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Prythee, call Gardiner to me, my new {ecretary,

I find him a fit fellow.

Enter Gardiner.

#ol. Give me your hand: much joy and favour to you;
You are the king’s now.
Gard. But to be commanded
For ever by your grace, whofe hand has rais’d me.
King. Come hither Gardiner. [walks and whifpers,
Cam. My lord of York, was not one do&or Pace
In this man’s place before him ?
Wol. Yes, he was.
Cam., Was he not held a learned man ?
Wol. Yes, lurely.
Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion {pread then
Ev'n of yourfelf, lord cardinal.
Wol. How! of me?
Cam. They will not flick to fay, you envy’d him;
And, fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous,
Kept him a foreign man ftill: which fo griev’d him
That he ran mdd and dy’d.
Wol. Heav’'n’s peace be with him !
That’s chriftian care enough: for living murmurers,
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool ;
For he would needs be virtuous: that good fellow,
If T command him, follows my appointment
I will have none fo near elfe. Learn this, brother,
We live not to be grip’d by meaner perfons.
King. Deliver this with modefty to th’ queen. [ Exit Gardiner.
The moft convenient place that I can think of,
For {uch receipt of learning, is Black-Fryars :
There ye fhall meet about this weighty bufinefs. —
My W olfey, {ee it furnifh’d. — O my lord,
Would it not grieve an able man to leave
So {weet a bedfellow ? but, confcience, confcience —
O, ’tis a tender place, and I muft leave her. [ Exeunt.
: SCENE



