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I appeal to God’s good grace, please do not
force me to take this bloodied crown! Jewels that have
bedecked the necks of five earlier queens, who
suffered banishment or death, who were dragged to their graves,
whose heads were sliced with one sharp swing of the
executioner’s axe, or died to give the King an heir,
have no place adorning me. Here I doth sit in widow’s weeds
no time to grieve for the husband who in shallow grave lies,
The King, marking time for decent mourning to be done
until that royal band upon my finger slips, orders our marriage
as he would a swan at banquet, its pure white beauty to end 
scarlet billowed, neck slashed and torn, much like  his wives. Oh
what fate befalls me? What pain must I endure when the King suffereth 
me no more?

Perchance, I could take the poison crown and 
make it mine own?
Push the Princess Elizabeth nearer the throne
as her own dear Lutheran mother would have wished -
Dearest Anne, I feel your sisterly kiss, your religion as mine
Edward is but a sickly child, and Aragon’s daughter
to be overcome, her blind papacy never to control
our Chistendom. And the King’s wound that oozes
blood and ulcerated pus upon his leg may surely limit
his life ahead?
As Queen my power is only secondary to the King, what
plans I have to write a book, to call England’s citizens to prayer in
every house, in every nook, and read Lutheran prayers from their Queen, this
surely is no impossible dream –

I am resolute, let the crown be mine, yet I must escape the Tower
and never anger his divine majesty, but permit the man to rule as head -
or lose my own.
A punishing price to take the throne.


