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UNTO THE
PRESIDENTS, and other MEMBERS,

OF

THE SOCIETIES OF
GABINET MAKERS AND ]OINERS,
| .
EDINBURGH AND DUNDEE,

The following pages are humbly dedicated.
-Q-omtdazoo&-—

TrE general acquaintance I formerly bad with
the Edinburgh Society, at a particular period, is
noty Ihope, by them yet forget; and the active hand
the Members of the Dundee Saociety bave taken,
to get thefe pages put to the Prefs, has induced
the Author to fubmit them to bis brethren in trade,
among whom he has been. converfant the greateft
part of bis life ; heping the general fentiments in-
culcated, will meet with their approbation, which
is the defire of their brother and Sellow work-

man-, '
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EPISTLE to the READER.

R EADER, excufe, if I am wrong,
"To bid you liften to my fong.

‘Where labour hard fpreads out her night,
How difficult- to rife to light:

How can the mind exert her pow’rs,
That under conftant labour lowrs?

Had I, in my poetic buddings,
Compos’d a poem on black puddings;
Or high extoll’d, how mighty nice

A haggies is, when mix’d with fpice:
White puddings too, in time of want,
*Twould fame me a poetic faint.

Yea, had I marked out with care,

The mighty deeds at Hallow Fair;
How recruiting ferjeants jangl’d,

And fogers *bout their doxies wrangl’d:
This would have rais’d poetic fame,
And given my mufe a lofty name.

But the forbids the catching theme;
She fain would fing the holy name,
‘Whofe unfeen hand, with lenient pow’r,
Has been my guardian to this hour.
This is the burthen of my fong;

.Pray judge if it is right or wrong.
Only I beg, take this advice,

To criticife be not too nice.

'Who can expect much from the pen
Of an old man, threefcore.and ten.

It you practife as he has faid,

Your reading will be well repaid,



LIFE

ROBERT SCOTT. -
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ARGUMENT.
The author, on the 8th March 1794, (that day being ap-
pointed a fait by Government,) takes a retrofpeétive
view of his paft life. Invokes the Almighty to afiift

‘him in his conceived plan.,

ON the eighth of March, this prefent year,
As I, perhaps, may make appear,.
‘While I was mufing on my bed;.
'With a fore pain’d and aching head,
A fudden thought then ftruck my mind,
Sure God’s to me been very kind;
- He guided me thro’ time that’s paft;
This day he’s called me to faft,
To faft for fin that’s not my own;
To faft for crimes by no man known;
A duty God himfelt appointed,
Often enjoin’d by his Anointed,
My heart and life to infpet anew,.
And take a retrofpeétive view,
In order thus to form a plan,
To vindicate God’s ways to man;
Yet all is dark and gloom within;
‘Where fhall I end, and how begin?
No memorandum, or place-booi,'
For to direét me in m)A rout;
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No ditionary to confult,
For language plain, er yet occult;
No books to fearch for right quotatxons,
Or yet to form nice annotations.
- How mad is’t for a fimple wright,
To try to write in veife aright?
>Tis fifty years fince I left {chool}
I’ve quite forgot each grammar rule.
Muit I turn poet at threcicore; |
- Sure never wright did fo before.
How comeft about, I cannot tell;
A fecret force does me impell,
To try to write myfelf in rhyme;
Alas!” it’s all but blots and crime.
Should I invoke fome friendly mufe,
A firanger’s pray’r fhe’d foon refufe,
Yea one ftrong flight I dare not try,
Unto Parnaffus for to fly;
Nor daré I venture for to brin
One drop from Helicon’s fweet {pring,
TFrom whencc fo many bards and fages,
Were taught to form fublimeft pages.
P’m but a weak unlearn’d man; 3
I here invoke the great I AM:
I'll truft to the Almighty’s care,
Who’s fav’d me from a world of fnare.
Aflift me now, Almighty King;
‘Teach me thy goodnefls now to fing:
Affift my memory and tongue,
To celebrate ia humble fong,
'The mighty providence of God,
That guards me ftill in danger’s road;
That now infpires me by his power,
And fav’d me to this preient hour;
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n hopes that he will guide this pen,

And grant me power to act the man,
-:-:———4—

. ARGUMENT.
The author here owns his incapacity of accemplithing his
plan, on dccount of the want of academic education,
and the opportunity of books for improvement; and

begs to be ecxcufed of grammatical or other errors, up-
on that account.

NOT 1kill’d to keep methodic rule,
Nor bred in academic fchool;

Ne’er had I but one learn’d pater;
Falkland {chool’s my Alma Mater.
What faults you find, I pray excufe,
From one who’s had f{o little ufe

Of either books, or pens and paper,
As you’d a youth- that cuts a caper.

ARGUMENT.

The author, “in the following {e&ion, begins the account
of hislife; which commenced in the year 1730, at Falk-.
land. Defcribes his family, education, leaving the place
of his birth, going to a writer in Edinburgh, end of *he
year 1745, to learn with him—his account of leaving
that employment.  In the year 1747, commences wright
—his apprenticefhip, and until he leaves his native town,
and goes for improvement to Glafgow.

NOW to begin my toilfome life,

I drew my breath in Scotland’s Fife;
Juft at the bottom of a hill,

‘T'hat far o’ertops a water-mill;

Where alfo ftood a royal houfe,

Now fall’n to ruin by vile abufe;
Pull’d down by many a hireling hand,
Who to their rapine fet no band;
And time, with ancient reformation,
JHas almoft tore from its foundation.
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Here Scottifh kings, ‘and nation’s peers,
Did hunt the fawns and fallow deers.
Here hawks did fly, the game to chace,

. For to divert the royal race:.

Yea hawks and hounds did hunt their fill,
Upon the verdant Lowmond hill.
From hawks and hounds that there did ftandj
>T'was named the King’s Falcon Land.
Here royal James receiv’d the news,
‘Which did fulfil his wifh’d for views:

The Rofe and Thittle join’d the hands
Of Englith and the Scotn{h lands.

‘When Befs did end the Tudors’ line,
Tudors with Stewarts did now combine.
Carey was now by charter good,
Created Falkland’s new Vifcount.

"The royal houfe is now a fhell,

‘Wherein the parifh prieft does dwell.
“Where catacombs were fill’d with wine,.
Nought’s to be feen but filth and {wine,
‘Where lords and ladies walk’d in filk,
Little’s feen but cows with milk.

It’s ufeful ftill to thinking men, .
Sure proof that nought can age reftrain,
The little town’s now out of fame;
There’s nothing left it but the name.
Before, and fince that I was born,

"The crofs bore up an unicorn;

‘Wrought out, it’s faid, in a great hurry,
By a town’s arnﬁ J e Burry.

‘Tho’ not much fam’d for filver dollars,
"The town’s produc’d fome decent fcholars.
Let this fuflice for to defcribe

‘Where I my breath did firft imbibe,
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My father was an honeft man;
My mother wafh’d,- and fometimes fpan.
Two brothers had of goed report,
Who, feldom did to vice refort:
The eldeft learn’d the healing art, -
Yet breath’d his laft in paintul fmart:
The other was a joiner bred,
By which he gain’d his daily bread.
Fach had a fifter neat and pretty;
No peevith, filly country kitty.

When reafon firft illum’d my foul,
My parents put me to a {chool,
An aged woman of good parts, -
Who ufed the fcholaitie arts;
By whom I learn’d to know the lettersy
As foon as fome that were my betters,
When I had learn’d the alphabet, «
And for a better {fchool was fit,
That now by trial they might tell,
If T could learn to read and fpell;
My father fent me to a {chool, -
‘o a {fmart man, who could bear rule;
A real good man, by common fame, -
John Cold{tream was the mafter’s name.
In time he taught me how to read,
How to repeat the catholic creed;
And that I might beware of fchilm,
He made me fay my catechifin;
And that I might not e’er be idle,
Enjoin’d me ftill fo read my Bible.
At other times 1 did rehearie
In Englifh profe and Latin verfe:
Yea fometimes he would well define
How I fhould fcan a Latin line..
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Some rolling years went {moothly on,
In getting education.

To Edinburgh next I did repair,
To Mr O-—- re in Miln’s Square,
By him to learn, withourt a flaw,
All the fubtilties of the law,
About that time, when perverfe France,
Againft Great Britain did advance, |
And by her treach’rous tricks and fchemes,
Made Scotia bleed thro’ all her veinsy
When nought was heard but treafon, treafon;.
And nothing feen but dire rebellion.

- Thefe awtul {cenes foon ftopt my plan;
Inftead of which I chofe a plane.
"Tho’ friends diflik’d I fhould be bred
‘To a laborious working trade,

Strong reafons with myfelf combin’d,.
Refolved not to change my mind..
Without delay I chofe my trade,

A wooden trade, to gain my bread.

I am no novice at this hour,

For Adam was my connoifeur.

He taught me well to work and drink,.
But never once to {peak or think,
Some years were fpent in handling tool;,
In working ftill a filly fool:

Tho’ I was made to underftand,

¥ now muft work with my own hand,
Mutft practife at this occupation,

‘To keep me decent in my ftation;
Muft leave my native place in Fife,
And travel now to learn life;

Learn to know and fee each fafhion,
In fome great town within the nation.
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ARGUMENT.
“The author defcribes his journey to Glafgow. Aurrives in
that city. Various obfervations, religious and moral.
Finds the infiuence of grace upon‘his own heart, &c.

GLASGOW was the place intended,
Where I thould go for to be mended.

it was a place, my mother faid,

Where much to God the people pray’d,
And well the Sabbath-day did keep;

No perfon to the {treet durdt peep. :
Glafgow Sabbaths bore renown,

In every village and large town.

Alas, the knew not that within,

Many a one did {lyly fin.

And her own fon, in littie time,

J0en was not guiltlefs of the crime.

In company with a young man,

I ftrait purfu’d my purpos’d plan,

To try it I could mend my hand,

Among this mighty trading band.

My father faw me crofs the Forth

At Surling bridge, which guards the north;
"That we might not part with a frown,
Clapt in my hand juft half-a-crown.

My friead and I, without much ftay,

To Glalgow city made our way,

With wearied fteps, both up and down,

At laft we crofs’d the Tuk me Down.

We pafs’d Kilfyth and Kirkintilloch,

At laft arriv’d at Glafow hillock; ; .
Went down the ftreet, pafs’d by the college,
Of which we had but little knowledge;
'Then took a view of ancient Clyde,

No doubt of many things befide.
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We faw the weavers working inkle;
Strange fight to us who were but ﬁmplc.
At laft 1 met an old {chool-fellow,
With whom I foon got pretty mellow;
A friend alive unto this hour,

And, like myfelf, but very poor.
Soon tir’d by running thus about,
To look for work I took my rout;
With Providence my only guide,

No friend, no friend I had Defide.
Now for the firlt time I did find,

That Providence to me was kind;
"That great unerring, unfeen power,
Imployment found me in an hour,
With one who bore the Chriftian na.me,
But to the crofs was oft a thame.

