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து 
என்‌. 

INTRODUCTION, 

Tue subject of the வர. Drama had long 

ae to me peculiarly adapted to the p ப்ட்‌ 

of Poetry. Hae, some time ago, imagined a 

sketch, in a great degree பின்‌ to that which ட்‌ 

have now filled up. The course of professional — 

Study, which led me to the early Annals of our 

Church, recalled it to my remembrance, and, as it 

were, forced it on my attention. In the outline of 

the Plot, and the development of the ee டத 

expecially that of Anne Boleyn, I have endeavoured 

to preserve historical sath: where History is 

silent, லிட்‌ given fice scope to poetic licence, 

and introduced a character entirely imaginary, 

9



கீ டீ INRRODUCTION. 

128 ere 

In endeavouring to embody that awful spirit of 

fanaticism—the more awful, because strictly con- 

்‌ scientious—which was arrayed against our early 

Reformers, I hope to be considered as we 

of those times alone. The representation of the 

‘ poe inwhie ன்ட்‌ hardens into intolerance, 

intolerance into cruelty and an infringement ‘om 

the grey eternal pri iples of m ora 1 ரம never 

be an unpr ப்பில்‌ The Annals of all 

  

_ Nations, in which "Refoumietion was begun or 

completed ; those of the League in France, of the 

ஆ மஸ Countries and Spain, as well as of England, 

ee | bear me oul, in the picture which I have 

drawn: but I ஜு no hesitation in asserting that 

even in those times the wise and good among the 

~ Roman Catholics ட்ட as வ. as’ our- 

selves, the sanguinary and unprincipled means by 

which the Power of the Papacy was maintained.



INTRODUCTION. Vit 

<a 

I should observe, that I have, I trust. with no 

“ee nnpardonable ல. anticipated the perfect 

organization of that Society, from which, as Ro- 

bertson has with justice stated, ‘‘ mankind hae 

derived more advantages, and received greater in- 

juries, than from any other of the religious வ்‌ 

nities.”’ Though its Founder had already made 

many proselytes, the’ டம்‌ was not formally 

incorporated till about five years cnet the death 

of Anne Boleyn. 

It may appear almost. superfluous to add, that 

the manner in which the Poem is written, as well 

as the religious nature of the interest, must for 

ever preclude it from public representation. 

“ஆல்‌ 2௮ 

 



 



 





  

* © CHARACTERS. 

  

Kine Henry PUL. னு a 

ArcuBisHop CRANMER. 

Stupumn Garvrner, Bishop of Winchester. ° 
Lorp Rocurorp, Brother of Queen Anne. 

Duke of Norrork. ்‌ 

Str Henry Norreys, 5 
SiR Prawcts Wasron, 

; Sir. Witiram Broreron, 5 

பிரா ரந மா Arnesron, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Aneeto Cararra, a follower of Ignatius Loy ryola. 
Marx Sunaton, 

Attendants on Queen Anne. — 

2s 

Quen ANNE. 

Counrnss of Rocurorp. 3 
 Counress of Witrsuire, Mother gr Queen Mae * 
Macpatene Smeaton. 
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2 ial இடு 
4 ANNE BOLEYN. 

சு 

்‌ SCENE. 

A small Garden near Westminster. 

ManteSunaron, . ன்‌ ரப SMEATON, © * 
ச 5 

௫ MAGDALENE. 

Ou welcome, welcome —though I scarcely hoped 

‘That he who long hath dwelt in foreign climes, 

And now comes wearing the proud garb of Courts, 

Would waste the precious treasure of a thought. ர்‌ 

On poor forgotten sister Magdalene. 

க ய MARK. | 

Still the same humble tender Magdalene, ஞ்‌ 

Who deems, that none can rate her modest worth 

More high than her retiring self. - Sweet sister, 

T would not wound thy heaven-devoted ears 

With the unwonted sounds of worldly flattery se 

But in far distant climes, ’mid strangers’ faces, 

ee



0 ௫ ANNE BOLEYN. 

That night was ப வா I dream’d of tet 

Our native garden here, our little world ப 

Of common joys and sorrows. 

MAGDALENE. ள்‌ 

Dearest ட 

"The heart deems truth whate’er it wishes t true. 

