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“Sir, I desire you do me right and justice,
And to bestow your pity on me; for
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger,
Born out of your dominions; having here
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance
Of equal friendship and proceeding.  Alas, sir,
In what have I offended you?  What cause
Hath my behvaiour given to your displeasure,
That thus you should proceed to put me off,
And take your good grace from me?  Heaven witness,
I have been to you a true and humble wife,
At all times to your will comfortable;
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike,
Yea, subject to your countenance – glad or sorry,
Blood and destruction shall be so in use,
And dreadful objects so familiar,
That mothers shall but smile when they behold
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war;
All pity choked with custom of fell deeds:
And Cæser’s spirit ranging for revenge,
With Até by his side, come hot from hell,
Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice,
Cry “Havoc!” and let slip the dogs of war;
With carrion men, groaning for burial”


