Some insight into the Vale and its circumstances in the early nineteenth century is afforded by the works of William Harriston.  William Harriston was born in Glasgow around 1780.  As a child he was schooled and was an avid reader but his father became ill and in the reduced family circumstances, aged nine, he was apprenticed to a weaver who grudged even the day off to attend his father’s funeral.  At fourteen, he became a journeyman and moved to Strathblane where he met and married his wife Margaret M‘Gregor.  About this time war was declared on France.  Most likely he joined the Dumbarton Fencibles raised by Lord Stonefield in 1794 in response to, and with them served a total of eight years in Ireland, being gone, in the first instance for six years with no home leave!  After the peace of Amiens in 1802, the Dumbarton Fencibles were disbanded and he was able to resume his work as a weaver.  But the reductions in trade with the Continent during Napoleon’s campaigns and blockade of the Netherlands and the resultant slump in wages in the weaving trade around 1808 forced him to seek employment as a fisherman on the Leven.  From a brief autobiographical sketch in a book of poems “The City Mirror” published in 1824 we learn:

The muslins burn’d—the loom I then forsook,


For wife and children needful food to get,

I toil’d a fisher, not with bait and hook,


But through nocturnal watches with the net;

The giant storms could never make me fret,


While we entrap’t the ‘Monarch of the tide.’

Through winter’s blasts with garments dripping wet,


For seven successive seasons, to the side

Of Leven, it was my task, the wily net to guide.

Ofttimes to cheer my midnight labours, I


Would court the Muse, who came at my desire;

Her visits at the oars made time flee by,


Quite unperceiv’d, and made the cold retire.

Who relishes the music of the lyre,


And loves to trace the wand’ring stars of Heaven,

Though bent with toil, must Nature still admire,


Amid the scenes that grace the banks of Leven,

Where charms of earth and sky are so richly given.

And all must recollect, ‘tis classic ground—


For while the Leven’s transparent current flows,

‘Twill be remember’d, there our Smollet found


The Muse propitious; and to soothe his woes,

In life’s decline a grateful theme he chose,


His joys on Leven’s banks in early days,

Ere he began to publish verse and prose,


With vain attempt his fortune thus to raise;

Though disappointed oft, he won immortal bays.

How great the changes are of forescore years!


On banks where Smollet heard the Shepherds’ song,

Full many a band of Printers now appears,


Instead of Milkmaids, Bleachers in a throng;

Engravers, Drawers, Cutters, are among


Their crowds, and Dyers with their hands as blue

As heather bells—the winding banks along


Are often clad with cloth of every hue,

In variegation strange as veering Fancy drew—

Amid the scenes produc’d by modern Trade


I sung the changes of revolving Time,

And songs on all surrounding objects made;


And clearly noted in my simple rhyme

The features of Benlomond’s height sublime,


The tow’ring Prince of Mountains in the west,

That seems a native of Norwegian clime


In Spring, when ice and snow his brows invest,

While on his shoulders broad the clouds right often rest.

The fishing on the Leven was a lucrative business.  Harriston was one of the fishermen who netted salmon at Dalvait.

Harriston was encouraged to publish his poems which he did in 1816.  A second edition came out the following year.  Many of the poems deal with the Vale.  His best work from this period is “The Source of Leven.”  

THE SOURCE OF LEVEN.

IF thou, yon lofty steep wouldst climb,

The landscape charmingly sublime,

Lays open to the astonish’d eye,

Vast heights that seem to prop the sky,

Benlomond, king of mountains, crown’d

With ether, subject hills around,

Lowly bow their humbler heads;

While from his feet, Lochlomond spreads

Amidst her waters, clust’ring isles,

Where pleasing, simple Nature smiles,

In native russet garb array’d;

Where starting from the leafy shade,

The deer skip o’er the moss-grown rocks;

Soon disappear the bounding flocks.

See promontories, bays, and capes,

Broad gulfs, and isles, in varied shapes,

Some closely to the land ally’d,

Some sever’d by a channel wide,

Proudly, distinct, appear to be

Like dame Britannia, mid’ the sea;

While frequent sails before the wind,

Th’ advent’rous destination find.

Amidst th’ umbrageous verdure green,

That crowns each fair terraqueous scene;

Along the water’s cheerful verge,

Bright halls and cottages emerge;

Cultur’d haughs refresh the sight,

And the flowery lea delight,

Yellow broom, and meadow green,

Groves, and pastoral knowes, between.

Now, southward as we turn our eyes,

A rich, a shining valley lies,

Thro’ whose bright fields, Lochlomond pours

The Leven, from her ample stores,

A constant tribute to the main,

To be return’d in show’rs again.

Thus, the world of waters shows

Mutual benefit that flows,

When aid reciprocal is given,

As wills the unerring law of Heav’n,

’Twixt the benevolently great,

And those who toil in humbler state.

The waving trees on yonder banks,

Regular form embattled ranks,

Proudly the northern blast defy,

O’ertop’d by Balloch Castle, high;

Which rais’d on grandeur’s lib’ral scale

In fair perspective crowns the vale:

Here, a BUCHANAN’S noble taste

Has won an Eden from the waste;

The Muse’s. friend, with ready skill

Has deck’d the gently-sloping hill

With stately walks, aspiring groves,

Which meditating fancy loves;

’Midst flowery paths, and fragrant air,

The mind throws off the yoke of care;

No longer by the harpy teaz’d,

In spite of all mishaps is pleas’d;

The hospitable hall receives

The cheerful guests, while each believes

Himself at home; the open heart

Can such unthinking joy impart.

