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D I V I N E S O N G S
F O R  C H I L D R E N .

S O  N  G  I .

A  general Song o f P r i ſ e to G od.

1 H O W  glorious is our heavenl y  king, 
W h o reigns above the ſ ky?

H ow  ſ hall a child preſ ume to ſ ing 
His dreadful majeſt y ?

2 How great his pow’r is,  none can tell, 
Nor think how large his grace ;

Not men below, nor ſ aints that dwell 
On high before his face.

3 Not angels that ſtand round the Lord 
Can ſ earch his ſ ecret w ill;

 But they perform his heavenly word,
And ſin g  his praiſ es ſ t i Il.

4 Then let me join this holy train, 
 And my firſt off’ rings bring; 

T h ' eternal God will not diſ dain 
T o  hear an infant ſ ing. 

5 M y heart reſolves, my tongue obeys,
And angels ſhall rejoice,

T o  hear their mighty Maker’s praiſe 
Sound from a feeble v oice.
2 .  P raiſe fo r Creation and Providence. 

1 I Sing the almighty pow’r o f God,  

That made the mountains riſ e ;
That ſpread the flowing ſ eas abroad,

And built the lofty ſk ies.
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2  I ſ ing the wi ſ dom that ordain’d 
The ſ un to rule the day;

The moon ſ hines full at his command,
And all the ſtars obey.

3 I ſing the goodneſs of the Lord.
That fill’d the earth with food;

H e form’d the creatures with his word,
And then pronounc’d them good.

4 Lord, how thy wonders are diſplay’d
W h ere ’er I turn my eye !

I f  I ſ urvey the ground I tread,
Or gaze upon the ſky !

5 There’s not a plant or flow’r below,
But makes thy glories known ;

And clouds ariſ e and tempeſts  blow,
B y  order from thy throne.

6 Creatures (as num’rous as they be)
Are ſ ubject to thy care;

There’s not a place where we can flee,  
But God is preſ ent there. 

7 In Heav’n he ſh ines with beams of love, 
W ith  wrath in hell beneath;  

'Tis on his earth I ſtand or move,
And ’tis his air I breathe.

8 His hand is my perpetual guard 
He keeps me with his eye ;  

W h y  ſhould I then forget the Lord,
W h o is forever nigh ?

3. Praiſ e to God fo r  our Redemption.
1  B L E S T  be the w i ſ dom and the pow’r ,  

 T he ju ſtic e  and the grace,
That jo in ’d in council to reſ tore 

And ſ ave our ruin’d race.
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2 Our father ate forbidden fruit,

And from his glory fell ;

A n d  w e  h is  children thus were brought, 
 To death, and near to hell.

3 B le ſt  be the Lord that ſ ent his Son
To take our fleſh and blood;

H e  for our lives gave up his own,
T o make o u r  peace with G O D .

4 He honoured all his father’s laws,
W hich we have di ſobey'd ; 

He bore our ſin s  upon the croſ s 
And our full ranſom paid.

5 Behold him riſin g  from the grave;
Behold him rais' d on high : 

He pleads his merit there to ſ ave 
Tran ſgre ſ ſ ors doom’d to die.

6 There on a glorious throne he reigns,
And by his pow ’r  divine 

Redeem' d us from the ſla v i ſh  chains 
O f Satan and of ſ in.

7 Thence ſhall  the Lord to judgment come,
And with a fov’reign voice,

Shall call, and break u p  e v ’ry tomb 
W hile waking ſ aints rejoice.

8 O  may I then with jo y  appear
Before the Judge’s face,

And with the bleſ s’d a ſ ſ embly there,
Sing his redeeming grace.

4 . Praiſ e for M ercies ſ piritual and temporal.

1 W H e n e' er I take my w alk s abroad,
H ow many poor I fee ? 

What ſhal l I  render to my G OD
For all his gifts to me ?
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2 N ot more than others I deſ erve,

Yet G O D  hath given me more;

For I have food while others ſ tarve ,
O r beg f r o m  door to door. 

3 How many children in the ſtreet,
H alf naked I behold ?

W h ile  I am cloth’d from head to feet,  
And cover’d from the cold.

4 W hile  ſ ome poor wretches ſc arce can tell,  
W hile  they may lay their head;

I have a home wherein to dwell,
And re ft upon my bed.

5 W h ile  Others early learn to ſ wear,
And curſ e, and lie, and ſte a l ;

Lord, I am  taught thy name to fear,
And do thy holy will.

6 Are there thy favours day by day,
T o me above the re ſt  ? 

Then let me love thee more than they, 
And try to ſ erve thee beſt .

5. Praiſ e for Birth and Education in a 
 Chriſ t ian Land.  

1 G Reat G O D , to thee my voice I raiſ e, 
T o  thee my  y ounge ſt h ours belong,

I would begin my life with praiſ e,
’T ill  growing years improve the ſo ng. 

