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1. Don't go out late through the heather and the ling  

For it's there burd Margaret lies slain;  

By the rocks in the moss where the wild thrushes sing,  

Till the end of all time she'll remain;  

And out of her grew the bonny white rose,  

Alike her, so pure and so fair;—  

We wondered how so fair a flower  

Could bloom and flourish there.  

2. The white rose did bloom all this winter and the spring  

Through the tempest and storming snow and showers,  



And whene'er a passer did break him a bloom  

Rightaway sprung a new haunting flower;  

From the ends of the Earth they came to admire  

The white rose, so pure and so fair  

And wondered how so fair a flower  

Could bloom and flourish there.  

3. Percival rode through the broom on a day  

He broke him off the white rose  

It turned to blood and it wilted away  

And the blood all over his clothes.—  

They hanged him from the Sycamore tree  

By the ' Snake and Pickaxe ' inn  

For the murdering of sweet Margaret  

Among the broom and the ling. 

 

“A song from Abram Cooper of West Kent; Collected by John Brune, August, 1962.” 


