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Anne Boleyn

I was held in an austere cold room


once a part of
my palace



now my prison

If I was able to see 
out of a window


I would see the Tower Green
soon to be the place of my execution

Thomas stood near

the last person 

with whom I spoke

It was grim 
of course 

I had my tantrums and tears
I wore a red taffeta petticoat 


an overcoat of ermine
With gaiety I said
my neck is long and elegant 


indeed quite thin
for this French swordsman 


he had a swift and easy time of it

Thomas assured me 

he is the best
there will be no pain
The pain 
right then was in my mind


Though on the block
I would not say
I was severely wronged 


to meet the needs
of state
the church
politics 

or my sire’s desires 
Elizabeth survived my two lost sons 


She became queen
Memories of Henry’s love
and letters from our past


remain in my sore heart 

I held him apart
for seven years 

in order to be queen
My deformed little extra finger 


betrayed me as a witch





(stanza break)
My final speech 

beseeched the people 


to pray for a long reign 

for a just and loving king


and to my Lord

forgiveness for me 
My huge dark eyes
flirtatious ways

betrayed a past 
a hated queen


that no one really came to know