2  ’Tis to  thy ſov’reign grace I owe, 
That I was born on Britiſh  ground : 

W here ſ t reams of heav'nly mercy flow, 
And words of ſw eet ſ alvation found.

3  I  would not change my native land,
For rich Peru with all her go ld :

A  nobler prize lies in my hand, 
Than eaſt  or w e ſte rn Indies hold.
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2 That I am brought to know

The danger I was in ;
B y  nature and by practice too, 

A  wretched ſla v e  to ſ in.
3 T hat I am led to ſ ee

I can do nothing w e ll ;
And whither ſhaIl a ſinner flee,

T o  ſ ave him ſelf from hell ?
4 Dear Lord, this book of thine

Informs me where to go,
For grace to pardon all my ſin ,

And make me holy too.
5 H ere can I read and learn

How Chri ſt  the Son of God,
Has undertook our great concern ;

Our ranſom co ſt his blood.
6 And now he reigns above,

He fends his ſpirit down,
T o ſhew the wonders o f his love,

And make his go ſpel known. 
7 O  may that ſ pirit teach,

And make my heart receive 
T h o ſ e truths which all thy ſ ervants preach, 

And all thy ſ aints believe.
8 Then ſh all I  praiſ e the Lord,

In a more cheerful ſtrain,
That I was taught to read his word,

And have not learnt in vain. 

9. The all-feeing God.
1 A L M I G H T Y  God, thy piercing eye, 

Strikes thro’ the ſhade of night, 
And our moſ t  ſ ecret actions lie,

A ll  open to thy ſ ight.
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2 There’s not a ſ in that we commit,
Nor wicked word we ſ ay,

But in thy dreadful book ’tis writ,
Again ſt  the judgment day.

3 And muſ t  the crimes that I have done,
Be read and publiſ h’d there;

B e all expos’ d before the ſ un,
W h ile  men and angels hear?

4 Lord, at thy foot aſham’d I lie ;
Upward I dare not look ;  

Pardon my ſin s  before I die, 
And blot them from thy book.

5 Remember all the dying pains
That my Redeemer fe lt ;

And let his blood waſ h out my ſ t ains,   
And an ſwer f o r  my guilt.

6 O  may I now for ever fear
T ’ indulge a ſ inful thought,

Since the great G od can ſ ee and hear ,  
And writes down e v ’ry fault. 

10 . Solemn Thoughts of God and Death.

1 T H E R E  is a G od that reigns above,
 Lord of the heav’ns and earth and feas;  

I fear his wrath, I aſ k his love,  
And with my lips I ſ i ng  his praiſe.

2 There is a law which he has writ,
T o  teach us all what we muſt  do ;

M y foul to his commands ſ ubmit,
 For they are holy, ju ſt  and true.

 3  There is a go ſ pel of rich grace,
 W h e n c e  ſ inners all their com ſ orts draw ;

Lord, I repent and ſ eek thy face,

For I have often broke thy law.
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4 There is an hour when I muſ t  die,

Nor do I know how ſ oon ’twill come ; 
A  thou ſand children young as I,

Are call'd by death to hear their doom.
5  Let me im prove the hours I have,

Before the day of grace is fled;
There' s no repentance in the grave,

Nor pardons offer’d to the dead.
6  J u ſ t as a tree cut down, that fe ll,

T o  North or Southward, there it lies :
S o man departs to heav ’n or hell,

Fix' d in the ſtate  wherein he dies.

 11. Heaven and Hell.
1 TH E R E  is beyond the ſ ky,

A  heav 'n o f jo y  and love ;
And holy children when they die,

G o to that w orl d above.
2 There is a dreadful hell,

 And everl aſtin g  pains ;
There ſ inners mu ſt  with devils dwell 

In darkneſ s, fire, and chains.
3 Can ſ uch a wretch as I,

E ſ cape this curſ ed end ? 
And may I hope whene'er I die,

I ſ hall to heav’n aſ cend.
4 Then w ill I read and pray,

W h ile  I have life and breath ; 
L e ſt  I ſhould be cut off to-day,

And ſ ent t' eternal death.

1 2 .  T h e  A dvantage of  early Religion.
1 H AP P Y ' s the child who ſ e younge ſt  

 R eceive  in ſ lruct io n s  w e l l ! [years 
W h o  hates the ſ inner’s path, and fears 

The road that leads to hell.
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2 W h en  we devote our youth to God,
'T is  pleaſing to his eyes ;

A  flow’r when offer’d in the bud,
Is no vain ſ acrifice.

3 ’T is eaſ ier work if  we begin
T o  fear the Lord betim es;

W h ile  ſ inners that grow old in ſ i n,
A re harden’d in their crimes.