"The man is dead; Mufe, let us hum,
Nill de mortuis ‘nifi bonum.

Y oung, and raw, in every {enfe,

To work I could maKe {fmall pretence.
My malfter, a profefiing man,

Did eafily my weaknefs {can;

And fettled me at a fmall wage,

As 1 with him would not engage.

It ferv’d, however, for pies and ale,
But little left for milk and meal.

I now fet out to work and think,

At night went with the reft to drink;
Svent all our money, oft our time,
Tet feldom thought it wa$ a crime.

I got a mate come from the border,
Some time before had heen a foger;
By him I was too oiten led,

In hopes that I might learn my trade;
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But, O, I've often found the fmart,
Of a&mg this poor filly part.

f came to learn a vicious courfe;

No better of my trade, but worfe.
May all young men learn to be wife,
And from a friend take this advice: -
Look round you for a fober man,
Who may direct you in your plan:
Ne’er by a drunken fool be led,

Tho® you fhould never learn your trade:
Let Providence o’er you prefide,
He’ll be your beft, your fureft guide.
In all your ways acknowledge God,
He’ll you dire&t to fafeft road: |
Strive to be free, and good, and juft,.
And in the Lord put all your tru

Had I, when young, this plan purfu’d,
What 1lls and toils had I efchew’d:
But God thus fuffer’d my behaviour,
That T might know there was a Saviour.
The good advice that I had got

From parents, was not quite forgot;
Not to forget the Sabbath-day,

Nor yet unto the Lord to pray.

Sure Glafgow was a gracious place;
In it there was a praying race:

For generally at the clofe of day,
The families us’d to fing and pray.
Along with a kind female friend,

The charch 1 conftant did attend.

I often heard that gracious man,

‘The reverend pions Hamilton.

Six Sundays I did then admire,

As many fermons, all on ¢ Fire:”
B
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A fiery trial to 4 young mind,

‘Which little knew of human kind;
And far lefs knew the narrow road,
That forms the path dire& to God.
Salvation he fo much confin’d,

It troubled much my tender mind.

A fullen gloom my mind o’erfpread;

I went ftraight home, and then to bed.
"I pray you, brethren all, beware,

And fhun this fatal common fnare.
When you’re convitted, go to pray, -
And not to fleep the fenfe away:

Fly unto Chrift, who doth atone,

- And bend your knees before his throne:
Cry, for his fake, for mercy cry;
Plead for the fpirit to apply

"The facred unétion from above,

That you may feel that God is love;
That all your powers may combine;
To prove religion is divine:

Come now to him with broken heart;
Lament your fins with poignant {mart:
He’ll foon remove the pond’rous load;
By grace you’ll praife the pard’ning God.
But, O my friends, I this abus’d,
His ftriving grace I quite refus’d:
So yet I bore the heavy load,

Nor did I yet acknowledge God.

I foon got free of this firft fhock,
Grew harden’d as a flinty rock;
Tho’ from the church did not defift,
Yet was a perfect formalift.

My mind was now at perfet eafe,
T'ree from conviction’s dire difeafe.
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As fmoothly on the time I {pent,

I never thought, I need repent.

‘Who need repent, that well behave,
That go to church, and look fo grave,
‘I hat round the circle conftant move,
That formalifts fo much approve?

. Grace 'had not yet me quite given o’er,
It try’d my youthful heart once more.
Juft at this time to town there came

A great good man, W d by name:
A man of gifts and talents great;

An orator by’s mafter made.

One greatly lov’d by all the flock,
That were not harden’d as a rock.

He, with great oratorial force,
Argu’d againft my formal courfe:
From holy word, he prov’d amain,
That I muft yet be born again;

That if 1 was a child of Heaven,

I muft know my fins forgiven;

And from my own experience prove,
That I was fettled in God’s love;

And firmly hold falvation’s plan,

And know God’s life in foul of man.
I now was ftruck with deep remorfe,
And cried, ’m furely worfe and worfe.
Am I fo ignorant of God,

As not to know this heavenly road?
Have I to read been at fuch pain, .
Yet blindly pafs’d o’er ¢ Born again?”’
I neither feel, nor yet can prove,
‘That T am fixed in God’s love.

¥ thought I held falvation’s plan,

Yet felt not God’s life in foul of man:
‘B 2
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In fhort he did, with little treuble,,
Prove my religion all a bubble;
Altho’ I knew all faith’s confeflion,
Was a great Chriftian by profeflion.
I had tlie form without the power,
But knew not truth unto this hour.
Thus did my thouglit run o’er and o’er;.
Yaintly T did God’s aid implore.
Afham’d I was for to advife
With any that were godly wife.
The Tempter foon perceiv’d my ftate,
And for me quick he laid a bait.
He whifper’d foftly in my ear,
I pray you, young man, take great carej
You fee your mafter, godly man,
A convert made at Cambuflang; -
His words and ations give you pain,
And yet he fays he’s born again:
Befides, young men will taunt and mock,
And fools make you their laughing {tock.
I now grew fad and ferious too,
None but myfelf what ail’d me knew.

Providence now call’d me back to Fife,.
- 'Where firft I drew the breath of life;
Conviction then went faft away,
Again began to go aftray:
My former courfe I follow’d faft,
Forgot entirely what was paft.
Among companions, 82Y5 and young,
I fpent my time in work and fong:
‘Went conftantly to church on Sunday;
In alehoufe fometime fpent the Monday:
Sometimes the inward wife Recorder,
" Would ¢all my mind to proper order.
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In facred reading or profane,
I oft to midnight would remain;
It was my beft, my chief delight,
In books to fpend my time and fight.
Now ag‘d the guft does ftill remainj, ,
‘When I can’t read it gives me pain.
I’m often griev’d, when I do fee
A powder’d head and high toupee:
A filly fool at fo much pains,
To ornament his empty brains;
To put the Frifeur to fuch trouble,
To finith out a water bubble.
I knew one of thefe powder’d fools, -
That fpent long time at different {chools;
Yet ftill is fuch a filly afs,
€an’t tell why men keep Chriftmafs.
Excufe this fimple plain digreffion,
Will {trive to move with more progreflion;
Muft try once more now to find out,
How Providence has mark’d our route ;
What different marches he’s affign’d
Unto the body and the mind.
I doubt we’ll find fome very long,
And difficult to work in fong:
Sometimes we’ll march thro’ pain and ftrife,
Hardly get through with breath of life ¢
Sometimes no doubt in griefs and fears,
Perplex’d with Trouble’s ufelefs cares.
But, as this is the lot of man,
'We muft not now give up our plan;
Becaufe we’ll hope for halcyon days;
In them we’ll raife to heav’n our lays,
That ruling I‘ower, that is unfeen,

Had for my welfare careful been;
B3
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For me prepar’d fome trying houts,

To know how- ftrong my inward pow’rs.

The fhock I manfully fuftain’d,

By grace I yet ftill firm remain’d;

€all’d now unto a genteel {eat, | .
No doubt, indeed, to fix my fate.

ARGUMENT.

Leaves Glafgow in the year 1752, and returns to Tife, to
the place of his nativity. Goes to work at a gentleman’s
houfe, where he enters into the matrimonial ftate. Goes
to _Clackmannan—works at Kennet houfe and Shaw
Park—his rifing family—the death of his infant child-
ren—his religious fentiments with refpet to their future
ftate; with yarious other obfervations, until his return

to Edinburgh.
JUST at this time, pure foft’ning love,
Began my tender mind to move.
1 faw a maiden young, and gay,
Blooming as the month of May;
Soon felt the power of all her charms,
And fondly wifh’d her to my arms:
And fhe return’d as pure a Xame,
Without €’er guile, or guilt, or {fhame.
Hymen foon join’d our willing hands,
In lawful matrimonial bands;
And the great Power that rules above,
Soon gave us pledg,es of our love:
For-in the {pace of {e’enteen years,
‘Was blefs’d W1th feven moft lovely dears.
‘When God faw meet, he call’d his own;
Parents ought not at this to frown:
Five of them were call’d out of time,
E’er they were guilty of a crime.
Chrift died to cleanfe their nature’s ftain;
With j efus they fure now remain:
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They fing among the blood-wafh’d throng,
‘Who now furround his radiant throne.
May thofe, who yet on earth remain, -
Be wafh’d, be cleans’d, be born again!
May they by faith be made to cry,-
‘We know that Chrift for us did die;
By grace be guided in that road,
That leads their fteps direct to God;
And when they’ve {pent a happy life,
Free from contention and vain ftrife,
May their pure fouls to heaven rife,
‘To join their brethren ’bove the fkies;
For evermore to praife and fing
Of your Redeemer, and their King.

I now a pleafant harmlefs life
Enjdy’d with my beloved wife;-
Near the pleafant banks of Forth,
Where her firft-born the brought furth ;
"Where ftill is found the Brucian line,
And alfo many a good coal mine.
Here Lord Cathcart holds his domain,
Set round by many a fertile plain:
A pleafant landfcape to the Forth;
The Ochil hills view’d to the north.
Good Haley then difpens’d the word,
Exhorted men to fear the Lord.
Here wrights and mafons fat at eafe,
With Beflie N={mith's ale and cheefe:
Yea, when all things were right and well,
Din’d on J—n Miller’s garvie kail.
Of thofe indeed made little ufe,
While all was right at Kennet-houfe.
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ARGUMENT.

He is now called from this peaceful country retirement to
the capital. His refle€tions and fentiments thereon. Be-|
wails the unhappy turn of mind incident to workmen,
and others, in being exercifed with trials by poor and
carelefs employers, &c.

CALL’D from this pleafant folitude,
Once more 1 join that multitude,

That walk Edina’s fpacious ftreet, '

And climb her ftairs\with nimble feet:
Once more I drown myfelf in noife, ‘
Chufe quietnefs where there’s little choice;
I change a peaceful country life,

For conftant.clamour, or vain firife.

Each day brings on fome freth demand;
Here money mutft be had in hand:

- But, O alas! it was my fate

To work with a poor J—e T—te,

‘Who nothing had his men to pay,

But promifes from day to day.

"The want of money oft breeds ftrife,
Between a loving man und wife.

Indeed this fometimes was my cafe;

For this I often fhunn’d her face,

'With {fome who fhar’d an equal fate,

‘We ftaid from home both.foon and late,
Drown’d our refletions, and wives tongues,
Often with drink, fometimes with fongs,
Sure money is a mighty curfe,

A plague to have, to want it worfe,

My conicience now began to accule,

And afk me how I could abufe

My time and talents in fuch ftrife,

And grieve and vex a loving wife,
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My former thoughts return’d amain,
Sure I muft yet be born again.