By yon flow’r-chequer’d meadow gay

The stream obstructs the traveller’s way;

But, see the swiftly skimming boat

Lightly o’er the surface float;

Zephyr mild the water curls,

Gentle waves bedrop’d with pearls.

See, how the little fishes play,

Rejoicing in the summer’s ray,

Active, leap and seize the fly,

Fluttering brisk, the surface nigh;

Free, as the sons of pleasure sport,

Thoughtless trip in folly’s court,

Fast by ruin’s fearful brink,

Till down the precipice they sink.

O’erlooking high these rural bowers,

See, Tillyhewn’s majestic towers

Arise in architecture’s pride, 

To grace the verdant mountain’s side.

Philanthropy, the owner’s mind,

Exalts, benev’lence ever kind

Bids happiness around him grow,

While all his public virtues know.

The orchards lofty taste display,

Amid the smiling gardens gay.

The Spring’s attendant graces here,

When Winter’s rage deforms the year,

A constant residence have made,

Within the snugly-shelter’d shade.

A livelier verdure wears the plain

In Summer, fields of hopeful grain

Wave on the once-brown heathery hills,

Improv’d by cultivation’s skill.

Where once a SMOLLETT’S happy strain

Immortaliz’d the shepherd train,

Who pip’d mid’ rural bliss secure,

By Leven’s gentle current pure,

Industry’s more extended reign

Now smiles throughout the busy plain;

Where shepherds led their fleecy charge,

See, powerful art her domes enlarge;

Bright towns and villages appear,

Beneath a STIRLING’S fostering care;

A STEWART here, with forward zeal

Unwearied, seeks,the public weal,

While quick the pop’lous bank receive’s

The improvements bright, his mind conceives:

Mechanic worth, in sure abode

Beneath an ARTHUR, KIBBLE, TODD,

By well-directed prosp’rous aim,

The plaudits of the wise may claim.

The streams forsake their ancient bed,

By skilful art, victorious led,

To give mechanic powers their force,

And lighten labour in their course.

Here men and boys of ev’ry age,

Work suited to their powers, engage;

On muslins pure as virgin snow,

The fav’rite vernal beauties blow;

The branching pride of Summer grows;

Autumnal fruits the artist shews;

In variegated dyes appear

The graces of the changing year;

While lassies fair, adorn the green,

The lengthen’d, shining webs between,

With ready hand they fold and spread,

And trip the banks with hasty tread.

Desponding spleen is here unknown,

Tho’ oft in higher fortune shewn,

For industry with lightsome spell,

Accelerates the evening bell,

Which gives the lassies, to their seams,

To shape their robes as fashion beams;

And sends the boys from work to school,

To pastime, or the bathing pool.

While tir’d mechanics leave the shop,

Free air to breathe on pastur’d slope;

Or, mid’ the silence of the grove

To frame the winning tale of love;

Or, teach the flute their vows to tell

Harmonious, thro’ the winding dell.

Some con the labours of the Muse;

Some pore upon the daily news; 

While some to doubtful wagers prone,

Long bullets, or the, putting-stone

Throw forceful on the public way,

Their pith superior to display.
But happiest they, who spend their leisure,

In social, calm, domestic pleasure;

Their cares tho’ num’rous and increasing,

To future times may prove a blessing,

When all their hard experience learns,

Is handed down to guide their bairns

In life’s dread paths, beset with dangers,

Whereon they’re unsuspecting strangers;

Who fails to warn in virtue’s mode,

Sends them blindfolded to the road.

POLITICS.
WHILE circling Politicians stand,

And deal the snuff from hand to hand,

The attentive audience stuff their noses,

While Blab, each Emp’ror’s views discloses;

Sees thro’ their complicated plans,

And Europe’s balance nicely scans;

Shows where defective, what would mend it,

And thro’ all casualties defend it.

Prognosticating politicians

Are like foretelling, quack physicians;

Their age-defying nostrums fail,

Like wither’d reeds before the gale;

Fate can the sharpest foresight mock,

By strong, decisive, sudden stroke.

Some, of their wisdom boldly vaunt;

Whilst others will their knowledge taunt;

And when they have no more to harp at,

Bring Bonaparte on the carpet;

Tho’ fallen, of all men’s wit, the butt still,

Fortune’s first fav’rite, now her footstool;

His eagles o’er wide empires flew,

But lost their wings at Waterloo;

Assembled nations fled before them,

Till there the British lions tore them.

Ambition’s pond’rous, tott’ring wall

Crush’d mighty armies in its fall’

And emp’rors taught, if aught can teach them,

Where danger lies, if vict’ry fleech them.

VERSES

TO THE MEMORY OF MRS. M. WHO DIED, AT THE CLOSE OF AUTUMN, 1814, AGED 91 YEARS.
AS falls the leaf, by nature’s law set free,

This matron fell beneath a load of years;

The rooted oak must bow to fate’s decree,

And so the tower, that oldest record bears.

She liv’d, ere luxury began to lure

Old Scotia’s hardy tribes from rules of health,

And gave this latter age th’ example pure,

Of wholesome temperance, ’midst abundant wealth.

Leven’s Bard at school, an active boy she knew,

By his young skill, to rural gambols train’d;

Thro’ distant lands he wore the laurels due,

She, happier, in her native glen remain’d.

For oft, the celebrated sons of fame,

Have aching, brows beneath the gaudy wreath,

Nor can the gem of calm contentment claim,

With those, who live not on the public breath.

