In Memoriam

DUNCAN FERGUSON

OUR Obituary to-day contains the name of Mr. Duncan Ferguson of Lea Park Cottage, Alexandria.  For nearly a quarter of a century our staunch and trusted friend, it is with soreness of heart that we make this announcement.  Of late in almost daily communication with him, his correspondence gave no indication of coming ill.  The last letter we had from him we received on Tuesday forenoon.  As usual, it was a beautiful specimen of penmanship, a model of conciseness, lucidity, and accuracy in respect to composition.  We replied to it the same day, little thinking that before our letter reached its destination he to whom it was addressed would be cold in death.


Mr. Ferguson was a native of the vale of Leven.  His father haveing occupied a position of trust in connection with what was then known as Lennox Bank Print Works, and now forms a part of Messrs. A. Orr Ewing & Co.'s Levenbank Works, the family became well known and highly repected in the Vale.  Trained to the business of pattern designing, the subject of our remarks had for a very lengthened period occupied the position of chief in the department of Dalmonach Works with which he was connected.  In this capacity his ability, steadiness, industry and integrity secured him the favour of his employers and the respect and eateem of the various managing partners with whom he was more immediately brought into contact.  Married about twenty-eight years ago his domestic life has been a happy one, and he has left behind him a sorrowing wife, a daughter, and four sons— the youngest, a boy, being still at school.  Brought up in connection with the Reformed Presbyterian Church, Renton, he continued in connection therewith on its becoming Levenside Free Church, and to the last.  Quiet and unobtrusive in manner, he was still very widely known in the Vale, and gave valuable assistance in the management of the Mechanics' Institution and other public institutions.  His election as a member of the first School Board of the Parish of Bonhill, in preference to candidates of greater wealth, proved how widely his sterling qualities and honesty were known and appreciated.  In the early days of volunteering he was an efficient member of the Bonhill corps: and though himself the most sedate of men, his sympathies were broad, and not alone in all movements of social improvement but also in the sports and recreations of the people he took a kindly interest.


But it was in what we may without flattery call his literary capacity that he was by us best known and most valued.  Almost at the starting of the Dumbarton Herald, in 1851, by our late brother Samuel, Mr. Ferguson became a welcome contributor to its column.  Some of his earliest effusions, of the nature of smart comments on the men and events of the time, were issued as Leven Bank Notes, and on the completion of the series he commenced to contribute under the designation L.B.N., the initials of the title of his previous efforts. The friendship thus established has never been broken, and, in later years, led to the proprietors of this paper inducing Mr. Ferguson to cease being an occasional and to become a constant and regular contributor to its columns.  Having got into the way devoting portions of his leisure hours to press work, his services were speedily in request, and he contributed also to the Glasgow and Edinburgh dailies.  He thus came to occupy a position in which it will not be easy to find for him a successor.  Not once, but frequently, he spoke to us of finding that he was getting too much fin the way of extra duties, and but, we believe, for his friendly feeling towards the local papers, it is very doubtful whether he would not long ere this have given up the work.  And now that death has come all unexpectedly and set him free, not we alone but many in the Vale and other places will not soon cease to miss his aid, or to regret the loss we have through his death sustained.  As a writer, Mr. Ferguson was possessed of many excellent qualities, and had he ever had sufficient time at his disposal to have essayed something higher and less ephemeral than contributions to the newspapers, it was quite within his power to have secured success.  Possessed of a quiet, genuine humour, a punster of the Hood stamp, and remarkably clever in the use of the Hudibrastic measure, these gifts were often exhibited in his contribution, to our columns.  But his kindly feelings and good sense always kept his "quips and cranks" and parodies free from bitterness and those he "poked his fun at" could join with others in the laugh it was sure to raise.  To write thus of our friend recalls to our memory many incidents over which we could linger, but time and space forbid.  Suffice it to say that his business and literary connection with the publishers of this paper are concerned, nothing could have been more satisfactory, and not alone by the writer of this notice, but by every one connected with the firm or on the staff of the Dumbarton Herald and Lennox Herald his merits were cordially recognised and appreciated, and by all his associates who survive him he is mourned for, not alone as a talented colleague, but also a dear friend.


