{ 3 )

St tad Sekae ks ok 4O - ehoeRadk S Rae R
TP TT I E QHO 3 W L T4

A b 4P i Bl M.

Thoughts, words and deeds, the Statute blames
with reafon ;

But furely Dreams were ne’ er indicted Ireafon,

ON READING, IN THE PUBLIC PAPERS, THE
LAUREATE’S ODE, WITH THE OTHER/PARADE
OF JUNE 4th, 1786, THE AUTHOR WAS NO SOON-
ER DROPT ASLEEP, THAN HEIMAGINED H[M-
SELF TRANSPORTED TO THE BIRTHDAY LEs
VEE; AND, IN HIS DREAMING FANCY, MADE
THE FOLLOWING ADDRESS.

.
UID-MORNIN to your MAJESTY!

May heaven augment your bliffes,
On ev'ry new Birth-day ye {ee,

A humble Bardie withes!
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i My Bardfhip here, at your Levee,

| | . On fica day as this is,

i h Is fure an uncouth fight to fee,

1 s Amang thae Birth-day drefles

' Sae fine this day:

i _

i I fee ye're complimented thrang,
aEn

E i By many a lord an’ lady ; _

| | ﬂ'{ “ God fave the King” ’s a cukoo {ang

That’s unco ealy {aid ay:

g The Poets too, a venal gang,
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Wad gar you trow ye ne’er do wrang;,
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11 (L ,’L | But ay unerring fteady,
On fic a day.

il i1,

For me! before a Monarch’s face,

Ev’n there 1 winna flatter;

Hig For neither Penfion, Poft, nor Place;

Am I your humble debtor:
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50, nae refle&tion on . YOUR GRACE,
Your Kingfhip to befpatter;
There’s monie waur been o’ the Race,

And airblins gnze been better
Than You this day,
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"Tis very true, my fovereign King,

My 1ikill may weel be doubted ;

But Faéls are cheels that winna ding, l’E
i Kt e

An’ downa be difputed:

Your royal neft, beneath Your wing,

Is e’en right reft an’ clouted,

And now the third part o’ the ftring, b
An’ lefs, will gang about it f

Than did ae day.
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Far be’t frae me that I aipire { il
il

To blame your Legiflation, 'f'-*’:é |
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Or f{ay, ye wildom want, or fire,

'T'o rule this mighty nation; b
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But fiith! I muckle doubt, my SIRE;
1 Ye’ve trufted 'Miniftration,

[ i | | To chaps, wha, 1n a barn or &_yre,.

1 Wad better fill’d their {tatiomn

- 'Than couris yon day.

VL.

And now Ye've gien auld Brstamn peace,

Her broken fhins to plaifter;

Your f{air taxation does her fleece,

'Till the has {carce a tefter:

For me, thank God, my life’s a leafe,
Nae bargain wearing fafter,
Or faith! I fear, that, wi’ the geefe,

I fhortly booft to pafture
I’ the craft fome day.
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I'm no miftrufting Willie P,

When taxes he enlarges,

(An’ #ill’s a true guid fallow’s get,
A Name not Envy {pairges)

"That he intends to pay your debs,

An’ leflen 2’ your charges ;
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But, G—d-fake! let nae faving-fit
Abridge your bonie Barges
An’ Bpats this day.

VIIL

Adieu, my LIEGE! may Freedom geck
Beneath your high protection

An’ may Yerax Corruption’s neck,
And gie her for difle¢tion !
But fince I’'m here, I'll no negled,

In loyal, true affection,
To pay your QUEEN, with due refpect,
My fealty an’ {fubjection
This great Birth-day.

iX.

Hail, Majefly moft Excellent!
While Nobles firive to pleafe Ye,
Will Ye accept a Compliment,

A fimple Bardie gies Ye?
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Thae bonie Bairntime, Heav'n has lent,

Still higher may they heeze Ye
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. L
- -

- = p.
= Sl - g il - -
= — = = o e o S o . = —— it i il s
i - - _ = - - _._H- J.__d- - e - - — — - - = r + = : 5 _.
- T = n - 4 e s it =% i Wt s b — bes B iy TR . - o i 5 L1 LS a = i ’ ’ B - e - T e - - -
- .= e s = P s T - _ - T — - g . - X
L 3 - r — e T i e - e A - = = —— Sme——— —
3 - = - L = - e = i = e - e 5 - . sl I — - . .
] -
- —r = — — EL—_—— il n— - - - - — -
r r = - re Py ~ - - = " i - 55 g e = - - o e - - g — - — - -
. n - - e I i I L - = i - = == . W N, T o e e . = s e e - - = - -
d I i i T T i e W SR S . e S = i g K SR T WA el ity & 3 — 3 T il il i L p —— e e e
& - i iy i S— L n g - - mn, —— —_ R  — - - e T =~ - -
- MR- - i -
= = ’ L L E - e e e — e . = s ——— = o — e p— = m—— —_——— = — = e — = s . =

— w - m—— T—— e T




(. %% 1)
In blifs, t1ll Fate fome day 1s femf,
Yor ever to releafe Ye

Frae Care that day.

X,

For you, young Potentate o° W—,
I tell your Higéﬁ{fr tairly,

Down Pleafure’s {tream, w1’ {welling {ails,

I'm tauld ye’re driving rarely;

But fome day ye may gnaw your nails,

An’ curfe your folly fairly,
hat e’er ye brak Diana’s pales,
Or rattl’d dice wt’ Charlie
By night or day.
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Yet aft a ragged Cowre’s been known,

To mak a noble Awver;

So, ye may doufely fill a Throne,

For a’ their clith-ma-claver:

There, Him at Agincourt wha {hone,

Few better were or braver;
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And yet, wi’ funny, queer Sir * Yoba,

He was an unco fhaver

- For monie a day.

XII,

For you, right rev'rend O———,
.Nane fets the lawn-flecve fweetérg‘

Altho’ a ribban at your lug
Wad been a drefs compleater:

As ye difown yon paughty dog,
That bears the Keys of Péter,

Then {with! an’ get a wife to hug,

' Or trouth ! ye'll {tain the Miire
Some lucklefs day,

XIIL.
Young, royal TARRY-BREEKS, I learn,

Ye've lately come athwart her;

A glorious 1 Galley, ftem and ftern,
Weel rige’d for Venus barter ;

But firft hang out that {the’ll difcern

Your bymencal Charter,

* Sir John Falftaff, Vide Shakefpeare.

t Alluding to the Newfpaper account of a certain royal
Sailor’s Amour.
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Then heave aboard your grapple aira,

An’, large upon her guarter,

Come full that day,

X1V,

Ye lafily, bonie bloffoms ',
Ye royal Laffes dainty,

Heav'n mak you guid as weel as bI:aW¥
An’ gie you ladsia plenty ¢

But {ueer na Britifb-boys awa ;
For Kiﬁg’s are unco {cant ay,

An’ German-Gentles are but /ma?,
They’re better juft than awant ay

On onic day.

God blefs you a'! confider now,
Ye're unco muckle dautet ;

But ere the courfe o’ life be through,
It may be bitter {fautet:

An’ I hae feen their coggie fou,
That yet hae tarrow 't at 1t,

But or the day was done, 1 trow,

The laggen they hae clautet

Fu’ clean that day.




