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SORN AND ITS

I*ammlandcalmmtheﬁmknof

the Ayr,
Bural beauty developing everywhere,
Seated mid J.andacap:ir 80 lovely and

Stands the beautiful village of
SORle

Every deep wooded Glen and Bonny
green Brae,
Appears richly clothed in Natures

array,
The Wild Songsters Chant and Lambs

fiisk and P.I.qy,
In the plsasant Bummd:m,g;

Thou art famous in history and ought
to be blest,

HNear thy besutiful Frecinots a
Frophet doth rest,

He was Born in thy Parrish and reared
on thy breast,

Historical Village of SCHN.

Time has wrought munny wrinkles on
+uld Scotias® fece,

Tho' in thee 1ittle changes of time
wo can trace,

For same wee theeket hooses still
modestly grace,

The Auld Fashioned Village of SORI.

25th Ju .

SURROUNDINGS

The Auld Kirks the same it is aye
stan' still,
Tho® you've noo got a neat and
magnificent schule,
A Smiddy ¥right's hop end a wee
Yioollen 1411,
Are a' ye can boast o' in S SORN.

But the auld Folks awa' noo that
I used to ken,

And their Grandsons up and noo
muickle men,

Struggling through life and
trying to fen,

And mk to get 1liv' in SORN.

For 1ife is a struggle and faucht
at the best,

and here in this worl we ne'er
will get rest,

T411 we gang up aboon an' sit
doon wi' the blest,

And leave a' ocor sorrows in SORM,

Ky Pisher,
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To The ihisters

We anjov the game and also the blether,
But 1t's not s0 nice when once makes an error,

There's lrs. Murdoch from a new house

She couldn't care for man or mouse

As long as she gets her gume at whiat

and if she was absent we sure would miss,
There's ¥rs, Gilbson from the same street

A nicer woman you couldn't meet,

Then further on down comes the three musketeers
There's sometimes you ean hardly hesr your ears,

4 4 bt nd Bessile tae,
gﬁiy*ﬁ%egﬁaagg gnd br ght and have their 65aY e

Then‘theré' ire. w%ﬁdhner who Bometimes
And says her hand a sight for sore eyes,
And then out she comes with an ace or two
ind hopes for the best lilke all af us do,

I cannot forget the Castle folk,

Mrs. Socott, Mrs, Dale they 1ike u joke,
Then sometimes when our pirits are low
You hear lrs. Ramsay say "Six hands to go."

There's lMrs, Mulr senior who is & keen player

she'd take a' yer tricks and wish there were malr,
Then Mrs, Borland might say I don't think that's f@ir
But sho'ﬁ say BE “ﬁé@k“ and uithagt B care,

s i e

Thsn there's Georgina, Mrs. ¥Wyper and Mrs. Moorheid,
Who are a' guid freens Jjust what all folk need,

And there's Mrs. Irving who lives at number three
She keeps us all cheery as cheery ecan be,

Mrs. Muir from Wheelhouse hes & good wee bit walk
But ususlly she comes for her game and & talk,
Then good company for me is Mrs. PFell,

¥y nearest neighbour ye ken her well,

we go to most things down in Sorn

Although sometimes we're really quite forlorn

To eome back up the rodd when it is late

In case there'a a bogle at that mine gate,

.....

And who I mean is Mrs. Thamaon.
Ve've been at her house a time or two
and to BEtts and her our thanks are due.

S0 now I'1l end my wee bit rhyme,

Hoping we'll all have plenty time

In future weeks as in the past

Enjoy our whist whether we're first or last,

Jean Callan,
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