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CASTALIAN FOUNT,
ORIGINAL POETRY.

SHAYS 7o SHATTUCK.

AN EPISTLE,

ARD times and no mongy—are wonderful hard,
H Of kindreddepriv’d,and of country debar’d |
Lan the {tation of aay poor devil be worle,

0 W't in his head, and no pence in his purfe ?
No home to return to, or folace for grief,

o Iriend to adminifter eale or refief ?

While all oor afiiftants, thro’ poverty fail,

And yous—(O my confcience I) lock’d apin a jail:
tlow long muft we rue the time, dear Brather
Suartvck,

since we againft government took up the mattucl !

Thefe evils (1fpeak itwith hame and contrition)
Thefe flow frdm the forrowful fream of fedition ;
[Chat fiseam, in defcription, to thew you aright,

s a fubjett for Barloww, M’ Fingal of Davight,

W pifture to draw of a cafe o diitreft,

Would puzzle Brown,Trumbull, or Copley,at Wefl.

| _Imagine me painted with Terrors ‘ground,
Q«gilh’l'reafnn and Pride lying prone on the ground,
hile o'er them,with whips ino® infultingly vaunt
quht‘ demons of Poverty, Pemury, Want
Sufpition and_Tgnorance raging around,
[Pluck off the vile blindfold thatRafhnefs had bound,
iGuilt clotted w.i:h blood,leads on Horror andFear,
[And rueful Repentance comes flow in ke rear,

My confeience breaks out in the blaze of the funs
Upbrades and expofes-the crimes 1 have done,
With kaav’ries and vices prefents me fo foul,
That I fly from the face of the day like an owl,

DearSu ATTUCK,fince mattersareending fobad,
. [Why thould not I+be as well tnerry as fad,
1°m hooted, and poainted at all roand the glabe :
O ! would not !hﬂ pofe all thy patience,dearfon ?
And tho' I thall never get what I deferve,
Tn the name of the devilimpray why fhonld Iflarve?
Now you know that three $tates, (and Conneflicu,
Wil give for my perfon,each, 300 dollars, [follows,
"(Rhode Hltald bids aought if 1'm taken or flain,
They're a fet of d— rogues whe mind nothlag but
Yetvillains may nab me, deluded by pelf, {gain.)
Bue | think to (ecure the reward to myfelf.
+"They bid the tall » orth of my body and foul,
*Tis thetefore expedient [ grab at the whole,
| Deliver my carcale to jultice and fate,
Pucket up all the money, and fign a receipt,
| This State will grant plenty of leifure I think,
‘To répent of my fins, and expend all my chinl,
The governpent furely have wifdom and {pirit,
In trgly difecrning ¢4y various merit,
They judge—but their wifdom is feen in relenting,
And giving yoa plenty of time to repent it
You may therefore expeét me fome.time in the fall
And you and I, Jon, will kesp batchelors® hall.

- Godblefs you,dcar)os, to the end of your days,
! With happinefs, ptaceand contentment 3fo prays
] Your affetionate brother, and friend,
I DANIEL SHAYS.
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