She saw the shepherds fling their crooks away,

And on the ruins of the sheepcots, rise

Art’s lofty fabrics, emulous to display

The powers of architecture to the skies.

By early piety, dispos’d to trace

True wisdom’s path, defin’d by sacred truth,

A century’s cares and toils could ne’er efface,

The sage, impressive tenets of her youth.

The fiendless oft, around her dwelling came,

She would to lessen all their ills, incline;

She felt the fervour of the sacred flame,

Of hospitable charity divine.

As death drew near, a willing victim found,

Nor doubt, nor fear, undaunted faith could move;

Her long try’d virtues, heav’n. applauding crown’d,

With confidence in heav’n’s eternal love.

VERSES
TO THE MEMORY OF MY INFANT DAUGHTER, JEAN, WHO DIED 5th JUNE, 1815.
NO more the morning bright, in rosy smiles,

Its new supplies of home-felt rapture brings;

No more, the gladsome evening crowns our toils,

While memory fond, to past endearment clings.

What galling fear our anxious breasts assail’d,

When pain and sickness gave their dread alarms;

The strong disease with ’whelming force prevail’d.

And laid her lifeless in a mother’s arms.

Still warm affection heaves the long-drawn sigh,

And mourns the stroke, so sudden and severe,

That levell’d to the dust, our hope so high,

When did her morning sun so bright appear.

Those scenes which once the lively prattler knew,

A sable melancholy gloom o’erspreads;

Involuntary tears the flowers bedew,

Where she admir’d them in their grassy beds.

Dear was the sound, her young essays to talk,

More pleas’d mine’ ear, than music’s loftiest strains;

Expecting sure applause, she try’d to walk,

Her flichtering joy could lull severest pains.

The father, I, with rising transport view’d,

The transcript of the mother in the child;

The meek demeanour, wisdom’s air constru’d,

The winning temper, and the features mild.

But heav’n forbade her virtues here to rise;

Foresight divine, perhaps, from future ill,

In kind compassion call’d her to the skies,

In blissful clime, a cherub’s place to fill.

EPITAPH.
BURIED in hope, this little grave contains

A sweet, endearing infant’s lov’d remains;

Only the dawn of life, on earth was given,

The fair meridian was reserv’d for heav’n.

A FRAGMENT.

OUR eastern view, disclosing still

Moors furrow’d down with many a rill;

’Yon wood-girt hill, with past’ral top

Where fleecy flocks the herbage crop;

In front, in rural splendour neat

A fair, commodious, country seat,

Amidst a shadowing group of trees,

Where AUCHANCARROCH dwells at ease,

With his lov’d consort by his side,

Enjoys the various prospect wide;

While round their paths, in numbers rove,

The rising pledges of their love;

The active youth; th’ accomplish’d fair,

The mingling parent graces share.

VERSES
WRITTEN IN JANUARY, 1813.
THE mightiest streams of Scotia, long

Are bound in icy fetters strong;

The Leven ’mid Winter’s empire free,

Rolls on majestic to the Sea.

Seen o’er the far-spread lake below,

The high Benlomond’s whiten’d brow,

As he the crown of winter wears,

A distant northern cloud appears,

In briery hollows on the heath

Immur’d in drifted snowy wreath,

By hunger gall’d, the harmless sheep

pine hopeless underneath the heap;

The shepherds for the bleaters grieve,

And strive th’ entangl’d to relieve,

With feet secur’d in bands of straw,

To rocky heights the suff’rers draw;

The wind that made them feel its wrath,

Has there preserv’d a snowless path;

To wilds, the loud complaint they pour,

Shake from their sides the humid show’r,

While mid’ the freezing influence keen,

Their breath in misty streams is seen.

Where now repose the fragrant gales

That zephyr scatters o’er the vales,

When vegetation’s cheering green

Enlivens ev’ry rural scene,

And all the flow’ry tribes, appear

In fairer robes than kings can wear?

When jaunting nobles quit the court,

And all, the city’s dinsome sport,

And search in wide excursive tours

For pleasure in her native bowr’s,

Where Innocence and Peace abide,

By wimpling riv’let’s side,

Secluded from the selfish throng,

Sheltering rocks and woods among;

Where mid’ the lone sequester’d shade,

For sober, sage reflection made,

Man, may by contemplation see

The beauty of each wise decree;

That Power which bids the blossoms blow,

And lays Autumnal glories low,

Sends the dire storm, binds up the earth,

again to call its fragrance forth;

Shows man his fate, in plants and trees,

In running streams, in ev’ry breeze,

In nature’s ev’ry change sublime,

In all the ravages of time.
The non-icy quality of Leven water cannot be imputed to any other cause than the brisk rapidity of its current, as the lower parts of Lochlomond, every severe Winter are frozen completely over.
THE PRETENDED PHYSICIANS.

A TALE.
WHEN prosperous trade the mechanic supplied

With the comforts of life, independence’s pride;

When each man the fruit of his labour enjoy’d,

With a mind full of glee while the hands were employ’d,

Lobin cheerfully then, to the warehouse would trudge,

And returning, a sixpence would spend without grudge;

But, repin’d in those days of disaster, when trade’s

In discredit, drove tradesmen to axes and spades.

When Buonapart’ breathing out vengeance and fire,

Set a blaze to the mercantile stores in his ire;

And imagin’d the smoke would so darken the sky,

That Britannia’s fleets in her harbours would lie;

Nor venture beyond where imperial decrees

Had appointed toll-bars on the paths of the seas.

