They shall no more pre­vail than we give way to.
									

									Keep com­fort to you; and this morn­ing 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 vehe­mency
									

									The oc­ca­sion shall in­struct you: if en­treat­ies
									

									Will render you no rem­edy, this ring
									

									De­liv­er them, and your ap­peal to us
									

									There make be­fore them. Look, the good man weeps!
									

									He’s hon­est, on mine hon­our. God’s blest moth­er!
									

									I swear he is true—hearted; and a soul
									

									None bet­ter in my king­dom. Get you gone,
									

									And do as I have bid you. Exit Cran­mer. He has strangled
									

									His lan­guage in his tears.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Old Lady, Lov­ell fol­low­ing.
							
						

						
								Gen­tle­man
								With­in. Come back: what mean you?
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									I’ll not come back; the tid­ings that I bring
									

									Will make my bold­ness man­ners. Now, good an­gels
									

									Fly o’er thy roy­al head, and shade thy per­son
									

									Un­der their blessed wings!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Now, by thy looks
									

									I guess thy mes­sage. Is the queen de­liv­er’d?
									

									Say, ay; and of a boy.
								

							
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									Ay, ay, my liege;
									

									And of a lovely boy: the God of heav­en
									

									Both now and ever bless her! ’tis a girl,
									

									Prom­ises boys here­after. Sir, your queen
									

									De­sires your vis­it­a­tion, and to be
									

									Ac­quain­ted with this stranger: ’tis as like you
									

									As cherry is to cherry.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Lov­ell!
						

						
								Lov­ell
								Sir?
						

						
								King
								Give her an hun­dred marks. I’ll to the queen. Exit.
						

						
								Old Lady
								
								
									An hun­dred marks! By this light, I’ll ha’ more.
									

									An or­din­ary groom is for such pay­ment.
									

									I will have more, or scold it out of him.
									

									Said I for this, the girl was like to him?
									

									I will have more, or else un­say’t; and now,
									

									While it is hot, I’ll put it to the is­sue. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Be­fore the coun­cil-cham­ber. Pur­suivants, Pages, etc. at­tend­ing.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Cran­mer, Arch­bish­op of Can­ter­bury.
							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									I hope I am not too late; and yet the gen­tle­man,
									

									That was sent to me from the coun­cil, pray’d me
									

									To make great haste. All fast? what means this? Ho!
									

									Who waits there? Sure, you know me?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Keep­er.
							
						

						
								Keep­er
								
								
									Yes, my lord;
									

									But yet I can­not help you.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								Why?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Doc­tor Butts.
							
						

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

						
								Cran­mer
								So.
						

						
								Butts
								
								
									Aside. This is a piece of malice. I am glad
									

									I came this way so hap­pily: the king
									

									Shall un­der­stand it presently. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Aside. ’Tis Butts,
									

									The king’s phys­i­cian: as he pass’d along,
									

									How earn­estly he cast his eyes upon me!
									

									Pray heav­en, he sound not my dis­grace! For cer­tain,
									

									This is of pur­pose laid by some that hate me—
									

									God turn their hearts! I nev­er sought their malice—
									

									To quench mine hon­our: they would shame to make me
									

									Wait else at door, a fel­low-coun­sel­lor,
									

									’Mong boys, grooms, and lack­eys. But their pleas­ures
									

									Must be ful­fill’d, and I at­tend with pa­tience.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the King and Butts at a win­dow above.
							
						

						
								Butts
								I’ll show your grace the strangest sight—
						

						
								King
								What’s that, Butts?
						

						
								Butts
								I think your high­ness saw this many a day.
						

						
								King
								Body o’ me, where is it?
						

						
								Butts
								
								
									There, my lord:
									

									The high pro­mo­tion of his grace of Can­ter­bury;
									

									Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pur­suivants,
									

									Pages, and foot­boys.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Ha! ’tis he, in­deed:
									

									Is this the hon­our they do one an­oth­er?
									

