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So deep fulpicion, where all faith was meant.
We come not by the way of accufation,
To taint that honour every good tongue bleffes ;
Nor to betray you any way to forrow ;
You have too much, good lady : but to know
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference
Between the king and you; and to deliver,
Like free and honeft men, our juft opinions
And comforts to your caufe.

Cam. Moft honour’d madam,
My lord of York, out of his noble nature,
Zeal, and obedience he ftill bore your grace,
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenfure
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far)
Offers, as I do, in a fign of peace
His fervice and his counfel —

KQueen. To betray me.
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills,
Ye {peak like honeft men, pray god, ye prove {o!
But how to make ye {uddenly an anfwer
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine honour,
(More near my life, I fear) with my weak wit,
And to fuch men of gravity and learning,
In truth, I know not. I was fet at work
Among my maids; full little; god knows, looking
Either for fuch men, or {uch bufinefs.
For her fake that I have been, (tor T feel
The laft fit of my greatnefs) good your graces,
Let me have time and counfel for my caufe : -
Alas, T am a woman, friendlefs, hopelefs.

#ol. Madam, you wrong the king’s love with thofe fears ;
Your hopes and friends are infinite,

ween. In England,

But little for my profit: can you think, lords,
That any Eng/i/b man dare give me counfel ?
Or be a known friend ‘gainft his highnels’ pleafure,
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