And wilt thou now and thell teal hither to me; 

When thou ’rt not call’d for at the Court? wilt bring 

Thy music, such as in the royal Chapel 

Thou rt wont to sing? Rude though ட ear,:it loves 

Thy music, brother. y 

ழ்‌ ப oe wien. 

்‌ க்‌ Dearest, yes, Ill bring ௪ 

All these, and hymns forbidden there; there’s one . 

Was taught me by a simple fisher boy, 

That sail’d the azure tide of that bright bay 

That laves the walls of Naples: as he sung— 

What time the midnight waves were starr’d with barks, 

Each with its single glowworm lamp, that tipt 

The waters round with rippling lines of light—



ன்‌ ௪ 

ANNE BOLEYN. ils 

You would have thought “Heaven’s queen had strew’d 

around 

Silence, like that among the stars, when pause 

The Angels in been oadovation. 

MAGDALENE, © 

Speak on, speak on !—Were it a stranger’s voice 
4 

That thus discoursed, I could lose days in listening ; 

  But thine 

MARK. 

Oh! Magdaléne, thou know’st not here 

In our chill, damp, and heavy atmosphere, ்‌ 

The Bower, might, magic, mystery of sweet sounds ! : 

Oh! on some rock to sit, the twilight winds ன்‌ 

Breathing all odour by—at intervals 

To hear the hymnings of some virgin choir, 

With pauses musical as music’s self, 

Come swelling up from deep and unseen distance : 

Or under some vast dome, like Heaven’s blue cope, 

All fall and living with the liquid deluge 

Of harmony, till pillars, walls, and aisles,



ரஷா. ௫ Tee 

க்‌ 
ர்‌ 

® 

8 ‘ ANNE BOLEYN. 

The altar paintings and cold images, r 

Catch life and motion, and the weight of feeling 

Lies like a load upon the breathless bosom ! 

But speaking thus, hours will seem minutes, sister, 

And ்‌ உண்க   

இ i » MAGDALENE. 

ள்‌ Thou would’st say farewell. Yet ere, we part 

I long to speak one word—I dare not say 

Of coltfisel—but the love, whose only study 

‘ Ts one heart’s book, gains deeper knowledge, Mark, 

Of its dark leaves, thah schools can teach, or ne 

ப Learn from his fellow men.» “it 
te. த டட ந 

ஆ et “MARK. 

இ 2 ag . ஸ்‌ 
am % Sage monitress ! 

MAGDALENE. 

~ Ob! Mark, Menken one cradle were we laid, 

Our souls were born together, bred ப. 

Tn all thy thoughts, emotions, my fond love 
௬. 

Anticipated thine own consciousness ;» * 
be ie ந்‌ 
» I felt them, ere thyself knew thine own feelings : 

ச 

ந்‌
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% * 
j ANNE BOLEYN. 9 

And never yet impetuous wish was born *, ம்‌. 

In that warm heart, but till fulfilment crown’d ௩...” 
ச a ஆ. 

Thou wert its slave—its bounden, fetter’d slave. 

Oh! watch thyself, mistrust, fear   

gn ee A 

ச்‌ ப * நில ட 

MAGDALENE. 

© Why all things — 

In that loose Court, they say, each hard observance, ட 

“Fast, penance, all the rites of holy Chureh, ee 

Are scoff’ as ; the dainty limbs are all too proud 

11 வச்‌ the chastening Syl Sin is still 

~ Contagious: like herself are those that wait ட 

On that heretical and wicked Queen. 2 

MARK. 

The wicked Queen !—oh ! sister, dearest sister, 

For the first time I’d see thy pure cheek burn 

With penitent tears; go kneel, and ask Heaven’s pardoi. 

Scourge thy misjudging 1 wicked Queen ! 

Heaven’s living miracle of all its graces! 

ஸ
்
ப



pe ’ ஸ்‌ ம்‌ சட்டக்‌ 

10. ANNE BOLEYN. — 

There ரள. a breathing’ being i in see presence 

But watches the'least motion. of a look, 

Th’ unutter zu Ancnieion of டட 

And lives upon the hope of doing service, 

That done, i is like the Joy blest Angels feel 

In minist’ring to prayers of holiest Saints. 

Authority she wears as ’twere her birthright ; 

And en our rooted knees would grow to earth 

In adoration, reassuring gaiety 

Makes the soul smile at its own fears. 

