I WONNER WHAUR THEY’LL
A’ BE NOO?

It’s jist a group o’ laddies, taen

Langsyne when we were at the schule;

Tho’ parting wi’t, there’s nane may ken

Hoo sair ‘twad be again my will.

For there auld cronies, maist forgot,

Are brocht sae life-like tae my view;

But as I scan the happy lot

I wonner where they’ll a’ be noo!

There’s some I ha’ena seen for years;

There’s some I’ll never see again;

There’s some of wham my hopes an’ fears,

Wad mak’ imagination fain,

To say ha’e prosper’d, or ha’e fail’d,

If still in life they warsle thro’;

Whase fates may never be unveil’d – 

I wonner where they’ll a’ be noo!

What recollections crood my brain,
O' bygane incidents an' ploys,
At sicht o' ilka face again,
I kent sae weel when we were boys.
An', 'mang the lave, I'm unco glad

To recognise there nae a few
O' the dearest cronies e'er I had: - 

I wonner whaur they'll a' be noo!
There's Andrew, honest chid, whase like
I thocht was ne'er at a' the schule;
There's truant Tam, the rovin’ tyke,
An' Jim - wha often play’d the fule
To please his mates -- wi' Will an' Pate, 
Wha were my playmates lang, I troo; Rampagin' Jock, an' Sandly blate – 

I wonner whaur they’ll a' be noo!
I've heard folk say they wish'd they were,
Wee callants at the sehule again; 
The wish was never mine, I'm sure, - 

Yet, oh! I wad be unco fain
To see thae mates o' days gane by – 

That faithfu'-hearted, jovial crew;
But I can only muse an' sigh – 

I wonner whaur they’ll a’ be noo!

They're scatter’d wide, baith near an' far, 
A' sunder'd till oor latest day;
For wha they are, or what they are,

I daurna guess, an' nane can say

But when this changefu’ life is dune – 

Gin what the pastors say be true – 

We'll aiblins meet in lands abune,
Whaurever we may a' be noo!