4 ’T w ill ſ ave us from a thou ſ and ſ nares,
T o  mind religion young ; 

Grace w ill preſ erve our following years,
And make our virtue ſtron g.

5 T o  thee, almighty God, to thee,
O ur childhood we re ſ ign ;

T w ill  pleaſ e us to look back and ſ ee,  
That our whole lives are thine.

6  Let the ſ weet work of pray’r and praiſ e, 
Employ m y  y o u n g e ſ t  breath;

Thus I ’m prepar’d for longer days
O r fit for early death.

13 . The Danger o f Delay.
1 W H Y  ſhould I ſ ay ’tis yet too ſ oon  

T o  ſ eek fo r  heav’n or think of death,
A  flow’r m a y  f a d e  before ’tis noon, 

And I this day may loſ e my breath.
2 If this rebellious heart of mine,  

D e ſ piſ e the gracious calls of heav' n,
I m a y  be harden’d in  my fin,

And never have repentance giv' n. 

3 W hat if the Lord grow wrath and ſ wear; 
W h ile  I refu ſe to read and pray, 

That he’ll refu ſ e to lend an ear,
T o  all my groans another day ;
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4 W hat if his dreadful anger burn,
W h ile  I reject  his offer'd grace,

And all his love to fury turn,
And ſtr ik e  me dead upon the place ?

5  'Tis dang’rous to provoke a God !
His pow ' r  and ven g ’ance none can t e l l ; 

O ne ſ troke of his almighty rod,

Shall fend yo un g  ſ inners qu ick to hell. 
6 Then  'tw ill for ever be in vain 

To cry for pardon or for grace ;
To w iſh  I  had my time again,

O r  hope to ſ ee my M aker’s face.

14. Examples o f  early Piety.

1  W H A T  b l e ſ s 'd  examples do I find,
 W rit in the word of truth,

O f  children that began to mind,
Religion in their youth. 

2 J e ſ us, who reigns above the ſky,
And keeps the world in awe ;

W as once a child as y oung as I,
A nd kept his father's l aw.

3 A t twelve years old he talk'd with men,
  (The Jews all wond'r in g  ſ t and)
Y et he obey’d his mother then,

And came at her  com mand.
4 Chil dren a ſ weet hoſ anna ſung,

And ble ſt  their  Saviour's name,
They gave him honour w ith their tongue, 

W h i ſt  ſ cribes and prieſ t s bla ſ pheme.

5 S a m uel the child was wean’d and brought  
T o wai t  upon the L o rd ; 

Young Timothy betimes was taught
To know his holy  word.
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6 Then why ſhouId I ſo long delay,

What others learnt ſo ſoon ?
I would not paſs another day,

W i t hout this work beg u n.

15. Againſt Lying.
1 O  ' Tis a lovely thing f or youth,

T o w alk  betimes in w iſdom’s w ay;
T o  fear a lie, to ſpeak the truth,

That we may truſt to all they ſay.
2 But liars we can never truſt,  [true;

T h o ’ they ſhould ſpeak the things that’s 
For he who does one fault at firſt ,

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 
3  Have we not known, nor heard, nor read, 

How G o d  abhors deceit and wrong?
How Ananias was ſtruck  dead,

Caught with a lie upon his tongue ?
4 So did his wife Sapphira die,

When ſhe came in and grew ſo bold,
As to confirm that wicked lie,

W h ich  juſt  before her huſband told. 
5 The Lord delight's In them that ſpeak 

The words of truth; but e v ’ry liar 
M u ſt  have his portion in the lake,

That burns with brimſtone and with fire. 
6 Then let me always w atch my lips,

Left I be ſtru c k  to death and hell;
Since God a book of reck’ning keeps,

For e v ’ry lie that, children tell.

16. Againſt  Quarrelling and Fighting.
1 L E T  dogs delight to bark and b ite, 

For God hath made them ſo ;
Let bears and lions growl and fight,

For ’tis their nature too.
B
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2 B ut, children, you ſhould never let 
Such angry paſ ſ ions riſ e;

Your little hands were never made,
To tear each other’s eyes.

3  Let love thro' all your actions run, 
And all your words be mild;

Live  like the ble ſ ſ ed V irgin ’s Son,
That ſ weet and lovely child.

4 His ſ oul was gentle as a lamb,
And as his ſtature grew,

H e grew in favour both with men,
And God, his father too.

5 N ow Lord of all, he reigns above 
And from his heavenly throne,

H e ſ ees what children dwell in love, 
A nd marks them for his own.

17. Love between Brothers and Siſte r s .

1 W H atever brawls diſturb the ſ t reet,
T h e r e  ſh o u ld  be peace at home ;

Where ſ i ſte rs dwell and brothers meet, 
Quarrels ſhould never come.

