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A general Song of Praife to God.
1 ! E OW glorious is our heavenly king,
Who rcigns above the fky ? g
How fhall a child prefume to fing
His dreadful majefty 7
¢ How great his pow’r 1s, nore can el
. 2 i,
Nor think how large Ing arace ;
Not men below, nor faints that dwel]
On high before his face.
g Not angels that ftand rousid the Lord
Can fearch his fecret will ;
‘But they perform his heavenly word,
And [ing his praifes ftill,
4 Then let me join this hely train,
And my firft off'rings bring ;
Th’ eternal God will not difdain
To hear'an infant {ing.
5 My heart relolves, my tongue obeys,
And angels fhall rejoice,
To hear their mighty Maker’s praife
Sound from a feeble voice.
2. Praife for Creation and Providence, ;
2 f Sing the almighty poy’r of God,
L1 Bat made the mountains rife ;
That fpread the flowing feas abroad,

And built the lofty {kies,




DIVINE SONGS, .. 3
. 2 I fing the wifdom that ordain’d
The fun to rule the day;
The moon {hines full at his command,
And all the ftars obey. |
8 I fing the goodnefs ot the Lord,
_ That fll’d the earth with food ;
He form’d the creatures with his word,
And then pronounc’d them good.
4 Lord, how thy wonders arée difplay’d
Whmn er I turn my eye !
If I furvey the giound I tread,
Or gaze upon the fky !
There’s not a met or flow’r below,
But makes thy glories known ;
4 And clouds arife and tempefts mow
! By order from th throne.
- 6 ‘Crca'urcs (as num'rous as they be)
( Are fubjett to thy care; -
| There’s not a place w here we can ﬂt(‘ '} E%
i But God is prefent there. 11
2 kn Heav'n he le)"xines with beams of love, ?
With wrath in hell beneath s
’T1s on his earth'] ftand or move,
| And ’tis has air I breathe. .
8 His hand is my perpetual guard "1
He keeps me wath his eye ;
Why thould I then forget ‘the Lord,

Who 1s forever nigh?

g. Praife to Godfor our Rea’emptwn,
. BLEQJ be the wifdom and the pow'r,s | ¢
The Juﬁxce and the grace, |
That join’d in council to reftore
And faye our ruin’'d races
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4 DIVINE SONGS,.
Our father ate forbidden fruait,
And from his glory fell;
. And we his children thus were brought,
To death, and near to hel] -
g Bleft be the Lord that {ent his Son
To take our fleth and blood ;
He for our lives gave up his own,
To make our peace with Gop.
4 He honoured al] his father’s laws,
Which we have difobey’d ;
He bore our {ins upoq the crofs,
And our full ranfom paid.
5 Beholdshim rifing from the grave ;
Behold him rais’d on high:
He pleads his merit there to fave
Tranfgreffars doom’d to die.
6 There on d glorious throne he reigns,
And by his pow’r divine .
Redeem’d us from the fiavith chains
Of Satan and of fin. o
7 Thence: thalt the Lord to judgment come,
And with a fov’reign voice,
Shall call, and break up ev’ry tomb
While waking faints rejoice.
8 O may I then with Joy appear
Betore the Judge’s face, -
And with the blefs’d allembly there,
Sing his redeeming grace. |

4. Prarfe for Mercies Jpiritual and tem/}omﬂ |
1 ‘ )‘7 Heéne'er I take my walks abroad,

How many poot I fee ?
What thatl T-render to my Gop
For all his gifts to me? ¢ W

to
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¢ Not more than others I deferve,

Yet Gop hath given me more;

For I have food while others ftarve,

Or beg from door to door.

5 How many children in the ftreet,

4

Half naked I behold?

While T am ¢loth’d from head to feet,
And cover'd from the cold. o

‘W hile {fome poor wretches {¢arce can telly
While they may lay their head ;

I have a home wherenr to dwell,

And reft upon my bed.

i

5 While others early learn to {fwedr,

And curfe, and lie, and fteal ;
Lord, }'am taught thy name to fear,
And do thy holy will. . § R

6 Are thefe thy fayours day by day,» Lt

To me above the reft? ,
Then let me love thee more than they,
And try to ferve thee belt.

5. . Praife for, Birth  and [Education &

b

e Chriftian Land: B
7 Reat (GoD, to thee my voice I raife,
To thee my youngelt hours belong,
I would begin my life with praife;
'Till growing years tmprove the fong.

e "Tis'to tl”xy'fov’reign‘ grace I owe,

That I"‘w'as- born on Britith gréund ¢
Where fireams of heav’nly mercy flow,
And words of {fweet {alvation found.