We have already indicated that the end came suddenly.  On Tuesday night, Mr. Ferguson spend the evening with his family, and seemed not merely in good health but in good spirits.  Soon after retiring to bed he became restless, and about three o'clock he complained to Mrs. Ferguson of suffering from a severe pain in the head, said he feared he was going to have a "shock" of some kind, and to send for the doctor.  His fears were speedily realised, and before Dr. Cullen, the family medical adviser, arrived be had sunk into an unconscious state from which he never rallied.  From the first Dr. Cullen could hold out no hope of recovery, and about six o'clock—only three hours after the blow came—one whom we had hoped had many years of usefulness and comfort before him here had entered the unseen world.  Abstemious and temperate in an eminent degree, Mr. Ferguson on the whole enjoyed good health, but was subject to rather severe attacks of illness, not, however, so far as we are aware, of the nature to which, at the age of 55, he has succumbed.  A useful, good man has been taken away, and for many a day to come he will be missed and mourned in his native Vale.

T. BENNETT

Vale of Leven, March, 1879.

LINES ON THE OAK TREE

DESTROYED BY LIGHTNING AT STRATHLEVEN, 15TH JULY, 1852

Proud monarch of the wood!

“How art thou fallen!”

Untimely! sudden! strange!

The sun that rose this morn

Saw thee in all thy regal honours dress’d;

But, ere he had attain’d the noon of day,

He saw thy humbled pride, thy glory gone.

An unseen hand, whose fingers were of lightning,

But touch’d thee.  Where then thy boasted strength—

The, who could’st brave the strongest blast,

And stand erect, confronting every storm?

Now thou remainest, a lesson to the thoughtful:

To the thoughtless but an increase in their guilt.

I would fain see God in thee,

And in thy scattered fragments, read

Lessons of immortality.

By thee I’d be admonished ne’er to think

That tree of earth can shelter me from wrath;

But ’neath the Tree of Life— whose branches strong,

And lightning rod of Love, can shelter all—

I would me lie, and there securely rest.

L.B.N., Vale of Leven

Dumbarton Herald, July, 1852.

THE CLOCK OF THE GROCERY!

(Lighted last Season by the Football Club.)

A CLOCK there is in the Grocery,


And a finer one seldom is seen;

There are few that live in the Grocery


But know well the clock that we mean.

A school with a belfry stands beside,


And the highway lies below,

And a weather-vane on the spire above


About with the wind does go.

A traveller came to the Grocery,


At 10 p.m. he drew nigh;

For from Tarbet he had been travelling,


And no moon was in the sky.

He looked for the clock which he knew was here,


For no watch in his pocket had he,

And he wanted to know the time of night,


But no “face” there could he see.

There came a man from a neighbouring pub.,


And he got hold of the rail;

And, looking up as well as he could,


To the traveller thus he did hail:

“Pray, where is the clock that once was here?—


I’ve seen it before I know,

And I want to find out what o’clock it is,


Ere home to my wife I go.”

“The clock,” quoth the traveller, “many a time,


At night shone bright and clear,

But then it was lighted with ‘matches,’ made


By football players here.”

“Now, the ‘knights of the ball’ no matches supply,


For lighting the clock on the church,

So villagers all, out after nightfall,


Are left—for the time—in the lurch!”

ascribed to L.B.N., Vale of Leven

Dumbarton Herald,October, 1876.

LINES ON THE ALEXANDRIA “OLD OAK TREE.”

Unharmed by woodman’s axe, unscathed


By thunder’s fiery breath,

An old and solitary oak


Adorns our village path.

Like hoary-headed patriarch,


Early companions gone,

Pensively musing o’er the past,


It standeth all alone.

To sit beneath its aged boughs,


And calmly moralise;

Is fitted well, to break the spell,


Of folly, vainly wise.

For though it has an “heart of oak,”


And roots like brazen bands;

decay does o’er it, stealthily,


Creep with its withering hands.

Once, not a single barren bough,


Marring its form was seen;

Now, here and there, a branch is bare,


Death harbingers. I ween.

Emblem of earth, and earthly things,


Doomed to mutation all;

The morn beholds the flower in bloom,


The evening spreads its fall.

L.B.N., Vale of Leven, July, 1854

Dumbarton Herald, August, 1854.

THE MODERN BELLE!

“THE Girl of the Period”


’S the subject of my song,

I’ll tell you what she’s like; in short,


Her train is very long.

She paints her face and dyes her hair,


And all he thought bestows

On luxury, and dress, and fun,


And flirting with the beaux.

Her chief desire is to outvie


In fashion all her neighbours,

No matter though in debt she go—


For this chief end she labours.

Let crinoline expand until


It modesty appal,

Or trains pick up the snails and worse


Upon the ground that crawl.

It matters not to her a fig,


So being ’tis the fashion;

She for the most unsightly rig


Can soon get up a passion.

