The School  by the Brook.
In his humble domain he taught many a day,

And his hair was growing thin and in spots turning grey,

But ‘twas he into young minds could learning instil,

In that school by the brook winding down by Bluebill.

Not himself nor his boys did that master e’er spare,

But with cane ‘neath his arm and his eye everywhere,

It was woe to the wight who worked not with a will,

In that school by the brook winding down by Bluebill.

And though oftentimes were our hands red and sore,

Yet ill-will to that master we few of us bore,

For his kindness would cure that what his harshness would kill,

In that school by the brook winding down by Bluebill.

In the playground, divested of dark frown and cane,

He would join in our games nor our freedom restrain;

Though we argued and shouted and cheered loud and shrill,

Round that school by the brook winding down by Bluebill.

And when evening came on and the school day was done,

With high cries of delight to the Bridge we would run;

There to paddle and play and with sleek ‘callies’ * fill

Our canteens in the brook winding down by Bluebill.

At the old Blessed Well ‘neath its rugged oaks grey

We oft loitered to gambol and sometimes to pray;

And the shrine there with garlands of flowers we would fill,

From the banks of the brook winding down by Bluebill.

How we loved to play tops*  down the well-kept bohreen,

Where Jack Doocie’s thatched cottage stood whitewashed and clean,

Till we came to that lonely fir-tree near the kiln

On the banks of the brook winding down by Bluebill.

All that was, indeed, many long years ago,

A gorsoon I was then, now my hair’s like the snow;

And many’s the change, some for good, some for ill,

Has been here by that brook winding down by Bluebill.

The Bridge looks so cold, all unsheltered and bare,

For the beeches that bowered it no longer are there;

But instead a big dance hall frowns haughty and chill

On that lowly brook winding along by Bluebill.
And the old bohreen’s track is with briers overgrown,

And the cottage that was once Jack Doocie’s is gone;

And now other children flog tops by the kiln,

And play by the brook winding down by Bluebill.

And the school’s got so grand I’d scarce know it at all,

With its wheels overhead and new-porticoed hall;

But the old master’s voice is alas! long time still.

And another’s is heard in that school near Bluebill.

And  so it will be while the years shall roll on;

When down the dark valley we`re all of us gone.

There will others be found here our places to fill

And the brook will roll on, winding down by Bluebill.

Appendix  

In 1982 Patrick Barry`s son Liam planned to issue an edited version of the works that comprise this volume. In the event, only a very small number of the new edition were produced and these were circulated, only among his family. For the purpose of his edition Liam wrote some additional notes, mostly to explain the circumstances in which the original item was written, but in a few cases the notes expanded substantially on the original. Liam’s note in respect of this item is as follows:

The School  by the Brook .

1. Callies: a local name for teeny fish whose elusive ways can give great entertainment    to youngsters.

2. Tops: the spinning top is known and played in many areas.  It can be spun with a light cord, or in an emergency with a shoelace!