9 I would not ' chiange 1m.’:ﬁati'\*ei‘l'a.nd,

For ¥ich Peru witlr-all her go‘ld 3
A nobler prize lics in' my hand,
Than caft or weltern Indies holds

e
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3 DININE SONGCS

2 That I am brought to know
The danger I wazs in;
By nature and by prattice too,
A wretched flave to fin.
g That I am led to fee
I can do nothing well ;
And whither fhall 2 finner flee,
To fave himfelf from hell ?
4 Dear Lord, this book of thine
Informs me where to go,
For grace to pardon all my f{in,
And make me holy too.
5 Here can I read and daarn.
How Chrift the Son of God,
Has undertook our great concern ;
Our ranfom coft his blood.
6 And now he rerons above,
‘He fends-his {prrit down,
To fhew the wonders of his love,
And make his golpel known.
7O may that fprrit teach,
And make my heart rececive
Thofe truths which all thy fervants preach,
And all thy faints believe,
8 Then'fhall I praife the Lord,
; In a more cheerful ftrain,
That I was taught to read his word,
And have not learnt in vain. -

9. The all-fecing Gaod.
1 LMIGHTY God, thy plercing eye,
A - Strikes thro’ the {hade of night,
And eur moft fecret altions lie,

All open to thy fight.




r

[N

rox CHILDREN. §

There’s not a fin that we commit, |
Nor wicked word we fay,
But in thy dreadful book 't1s writ,
Againft the judgment day.
And muft the crimes that I have done, !
Be read and publifh’d there;
Be all expos’d belore the fun,
While men and angels hear?
Lord, at thy foot afham’d 1 lie;
Upward I dare not look ;
Pardon my fins before I die, ;i)
And blot them from thy book.
Remember all the dying pains :
That my Redeemer felt; | _
And let his blood walh out my ftains,:
And anfwer for my guilt. gkt
O may 1 now for ever tear
T’ indulge a finful thought,
Since the great God can {ec and hear,
And writes down ey’ry fault..

10. Solemn Thoughts of God and. Death.
re HERE is a God that reigns above,
Lord of the heav’ns and earth and feas;

1 fear his wrath, I afk his love,

And with my lips L {ing his praife.
There is a law which he has writ,

To teach us all what we muft doj i
My foul to his commands {ubmit,

For they are holy, juft and true.

“There is a gofpel of rich grace,

Whence finners all their comforts draw ;
Lord, Irepent and f{eek thy face,
For 1 have often broke thy law,
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(L] DIVINE SONG g
¢ There is an hour when I mult die,
Nor do I know how foon ‘twill come?
A thoufand children young as I,
Are call’d by death to hear their doom,
5 Let me improve the hours I have,
Before the day of grace 1s fled;
There’s no fepentante in the grave,
Nor pardons offer'd to the dead.
6 Juftas atree cut down, that fell,
To North or Southward, there it lieg s
So man departs to heav’n or hell,
Fix’d in the flate wherein he dies,

11, Heaven and H.ll.
1 THERE 1s beyond the fky,
A heav'n of joy and love ;
And holy children when they die,
Go to that world above,
2 There is a dreadful hell,
And everlafting pains;
There finners muft witl devils dwell
In darknefs, fire, and chains,
9 Can {uch a wretch as BV
Efcape this curfed end |
And may 1 hope whene'er 1 die,
I fhall te heav’n afcend,
4 Then will T read and pray;
While I have life and breath j
Left I thould be cut off to.day,
And fent t’ eternal death.
12. The Advantage of early Religion,
1 APPY’s  the child i Whofe youngeft
Receive inflruétions well ! [years
Who hates the finner’s path, and fears
“The road that leads to hell,




FOR CHILDREN. 14
fa When we devote our youth to God, :
| ’Tis pleafing to his eyes ;
A flow’r when offer’d in the bud,
Is no vain facrifice.
i g "Tis eafier work if we begin
 To fear the Lord betimes ;
While finners that grow old in fin,
- Are harden’d in their crimes.
"Twill {ave us from a thoufand fnares,
To mind reli‘gion young ;
Grace will preferve our following years;
And make our virtue ftrong.
5 To thee, almighty God, to thee,
Our childhood we refign;

T'will pleafe us to look back and fee,
That our whole lives are thine.
6 Let the {weet work of pray’r and praife;'
~ Employ my youngeﬁ\breath;
Thus I'm prepai’d for longer days
Ox fit for early death.
’ 13. The Danger of Delay.
g HY fhould I fay ’tis yet too {foofi
" . To feek for heav'n or think of dedthy
A flow’r may tade before 'tis noon,
# And I this day may Jofe my breath.
o 1f this rebellious heart of mine;
Defpife the gracious calls of heav'n,
I may %e harden’d in my fin;
And never have repentance giv'n.
3 What if the Lord grow wrath and {wear;
~While 1 refufe'to read and pray, |
That hell retufe to lend an ear,
To all my groans another day ;

4
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4 What if his dreadful anger burn,

While I rejeét his offer’d grace,
And all hislloveto fury turn,

And ftrike mie dead. upon the place ?
"Tis dang’rous to provoke a: God !

