THE AULD BLOCK PRINTER.

The haun o’ man an’ turn o’ time,


Hae wrocht their will,

Tae changes baith in Jimston folk an’ things


For guid or ill.

Built on their past, fine new creations

Hae alter’t sair the auld vocations,

An’ wark an’ men are different noo


As simmer is frae winter,

Since days, when in his prime he reigned—


The Auld Block Printer.

Doon gaed the block, when cam his gloamin’,

Finished his order;

Laid ower the tail o’ his last piece,

The crossin’ border,

The auld-time shop, desertit, toom,

Gane a’ its cheery, rattlin’ din;

Dry noo’s the sieve an’ lane his table,

For he’s gaen hame,

An fiel’ an’ shop withoot his face

Are nocht the same.

The first o’ morn, ye’d see him carry

The auld bew piggin’,

By swingin’ doors an’ creaky stairs,

Tae Hugh’s or Jim’s biggin’,

As fresh as pent; then wark begin,

In sark, an’ drawers, an’ blanket shoon,

For het the shop, an’ warm his job

Wi’ block an’ mell;

Pey’t by the piece, he aye wrocht hard,

Nor spared himsel’.

His art he plied, sometimes on hankies—

The snuffer’s kin;

Or’t micht be shawls, or maybe gaurments,

Were his line;

Printin’ o’ peacocks, gorgeous birdies,

On cloots tae cleed the heathen’s hurdies,

Settin’ his cut, a-liftin’, layin’,

For tail or fillin’,

His youthfu’ henchman by his side—

His tearer cullan.

In maist o’ things the printer seemed

The counterpairt,

In look an’ natur’, tae the weavin’ chiel

Frae banks o’ Cairt.

Their wark akin, baith read and thocht

A sicht ayont maist ithers socht;

The weavers wove, discoorsed, an’ learnt,

His plaids amang,

An’ as the printer busy wrocht,

His tongue wis thrang.

In ilka question o’ auld Jimston life

He had his say;

Tae Cooncil, Kirk, the Schule, an’ “Store,”

He ser’t his day.

In politics, though leanin’ furrit,

While in his sowl the “Rad,” lay burrow’t,

Discretion made him steek his gab,

An’ act the Tory,

An’ Naaman-like, salute the Blue

When in its glory.

In sport the printer aye wis foremost,

An’ in his day

Had row’d, an’ ran, or focht an’ seen

Fu’ mony a fray.

When Saturday’s or pey-nicht’s drammin’

Gaed roun’ his hert, like guid new flannin’,

An’ lowsed his tongue tae crack his tussles

Wi’ oar or shinty,

It made him skeigh an’ young again,

Gin he were twenty.

O leisure time he aye had plenty

Clear o’ the Fiel’;

The loch he lo’ed, an’ o’ its chairms

Nane kent sae weel,

Or in his gairden, howk’d an’ redd,

Or glory’t ower his ingan bed,

Competin’ keenly wi’ his buttie

A-growin’ leeks,

Pastime that brocht him joy a’ through

The simmer weeks.

Dear tae his hert auld Jimston’s haunts,

Each weel-worn track,

Whaur leisurely, in threes or fowers,

Their walk they tak’,

The “Mail” amang them gied the mornin’s news,

An’ didna fash them, airin’ Tory views.

Discussin’, aften dour contention,

For oors they wanner,

An’ wha kent Jimston weel maun min’

The printers’ dauner.

But in his hame his best wis seen—

Dear aye his hame,

That was his pride; tae guide it richt

His constant aim.

Honest and simple life, it didna fail

Tae lea’ its print on Leven’s busy vale,

Ootstandin’, bold, as ’gainst the sky

Stauns Lomon’d Ben,

A mark his sons may strive tae reach

As citizens—an’ men.

T.D., Cambs., April 1914

Dumbarton Herald, May, 1914.

THE MOSS O’ BALLOCH FAIR.

The simmer weeks gaed slippin’ bye, but there’s somethin’ in the air

That garr’d oor hearts rejoice again—the comin’ o’ the Fair!

