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THE AUTHOR’S EARNEST CRY
AND PRAYER, TO THE RIGHT
HONORABLE AND HONORABLE,
THE SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES
IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS.

Deareft of Diftillation ! laff and bef? hsciaih
———DMow art thou lofl !

Paropy ox MirTON.

| E Irifh lords, ye knights an’ fquires,

™~ Wha reprefent our Brughs an’ Shires,

An’ doufely manage our affairs
In Parliament,
To you a fimple Bardie’s pray’rs
Are humbly fent.
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Alas! my roupet Mufe 1s haerfe!
Your Honor’s hearts wi’ grief *twad pierce,
To {ee her fittan on her arfe
Low 1’ the duft,
An’ {criechan out profaic verfe,
An’ like to bruft!

Tell them wha hae the chief dire&ion,
Scotland an® me’s 1n great afiliCtion,
E'er fin’ they laid that curft reftri¢tion
On AQEJAVITIE;
An’ roufe them up to ftrong conviétion,

An’ move their pity.

Stand forth and' tel yon PREMIER
X000 T H,
The honeft, open, naked truth :
Tell him o’ mine an’ Scotland’s drouth,
His {fervants humble:

‘The muckle devil blaw you fouth,
If ye diffemble!

Does ony great man glunch an’ gloom ?

Speak out an’ mever fafh your thumb,

= - [ —————— T



€ 3% )
Let pofts an’ penfions fink or {woom
| Wi them whagrantthem:
If honeftly they canna come,

Far better want them,

In gath’rin votes you were na flack;
Now ftand as tightly by your tack:

Ne'er claw your lug, an’ fidge your back,

An’ hum an’ haw,
But raife your arm, an’ tell your crack

'Before them a’.

Paint Scotland greetan owre her thrifsle;
Her mutchkin flowp as toom’s a whifsle ;
An’ d—mn’d Excife-men in a bufsle,
Seizan a Szell,
Triumphant cruthan’t like a muicle

Or laimpet {helk

Then on the tither hand prefent her,

A blackguard Smuggler, right behint her,

e

An’ cheek-for-chow, a chuflie Vintner,
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Picking her pouch as bare as Winter,
Of a’ kind coin.

Is there, that bears the name o’ SCO'T;:-,;
But feels his heart’s biuid rifing hot,
To fee his poor, auld Mither’s poz,

Thus dung in ftaves,
An’ plunder’d o’ her hindmoit groat,

By gallows knaves?

Alas! ’'m but a namelefs wight,
Trode1 the mire out o fight!
But could I ike MONTGOMERIES fight,
Or gab ike BOSWELL,
There’s fome fark-necks 1 wad draw tight,
An’ tye fome bofe well

God blefs your Honors, can ye fee’t,
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet,

An’ no get warmly to your feet,
An’ gar them hear it;

An’ tell them, wi’ a patriot-heat,
Ye winna bear 1t?
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Some o you nicely ken the laws,
To round the period an’ paufe,
An’ with rhetoric claufe on claufe
. To mak harangues;
Then echo thro’ Saint Stephen’s wa’s
Auld Scotland’s wrangs.

Demplfter, a true-blue Scot I'fe warran;
Thee, aith-—deteﬁing, chafte Kilkerran s
An’ that ghb-gabbet Highland Baron,
The Laird 0’; Gméam ;.
And ane, a chap that’s d—mn’d auldfarran,

Dundas his name.

Erﬂ,;z'm, a {fpunkie norland bille ;
TI‘HC‘: Campbells, Frederick an’ flay;
An’ Liviftone, the bauld Sir Willie ;
An’ monie ith ers,
Whom auld Demofthenes or Tully
Might own for brithers;

Aroufe my boys! exert your mettle,

To get auld Scotland back her fettle !
oA
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Or faith ! 'l wad my new pleugh-pettle,
Ye'll fee’t or lang,
She’ll teach you, wi’ a reekan whittle,

Anither {ang.