Satan, once more, who tempts mankind,
Infus’d the thought, Your wife’s unkind.
She {peaks in harfh and uncouth terms,
Unlike when taken to your arms.
Defpair, diftra&tion, and difeafe,

Did foon my mind and body {eize.

No view, but want, and f{ad diftrefs,
Which my whole frame.and mind imprefs:
No faith, ne truft, no gleam of hope,
Wherewith my tender mind to prop.

No pleafure-now, no hope, in life,

Like what I had from my dear wife.
Religious comf{orts all were gone,

No accefs had to Grace’s throne.

At laft fome comfort from the word,
With which my mind did now accord,

“ ¥ you upon the Lord rely, ‘

¢ He {foon will all your wants fupply.”
This now was no delufive dream,

Great glory to God’s holy name:

1le’s prov’d it true thele filty years;
Difpelling ay my doubts and fears,
Conduéting me thro’ {eas of ill,

Becaule it was his holy will.

My gratitude fure ne’er will {werve,

For every ill I do deferve.

My ftrength return’d, employment came,
I now lived quietly at home;

Fnjoy’d a pleafant happy life,

Free from domeftic din'and ftrife:

‘When lo the horn’d god of war

Was mounted on his dreadful car;
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Nothing was heard in Ed’nbrough tows,
But found of trumpet, beat of drum;
Let Scotia’s valiant fons advance,

And meet the treacherous fons of France.
O cruel war, what dire alarms,

Sons torn from their parents arms!
Mothers and wives in fad diftrefs,

By the harth laws of curs’d imprefs.

For thofe employ’d in naval power,
Imprefs’d poor tradefmen every hour.
Even mifcreants of the human race
Drag’d mankind from their native places
Difgrace indeed to a free nation, |
To employ vile men in fuch a ftation.
Fach civil law was now fufpended,
Expediency by power pretended.

Men at a lofs to fpeak or meet, .
Or walk with freedom on Edinbrough ftreet;
In danger of a fea intender, |

To force them down aboard a tender;
And F n, head of that power,
Diftrefs’d the country every hour.

Trade at a {tand, all crafts do ftop;

For workmen now there was no hope;
But fly their country, and their friend,
Or join the army, it to defend.

A fad alternative for fome :
‘Who ne’er had been a mile from home;
Oblig’d to leave my own fire-fide,

I fought a place where to abide,

Till Providence fhould fet me free,

'To take my rout by land or fea;
Unqualified for warlike life;

Relolved ne’er to leave my wife,
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My gracious Guide found out a plan,
How I might once more a& the man;
Of great Augufta take a view,
And there my wooden trade renew;
Get better of my doubts and fears,
" And once more try to form chairs.
T here {till remain’d the hardeft tafk,
‘{As I‘d this fettled under maik)
f'o reconcile my tender wife,
"The deareft partner of my life,
To ftay at home, and fet me free,
Or fhare the dangers of the fea:
Dangers to her were perfe& eafe,
She’ll fhare my fate, and ftill me pleafe.

All matters fettled to our mind,
For Providence is always kind,
Embark’d at Leith with utmolft fpeed,
‘With every thing we thought we’d need,
With plealant gale, we fweep the Forth;
My eyes flew naturally to the north;
Involuntar’ly dropt a tear, .
When parting with my native air.
\Our thip now join’d a num’rous fleet,
Before we got into the deep.
The Hazard floop, two veflels more,
Mult fee us fafe as far’s the Nore.
We failed fafe, by help of God;
Arrived well in Yarmouth road,
Dangers now foon appear’d in view,
Dangers indeed to me quite new;
Our failors fpy’d boats from afar,
Coming faft from men of war.
Captain and mate did now confefs,
Each man on board they fure would prefs.
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Refle&tion now did work a-pace,

I furely am yet under grace;

I’'m fav’d from dangers in the ftreet,

He’ll free me alfo in the deep.

As foon’s aboard, .they rang’d along;

To me they néver mov’d a tongue; ‘
With pleafant gales, we reach’d the Nore,
And got a view of Thames’s fhore.

ARGUMENT.

After a fhort and ealy paffage, the author arrives fafe at
Wapping. Defcription of his walk through the city
of London—incidental obfervations in the courfe there-
of. Gets a refting-place next morning. Goes in queft
of employment—is accofted in the ufual ftyle by an

~ Englifh landlord—obtains work: Refides in" that capi-
tal ten years—various refleGions. = Sees the funeral of
George II.—views the coronation. Short delcription
of Weftminfter Abbey. Lofes his health—with other

incidents. ILeaves London, &c.

AFTER .a paflfage fafe and foon,

We landed well in London town.

What horrid noife, what mighty din;

I with’d I’d ftill in Scotland been.

Left Wapping foon, and did demand
Which way I fhould find out the Strand.
Each ftreet, and turn, I did regard;
And foon found out St Paul’s Church-yard;
‘Where butchers did their cleavers ring,
And men and women ballads fing.

A mighty mob did, then conipire,

To burn Bing’s effigy in fire.

Got thro’ this crowd, not without force;
Still purfuing my deftin’d courfe;

Until I {pyed from afar, \
'Three human heads on Temple Bar:
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WMy mind was griev’d, when thus I faw

The dire effe&s of ‘treafon’s law.

A fecret with I did rehearfe,

May no more heads this gate difgrace

May peace, and love, fill ev’ry foul,

Subjeéts no more the law controul;

Nor €’er a Britith fon advance

The crafty politics of France!

I now purfu’d'my purpos’d route,

To try if I could friends find out.

1 foon arriv’d at Charing Crofs;

A warlike man on mighty horfe,

Turn’d foon about ; afk’d where to go,

To find the Square called Soho.

By providence I met a friend,

‘Which put my journey to an end;

Soon got a place, wherein to reft;

And next day look for what was beft.

It was in May, juft with the fun,

I rofe to view great London town.

*T furpris’d me much, to fee the ftreet,

And every door, fo cleanly {wept;

Publicans and porters talking,

And country tolks to market walking;

With greens and peafe and colliflower,

And every herb man can devour;

With beef and mutton, veal and pork,

And new made fhoes juft come from York.

I halted now in Martin‘s Lane,

As eafy as I’d been at hame,

Went in and call’d for pint of beer,:

At which the landlord gave a fneer;

Afk’d if I’d arrived from Perth, @

te thought 1 had a Scottith breuth; .
C Y
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Turn’d on his heel, and made a caper,
And I fat down and took the paper.
'He afk’d me, if I read the news;

I imply faid, if he thould chufe.

I read a paragraph to pleafe him,

And he ftept out, fuppos’d to eafe’im;
But while I ftaid, he ne’er return’d,
Yor which I not a little mourn’d;

As T did with to give a toaft,

This Englifh gentleman to roaft.

I now thought time, te ufe fome metal,
To look for work, and then to fettle.
I pafs’d a {treet or two in hafte,

A fign efpy’d, I thought like beaft,
The King’s upholder, above was Trotter,
Thinks I, he fure muit be no blotter;
That works for King, and bears his arms,
To enquire for work can never harm’s.
Providence now exerts it’s pow’r;

Work I obtain’d in half an hour;

Went home, and told my wife the news;
Happy fhe was I had fuch views.

'That I might not appear as fools,

“Took to the fhop my cheft and tools.
Good God! what noife, what mighty din;
Men f{wearing, women drinking gin.

I'or men and women were all bent

In packing goods, or {tringing tents;

Or other things that were thought handy,
To fhip for Germany to Granby.
Nothing here but work or drink;

No time either to {peak or think.

I ply’d my work, to learn my trade,

"I he beft made of a bargain bad.
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When time allow’d, I took a walk
To Middlefex Hofpital, or the Parks
For Providence was very kind,

To place me rightly to my mind.
And as a great and happy gift,

Plac’d me in that ftreet called Thrift.
Alas it only had the name,”

It oft a thriftlefs gift became.

What man, like me, can €’er rehearfe,
What I did fee, in profe or verfe.

All that I know’s by ratiocination,
Or by occular demontftration:
‘Whate’er I know I fhall relate,

Like me it e’en muft take its fate.
"Ten years I wrought from place to place,
Left none with any foul difgrace,
Becaufe the Almighty ftill was kind,
"Fo over-rule my perverfe mind,

"o counteraét the ftubborn will,

And lay the wayward paffions ftill.

I heard a King proclaim’d in Fife,
Saw George the Second too in life,
Full drefs’d in his large German hat,
Review his guards in the Hyde Park.
1 faw him too, before his death,
Infpect Scots Greys upon Blackheath.
’Mong many Scotfmen there I faw

A Fife man, valiant Captain Law.
Soon the King was dead and gone,
And left his kingdom and his throne:.
I faw him carry’d to his cell,

While time fhall laft there he muft dwelk
Like other men, he loft his breath,

And died a very fudden death.
C1
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Now heralds did, by proclamation,

Cry, George the Third muft fill his ftation.
On twenty-fifth day of O&ober,

A day on which no {—ter’s {ober,

I faw him with imperial crown,

‘Lhe Queen drefs’d in her royal gown.

(I’d feen her with F——ck of York,
Before fhe bore the royal yoke,)

With Dukes and Earls, Lords and ’Squires,
Dutchefles, Countefles, Ladies in all attires,
With all the {plendor of the nation,

Call’d to attend the coronation.

Such fight, no doubt, did much excite
‘The wonder of a fimple wright.

*11s all in vain, for to defcribe,

What numbers were on every fide,

From England, Scotland, France and Spain,
Yea Holland, Swedland, Prufs’ and Dane;
Swarms from Wales and Ireland too,

As far’s the Danube and the Po;
Mercantile Jews who adorn the crown,
Italian painters too from Rome;

All come to {ee this mighty fight;

That none was fit to fee aright.

‘What mighty groups of wh—re and tar,
With pickpockets trom Temple Bar,

Men and women, great and {mall,

To view proceflion from the Hall.