Want of foresight his fault, had the fuel been kept,

Till in Russian wilds his faint warriors wept

Tears of ice, which the frost on their hollow cheeks bound,

Not so soon had its force chain’d their limbs to the ground;

But humanity shudders to think of the case,

Where death such a harvest cut down in the chase.

At the time when trade pin’d, ne’er may time again match it,

Poor Lobin the shuttle exchanged for the hatchet;

He had need, for the mice, with the tears in their een

Had forsaken his bare walls, and fled to the green;

At his new trade a prentice, he drew heavy strokes,

And the mountains re-echo’d when felling the oaks;

But the hands were so num’rous, he soon was thrown idle,

Then activity pin’d in adversity’s bridle.

Economy then went with Comfort to war,

And Content in the scuffles got many a scar;

Lobin’s fam’ly increasing, increas’d his expences,

Yet, still he was trusted on hopeful pretences,

Till sickness the peace of his cottage invaded.

Then the duns, in alarm, at the dwelling paraded,

Not in hostile array, but without any licence,

Assuming the language and skill of physicians.

The Taylor came first, with a ‘How do you do?

‘I expected you long, but you cannot come now;

‘How much you are altered!—you really look ill,

‘I advise you sincerely to pay up my bill,

‘And my shop’s at your service; believe me there’s nothing

Conduces to health, like a warm suit of clothing.’

The Coalman then enter’d, and stopp’d his discourse,

With, ‘I’m happy to hear that you’re not getting worse;’

It rais’d his importance to view the weak ember,

For, ‘twas in the cold stormy month of December,

Where Poverty’s children surrounding the fire,

Or the hearth where it should be—with empty desire,

Pore with fond recollection of summer’s delights,

Or grow colder with dread of the long winter nights.

The Coalman demurely reproach’d his own blindness,

That did not foresee such returns to his kindness;

‘You must pay for your coals, and I’ll give you more yet,

If a day for the positive payment you’ll set;

All the drugs in the world will ne’er do you good

Without a coal-fire; it is better than food.’

‘No, no,’ said another who stood at his back,

’Mid this group of advisers to make his attack,

‘Fine loaves and fat cheeses you must not compare

‘To the horrible stench of your sulphurous ware,

‘Which oftentimes threatens life’s organs to choke;

‘We can’t live on air and far less upon smoke;

‘Bread, bread for the weak is the only prescription;

Depend on’t, who wants it, death’s long scythe will nip soon.’ 

To stop this loud council, prompt payment their aim,

A good friend of Lobin’s to silence them came;

Even he had a friend tho’ the real ones are scarce,

As the flies are in winter when Boreas grows fierce.

Lobin never had meant any fraud or deception,

Deep-felt was the hint of each galling prescription;

His friend knew his feelings, and pitied him more,

And lent him as much as would pay every score;

Would have run for a doctor to know his condition,

But friendship, said Lobin shall be my physician.

VERSES
OCCASIONED BY A RANDOM FRAY AT A FAIR.
FULL snugly met in blythe convention,

Without injurious intention,

Ten country men, a jolly party,

Drank on to show their friendship hearty,

Inspiring bumpers rais’d their knowledge

Above what years could give at college;

Those who were silentest at first,

Did in such tbund’ring rhet’ric burst,

Vain arguments by quibbling hit,

Religion, politics, and wit

In odd commixture, strangely jumbled,

Till Reason out of doors was tumbled;

Then more divided in opinion

Beneath John Barleycorn’s dominion,

The warm disputers loudly curs’d

All who t’ oppose their wisdom durst;

Firm blows came next—return’d in fury,

Some were trampled in the hurry; 

The jugs and glasses flew, the barrel,

(The only cannon in the quarrel)

In staves—brings matters to a crisis.

When some wise friend for peace advises.

The bev’rage which turn’d friends to foe

Is brought again the broil to close;

The landlord’s bill for broken rafter,

And tent o’erthrown, but raises laughter;

Forgiveness ends the hated fray,

And friendship shines with bright’ning ray.

When past the storm, th’ horizon clears,

And nature’s face renew’d appears,

Mirth canters thro’ the jovial day,

A thousand jokes her glee display.

But such a hubbub, lads and lasses,

Horse-jockeys, tinkers, pedlars, asses,

Among them many a visage grave

For blotted, bygone debts to crave,

Till night in mercy ends the bother,

And sends them roads and rigs to cover.

REFLECTIONS IN A CHURCH-YARD.
O NE’ER may I pass lightly by

Yon Church, the river’s margin nigh

Whose elevated spiry top

To Heaven points the Christian’s hope;

Around in solemn order laid,

Repose the ashes of the dead;

The trees that mark the lonely bound

Weep nightly o’er the sacred ground,

When falling dews an emblem faint

Of sublunary joys present,

Which full to-night, are gone to-morrow,

Our breasts the dark abodes of sorrow.

Ye villagers tread softly here,

Nor blame the silent lurking tear,

As ye a Sire’s memorial view,

Whose long experience wisdom knew;

Still profit by the maxim sage,

Contain’d in trusty “Mem’ry’s page.”

If o’er a brother’s grave, retir’d,

Ye pause, who mid’ life’s noon expir’d,

Before its evening damps bedew’d

His limbs, or passion’s folly shew’d;

O! think how weak and small the thread

That keeps us from the grave we tread!