A spate o’ serious thrift set in, a time o’ carefu’ hainin’,

Wi’ every cullan’s wits keen set upon the needfu’ gainin’.

Wi’ nim’le feet we willin’ ran the neighbor body’s erran’,

An’ watched like ony cat a moose for chances tae catch a fairin’;

We cadged an’ barter’t. bocht and sell’t, tae mak’ the hugger mair,

An’ gloated ower oor gaitherin’ for the Moss o’ Balloch Fair.

The crisp September mornin’, the air wi’ jist that nip

That snecks the heel o’ simmer wi’ the tae o’ winter’s fit;

The bonnie wids o’ Balloch show change upon the leaf,

An’ she hersel’ transformed that day, it was ayont belief.

Frae every airt o’ compass the crood tae Balloch hies,

’Mang strings o’ braw busk’t horses, o’ every shade and size;

There’s raws o’ stauns an’ barrows, frae Dan’s doon tae the brig;

An’, ahaup in haun, the horsey men, intent on business big.

Wi’ jinglin’ coppers burnin’ holes, we reach the auld Fair stance,

No every day tae spen’ an’ buy we get sae guid a chance,

For losh! the whirrlin’ rounaboots, the circus an’ the clown,

The boxin’ booth wi’ fechtin’ chaps, an’ sichts o’ warld renown;

The dancin’ hizzy on the stage, the organs brassy scrunt,

The shows wi’ rory pictures, weel pentit on the front,

Tae draw the crood aboot them an’ catch the siller shillins;

A roarin’ day for showmen—a paradise for cullans.

An’ whit a day o’ fun is oors as lang’s the bawbees haud,

Sweetmeats we eat by pun’s, an’ choghie by the daud;

A shy we hae for cockienuts, or coup the ancient dolly,

Smokin’ the prize cegaur—an’ peyin’ for oor folly.

Or “Pick the Loop,” sae simple, a dash at that we tak’,

An’ slip, tae win the copper lost, “a penny on the black,”

Ah! sure for boys o’ Leven there aye was sport fu’ rare,

When cam’ the shows an’ show-folk tae the Moss o’ Balloch Fair.

Wi’ nicht cam’ lessen’d pence, an’ pouches sadly lichten,

Till rook’t we reach the stage that flarin’ leeries canna brichten;

Then hame, gey sweart tae gang, wha min’s na o’ that feelin’,

The hertless weary, wachle hame, the hurdy’s ’hint us pealin’,

The echo frae the wids, jist that an’ little mair,

Exceot oor bits o’ trophies, a’ that’s left us o’ the Fair.

A day amang the fairlies, wi’ pleasures tae oor fill,

The morn, tae creep, unwillin’ snails, an’ face ance mair—the schule.

T.D., Cambs., January 1914

Dumbarton Herald, January, 1914.

THE INLER BURN

Respectfully dedicated to Robert Brown, Esq., ex-Master of Jamestown School.

Auld Jimston boys maun aye look back

On boyhood days wi’ pleasure,

For mony were the happy haunts

Tae spen’ their oors o’ leisure.

I carna whaur the lot’s noo cast,

Nor hoo the fortunes turn,

We’re bound tae min’ the early days,

Beside the Inler Burn.

The printers dauner’d by its side,

Their hauns ahint their back,

An’ killed the oors o’ waitin’,

For often work was slack.

They toddled up an’ toddled doun,

While waitin’ for their turn,

Wi’ mony a smoke an’ hearty crack,

Beside the Inler Burn.

The Inler wis the royal road

That led richt frae the schule,

Tae bywash, bog and Ruchet Moss,

Up by the auld “Chip” Mill.

We ddokit, ginnel’t fished, and roamed,

We focht an’ ’greed in turn,

As lively as the “baggies” jouked

Within the Inler Burn.

While Setturday wis the gala day,

A’ free tae roam at will,

An’ odd bit day we used tae steal

By plunkin’ frae the schule.