All moral muffishness she spurns,


Solicitude for others;

Rejects good counsel and rebuke—


Her father’s or her mother’s.

’Twas well in olden time,


Where parents could command

Their daughters, with authority,


Subordinate to stand;

But old slow morals such as these


Won’t suit the modern belle;

In dress she first herself must please,


Denied this—she’ll rebel.

If fashion—sensible and wise—


The gown lifts off the ground,

She must tuck hers nigh to her knee,


Just to be oddish found.

If wire and buckram should, through time,


Be modified to suit

The head, so that the neighbour’s eyes


Are safe from harm, to boot.

At once she cuts her bonnet down


To half-a-dozen straws,

A tag of lace, and bunch of beads,


Formed by coquettish laws.

If Rowland’s oil should be condemned,


And shiny greasy hair

Be thought less nice than merely crisp,


She frizzes then with care,

And makes it, savage-like, to stick


On end, from comb exempt—

Dishevelled like a maniac’s


Or negress’s unkempt.

Should dresses low and lower go,


Under the shoulder blade,

With just a small strap for a sleeve,


Thus hers must soon be made.

In fact, it matters not how wild,


Immodest, or erratic

The fashions are, each novel turn


Makes her with joy extatic.

She will not learn that modesty


Is woman’s noblest crown,

And that its breach shall surely bring


Upon her judgement down.

’Tis sad to see in these our days


The coming future wife,

Of vain vulgarity, and slang,


And senselessness so rife.

What though she crochet, dance, and sing,


And mind her toilette well,

If she a darning-needle’s use


For life of her can’t tell.

And what although all rules she know


Of modern etiquette,

If she can’t cook a chop or steak


At dinner down to set.

Far better teach her houshold work—


To sew, and wash, and dress,

That when in marriage off she goes,


There may not be a mess.

L.B.N., Vale of Leven

Dumbarton Herald, April, 1868.

Reply from LUX

THE LOCAL POET OF THE PERIOD.

Between the wooded banks the Leven strays

In course delightful.  But in other days

It would its devious way, a purer stream,

And fired the poet with a fitting theme.

Once by its banks the step of genius trod,

And sung the beauties of the verdant sod;

And, pure and limpid as it held its way,

The murmur of its voice inspired his lay.

Alas the change!  It murmurs as of yore;

Its banks are green; but it is pure no more.

Now smoke in volumes clouds the upper air,

The under-currents fœtid vapours bear,

And to the rushing waters, as they flow,

Poison and filth of every nature go.

No poets now its muddy margin pace;

But rhymers plenty occupy their place;—

Bursting with zeal for figuring in print,

They fall to work upon the slightest hint,

And scribble verses by the day or hour

That amply show the stream has lost its power,

Or that the noxious vapours there that reign

Have penetrated to the rhymer’s brain,

and being re-produced, unpleasant shows

Nor rhyme nor reason, poetry nor prose.

One of this versifying brotherhood

Fell lately into wild poetic mood;

And being evidently much in want

Of proper subject for his rhyme or rant,

He lighted on the Saturday Review,

And found a subject, but found nothing new.

A writer in that journal—so it fell—

Bewailed, at least sincerely, if not well,

What he was please to call the fallen state

Of England’s womankind degenerate.

He mourned as lost the fair young English girl,

Who once was what she’s often called, a pearl,

Pure and precious, beautiful and good,

With every grace of mind and form endued.

The modern bell he loaded with disgrace—

Condemned her dress, her manners, form and face—

And bitterly assailed the vicious tastes

That turns our precious pearls into pastes.

On this our hungry rhymer fixed his eyes,

And, no doubt thinking it a wondrous prize,

Produced, with many tokens of delight,

His pens and paper, and commenced to write.

He wrote, or rather copied, every thought;

He dressed them up in rhyme, omitted naught;

He palmed them off, as any one might guess

That one would do, himself idea-less;

Then, with a flourish of his mighty pen,

He signed his great production L.B.N.

Ye much-invoked and often-courted Nine,

Ye owe me something handsome for that line;

If ye have any wish to see preserved

The reputation you’ve so long deserved,

Send quickly down, I pray you, from your college

Some one to teach our ranting rhymers knowledge,—

Some one well skilled in all the laws of art,

And able sound instruction to impart—

Who would a heavy penalty impose

For turning into wretched verse—good prose.

