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This day was view'd in open, as his queen,
Going to chapel; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation.

Wol. There was the weight that pull’d me down. O Cromwell,
The king has gone beyond me; all my glories
In that one woman I have loft for ever:
No fun fhall ever ufher forth mine honours,
Or gild again the noble troops that waited
Upon my {miles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell;
I am a poor fall'n man, unworthy now
To be thy lord and mafter. Seek the king ;
(That fun, Ipray, may never fet!) I've told him
What and how true thou art: he will advance thee
Some little memory of me will ftir him,
I know his noble nature, not to let
Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Cromwell,
Negle&t him not; make ufe now, and provide
For thine own future fafety.

Crom. O my lord,
Mutft I then leave you ? muft I needs forego
So good, {fo noble, and fo true a mafter ? —
Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron,
With what a {orrow Cromwell leaves his lord. —
Theking fhall have my fervice ; but my prayers
For ever and for ever fhall be yours.

Wol. Cromwell, 1 did not think to thed a tear
In all my miferies ; but thou haft forc’d me,
Out of thy honeft truth, to play the woman.
Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell;
And, when I am forgotten, as I {hall be,
And {leep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me muft more be heard, fay then, I taught thee;
Say, #olfey, that once trod the ways of glory,
And {ounded all the depths and fhoals of honour,
Found thee a way out of his wreck to rife in:

A fure and fafe one, though thy mafter mifs'd it.
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