Richard III (Duke of Gloucester)

Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?
Was ever woman in this humour won?
I’ll have her, but I’ll not keep her long
Ha!
Has she forgot already that brave prince,
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three month since,
stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury?
And will she debase her eyes on me,
That cropped the golden prime of this sweet prince,
and made her widow to a woeful bed?
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marvellous proper man.
Shine out fair sun, till I have bought a glass,
That I may see my shadow as I pass



A Horse, A horse !my kingdom for a horse!
I think there be six Richmonds in the field;
Five have I slain to-day instead of him,
A horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse!