To L.B.N. we humbly recommend

Ye would especially your teacher send

To show the cowardice he has displayed

In running full at a defenceless maid,

Already reeling from a heavy blow

Delt from the arm of a giant foe,

Whose used up darts our poet friend let fly

With borrowed armour and a parrot cry.

And now O Muse! if thou my prayer wouldst grant,

And send this teacher which we so much want,

I’ll pledge the ears of my Pegasus straight

He won’t for work have very long to wait,

Or ample test for his ability

In curing rhyming imbecility,

That maunders, like a child scarce left in its cradle,

Of dogs called Captain and a trough-stane ladle;

And if he cannot cure their madness quite,

He may at least persuade them not to write.

Lux, Dumbarton, May, 1868

Dumbarton Herald, June, 1868.

THE SONG OF THE STILL.

Respectfully inscribed to the moral watchmen of the Vale of Leven, where drinking doth much abound.

With head both bruised and sore,


With nose and eyelids red,

A drinker sat in a public-house


Plying his drinking trade—



Drink! drink! drink!


Of whisky getting his fill,

And aye with a voice at a jovial pitch,


He sang the “Song of the Still!”



Sip! sip! sip!

At the earliest dawn of day!



And sip! sip! sip!

Till the sun has gone away!

It’s O, to be dead drunk—


Like a bacchanalian sot—

Where man is beneath the brute,


And his soul is going to pot!



Drink! drink! drink!

Till the brain begins to reel;



Drink! drink! drink!

A fig for the commonweal!

Dram, and gillstoup, and glass,


Glass, and gillstoup, and dram,

Till over the three I get on a spree,


And vote the teetotal a sham!

O! men, with sisters dear!


O! men, with mothers and wives!

It is not money that’s squandered here,


But human creatures’ lives!



Sip! sip! sip!


Till health and wealth I’ve none,

And friends, who before oft darkened my door,


Have forsaken me—every one.

Why do I of ruin talk?


That monster of skin and bone;

I hardly fear his terrible shape,


It seems so like my own.

It seems so like my own,


Caused by the late hours I keep;

Oh! that strong drink should be so dear,


And human life so cheap!



Swill! swill! swill!


My appetite never flags;

And what are its wages?  An empty purse


And clothing running to rags;

A shattered frame, spasmodic pulse,


No rest found any where,

And a soul so blank, weeds wild and rank


Luxuriating there!



Drink! drink! drink!

At morning, noon, and night!



Drink! drink! drink!

Till the brain is muddled and quite!

Glass, and gillstoup, and dram,


Dram, and gillstoup, and glass,

Till the heart is sore, and I know no more


Whether I’m man or ass!



Drink! drink! drink!

In the cold December days,



And drink! drink! drink!

’Neath July’s burning rays—

Whie friends I know and love,


Ne’er think of such a thing,

And always sober go while I’m



Tip, Tipple, Tippling!

Oh! but to breathe the breath


Of a thoroughly sober soul,

Whose drink is the flowing stream,


And who shuns the flowing bowl!

For only one short day,


To feel as I felt before

The demon Drink with his devilish chain


His chain has bound me o’er!

Oh! but for one short day,


To be sober, however, brief!

I cannot now feel one manly thought,


I know I’m coming to grief!

Abstaining a while would ease my heart;


But with its gnawing voice

The craving cries—“or foolish wise,


No matter! I must have my choice!”

With head both bruised and sore,


With nose and eyelids red,

A drinker sat in a public-house


Plying his drinking trade—



Drink! drink! drink!

Till delirium tremnes comes,

And aye with the voice of the debauchee,

Would that its tone could a warning be,


He sang the “Song of the Still!”

L.B.N., Vale of Leven, August, 1868.

P.S.—For the benefit of the local rhyme reprover of the period, who signs himself “Lux,” it may be proper to state that the original of the above parody was written by Hood!  This may prevent him from again needlessly dipping his pen in censorious gall to rebuke a self-evident plagiarism.

L.B.N.

Lennox Herald, August, 1868.

A PSALM OF DEATH

Fill me not up brimful bumpers,


Drinking is a deathly dream,

Sending souls, in endless numbers,


Down the flood of Lethe’s stream.

Drink is ruin—death in earnest!


And the grave is not its goal;

Curst thou art, to curse returnest,


Must be spoken of the bowl.

Not enjoyment, only sorrow,


Is its destined end and way,

Since it acts that each to-morrow


Gives the appetite more sway.

Alcohol is very cheating,


Nothing can its victims save

But with muffled mouths retreating


From the common drunkard’s grave.