Here lies, the infant stem o’erthrown,

Ere yet the hopeful bud was blown,

Remembrance, with affection’s thrill,

Preserves its pleasing fragrance still.

But cease, vain Muse, restrain your zeal,

Nor probe the wounds you cannot heal

Fair heavenly truth reveal’d, can bind

The wounds that pain the grieving mind.
LEVEN SALMON FISHING
SECLUDED from the bustling throng,

The Leven’s winding streams along,

The fishermen with garments wet,

In ambush form the wily net,

T’inclose, in semicircle wide,

The daily produce of the tide,

They bring the, finny tribe to land,

And lay them struggling on the sand.

While from the stream the net is drawn,

Another, quick across is thrown.

How soon industrious art can build

The strong inclosure, wide, conceal’d

That snares the celebrated fish,

For luxury, a dainty dish:

Where rarities, on costly plate,

Appear in epicurean state;

Before them all the salmon’s finish’d.

When great sirloin is undiminish’d.

Yet, oftentimes their labours hard,

Produce not industry’s reward,

Successive days and nights, in vain

They toil amidst the dashing rain;

Yet Fortitude, tough manly power,

The persevering spirit’s dower,

In them the rugged task performs

Thro’ January’s varied storms.

When Boreas musters in the sky

The clouds,that speak the tempest nigh,

That close invest the mountain’s brow,

Frowning upon the vales below,

Till from their lofty march they bend,

And thick in snowy flakes descend;

While hedges bow beneath the load,

Which blocks up every field and road,

Retards the hapless traveller’s speed,

And dreads the wilderness outspread;

While fresh the threatening tempest rallies,

And raises mountains in the vallies.

The river with inherent power,

Unalter’d by the feather’d shower,

Still pursues its proper course;

So may the wise by virtue’s force,

Amidst the storms that pour, and hover

Around life’s sky, till life be over.

Enwrapt in dreeping russet coat,

Embark’d in shallow skimming boat,

The fisher wheels with settled mind,

Thro’ the snowy whirlwind;

Till spent its rage, the morning’s eye

Wanders thro’ a cloudless sky,

And o’er the wintry landscape sees

Houses, gardens, walks, and trees,

Mountains barren, shrubby glens,

Fertile crofts, and mossy fens,

All arrayed in dazzling bright,

Undistinguishable white.

The salmon fears the glittering banks,

And shrouded trees in lofty ranks,

He turns to caverns of the tide,

Till night the glaring lustre hide.

In cities midst a thousand tapers,

While beaux and belles begin their capers;

Where Pride and fashion lead the ball,

Fantastic, round the sculptured hall,

While care excluded, stands aloof,

In exile from the splendid roof;

Tho’ Fame reportd, whoever sees it,

He’s punctual in his morning visit.

Some in rich finery arrayed,

To crowded theatre displayed,

Forget their wonted self-importance,

And represented, see the fortunes

Of ancient heroes, once who trode

Fame’s steep sublime, a slippery road;

Where from their elevation high,

They fell as meteors from the sky;

While the loud actor shakes the stage,

Impassion’d with Othello’s rage,

He stuns the noisy sparks to peace,

and makes even private tattle cease;

Virtue in sore distress appears

Beheld thro’ Pity’s flowing tears;

While Villany’s deceitful part

The abhorrence wears of every heart.

The Comic Muse, with lively pun

Turning all incidents to fun;

Or conversation, brisk, refin’d,

Unbends the fervour of the mind;

Th’ electric flash of sprightly wit

Shakes wide the benches ere they flit.

Such sports assembled cities please;

What different scenes the fisher sees!

He, when the brow of chilling night

Is crown’d with globes of twinkling light,

That in their distant stations blaze,

While planets roll in mystic maze,

Forsakes his humble cottage, low,

Fireside enjoyments must forego;

The plashy labours of his lot,

Befringe with icicles his coat,

Congeal his boots to harden’d blocks,

While hoar-frost powders white his locks;

Rough toil presevves the vital heat, 

His cheek tho’ frequent tempests beat;

But when the opening spring descry’d,

Cheers Nature’s vast dominions, wide,

To hail its salutary weather,

Land and sea rejoice together;

For while it renovates the fields,

The river more abundance yields;

Tho’ rainy thaws its steps precede,

That send the deluge o’er the mead,

Soon showers of daisies, wild are spread;

Then pours the music from the groves,

That winter from the mind removes,

Soothes even the breast of settled woe,

And bids the mental blossoms blow.

Each glowing scene when summer warms,

And every sense to pleasure charms; 

The buzzing insect nations hear,

In concert thro’ the sultry air;

Deep-felt thro’ ocean’s vast domains,

The season’s spurring influence reigns

As from the folds the flocks retreat,

To seek a covert from the heat,

The startling salmon quits tbe tide,

The sea’s broad fields traversing wide;

While in his flight, the bold attack

Of porpoise pierces oft his back,

And his bright sides show many a scar,

Received in fierce aquatic war;

Thro’ seas commoved with ceaseless winds,

His peaceful native stream he finds;

The glad companions of his way,

The grilse and trout their joy display,

While round the linns, with active spring,

They stream in many a wanton ring.

Again the journey they pursue,

Their progress meets the fisher’s view,

The troubled ford betrays their speed,

With curling, undulation spread.

As from the starting-post the horse,

Flies nimbly round the circling course,

The coble flies on sudden wings,

That swift the net surrounding flings;

The teeming river’s glitt’ring store

Soon welters on the sandy shore,

While active skill is ply’d for more.

