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P r o v i d e n e r  I t  S s l a n d .
"WiSh cundocer let us own our errors past.

And make cache.? can a criteal on the bast."



h e  s i e s Consolation to hr Shusband
morr

No more loid parlier of my? soul,

M dis appant mink greve
Can floving lars our fate contreal.

On sighes our woes melieve?

Adversily is virtues school
So those cro melt diser,

Pet us serve cuch painfel rule,
An each hard lesson leam.

When intry winds obscur the oky,
Mind heaven the carth deformi,

Of fix's the strong foundations lie,
The castle braves the storm.

Then fized on Jails unfading noct.
Joct us endure a crite,

Misfortunes rude impetcous shock.

And glory in our toil.
5

Su fortune cannot always Laft,

s, thougle it should remain,
Yet we cach painful moment hafte,

A letter world to gain.
6

Ahese calumny no mone shall wrend,

on faithlife Grinds deshay,
Where' innocence & truth are crown'

-Waily 7. Har



The? ?? Con

Matter ly a cutte fiXTer.

Purole not a crern, gaudy pageant of has?

Sel the disten sparkle on royally's trow;

Annoy'd ly me, the bold here of war.
She laurel that's dee to his merit may won

Let the green wreath of iny online round the head

Op the band, who by blest inspiration is led;

One boon implore, and may Heaven consent.

Go encircle my, brow witte the wreatle of content.

Content is a pem, the reat billiant yot pure,
Gillich the clouds mispportune can never obscure;

The laured will witten, the iny will fade,
The rose blooms in sunshine, but dies in the shade;

But the areath of content blooms the best in a show's,

So has and dyne pow's, it bull une to reft,

It soothes all life's somows, and crens thee sad breast;

Dispels all the tumults of grief t despain,

Gor no thorns of ambition an enoy and loose.

The fortune may onalch all your honours abay;

Que confant nemains which aid neen decay,

Ne can neven be foor with content in the mind

Of faction has love from tee monarch les crown,

And few heroes have gaisad uncorrupted snow;

Continued.



Health and honour were never enjayo wilhout come,

Bul the eralle open ent undes turbd Sme

Mell Me on tough life on the fat a lot dings.
Unblaste by sorror; unfoxen by age:

And when lifes very'd sures & its cans are all fast,
It will bud on the grave to bloom sweet to the last.

M. g. Hovell.



11585 ba Friend
breme of my heart, hoce off doth menerg kind

"ng ???? mage prep aben my mend;
How Flen de Pluaur the lender orga

tie we past seenes throngh fancy's peering? ? ;
How oll on fancy do Pace thee stain

did omelang weliome offer me the hasid;
Now off meginaber mallo me there,

Where you were wonP.., mod Thoreghts lo ahare:
Those happy veno an Catarines lad,

he whisper dayod false merth and peace.
Then! ok my pren,

se inene, and entee geede lace as youge.

May angelo guare thee with desangested care,

and every being fall undo thy share.
Roo your chidden, parents, contess, frie

Hau every goo rom every uA debend.

Sarns a
shall yitch my ledle eit,

Kappay though poverty be my lit,

If I a prind retain. ¿lizabetto N' grune March Li
1017



Who, when the hear
And runkling grif - and deep des/sarr;
Will shock the thor implanted there?

2

Mho, on the beel reve sickness rey
The crooking., lead wilte love sustaires;

Ane mid infition stil nemains ?

All hose smiles tunne the painfed hours,

Whose every woe in lost in over?

1ho, when the dowre of Hope's bright dayp

Pours Verough the soul its cheering roup,

Exults to see ilo genial sway?

5

comes sweet by Icare desigid.
Improves the heart- infines the mind,

6

Whose sallungvoice when dealls is note.

I'M ofe suppress thee stru
And alon the bosom's agony?

? ???!

A Wife!

?  ?

Wait, 4. Hereil.



Oh! Think not my spirits are always no light,

And as free Porniepurg, as they scem

No, life is a waste marison hours,
Which Dan the nose Penjoyment alone;

and the heart that is soonest awake to the pervers,

I always the fant to be touch'd by the learne.

the bowl, and be hally celic;
My we never meet worse in mr flysissing here.

lean the lear thal erjoyment can gile will a smile
Are the smile Val comparion can tues to a har.

4
The thread f our Life waite be carte, leavers kerous,
i t  werenot with fundolip and love interlained;

Anil scare not hore soon send lo repose,

Cul they who have lord.The forest, Uhe pured-
Too Then have wept o'er the ream thug

no.his sec
So happy inded

Susan7. ????. lo he con

1812



Con inuco.

