Queen Elizabeth, Duchess of York, Queen Margaret

Elizabeth
Ah! my princes! Ah, my tender babes!
Hover about me with your angel wings
And hear your Mother’s lamentat

Duchess
So many miseries have crazed my voice,
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumb,
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead?

Margaret
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine
I had an Edward till a Richard kill’d him;
I had a Harry, till a Richard kill’d him;
Thou hadst an Edward till a Richard kill’d him
Thou hadst a Richard till a Richard kill’d him.

Duchess
Oh! Harry’s wife, triumph not in my woes
God witness me, I have wept for thine

Elizabeth
Oh thou well skilled in curses, stay awhile,
A teach me how to curse mine enemies!

Margaret
Forbear to sleep the nights, and fast the days,
Compare dear happiness with living woes,
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were,
And he that slew them fouler than he is,
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse.