When smiling Fortune brings her favours,

She give new life to strong endeavours.

EPISTLE
TO MR. J. M. TEACHER, MILTON.
AS you the first, when th’ infant year began,

T’ admit below my humble roof I ran,

The Muse assiduous, prompts the strong request,

That oft you’d come and be my welcome guest.

To sage improvement, will your visits tend,

For much I prize the talents of my friend,

Whose sterling wit and classic knowledge join’d,

Awake the kindling ardour of the mind;

Lead Contemplation to the Muse’s bower,

And crown with calm delight the passing hour.

May you, thro’ life, enjoy that true, repose

Of soul, from conscious rectitude that flows;

Ne’er be from virtue’s course by passion driven,

But find the path approv’d that leads to heaven.

JANUARY 1, 1811

MATRIMONIAL SONG;
OR, A HUSBAND’S REMARKS ON THE ELEVENTH ANNIVERSARY OF MARRIAGE.
WHEN returning our bright nuptial day,

Why doth Phoebus so cheerfully shine?

Nature’s drest in her fairest array,

Emblematic of virtues of thine.

Fond youth oft applauds the young bride,

And of qualities doubtful will boast;

Brags of virtues that never were tried,

Which, perhaps, may in trial be lost;

And shall I be silent, sweet wife,

Without song on this fair natal morn,

Of the joys that supported my life,

And rewarded all ills I have borne ?

When embarked together at first

In the voyage of wedlock so sweet,

We knew not the storms that would burst,

Nor the dangerous rocks we would meet.

We ne’er of harsh fortune complain’d,

When blest with enjoyment of health,

Our children all round us remain’d,

Tho’ love was the most of our wealth.

So swiftly the seasons have roll’d,

Since enraptured, I call’d thee mine own,

That unawares, quick we grow old,

Our years have so rapidly flown.

May the sun of prosperity shine,

To exhibit thy goodness to view;

As adversity made thee repine,

Tho’ thy virtues were sterling and true.

THE DANGERS OF THE BOTTLE
AN ANTIBACCHANALIAN SONG.
IN praise of the bottle so much has been sung,

That apologies flow from each tippler’s tongue,

Which often bewilder the virtues of youth,

For the bottle’s deceitful to tell the plain truth.

Beware of the bottle, be moderate in drinking,

O! quit not the glorious privilege of thinking.

Some talk of dull Care being drown’ d in the bowl,

While ‘tis Reason that’s lost in the stupified soul;

In the morning they that old Care is alive,

And that none without care in the world can thrive.

Beware of the bottle, be moderate in drinking,

O! quit not the glorious privilege of thinking.

The bottle’s a well that will soon become dry;

The glass is a whirlpool seldom come nigh;

In the wise rules of temperance one night you neglect,

The punch bowl’s a sea where your all may be wreckt, 

Beware of the bottle, be moderate in drinking,

O! quit not the glorious privilege of thinking.

TO POVERTY.
STERN Poverty, whose iron hand corrects

The boldest spirits to submission tame,

Thou tear’st the veil that hides frail man’s defects,

Thou block’st up every path that leads to Fame.

Within thy bowers the fairest virtuous aim

A cloud conceals, that mortal eye can’t pierce;

Thy humble victims subject aye to blame,

Encountering evils numerous and fierce,

Unpitied, and unheard, their hopeless woes rehearse,

Amidst the horrors of thy gloomy night

The ardour of the glowing mind expires;

Hope’s faded lamp scarce yields a ray of light

In care’s dark labyrinth confidence retires

When quench’d are emulation’s sacred fires;

Yet midst of dire calamities array’d,

That fortitude that led the ancient sires

Through fiery trials, dauntless, undismay’d,

Even Poverty may find in Virtue’s potent aid.

THE MOSS OF BALLOCH,
A SONG.
TUNE— "Roy’s Wife of Aldivalloch."

CHORUS.
Were ye at the Moss o’ Balloch?

Were ye at the Fair o’ Balloch?

Did ye see the thranging crowds

Gang jinking thro the reel o’ Tulloch?

The sun shot forth his rays wi’ force,

And zephyr blew the clouds to scatter,

And dry’d the roads, lest prancing horse

Might ony lassies gown bespatter.


Were ye at the Moss, &c.

Weel-busket lassies stood in groups,

O’ pedlars webs, o’ prints to clatter,

The lads on foot, and horse in troops,

Came up the road and cross the water.


Were ye at the Moss, &c.

John Barleycorn had many traps,

In tents wi’ stoups and glasses glancing,

Till some, by tasting aye wee draps,

Thought a’ the tents and trees were dancing!


Were ye at the Moss, &c.

Mirth wore a’ day sae pleas’d a face,

Night found us e’en right sweer to quat her;

Where will ye find a canty place

Like Balloch Moss on Leven Water?


Were ye at the Moss, &c.

ANSWER,
IN THE CHARACTER OF A YOUNG WOOER
I was at the Moss o’ Balloch,

I was at the Fair o’ Balloch,

And there I saw mine ain sweet lass

Gang jinking tho’ the reel o’ Tulloch.

Sae mony gaz’d on beauty rare,

As in the crowd they chanc’d to see her,

In sooth she was my only care,

For a’ the Graces aye gaed wi’ her.


I was at the Moss, &c.

Sae calm, discreet, and free from art,

At peat-moss, hay, or hair-rigg working,

Her temper sweet secur’d my heart,

Sae did her een where love was lurking.


I was at the Moss, &c.