132? se the lowl; ihile a relics truth
So ne man o', crease, this praye shall be mine.

Pal-the sunshine of love may done our youth.
More the moonlight of purs hip cored our

Susan F Carlite is WI Howll.
Tal 2 8471312 -



Who Sia do

(Men markedid on the nightly poore
Tue glittering beast bested the fli

One olar alond of all le bra
Pass Gus the sumers wa

Harl! hark to God thee hores brans
Trew cry hosk. from ump gene
But me alone the Serious speaks.
S' is the diar of Ballchenel

Once on the maying our Drool.
The soim was loud,the night was dark,

The art that loos d my founding lan h

Deep bored there my, vilals froxe:
Wrath struck Puned the lide le olem,

Wun suddenla star arose,
Pt was the low of loAlchem!

It was my quible, mlight, my all,
If booke myclank

In througle thee loim and dunges Mork,

Kil ng fint in nights indem,

Vag 1 .  Hu l

ca ly  1 .  Howel l . . .
1817



har.
Il hat porn any mon(  t u

tu sourien
art,

( h e n
) bad tracks Wee prospeed darn

sorono thee sao sert  doors,
al soothes li

When rends ano

Ice'se foracts the sou
it sheds anone 4- ? ???

gent leD i i ! ?????
death ditchou the

? ??? ?
chacest ties

lage slands mournes oer the bur?
hal
F l u n ???,

??? !

Oxciti
???? ?????

Neau Walle

While oin ????

??

//?.????

???

? ?  :

? ??
most dear?

eis ????

Vero

L e d .
livey sorces hue,

to sNeed

Dhy's tear!
3 1812



Pop f. Moninen
There in a lord. every,land the ride,
Beland by heaven cor all the onli borde
There brighter suns esponse serener liglet,
And milder moons emparadese the night;

I land of brant4, virtue, valor truth,
Time-tutore age, and love talked youth;
The wandering mariner, where aye explores.

The wealtical intes the prost enchanting shore

len mit a malin no beautiful 4 fair.
C Nor breathes the saisit of a purer ans,

lime ter magnat of his poul
Youched by remembrance tremtles to that booke;

Gor in that land of lucers peculion grace
The terilage of maturés noblest race,

Ture is a spel of car the supreme_ treft.
A leaver peeler pool than all the rept.

Where, man creations, goant cogols nfide,

Mile in heis deflened locksbenigniy blend,
The sive, the pon the husband father, riend:

Iber woman reigns; the mother daughter wife?

Stress with freshe flowin the narrow way of life;
She the clear heaven of her delighted eve?

An angel guard oP loves a graces
Ground her kneel domestic duties mel

And fure pie phasures gambol al her fat. P. T. 0 23 18/



C o r t n u e

Where shall that land that that a he he find 2
And thou a manita poticol?- toole arome;
O, thou shale find howeer thy foolsep, ram,
Teal laid they comely, andWeat sloot thy hore.



a s s i s . .
65. Ma Pot .15071.0

? . .

B e a r m e ?

(reese) 11,

w i l l

ese)

so the

1h .

nge no more.

thin my
fries milit ies

lane trent merting.
Throbs In

ing learns wither for

Fur$ yo, nitrose? to me load me?

Wind me series car shall lu mo
Where no. for me oned vols?

a pion!
o near l

"While cacle thought, each o

Sill shall arove me
1o one senho stre?ll tell me slei
"not one lece my wher keshooll shamn;
Silent grief shell be my glory. -

Gig, that trope not lo complainin

Let the beson pond to sunging,

l i m a t e r n ,

Mine disteins the ough of chuning,

Continued ? Fume 23
18,



Gontin uro 1917

1.
from
eve & bid adu;

Cn he the song that's dill thy
Days of pain are meanuid.

, ???!

Get, believe,n oservile passions
Lull% henn thy vagrant m

inclinations,
Warring as the passing vin.

&  h a v e l o v ' d  l i c e ,  ?  d e a r l o r d  t h e o ,

? woe;
How un

can of

Bucking forari, ill lo-moror,
Euy Day oh lif the mored!

Rovis and solentou wat not harm noc
? ?? in wealth coute see!

Not coursreals or fears alarm me
?au the Pran gi long th?c!

I hav seppro see thee wef!
Men sent les cares distress Are,

Shave bull'd those carco to sleep!

Then with thee what i could harm mo?



an one sarathers.