But aye we feared the maister’s wrath,

For waitin’ oor return

Wis a lickin’ wi’ a willow wan’

That grew by Inler Burn.

Could noo the maister ca’ the roll,

As in the days lang syne,

Hoo mony mair beside minsel’,

Could come an’ “toe the line.”

For Jimston boys are scattered wide,

But aye whaur they sojourn,

Are ever dear the memories

O’ hame, an’ Inler Burn.

T.D. Lakenheath, December 1912

Dumbarton Herald, December, 1912.

JIMSTON DAM.

Each bustlin’ toonie o’ the Vale possesses some attraction,

Some place or ither whaur its folk aye fin’ some bit distraction.

The “Grocery” has her fountain braw, her monument has Rantin,

While ’tween the Brigen’ and the Burn, Bun’ul may ne’er gang wantin’.

Though Jimston canna boast a fount, nor monumental pillar,

She still hauds tae her dear auld dam, gift o’ some ancient miller;

It’s aye been there, baith bout and dyke sins Jims tae Jimston cam,

An’ gied the canty toon its name—the same auld clattie dam.

Whit simmer nicht hae ye no seen Auld Johnnie, honest tyke,

Wi’s big flet bonnet, an’ his heels aduntin’ aff the dyke;

Beside an’ roon hin twa three mair, amang them aft the Laird,

His fingers aye, in thocht or speech, arowin’ through his beard.

An’ yin by yin the worthies meet, wi’ joke an’ bit comment,

Their nichtly meetin’ constitutes the Dam Dyke Parliament,

The sun aslippin’ ower the mill, the swan below serene,

While ower the street the freens o’ Bell discuss the freens o’ Jean.

Each comer brings his bit o’ news, be’t birth, or daith, or waddin’,

Or ocht that’s happened that day roun’ frae Rantin tae Ballagan;

Big blocks an’ wee yins get their turn, as weel as plates an’ presses,

Each nicht sees printit mony a piece o’ rid an’ yellow dresses.

Potterns o’ peacocks, sprigs an’ pines, twa rids an’ gaudy jinches,

As weel’s the failin’s, fauts, an’ fads o’ local Turkey princes.

For aye the wark comes uppermaist, tae the buddies its like a balm

Tae crack the day’s graft ower again at nicht aroun’ the dam.

Or simmer day hae ye no min’—then cullan, noo grown man—

When dribblin’ Inler’s effort best could scarcely float the swan.

It lay in cracks and slippery dibs, we howkit through its slitter,

’Mang droondit cats, hole’t parritch pats, an’ endless Jimston litter,

Where lay the corp o’ Cappie’s doug, a big yin when in braith,

For weeks had birselt in the sun, as big again in daith;

For beast or thing wha’s day was din, there tae an end it cam,

When Jimston folk had finished wi’t they dump’t it in the dam.

Or prood, prood faither ye’ll hae seen, his cley pipe reeking’ finely,

His youngest hopefu’ by the haun he leads alang sae kindly,

Tae feed the swan frae aff the dyke aye Jimston bairns delight,

An’ ’mang the first bit ootins o’ each toddlin’ Jimstonite.

But changed the toun, changed are its folk, new faces ’mang auld scenes,

New lairds, new Johnnies roun’ the dam, ower by new Bells and Jeans.

Still ’mang them a’ there aye remains, unchanged by storm or calm,

An’ dear tae a’ her scattered loons, the guid auld Jimston Dam.

T.D. Cambs., August 1913

Dumbarton Herald, August 1913.

ALICK M‘DOUGALL, JAMESTOWN.

Leven swiftly flowing,


Linking lake and sea,

Would that in thy going


Less sorrow there could be.

Thy valley oft is darkened


By loss of many a son;

But never have thy waters claimed,


Than he, a braver one.

Leven swiftly flowing,


Linking lake and sea,

On thy bank there’s sorrow,


And home bereft by thee.

But greater love hath no man


Who gives life for his friends;

Then comfort—his reward is


The life that never ends.

T.D.

Dumbarton