									’Tis well there’s one above ’em yet. I had thought
									

									They had par­ted so much hon­esty among ’em
									

									At least, good man­ners, as not thus to suf­fer
									

									A man of his place, and so near our fa­vour,
									

									To dance at­tend­ance on their lord­ships’ pleas­ures,
									

									And at the door too, like a post with pack­ets.
									

									By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery:
									

									Let ’em alone, and draw the cur­tain close:
									

									We shall hear more anon. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The Coun­cil-Cham­ber.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Lord Chan­cel­lor; places him­self at the up­per end of the table on the left hand; a seat be­ing left void above him, as for Can­ter­bury’s seat. Duke of Suf­folk, Duke of Nor­folk, Sur­rey, Lord Cham­ber­lain, Gardiner, seat them­selves in or­der on each side. Crom­well at lower end, as sec­ret­ary. Keep­er at the door.
							
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								
								
									Speak to the busi­ness, mas­ter-sec­ret­ary:
									

									Why are we met in coun­cil?
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									Please your hon­ours,
									

									The chief cause con­cerns his grace of Can­ter­bury.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								Has he had know­ledge of it?
						

						
								Crom­well
								Yes.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Who waits there?
						

						
								Keep­er
								Without, my noble lords?
						

						
								Gardiner
								Yes.
						

						
								Keep­er
								
								
									My lord arch­bish­op;
									

									And has done half an hour, to know your pleas­ures.
								

							
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								Let him come in.
						

						
								Keep­er
								Your grace may enter now. Cran­mer enters and ap­proaches the coun­cil-table.
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								
								
									My good lord arch­bish­op, I’m very sorry
									

									To sit here at this present, and be­hold
									

									That chair stand empty: but we all are men,
									

									In our own natures frail, and cap­able
									

									Of our flesh; few are an­gels: out of which frailty
									

									And want of wis­dom, you, that best should teach us,
									

									Have mis­de­mean’d your­self, and not a little,
									

									To­ward the king first, then his laws, in filling
									

									The whole realm, by your teach­ing and your chap­lains,
									

									For so we are in­form’d, with new opin­ions,
									

									Divers and dan­ger­ous; which are her­es­ies,
									

									And, not re­form’d, may prove per­ni­cious.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Which re­form­a­tion must be sud­den too,
									

									My noble lords; for those that tame wild horses
									

									Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle,
									

									But stop their mouths with stub­born bits, and spur ’em,
									

									Till they obey the man­age. If we suf­fer,
									

									Out of our eas­i­ness and child­ish pity
									

									To one man’s hon­our, this con­ta­gious sick­ness,
									

									Farewell all phys­ic: and what fol­lows then?
									

									Com­mo­tions, up­roars, with a gen­er­al taint
									

									Of the whole state: as, of late days, our neigh­bours,
									

									The up­per Ger­many, can dearly wit­ness,
									

									Yet freshly pit­ied in our memor­ies.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									My good lords, hitherto, in all the pro­gress
									

									Both of my life and of­fice, I have la­bour’d,
									

									And with no little study, that my teach­ing
									

									And the strong course of my au­thor­ity
									

									Might go one way, and safely; and the end
									

									Was ever, to do well: nor is there liv­ing,
									

									I speak it with a single heart, my lords,
									

									A man that more de­tests, more stirs against,
									

									Both in his private con­science and his place,
									

									De­facers of a pub­lic peace, than I do.
									

									Pray heav­en, the king may nev­er find a heart
									

									With less al­le­gi­ance in it! Men that make
									

									Envy and crooked malice nour­ish­ment
									

									Dare bite the best. I do be­seech your lord­ships,
									

									That, in this case of justice, my ac­cusers,
									

									Be what they will, may stand forth face to face,
									

									And freely urge against me.
								

