ADAM GORNMAN
[ CHI LD #178]
C D

"TWAS ' ROUND ABOUT THE MARTI N- MASS,
Am Bm

VHEN NORTH W NDS FROZE THE LAKE,
G- Am D - Am

SAI D ADAM GORMAN TO HI' S MEN,
D - Am G

"WE MUST SOVE CASTLE TAKE!"

"“AND VWHAT BRAVE CASTLE SHALL WE TAKE,
MY MERRY MEN AND ME?

WE WLL GO STRAIT TO TOWN E HOUSE,
AND SEE THAT FAI R LADEE."

THE LADY FROM HER CASTLE WALL
LOOKED O ER BOTH DALE AND DOWN,
WHEN SHE BEHELD A TROOP OF MEN,
FAST RI DI NG THROUGH THE TOWN.

"O SEE YOU NOT, MY MERRY MEN ALL,
SEE YOU NOT WHAT | SEE?

METHI NKS | SEE A TROOP OF MEN,

| WONDER WHO THEY BE?"

SHE THOUGHT I T WAS HER LOVI NG LORD,
WHO HOVEWARD RI DI NG CAME.

| T WAS THE TRAI TOR, ADAM

WHO FEARED NOT SI'N NOR SHAME.

SHE HAD NO SOONER DECKED HERSELF
I N SI LKEN SCARF AND GOWN,

THAN ADAM GORMAN, AND HI'S MEN,
HAD CLOSE BESET THE TOWN.

THE LADY WENT TO HER TOW R SO HI GH,
FOR SHE WAS | N DEEP DI SMVAY;
TO SEE | F BY FAIR SPEECH SHE COULD
THE TRAI TOR' S PURPOSE STAY.

BUT WHEN HE SAW THE LADY SAFE,
THE GATES AND W NDOWS FAST,
HE FELL | NTO A DEADLY RAGE
AND STORMED AT HER AGHAST;



C D
"COVE DOWN TO ME, THOU LADY GAY,

Am Bm
COVE DOANN, COME DOWN TO WME;
G - Am D - Am
THI'S NI GHT THOU SHALL BE I N MY ARNS,
D - Am G

TOMORROW MY BRI DE SHALT BE."

“1'LL NOT COME DOWN, THOU FALSE GORMAN
" LL NOT COME DOWN TO THEE;

" LL NOT FORSAKE MY OWN DEAR LORD,

THO HE IS FAR FROM ME. "

"Gl VE UP THY HOUSE, THOU LADY FAI R,
G VE UP THY HOUSE TO ME!

OR | SHALL BURN THYSELF THEREI N,

W TH THY DEAR BABI ES THREE. " -

“1'"LL NOT G VE UP, THOU FALSE GORMAN.
THY THREATENI NGS | DENY.

| F THOU DOST BURN MY BABES AND ME,
THEN, THOU MY LORD, SHALL DI E."

"BUT REACH AND G VE ME MY PI STOL,
AND CHARGE W TH SPEED MY GUN,

FOR | MJST PI ERCE THAT SAVAGE DOG
OR WE SHALL BE UNDONE. "

SHE FROM THE BATTLEMENTS TOOK Al M

AS TRUE AS SHE COULD SEE;

TWO BULLETS M SSED THE TRAI TOR' S HEART,
ONE ONLY GRAZED HI' S KNEE.

"NOW FI RE THE HOUSE, " CRI ED FALSE GORMAN
ENRAGED W TH VENGEFUL | RE;

FALSE LADY THOU SHALT RUE THI S DEED,
WHEN SHRI EKI NG IN THE FI RE. "

"WOE UNTO THEE, WOE UNTO THEE,

| PAI D THEE WELL THY FEE;

WHY THEN PULL OUT THE GROUND WALL STONE
THAT LETS I N SMOKE TO ME?"

