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Thelrish Dragoons

The Irish Dragoons

It fell about a Martimas time when the sun was on borders
There came atroop of soldiers here to take up their winter quarters

Wi my right fala de deedle addleilly dal
Wi my right falal de deedle addlie

Asthey were walking up and down alittle below the border
‘Twas there they met awee-fared maid and she was a farmer's daughter

It's money from you that we must have, money we must have all o
Money from me you cannot get for |I've got none at all o

It's money from you that we must have, money or than your life o
Money from me ye cannot get for I'm but a poor man'swife o

Money from me ye cannot get for I'm a poor man'swife o
And my family they livein a cottage near by and they live avery sober life o

They made her swear a solemn oath Wi' the saut tear in her €e o
That she would come to their quarters before she winket an €e o

As she was walking up and down and thinking on her voo o
Thinking how she'd beguile young men and prove amaiden true o

She's gone to a barber's shop to a barber's shop she went o
And she's caused them cut her yellow locks alittle above her €eo

Then she went to atailor's shop, to atailor's shop went she 0
She dressed herself in men's clothing and a very pretty boy was she o

Now she's mounted on a high high horse, on a high high horse rode she o
A pair of pistols by her side and a gallant boy was she o

She rode up and she rode down and she rode through the town o
And she rode to the quarter's gate to keep her tryst wi' them o

When she came to the quarter's gate sae loud as she did call o
Room o room for gentlemen and we must have quartersall o

Quarters here ye canna get for there is nae room o
There comes amaid to oor chambers, an' she'll be here very soon o
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Quarters here ye canna get, we are quartered here weresel o
And there comes amaid to our chambers and she comes at the evening call o

She'stalen the garters fae her legs and garlands to her hair o
And she'stied them roung the porter's gate for atoken she had been there o

She rode up and she rode down until the evening call o
Said You're right good fellows o' your purse, but ye choose not amaid at al o

Out then spoke the Colonel bold, an angry man was he o
Said if | had you where ye once was amaid ye shidnagane free o

Yere like a steed my father had was tethered on the loan o
He hung his head abone the grass but he dursnalay it on o

Y ere like acock my father had, he wore a double comb o
He clapped his wings but never crew and you are much the same o
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