							
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									Nay, my lord,
									

									That can­not be: you are a coun­sel­lor,
									

									And, by that vir­tue, no man dare ac­cuse you.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									My lord, be­cause we have busi­ness of more mo­ment,
									

									We 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 man again,
									

									You shall know many dare ac­cuse you boldly,
									

									More than, I fear, you are provided for.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Ah, my good Lord of Winchester, I thank you;
									

									You are al­ways my good friend; if your will pass,
									

									I shall both find your lord­ship judge and jur­or,
									

									You are so mer­ci­ful: I see your end;
									

									’Tis my un­do­ing: love and meek­ness, lord,
									

									Be­come a church­man bet­ter than am­bi­tion:
									

									Win stray­ing souls with mod­esty again,
									

									Cast none away. That I shall clear my­self,
									

									Lay all the weight ye can upon my pa­tience,
									

									I make as little doubt, as you do con­science
									

									In do­ing daily wrongs. I could say more,
									

									But rev­er­ence to your call­ing makes me mod­est.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									My lord, my lord, you are a sectary,
									

									That’s the plain truth: your painted gloss dis­cov­ers,
									

									To men that un­der­stand you, words and weak­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									My Lord of Winchester, you are a little,
									

									By your good fa­vour, too sharp; men so noble,
									

									How­ever faulty, yet should find re­spect
									

									For what they have been: ’tis a cruelty
									

									To load a fall­ing man.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Good mas­ter sec­ret­ary,
									

									I cry your hon­our mercy; you may, worst
									

									Of all this table, say so.
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								Why, my lord?
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Do not I know you for a fa­vour­er
									

									Of this new sect? ye are not sound.
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								Not sound?
						

						
								Gardiner
								Not sound, I say.
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									Would you were half so hon­est!
									

									Men’s pray­ers then would seek you, not their fears.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								I shall re­mem­ber this bold lan­guage.
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									Do.
									

									Re­mem­ber your bold life too.
								

							
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								
								
									This is too much;
									

									For­bear, for shame, my lords.
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								I have done.
						

						
								Crom­well
								And I.
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								
								
									Then thus for you, my lord: it stands agreed,
									

									I 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, lords?
								

							
						

						
								All
								We are.
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Is there no oth­er way of mercy,
									

									But I must needs to the Tower, my lords?
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									What oth­er
									

									Would you ex­pect? you are strangely trouble­some.
									

									Let some o’ the guard be ready there.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Guard.
							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									For me?
									

									Must I go like a trait­or thith­er?
								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Re­ceive him,
									

									And see him safe i’ the Tower.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Stay, good my lords,
									

									I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords;
									

									By vir­tue of that ring, I take my cause
									

									Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it
									

									To a most noble judge, the king my mas­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								This is the king’s ring.
						

						
								Sur­rey
								’Tis no coun­ter­feit.
						

						
								Suf­folk
								
								
									’Tis the right ring, by heav­en: I told ye all,
									

									When ye first put this dan­ger­ous stone a-rolling,
									

									’Twould fall upon ourselves.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									Do you think, my lords,
									

									The king will suf­fer but the little fin­ger
									

									Of this man to be vex’d?
								

							
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								
								
									’Tis now too cer­tain:
									

									How much more is his life in value with him?
									

									Would I were fairly out on’t!
								

							
						

						
								Crom­well
								
								
									My mind gave me,
									

									In seek­ing tales and in­form­a­tions
									

									Against this man, whose hon­esty the dev­il
									

									And his dis­ciples only envy at,
									

									Ye blew the fire that burns ye: now have at ye!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter King, frown­ing on them; takes his seat.
							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									Dread sov­er­eign, how much are we bound to heav­en
									

									In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince;
									

									Not only good and wise, but most re­li­gious:
									

									One that, in all obed­i­ence, makes the church
									

									The chief aim of his hon­our; and, to strengthen
									

									That holy duty, out of dear re­spect,
									

									His roy­al self in judg­ment comes to hear
									

									The cause betwixt her and this great of­fend­er.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									You were ever good at sud­den com­mend­a­tions,
									

									Bish­op of Winchester. But know, I come not
									

									To hear such flat­tery now, and in my pres­ence;
									

									They are too thin and bare to hide of­fences.
									

