4.58 KTN G HENRY VIE

Though he be grown fo de{’prate to be honeft,
And live a fubje& ? nay, forfooth, my frlends
They, that muft weigh out my aiflictions,
They, that my truft muft grow to, live not here;
They are, as all my comforts are, far hence
In mine own country, lords.
Cam. 1 would your grace
Would leave your griefs, and take my counfel.
Lueen. How, fir ?
Cam. Put your main caufe into the king’s prote&ion ;
He’s loving and moft gracious: ’twill be much
Both for your honour better, and your caufe;
For, if the trial of the law o’ertake ye,
You'll part away difgrac’d.
Wol. He tells you rightly.
Queen. Ye tell me what ye wilh for both, my ruin :
Is this your chriftian counfel ? out upen ye’
Heav’n is above all yet ; there fits a judge,
That no king can corrupt.
Cam. Your rage miftakes us. /
Queen. The more fhame for ye ; holy men I thought ye,
Upon my foul, two rev’rend cardinal virtues;
But cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye:
Mend ’em for thame, my lords. Is this your comfort ?
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ?
A woman loft among ye, laugh’d at, {corn’d ?
I will not with ye half my miferies,
I have more charity. But fay, I warn’d ye;
Take heed, take heed for heav’n’s fake, left at once
The burden of my {orrows fall upon ye.
Wol. Madam, this is a mere diftra&ion ;
You turn the good we offer into envy.
Queen, Ye turn me into nothing : wo upon ye,
And all {fuch falfe profeflors! Would you have me
(If you have any juftice, any pity,
If ye be any thing, but churchmen’s habits)
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