2 B irds in their little ne ſts  agree;
And ’tis a ſhameful ſ ight,

W hen children of one family 
Fall out, and chide, and fight.

3 Hard names at firſt ,  and threat' ning words,
That are but noiſy breath,

May grow to clubs and naked ſ words,
To murder and to death.

4 The devil tempts one mother’s ſ on
T o  rage againſ t  another ;

So wicked Cain was hurry’d on 
'Till he had kill' d his brother.
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5 The wife will let their anger cool,
A t leaſt  before ’tis night;

But m the bo ſ om of a fool,
It burns till morning light.

6 Pardon, O  Lord, our childiſh rage,
Our little brawls remove;

That as we grow to riper age,
O ur hearts may all be love.

18. A gainſ t Scoffing and calling N ames,

1 O U R  tongues were made to bleſ s the L ord,
 And not ſ peak ill of men ;

W h en others give a railing word,
W e  muſt  not rail again.

2 Cro ſ s words and angry names require,
To be chaſti s ’d at ſ ch o o l;

And he’ s in danger of hell fire 
That calls his brother fool.

3 But lips that dare be ſ o profane,
T o  mock and jeer and ſc off, 

A t holy things or holy men,
The Lord ſhall cut them off.

4 W hen children in their wanton play, 
Serv’d old E li ſha ſ o ;

And bid the prophet go his way,
‘ ‘ Go up thou bald-head, go:"

5 God quickly ſ l opp’d their wicked breath.
And ſ ent two raging bears,

That tore them limb from limb to death,
W ith blood, and groans, and tears.

6 Great God, how terrible art thou
T o  ſ inners e’er ſo  young!

Grant me thy grace, and teach me how
T o  tame and rule my tongue.

B 2
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19. Againſ t ſ wearing and curſ ing, and taking 
God's Name in vain.

1 .  A N G E L S ,  that high in glory dwell ;
Adore thy name, almighty God!

And devils tremble down in  he l l ,
Beneath the terror of thy  rod.

2 And yet how wicked children dare
Abu ſ e thy dreadful glorious nam e !

And when they ’re angry how they ſ wear,  
And cur ſ e their fellows and bla ſ pheme.

3 H o w will  they ſ tand before thy face, 
W h o  treated thee with ſ uch di ſ dain,

W h i le  thou ſhalt doom them to the place,
O f  everla ſ t ing fire and pain ?

4 Then never ſ hall one cooling drop
To quench their burning tongues be g iv ' n ; 

But I will  prai ſ e thee here and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heav’n:

5 M y  heart ſhall be in pain to hear
Wretches affront the Lord above ; 

'T i s that great God w ho ſ e pow’r I fear;
T hat heav’nl y  father whom I love. 

6 I f  my companions grow profane,
I ' l l  leave their friendſhip when I  hear 
Y oung ſinners take thy name in vain,
And learn to cur ſ e; and learn to ſ wear:

20.  Again ſt Idleneſ s and Miſ ch'eſ .

1 H O W  doth the little bu ſy  bee  
 Improve each ſhining hour,  

And gather honey all the day; 
From e v ’ry op ’ning flow ’r ?
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2 H ow  ſkil fully ſhe builds her cell!
How neat ſhe ſ preads the w a x !

And labours hard to ſtore  it well 
W ith  the ſ weet food ſhe makes. 

3 In works of labour or of ſkill,
I would be bu ſ y too;

For Satan finds ſ ome miſ chief ſti l l  
For idle to do.

4 In books, or work, or healthful play, 
Let my firſt  years be paſt,

That I may give for every day 
Some good account at la ſt .

2 1 . A ga in ſ t e v i l  C om pan y .
1  W H Y  ſhould I join with tho ſe in play 

In whom I ’ve no delight ; 
W h o  curſ e and ſwear, but never pray, 

W h o  call ill names and fight?
2 I hate to hear a wanton ſ ong,

Their words offend my ears;
I ſ hould not dare defile my tongue 

W ith  language ſ uch as theirs. 
3 A w ay from fools I ’ ll turn mine ey es,

Nor with the ſ coffers g o ;
I woul d be talking with the wi ſe 

That w i ſ er I may grow.
4 From one rude boy that’s us'd to mock,

They learn the wicked je ſt :
One ſ ickly ſheep infe ct s  the flock,

And poiſ ons all the re ſt.
5 M y G OD, I hate to walk, or dwell

W ith  ſ in ful children here ;
Then let me not be ſ ent to hell, 

W h ere  none but ſ inners are.
B 3
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22.  Againſt  Pride in Clothes.

