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Gave it you the king ?
Crom. To his own hand, in’s bedchamber.,
Wol. Look’d he o’th’infide of the paper ?
Crom. Prefently
He did unfeal them: and the firft he view’d,
He did it with a ferious mind ; a heed
Was in his countenance: and you he bad
Attend him here this morning.
ol. Is he ready
To come abroad ?

Crom. 1 think, by this he is.

Wol. Leave me a while, = [ Exit Cromwell,
It fhall be to the dutchefs of Alenfon, [afide.

The French king’s fifter; he fhall marry her, —
Anne Bullen ! — no ; T'll no Anne Bullens for him : —
‘There’s more in it than a fair vifage. — Bullen | —
No, we’ll no Bullens. — Speedily 1 wifh
To hear from Rome. — The matchionefs of Pembroke |
NVor. He’s difcontented.
Suf. May be, he hears the king
Does whet his anger to him.
Sur. Sharp enough,
Lord, for thy juftice!
Wol. [afide.] The late queen’s gentlewoman! a knight’s
daughter | ‘
To be her miftrefs’ miftrefs! the queen’s gueen | =
This candle burns net clear: *tis I muft fnuff ie;
Then out it goes. — What though I know her virtuous
And well deferving? yet I know her for
A {pleeny lutheran, and not wholefome to
Our caufe. — That fhe thould lie i’th’ bofom of
Our hard-rul’d king | — Again, there is {prung up
An heretick, an arch one, Crammer; one, '
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king,
And is his oracle.
Nor. He’s vex’d at {fomething.
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