A Hillside School.
On yon hill-top that frowns o’er green vales below,


All enframing the Bride’s shining flood,

In the good far-off days of five decades ago


A lonely old school bleakly stood.

Of that school though no stone now remains on the hill


(It was ruined by rivals unkind).

Ev’ry feature it figured I sacredly still


Hold in depths of dear mem’ries enshrined.

Its long rambling roof and its white-fronted wall,


‘Gainst a background of brown heather set,

With its door unadorned and its six windows small,


All undimmed through the years I see yet;

From the highlands above and the lowlands beneath


How its hardy alumni all hied

Over fence, road and field, oft on bronzed, shoeless feet


That wintriest of weathers defied.

I can see them there now, some in rude desks arrayed,


Some in circles or lines on the floor,

As they toil at their tasks with the old teacher’s aid


And the threat of the birch that he bore;

While the seniors on self-effort largely rely,


Prompted oft by that master austere,

Using algebras, euclids and texts which supply


Arithmetical problems severe.

Yes, oft after nigh sixty years past away


Do I meet on that magical spot,

Old comrades in class or fond partners in play


Or young mates in some mischief or plot

They greet me when ghost-like remembrances rise


From the graves of the golden days gone,

All sprightly and gay in the glad, happy guise


Of children unchanged, ev’ry one.

But children no longer they now are, alas!


O’er the world’s cruel ways scattered wide,

Ah, many are long lying low ‘neath the grass


Shrowding sadly some lone graveyard’s side,

And the few who survive, by long winters weighed down,


Have no beacons their paths to illume;

As the evening lights fade and the clouds darker frown


They grope feebly along through the gloom.

