                                               
MATILDA, THE QUEEN
                                                       Prologue
     
Enter an elderly woman



MATILDA:  In my snowy years, I find the need



To tell the story of my rise and fall.



Empress was I, and also Queen


Ere fifteen years had passed within


                          My life.  But still the throne I sought 

                          Was mine by right, and yet denied to me



By treachery, deceit and ill-timed Fate.


For in Fate’s hands, we mortals have no say, 

But yet must bow, accept, and weep, alone.


Still time weighs heavily upon my head,


And I must say what needs be said, and quick.



So turn the glass of time, a gentle whirl,



Back to when I was just a little girl. 
                                                     *****
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