See every noble of the nation,

Each walking in his proper ftation;

The Prince fupported on cach hand

By Bifhops of the facred band;

All walking in majeftic {tate

From Stephen’s Hall to Abbey-gate.
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This then did terminate the fight
Of vulgar eye, and curious wright;
Until the ceremony’s o’er,
When all return, juft as before.
"Tir’d with the fight, I-home went faft,.
Ruminating on what was paft;
Convinc’d I’ll ne’er fee fuch a crowd,
Till God fhall call both-bad and good.
- T then view’d London eaft and wett,

What I thought good, and what was beft;
Saw the palace round and round,
Walk’d the Park to its-utmoft bound}
Saw Buckingham-houfe,. before the Queen,
Thro’ all its gardens 1 have been;
Some times 1.walk’d down to the Abbey,
To fee the tombs both fine and {habby;
Not {kill’d at all in Phidian art,
For to defcribe dare take {fmall part..
By living marbles, thofe may fpy:
Who have the real artift’s eye;.
There’s plac’d,. I think,. into an ifle,.
Sir Cloudfly Shovell, and Argyle:
Sir Cloudfly’s is a mafs of itone,
With thips diftrefs’d, and ftreamers down::
Argyle, the greateft of our nation;
It {fays, his tomb was by donation..
1 often pafs’d, fometimes in hafte,
At laft 1 fpied great General Gueft,
Styl’d Edinburgh Caftle’s great defender
Againft the rebels and Pretender.
The fent’ment, would have been far nobler,
To fay he fought againit a cobler;
For T r, who led the blocade,

‘Was but a futtor to his trade,
_ A

<
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T heard debates both great and fmall,
From Robin Hood’s unto the Hall: .
Heard coblers often fcold and jangle,
’Bout politics and religion wrangle:
But never heard a man advance,
The new philofophy of France.
Heard preachers of each denomination,
Gathered from every nation;
~ Bithops, prefbyters, and priefts,
And laymen, which fome call the beft;
‘Whitefield, Wefley, and Romaine,
The great Fordyce o’er and again;
-Diffenters too of every fize, |
‘Who fwarm in London as bee-hives;
Each wrangling, ftriving what he can,
To advance his own beloved plan.
From no one place I had ejettion, -
But had fhort time to make refletion.
For J—nie Wilkes deftroy’d our peace,
-And brought on Scots a fad difgrace;
Hir’d all the mob to hifs and hout,
In order to dethrone Earl B—te; -
Call’d all the Scotfmen rogues and thieves,
Aided by fome who wore lawn fleeves.
But forty-five foon ftop’d his game;
Carry‘d to the Tower from his own hame.
His patron now f{tood out with awe,
And P t relievé’d him from the law.
P d now fupported Wilkes,
And bore him home as upon ftilts:
When S—die Dunn confpir’d his life,
It’s faid he‘d kill him without knife.
You'll furely wonder when I tell you,
‘That Martn fhot him in the beIly 5
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Soon took advantage of the night,

And into France did take his flight.

The Commons too, juft out of fun,

Sent to King’s-bench poor S—die Dunn.
Politics now run very high,

W-——kes was the word, and Liberty.

"T'he nation, now reftor’d to peace;

Mobs did each day the ftreets difgrace,
Spittalfield weavers, a mighty mob,
Infefted St Stephen’s neighbourhood;
With mourning #mplements of trade,
And bawling out for want of bread;

At every breath did loud advance

A curfe againft the peace with France.
War was a mintfterial farce;

Now B—d and B—te are curs’d for peace.
St ‘Giles’s brood, Germans and Jews,
With all the vermin of the ftews;

And Cocknies too, where’er they meet,
Curfe L—d B—te for paving London ftreet;
They‘d rather limp with broken bones, ~
Than ftreets be pav’d with Scottith ftones;
They’d fooner die for want of breath,
Than hanging figns fhould fuffer death.
Happy the man in a mean ftation,

~That ferves not fuch a thanklefs nation.

I one morning had a lucky hit, |
As I pafs’d by the Gravel Pit;

I faw Sam Houfe had got the pox,

Before he link‘d to Mr Fox;

A man of late of great renown, ]
Cried up a wight thro’ all the town,
Becaufe he was J—es F—’s cully,

A drunken blackguard, and a bully.
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The Wonderful has made us fure,
That he was buried by his w—re.
‘What pity is’t that men of fenfe,
Should ufe their pen in his defence..

I faw Earl F—rers hang on a tree,
And twenty others as bad as he.

I faw a woman burnt for treafon,

A horrid, law, without all reafon..

By thefe I learnt that great and fmall,
By following vice at laft muft fall.

My firft impreflions then recur’d,
Look’d back on all things had occur’d;.
My God, how gracious muft thou be,.
To care for fuch a creature as me,
Imprefs my mind with fuch an awe,
"To reverence thy moft holy law;

And by a free unmerited grace,

Save me from fuch foul difgrace.

Sure grace like this deferves my pratfe, .
My faith and love, thro’ all my days.
Troubles now, both great and {mall,
Began to feize my family all,

'The only comforts of my life,.

Befides my beft beloved wife.

My deareft boy refignd his breath;.
My daughter too was call’d by death;.
With refignation kifs’d the rod,

As a chaftifement from my God.

Tir’d mong {fuch a numerous crowd,
I keenly wifh¢d for folitude; -

'That Providence would change my lot,
To a lone unfrequented f{pot.

I envied even the hermit’s life,

Who, free from tumult and vain ftrife,
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In peace refigns his foul, his all,
To.God, when he is pleas’d to call.
Still labouring hard, confin’d from air,
At length my health I much impair;

A languid look, and pallid cheek,
Made my connexions all to weep;
Confumption now, a dire difeafe,

Did quickly on my vitals feize;

‘But Providence did ftill prefide, -

And now my beft, my fureft guide,
Directed me to great Fordyce,

Who of his fkill was never nice.

He order’d me quick to repair,

Where I thould breathe my native air;
Or fwcep once mere the German main,
To be reftor’d to health again,
Unwilling, unprepar’d to die,

Refolv’d from London quick to fly,

If poffible to fave my life, \
And once more fee my friends in Fife.
After ten years abfence view the north,
And crofs again the frith of Forth;

Of the frefh air to take my fill,

» Upon the verdant Lowmond hill:

- Having feen London over all,

From Hyde Park corner to Blackwall;
I crippl’d up to Highgate now,

‘To give Augufta a laft adieu,

Wifhing that hgrmony and pecace

May ever blefs fo fine a place;

That George may live, and loved be
By all his fubjetts low and high;

‘That all my brethren left behind,

May enjoy a loving pcaceful mind.
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ARGUMENT.

T'akes his departure once more to the nerth. Crofles flie
frith of Forth. Meets, after ten yveacrs abfence, with
his friends. By the falubrity of his native air, recovers-
his former vigour. Is again capable to follow his na.
tural plan of working. Leaves his friends, and returns.
to Edinburgh. Thankful acknowledgements to the

~memory of his juvenile paftor and fchoolmafter, &e.

WITH fon and daughter, and my wife, &
I now embark for Scotland’s Fife;

Safely get to Falkland town,

A place of ancient renown.

I met my friends all in good health,

Not burthen’d. much with London pelf;
But free and eafy in my mind,

*Caufe Providence to me was kind.

Of Falkland whins what can 1 {ay,

Only that there I us’d to play, \
From their fweet {mell and bonny bloom,
Pure health and vigour did affume,

O happy fpot, and pure delight,

It ravifhes my mind and fight,

To think how many happy days -

I’ve fpent in pleafure, and in plays, /
At palace clofe, and bowling-green,
Many a joyful morn I've feen;

‘LThe mind then free from worldly care,
Kept vy by hope, unaw‘d by fear;

My juvenile mind was kept in peace,
Directed then by unknown grace.

Great is the pleafure ftill remains,

When I reflet an Coldftream’s pains,
Who with much eafe, -and great delight,
led my young mind to what was right;
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‘On Stoddart too, of good renown,
Tho* not adorn’d with prieftly gown,
(For furplices, and bands and gowns,
‘Were badges-of Prelatic ¢ ns, )
Who with much care and holy art,
Us’d every means to mend my heart;
My gratitude to’s memory’s due,
*Tis God alone that makes it new.
Soon I refume the pilgrim’s life,
And leave my native place in Fife;
Crofs Boadotria once again,
Once more view Lothian’s fertile plain,
With tender heart, and mind ferene,
A foul prepar’d for every fcene.
And {cenes a’ new’r prepar’d for me,
Which no man ever could forefee;
But'God had me prepar’d for them,
Yor which I’ll ever blefs his name.
Perfuaded now, what need I mourn,
To Falkland fure I’d ne’er return;
1 left it foon on Monday morn,
And made my way quick to Kinghorn;
Arriv’d at Leith, made little ftay,
Yo Ed’nburgh faft-I hy’d my way;
With quicken’d iteps walk’d to the crofs,
Hafted faft down to Abbey clofe,
O with what glee my heart did beat,
When I again view’d Arthur’s Seat!
A pen like mine can ne’er defcribe
The beauties of its ancient fite;
Rock upon rock, and hill on hill,
With many a pleafant water rill.
Augufta muft give up the prize,
For grateful pleafure, but her fize.
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With thankful heart view’d all T faw,
Got to the plane, and grip’d the faw.
While all mankind was calling fraight,
It was my trade to crock aright. |
My lot was good in Edinburgh tow#n:

I wrought for thofe of beft renown,
Gentlemen of greateft fame,

But it’s in vain to write each name.
Year after year I ply’d my trade,

‘With honefty to get my bread.

What mighty changes I have feen,

In Fdinburgh fince I have been;

A church and fteeple in a field,

With many ftreets, which corn Jid yield.
I faw a bridge fall to the ground;

Saw alfo rais’d an earthen mound.
‘Where holy man was heard to pray,
Pve feen the devil’s actors play.

Seen loch dry’d up, and quarries clear’d;
Hotels and fhops, and houfes rear’d;
The great exertions of Hume and Young,
A theme too great for to be fung:

And Trotter mild I’ll ne’er forget,
While pulfe does beat, or head doth ach.
London itfelf can fearce compare,

In art that’s exercifed there.

Saw alfo rais’d a ftately dome,

'To keep Scotch records fafe at home,
‘Which will tranfmit to lateft fame,

The founder and the builder’s name; -
An Orphan-houfe in modern mode,

By charitable and gen’rous Tod.

‘To fing of all I’ve feen and heard,
Would wafte the brains of -fimple bard.
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ARGUMENT.

!’roudencé cdils the author, in the way of his buﬁnefs, 10
the Merfe, where he ftops a-few months; and then con-
tinues his journey fouthward, through Northumberland.

Is employed near Wooler, at the foot of Cheviot—his .

happy fituation in that-folitude; with hiftorical remarks,

and other oblervations.

‘ONCE more I took the pllgnm s ftaff,
But not the fcallop in my hat;

Once more to breathe the fre{hen’d air,
To banks of T'weed 1did repair;.

Stopt where the law, prifon, and church,
Enter by oné united porch. .

