KING HENRY VIIL 467
Sur. The lord increafe this bufinefs | [ afide.

King. Have I not made you
The prime man of the ftate ? I pray you, tell me,
If what I now pronounce you have found true:
And, if you may confefs it, fay withal,
If you are bound to us, or no. What fay you ?
Wol. My {overeign, I confefs, your royal graces,
Shower’d on me daily, have been more than could
My ftudied purpofes require; they went
Beyond all man’s ambition. My endeavours
Have ever come too fthort of my defires,
Yet fill'd with my abilities: mine own
Ends have been fuch that evermore they pointed
To th’ good of your moft facred perfon, and
The profit of the ftate. For your great graces
Heap’d upon me, poor undeferver, I
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks-
My prayers to heav’'n for you ; my loyalty,
Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing,
Till death, that winter, kill it.
King. Fairly anfwer’d ;
A loyal and obedient fubje& is
Therein illuftrated : the honour of it
Does pay the a& of it; o’th’contrary,
The foulnefs is the punifhment. I prefume,
That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you,
My heart dropp’d love, my pow’r rain’d honour, more
On you, than any; fo your hand, and heart,
Your brain, and every fun&ion of your power,
Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty,
‘As’twere in love’s particular, be more
To me, your friend, than any.
Wol. 1 profefs,
That for your highnefs’ good T ever labour’d
More than mine own ; that am I, have been, will be:
Though all the world fthould crack their duty to you, :
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