A Petition and Remonftrance to thc Pre;;rpent and Concress of the United States.
[(#riteen by a North-Carolina Planter.)

Lorns we on drink ! it gles 5¢ maly
Than vicher fibool or colips,
It bindles wit, it wembens bar,

It pongs ws fou' ¢ knowiodge.
choice of a’ the thirteen ftates,

On whom power, wealth and wifdom waits,

Doucely dire@ing our affairs,
‘lo you I humbly fend my prayers.
Alas ! 1 fcarce can ope my mouth,
I'm amaift chokia dead in drowth,
Thro' 2’ the land baith auld and young
Likc craws are puttin out their tongue,
And prayin you with a* their might ay
To gie them back their aqua vite.
1 hae nae fkill to form addrefles
. In artfu’ words and clerk-like phrafes ;
Wi’ fulfome flattery and lies,
To ca’ you great, and good, and wife,
To thank your honours, and to thew ye,
How much the land’s indebted to ye—
Trowth, I hae nae fic gift o’ gab,
But juft like our ain 'l'am or gzb,
1 ﬂu{l right honeftly exprefs
Their grief and mine, and beg redrefs.
The country’s ¥’ in greetin mood
And fome are like to rin red-wud :
Some chaps whom freedom’s fpirit warms
Are threatning hard to take up arms,
And headftrong in rebellion rife
'Fore they’ll fubmit to that excile :
Their liberty they will maintain,
They fought for’t, and they’ll fight again :
Others as fierce wi’ bitter dath
The perfons of our great folk lath,
And fen’ them to auld Clootie ftra’it
For villains 2’ and knaves o’ flate :
And fome douce folk wha fec right clear
Think we hae fomething mair to fear,
That fair alarms us : this, they fay,
¥s but the prologue "o your play,
Which if ye once can put in praltice
There'll be no ead o' tolls and taxes,
Frae lefs to mair, till by defrcec
Ye'll tax our bread harth-flones and cheefe.
Tis dreadfu’ times ! | dinna ken
How a’ thefe carryings-on may en’,
But fpite of 2’ your hir pretences
Folk tremble for the confequences.
From what, now think you, can a’ this be ?
Its juft your tax |;|:o' their whifkic.
K tak into confideration,
Ye mighty rulers of our nation ;
‘The purport o’ my fupplication,
And I:'r“up(}; i-pg/r;iu ee us
And nae mair caufe to grumble gee us ;
For while fic duties drain our purfes
Ye "er loaded with the poor man's curies ;
On whifkie ye've no right to tak it,
We dinna trouble you to mak it,
E’en let our water freely flow,
We raife our grain ourfils, ye know,
Wi’ our own cath we buy our ftells
And mak it 2’ within ourfels :
—Trowth, this is an odd kind o’ quirk,
That we maun pay you for our work !
For your excilemen, I’ll juit tell them
The country has a mind to fell them,
Gif they obey their paughty mafters
1 wat the)’ll meet w2’ fome difafters,
MaY hap they’ll get their ftents well paid
Wi’ a thrath’d back or broken head,
Shame fa’ th* unmanly tame fybmiflion
"That tholes the lordly impofition :
11 ¢"er a creeping [coundrel pays
That tax, amd does our whifkie raife,
Mistortune grant that for the gains o't
His ftel) may burft and blaw his brains out.
And ye, my countrymen, whoe’er
Holds hbcrty and whilkie dear,
Whoie courage, fir'd wi’ this by turns,
For that with jealous ardour burna,
Woeell knowing they (upport each ather,
And both muit ftand or fall together ;
How will your fpiri:s brook fome day
Ta fee thofe tleffings 1a’en away !
1 am nae fower of fedition
1* advile hot-headed oppofition ;
But can ye fee thofe greedy kites
Make prey of, and r your rights,
Some curlt colle@or of the excife
Secizing a ftell before your eyes,
Whain lriumpll:;m rage Im’ got
Nae mercy on the poor man’s pot,
But wi' 3 Hf or handfpike, ecither,
Is dingen baith its fides together
My frec-born brithers, thou’d ye ftan’
Ta look at this and hold your han’ ;
Nay, dinns hefirate a minute
Seizc him, and plunge, and boil him in it,
Juft mak a foup o’ the greedy finner
And gee "1 10’ auld Hornic for his dinner,
Tak heed, ye caln, deep thinking fages
Fre this too much the tolk enrages ;
1t once their fpirit's rais’d and nettled
Y. ken they'll na he ca'y fettled,
Brt fierce as ony Bedlam crew
They')l 1ak nac tent o’ what they do,
\'i’ whittle drawn, thro’ dirt and bluid
T nev’ll puth their point and mak it guid :
Then faad aloot wi’ dreud that day
1 rc ‘e ve na to come their way,
For nae 1efpe &t or mercy then
State oft-cers. or Congrels men