1 W H Y  ſh ould our garments made to
hide

O ur parents ſ hame, prov oke our pride? 
T h e  art of dreſ s did ne 'er begin,
’T ill  Eve our mother learnt to ſ in.

2 W hen firſt  ſ he put the cov’ring on,
Her robe of innocence was gone;
And yet her children vainly boaſt,
In the ſ ad marks of glory lo ſt.

3 How proud we are! how fond to ſhew 
Our clothes, and call them rich and n ew ; 
W hen the poor ſheep and ſ ilk-worm wore 
That very clothing long before.

4 The tulip and the butterfly 
Appear in gayer coats than I : 
Let me be dreſt fine as I will,
Flies, worms, a n d  flow'rs exceed me ſ t ill.

5 Then will I ſet my heart to find, 
Inward adornings of the mind;
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace, 
T h e ſ e are the robes of riche ſt  dreſ s.
No more ſhall worms with me compare, 
This is the raiment angels wear;
T he Son of G OD, when here below,
Put on this ble ſt apparel too. 

7  It never fades, it ne’er grows old,
Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mould: 
It takes no ſ pot, but ſti l l  refines;
The more ’tis worn, the more it ſ hines. 

8 In this on earth I would appear,
T hen go to heav’n, and wear it there;
God will approve it in  his ſ ig h t:
’Tis his own work, and his delight.
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23. Obedience to P arents.
1 L E T  children that would fear the Lord,

Hear what their teachers ſ a y ;
W ith  rev’rence meet their parents word, 

And with delight obey.
2 Have not you heard that dreadful plagues

Are threatn’d by the Lord,
T o  him that breaks his father’s law,

O r mocks his mother’s word ?
3  W hat heav y  guilt upon him lies!

How cur ſ ed is his name ! 
The ravens ſhall pick out his eyes,

And eagles eat the ſ ame.
4 But tho ſe that wor ſhip God, and give 

Their parents honour due,
Here on this earth they long ſ hall live,

 And live hereafter too.
24. The Child's Complaint.

1. W H Y  ſ hould I love my ſ port ſ o well,
So con ſtant at my play,

And lo ſ e the thoughts of heav’n and hell, 
And then forget to pray?

2 W hat do I read my bible for,
But, Lord, to learn thy w ill:

And ſhall I daily know thee more,
And le ſ s obey thee ſ t ill ?

3 How ſ enſ ele ſ s is my heart and w ild ;
How vain are all my thoughts!

Pity the weakneſ s of a child,
And pardon all my faults.

4 Make me thy heav’nly voice to hear,
 And let me love to pray;
Since God will lend a gracious ear 

T o  what a child can ſ ay.
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25. A  Morning Song.
1 M Y  G od who makes the ſ un to know 

His proper hour to riſ e,
And to give light to all below,

Doth ſ end him round the ſ kies.
2 W hen from the chambers of the eaſt ,

His morning race begins,
H e nev er tires, nor ſ t ops to re ſt ;

But round the world he ſ hines.
3 So, like the ſ un, would I fulfil

The buſ in eſ s of the day;
Begin my work betimes, and ſtill 

March on my heav'nly way.
4 G ive me, O  Lord, thy early grace,

Nor let my ſ oul complain,
That the young morning of my days,

Has all been ſ pent in vain.

2 6. An Evening Song. 
1 A N D  now another day is gone, 

I ’ll ſ ing my Maker’s praiſ e : 
M y  comforts e v ’ry hour make known

His providence and grace.
2 But how my childhood runs to wa ſte !

M y ſ ins how great their ſ um!
Lord, give me pardon for the paſt,

And ſtrength for days to come.
3 I lay my body down to ſ leep;

Let angels guard my head,
And thro’ the hours of darkn eſ s keep 

Their watch around my bed. 
4 W ith  cheerful heart I clo ſ e mine eyes 

Since thou wilt not remove ;
And in the morning let me riſ e 

Rejoicing in thy love.
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27. For the Lord's-D ay Morn i ng.

1 T H I S  is the day when Chri ſ t  aroſ e,
So early from the dead;

W h y  ſ hould I keep my eye-lids clos'd,
And wa ſte  my hours in bed ?

2 This is the day when Je ſu s broke
T h e pow ’r of death and hell,

And ſhall I ſti l l  wear Satan’s yoke,
And love my ſ ins ſ o well ?

3 To-day with pleaſ ure Chri ſtians meet,
 T o  pray and hear the w ord:

A nd I will go with cheerful feet,
T o  learn thy will; O  Lord.

4 I ’ll leave my ſ port, to read and pray,
And ſ o prepare for heav’n :

O  may I love this bleſ ſ ed day,
The be ſ t of all the ſ even!

28. For the Lord's-Day Evening.
1 L O R D , how delightful ’tis to ſ ee

A  whole a ſ ſ embly wor ſhip thee;
A t Once they ſing, at once they pray;
They hear of heav ’n, and learn the way.