"THAT THOU DI DS' T PAY MY FEE AND HI RE,
FULL WELL, | CAN T DENY;

YET NOWI'M ADAM GORMAN' S MAN; | MUST OBEY OR DIE. "



C D
O THEN DI D SPEAK HER LI TTLE SON,

Am Bm
UPON HI' S NURSE' S KNEE,
G - Am D - Am
"O MOTHER, DEAR, Gl VE UP THI S HOUSE,
D - Am G

THE SMOKE | T SMOTHERS ME. "

"1 WOULD G VE ALL MYy GOLD, MY CHI LD,
AND LI KEW SE ALL MY FEE

FOR ONE BLAST OF THE WESTERN W ND,
TO BLOW THE SMOKE FROM THEE"

O THEN BESPOKE HER DAUGHTER DEAR,
SO SLENDER, FAI R, AND SMALL,

"O ROLL ME IN A PAIR OF SHEETS
AND THROW ME O ER THE WALL."

THEY ROLLED HER I N A PAI R OF SHEETS
AND THREW HER O ER THE WALL,

BUT ON THE PO NT OF GORMAN' S SPEAR
SHE GOT A DEADLY FALL.

O LOVELY, LOVELY WAS HER MOUTH:

HER CHEEKS WERE LI KE THE ROSE

AND CLEAR, CLEAR WAS HER YELLOW HAI R,
WHEREON THE RED BLOOD FLOWS.

THEN WTH H S SPEAR HE TURNED HER O ER
O HOW HER FACE WAS WAN!

“1 M GHT HAVE SPARED THAT LOVELY FACE
TO BE SOME MAN' S DELI GHT. "

"PREPARE, PREPARE, MY MERRY MEN ALL,
| LL TI DI NGS I DO GUESS:

| CANNOT SEE THAT LOVELY FACE

SO PALE UPON THE GRASS. "

"WHO LOOKS FOR GRI EF, MY MASTER, DEAR,
GRI EF STILL WLL FOLLOW THEM :

SHALL I'T BE SAI D THAT GORMAN BOLD

WAS DAUNTED BY THI S DAME?"

BUT WHEN THE LADY SAW THE FI RE COME FLAM NG O ER HER HEAD,
SHE WEPT, AND KI SSED HER CHI LDREN DEAR;
"MY BABES W LL SOON BE DEAD. " -



C D
THEN GORMAN DI D H S BUGLE BLOW

Am Bm
AND SAI D, " AVAY, AWAY!
G - Am D - Am
SINCE TOWE HOUSE IS ALL | N FLANES,
D - Am GS

WE MUST NO LONGER STAY. "

AND THEN LOOKED UP HER OWN DEAR LORD,
AS HE CAME O ER THE LEA;

HE SAWH S CASTLE I N A BLAZE

AS FAR AS HE COULD SEE.

THEN SORELY DID H'S M ND M SGAVE,
AND HI' S HEART WAS FULL OF WOE:
"PUT ON, PUT ON, My TRUSTY MEN
AS FAST AS YOU CAN GO "

"FOR LI FE AND DEATH, MY TRUSTY MEN,
PUT ON, PUT ON, AMAIN !

FOR HE THAT DOTH THE HI NDMOST LAG
SHALL NE' ER MY FAVOR GAI N. "

THEN SOME DI D RI DE, AND SOVE DI D RUN
NO SW FTER FLEW THE W ND;

FOR EACH CRI ED, "WOE UPON THE HEAD
OF H M WHO LAGS BEHI ND. " -

BUT E' ER THE FOREMOST COULD COVE UP,
THE FLAMES HAD SPREAD SO W DE,

THE TENDER BABES WERE BURNT ALI VE.
THEI R MOTHER W TH THEM DI ED.

HER LORD DI D WLDLY RENT H' S HAIR
AND VEPT I N WOEFUL MOOD :

"AH, TRAITORS, FOR THI S CRUEL DEED
YOU SHALL WEEP TEARS OF BLOOD. " -

FULL FAST FALSE GORMAN HE PURSU D

W TH MANY A BI TTER TEAR,

AND IN H' S CONMRDLY OMN HEART' S BLOOD
REVENGED HI S LADY DEAR.
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