His pow'r and veng’ance fione can tel] :
One ftrake of Hhis almighty rod,

Shall fend young finners quick to hell,
Therf.’twill for ever be in vain

To cry for pardon or for grace ;
To wifth/I had my time again,

Or hope to fee my Maker’s face.

14. Exaniples of early Piety. ,
W]’ HAT blefs’d examples do I find, '
Yo Writ in the word of truth,

Of children that began to mind, -
Relizion in their youth.

Jefus, who re1ons above the {ky,

And kéeps the world in awe ;

Was once a child as-young as I,
And kept his father’s law,

At twelve years:old he falk’d with ‘men,
dihe Jews wall wond’ring fland)” WV

Yet he obey'd his mother then,
And campe at her command,

Children a fweet hofanna {ung,

Apd bleftitheibSaviour’s name,
They gave himhononr with their tongue,
Wiildt feribes and priedts blafpheme,
Samuel’the child was wean’d and brought’ -

Lo wait upon the bvaplelsiag
Young Ti.mothy-bcét.;'w,es was taught

3

10 knaw his holy: T T
e o L
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6 Then why fhould I fo long (gClaV,
: What others learnt fo foon ?
1 would not pafs cmotne) day,
" Wlthout this work bunm

5 Aaamn’ Lying.
1 0 'Tis a Q\ ch thing for \outh
Tp walk betimes in wildom’s w ay ;
To fear a he to {peak the truth,
- That we may truft to all t‘m), fay.

2 But liars we can never trudt) true;

Tho’ they fhould {peak the things that’s
For he who does one fault at firft,
And lies to hide 1t, makes it two.
3 Have we not Lnownn nor heard, nor read,
How God abhors deceit and wrong ?
How Ananias was ftruck dead,
Caught with a lie upon his tongue?
4 So did his wife bdppldll die,
% When fhe came’in and grew fo bold,
As to confirm that wicked Tie,
Which ]uﬂ: before her hufband told.
5 The Lord del lgh $ 1N tnem that {peak
: The words of txuth ‘but ev’ry liar
Muft have his portion in the lake,
That burns with'brimftone and with fire,
6 Then let me always watch my lips,
Lelt I'be firuck to death and hell
Since God a book of reck’ning Lecps
Forev ry hre that chxldren tell”

16. Agazrg]i guarrellmo s Fur/mmr.

1 ETY dogs ehg}lt to hark and Jmtc 8
For God hath made them fo ;

Let bears and lions glowl and ﬁght

I*or tis their nature too.
B
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2 But, children, you thould never let
Such angry paflions rife;
Your little hands were never made,
To tear each other’s eyes.

3 Let love thro’ all your détions run;
And all your words be mild j
Live like the blefled Virgin’s Son,
That {weet and lovely child.

4 His {oul was gentle as a lamb,
And as his ftature grew,
He grew in favour both with men;
And God, his father too.
& Now Lord of all, he reigns above
And from his heavenly throne,
He fees what children dwell ju love;
And marks them fot his own.

17. Love between Brothers and Sifters.

1 Hatever brawls difturb the ftreet,
- There thould be peace at home ;
Where fifters dwell and brethers meet,
Quarrels fhould never come,
2 Birds in their little neffs agree ;
And ’'tis a thameful {1ght,
When children of one famjl
Fall out, and chide, and fight.
3 Hard names at firft, and threat'ning wards,
That are but noify breath,
May grow to clubs and.naked {words,
o murder and to death, ;
4 The devil tempts one mother’s fon
To rage againft another ;
S0 wicked Cain was hurry’d on

“Till he had kill’d his brother,
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5 The wile will let their anger cool,

‘At leaft before ’tis night;
But in the bofom of a fpol,
It burns till morning light. .
6 Pardon, O Lord, our childith rage,
Our lictle brawls remoye;
That as we grow to riper age,
Our hearts may all be love.
18. Againft Scoffing and calling Names,
i OUR tongues werg fnade to blefs the Loxrd,
: And not fpeak ill of men;
When others give a railing word,
We muft not rail again.
¢ Crofs words and angry names require,
To be chaftis'd at fchool;
And he’s in danger of hell fire
That calls his brother fool.

g But lips that dare be fo profane‘

To mack and jeer and {coff,
At holy things or holy men,
" The Lord thall cut them off.
4 When children in théir wanton play,
Seryv’d old Elitha fo; "'
And bid the prophet go his way,
“-Go up thou bald-liead, go:”

5 God quickly fopp’d their wicked breat}h’

' And fent two raging bears, ,

That tore them limb from [imb to desth,
With blood, and grpans, and tears.