									To me you can­not reach, you play the span­iel,
									

									And think with wag­ging of your tongue to win me;
									

									But, what­soe’er thou takest me for, I’m sure
									

									Thou hast a cruel nature and a bloody.
									

									To Cran­mer. Good man, sit down. Now let me see the proudest
									

									He, that dares most, but wag his fin­ger at thee:
									

									By all that’s holy, he had bet­ter starve
									

									Than but once think this place be­comes thee not.
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								May it please your grace—
						

						
								King
								
								
									No, sir, it does not please me.
									

									I had thought I had had men of some un­der­stand­ing
									

									And wis­dom of my coun­cil; but I find none.
									

									Was it dis­cre­tion, lords, to let this man,
									

									This good man—few of you de­serve that title—
									

									This hon­est man, wait like a lousy foot­boy
									

									At cham­ber-door? and one as great as you are?
									

									Why, what a shame was this! Did my com­mis­sion
									

									Bid ye so far for­get yourselves? I gave ye
									

									Power as he was a coun­sel­lor to try him,
									

									Not as a groom: there’s some of ye, I see,
									

									More out of malice than in­teg­rity,
									

									Would try him to the ut­most, had ye mean;
									

									Which ye shall nev­er have while I live.
								

							
						

						
								Chan­cel­lor
								
								
									Thus far,
									

									My most dread sov­er­eign, may it like your grace
									

									To let my tongue ex­cuse all. What was pur­posed
									

									Con­cern­ing his im­pris­on­ment, was rather,
									

									If there be faith in men, meant for his tri­al,
									

									And fair pur­ga­tion to the world, than malice,
									

									I’m sure, in me.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Well, well, my lords, re­spect him;
									

									Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it.
									

									I will say thus much for him, if a prince
									

									May be be­hold­ing to a sub­ject, I
									

									Am, for his love and ser­vice, so to him.
									

									Make me no more ado, but all em­brace him:
									

									Be friends, for shame, my lords! My Lord of Can­ter­bury,
									

									I have a suit which you must not deny me;
									

									That is, a fair young maid that yet wants bap­tism,
									

									You must be god­fath­er, and an­swer for her.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									The greatest mon­arch now alive may glory
									

									In such an hon­our: how may I de­serve it,
									

									That am a poor and humble sub­ject to you?
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								Come, come, my lord, you’d spare your spoons: you shall have two noble part­ners with you; the old Duch­ess of Nor­folk, and Lady Mar­quess Dor­set: will these please you?

								
									
										Once more, my Lord of Winchester, I charge you,
										

										Em­brace and love this man.
									

								

							
						

						
								Gardiner
								
								
									With a true heart
									

									And broth­er-love I do it.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									And let heav­en
									

									Wit­ness, how dear I hold this con­firm­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Good man, those joy­ful tears show thy true heart:
									

									The com­mon voice, I see, is veri­fied
									

									Of thee, which says thus, “Do my Lord of Can­ter­bury
									

									A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for ever.”
									

									Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long
									

									To have this young one made a Chris­ti­an.
									

									As I have made ye one, lords, one re­main;
									

									So I grow stronger, you more hon­our gain. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				The palace yard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Noise and tu­mult with­in. Enter Port­er and his Man.
							
						

						
								Port­er
								
								You’ll leave your noise anon, ye ras­cals: do you take the court for Par­is-garden? ye rude slaves, leave your gap­ing.

								With­in. Good mas­ter port­er, I be­long to the lar­der.

							
						

						
								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. I’ll scratch your heads: you must be see­ing christen­ings? do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude ras­cals?
						

						
								Man
								
								
									Pray, sir, be pa­tient: ’tis as much im­possible—
									

									Un­less we sweep ’em from the door with can­nons—
									

									To scat­ter ’em, as ’tis to make ’em sleep
									

									On May-day morn­ing; which will nev­er be:
									

									We may as well push against Powle’s, as stir em.
								

							
						

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

						
								Man
								
								
									Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in?
									

									As much as one sound cudgel of four foot—
									

									You see the poor re­mainder—could dis­trib­ute,
									

									I made no spare, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Port­er
								You did noth­ing, sir.
						

