
THE AULD SCHULE BELL

Slow daundrin’ on the village green,

O’ mony a childish ploy the scene,

There comes owre me a spell,

As after mony a langsome year,

That sound again fa’s on my ear, ​

The clink o’ th’ auld schule bell.
At soond o’ that auld crackit bell,

The times I've run I couldna tell,

For mony they are, I'm shure;

Exceptin’ when we had the play,

Five days a week, fowre times a day,

For guid eicht years an’ mair.

At tig or horny, race or play,

At gowff or fitba’, bools or fray,

Whaure’er we chanced to be,

Whene’er that clink fell on the ear,

We aff jist like so mony deer,

Tho’ maist reluctantly!

An’ to the careless truant chiel’,

Wha couldna say his lessons weel,

It sounded like a knell!

Fu’ aft that was the case wi’ me,

Fu’ aft the tear stuid in my e’e,

At clink o’ the auld schule bell.

For, wow! the schule I ne’er did like,

As I was aye a rovin’ tyke,

An' aften wished fu’ sair,

That frae the schule I micht be free;

The years ha'e fled, an’ noo, ye see,

My wish has come, an’ mair.

It's aye the same “squeek-clink, squeek-clink”!

My fancy roams until I think

I see ilk dear auld mate.
Their chubby faces, canty looks,

An’ by a’ e side a bag o’ books,

By tither side their slate.

I see the lassies, too, sae free

And artless in their youthfu’ glee,

In fancy trip afore me;

I see them dance the “jingo-ring”,

Or by the wa’ I hear them sing,

Mitheerie and mithorie!"

But, hark! I hear the bell rings in;

Noo hush’d is a’ the scholars’ din

That lately fill'd the air.

A queer sensation thrills my heart,
Nae mair I'll play the scholar's part,
For me 'twill ring nae mair!