Busy hope to find ; yo'll bear the brunt

Upo’ your heads, wi’ heavy crunt ;
In furious rage quite delperate grown
They’ll turn the cont’nent upfide down,
They'll damn your fine new conflitution
And make a terrible confufion.

Is there nac ane among you there
Of parts and courage to declare, ;
The honett truth o’ this affair,

To thow wi’ manly indignation

The injuftice o’ this new taxation,

And warn you in good time tocure it}
The country winna long endure it ¢
Where's that true patriot, hearted chiel
Frae Salis’b'ry, what d'ye call him ¢ Stecle,
G et up, my lad, and ftill their clatter,
And tell them right aboot this matter ;
For weel [ wat that you can tell

My tale far better than myfel.

Your rhet’ric’s now afonfie fhift

That canna faif to gec’usa lift,

If uncorrupted ttill you are,

‘The honeft man that once you were :

I mind right weel, when firft you fpoke,
The worthy patriot part you took,

When lawyer-like, well fee’d in han®

‘They made fic blafts aboot Steuben,

You made the Dutchman’s conduct knowsn,
And gart the hirelings hear their own ;

If now you'll rife w1’ fic a heart

And warmly take your country’s part,

1 pledge my honour 1 fhall gie you

A whifkie naif next time | fee you ;

Speak out, my honclt hearty blade

l‘rc'er mind thofe yrunibling rooks o ftate :
E’en lct them tak it, plcal®d or fpited,

Be bauld and fee your country righted.

Foul fa’ your pranks, ye cunning gentry
Ye've amailt ruin’d a’ the countiy !
Aboot her indents firft you play’d her
A trick, that bluidy mad has madc her,
You wad retrieve the public credit
Forfooth, and ten times worfe you've made it.
How they were rated nac ane tells
Yz kept that clofe among yourfels,

And ere the poor folk knew their worth
Ye fent your fpeculators forth.

Now, when you've cozen’d us o thefe
{Whofe blood but boils, the fraud that fees)
Our whifkic’s tax’d, our cath muft o

To pay the knaves that trick’d us fo :
—Git ye impofe this double wiong

Ye'll fee new meafures ere’t Le long,

Ye nced na’ thraw an angry gruntle

At this, for what I fay l'lf[lan' till,

And mair than I : folk downa bear it

Their bluid is rais’d, they'll gar you hear it ;
Albeit you're grown fo grand and great

I'll fpeak my mind, I'll nae be blate ;

On none of you am [ attendant,

Am a plain ploughman independent 3

But {in’ I'm here among ye 2’

Myfelf ill-bred I winna (haw ;

For when great folk I come before "em

I maun behave me wi’ decorum,

But when 1 think upon that plithie,

Wiich ye hav’ play’d us bout c ur whithie,
Tho' for it I thou'd get a thrafhin

I hae nae power te curb my pathi.im.

