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The Bloody Miller
or The Oxford Tragedy

‘Twas there I espied a fair young maid,
She cast a winning eye;

I told her I would marry her
If she’d with me comply.

I courted her about six months
I mean to let you know,

‘Twas folly brought me to this snare
Which has proved my over-throw.

Her mother came to me one day
As you may understand;

Begging of me to appoint a day
And marry her out of hand.

Being perplexed on every side
No comfort could I find,

And for to take her life away
My wicked heart inclined.

It being one month before Christmas,
Oh, cursed be that day;

The devil put it in my head
To take her life away.

I went unto her sister’s house
About eight o’clock at night,

And she, poor thing, but little knew
I owed her any spite.
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I says, “Come take a walk with me.
Out door a little way;

Where you and I can both agree
And fix our wedding day.”

Then, hand in hand, I led her down
Unto a silent place,

There I drew a stake from out the fence
And struck her in the face.

Then down upon her bended knees
And for mercy loud did cry;

“For Heaven’s sake don’t kill me here
For I’m not fit to die!”

I paid no heed to what she said
But struck her all the more,

Till I had taken her life away
Which I could ne’er restore.

Then I took her by the curly locks
Dragged her through wood and glen,

Until I came to the river side
And there I threw her in;

As I watched her body floating
Down by the river side

Instead of being a lifeless corpse
I wished she was my bride.

Then straightway to my mill I went
Like someone in a maze;

The first I saw was my ‘prentice boy
Who deeply on me gazed.

The question that he asked of me
Was “What’s that upon your clothes?”

The answer that I made to him
Was “A bleeding at the nose.”

Then I asked for a candle
The same was brought to me;

And when the candle I had lit
An awful sight did see;

Then straightway to my bed I went
Some comfort for to find,

But it seemed as though the plagues of Hell
Had lodged within my mind.

Next day the body was searched for
But it could not be found;

And I was in my chamber seized
And in strong chains was bound.

Her sister swore against me
And said she had no doubt,

That I had taken her life away
For I last led her out.

Then, two or three days after,
Her body it was found;

A-floating down by her sister’s house
Which was near to Watertown.

So now the time is hastening on
And death is drawing nigh;

And, by my own confession,
I am condemned to die.


