THE BUNCH OF THYME

Cone all you mai dens young and fair,
Al you that are bloomng in your prine
And al ways beware to keep your garden fair,
Let no man steal away your thymne!

For thyme it is a precious thing
And thyne brings all things to ny mnd
Thyme wth all its flavours, along with all its joys,
Thyrme brings all things to ny m nd.

Once | had a bunch of thyne
| thought it never woul d decay
Then cane a lusty sailor, who chanced to pass ny way,
And stol e ny bunch of thyne away.

Cone all ye, etc.
The sailor gave to ne a rose
A rose that never woul d decay
He gave it to nme to keep ne rem nded
O when he stole ny thynme away.

Cone all ye, etc.



