460 KING HENRY VIIL

That once was miftrefs of the field, and flourifh’d,
I'll hang my head, and perith.
Wol. If your grace
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeft,
You'd feel more comfort. Why fhould we, good lady,
Upon what caufe, wrong you ? alas, our places,
"The way of our profeflion is againft it :
We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow ’em. -
For goodnefs’fake, confider what you do,
How you may hurt yourfelf, nay, utterly
Grow from the king’s acquaintance, by this carriage,
The hearts of princes kifs obedience,
So much they love it: but to ftubborn {pirits,
They {well, and grow as terrible as ftorms.
I know, you have a gentle, noble temper,
A {oul as even as a calm; pray, think us,
Thofe we profefs, peacemakers, friends, and fervants.
Cam. Madam, you’ll find it fo: you wrong your virtues
With thefe weak women’s fears. A noble {pirit,
As yours was put into you, ever cafts
Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The king loves you ;
Beware, you lofe’t not: for us (if you pleafe
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready
To ufe our utmoft ftudies in your fervice.
Rueen. Do what you will, my lords; and, pray, forgive me,
If I have us’d myfelf unmannerly :
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit
‘T'o make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons,
Pray, do my fervice to his majefty :
He has my heart yet; and fhall have my prayers
While I fhall have my life. Come, rev’rend fathers,
Beftow your counfels on me: the now begs,
That little thought, when fhe fet footing here,
She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear. [ Exennt.
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