KING HENRY VIIL

Wol. All goodnefs
Is poifon to thy ftomach.
Sur. Yes, that goodnefs
Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one;
Into your own hands, card’nal, by extortion :
‘The goodnefs of your intercepted packets
You writ to th’ pope, againft the king: your goodnefs,
Since you provoke me, thall be moft notorious. —
My lord of NVorfolk, as you're truly noble,
As you refpeét the common good, the ftate
Of our defpis’d nobility, our iflues,
Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen,
Produce the grand fum of his fins, the articles
Collected from his life. — I'll ftartle you
Worfe than the facring bell, when the brown wench
Lay kifling in your arms, lord cardinal.
Wol. How much, methinks, I could defpife this man,
But that I'm bound in charity againft it :
HNor. Thofe articles, my lord, are in th’ king’s hand :
But, thus much, they are foul ones.
Wol. So much fairer
And fpotlefs thall mine innocence arife,
When the king knows my truth.
Sur. This cannot fave you:
I thank my memory, I yet remember
Some of thefe articles ; and out they fhall.
Now, if you can, blufh, and cry guilty, cardinal,
You’ll thow a little honefty.
Wol. Speak on, fir;
I dare your worft obje@ions: if I blufh,
It is to {ee a nobleman want manners. 4
Sur. I'd rather want thofe than my head. Have at you.
Firft, that, without the king’s affent or knowledge
You wrought to be a legate; by which power
You maim’d the jurifdi&tion of all bifhops.
Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or elfe
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