In the world’s great field of bottles,


The bloody bivouac of death,

Be but like dumb driven cattle—


Innocent of whisky breath!

Trust no friendship howe’er pleasant;


Let the dead-drunk bury its dead;

And act in the living present,


No drink in, and God o’erhead!

Deaths of drinkers oft remind us


We should warning take in time,

And, abstaining, heave behind us,


Gill-stoups stained with sin and crime:

Gill-stoups, that perhaps some others,


Sailing o’er temptations main,

Sad forlorn, drink-stranded brothers,


seeing, may through fright abstain.

Let us, then, be done with drinking


The social glass, which all should hate,

Still maintaining that abstaining


Is the path of safety’s gate.

L. B. N.

Dumbarton Herald, November, 1873.

THE PHARISEE AND PUBLICAN.

Two men up to the temple went,

On prayer both were fully bent,


One only was sincere.

The Pharisee, in pompous phrase,

Said, “Lord, thy holy name I praise


That I am standing here

“Before thy sight, a perfect saint,

To keep thy law’s my chief intent.


Of all that I possess

I to the church give tithes, and then

I’m to the poor the best of men,


Give, giving more or less.

“Besides, O Lord, Thou knowest well,

Far better than my tongue can tell,


How much their ways I hate,

Who cheat and lie, and curse and swear,

And in all wickedness do share,


Alas! I mourn their fate.

“I’m thankful that I’m not the same,

As many men whom I could name,


Or like this poor wretch here,

Whose virtues are to fame unknown,

Whose noble acts are never shown


Like mine, both far and near.

“Thou knowest that I’m always where

Thy people meet for social prayer,


To intercede for those

Who never on such things attend,

But thoughtlessly their lives do spend,


Of every good the foes.

“And Thou, who knowest everything

Beneath the soaring eagle’s wing,


Cannot but know that I

Was never known once to refuse

My money to convert the Jews,


Or heathen lands that lie

In darkness black as blackest coal,

Who know not that the human soul


’S a thing that may be lost,

And precious more than all the gold

In all the world, though told and told


In numbers’ highest boast.”

The Publican afar off stood

With downcast eye, in attitude


Of humble penitence;

He simply said “O Lord to me

Be merciful, a sinner,” he


Went justified from thence.

For every one who self exalts,

And fancies he is free from faults,


Shall surely be abased;

While he who humbly puts his trust

In Christ above for mercy, must


From earth to heaven be raised.

L.B.N., Vale of Leven

Dumbaton Herald, June, 1876

THE "MILL" ON THE COMMON OF DUMBARTON.

Old Goosey, just a common man,

Fought an uncommon fight

Upon the "Burgh Common " ground,

For his uncommon right.

The facts are these; so, if you please,

We'll set them down in rhyme,

That so our future burgesses

May know in after time

How, in this year of Volunteer

And prize-ring champions' "mills,"

Old Goosey, with his common fists,

Defended "common" ills.

Now Goosey and the magnates here

Did thus begin the fight,

By each unto the "common" ground

Maintaining common right.

First in the courts of Law they met,

Among,the gowns and wigs;

How each complained, how each upon

The other ran his rigs.

But after hearing both the sides—

As always is the way—

The learned Sheriff's judgment did

Old Goosey's claims gainsay.

So home he went, and vengeance vowed

'Gainst all the lawyer race,

And swore that he would yet call in

Judge Lynch to try the case.

Now, there is in this ancient town

A "Corporation Pet,"

Who of all "common" work has charge;

And he and Goosey met

From day to day on "common" ground,

As neighbours leal and true

And always their salute was,

Well, Pet (Goosey), how d'ye do?

But after Lex, in name of Rex,

Had cooked the "common" goose,

The little Pet no peace did get,

But lots of foul abuse.

One day old Goosey, with his shears,

To trim his hedges tried,

Then throw his cuttings o'er and o'er

The Common far and wide.

So when the Pet did walk around

His fences, traps, and trees,

To see all right, he soon a sight

Of Goosey's mischief sees.

"Hallo, now, old boy!  What, what, what!

This work is rather queer;

Confound you.  Who gave you the right

To strew hedge cuttings here?"

Old Goosey stared indignantly

(The scene was very rich),

Threw down his shears, stripp'd to the shirt,

And swore that in the ditch

He'd take him by the heels and dip

His head, as sure's a gun.

If he but spake another word,

The thing would soon be done.

The pet he was a plucky man,

Tho' of a stature small ;

Besides, he was of Highland clan,

And they are fighters all.