This while fhe’s been in erankous mood,
Her loff Militia fir'd her bluid j
(Deil na they never mair do guid,
Play’d her that plifkie!)
An’ now fhe’s like to rin red-wud
About her Whifky.

An’ L—d! if ance they pit her till’t,
Her tartan petticoat the’ll kilt,
An’ durk an’ piftol at her belt;
: She’ll tak the ftreets,
An’ rin her whittle to the hilt,

I’ th’ firft {he meets!

For G—d-{ake, Sirs! then {peak her f;ir,
An’ ftraik her cannie wi’ the hair,
Awn’ to the muckle bhoufe repair,
Wi’ inftant fpeed,;
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An’ firive, wi’ a’ your Wit an’ Lear,

To get remead.

Yon ill-tongu’d tinkler, Charlie Fox,
May taunt you wi’ his jeers an’ mocks;
But gie him’t het, my hearty cocks!

E'en cowe the cadie!
An’ fend him to his dicing box,

An’ {portin lady.

Tell yon guid bluid o’ auld Boconnock’s,
I’ll be his debt twa mafhlum bon-noci:s,
An’ drink his health in auld * Nanfe Tinnock's
Nine times a week,

If he fome {cheme, like tea an” winnocks,

Wad kindly feek.

Could he {ome commutation broach,
I'll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch,
¥e need na fear their foul reproach

Nor erudition,

* A worthy old Hoftefs of the Author’s in Mauckline,

where he fometimes fudies Politics over a glafs of guid, auld
Scotch Drink, t
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Yon mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch—potch
The Coalition.

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue;

She’s juft a devil wi’ a rung;
An’ if fthe promife auld or young
' ~ To tak their part,
Tho’ by the neck the thould be ﬁhmg,
. She’ll no defert.

And now, ye chofen FIVE AND FOR-
Aoep | iy
May {till your Mither’s heart fupport ye ;
Then, tho a Minifter grow dorty,
An’ kick your place,
Ye'll fnap your fingers, poor an’ hearty,

Before his face.

God blefs your Honors, a’ your days,
W1 fowps o kail and brats o’ claife,
In {pite o’ a’ the thievifh kaes

That haunt St. :}"ﬂmze §!
Your humble Bardie fings an’ prays

While Rab his name is.
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POSTISCRIPT

Let half-ftarv’d flaves in warmer fkies,
See future wines, rich-cluft’ring, rife;;
Their lpot auld Scotland ne’er envies,

But blythe an’ fritky,
She eyes her freeborn, martial boys,

Tak aff their Whifky.

What tho’ their Phoebus kinder warms,
While Fragrance blooms an’ Beauty charms!
When wretches range, in famifh’d {warms,

__ The {cented groves,

Or hounded forth, di/honor arms

In hungry droves.

Their gun’s a burden on their thouther;
They downa bide the ftink 0’ powtber;
Their bauldeft thought’s a hank’ring {wither,

To ftan’ or rin,
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Till {kelp— a fhot— they’re aff, a' throw-
*ther,
To fave their {kin.

But bring a SCOTCHMAN frae hig
hill,
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill,
Say, fuch is royal GEORGE’S will,
An’ there’s the foe,
He has nae thought but how to kill

Twa at a blow.

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings teafg
him ;
Peath comes, wi’ fearlefs eye he {ees him ;
W7’ bluidy han’ a welcome gies him;
; An’ when he fa’s,

His lateft draught o® breathin lea’es him

In faint huzzas.

vages their folemn een may fteek,
An’ raife a philofophic reek,
An’ ph}"ﬁcally caufes feek,
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But tell me Whifky's name in Greek,
I'li tell the reaion.

SCOTLAND, my auld, refpected Mither!
'Tho’ whyles ye moiftify your leather,
Till whare ye fit, on craps o heather,
Ye tine your dam
FREEDOM and WHISKY gang the«
gither,
Tak aff your dram!