Low and defpiled in lite my lor is
Where nae one thinks me wo'th hi: notice,
But gif 1 had the power or fkill,

Like fome o' you, 10 cffect my wiil,
The chaps whofe gabs advil’d fuch treafon
Should find a ftopgage in their weazon,
1'd fit a pair of iron gurters
To fome who trample freedem’s charters ;
True, I've nae fkill in politics,
But de’il reward them for their tricks,
The crafty knaves that put ye to it
Bucaufe we poor folk can't fve thro’ it,
“ Lo raife a revenue, ye fay,
% Qur public officers to pay.”
1 trow, it wad become ye better
And wi’ your circumftance be fitter,
To low’r their wages and your own 3
Ye're quite too gentlemanly grown :
Your country is a bankrupt made
That ye fou’ liberal may be paid ;
Large payment firft ye did fecure
For a’ the wrongs ye’ve fince done to her,
Yes, your firlt ftep fecur’d your pay
Bax dollars to ilk man per day,
EO whata fin, O what a fhame
n public truit to have fuch iim !
Barecfac'dly thus to make it |. ala
That your chief end was private gain,)
Sax dollars ! faith, ye arc nae flinted !
That ilka day’s na to be grinn’d at,
There’s many an honelt man 1 guels
Does bener erviu for far lefs,
Ye weel migh: ?:h right loud for that
Its 2 braw hire {or three hours chat ;
1 fear the tolk that hac to pay you
Get na that worth *o fervice you—=
Sax dollirs ! gin "twas leit to me
I'd clip your wages down to three
And gif” you wad na’ tak it then
We'd find cnough o* better men,
Wha'd ferve us wi a ready zeal,
No: for their country’s cath, but weal.
If poor, bhe frugal==sh ! but then
Ye wad na {uk like gentiewen ;
Furope wad think ye fic poor wretches
For their grandess yeo'd be na wa.caes

1()m' pinching poverty they'd fneer at
An’ that wad grieve your public fpirit,
Wi’ vyouits no for greed o' moncey,
Its—jufl the credit of the country,
‘Then 1ak fou’ wages, dinna flint,
Confider ye hae fic a mint,

The chaps wha fic finc laws hae made
"I'were fhame that they fhould be ill paid,
Gif your uin treafury grows feant
‘There's others—"tis no fhift to wani—
Surc ye hae credit to advance
Wherewi® to borrow mair frac France ;
On what conditions ye can haeit

‘Fak it—pofterity can payit,

Cram your own pouches fou, then han
A little 0’ it to Stcuben :

‘T'was him, ye fay, wha fav’d our ftate
‘When nae one elle cou'd do a hait,

. Thro’ a’ the war he was our hinge, ay,

Now ye'll na let him find ye ftingee :

(I trow right weal ye ken his merit,

An’ yz as weal hae let wi hear it !)

Thele ither penfioners wha ftan’

Sac bafhtu' liere wi’ cap in han®

Gic them a groupin for their need ;

The war is done, they inauu hae bread,

Sin’ they hae fought fac weel, "twere now

Great thame to fet them to the plough,

Pity that they fhou'd come to flarvin

The chaps that ha’ been fo defervin,

Thus deal’t about, and ditina tret

Yourfels about the pablic debt,

For now's the time 10 1nake your fortune

Improve it weel, its but a thort one,

For folk hae’ taken fic a pout,

That gin your prefent terin is out, f

Ye'll na come Kcre again, I doubt.

1)inna be hard wi' ane anither

But each be generous 1o his brither,

‘When cath or fervice he demands ;

And work to anc anither’s hands,

1 warrant ye, ye'lc be repaid it

Wi’ cath or fervice when ye need it.
Ha! ye'rea fet o tricl"ic bladcs,

Fou® pertect mafters o’ your trades,

To grind the poor and l{ccch the great,

To ferve yourf' ¢s and rob the flate.