2 I have been there, and ſti l l  would go, 
’T is  like a little heav’n below :
Not all my pleaſ ure and my play 
Shall tempt me to  forget this day.

2 O  write upon my mem’ry; Lord,
The texts and doctrines of thy word,
That I may break thy laws no more,
But love thee better than before.

4 W ith  thoughts of Chri ſt  and things divine, 
Fill up this fooli ſh heart of mine;
That hoping pardon thro' his blood,
I may lie down, and wake with God.
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The T EN C O MMA N D ME N T S  out o f the 
Old T eſ t ament, put into ſ hort Rhyme fo r  

Children. E X O D U S , Chap. x x .

1 .  T H O U  ſ halt have no more Gods but me,
2. Before no idol bow thy knee.
3. T a k e  not the name o f  G od  in vain.
4. N or dare the Sabbath-day profane.
5 .  G iv e  both thy parents honour due.
6 . T ak e  heed that thou no murder do.
7 . A b ſta in  from words and deeds unclean.
8. N or ſteal tho' thou art poor and mean.
9. N or make a wilful lie, nor love it.

10. W h a t  is thy neighbour's dare not covet.

T he Sum of the C OMMANDMENTS out of the 
New  T eſ t ament, Matthew x x ii. 37.

W I T H  all th y  ſ oul love G od above,
A n d  as thy ſ elf thy neighbour love.

Our Saviour's Golden Rule. Matt. v ii. 12.

BE  you to others kind and true,
A s  y o u ’d  have others be to you.

And neither do nor ſ ay to men,
W hate’er you would not take again.

Duty to God and our Neighbour.

LO V E  G od w ith  all your ſoul and ſtrength,  
W ith  all your heart and mind:

And love your neighbour as yourſelf,
B e faithful, j u ſt,  and kind.

Deal with another, as yo u ’d have 
Another deal with you;

What you ‘re unwilling to receive,
Be ſ ure you never do.
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O u t  o f  my Book o f  H YMNS I  have here added

the H O SA N N A ,  a n d  G l o r y  t o  t h e  F A T H E R ,
&c. to be ſ ung at the End of any of theſ e
Songs, according to the Directio n  o f Parents

 or Governors.
The Hoſ anna; or, Salvation aſ cribed to C hr i ſt.

Long Metre.

1  H O S A N N A  to king D a vid ’s Son,
W h o  reigns on a ſ uperior throne ;

W e bleſs the prince of heav' nly birth,
W ho brings ſ alvation down on earth.

2  Let ev’ry nation, ev’ry age,
In  this delightful w ork  engage:
O ld  M en and babes in Sion ſin g  
T h e  growing glories o f  her k in g !

Common Metre.

1 HO S A N N A  to the prince o f  grace,

Sion, behold thy K in g !
Proclaim the Son of David’s race,

A n d  teach the babes t o ſin g .

2  H o ſ anna to the th ’ eternal Word,
W h o  from the Father came;
A ſcribe ſalvation to the Lord,

W it h  ble ſ ſ in gs on  his name.

Short Metre.

1 H O S A N N A  to the Son 
O f  D avid  and o f  G o d ,

W ho brought the news of pardon down,
A n d  bought it w ith  his blood.

2 T o  C h ri ſt  th ’ anointed K ing,
B e endlefs ble ſ ſ in gs given ;

Let the whole earth his glory ſing,
W h o  made ou r  peace with heav' n.
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G lory to the F ATHER and the S ON, & c.

Long Metre.

TO God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit Three in One,

Be honour, praiſ e, and glory giv’n,
By all on earth and all in heav'n.

 Common Metre.

NOW let the Father and the Son,
And Spirit be ador’d,

Where there are works to make him known, 
Or ſ aints to love the Lord.

Short Metre.

G IV E  to the Father praiſe,
Give glory  to the Son,

And to the Spirit of his grace 
Be equal honour done.

A  ſ light Specimen o f Moral Songs.

I . The S L U G G A R D .

1 'TIS the voice of the Sluggard; I heard
him complain,

“  You have wak’d me too ſoon, I muſt ſlum
ber again ;"

As the door on it’s hinges, ſo he on his bed, 
Turns his ſ ides and his ſ houlders, and his 

heavy head.
2 A little more ſleep, and a little more ſ lumber ; 

Thus he waſtes half his days, and his hours
without number ;

And when he gets up he ſits ſ olding his hands, 
O r walks about ſ aunt’ring, or trifling he ſ t ands.
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3  I pa ſs’d by his garden, and ſ aw  the wild brier, 
T h e  thorn  and the thi ſtl e  grow broader and 

higher;
T h e  c loaths that hang on him are turning to rags, 
A n d  his money ſti l l  w a ſte s  ’till he ſta rv e s  or he 

begs.