						
								Man
								
								
									I am not Sam­son, nor Sir Guy, nor Col­brand,
									

									To mow ’em down be­fore me: but if I spared any
									

									That had a head to hit, either young or old,
									

									He or she, cuck­old or cuck­old-maker,
									

									Let me ne’er hope to see a chine again;
									

									And that I would not for a cow, God save her!
									

									With­in. Do you hear, mas­ter port­er?
								

							
						

						
								Port­er
								I shall be with you presently, good mas­ter puppy. Keep the door close, sir­rah.
						

						
								Man
								What would you have me do?
						

						
								Port­er
								What should you do, but knock ’em down by the dozens? Is this Moor­fields to muster in? or have we some strange In­di­an with the great tool come to court, the wo­men so be­siege us? Bless me, what a fry of for­nic­a­tion is at door! On my Chris­ti­an con­science, 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 fel­low some­what 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 I hit three times on the head, and three times was his nose dis­charged against me; he stands there, like a mor­tar-piece, to blow us. There was a hab­er­dash­er’s wife of small wit near him, that railed upon me till her pinked por­rin­ger fell off her head, for kind­ling such a com­bus­tion in the state. I missed the met­eor once, and hit that wo­man; who cried out “Clubs!” when I might see from far some forty truncheon­ers draw to her suc­cour, which were the hope o’ the Strand, where she was quartered. They fell on; I made good my place: at length they came to the broom-staff to me; I de­fied ’em still: when sud­denly a file of boys be­hind ’em, loose shot, de­livered such a shower of pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine hon­our in, and let ’em win the work: the dev­il was amongst ’em, I think, surely.
						

						
								Port­er
								These are the youths that thun­der at a play­house, and fight for bit­ten apples; that no audi­ence, but the tribu­la­tion of Tower-hill, or the limbs of Lime­house, their dear broth­ers, are able to en­dure. I have some of ’em in Limbo Patrum, and there they are like to dance these three days; be­sides the run­ning ban­quet of two beadles that is to come.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Cham­ber­lain.
							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									Mercy o’ me, what a mul­ti­tude are here!
									

									They grow still too; from all parts they are com­ing,
									

									As if we kept a fair here! Where are these port­ers,
									

									These lazy knaves? Ye have made a fine hand, fel­lows:
									

									There’s a trim rabble let in: are all these
									

									Your faith­ful friends o’ the sub­urbs? We shall have
									

									Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies,
									

									When they pass back from the christen­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Port­er
								
								
									An’t please your hon­our,
									

									We are but men; and what so many may do,
									

									Not be­ing torn a-pieces, we have done:
									

									An army can­not rule ’em.
								

							
						

						
								Cham­ber­lain
								
								
									As I live,
									

									If the king blame me for’t, I’ll lay ye all
									

									By the heels, and sud­denly; and on your heads
									

									Clap round fines for neg­lect: ye are lazy knaves;
									

									And here ye lie bait­ing of bom­bards, when
									

									Ye should do ser­vice. Hark! the trum­pets sound;
									

									They’re come already from the christen­ing:
									

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

									To let the troop pass fairly; or I’ll find
									

									A Mar­shalsea shall hold ye play these two months.
								

							
						

						
								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 cam­let, get up o’ the rail;
									

									I’ll peck you o’er the pales else. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter trum­pets, sound­ing; then two Al­der­men, Lord May­or, Garter, Cran­mer, Duke of Nor­folk with his mar­shal’s staff, Duke of Suf­folk, two No­ble­men bear­ing great stand­ing-bowls for the christen­ing-gifts; then four No­ble­men bear­ing a can­opy, un­der which the Duch­ess of Nor­folk, god­moth­er, bear­ing the child richly habited in a mantle, etc., train borne by a Lady; then fol­lows the Mar­chion­ess Dor­set, the oth­er god­moth­er, and Ladies. The troop pass once about the stage, and Garter speaks.
							