6 Great God, how terrible art thou

To finners ¢’er fo young !

Grant me thy grace, and teach me how
To tame and rule my tongue,

B2
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19. Againft fwearing and curfing; and taking
God’s Name in vain.
VGELS, that high 1in glory dwell,
L A Adore thy name, almighty God!
And devilstremble down in hell;
~ Beneath the terror of thy rod.
2 And yet how wicked children dare
Abufe thy dreadful glorious narne !
And when they're angry how they {wear;
And curfe their fellows and blafphemeé.
g How will they ftand before thy face,
. Who.treated thee with {uch difdain,
Wohile thou fhalt doom them to the place,
o R everlafting fire and pain ?
4 Then never fhall one cooling drop ‘
To quench their burning tongues be giv’n ;
But T will praife thee here and hope
Thus to employ my tongue in heav’n:
5 My heart fhall be in pain to hear
Wirretches afliont the Lord above;
"Tis that great God whole pow’r I fear;

2 e e hcav’nly father whom I Jove.
g I my companions grow profane;
I'll leave their friendfhip when I hedr
Young finners take thy nafne in vain, .
And ledrn torciwrfe; “dnd learn to fweat:
20. Againfi Ldlenefs and Mifeh'ef. .
i T ¥ OW doth the ljttle bufy bee
j, Improve each fhining hour; -
And gather honey all the day;
Irom ev'ry op ning flow’r ?
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¢ How fkilfully fhe builds her cell!
How neat the {preads the wax!
And labours hard to ftore it well
With the fweet food fhe makes.
g In works of labour or ot fkill,
' 1 would be bufy too;
For. Satan finds fome mifchief fill
For idle hands to do. ,
¢ In books, or work, or healthiul play,
Let my firft years be pait,
That I may give for every day

Some good account at laft,

o1, Againft cvil Company.
3o HY fhould 1 join with thofe in play
In whom I’ve no delight; e
Who curfe and fwear, but never pray,
Who cail ill names and fight? '
2 1 hate to hear a wanton fong‘,'
Their words offend my cats;
1 fhould net dare defile my tongue |
‘ With language {fuch as theirs. e
g Away from fools I'll turn mine eyes, | 4
Nor with the {coffers go; S :
I would be talking with the wife
: That wifer I may grow.
4 From one rude boy that’s us’d to mock,
They learn the wicked jeft:
One fickly fheep infeéts the flock,
And poifons all the reft,
5 My Gonp, I hate to walk, or dwell
With finful children here;
Then let me not be dent to hell,
; Where none but finners arg. i _
o Ty e B 5 il \

%
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1

(&)

92, . Again/t Pria’e in Clothes.
HY fhould om aarments made to
hide 3
Our parents thaing, pro’voLe our pride?
The art of drefs dld ne'er begin,

T1ll Eve our mother learnt to fini. f
\thn firft fhe put the cov ring on, +
Her robe of innocence was gone;

And yet her children valnly boaft,

In the fad marks of glory loft.

How proud we are! how fond to thew
Our clothes, and call them rich and new;
When the poor fheep and filk-worm wore
That Vcry clothing long hefore.

The tu ip and the butteffly

Appear 1 gayer coats th: n I :

Let me be dreft fine as T'wi

Flies, worms, and ﬂow s ex Cef‘d me {Hll.
Then wxll 1 fet my heart to find,

Inward adornings of the mind;
Knowledge and virttie, truth and grace,
Thefe are the robes of richeft dlc{%.

No more fhall worms with me compare,
This 1s the raiment angels wear;

The Son of Gop, when here bclow

Put on this bleft apparel too.

It never fades, it ne’er grows old,

Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mould:
It takes no ipot, but fhll refines;

Tln more ‘tis worn, the more it fhines.
In *»1s on earth’1° would appear,

Then go to beav'n, and ‘wear it there;
God will approve it 1n his fight:

“T1s lns own work, and his d(.hght
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_ 23. Qbedience to Pérents: ‘
i ET children that would fear the Lord," <
Hear what their teachers fay ; :

