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Boleyn’s Titian-Haired Daughter.
If my mother could speak beyond the grave
Of decapitation,
Would she be proud of the Tudor rose
Who now leads our nation?

England’s maids and peasants all seem
To be in love with me; their Virgin Queen,
But how hard it is to shun amour
From every perspective prince and knight,
Who may love the throne a little too much?
And that scarlet seat becomes their quest,
Rather than loving exclusively -
[bookmark: _GoBack]I, Elizabeth.

 They shout in the streets
‘All hail Good Queen Bess’
As I progress
Throughout my realm -
To the loyal city where the Black Pear Trees grow
Where spirit orbs adorn each hedgerow
And I plight my troth
Under a steeple
Wedded eternally to dear England’s people.

A sovereign maid for evermore
A crinoline warrior for sure
My destiny, a state of nirvana
Elizabeth R, their Gloriana.
