Van Diemen’s Land.
or

[pORIAN] , The Gallant Poaf:hers. pusszx]

Allegro e ben marcato.

SS se= T

L
H-1

..... all you gal.lant poach . ers,that ram_ble free from care, That

s +
3 | S ) |

T

—Il [ N N r N I 1 ¥ ]
) . L SIS . O AUNEN O NSNS SR S l_-/——l—h‘-
11 1

-+ ) | -+

walk out of a moon-light mght with your dog, your gun and snare; Where the
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1.
Come, all you gallant poachers, that ramble free from care,
That walk out of a moonlight night, with your dog, your gun, and snare;
Where the {{gg?} hare and pheasant you have at your command,
Not thinking that your last career is on Van Diemens Land.

3.
There was poor Tom Brown from Nottingham, Jack Williams, and poor Joe,
Were three as daring poachers as the country well does know;
At night they were trapannéd by the keepers hid in sand,
And for fourteen years transported were unto Van Diemen’s Land.

s.
Oh! when we sailed from England we landed at the bay,
We had rotten straw for bedding, we dared not to say nay.
Our cots were fenced with fire, (we slumber when we can,)
To drive away the wolves and tigers upon Van Diemen’s Land.

4.
Oh! when that we were landed upon that fatal shore,
The planters they came flocking round, full twenty score or more;
They ranked us up like horses, and sold us out of hand,
They yoked us to the plough, my boys, to plough Van Diemen’s Land.

s.
There was one girl from England, Susan Summers was her name,
For fourteen years transported was, we all well knew the same;
Our planter bought her freedom, and he married her out of hand,
Good usage then she gave to us, upon Van Diemenk Land.

e.
Oh! oft when I am slumbering, I have a pleasant dream:
With my sweet girl I am sitting, down by some purling stream,
Through England I am roaming, with her at my command,
Then waken, brokenhearted, upon Van Diemen’s Land.

%
God bless our wives and families, likewise that happy shore,
That isle of sweet contentment which we shall see no more.
As for our wretched females, see them we seldom can,
There are twenty to one woman upon Van Diemens Land.

8.
Come all you gallant poachers, give ear unto my song,
It is a bit of good advice, although it is not long:
Lay by your dog and snare; to you I do speak plain,
If you knew the hardships we endure you ne’er would poach again.

[Sung by Mr H. Burstom, 1893)
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