-~ With rev’rence meet their parents word, - 4
And with delight obey: /
2 Have not you heard that dreadful plagues ‘
f Are threatn’d by the Lord,
To him that breaks his father’s law,
| Or mocks his mother’s word ?
g What heavy guilt upon him lies!
} How curfed is his name!
The ravens fhall pick out his eyes,
And eagles cat the fame.
4 But thofe that worfhip God, and give
Their parents honour due,
L Here on this earth they long fhall live,
h& And live hereatter toos . .
| o4. The Child’s Complaint.
| ‘l'WHY fhould I love my f{port fo well,
So conftant at my play,
And lofe the thoughts of heav’n and hell,
And then forget to pray ?
2 What do I read my bible for,
~ But, Lord, to learn thy will:
And fhall 1 daily know thee more,
And lefs obey thee flill?
| g How fenfelefs 1s my heart and wild j
How vain are all my thoughts!
Pity the weaknefs of a child,
And pardon all my faults.
’i‘ 4 Make me thy heay’nly voice to hear,
#*  And let me love to pray;
Since God will lend a gracious eat
To what a child can lay.

i
A
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25'.“ A Mornzng Song.
MY God' who makes the fun to know @
His proper hour to rife, - b :
And to give hght to all below, £
Doth fend him round the ﬂues
2. When from the chambels of the eaﬁ
\ His morning race bemns,
\ He never tires, nor ﬁops to reft;
But round the world he {hmes
| 3 So, like the fun, would I fulfil’
| Thc pbufinefs of the day;
Begin my work betimes, and ﬁlll
_ B March on my heav’nly way.#
4 Give me, O Lord, thy early grace
Nor lct my foul complam '
That the young morning of my da\«
Has all been fpent m vain.

2’6. An Ewnzng Song
50 ND now another day is gone,
h - 11 fing my Maker’s praife :
;f l\/Iy comforts ev’ry hour make kmown |
T4 ‘His pxov1dcnce and gxace ’
, 2 But how my childhood runs to wafte!
! My fins how great their fum?!
| Lord, give me pardon for the paft,
And ihcngth for days to come.
3 I laymy body down to ﬂeep
Let angels guard my head,
And thro’ the hours of darknefs keepg
Their watch around my bed.” ™ "7 "4 0
4 With cheerful heart I clofe mlne eyes 3
Since thou wilt not remoye ;
g And in the mommg let me ufc

ch’oxcmg n tly 1ovce |




For CHILDREN.
l L. ey the Lord’J-Da‘y Morning.

So early from the dead:
Why fhould 1 keep my eye- 1ds clos’ d;
And wafte my hours in bed ?
2 This is the d“) when Jefus broke
The pow’r of death and hell,
| And fhall I fill wear Satan’s yoke,
| And love my {ins fo well?
3 To-day with pleafure Chriftians meet,
To play and hear the word:
And I will go with chieertul feet;
~ To learn thy will; O Lord.
4 I’ll leave my fport, to read and pray;

And {o prepare tor heay'n:
O may I love this bleffed day,
’ The beft of all the feven!

. .28 For the Lord’s-Day Evening.

4 ORD, how delighttul ’tis to fee

A who e affemblv Wmﬂup thee;
At once they fing, at once they pray;

- They hear of heav’n, and learn the wa

2 I havé been there: and ftill would go,
'Tis like 4 httle heav’n below:

Not all my pleafure and my play
sk hall tempt me to forget this day.

2. O write upon my mem'’ry; Lord:
The texts afld dé&trines of thy word,
That T may break thy laws no more,
But love tbec better than before.

_p‘

Fill p this foolifh heart of mine;
T nat hopmg pardon thro” his blood
Ima; lie down; and wake with God

7 HIS is iihe day when Chrift arofe;

2%

W nh thoughts of Chrift and things dnme

PN T L ) oL H 1 T - TR P SRS T et ety . .




5 DIVINE SONES

|
The TeEN COMMANDMENTS out of the

Old Teftament, put into fhort Rhyme for
Children, Exobpus, Chap, xx.

HOU fhalt have no more Gods but me,
Before no idol bow thy knee,

. Take not the name of God in vain,

Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane.

Give both thy parents honour due.

Take heed that thou no murder do.

Abftain from words and deeds unclean,

. Nor fteal the’ thou art poor and mean,

. Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it,

10. What is thy neighbour’s dare not covet,

Tie Sum of the COMMANDMENTS out of the
New Teftament, Matthew xxii, 37,

ITH all thy foul love God above,
And as thyfelf thy neighbour love. ,

Our Saviour’s Golden Rule. Matt, vii, 12

E you to others kind and true,
As you’d have others be to you,
And neither do nor fay to men,
Whate’er you would not take again,

Duty to God and sur Nuz’gblzoizr.
OVE God with all your foul and firength,
With all your heart and mind:

And love your neighbour as yourfelf,
B= faithful, juft, and kind,

Deal with another, as you’d have
Ancther deal with you;

What you're unwilling to receiv €
Be {ure you never do,
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Out of my Book of HYMNS I have here added

| the HOSANNA, and Glory to the FATHER,

L &c. to be fung at she End of any of thefe

L Songs, according to the Direflion of Parents

. or Governors.