So he to Goosey firmly said

"That sha'n't be done by you;"

Then in a twinkling both struck off,

And both the "claret" drew.

Another round upon the ground

Placed Goosey at a sprawl;

And when he rose, upon his nose

The pet did plant a maul

Which sent him right into the ditch

Slap bang, heels over head;

And there he lay, upon that day,

As if he had been dead.

Meanwhile the Pet was cheered and cheered

By some who saw the fight,

And who at Goosey's overthrow

Were dancing with delight.

A ploughman near, who gave a cheer

A little out of place,

Was afterwards faced right about,

And marched off into space.

But 'twas a sorry sight to see

How Goosey sneaked away,

Despoiled of all his "common" rights

By Justice Lynch that day.

And everybody praised the Pet,

Who gained this mighty "mill,"

Which clipt the wings of arrogance,

And cured a "common" ill.

So let us sing "Long live the King!"

"The Pet, long live may he!"

And when he fights for "common" rights,

May he the winner be!

VERSES By DUNCAN FERGUSON

The Match of the Vale Brigade!

Hampden Park, December 3oth, 1876.

(Dumbarton Herald, 4th January, 1877,)

HAVE a kick, have a kick,

Have a kick onwards,

All into Queen's Park ground,


Rushed the Vale forwards.

"Forward the Leven team!

Charge for goal," they scream:

Down falls the fortress !—while


Cheered many a hundred.

"Forward the Vale Brigade!"

Was there a man dismayed?

Not though the players knew


That Queen's men ne'er blundered.

Theirs but to make a try,

Theirs not to reason why;

Theirs but to have a shy

Through the goal which had defied


Shots many a hundred.

Great guns to right of them,

Great guns to left of them,

Great guns in front of them,


Charged, dribbled, and ran-hard;

Stormed at with shot and kick,

Boldly they played till slick

In through the jaws of goal

Twice went the ball—the role


St. Mungo dumfoundered.

Flashed the red stockings there,

Flashed as they spun through air,

Beating the stunners there,

Conquering the champions—while


All the West wondered.

Stormed at with shots so well,

The Hampden Park heroes fell,

Thrashed by the valiant Vale—


Left cupless and sundered.

Praise to the Vale be given,

Which nobly to win has striven,

Henceforth its—first eleven,


'Mongst heroes are numbered!

The Football Victory of The Vale!

(Dumbarton Herald, 19th April, 1877,)

T'was a Friday evening,


Old Mungo's work was done,

And he to Hampden Park repaired


To have some football "fun."

And with him on that famous green,

Ten thousand of his sons were seen.

He saw the captain of his team


Take up the leather round,

Which he, through having lost "the toss,"


Kicked first along the ground;

The stalwart youth was cheered all round—

The ball went off with such a bound.

Old Mungo saw his "Rangers" boys,


Run, kick, pass, at goal shy,

And then the old fool shook his head,


And with a jubilant sigh—

"These country fellows shall," said he,

"This evening score no victory."

"My plucky Rangers," Mungo cried,


"Shall put the Vale to rout,

And ere we leave the field to-night


Their victory we'll shout—

For all my sons do swear," quoth he,

"'Twill be a home team victory."

With hoots and groans the crowd around


The Vale men did deride,

And many a curse from Mungo's mouth


Was thrown—the ropes inside.

But things like these—in town—must be,

When Leven scores a victory.

They say it was a saddening sight


After the cup was won,

For thousands then of Mungo's men


Were speechless every one,

But things like this—in town—we see,

When Leven gains the victory.

On the Loss of the Football Cup!

Hampden Park, March 30th, 1878.

(Dumbarton Herald, April 4th, 1878.)

TOLL for the teams,

The teams that are no more,

All beaten by the boys

From Leven's winding shore.

St. Mungo's crack Clubs three

With courage of the best,

Fought hard the Cup to keep

In city of the West.

The Vale besieged the goals,

And, one by one, they fell,

Down went the Rangers—it

That, erst-while, stood so well.

Toll for the teams,

The brave Queen's Park is gone,

Three "final ties" it fought,

Three "final ties" it won.

Not that it is aught weaker,

Than in the days of yore,

But other teams are stronger,

And abler now to score.

Toast the "Senior team,"

Still dreaded by its foes,

And mingle with the cup

The tear that Football owes.

Its timbers yet are sound,

And it may score again,

Full charged with Football thunder

The lost Cup to regain.

Toll for the teams,

The "Red Coats," too, are done,

Their "final" fight is fought

And lost—no goal to ONE!

