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Cham. Excufe me; :

The king hath fent me other-where: befides

You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him

Health <o your lordfhips ! [ Exit Lord Chamberinin,
Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain.

The Scene draws, and difcovers the King fitting and reading
penfrvely.

Suf. How fad he looks! fure, he is much affliGed.

King. Who is there? ha?

WVor. Pray god, he be not angry.

King. Who's there, Ifay? how dare you thruft yourfelves
Into my private meditations ?
Who am I? ha?

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences

Malice ne’er meant : our breach of duty, this way,
Is bufinefs of eftate ; in which we come

To know your royal pleafure.
King. Ye are too bold :

Go to; I'll make you know your times of bufinefs:
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha?

Enter Wolley, and Campeius zhe Pope’s Legare, with a
Commiffion.

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ? — O my 7olfey,
The quiet of my wounded confcience ;

Thou art a cure fit for the king. — You’re welcome,
Moft learned rev’rend fir, into our kingdom ;

Ufe us, and it: — my good lord, have great care
I be not found a talker.

Wol. Siry you cannot :
I would your grace would give us but an hour
Of private conf’rence.
King. We are bufy; go. [#0 Norfolk and Suffolk.
WNVor. This prieft has no pride in him ?
Suf. Not to {peak of ;

I would




