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“O Tommy...”



Tommy my thousand treasures 
 

1   O Tommy, my thousand treasures 

     though it grieve you sore to part 

     don’t give any maid the pleasure to know 

     she broke your heart. 

     With goldlaced hat and feather, 

     and silken coat of pride, 

     you’ll get a neighbour’s daughter 

     at your call to be your bride. 

 

2   Oh! Bridget Regan is the thief 

     though of her I had no fears, 

     that promised me her daughter o! 

     when I was young in years. 

     With her I spent my fortune, 

     and even to my brogues. 

     But Teig’s son won her from me, 

     sure the women e’er were rogues. 

 

3   Upon my oath and word now, 

     sure’s as I am sitting on this stool, 

     to the wiles of fair young women, 

     no more I’ll play the fool. 

     If I can’t find a lodging, 

     I must wander through the night, 

     for life or death’s the same to me, 

     since I lost my treasure bright. 

 
 englischer Text zu “A Thaimín a mhíle stórín“ 
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