DUMBARTONSHIRE LOCAL MILITIA.
A SONG.
TUNE—“The Garb of Old Gaul.”

WHEN Britannia’s King, Lords, and Commons agreed,

That a Local Militia, our Island would need;

In our mountains and glens, when the story was told,

Soon an army of true Scottish heroes enroll’d.

CHORUS.
As we revere our sovereign, our country, and our laws,

Till Peace her home thro’ Europe find, we’ll aid Britannia’s cause,

We will stem the tide of Gallia’s pride, and win the world’s applause,

By defending king and kindred, our religion, and laws.

’Midst the warlike battalions that form on our coasts,

Not least the Dumbartonshire, Scotia boasts;

Our officers, generous, brave, and polite,

Our soldiers attentive, obey with delight.


As we revere, &c.

By the bright rules of honour, their actions are squar’d,

Which attract admiration, esteem, and regard;

Their noble pursuits, willing followers we’ll prove,

Led on by faithful loyalty, and patriot love.


As we revere, &c.

With domestic enjoyment, still fresh on each mind;

Should invaders come here, us determin’d they’ll find;

Our wives and our sweet-hearts to shield from the French,

And Benlomond shall dive in the loch, ere we flinch.


As we revere, &c.

As our Castle Rock stands on the verge of the tide,

Unmov’d at the confluence of Leven and Clyde;

So in principle firm, we’ll defend our lov’d Isle,

In impregnable compact we’ll brave ev’ry toil.


As we revere, &c.

When the storms of Europe are succeeded by the calm

Of celestial Peace, with her olive and palm;

When Commerce and Plenty, with Industry smile,

Then the gallant defenders of this happy isle

Will gladly sing the joys of peace, and equitable laws,

Of their valiant achievements in Britannia’s cause,

How they stemm’d the tide of Gallia’s pride, and won the world’s applause,

And preserv’d their king, their kindred, their religion and laws.

ADDRESS TO THE INDUSTRIOUS.
A SONG, IN IMITATION OF BRUCE’S ADDRESS.
SCOTS wha hae a canny trade,

Scots wha wield the labourer’s spade,

Ne’er let Winter’s blast upbraid


Summer’s lack of industry.

Life to you is battle’s field,

You must fight, and never yield;

To keep Ruin from your bield,


Boldly strive for victory.

Now’s the day, and now’s the time,

When you’re strong in manhood’s prime,

Up the brae of freedom climb,


Far frae debt’s dull slavery.

Wha can thole the galling crave?

Be suspected for a knave?

If the hand of toil can save,


Never from the contest flee.

Wha can see his bairns in want?

Wha can see their clothing scant?

And their minds quite ignorant,


And not feel the woes they’ll dree?

Teach them knowledge ‘midst their toil,

In adversity to smile,

And to scorn dependence vile.


Even in hardship, great and free.

Keep the teazing passions low,

Each desponding thought’s a foe;

The old Scottish vigour show


Aye until the day you die.

ON SLANDER.
A SONNET.
WHEN lying Fame the trumpet blows aloud,

With remorse, devoid of gentle ruth;

With tale equivocal misleads the crowd,

And makes even falsehood wear the face of truth.

Age venerable, unsuspecting youth,

Her many-tongu’d assertions all believe;

The words that flow from her unhallow’d mouth,

Are cunning snares, weak mankind to deceive,

Which worthy minds of happiness bereave:

Her poison’d arrow’s undeserved stroke,

Oft for a time the pensive bosom rends;

Which ‘mid the clam’rous siege sustains the shock,

While conscience clear of ill design defends;

To virtue, heav’n such powerful succour sends.

FRAGMENT.
THE labourer poor, when time concludes the week,

Welcomes with grateful heart, the Sabbath’s rest;

When freed from toil, can fresh instruction seek

In sacred volume, heav’n’s rich bequest;

Where heavenly truth in simple strains express’d,

Lead far the thought, beyond this world of pain

And suffering; uncertain at the best.

Here taught, misfortune ceases to complain,

And disappointment’s darts may strike, but strike in vain.

At church, when he with reverential awe,

To GOD’S pure word explain’d, gives earnest heed;

From that pure fount doth consolation draw,

Still more confirm’d the tenets of his creed;

Then homeward hies, contemplative, with speed,

And tells the bairns where duty’s path appears;

He patient, listens while they spell and read,

And begs from God, a blessing on their years,

To counsel, keep and guide them thro this vale of tears.


As his subscription list grew, Harriston returned to his native city and produced much poetry relating to the fledgeling steamboat trade on the Clyde.  He revisited the Vale with a description in 1824, published as part of his best known work, “The Steamboat Traveller’s Remembrancer.”

TOUR TO LOCH LOMOND THROUGH THE VALLEY

OF THE LEVEN.

FROM Dumbarton how pleasant the way


Through Leven’s classic valley, so grac’d

With villas, whose trappings display


The prevailing correctness of taste.

Here all is romantic in sight,


The hills and the populous vale,

Besprinkled with villages bright,


And Bleachfields surpassing detail.

Through the valley the Printfields are spread—


Dalquhurn is the first in our view,

On the edge of a flowery mead,


Which the Leven runs windingly through.

Levenside, on the opposite holm,


Well skreen’d by the hill and the wood,

Has lately the dwelling become


Of Murdoch the friend of the good.

The mansion where Smollett was born,


Appears a short way to the right,

Where he sported in Life’s early morn,


While expanded his genius so bright.