There fits the head of Mercia’s law;
The place, I think, is call’d Greenlaw. -
'When I came here there.was no {treet,
For people walk’d in dirt knee-deep.
Like paffage birds, whofe time drew near,
Like them, to fouthern climes repair.
One morn in March I rofe with {peed,

- And 'hafted faft to crofs the Tweed;

To vifit now Northumbria’s lands,

Once waited {ore by hoftile bands:

Now pleafant fields, and happy {wains,
Fill ever corner of thefe plains.

e
(

Peace and plenty, eafe and joy, - -

Do every houfe and heart employ.
Where’er I go, where’er 1 move,
I meet the obje& of my love.
Here, here 1 met with my. defire,
Which did my mind with rapture ﬁre
Here I found a fafe retreat,
Nigh to a pleafant genteel {eat;
Juit at the foot of Cheviot hlll
Of folitude I had ‘my fill. ’

D

-
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What happy place, what pleafant life,
Enjoy’d I here with fon and wife,
‘T'he conftant partners of my toil,
- Which did my tedious hours be«rmle
On evens and morns I did repair
To Cheviot hill, to take the air:
Sometimes afcended to the mount,
To take a view all round about.
Saw land and water, fea and fthore,
And rocks and hills I can’t explore,
One {kill’d in old hiftoric page,
Could tell the wars once here were wag’d,
Here Percy and Lord Douglas fell;
How many more 1 cannot téll.
Numbers of Scotfmen here were flain,
In marching up from Milfield plain,
Whofe carcafes and blood did fill
The water that is call’d the Till.
Here camps and trenches, Scots and Danes,
And banks where many Englith trains
Enga$’d themfelves in horrid war,
And mounted the ambitious car.
Now all is pleafant pure delight;
Nought to offend the ear or fight,
Now far remov’d from noify {cene,
All that was pafs’d appear’d a dream.
Refletion now came on a-pace;
Providence ftill guides by his grace.
The rock, the Inli the water-fall,
Silent proclaxm that God s all.
No preacher here perplex’d the text,
‘To prove what’s good, or what is beft.
No need for arg ’ment by implication,
For each do prove to demonftration.
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Vales, rocks, and trees, and fkies above,
Loudly proclaim that Geod is love."
No fceptic foul that €’er was born,
Shews other caufe from which they form,
Here, here T fat with freeft choice,
To be at eafe, or mix with noife:
Might go to town, and dance or drink,
Or on this hill fit down and think:
May either fit, or yet lie ftill;
God fets before me good and ill:
To chufe the good, or thun the evil;
To worfhip God, "or fly the devil.
Gives reafon to direét my choice,
Promiffes grace to hear his voice.
A God of love did ne’er decree
A foul eternally to die. |
No evil can from God proceed;
>Tis only fuffer’d, not decreed.
Darknefs is not from the {un,
Nor mount the fhades till he is gone.
Such thoughts as thele, nought to annoy,
Inflam’d’my feeling heart with joy. ‘
With heart-felt love ador’d the Lord,
For bleflings of his holy word;
Had ftrong defire in every place, =
For to attend the means of grace;
And every place where two or three
Met to praife God, was means to me.
Not trammel’d by bigotted pride,
God does in each true heard refide,
I'll ne’er efteem that man a fool,
Who ftrictly walks by feripture rule.
Yea W n, Ke~—dy, and Gr—ve,
Did each great pleafure to me give;

- D 2
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When they declar’d that grace was free,
Excluding none, not even me.

My {olitary pleafure o’er;

Now F muft move my tent once more.
And bid farewell to Cheviot mount,
With all the pleafures thereabout.

May hoftile power infeft-no more,
From foreign or domeftic fhore:

But may your flocks and herds increafe,
Till time 1tfelf fhall quite decreafe!

May no fell wolf, nor Swedith dog,

On you €’er tear another hog!

Once more adiey to Cheviot hills,

With lambs and fheep, and purling rills,
Muft once more mix with noify crew;
Bid filent pleafures all adieu.

Yet once I take a farewell look,

At W——r, and of G—dy D—ke.
All matters properly prepar’d, ‘
Having receiv’d a juft reward

For all the work that I had done,

Set my face dire& from home.

“T'was on the firft day of September,
As I do right well remember,

That I fet cut from W' er town,
Then to me familiar grown;

Wifhing my friends to live in peace, -
Be guided ftill by divine grace.

Now Ceres wav’d a yellow crop,

And realiz’d the farmer’s hope.

Now jocund mirth >mong happy {wains,
Fill’d all thefe pleafant fertile plains.
‘The humorous tale, or fimple play,
Wore off the reapers’ toilfome day.
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Fields fill’d with cattle of ilk fize,

Swarming like unto bee-hives.

We travell’d here with eafe and joy;

No cruel difafter to annoy;

No caufe to fear, or run with hafte,
From ruffian crew, or yet wild beaft.
Here nothing reigns but peace and love, |
A blefling fure from God above. -

How happy now the prefent race,-

Who live in plenty, and in peace;
Whofe rude progenitors of old,

Were bafely bought, and meanly fold:,
In flavery doom’d to Ipend their time, -
For thofe who thought this was no crime.
The effe is ceas’d, remov’d the caufe,
By government, and wholefome laws.

. Northumbria’s lords, and Scottith chiefs,
Difpute no more about their fiefs;

But live in harmony and love,

"Tho’ far remov’d from courts above;
Without €’er jealoufy-or harm,

Or getting calls in hafte to arm.

Good Britith laws, and proper rules,
Guard the good man, clllJ

ARGUMENT.

eck ftubborn fools.

The author having completed his work, continues his
route fouthward. Arrives with his family at Morpeth,
where he refides fome years with one employer—is hap-
py in his fituation—is kindly intreated by a religious {o-
ciety there, which he joined—with incidental remarks
on the fituation of the town, its mercantile dealings,
&c. Obfervations on a diffipated life, and its fatul <f-

felts, &c.

BY eafy journies, without lofs,
I fafe arriv’d at M——th crofs;
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Contented with the toils of life,

“When fafe my boy and loving wife;
Charm’d to fee {o fine a place, -

- Yet ftranger to each perfon’s face.

One fign I faw I thought right queer,

‘¢ Reftrig butter, churn-maker, engineer:**
For Scottith women, who made butter,
-Seldom made fo great a clutter.
Viewing all things with much care,
‘That I might thun each per’lous fnare;
Surpris’d to fee fuch genteel people,

A handlome town without a fteeple;
Where markets hold in every week,
For Scottifh cows, and Cheviot fheep.
My guardian angel, as before, |
Prepar’d for me a working door.

Happy thofe who live at home,

They many fore temptations thunz

But he, who wanders far and near,
Has hourly dangers for to fear.
Engag’d mong men of diffipation,
Almoft unknown in northern nation ; -
- Without' more ftrength than was my own,
I’d almoft diffipated grown. -
My unfeen guide, of me took care,
And led me to the houfe of pray’r.
Once more I found the power of grace,
- Even in a ftrange and wnknown place.
Here met I with the loving friend,
Who to my welfare did attend.’

A ftranger here, they took me in,

And ever fince have friendly been.
Joining with thofe, that kep¢ tri¢t rule,
I now was call’d an arrant fool,
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My former friends all from me fled,
Which eas’d my mind, and made me glad.
Here, for fome years, was fix’d my lot;

A pleafant hofpitable fpot;

With friends tho” few, a focial band,
Who led each’other by the hand,

Into that happy harmlefs road,

Which they thought pleafing to their God.
With them I now caft in my lot,

Altho’ a true diffenting Scot;

For modes, like robes, may well adorn,
But ne’er the heart, nor foul, transform.
'This was to me a time of grace,

A pleafant and a gen’rous place;
Had inward peace, and outward joy,
With my dear love to rear our boy.
The fragtant flowers on Wanfpak’s brook,
"The pleafant trees on Cotton. wood,

The walks I had to Wilfon’s Bower,
Sometimes to Carlifle’s high-houfe tower,
The finging birds, the humming bees,

The fields adorn’d with blooming trees,

A pleafant landfcape far and wide,

When glowing in its fummer’s pride.

In winter too, the town was warm,

With focial friends quite free from harm,
When war was raging far and wide,

No evil did to us betide.

Thefe thoughts did calm the mind to peace 3
Convinc’d that nought, but divine grace,
Could e’er have fav’d me from that power,
That does each thoughtlefs mind devour.
Let logic argue, as it can;

This furely i1s the fcripture plan,

N\
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That God gives grace for man to a&,
And alio power to counteratt.

'The fun does fhine with power moft bright;
I‘ve power to {creen it from my fight.
An awkward wright, with crooked legs,
Can fthut out light with wooden pegs.
The world fhuts out the grace that’s given,
'The very light and life of Heaven.

O what a filly thing is pelf,

When man knows nothing of himfelf !
,Men, capable of -every plan,

Yet never try’d themielves to {can.

I have an inftance in my eye,

‘Which to relate’I now fhall try:

A lawyer here, once of renown,

But now is diffipated grown;

‘Wakes ’bout twelve, begins to think,
"Lhen rings his bell, and calls for drink.
He tells the maid, he’ll rife at two,

For he has bus’nefs great to do.

In half an hour he calls again,

And orders brandy, rum, or gin.
‘Then he'lies {till and drinks and fweats,
And with himfelf often debates, —
‘Whether to rife at five, or fix,

And with his old companions mix.

But, lo! he hears a rap below,

And who, that calls, he wants to know,
'The fervant comes; he afks her ftrait,
‘Who 15t that doth below ftairs wait.
‘She anfwers, with a fimple hum,

Sir, it’s a man they call a dun;

For duns are often at the door,

But f{till they go without their ore,
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Go down ftairs quick, the lawyer cries,
And tell the man, I cannot rife.
Then he lies flill, for three hours more; .
For {till there’s people at the door.
.And he lies in his bed full mug,
Still guzzling down the other mug.
His fpoufe now comes, with folemn pace,
With mifery painted in her face.
She fees he’s now got drunk again,
And hopes he’ll in his bed remain. -
]?Jt he infifts on bus’nefs great,
which depends his future fate.
In hurry then his bell does ring,
- Bring me H——nand K ge
H.——n is drunk, he cannot come;
And B y K——g is not at home.

He now can lie no longer ftill,

Vex’d he cannot get his will.

He now gets up, and creeps down ftairs;
And round the houfe about him ftares.
He fees not aught that he regards;

So out he gets, and falls to cards.
Next morning he is carried home,

As ftupid as a filly dron.

He’s put in bed, there to remain,

Till he is fit to drink again.

O what a diffipated life!

How happy is this genteel wife!

"The pooreit peafant in the town,

Is happier with half a crown.

This lawyer’s diflipated plan
Convinc’d me {till, that man was man.
Unlefs he has a change of nature,

He {till is an unhappy creature.
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Some years elaps’d, my time drew on,
‘When I muft from this town be gone;
Muft now apply to Reverend Tr ery.
To ger a note, ““ I was no blotter;
‘That I behav‘d, as I began,
Attending each religious plan.

