E%

F "
pr

x’».“
e

-,

ARsAAN T ANEANT AN o
(‘\ *.‘:4'

oy
ey
¥ .&};

o

.";’ \ ¥

‘1//7T\fff;'

o~

p_}
os
C

d /l;”t%}

& J <w .l~ i/

\
""
~
\\--4

A N TSN
- :-rﬂ?;;, f Gop ot A8
- Vo 2wl ledw s q, 545, 1,

o

\ il o
g
14
PR NP
’ L “/,_“' N

)

A0
LAY
W WS e
‘::)/;Dr“ o
AR

[} :”‘\'_\fr‘ ’,',

f
-3
|

)
f=-d
25
&
9
e
g
h,j
B
]

)

ézvdh X

2
e
i

P )}
AN ST vt l I

N < N
/,,,-, ' f
 PREANY S e

~—5 2BV D éteo—

-
A e S 4
h';{/“‘ o 7 4 s

M SR ST
PN ANZAN T N
e _\
x ) ¢
27

NP,
R

\
o (%
7 IR
o

.

s

BY A LADY. (%)

JrAKE)

§
o G, ~ 5 o~ N\
1 2 A< Y AECONMELS WA
S3 ] R
% g "~

YORXK: (2




N7
S YR
e ?}ﬁb

& L) f(\ﬁ/’

) I*R()NTIbPIEUE

5

i) Yo

\‘f/ ‘:
e

{3

7 Lok
S

— -H S 111 o maes

o
/ ¥

o P

-
oo
G )

LIS

4 LT
e |
Lo
'\

130

The Poor Qld NMan
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Au! who is it totters along,

His wrinkles are many and long,
And his beard is grown silver dnd
thick.
No vigour enlivens his frame,
No cheerfulness heams in hiseye ;
His limbs are enfeebled and lawme
And he seems to be gomg to dw
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And leans on the top of his stick,
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The Mother's Gift.

MmyyTE DT DT
% THE BIBLE.

What book ought I to love the best,
And on its truth securely rest,

The Bible,

—




What tells me of my fallen state,

And how God can me new create,

The Bible. ’

What points me to the Lamb of God,

To trust in his atoning blood,
The Bible,
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What warns me to abstain from sin,

And tends to make me pure within,

The Bible.

What teaches to relieve the poor,

And med’cine for the sick procure,

The Bible.
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What teaches me to love my foe,

And acts of kindness to him shew,
The Bible.

What tells me of that state of bliss,

Where I shall never do amiss,

The Bible.
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What can support my moopmv head,

When I am laid on my d at‘l-— ed,
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Psalns.

O Lord how ma; ,U( ld ar

¢
In wisdom hast thouw mad

God made the ﬂoweis that smell so

SW Get,

In pretty colotrs seen.
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God made the sun that shinessobrigh,
And gladdens all I-see ;

It comes to give us heat and light,
How thankiul should we be !

God made the pretty bird to fly,
How sweetly has she sung ;
And tho’ she soars so very high,
She won’t forget her young.
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God made the nice milk,

-

God made the water for my driuk,

Geoed made the fish to swim,

God made the trees to bear nice fruit,
cely sult;
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Which does my taste son
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I'nrice welcome to my op’ning eyes

The morning beam, which bids me

an
-
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To all the joys.of yeutl
For thy protection Whl st 1 sleep,

O Lord my humble thanks accept,

And bless mvy ]ips with trath.
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Iike cheerful birds, as I begin
This day, O keep my soul from sin—
And all things shall be well

Thou gav’'st me health, and clothes,

and food,
Preserve me innocent and good,
'Till ev’ning curfew bell.
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Receive my body, pretty l‘ﬂd
Soft pillow, O receive my Lead,

And thank my pareats kind,
Those comforts who {or me provide ;
Your precepts still shall be my guide,

Your love Il keep in mind.
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My hours mispent this day. I rue,

My good things done, how very few !
Forgive my faults, O Lord !

This night, if in thy grace 1 rest,

To-morrow 1 may rise refresh’d,

To keep t‘ny holy word.
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The rose bud yet unblown, may lie
Wither’d across the way ;

The lamb amidst the flock may die,

The grave unthought of may be nigh

To children yvouno as they.
{4 c
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Oh, let not one short day be past,
Without a pardon sought :

Many a day has proved the last,

And suddeuly their lot been cast,

Who little fear’d or thought.

Now, Saviour, Dbless me :  then,
whene’er
"My life or death may be,
There shall be left no cause for fear ;
For, if remov’d from living here,

A heav’n remains for me.

NI g P

1. Kendrew, Printer; Y ork.
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