But tak yo care ye'll find, 1 fear,

Sma’ gain fra. acill-gotten gear,

For 4’ fic paukie carls y're grown

The de'il may one day .t his own,

And poor folL zcl laugh at the excife

When ye're bak’d up i brunftone pies.
Now, ifrcinead we dinna get

Neift time v ili fiad anither fet,
Right hone(t men, wha'tl hear our prayer
And gee us 2’ we atk and mair :
Sae, g:gyour worft—we need regard ye
But twa three years, and then difcard ye.
But if you wad come back again,
Retrieve your credit while yecan:
Tak off this tax, and then fore ony
Yele be the Congrefs for my money,
Tak off this tax, and then ye may
Sit heretill ye are a’ grown grey.
Immortal, honoured Wafhington:,
Great heir of glory, fortune’s {on,
Accept, illuftricus Prefident,
‘The grazetu’ thanks that I prefent,
Weel ha’ you acted in your fphere
Of power and truft this many a year,
In war you gain'd unequall’d glory
Driving our encmies betore ye 5
Your matchlcls condué in the field
Made the proud arms of Britain yield,
Aftonith’d Europe heard your fame
And yrants trembled at your name 5
More fondly now in you we boaft
The hero in the patriot loft,
Whofe guardian care o’er us maintain’d
Prelerves thofe rights his valour gain’d :
A condu¢t that in peace exceeds
The high-blown fame of mariial deeds,
Your dear renown fpreads evelz where
Like incenfe thro’ the fweeten’d air ;
‘This is no falfc-meant panegyric,
1 dinna aimto be fatyric,
Nor wou’d 1 treat ungrateful fo
‘I'be man to whom fo muchIowe :
That we have peace and freedom too,
Great Sir, we owe our thanks to you;
*Tis what your prudent valour gain’d
And your wife conduct has maintain’d,
But 2’ your wifdom now may fail ye
You've fic an unco fet to deal wi’
For what | fhall hereafter mention
1 hreats freedom with a fair declenfion,
Some folk, that are nae pruphe_n neither,
But locking thro® a’ |hin§u thegither,
Foretell, and others do them t'licve
Our freedom has not long to live :
Now, Sir, 1 wad be laith that ye
Wha fav’d her life thou'd let her die :
O wad you ufe her like a father,
But draw corruption in a 1ether,
“ihat thief o' fiate ! who finds  fear
Too many of his cronies here
1 fce him reach his hell-black paw
Handing our liberties awa’
For bribes to ftull his greedy maw,
With welcome joy they thake his bor's
W hile injur'd treedom backward) tatiua,
Hanging her head in wofu’ bev |
Corruption’s gue'r an ulco durilj

