FROM

SNIPE.

A FAVOURITE D OG,

TO HIS

A S v e DRI | I

May, 1791.

BEST of good mafters, your mild dif-

pofition |
Perhaps may induce you toread my petition:
Jelieve me in earneft, though acting the poet,
My breaft feels the {mart, and mine ations
do thew it. 2
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At morn when I rife, go down to the
kitchen, i

 Where oft I've been treated with kicking and

| {witchinga. |

There’s nothing but quiet, no toil nor vexa-
tion,

The coockmaid herfelf {feems poflefs’d of dif-
Cretion. _

The {cene gave {urprife, and I could not but
love 1t, ‘ :

Then found 'twas becaufe fhe had nothing

ST eoVeL.

From thence to the dining-room T took a
range fir, | |

My heart {wells with erief when 1 think-of
the change there; " |

No difhes well drefs’d, with their flavour te
charm me, |

Nor even {0 much.as a fire to warm me. it

For bread Iranfackev'rycorner with_caution,

Then trip down the ftairin a terrible paifion.
I 2o withold James, when the {ofsis a dealing,

But brutes are voracious and void of all feel-

ng;
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They quickly devour’t; not a morfel they
' leave me,
. And then by their growling ‘ill nature they

grieve me.

My friend Jenny Little pretends to refpect
me,

And yet firat meal-time {heoften neglels me:

Of late fhe her breakfaft with me would

have parted,

But now eats it all, fo I'm quite broken

"1 hearted,

O hafte back to Loudoun, my gentle .good
mafter, - e 5

Relieve your poor Snipy from ev'ry difafter.

A fight of yourfelf would atford me much’

pleafure,

A fhare of your dinner an excellent treafure,

Prefent my beft withes unto the good lady,
Whofe plate and potatoes to me are ay ready:
When pufs and I feafted fo kindly together ;
But now quite forlorn we condole with cach

other,
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No more T'll infift, left your patience be
ended;

I beg by my {crawl, {ir, you'll not beoffended;

But mind, when you {ee me a{cending Par-
naflus,

The need that’s of dogs there to drive down

the Afles.