In a thort time 1 went direét,

To part with my late architect,

To leave my mafter, gen’rous foul,

‘Who o’er himfelf had no controul;

A carver, turner, or a joiner,

As good as ever us’d a forn.er.

We parted fair, perhaps he’s well,

And living ftill at the Blue Bell.

Here firft the mufe infpir’d my pen,

Was foon o’erpower’d by faw and plane;
Obliged to give up my lay,

And leave it to fome future day.

I néw muft part, the’ ’gainft my will,
With my good friends, D d and Hxll
‘With others too of equal fame,

I need not mention here by name. -
‘They were indeed right focial friends,

1 wifh them good and happy ends.

b 4

ARGUMENT.

The author leaves Morpeth with his family, and arrives at
Newcaftle. Hiftorical account, with other obfervations,
religious, moral, and political. General eleétion; and
a remarkable phenomenon—a crow’s neft on the fteeple,
which gave alarm to the fuperftitious, &c.

AND now that I did leave this place,
I trufted ftill to divine grace,

That Providence would ftill prefide,
And be my beft, my fureft guide.
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¥ fafe arriv’d upon that fpot,

Where Rufus built a warlike fort;

For to defend the banks of I'yne

From inroads from the fouthern clime;
As well as to command the north,
From Tyne-mouth to the river Forth.
~That caftle’s now fet round by taylors,
Curriers, coblers, drunken nailors. -
J here enjoy’d health, and good cheer,
At the Bull’s Head, with famous beer;
‘Still labour’d at my wooden trade;
With pleafure earn’d my daily bread.
Real happinefs can ne’er be found

By man, while he’s above the ground.
My cares and fears now frefh began.
My boy was now become a man.

To my fad grief, as well’s my wife,

He wifh’d to live a naval life.

Mars {till was mounted on his car;
Nothing was heard, but din of war.
The Atlantic now was clad in thunder,
_ With men of war, and fhips palt number;
T'o chaflife thofe bafe fons and brothers,
Who now rebel againft their mothers.
Paul Jones, now, with his hoftile band,
Difturb’d the north by fea and land:
From mouth of Thames, as far’s the Forth,
And fir’d his cannon at Arbroath.

In midft of noife, I peace did teel,

Sat calm on top of tumult’s wheel:
And Providence to me was kind,

My fon did change his youthful mind.
He now was bound to my own trade,
And taught to earn his daily bread.
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My focial friends I ftiil retain’d,

And ftedfaft with them I remain’d.

In ufing each prudential rule,

That marks the wife man from the fook
Our vacant hours were {pent in peace;

None try’d to bring us to dilgrace.

The fun fhines bnght all’s calm, ferene;
No interpofing cloud between:

But fuddenly the fky’s o’ercaft,

And threatens a moll furious blaft. |
Winds and rams, and thunders roll,

Deftrution reigns from pole to polc.

Fven {o the little world of man,

1s oft diverted from his plan:

Difeafe attacking every vein;
Convulfions fiezing all his frame. -

In midft of health, ‘my mind-at eafe,

P’m inftant ftruck mth dire difeafe ; 3

Perfuaded that my end is'come,
>Mongft {trangers, jar from native home.

- Now by experience I did prove,
Religious friends are full of love.

My foul and body were their care,

Hourly offer’d they up pray’r;

And, thro’ the iterceding blood,

Was foon reftor’d to brotherhood.

‘While I have breath, my friends I’ll love,
And thank the Donor from above;
Who me direéted to their care; -

'I'o health reftored thro’ their pray’r.

" My f{trength return’d, I.now began

‘To profecute my former plan;

And labour for my d:uly bread,

My for now ftanding in fome ﬁead
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To help us through the ills of life,
And comforting a tender wife; |
Tho’ bound indeed to a poor wretch,
Who us’d each mean and filly fetch,
For to opprefs both old and young,
Both by his hands and curfed tongue,
Who liv’diat head of a great flough
. Which then was call’d the Penter Heugh.
His time with him drew to'an end 3

I hope his mafter too did mend.

War, with allits dire alarms, -

Still call’d the nation up to-arms.
Nought was heard with utmoft veh’mence,
But Independence, Independence:
Words without meaning, or intend;

No man on earth but-does depend

On God and man for ‘his fupport,

The word, therefore, has fihall import,
A mighty wonder now appear’d

Which caufed many be afraid;

A thing neler feen by any people,

A crow’s neft on Newcaltle fteeple.

A portent of fome great evenr,
"Enough to make bad men repent.

J.ord %I——th had now deftroy’d the nation,
By minifterial ufurpation. .
He and the minifterial gang, .
Were clean cut down in each harangue:
Each beer-houfe here was fill’d with faction,
Men bawling out party detracion,

Broils hence of another kind

Began to fill each freeman’s mind.
Brandling and Bowes did now contend,

Who fhould the C ns houfe attend.

‘R

\
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From ftreet to ftreet each party ran,
For votes that might fupport their plan;
Freemen now gave o’er their work,

Did nought but feaft on beef and pork;
Revellings and riots in every ftreet,
And fighting when contenders meet;
Bribing, fwearing, domineering,

The fad effects of electioneering.
Thanks to Heaven, it-was my lot,

To be a fimple alien Scot!

Not plagu’d to be a free diltator;

But fimply look as a fpectator.

How happy is the Scottifh nation,’

With its reftri¢ted reprefentation;
Where men of {enfe are call’d to chufe
Thofe that fill up the C ns houfe.
Keelmen and colliers fill’d each houfe,
With mighty noife and abufe;

‘While freemen’s wives all walk’d as brides,
In gowns 4nd ribbands got as b—bes. -
Sir M——w now obtain’d the chair,

As it he’d been its natural h—r:

B ng too, did obtain his {eat,
‘Which made no honeft man regret.
Thus ended all this mighty buftie;
Peace was reftor’d to good N—tle.
Workmen here may live at eafe,

And fpend their money as they pleafe.
Markets are fill’d with fith and mxlk
With vegetables of every ilk:

A ftreet’s cram’d full with beef and mutton,
The very fight might fill a glutton.
Here maidens carry lime and ftane
Unto houfe-tops, ¢’en without thame :
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Sure a difgrace to female’s pride,

Who ought their n s to hide.

1 now enjoy’d good health and pleafure,
‘Which always were my wifh’d-for treafure:
But Providence, who was my guide,
Refolv’d I fhould not here abide;

But trace my footfteps back again,
Altho’ I thought here to remain,
Among my good and focial friends,
Who did my welfare ftill attend.

I left them all in love and peace,

God guide them ever by his grace.

ARGUMENT.

By the death of a brother, the author is called north—vi-
fits his brother’s children—veturns to Edinburgh. A
difpute betwixt the mafters and journeymen. War with
Spain. - His fon prefled into the navy—returns after
the peace. Leaves Edinburgh with him, to prevent
his again being prefled. Travels through Fife, by Stir-
ling and St Ninian’s—with incidental remarks, &c.

I crofs’d Bodotria once again,

And met with friends in grief and painj-
Five children loft their parents dear,
The greateft lofs, a parents care.
“With them my ftay was very fhort;
To Edinburgh I did refort;

Went to work at the old place,

Not having left it in difgrace.

Here {pecial Providence, once more,
Open’d me a working door:

And here I labour’d for a year,
Thro’ many a care, and doubt, and fear,
Struggling thro’ the ills of life,

Yet {till kept free from public ftrife.

' - E 2

\
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At length inteftine war began,

Betwixt each malter and his man.

Each party ufed every power,

- To fave or lofe a filly hour.

Thanks to the laws of this our natiomn,
Juftice is open to every ftation.

The rich dare not opprefs the poor,
The laws fhut up oppreflion’s door.
The Seffion, by its legal power,
Decided this difputed hour;

And granted unto working men,
That a day’s work’s fum was hours ten.
This buftle now came to an end,

By which I loft a valu’d friend;
Becaufe I never could a& double,

Tho’ it thould bring me into trouble.
I’d.now a year walk’d Edinburgh ftreet;
But could few old .companions meet: |
Some wander’d eaft, and wander*d weft,
And many reach’d their fettled reft ;
Many crofs’d the Atlantic fea, -

To fight and {quabble with Yankie,
Still Providence kept me in peace,
Convinc’d me I was under grace ;

The unfeen hand kept me at home,

To teach and guide my only fon :

A painful tafk to parents hearts,

To form young minds to at their parts ;
To guide them to that happy way,
From which fo many youths do ftray :
But ’tis a tafk too great for man,
Unlefs the Almighty guide the plan.
And ’tis the bufinefs and the rule

Of every map who’s not a fool,
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How weak is man, how oft in trouble,
In eafe blown up like water-bubble;
Forgettul of things paft and gone,
Infenfible of what’s to come.

The prefent time is only ours ;

Yet thoughtlefinefs that time devours !
F.dina f{till increas’d in fame;

Her chair was fillI’d by a worthy name.
A mighty Hunter did command

Her city-guard, and ancient band.
Suddenly it was decreed,

To level down its rifing ﬁreet,

"That by this ufeful operation,

"There might be eafy communicationy
And bringing down its higher ridge,
An eafy way to the fouth bridge.

Now fouth and north briige eafy meet,
And make.a noble, handlome-ftreet;
To future ages to declare,

The labours of the noble Blair.

Inftead of dark and cut-throat lanes,
Now noble buildings round Trone’s fanes;
Warchoufes, fhops of every kind,

- Which brings Cheapfide into our mmd.
London itfeli can fcarcely vie

With wares you daily there may fpy.
Lottery tickets, great and fmall,

As cheap and good as at Guildhall.
Confetions you may buy by lot;

Drugs of all kinds from R——t S—tt, -
Here’s founded a moft noble college,
To increafe {eientific knowledge;
Where chemic and Galenic rules, -

Made clear, as language at grammar-fchools:
E3
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' Where great M—ro man’s frame diffes,
And the minuteft part infpeéts.
And by his letures does explain,
'The ufe of every nerve and vein.
Here {tudents from the nations round,
Do every feafori much abound.
‘When finifh’d, furely no fuch dome,
Either abroad, or yet at home;
Such theory with prattice join’d,
Can’t be found the werld around.
"This will increafe old Scotia’s fame;
Its*founders get a lafting name. 5
We labour’d now with health and pleafure,
(Contentment fure’s the greateft treafure,)
‘When war, that great devourer war,
‘Set up, once more his dreadful car.
Great Britain now, to extend its bound,
Pofleflion took of Nootka found;
‘Which made the Dons of filly Spam
Unfurl their enfigns on the main,
'To keep far from their diftant coaft
The Englith with their warlike hoft;
‘While Britain, with its hoftile power,
'Threat’ped their navy to devour.
A cruel law, the prefs began,
The Britith navy for to man;
And my own fon, with not a few,
‘Was prefs’d aboard the Courageux:
And foon went out upon a cruife,
- The hoftile nation to amufe.
- Negociation foon took place,
Which ended in a fpeedy peace.
My deareft lad got home once more,

"To’s parents, - and his native.thore;
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Hoping to. work in eafe and peace,
While kept from any foul difgrace.
Before this I had been in pain;
- 'Was juft'reftor’d to health again;
And pleafant hope now fill’d my mind,
"That Prov:dence to me was kind;
For to reftore my age’s prop,
And realife his parents hope:
"That we would happinefs attam,
Our fon returned from the main.

