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XPECT na, Sir, in this narration,
A fleechan, fleth’ran Dedication;
To roofe you up, an’ ca’ you guid,
An’ fprung o’ great an’ noble bluid;
Becaufe ye're firnam’d like His Grace,
Perhaps related to the race:
Then when I'm tir'd—and fae are e,

W1 monie a fulfome, finfu’ lie,
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Set up a face, how I ftop fhort;

For fear your modefty be hurt.

‘This may do—maun do, Sir, wi’ them wha
Maun pleafe the Great-folk for a wamefou;

For me! fae laigh I need na bow,
Yor, LORD be thanket, 7 can pz?ozfgﬁ s
And when I downa yoke a naig,
Then, LORD be thanket, 7 can beg ;
Sae I {hall fay, an’ that’s nae flatt’ring
¥s jult fic Poet an’ fic Patron.

The Poet, fome guid Angel help him,
Or elfe, I fear, fome i// ane {kelp him!
He may do weel for a’ he’s done yet,

But only—he’s no juft begun yet.

The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgi’e me,
I winna lie, come what will o’ me)
On ev’ry hand it will allow’d be,
He’s juft—nae better than he fhould be,

I readily and freely grant,
He downa {ee a2 poor man want;
What’s no his ain, he winna tak it

What ance he fays, he winna break it
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Qught he can lend he'll no refuf’t,
Till aft his guidnefs 1s abu{’d ;

And rafcals whyles that do him wrang,

Ev'n that, he does na mind 1t lang:
As Mafter, Landlord, Hufband, Father,

He does na fail his part in either.

But then, nae thanks to him for a’ that;

Nae godly [ymptom ye can ca that;

It's naething but a milder feature,

Of our poor, finfu’, corrupt Nature::
Ye'll get the belt o” moral works,
"Mang black Gentoes, and Pagan Turks,
Or Hunters wild on Ponotax:,

Wha never heard of Orth-d-xy.

That he’s the poor man’s friend in need,

The GENTLEMAN in word and deed,

It’s no through terror of D-mn-t-n;
I1t’s juft a carnal inclination,

And Och! that’s nae r-g-n-r-tn'!

Morality, thou deadly bane,
Thy tens o' thoufands thou haft flain'
Vain is his hope, whafe ftay an’ truft is,

in moral Mercy, Truth and Juitice!
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No—ftretch a point to catch a plack;
Abufe a Brother to his back s ﬁ
Steal thro’ the winnock frae a wh-re,
But point the Rake that taks the door
Be to the Poor like onie whunftane,
And haud their nofes ta the grunﬁane
Ply ev'ry art o' /egal thieving ;

No matter—ftick to ﬁ)zmd bgﬁéﬂfﬂg.

Learn three-milepray rs,an’half-mile graces,
Wi weel {pread looves, an’ lang, WIy faces

Grunt up 2 {folemn, lengthen d groan,
And damn a’ Parties but your own;
I'll warrant then, ye're nae Decewer

A ﬂea.dy, ﬁurdy, ﬂ:aunch Be[xg:wr

O ye wha leave the {prings o’ C-lv—n
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin!
Ye fons of Herefy and Error,
Ye'll fome d;rz_y {queel in quaking terror!
When Vengeance draws'the {word in 15»&,1'1'3.th;i
And in the fire throws the fbeath ; |
When Ruin, w ith his {weeping befom,

]ﬂﬁ frets tll He'a\”n Commifﬁon g]_es him;
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While o’er the Harp pale Mifery moans,
And firikes the ever-deep ning tones,
Still louder fhrieks, and heavier groans!

Your pardon, Sir, for this digreflion,
I maift forgat my Dedication ;
But when Divinity comes crofs me,

My readers then are fure to lofe me.

So Sir, you {ee ’twas nae daft vapour,

But I mature]y thought it proper,
When 2’ my works I did revww
To dedicate them, Sir, to YOU;

Becaufe (ye need na tak it ill)
I thought them fomething like yourfe/.

Then patronize them wi’ your favor,
And jfour Petitioner fhall ever—
I had amaift faid, ever pray,
But that’s a word I need na fay:
For prayin I hae little fkill o’t;
I’m baith dead-fweer, an’ wretched 1ll o’t;
But I'fe repeat each poor man’s pray’r,

That kens or hears about you, Sir—=
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* May ne’er Misfortune’s gowling bark,
Howl thro’ the dwelling o’ the CLERK!
May ne’er his gen’rous, honeft heart,
For that fame gen’rous {pirit fmart!
May K ¥raFrress far-honor’d name
Lang beet his hymeneal flame,
- Tl Ty *rs¥ts atleafiadizn,
Are frae their nuptial labors rifen:
Five bonie Lafles round their table,
And fev'n braw fellows, {tout an’ able,
To {erve their King an’ Country weel,
By word, or pen, or pointed {teel!
May Health and Peace, with mutual rays,
Shine on the ev ning o his days; '
- Till his wee, curlie Fobn's ier-oe,

When ebbing life qﬁa mair fhall flow, -

The laft, fad, mournful rites beftow !’

I will not wind a lang conclufion,
With complimentary effufion:

But whilft your withes and endeavours,

Are bleft with Fortune’s {miles and favours,
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I am, Dear Sir, with zeal moft fervent,

Your much 1indebted, humble fervant.

But if, which Pow’rs above prevent,
That iron=hearted Carl, Want,
Attended, in his grim advances,

By fad miftakes, and black mifchances,

- 'While hopes, and joys, and pleafures fly him,
Make you as poor a dog as I am,

Your bumble fervant then no more;

For who would humbly ferve the Poor?
But by a poor man’s hopes in Heav'n'
‘While recolletion’s pow'’r 1s giv’n,

1f, 1n the vale of humble life,

'The vitim fad of Fortune’s {trife,

I, through the tender-guihing tear,
ohould recognile my Mafler dear,

If friendlefs, low, we meet together,
Then, Sir, your hand~—my FRIEND and
BROTHER.
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