ள்‌ MAGDALENE. 

ge. : ழ்‌ ர But, Mark 

Believes she as the Chureh Believes? 

3 es ட்‌ 

2 I know not 

* What she believes—I see but what she does. 

Loose Court, and shameless Queen !—her ட்‌ 

Ts of the wretched, destitute, forlorn: 

_ The usher to that Court is Beggary, 

x 
And Want the chamberlain ; her flatterers, those 

; டி 

ie



அ ie me 3 ௨ அர 

ee. 8 : : 
* * + டி 

ர பராம © BP ஸ்‌ 

ப ம்‌ . ஹி த 

Whose eloquence is full and bursting vat ‘ ்‌ 

Her parasites, wan troops of starving me. 7 

Round the full furnish’d board—pale dowerless nai 

Nuns, like thyself, cast forth from their chaste | 

To meet the bitter usage of the world ; *. 

While holiest men are ever in her presence: ~ 

Nor can hee lavish charity exhaust 

The treasures of her goodness. ” . / * *. 

MAGDALENE. 

Oh! Mark, Mark— 
te 

* * 

My only j ey on earth —that, if my soul 

Fer dear ‘d of Heaven, wert evermore a part, 

5 Dies 
    

TW intelligible Dat 

Thou art not warp'd by pride of new opinion? 

y ட Marx. 

Is’t new t’ adore the mingled consummation ர ஆ 

Of beauty, gentleness, and goodness ? 

. 
ச்‌ 

MAGDALENE. 

Cease ! 

For this, for hearing this, I must do penance—



    ந ட 

a ae ee 3 ae ப அத. மேடு கடவ 1௧௪. பஹு 
இசட்‌. ப அதத்‌ 
வ weep, ie PRY mele Acie *, 

thi holy Father comes, whose keen eye reads 

os soul; I’ve felt him pluck the thought ்‌ ஷு 

்‌ ்‌ mae speak from ர்‌. dark sanctuary ர்‌ 

சி le ps heart, ae i down betore mine eyes - ர 

a: Till my soul shuddered at its own corr hg 

He sees US not—stand back— twere ill t’ intrude * 

்‌ ரஷக saintly privacy, whose soul த 

வ ட்‌ is prostrate at Our Lady’s ect, 

In Sir behalf, his poor unworthy flock. ழ்‌ 

 நூலிரி வீர்ர்த 1186) மா lady Abbess “says, 

Is spent in Heaven, while ட pale body here 

Pines in the absence of its noblen guest. 

wv. த ' 
க்‌ How, Pa ்‌ ்‌ + 

ச்‌ ஆத்‌ “MAGDALENE. — 

bie oe த Peace, peace} seal lips and ears. 

ie Behe [ They retire. 

ஸ்‌ ற்‌ 

F ட ச்‌ i 

‘ * ம்‌ 

்‌ ட ்‌ ழ்‌ டத்‌ 

ர த 4 பரத ்‌ 
்‌ பட்டு . ட்‌ Ne



நண ரா 
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On the proud worshippers, whose secret hearts gs 

2 he ஜி ஷ்‌ 

thy ஸி டு 

ஸா x gas 

a 

ட்‌ 
; ae 

* = ப 

ட ந ர i ae ae 

2 ANNE BOLEYN. tg he 

. 

இ * 

ee 
‘ 

%. 

ca oe: 

$ ANGELO CARarra. # et 

ee 

oh ்‌ 
ANGELO CARAFFA. 

They cross’d me, and I needs must follow—to th’ Abbey ; 

T’ insult their fathers’ graves ; to mock the Saints 

_ ‘That from the high empirpled windows glare *» 

Disdain their intercession; scarcealamp - ம்‌ 

Burnt on the prayerless shrines, and here and there 

Some wan sad yotress, in Our Lady’s chapel, 

0 in vain ae full எ told 

Her bane and shrunk from her: own வா்‌ voice. 

‘But when I saw ட்‌ Arch-heretic Lar Med : 

In the cope and pall of mitred Canterbury, — thes ள்‌ ச 

Lift the dread Host eat Thisbelieving hands, ழ்‌ 

And heard another’s voice profane read out, , 

In their own dissonant and barbarous tongue, 

~The living word of God, the choking wrath 

Convulsed my throat, and hurrying forth IT sought ௫