From loglicot taven me humble ragon aprove,
Show God supreme of u versal Love.

An absent Prollers sachlo enocore.

Buemule fron friends Is fam his nolice chord.
toned fortrene prowns, and heroen his til Deereo.

Should be wold to the failtlefo cors,

Be thou propitions lo his car
Prescue hus health and bessen all his ears;

Be thou three Soul directon of his youn
And gitly quide him in the ways of trett;

Bet farosperous gates forever on him tone,

And prove in coery varions seese his firiend.
Of thow as Good shond vie the face of Day
done awful tempest frighten hope ariay.
Bid thie brunondonsthunder vent the shay

Will though tack leaven the lightring fly.
Whilot cup sailoro heart Desolves withe fear.
And berling sas opertes his last operiod near;

Bet thy right arm a faithful wring spread,
And shidd fon Urening death his youthfid head:
Poled bum from the banzes of the main.
fod lumpest howl is lunder roar in vain;
His honest laboars kindly deign to blefs.

And, crown his prudent wishes with once

Shen send him galfed to has nature home.
en thee confiding, and in three alone. Ma 17". 1912



Selectio Poetro.

I l y  C o t i l l  B e  D o n e  D  T o r d .

When adverse winds right keenly blow?

Win stam scions grasp or meres
Her lorch when percention shirt,

When way lifts her suade
Trise happy he whose sound resigns.

Immodd can see the torrent run

Care say, his eye to draves me

"Tho
2 .

O life, they refes theres onfold;
O death, try grasp in fearful cote.
nish ...hes come am d cares,

Ith overty ton thousand snare
Then obvere can lafosing be ourio!

Not in the col, nor purple trone,

3 .

'Tis this can sill the adverse gale.
'Tis this can bid won we hail

Fis this can soffer wars alarmo

"Tis thisop/refinis rage disarms;
This pluckes trethisle from on ???,

Whew lifes deeding fors are gone;
this will raiseU/resond to god.

N i e  B e Wond

23 mits C.

Cith

Sowell 's

0?: 606-1817-

Ock: i, th. 1012



Sampat in .
834 5. 43133

sno the tear formed lo flow,
Ois the areion it cannot vetricoe:

In the sighe pe the viction of woe!
Ne the nicans are too scant ló relieve?

2

Moodi the baron of yempathy muend?
/ u s t frieneship and virtue repure?

Must thee heart that is bonder be lom,
When its papion is pure and durne?

3 .

f i l ymust often befriend,
And the heart that feelingo must grieve.

Iver the hand is forbid to extend,
And the wish is the all we can give.

But the heart that has wishes to bles.
Reflects the same folcasure thaló aiven;

And the bear that oun die al distrefo,
Se an alms that's accepted in maver.,

has. Baily S Sowells

???: 11H. 1017



Ensignt

Though snired the lie that our country onto neth,
And dear lo the heart her remembrance remuns,

Get dark are the ties where no liberty shineth
And sad the pomembrance that slavery dans.

On thou! who wert born in the colo the.peasant
Bout dicot f languer in luxury's Some,

Our vision, when absent - our glony, when present;
Where thou al, O Priterty! there is mey home!

Marciell to the lavo, where in childhood of wander
BIn vain is she mughy" m vain a she brave,.

Intest is thie blood that for trants is squander'd:
And fame has no wreathe for the brow of the flave

s m e l l

May+ 121h1812-



Started.
When wind, breathe soft along the silut Leop,
The waters durl, the peaceful bellows slop;
I alronger gule the boulled nave awakes?
The surface noughens, and the ocean sloakes.

More dreadfil "till, when furious alorms arise?
The mountain billow, bellow lo the ? nves;

On liquid nockt the tolling vessels losh,

purges lack tie foaming camili
The raging waves, opciled ba the flapl,

Wiler with wrath, and apolit the alindy mas:
oPen in an implant, he who rules the floods

baille, ain, and fire, Jehoral! Bodh of Goss!
In pleasing accents speals has son very will.
And bids the waters. and the wind be slill!
Blushid are the winde the waters cease lo row?

Juje are the seas, med silent an the sher

Chow say, what joy cales the sailor's breast,
/ he prospera gales no uncreates beat !

-M hal mo, whal tramport, in each face is sun!
The hear'n lock bright, the ais and sea serene,

don er ru3 plant we lear a jou stran
lo him, whose soo unboundeirubes the main!

S a n g  s i n á t
e :  a

M a r c h  2 0