Can vou behold it, mighty chicd,
Infulied freedom’s wrongs and gricf, &
And na’ take meafures tor refiet ? )
On you fhe turns imploring cves
While flruggling at their foer the B,
And vour afliltance loud dewands
Lo fave her frony their ruthan hands,
And you'll athid her, I'le no deubi-—
But vour four years wiil loon be cut,
And then may fome suid anged help us
Or el 1 kear fome ill ane thelp uv——
Who knows, from all vur rigitts to rend g,
What Prefident the devil inay fond us,
Affilted by lome gallows knaves
To make us like the ohl-countryflrves,
But to my point | v addrets 1o,
I meun the excile upo® our whithic :
Alas ! for this I'm vexed fair
‘Lhat 1T can praife you now nae mair '
O Wathington ! Inccdl mull wail
You're but a man ! a2’ flefh is frail,
‘The cleaneft wheat has ay’ fome chatl in,
The wifelt hae their fits o* datlin,
And you ha' fadly been o'erfern
Or in this fact vou ne'er had been :
Thev've ta’en th* advantage when, § doubr, vou
T net had a* your wits alout you,
‘Trowth, my old friend, 1 tear yon've dezte wy'
Chaps who trivmph’d o’er hinan fraly,
—Nac doubt, great Sir, vou think i quea
Sie talk, frac ane like e, o0 hear,
‘That’s no accuftom’d to your cr.
Vhote fycophants, a venal gans
Wou'd gar you think vou n-'cr do wrang,
Crying with fome fly feltifh view
There ne’er was fic a omn as you,
You canna go aftray, but ﬂil?
Are point-blank right, do what ye will,
But you Lxe witdom o defpife
‘Lheir fluchin inoolin cratty lies,
For had na witdo:u een your puide,
You muft erethis ha’ fwell’d wi’ pride &
Aud burfted like the: frog, and died. )
For me 1 think=1] ¢an’t be fure—
Thure'sither men as good as you're;
I winna flatter 1o your face
You're juit o' the common human rac :
‘The' often vight, yot muft 1 fay
That you ha’ fumnetimes gane allray 3
Your late concurrcuce prove: too pl "Ly
The jullice o this charge again yes
Had you not ge’cn your approbation
‘Lhey cou'd na forc’d this foul tax. ti. n,
I wonder how they ftuk'd youre’cn
That thro’ th® cfietts you had na fecn,
Nae doubt, when this a&t came before you
They cooft fome wicked glammner o'cr y.,
That darken’d fo your mental fight
You cou’d na’ underftand it right,
The curft flate wizards ! they arc w.dl
Acquaint’ wi’ 2’ the arts o’ hell.
ut when fpite o’ their wicked {kill
You learn th’ effe@s, as focn you will,
"rhen Ie ha hopes that vou'li take puin
“I'o fee a’ things fet right again :
And to you alt 1 jult wou’d tay
And then I thall nae farther pray,
Conlider * poor folk hae nae filler
‘o purchafe coitly fereign liquor;
We downa call for fpirits nice
While our lark purlcs dread their price,
Our whilhie, let us freely tak it
Untax’d, and cheap as we can mak it,
Ot let fome o' vour cafh be fent us
And either way it fhall content us.

Now, gin ye do theic wrongs redrefs
May heaven your honours ever blefs,
Wi’ 2’ the joys o’ life in plenty,

And every needfu’ comfort grant ye,

Guid huntin fhirts to clothe your bodies
And bucktkin bricks to wrap your hurdies,
May you ne’er lack 2 whifkie grog

And rowth o’ hominy and hog,

May weel bak’d jou’ney cakes ne’er fail
To make ye ftrong and fat and hale,

Able for 2’ that comes your way;

Thus your petitioner fhall pray.

Explanation of ibe terms in the Seowift Dialel,

1t will ouly be neceffary to give an Englith explanstion of the
:\.uﬂ u»{-ommnn Scottifh terms made ufe of in the preced.
ing piece. The mure common, ‘uch 88 2% oin, fou’ &c.
every petfon knowe the meaning of,

Blate—bathful,
Brunte=the firkt off going,

14, lbar—ench, every.

! Ken— know,

Brunftone—brimtune. Lcarlaughter

Cricl—a iollllg fellow, Maif—s dram.
Cisth—talk. Nreiteenext,
€1 otie==the devil. Paukie—cunn ing

Cruni~ blow of a cudgel Paughty~ proud
Daffin—{ully. Fifke - trick.

Dovcely —wilely. Cblow. ' R'-lcnl—‘:l!uflﬁtol.
Daw, can de Ruu.ing Rede— advife,

D wna=cansot. Red-wud— fark mad.
Eci—cyrs R wihe=plenty.

Fiu hin— Rattering, 8ilie = money.

C. =t y .0k, mrurh 8 1 fiemlucky.
C.ar=—woahth. gin k;d—:hoﬂ.

(e vmere=wagic fpelle tent ues .
G oo uu-—ﬂyml . ¥ Tent—heed conhderation.
Gr VP e handtul Thu'-—l.l‘.

Corunth = fact '\ roles—bears, (ulfers.

1/ .==henlihy. Trow==belirve.

$tome  an meof the devil. Wacamguefa.

Riuruics =bishisue. ' Uuce—{range, very gree:.



