Queen Margaret

Margaret
I can no longer hold me patient
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out
In sharing that which you have pill’d from me
Which of you trembles not that looks on me?
If not, that, I being queen, bowed like subjects,
Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels?
O gentle villain, do not turn away!

Richard
Wert thou not banished on pain of death?

Margaret
What were you snarling before I came,
Ready to catch each other by the throat,
And turn you all your hatred now on me?
Edward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales
Die in his youth by like untimely violence!
Thy a queen,
Long mayst live to wail thy children’s loss;
And see another, as I see thee now,
Decke’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine.
Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen!
Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by,
And so was thou Lord Hastings, when my son
Was stabb’d with bloody daggers; God, I pray him,
That none of you may live your natural age,
But by some unlooked accident cut off!