4 I made him a v i ſit ,  ſti l l  hoping to find
H e took better care for improving his mind :
H e  told me his dreams, ta lk ’d  o f  eating and 

d rin k in g; [ thinking.
B u t he ſ carce reads his bible, and never loves

5 Said I then to my heart, "  here’ s a Ieſ ſon for me,”  
That man’s but a pictu r e  o f  what I might be :  
B u t thanks to my friends for their care in my 

breeding, [reading.
W h o  taught me betimes to love w orking and

2. Innocent P lay .

1 A B R O A D  in the meadow s to ſee the 
young lambs,

Run ſ porting about by the ſide o f  their dams,
 With fleeces ſo clean and ſo  white ;

O r  a n e ſt  o f  young doves in a large open cage, 
W h e n  th ey  play all in love, w ithout anger or 

rage,
H ow  much may w e  learn from the ſig h t .

2 I f  w e had been ducks, w e  might dabble in mud, 
O r dogs, w e m ight play till it ended in b lo o d ;

So foul and ſo ſie rc e  are their natures:
B u t Thomas and W illiam , and ſuch pretty 

names, [lambs,
Should be cleanly and harmleſs as doves, or as 

T h o ſe  lovely ſ weet innocent creatures.C
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3 Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we ſay, 

Should injure another in je ſting or play;
For he’s ſti l l  in earneſ t that’s hurt; 

H ow rude are the boys that throw pebbles and 
mire :

There's none but a madman will ſ ling about fire, 
And tell you, ’ tis all but in ſport.

3. The Roſ e.
1 H O W  fair is the roſ e ? what a beautiful 

The glory of April and M ay: [flower? 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour,

They wither and die in a day.

2 Yet the roſ e has one powerful virtue to boaſt,
Above all the flowers of the field :

When it’s leaves are all dead, and fine colours 
are lo ſt,

Still how ſweet a perfume ft will yield.

3 So frail is the youth, and the beauty of men,
Tho’  they bloom and look gay like the roſe ; 

But all our fond care to preſ erve them is vain: 
Time kills them as faſ t  as he goes.

4 Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my
beauty,

Since both of them wither and fade :
But gain a good name by well doing my duty ; 

This will ſcent like a roſe when I’m dead.

4-  The T H I E F .

1  W H Y  ſ hould I deprive my neighbour
O f his goods againſt  his will?

Hands wete made for honeſt  labour,
Not to plunder or to ſ t eal.

2 ' T is  a fooliſ h ſ elf-deceiving.
By ſuch tricks to hope for gain :
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A ll that’s ever got by thieving,

Turns to farrow , ſhame, and pain.

3 H ave not E ve  and Adam taught us 
T h e ir  ſad profit to compute?

T o  what d i ſmal ſta t e  they brought u s,
W h e n  they ſ tole forbidden fruit.

4 O ft  w e  ſ ee a young beginner 
Practiſ e little pilfering ways,

’ T i l l  grow n up a harden’d ſin n er; 
 T h en  the gallows ends his days.

5 Th eft w ill not be always hidden,
T h o ’ w e  fancy none can ſ py 

W h e n  w e take a thing forbidden,
G o d  beholds it w ith  his eye.

6 Guard my heart, O  G od  o f  heav’n,
L e ſt  I covet what’s not mine :

L e ſt  I ſte a l  what is not g iv ’n,
Guard my heart and hands from ſi n.

5. The Ant, or Emmet.

1 T H E S E  Emmets how little they are in our
eyes,

W e  tread them to duſt  and a troop o f  them dies. 
W ith o u t our regard or concern : [ ſchool, 

Y et, as w i ſe  as w e  are, if we went to their 
T h ere ’s many a ſ luggard and many a fool 

Some le ſ ſ ons o f  w i ſdom might learn.

2 They don’t wear their time out in ſleeping or 
But gather up  corn in a ſ un ſhiny day, [ p ! ay ,

And for W i n t e r  they lay up their ſto r es : 
T h e y  manage their w ork in ſuch regular forms, 
O ne w ould th in k  they foreſaw all the fro ſts  and 

the ſtorm s,
And ſo brought their food within doors.

C 2
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3 But I have le ſs ſenſe than a poor creeping ant, 
I f  I take not due care for the things I ſhall

want,
Nor provide againſt dangers in time,

When death or old age ſlare in my face,
What a wretch ſ hall I be in the end of my days 

If I trifle away all their prime.

4 Now, now while my ſ t rength and my youth
are in bloom,  [ ſhall come,

L et me think what will ſerve me when ſickneſs 
And pray that my ſins be forgiven :

Let me read in good books, and believe, and
obe y ,  [of clay,

That when death turns me out of this cottage 
I may dwell in a palace in heaven.

