LADY ANNE

Anne
Foul devil, for Gods sake, hence, and trouble us not
For thou hast made the happy erth thy hell
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity
for ‘tis thy presence that exhales this blood
Earth, gape open wide and eat him quick,
As thou doest swallow up this good kings blood
Which his hell-govern’d arm has butchered!

Richard
Lady, you know no rules of charity,
Which renderes good for bad, blessing for curses.

Anne
Villain, thou knowest no law of god nor man:
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity

Richard
But I know none and therefore am no beast

Anne
Oh! wonderful when devils tell the truth!

Richard
More wonderful when angels are so angry.
Vouchsafe divine perfection of a woman,
of these supposed-evils give me leave,
By circumstance , but to aquit myself.
Fairer then tonguecan name thee, let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.
I did not kill your husband

Anne
Why then he is alive

Richard
Nay he is dead, and slain by Edwards hand

Anne
Didst thou not kill this king?

Richard
I grant ye

Anne
God grant me,
thou mayest be damned for that wicked deed!
O, he was gentle, mild and virtuous!


Richard
the fitter for the king of heaven, that hath him

Anne
He is in heaven where thou shalt never come.

Richard
Let him thank me, that help to send him hither
For he was fitter for that place than earth

Anne
And thou unfit for any place but hell-govern

Richard
Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it

Anne
A dungeon

Richard
Your bed-chamber.