The Hofanna ; or; Salvation qfcribed to Chrift.
Long Metre.

HOSANNA to king David’s Son,

i 1
Who teigns on 2 {uperior thronej
We blefs the prince of heav’nly birth,
Who brings falvation down on earths
| 2 Let ev'ry nation, ev'ry age,
In this delightful work engage:
Old Men and babes in Sion fing
The growing glories of her king!

* Common Metre.

1 OSANNA to the prince of grace,
L Sion, behold thy King !
Proclaim the Son of David’s race,
And teach the babes t> fing.

¢ Hofanna to the th’ eternal Word,
Who from the Father came;
Afcribe falvation to the Lord,
With bleflings on his name.

Short Metre.

1 T YOSANNA to the Son
Of David and of God,
Who brought the news of pardon doww,
And bought it with his blood,

2 To Chrilt th’ anointed King,
Be endlefs bleflings given;
Iet the whole earth his glory fing,
Who made o4r peace with heav'ns
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ery o the EAT};E_R and ;/zc Son, Ej(

Long Metre.
O God the Father, God the Son,
L And God the Spirit Three in One,
Be honour, praife, and giory giv'n,
By ;111 on earth and z}ll' in heav’_n.

Common Metre.
NOW let the Father and the Son,
And Spirit be ador’d,
Where there are works to make him klnowg’l_9

¢ v

Qr {aints to love ;l:e Loeds =

Skort Metre.
GIVE to the Father praife,
\ Give glo#y to the Son,
And tothe Spirit of his grace
~ Beequal honour done,.

A flight Sp'ecimcn of Moral Son_g&f
1. The SLUGGARD. _
1 7’[‘15 the voice of the Slgggard; I heard

him complain, '
* You have wak’d me too foon, I muft flum-,
ber again ;” : 8
As the door on it’s hinges, {o he on his bed,,
Turns his fides and his fhoulders, and his
‘beavy head.
2 A ligtle more fleep, and a little more flumber 3
Thus he waftes half his days, and his hours -
" without number ; W Lo
And when he gets up he fits folding his hands,
Qr walks about fauntring, or trifling he ftands,
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4 I pafs’d by his garden, and {aw the wild brier,
The thorn and the thiftle grow broader and
higher;
The cloaths that hang on him are turning to rags,
And his money ftill waftes ’till he ftarves or he
begs.

1\25

4 1 made him a vifit, ftill hoping to find
He took better care for improving his mind :
He told me his dreams, talk’d of eating and
drinking 3 [thinking.
But he {carce reads his bible, and never loves

g Said I then to my heart, “ here’s a leflon for me,”
That man’s but a pifture of what I might bezy
But thanks to my friends for. their care i my
» breeding, : « [reading.
Who taught me betimes to love working and

o, Innocent Play.
3 BROAD in' the ‘meadéws. to fee the

young lambs,
Run fporting about by the fide of their dams,
with fleeces fo clean and {o white ;|
Or a neft of young doves in a large open cage,
When they play all in love, without; angex or
rage,
How n%uch may we learn. from the fight,

2 1f we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud,

3 Or dogs, we might play till 1t ended in blood ;

: 80 foul and fo fierce are their natures:

5 But Thomas and William, and fuch pretty

| . namesy [lambs,
Should be cleanly and harmlefs as doves, or ag

Thofe lovely {weet innocent creatures,

G
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-3 Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we fay,

Should injure another in jefting ‘or play;
For he’s ftill in earneft that’s hurt ;

How rude are the boys that throw pebbles and
¥ mire : _
There’s none but 4 madman will fling about fire,

And tell you, ’tis all but in {pert,

gv  The. Rofe.
3 LYOW fair is the rofe? what a beautiful
The glory of April and May: [flower?
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour,
They wither and die in a day.
2 Yet the role has one powerful virtue to boaft,
- "Above all the flowers of the field :
When it’s leaves are all dead, and fin¢ colours
are loft,
Still how {weet a perfume it will yield,

3 So frail is the youth, and the beauty of men,
Tho’ they bloomr and look gay like the rofe 3
But all our fond care t~ preférve them 1s vain :
. Time kills them as faft as he goes,
4 Then T’ll not be proud of my youth or my
: beaut
Since both!'6F them wither aad fade: "
But gain a good name by well doing my duty ;
This will feent like a rofe Wwhen [’m dead.
3 ‘ HY thould I deprive my neighboui‘
Of his goods againit his' will?
Hands wete made for honeft labour,
Not. to plunder or to fteal.
2 "Tis a foolith felf-deceiving, ‘
By fuch tricks to hope for gain :
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All that’s ever got by thieving,
Turns to forrow, fhame, and pain,

Have not Eve and Adam taught us
Their {ad profit to compute?

