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She had a secret bower at Woodstock, and the way to this bower was through a 

maze, so that no one could come to her who did not know the secret. The 

Queen used to notice that the King went off mysteriously, but she never could 

find out where, for though she followed him, he always suddenly disappeared. 

‘One day, however, when she was trying to find out who this friend of Henry’s 

was, she saw “fair Rosamund ” sitting in her garden, and working, as she sat, at 

some tapestry. Directly Rosamund saw the Queen, she fled away as fast as she 

could, but in the hurry she let a ball of the silk with which she had been working 

fall to the ground. As she ran, the silk unrolled, and the Queen followed the 

silken thread as it became unwound, all through the twisting sand turnings of the 

maze until she came at last to Rosamund’s secret bower, and here is the rest of 

the story in an old ballad. The Queen comes up to Rosamund, and thus 

‘speaks :-— . 

“Cast off, from thee, those robes,” she said, 

“That riche and costly bee ; 

And drink thou up this deadlye draught 
Which I have brought to thee.” 

Then presently upon her knees 
Sweet Rosamund did falle ; 

And pardon of the Queen she craved 
For her offences all. 

“Take pitty on my youthfull yeares,” 
Faire Rosamund did crye, 

“ And let me not with poison stronge 
Enforcéd be to dye.” 

(She meant de, but the spelling is awful, just like Bob’s.) 

‘“*T will renounce my sinfull life 
And in some cloyster bide ; 

Or else be banished if you please 
To range the world soe wide.” 

And with these words, her little handes 
She wrung full often there ; 

And downe along her lovely face 

Did trickle manye a teare. 

But nothing could this furious Queene 

Therewith appeased bee ; 
The cup of deadlye poyson stronge, 

As she knelt on her knee,