						

						
								Garter
								Heav­en, from thy end­less good­ness, send pros­per­ous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty prin­cess of Eng­land, Eliza­beth!
						

						
								
								
								Flour­ish. Enter King and Guard.
							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Kneel­ing. And to your roy­al grace, and the good queen,
									

									My noble part­ners, and my­self, thus pray:
									

									All com­fort, joy, in this most gra­cious lady,
									

									Heav­en ever laid up to make par­ents happy,
									

									May hourly fall upon ye!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Thank you, good lord arch­bish­op:
									

									What is her name?
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								Eliza­beth.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Stand up, lord. The King kisses the child.
									

									With this kiss take my bless­ing: God pro­tect thee!
									

									In­to whose hand I give thy life.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								Amen.
						

						
								King
								
								
									My noble gos­sips, ye have been too prod­ig­al:
									

									I thank ye heart­ily; so shall this lady,
									

									When she has so much Eng­lish.
								

							
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									Let me speak, sir,
									

									For heav­en now bids me; and the words I ut­ter
									

									Let none think flat­tery, for they’ll find ’em truth.
									

									This roy­al in­fant—heav­en still move about her!—
									

									Though in her cradle, yet now prom­ises
									

									Upon this land a thou­sand thou­sand bless­ings,
									

									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 wis­dom and fair vir­tue
									

									Than this pure soul shall be: all princely graces,
									

									That mould up such a mighty piece as this is,
									

									With 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 claim their great­ness, not by blood.
									

									Nor shall this peace sleep with her: but as when
									

									The bird of won­der dies, the maid­en phoenix,
									

									Her ashes new cre­ate an­oth­er heir,
									

									As great in ad­mir­a­tion as her­self;
									

									So shall she leave her blessed­ness to one,
									

									When heav­en shall call her from this cloud of dark­ness,
									

									Who from the 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 like a vine grow to him:
									

									Wherever the bright sun of heav­en shall shine,
									

									His hon­our and the great­ness of his name
									

									Shall be, and make new na­tions: he shall flour­ish,
									

									And, like a moun­tain ce­dar, reach his branches
									

									To all the plains about him: our chil­dren’s chil­dren
									

									Shall see this, and bless heav­en.
								

							
						

						
								King
								Thou speak­est won­ders.
						

						
								Cran­mer
								
								
									She shall be, to the hap­pi­ness of Eng­land,
									

									An aged prin­cess; many days shall see her,
									

									And yet no day without a deed to crown it.
									

									Would I had known no more! but she must die,
									

									She must, the saints must have her; yet a vir­gin,
									

									A most un­spot­ted lily shall she pass
									

									To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									O lord arch­bish­op,
									

									Thou hast made me now a man! nev­er, be­fore
									

									This happy child, did I get any thing:
									

									This or­acle of com­fort has so pleased me,
									

									That when I am in heav­en I shall de­sire
									

									To see what this child does, and praise my Maker.
									

									I thank ye all. To you, my good lord may­or,
									

									And your good brethren, I am much be­hold­ing;
									

									I have re­ceived much hon­our by your pres­ence,
									

									And ye shall find me thank­ful. Lead the way, lords:
									

									Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye,
									

									She will be sick else. This day, no man think
									

									Has busi­ness at his house; for all shall stay:
									

									This little one shall make it hol­i­day. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			Epilogue

			
				
					
							
							
							
								’Tis ten to one this play can nev­er please
								

								All that are here: some come to take their ease,
								

								And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear,
								

								We have frighted with our trum­pets; so, ’tis clear,
								

								They’ll say ’tis naught: oth­ers, to hear the city
								

								Ab­used ex­tremely, and to cry “That’s witty!”
								

								Which we have not done neither: that, I fear,
								

								All the ex­pec­ted good we’re like to hear
								

								For this play at this time, is only in
								

								The mer­ci­ful con­struc­tion of good wo­men;
								

								For such a one we show’d ’em: if they smile,
								

								And say ’twill do, I know, with­in a while
								

								All the best men are ours; for ’tis ill hap,
								

								If they hold when their ladies bid ’em clap.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Colophon

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			Hen­ry VI­II

			was pub­lished in 1612 by

			William Shake­speare.

