15th October 1528
Forsooth I have had it with Rome!  How dare they refuse to give me, ME, the King of England the permission to have a divorce!  Anger boils inside my body like lava in a volcano.  It is taking all the power in me not to smite Wolsey and his fellow cardinals, who could not persuade the Pope to grant me a divorce from Catherine.
Power is all that wench seeks; after all it is the only reason she married me.  23 years of marriage and what do I have to show for it?  Nothing!  No heir to the throne, no happiness in my life and no security for the Tudor name.  Four years ago, Physicians said Catherine will never have children again so I have no choice but to marry someone else.  Furthermore, my marriage to Catherine was a lie from the very beginning.  God himself - in the Holy Bible - said that if a man takes his brother’s wife they will be childless.  Therefore, if God himself does not recognise my marriage to Catherine then it is my duty to request a divorce and the Pope must grant it!  Even the servants have said, “That Cafrine ain’t the queen we want to ‘av!”  Finally, my heart longs to be with another lady, who is more beautiful than I can describe.
Anne Boleyn (daughter of the Earl of Wiltshire) caught my eye when she became Catherine’s Lady-in Waiting.  For six years we have written letters to each other so I know this love is real.  There is nothing more I could wish for in a lady, she is feisty, musical and when she dances she is an angel floating on heavenly clouds.  The French court speak of her beauty, wit and intelligence.  After her father sent her to France, she was betrothed to Lord Henry Percy.  But that was never going to last since I was not going to allow another man to have my Anne!  When we do get married, a flotilla will lead my beloved Anne along the Thames to The Tower of London.  From there we will travel to Westminster Abbey where she will be coronated in the sight of God.  Methinks our future will be bright; Anne is the maiden who will give me an heir.
[bookmark: _GoBack]In order to seal our future, I have decided that this great nation does not need to be part of the Catholic Church.  No longer will I ask the Pope for a divorce as I have made a decision, which will strengthen this country of ours.  I will start my own church and will call it the Church of England.  My conscience is clear.  The monarch of England will be head of the church and to those who insist on following the Pope I shall say “Off with their heads!”
Henry VIII
