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. For thyme it is a precious thing,

and thyme brings all things to my mind.
Thyme with all its flavours along with all its joys,
oh, thyme brings all things to my mind.

. Once I had a sprig of thyme,

I thought it never would decay,
until a saucy sailor chanced upon my way.
He stole away my bonny bunch of thyme.

This sailor, he gave to me a rose,

I thought it never would decay.

He gave it to me to keep me well-minded

of the night he stole my bonny bunch of thyme.

—a@ Gitarrenstadio @—
Klaus Stezenbach www .kstez.de