			This ebook was pro­duced for

			Stan­dard Ebooks

			by

			Em­ma Sweeney,

			and is based on a tran­scrip­tion pro­duced in 1993 by

			Jere­my Hyl­ton

			for the

			Mass­a­chu­setts In­sti­tute of Tech­nol­o­gy

			and on dig­i­tal scans from the

			HathiTrust Dig­i­tal Li­brary.

			The cov­er page is adapt­ed from

			The Courtship of Anne Bo­leyn,

			a paint­ing com­plet­ed in 1846 by

			Emanuel Got­tlieb Leutze.

			The cov­er and ti­tle pages fea­ture the

			League Spar­tan and Sorts Mill Goudy

			type­faces cre­at­ed in 2014 and 2009 by

			The League of Move­able Type.

			This edi­tion was re­leased on

			March 10, 2024, 7:19 p.m.

			and is based on

			re­vi­sion 8b2d­b43.

			The first edi­tion of this ebook was re­leased on

			Sep­tem­ber 4, 2021, 7:07 p.m.

			You can check for up­dates to this ebook, view its re­vi­sion his­to­ry, or down­load it for dif­fer­ent eread­ing sys­tems at

			stan­dard­e­books.org/ebooks/william-shake­speare/hen­ry-vi­ii.

			The vol­un­teer-driv­en Stan­dard Ebooks project re­lies on read­ers like you to sub­mit ty­pos, cor­rec­tions, and oth­er im­prove­ments. Any­one can con­trib­ute at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			Uncopyright

			
				
					May you do good and not evil.
					

					May you find for­give­ness for your­self and for­give oth­ers.
					

					May you share freely, nev­er tak­ing more than you give.
				

			

			Copy­right pages ex­ist to tell you that you can’t do some­thing. Un­like them, this Un­copy­right page ex­ists to tell you that the writ­ing and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. The Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main rep­re­sents our col­lec­tive cul­tur­al her­itage, and items in it are free for any­one in the Unit­ed States to do al­most any­thing at all with, with­out hav­ing to get per­mis­sion.

			Copy­right laws are dif­fer­ent all over the world, and the source text or art­work in this ebook may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries. If you’re not lo­cat­ed in the Unit­ed States, you must check your lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. Stan­dard Ebooks makes no rep­re­sen­ta­tions re­gard­ing the copy­right sta­tus of the source text or art­work in this ebook in any coun­try oth­er than the Unit­ed States.

			Non-au­thor­ship ac­tiv­i­ties per­formed on items that are in the pub­lic do­main—so-called “sweat of the brow” work—don’t cre­ate a new copy­right. That means that no­body can claim a new copy­right on an item that is in the pub­lic do­main for, among oth­er things, work like dig­i­ti­za­tion, markup, or ty­pog­ra­phy. Re­gard­less, the con­trib­u­tors to this ebook re­lease their con­tri­bu­tions un­der the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion, thus ded­i­cat­ing to the world­wide pub­lic do­main all of the work they’ve done on this ebook, in­clud­ing but not lim­it­ed to meta­da­ta, the ti­tlepage, im­print, colophon, this Un­copy­right, and any changes or en­hance­ments to, or markup on, the orig­i­nal text and art­work. This ded­i­ca­tion doesn’t change the copy­right sta­tus of the source text or art­work. We make this ded­i­ca­tion in the in­ter­est of en­rich­ing our glob­al cul­tur­al her­itage, to pro­mote free and li­bre cul­ture around the world, and to give back to the un­re­strict­ed cul­ture that has giv­en all of us so much.

		
	OEBPS/Images/image00144.png





OEBPS/Images/image00143.png
HENRY VIiI
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE





OEBPS/Images/cover00145.jpeg
HENRY Vil

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

L «QLW%:.‘;--: Ly

BT e

s s

i
g
&
&






