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And fix’d on {piritual obje&s, he thould ftill

Dwell in his mufings; but, I am afraid,
His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth
His {erious confidering.
[ be takes his featy whifpers Lovell, who goes to Wolfey,
Wol. Heav’n forgive me! —
Ever god blefs your highnefs |
King. Good my lord,
You are full of heav’nly ftuff, and bear the inventory
Of your beft graces in your mind ; the which
You were now running o’er you have {carce time
To fteal from fpiritual leifure a brief {pan
To keep your earthly audit: fure, in that
I deem you an ill hufband ; and am glad
To have you therein my companion.
Wol. Sir,
For holy offices I have a time
A time to think upon the part of bufinefs
I bear i’th’ftate; and nature does require
Her times of prefervation, which, perforce,
I her frail fon, amongft my brethren mortal,
Muft give my tendance to.
King. You have f{aid well.
Wol. And ever may your highnefs yoke together,
As I will lend you caufe, my doing well
With my well faying !
King. "Tis well faid again ;
And’tis a kind of good deed, to fay well:
And yet words ate no deeds. My father lov’d you :
He faid, he did; and with his deed did crown
His word upon you. Since I had my office,
I've kept you next my heart; have not alone
Employ’d you where high profits might come home,
But par’d my prefent havings, to beftow
My bounties upon you.
Wol. What fthould this mean ? [a%fa’e.
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