Calms onty-laft a little while,
Without, or even in.Britain’s ifle.
“Thunders now roar from Gallia’s fhore,
Threat’ning all nations to devour,
And pour deftrution on each man,
‘Who paid refpect to legal plan:
P’luck up by root fubordination, '
And prove themfelves the thrice great nation.
Britain now muft take a part,
In this great conteft, or muft fmart:
Muft yield religion, and her laws,
- Or ftruggle in the glorious caufe,
¥For which our anceftors of old,
Expended both their blood and gold;
Settlxng an envied conftitution,
The greateﬁ glory of our nation.
‘Where is'the man that’s not a fool,
- Would €’er fubmxt to Gallic rule;
And yet we’ve feen men in this nation,
_ Struggling for Gallic reférmation.
Our rulers now muft form a plan,
The Britith navy for to man:
The herald’s trumpets now declare,
The nation in a ftate of war:
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Make proclamations, ‘offer bribes,
To tell where any feamen hides.
Informers now, a curfed race,
Both day and night poor failors trace.
My lad but a thort time at home,
Becomes conftrain’d once more to roam.
Left they entrap my only fon,
I’'m forc’d with him once more from home,
Our fitflt courfe was to crofs the Forth,
And thus to view my native north;
"1ill Providence fhould bring about,
And plan for me a proper rout.
How wondrous are the ways of God;
We’re led unto that ancient road;
The firft I travell’d in my life,
Before 1 had a fon or wife.
My father then did my fteps dirett;
My fon did now my ways protect,
Along the foot of Ochil hill;
I then of pleafure had my fill.
But, O thofe joys are all now gone,
And now when old am forc’d to roam,
/ Travelling by the hilly ridge,

I haften faft to Stirling bridge,
~ Once the barrier of the Forth,
Betwixt the fouthern Scots and north:
But now thefe ancient feuds do ceafe;
Men pafs in pleafure, and in peace.
Here it happen’d I {prain’d my knee,
So pafs’d the bridge with little glee.
A meeting with an ancient friend,
Put this day’s journey to an end.
A furgeon-barber of old name,
Engag’d next day to mend my limb.
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He fwore that camphire, with firft fhot,
Would cure the leg of any Scot:

He vow’d it would be fmall expence,.
And half a gill was neat twelve pence.
But after all I found the fetter;

My leg was ne’er a bit the better.
Determin’d ’gain to take the road,

And truft myfelf to help of God:

We crippl’d now paft Ninian’s kirk;

In forty-five it got a jirk;

Not a ftone left on the fpot,

Real emblem of the powder plot.
Reflefting thus, we pafs’d this town,
And haften’d on to Tak me Down.

In little time we could explore,

The mighty change by Carron Shore;
Where Wallace once, with great defign,
Planted his great warlike enfign.

Noble indeed was his decree,

To fet an ancient nation free;

To fave from foes his native lands,

And drive from them the fouthern bands,
No difcord now on Carron fhore :
Commerce and arts you may explore.
The hills have loft their ancient ridges,
Turn’d into locks, canals, and bridges.
Now fouthern wealth’s driven to the north,
And walfts its way from Clyde to Forth.
We now arriv’d upon that ground,
Where warlike arms were lately found;
Where men and horfe had loft their life,
At the ancient battle of Kilfyth.

Inftead of fwords, powder or ball,
Craft glide along the fmooth canal.
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Agriculture of a new mode,

Is view’d on each fide of the road;
Which fet the mind in pleafant glow,
‘Till we arriv’d at old Glafgow.

ARGUMENT. _

After an "interval of forty years, the author vifits Claf-
gow—admires the changes in men and manners. None
of his old acquaintances alive. The friends of the peo-
ple. MrM r, F 8y X ne. His fon goes
on board the navy once move. Death of his wife, &c.

NOW I thro’ Glafgow ftreet do range,

In forty years what mighty change!

Each thing was new there that I faw,

Except the King, and Broomilaw:

Yor William {till beftrode his horfe,

At the fame'place, I mean the crofs:

But every other thing was riew;

And nota man I faw I knew.

We now were put to mighty pother;

Scarce find a place to lodge or fodder.

Chance calt us on an old projector,

Who undertakes for our proteftor,

And lodg’d us after mighty care,

With a Cameronean prayer;

‘Who thought it fin to go te church,

But none his lodgers purfe to purge.

1 refted in this houfe all Sunday;

But crippl’d out upon the Monday.

Indeed 1 was not now alone;

I had a careful guide, my fon.’

Perfvaded we’d foon find employ,

Which rais’d our minds to peace and joy, -

We f{oon did realize our hope,

Obtained work from J—n D pe;
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A man, who fpoke as fweet as honey,

But, O alas! was {cant of money.

We labour’d here a little while, ,

And moved next to ftreet A—gyle.

We got employ with utmoft fpeed,

From the generous Fr—-s R—d.

"t he Friends of People now began, (
"To put in force their fore thought plan.
Liberty was now the word;

Fquality now drew the fword;

And clubs were form’d in every ftation,
To bring about a reformation.

D—rple now aflum’d the chair,

Affifted by the lawyer M—r.

Delcgates from every town,

Ai’fembled m the T—Xk’s h;1d room;
‘Where weavers, wrights, taylors, and mafons,
Debated hard {or reformations:

With hecklers too, a mighty gang,

Urg’d by a long labour’d haran(;ue‘
That it was proper now to motion,

To heckle down the conflitution.

At this the room floor gave a crack,
Which made the delegates to quake.
The prefident now left the chalr,

Pafs’d to the yard in utmoft fear:
Diflolv’d the meeting now in pain;
Refolv’d not there to meet again.

T—m Paine now, with his Age of Reafon,
Fill’d up mens minds at every feafon.
Labouring hard with every care,

To learn his plan mere than their pray’r.
Their Bibles now were laid afide,

That Man’s Rights pure they nught imbibe.
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For T—m with philofophic tkill,
Had mixed for them a proper pill:
For he could prove, without diforder,
He’d make a king out of a cobler;
That the King’s fon was as like mine,
As horfe like horfe, or fwine’s like fwine,
Expofe their young upon a hill,
They’d fuck a fow with equal fkill.
By this equality was proven,
To every one who’s not a floven.
When I had time, I took a peep,
Sometimes a tour thro™ every ftreet;
But, O what mighty change had been,
Since firft I Glafgow town had feen!
Altho’ I watched with great care,
I feldom heard a pfalm or prayer!
Revelling and rioting every night,
Decency driven out of fight!
On Sabbath-days now all is bultle,
, Each man does now his neighbour juftle.
Umbrellas {creening power’d fparks,
A tribe of young mercantile clerks;
With ftrutting gait, and mighty capers,
Hurrying to. tap-rooms and the papers;
Where reformation, portey, ham,
Do both their heads and bellies cram.
The Sabbath night is thus far gone,
Before they think of going home.
Forty years fince ’twas Glafgow’s care,
Each houfe fhould be a houfe of pray’z.
Mankind now are vain and idle, .
Taking reafon for their Bible.
Diftrefles of another kind,
Began to fill my anxious mind.
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Mars m Gallia mounts his car,
Threatening univerfal war. o
And Prufha now did faft advance

His armies into ancient France; .
And Brunfwick led his warlike bands
Into thefe long ill-fated lands.
Britain now prepares to meet

Her foes, with a well furnifh’d fleet:
And my dear fon muft now explore
A foreign, inftead of native fhore:
Muft -once more join the Britifh fleet,
Proud its ancient foes to meet;

And leave his parents for to groan,
And daily for his abfence moan.

My mind upheld by grace divine,
Bade me {till not-to repine; :
Believing God was fuch a lover,
Would {till uphold the aged mother;
Support me thro’ the ills of life,
While I’d an aged, dying wife.
Diftrefs now raged for a while,

‘Thro’ every corner of this ifle.
Bankers and banks did all now ftop;
Workmen now had little hope.
Among this great commercial band,
¥or goods there was but fmall demand.
Mechanics and merchants looked pale,,
Becaufe their wares had little fale.
Tradefmen haften’d to the army,

Or flew to man the Britith navy,
My hands were ftill employ’d at home;
My thought abroad did often roam;
And fail’d along the coalt of France,

Where Britain’s fleet did now advance,
¥ .
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=+ In imagination view’d their order,
- Advancing faft to the French border.
My trials now drew on a-pace;
What need had I for fuffering grace!
Tho’ wading thro’ great feas of ill,
In them I had a partner {till,
Who help’d me through with toil and care,
And drew me often from a fnare.
But now the almighty God above,
Refolv’d to take from me my love,
For forty years fhe was a friend,
On whom I always could depend.
In Glafgow fhe refign’d her breath;
The Almighty there calP’d her by death,
Naomi like, 1 am left alone, .
'To grieve and mourn around her tomb. -
St Mungo’s now retains her duft;
To refurre&ion’s morn I truit.

~

ARGUMENT.

Having left Glafgow, returns north, through Fife. Sces
his native place and friends. Takes his way by Cupar
—arrives at Dundee. Hears of his fon’s death. Ob-
fervations incidental on Volunteers. Improvements.
A avalk through Dundce and its neighbourhood. The
author’s prefent fituation—want of_employment. Chas
raéter of ‘his daughter. Tabernacle plan, &c.

' AND I mutft leave them for a while,
And view the north part of this ifle.
Muft now leave Glotta’s ancient fhore,
And Tayo’s banks once more explore.
View Carron canal on the fpot,

And crofs the Forth at Higgin‘s Nook.
See Kincardine once again,
And make my way thro¢ Fifa’s plain;
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To breathe once more my native air,
And fee how all my friends do fare.
View the fepulchre of my fathers,
My own two children’s, and my brothers.
‘I'bis done, by Cupar-I took my way;
Arrived fafe upon the Tay.
Soon landed fafe at fair Dundee,
When plantihg trees of libertie; -
When f{truggling hard for reformation,
Like other places of the nation;
‘When mobs were rifing about meal,
Or want of barley to make ale; |
When the light horfe arriv’d from Perth,
The men entirely out of breath;
To clear the fhore of ftrippling lads,
And drive from it fome Hilly b—ds.
When volunteers firft took the field,
And march’d to town-houfe for a bield:
When M—Im er, to caft out chifm,
For reformers made a catechi{m.
It was about this happy day, .
That I arriv’d acrofs the Tay.
Mankind will ftill their ways propofe,
But God alone will ftill difpofe.
Juft now arriv’d that fatal day,
Which fet my mind in dark difmay.
- A day which ne’er will be forgot,
While I retain the name of Scott.
(On that day, the firft of June,
My heart is always out-of tune.)
Forbid it Heaven, I curfe that day,
When Howe his glory did difplay:
When fkill and courage did combire,
‘I'o break the ftrong republic line.