The house is renew’d, and looks fair,


Inhabited by Master Scott,

Who in summer leaves town and its care,


His family’s health to promote.

A tall monument stands on the left,


Which reminds us of many a volume—

When the land was of Smollet bereft,


A relation erected this column.

Who has not improved his hours,


And instructive amusement obtain’d

From Smollet whose versatile powers


To his name lasting honours have gain’d

The village of Renton extends


On the western bank of the Leven,

Which far through the broad valley bends


Its course in directions uneven.

The mansion of Cordale is next,


With its fine shaded walks which appear,

As if Spring had her residence fixt


In these arbours all days of the year.

Its owners, the Stirlings are known


As the patrons of industry here—

Descending from father to son,


They desire this fair valley to cheer.

Yet, among all the crowds they employ


In the works at the Printfields around,

There are none can more pleasure enjoy,


Than the Gard’ner who dresses the ground.

For his work among sweet-smelling flowers


Reminds one of Adam’s first trade,

Ere ejected from Eden’s fair bowers,


To roam in the desent, afraid:

Even when Winter makes desolate plains,


Still blossoms and fruits are his care,

In the hot-house bestowing great pains,


As the vines reach maturity there.

The Place of Bonhill is at hand,


Where the Smolletts resided of old,

No pleasanter place in the land


Can we on our journies behold.

Here generous Turnbull resides,


And Arcadian pleasures enjoys,

great wealth, he, whate’er may betide,


For the good of the public employs.

His Bleachfields are cover’d with cloth,


Edg’d with gowans that spangle the green;

The trees are majestic in growth,


That around his fine dwelling are seen:

The patron of chymical skill,


At his pleasure new houses arise,

Where at Millburn his workmen distil


From the oak the most beautiful dyes.

No walls from his dwelling are shut out


The fresh noon-day breeze, when it blows,

The light iron-rail round about,


The place deck’d with elegance shows.

In front runs the pure winding Leven,


The vale’s ornament, pleasure and pride;

Everey Printfield and Bleachfield have thriven


On its banks, as it flows to the Clyde.

BONHILL AND THE ADJACENT PRINTFIELDS, BLEACHFIELDS, &c.

I’ll change my measure, gentle Reader, why


Should we keep on the same unalter’d pace?

‘T would be fatiguing both to you and I—


But we must surely notice well the place

Where ended our description—we are nigh


The village of Bonhill, ‘tis at the base

Of yon extended eminence, whose trees

Bend o’er the chimneys, waving in the breeze.

Southward observe, of trees an ample stock,


Where Master Pearston’s Cottage is conceal’d—

A Bleachfield next, the owner Master Brock


Has well the place with working people fill’d.

The Kirk in Gothic style, without a clock,


Stand’s near the river’s brink, but Kibble skill’d

In arts, who made Dalmonach Printfield new,

Has there a Clock and Steeple full in view.

Another Printfield just beside the Kirk,


Extends by growing trade its ample bounds—

The people here perform a deal of work,


Which to the credit of the place redounds—

‘Tis sure enough, that spleen can never lurk,


With those whom bustling Industry surrounds:

And thus Bonhill must be a happy place,

‘Tis peopled with a cheerful busy race.

Now opposite Dalmonach on the west,


The Ferry Bleachfield is a pleasant spot;

Their webs are like the snow, must be confest,


But their facilities are not forgot—

Their webs unfurl’d on the river’s breast,


Adown the stream in waving folds they float—

Here sage Mackinlay with presiding skill

Can all his purposes with ease fulfil.

Below ye’ll see the Ferry of Bonhill,


Where Walter Bain a worthy host resides—

Here’s Alexandria, look which way you will,


Some range of trees the village partly hides—

Here’s Broomley, where the Misses Alston still


In calm retirement live whate’er betides;

No sudden turns of trade their joys can balk,

Peace haunts the sloping lawn and shaded walk.

Another Bleachfield’s opposite at hand,


Where the strong current drives a ponderous wheel,

That strong machinery rules with full command,


Its every board is like a vessel’s keel.

The busy lasses are a cheerful band,


They spread their webs with glee, they seem to feel

More happy though they’re toiling for their bread,

Than some who toss an independent head.

Adjoining to the Green, is Leven Field,


The oldest Printing Work on Leven’s Banks,

To Todd and Shortridge, who began to build


The extensive works, are due their Country’s thanks.

Leven Bank Printfield is next, conceal’s


By an impending height—substantial planks

Run far into the river, where the lasses

Long webs unfurl to the stream that passes.

‘Tis here where Stewart, Patterson & Co.


Have won a hopeful garden from the Leven—

A bog that Winter’s floods would overflow,


Where fishing boats in tempests have been driven:

Who knew the place but seven years ago,


Would scarcely know it now, so has it thriven;

Around Dalvawit lofty mansions rise,

Which makes us view such changes with surprise.

Here calmly lives an aged man, whose name


Is Thomas Nairn, a carpenter by trade,

Who knew great Smollett ere he rose to fame,


When he was but a young unthinking blade.

The good Old Man without ambitious aim,


For tottering years a competence has made.

Of Youth’s cotemporaries left alone,

The living chronicle of ages gone.

Now see, o’erlooking high these rural bowers,


Upon the left is Architecture’s pride,

Here far-fam’d Tillyhewn’s majestic towers


Shine forth—a palace on a mountain side—

Fine pleasure walks are fringed with beauteous flowers—


With foreign plants the garden is supplied,

That mix among the natives, thriving well,

Around where Master Horrocks loves to dwell.

