
Polly Van
collected by Paul ClaytonBay State Ballads - Folkways

All ye brave hunts men- who fol low- the gun, Be ware- of a shoot ing- at the
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sett ing- of the sun, For her true love went a hunt- ing- and he shot in the dark, But,
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oh, and al as,- Pol ly- Van was his mark. For she'd her
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a pron- wrapped a bout- her and he took her for a swan, But, oh, and a las,- it was
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she, Pol ly- Van.
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