To what difmal ftate they brought us,-
When they ftole forbidden fruit.

4 Oft we fee a young beginner
Pratife little pilfering ways,
*Till grown up 2 harden’d finner3
Then the gallows ends his days:

Thelt will not be always hidden,
Tho’ we fancy none can {py
When we take a thing forbidden,
God beholds it with his eye.

B uard my heart, O God of heav’n,
Left I eovet what’s not mine:
Lelt I fieal what'is not giv'n, |
Guard my heart and hands from fin,
i The Ant, or Emmet.
HESE Emmets how little they ate it ouk

Cyes, _ oA
We tread them to duft; and a troop of them diess
Without our regard or cancern ¢ [ichooly!

Yet, as wife as we are, if we went te ther
There’s many a {luggard and many a fool '
Some leffons of wildomn might iearn.
They don’t wear their time out in {leeping or
But gather up corn in a {un fhiny day, [play,
And for winter they lay up their ftores:
They manage their work in fuch regular forms,
Oune would think they forefaw all the frofts and
the {torms,
And fo brought their food within doors,.
C 2 . -




e MORAL SONGS

3 But I have lefs fenfe than a_poor creeping ant,
If I take not due care for the things I fhall
. 4 want, 1 o ;
& Nor provide againft dangers in time.
When Iea.th or old age ftare in my face, "
What a wreteh fhall 1 be in the end of my days
If I trifle away all their prime,

~ —
—
< -

4 Now, now while my ftrength and my youth
ki are in bloom, . [fhall come,
' Let me think what will ferve me when ficknefs
oo And pray that my Gns be forgiyens .,
it | Let me read in good. books, and believe, and
& 8 obey, : [of clay,
g That when death turns me out of this cottage
AL I'may dwell in'a palace in heaver,

i 6. Good Refolutions.

5 A ¥ HO?’ I am now in younger days,

B2 4 Nor can Itell:what {hall'befal me,
f T L’ll prepare for ey'ry BOC . 25714
1B A \ st 7 o o : v, 1 ' ‘
oL Where my growing age {hallbcall me., |

2 Should T e’er be rich*arid great,

bt g s Others thail'partaice my gk4)’6dzxcfs;

(o PR fupply the posr with meat, id

| s j} Never fhewing {corn or'rudenefs. ,

3 Where I fee the blind or lame, NN O,
i . Deaf or dumb, I'll kindly treat them; 5
I deferve to feel the fame, RS e
Il T mock, or hurt, or cheat GHemm, Loty

L} 4 If I meet with railing tongues, -
{i Why fhould [ return them raifing,
Since I beflt revenge my Wrongs, v

18 - By my patience never failing ?

P
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When I hear them telling lies,
Talking foolifh, curfing, fwearing,
Firft I'll try to make them wile,
Or I'll foon go out of hearing,
6 What tho' I be low and meap,
1’1l engage the rich tolove me,
While 'm modeft, neat and cleany
And {ubmit when they reprove me;

2 If I fhould be poor and ficky
I (hall meet 1 hope with pity,
Since I love to help the weak,
Tho’ they’re neither fair nor witty,
g T’ll not willingly offend,
Nor be eafily offended,
What’s amifs I'll firive to mend,
And endure what can’t be mended, -
g May I be {o watchful ftill
O’er my humours and my paffion,
As to fpeak and do noill,
Tho’ it fhould be all the fafhion.
10 Wicked fafhions lead to hell,
Ne’er may I be found complyings
But in life behave fo well,

Not to be afraid of dying.

8. A Summer Euveming.
y I'_IO\V fine has the day been, how bright

was the fun,

How lovely and joyful the courfe that he run,
Tho’ he rofe in a mift when his race he begun

And there follow’d fome droppings of rain.
But now the fair traveller’s come to the weft,
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are bgft,
He paints the {ky gay as he inks to hisreft,

- And foretels a bright rifing again,

C3




5 Blofled babe! what glorious

6 Was there nothin

80 MORAL SO NC 8
-2 Juft fuch is the chriftian
Like the fun
fins,
And melts into tears, then he breaks out an
And travels his heavenly way : [fhine;
But when he comes nearer to finifh his race, }
Like a fine fetting fun he looks richer in grace,
And gives a {ure hope at the end of his days,
Of rifing in brighter array,

A Cradle Hymn.

i l l USH, my dear, lie ftill gnd {flumber,
Holy Angels guard thy bed !
Heaveniy bleflings without number,

Gently falling on they head,

2 Sleep my babe; thy food and raiment,
Houfe and home, thy friends provide,
All without thy care or payment 3

All thy wants are well fupply’d,

3 How much better thou're attended

Than the Son of God could be,
When from heaven he defcended,
And became 3 child like thee ?

