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With me, fince firft you knew me. But, I pray you,
What is your pleafure with me?

Cuap. Noble lady,

Firft, mine own fervice to your grace; the next,
The king’s requeft that I would vifit you ;

Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me
Sends you his princely commendations,

And heartily entreats you take good comfort.

Cath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too lates
“Tis like a: pardon after execution :

That gentle phyfick giv'n in time had cur’d me;
But now I'm paft all comforts here but prayers.
How does his highnefs ?

Cap. Madam, in good health.

Cath. So may he ever do! and ever flourifh,

When I fhall dwell with worms, and my.poor name be
Banifb’d the kingdom I'— Patience, is that letter
I caus’d you write, yet fent away-?

Pat. No, madam.

Cath. Sir, I muft humbly pray.you to deliver
"This to my lord the king. '

Cap. Moft willingly, madam.

Cath. In which I have-commended to his goodnefs:
The model ofsour. chafte:loves,. his young-daughter :
‘The dews of heavin fall thick in bleffings on her |
Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding ;

(She’s young, and:of a noble modeft nature,
I-hope, fhe will deferve well) and a little

To love her for her mother’s fake, that lov’d him
Heav'n knows how dearlyl ' my next poor-petition
Is, that his noble grace would have fome pitys
Upon my wretched: women, . that foilong:-

Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfuily:.

Of which there is not one; I-dare avow;

(And now I fhould not lie) but well deferves,

For virtue, and true beauty of the foul,

For