F 2
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My fon was in this mighty ftrife; -
In the Defence he loft his life. ,
The news appall’d my very foul;

But who can Providence controul?
(My fon is gone, ’m left alone,

'To mourn and grieve th’ return of June.)
Reafon once more afflum*d the rein,
‘Whifpers my grief is all in vain.
Providence {till is to me kind,

And leaves a comfort ftill behind:

A tender friend, a daughter dear,
‘Who does allay my doubts and fear.
_I labour’d now above the erofs,

With C R—s.
-Refotmation ftill took place,
Difturb’d not much the public peace.
Still peace and plenty in Dundee,
Among the low as well as high.
Fame, indeed, is never idle;

Reports run hxgh fome burnt their Bible.
In vain, indeed, the pains they took,
To burn the facred ancient book.

Its precepts are of that ftrong kind,
Not ealy plucked-from the mind.
Like other ftories in Dundee,

I think it was an arrant lie;

~ Becaufe on Sundays, and at night,
Moft people here attend the kirk.
Now gentlemen, with all their might,
Labour’d to protelt their right;
Form’d themfelves into a band,

In defence of houfe and land;

To fupport the loyal caufe,

Religion, liberty, and laws.
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Reform’d reformers now agreed,
And to their ftandard volunteer’d,
Which forms a moft puifant band,
As any in the Britith land;
Commanded by the gallant Milne,
Who them direts with martial fkill.
No man in Britain €’er looks braver,
When mounted on his warlike charger. -
Riddoch too, by royal word,
Gives up the chain, aflumes the {word;
And has a regiment to dirett, '
All fworn the city to protet,
From mobs and riots, with other ¢rimes,
So common in thofe troubled times.
I labour f{till for daily bread;
With honefty hold up my head.
War rages ftill on every fide;
Dearth now prevails both far and wide:
And age, with all its train of -ills,
My heart with trembling often fills:
For time does my frail frame devour;
My life is as a facing flower.
In life no hours of eafe and peace,
Unlefs when flows the divine grace.
My ipring of life is long fince gone;
My fummer life went {wiftly on;
My autumnal life, like ripen’d corn,
By fickle now moft cleanly fhorn.
My winter life has catch’d faft hold;
I feel my blood grow chill and cold.
Now furious blailts of cramp and rheum,
And other ills, my frame confume.
Befides the other toils of life,

Pve loft fix chlldren and my wife,
F3
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But ftill I am not left alone,

~ Tho’ many troubles I’ve to moan.

My gracious God, yea only he,

Some comfort ftill referves for me:
He’s fpar’d me yet a loving child,

Of manners gentle, temper mild,

She me attends with utmoft care;

Of vice fhe does, thro’ grace, beware
But, O alas! I'm griev’d to fee,

My ‘deareft child fo vex’d for me:

"To {ee her labour air and late,

For to fupport my aged pate.

~ My foul and body are her care;

My comforts are her daily pray’r.
'Whlle her weak hands work at her wheel,
Her comforts doz my pains beguile.
Yea when fhe feigns the pleafant fmile,
Her trembling lips her griefs beguile.

- When fhe draws out the flaxen thread,
The cryftal drops fteal down her check.
Her very foul 1s in her eye, -

That the may all my needs defcry.
Sometimes the needle is her care;
Then fhe prefers her humble pray’r,
"That Providence would raife fome friend,
- Who might affift her to attend,

And comfort ftill the wrecks of ages;
Yea in this dearth its toils engage:

For my own labour now muft ceafe;
O grant that I may die in peace!

In war and famine, ftill I’ll truft,
Convinced ay that God is juft.

He’s promis’d that our bread is {ure,
And water too, if we endure,
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Little ftrength and want of work

Have given me now a fatal ﬁroke

In work, my time went {moothly on;
1dlenefs now makes me to moan.

Labour was my higheft joy;
But few do love old men to employ.
‘What can 1 do, but take a peep,

And fee what’s doing orr the ftreet; -
Breathe the frefhen’d air once more,

And fee what’s doing at the fhore?

View what i 1mprovement s going &n,

And think on it when ’m at home. -

I fee by magifterial ftroke, "

A ftreet form’d out of folid rock.

"The town may now have purer air,

With pleafure to the fhore repair.

This fure will raife good R—=—ch’s fame;
Yo future age tranfmit his name.

‘Who walks the Meadows, now can tell,
The labours of the generous Bell;

Who with great fkill, and much compofure,
Has made a good and neat inclofure.

I take a walk to the Law, look round
To where the fea and ether bound.

'The firft thing there that caught my fight,
(For then the atmofphere was bright,)
Was the green Lowmonds, high rais’d top,
To which I’ve travell’d oft in hope;

Below whofe height I drew my breath,
And there, perhaps, may find my death;
Like hunted hare, ‘when nigh her fate,
Runs hard to gain her former feat.

My eyes ftill rang’d o’er Fifa’s plain,
And loft themfelves in German main;
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Return’d and view’d St Andrew’s fane;.
Revere the place, and love its name.
There my dear mother drew her breath;
"There many friends are funk in death.
My fight ftill bounded by the main,
"The light-houfe did the land regain.
Travers’d along by Sidla hills,

And view’d the land to Dighty mills.
(Took a view more of good Dundee,
‘Thankful I flill could walk and fee.)
As 1 came down by Dudhope tower,
'What grand improvements every hour!
Upon that {pot what great erection,
To keep from Government defections,
To lodge a power, and keep in awe,
Thofe difcontented with the law.
There to maintain a martial force,

In cafe that matters thould be worfe.

A th nd men here kept in pay,

At e n pence for every day:
Mechanic men, who learn a trade,
Can {carcely earn their daily bread:
Politic {cheme, which keeps in view,
Our fleets and armies to renew.

‘What precious fruit we daily fee,
Produc’d from trees of libertie!

The leaves fmell’d fragrant in our nofe;
The fruit has given our purfe a dofe:
Has bled us dry in every vein;

I fear it will do it o’er again.

(But for myfelf I need not fear;

It’s got from me what I held dear;

It’s {natch’d from me my age’s prop,

‘Where I perhaps plac’d too much hope.)
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Walking along to the weft port,

There’s obje& of another fort; -

A fabric built of mighty fize,

Where men may meet, for to advife
Upon a tabernacle plan; |

Try to reform each hopelefs man;

That thofe who ftray’d, or meant to {tray,
‘May there be taught to fing and pray:
For ancient paftors of our flock,

Some fay, their duties have forgot.
Novices now of every ftation, .

Are eager bent on reformation

And o-fgten meet at the welt port,

To fing and pray, and to exhort;

To ftudy reformation’s caufe,

Obedience too to gofpel laws.

- Noble indeed i3 the defign,

If form’d upon a plan divine;

On principles of faith and love,

Deriv’d from Chrift and God above,

For all opinions fure are vain,

- Which don*t Chrift’s principles maintain,

~ But O this theme’s above my reach,

Who ne’er was taught to fing or preach!
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A MORNING THOUGHT IN DISTRESS.

Dandce, Fan. 15. 1801,

() Frail fond man, what makes you fad?
Thou’lt find relief; thy road’s been bad.
Look back, how many a weary mile
Thou’ft travell’d thro® this fertile 1le;
Yet have not feventy tedious years,

Cur’d thee of thy cares and fears.
Sutrvey with care thy mortal frame;
Was’t twenty years ago the fame?

Thy joints have loft their native oil; |
Thy hands fore torn by mighty toil.
They now refufe thy juft command,
Tho’ then a willing fupple hand.

Thy obedient and thy nimble feet,

Retufe to walk, can fcarcely creep.

Like water trembling on the breeze,

So fhake thy weak and feeble knees.

Thy bones and bowels have Toft their power
'To labour for one fingle hour.

Thy every weak and fhivering nerve,
Fiom every point does conftant {werve.
Rheums, like thiftles, make thee fmart,
Oft pain thee to the very heart.

Thy bowels oft pain’d with fudden gripe;
Thy lungs now {topt in every pipe.

Thy voice turns hoarfe, and often rough,
Till 1t’s reliev’d by painful cough.
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“Thy pulfe beats low, is almoft fiill,

Will foon defeat g tS art’s fkil.
Thy mufcular vein that form’d the {mile,
Does now thy inward pain reveal.

Thy head deih ach with mighty pain,
The feat once of a fertile brain;

Where fancy reign’d without controul,
The very centfe of the foul.

_Here’s been explor’d, at various times,

" The produét of far diftant chmes.

Here fancy often travell’d o’er

The terreitrial globe, from fhore to ﬂmore,
View’d ether to its utmoft bound,
And fail’d with Cook the world round.
‘Oft been in Greenland catching whales;
Seen W er meafuring their tails.
Saw great lHowe beat the French fleet;

* My own fon dead *mong failors feet.
Fancy now tir’d with earthly fhore,
Would fain a heavenly one explore;
And this old head, -that’s fore with pain,
Would now an unfeen world regain;
Would wifh to glance th’ Eternal’s throne;
. Hear faints and {eraphs hymn their {ong.
But that’s enough; I here muft ceafe:
"This head wilt {foon be laid in peace;
The ears turn-deaf that help’d to raife
The tongue to fing the Redeemer’s praife.
All thefe proclaim that death is nigh;
"I'is time thou were prepar’d to die.
Thou muft obey great nature’s laws,
And bid adieu to planes and faws:
Your rules and fquares you xguﬂ: Jay by,
And find a littie fpace to d




TR A
'*‘v-

: trd
For duft thou art, pray do not-mourn;
To duft thou alfo muft return. - "

Soon death fhall feize thy vital part;
With his dire pang fhall ftrike thy heart

- Where vital breath did firft imbibe,

There to the laft life fhall refide.

When outward vifion lofes fight,

May then the mental eye be bright?
Reafon ftill poffefs the brain!

Memory to the laft retain!

Thofe facred truths, be plain and clear,
That lead unto the-S r dear!

All eontroverfies here muft ceafe,
When mankind with to die in peace.
All other props are vain and idle;
“T'o thefe great truths lead all the Bible.
A gracious friend wodld now be Death,
In this time of a mighty dearth.

‘When Nature has-deny’d her ftore,
‘What poor man would more needs explore?

R. S
THE END.
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