, his courfe he begins
in a mift, while he mourns for h

4 Soft and ealy is thy cradle :

Coarfe and hard thy Saviour lay,
When his birth-place was 2 ﬁablc,

And his {ofteft bed was hay,
features,
Spotlefs fair, divinely bright !
Muft he dwel] with brutal creatures @

How could angels bear the ight?

g buta manger

Curfed finners could afford,
To receive the heavenly {lranger ?

Did they thus affront the Lord?
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2 Soft'my child! I did not chide thee,
Tho’ my fong might found too hard 3
» *Mother
*Tis thy 4 Sifter } fits befide thes,
’ Nurfe that

And her arms fhall be thy guard.

8 Yet to read the fhameful {tory
How the Jews abus’d their King !
How they ferv’d the Lord of Glory,
Makes me angry while I fing.
g See the kinder fhepherds round him,
Telling wonders from the fky !
Where they fought him, theie they found him,
With his Virgin Mother by.
s0 See the lovely babe a-drefling :
Lovely infant how he {mil’d!
W hen he wept, the Mother’s blefling
Sooth’d and hufh’d the holy child.

11 Lo! he flumbers in his manger
Where the horned oxen fed !
Peace my darling, here’s no danger,
Here’s no ox a-near thy bed.
12 *Twas to {ave thee, child ! from dying’
Save my dear from burning flame,
Bitter groans and endlefs crying,
That my bleft Redeemer came,
13 May’ft thou live to loveé'and fear him,
Truft and love him all thy days 3
Then go dwell for ever near him,
Sce his face and fing his praife !
14 1 could give thee thoufand kifles,
Hoping what 1 moft defire;
Not 2 Mother’s fondeft wifhes
Can to greater oy afpire.

» Here you may vpfe the words Brotber,

Neighbour, &¢b
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4 PR AYER for o young Ehild.
AVE me, Lord Jelus! fave me! that I pe
rifh not, Lamb of God hear me ; Son of
God, have mercy upon me. = Thou haf¥ bid little
children to conte unto thee. © dear Saviour,
let nothing hinder me from coming unto thee,
Pray give me faith, pray give me love, pray
make me holy. I have no Savious but thee to
80 to; O deliver me from my finful flate; fave
me {rom this wicked world, and the devil, that
I may love and ferve thge oun earth, and live

with thee, and praife thee for ever and ever in
heaven. Awmex,

Another.
THOU God of lave, have mercy on' me-
and blels me,' O thou only Saviour, whor"b

didft invite little children to come unto thee ; [
would come unto thee and cal} upon thee, now ;
pray take thy unworthy child into the armg of
thy love, and keep me from all evil and danger’
this night, 'O God, theu.art very kind and lov.
ing {o me, and‘th_oz'us haft promifed to give the:
belt of gifts to, fuch as I am - turely, O Jefus,
¥ ought te love thée s maks:
rezding thy koly fcx‘iptur'(:ts,
how much thou haft i, ffered
fave my precious foul :
myfelf, fit me foy death,

me to ‘delight in |
that' I ma‘y know

for my fins, and to
into thy arms [ commend:
prepare me fdr.judgmem,
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The Lord’s Prayer.
UR Father, which art in heaven, hallowed
be thy name ; thy kingdom comey thy will
be done in earth as it is in heaven. Give us
this day our daily bread ; and forgive us our
trefpafles, as we forgive them that trefpafs againt
us. And lead us pot into temptation, but deliver
us from evil ; for thine is the kingdom, and the
power and the glory, for ever and ever. AMEN,

A Prayer before Service begins.

ORD, all my purpofes prepare,
s Let me thy tender mercies. fhare 5
j Corre& my ways, my thoughts refine,
And make my heart completely thine ¢

Thy all-in{piring grace afford,

When 1 perufe thy facred word 3
And, O my God, whe all things gave,
My foul, my dear Redeemer, {ave.

After the Service.

RANT that the words I’ve this day hear’d,
With only outward ears,
May, by thy Grace, almighty Lord,

Produce repentant tears:

And may I live unto thy praife,
Each moment of my future days,
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Mo
COME, Children, ’tis Jefus that calls,

The voice of your Saviour cbey ;

il f When Fefus invites you to come,
:’ ;‘ ,‘ : No difciple fhall turn you away,
s felf
1 /’ The children he folds in his arms,
f”; | Muft furely be bleffed indeed ;
| 'i For Feus alone can beftow,
Il The {piritual blefling they need,
o
L Let parents with thankfulnefs own,
‘ {’ 3 Thc encouragement Fefiis has giv'n;
iy 'f Delighted to hear him declare,
| i * Of fuch is the kingdom of heaven
.
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