6 . Good Reſ olutions.

1 T H O ’ I am now in younger days,
 Nor can I  tell what ſhall befal me,
I ' ll prepare for ev'ry place

Where my growing age ſhall call me.

2 Should I e’er be rich and great,
O thers ſhall partake my goodneſs :

I'll ſupply the poor with meat,
Never ſhewirig ſcorn or rudeneſs.

3 Where I ſee  the blind or lame,
Deaf or dumb I’ll kindly treat them ;

I deſerve to feel the ſame,
 If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them.

4 If I meet with railing tongues,
Why ſhould I return them railing,

Since I beſt revenge my wr ongs,
 By my patience never failing ?
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5 W h en  I hear them telling lies,

Talking fooli ſh, cur ſing, ſ wearing,
F ir ſt  I ’ll try to make them w i ſe,

O r I ’ll ſoon go out o f hearing.
6 W h a t tho’ I be low and mean,

I ’ll engage the rich to love me,
W h ile  I ’m modeſ t, neat and clean,

A n d  ſ ubmit when they reprove me.

7 I f  I ſhould be poor and ſick,
I ſ hall meet I hope with pity,

Since I love to help the weak,
T h o ’ they’re neither fair nor w itty .

8 I’ll not willingly offend,
N or be eaſily offended,

W h a t ’s amiſs I ’ll ſtrive to mend,
A nd endure what can’t be mended.

9  M ay I be ſo watchful ſti l l
O ’er my humours and my pa ſ ſ ion,

A s to ſ peak and do no ill,
T h o ' it ſhould be all the  fa ſhion.

10 W ic k e d  faſhions lead to hell,
N e ’er may I be found complying ;

B u t in life behave ſ o well,
N ot to be afraid o f  dying.

8. A  Summer Evening. 

1 H O W  fine has the day been, how  bright
 was the ſ un,

How lovely and joyfu l the cour ſe that he run,  
T h o ’ he ro ſe in a miſt  when his race he begun 

A nd there follow ’d ſome droppings of rain. 
B u t now the fair traveller’s come to the w e ſt,  
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are beſt,  
H e paints the ſ ky gay as he ſinks to his reſt ,

 A nd foretels a bright riſing again.
C  3
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2 Juſt  ſuch is the chriſtian, his courſe he begins 

Like the ſun in a miſt, while he mourns for his 
ſins, 

And melts into tears, then he breaks out an 
And travels his heavenly way ; [ſhines 

But when he comes nearer to finiſh his race, 
Like a fine ſetting ſun he looks richer in grace, 
And gives a ſure hope at the end of his days, 

Of riſing in brighter array.

A  Cradle Hymn.

1 H USH ,  my dear, lie ſ t i l l  and ſlumber, 
Holy Angels guard thy bed !

H eavenly bleſ ſ in gs without number,
Gently falling on they head.

2 Sleep my babe; thy food and raiment,
Houſe and home, thy friends provide, 

A ll without thy care or payment;
A ll thy wants are well ſ upply'd.

3 How much better thou'rt attended
Than the Son of God could be,

When from heaven he deſ cended,
And became a child like thee ?

4 Soft and eaſy is thy cradle :
C o a rſe and hard thy Saviour lay, 
When his birth-place was a ſ t able,

And his ſofteſ t bed was hay.

5 Ble ſſed babe ! what glorious features,
Spotle ſs fair, divinely brigh t!

Mu ſt he dwell with brutal creatures ?
How could angels bear the ſight ?

6 Was there nothing but a manger
 Curſed ſinners could afford,

To receive the heavenly ſtranger ?
Did they thus affront the Lord ?’
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7  Soft my child! I did not chide thee,
T h o ’ my ſ ong might ſ ound too hard ; 

'Tis thy {* M other 
Siſte r  Nurſe that } fits be ſide thee,

A n d  her arms ſhall be th y guard.

8 Y e t  to read the ſ hameful ſto r y
H ow  the J e w s  abus’d their K in g  !

H ow  they ferv’d the Lord of G lory,
M akes me angry w hile I ſ in g. 

9  See the kinder ſhepherds round him,
T ellin g  wonders from the ſ ky !

W h ere  they fought him, th ere they found him,  
W ith  his V irg in  M other by.

10 See the lovely babe a-dreſſin g :
L o ve ly  infant h ow  he ſmil'd !

W h e n  he w ept, the M other’s ble ſ ſ ing 
Sooth ’d and h u ſh ’d the holy ch ild .

11  L o ! he ſ lumbers in his manger 
W h ere  the horned oxen fed !

Peace m y  darling, here’s  no danger,
H ere’s no ox a-near thy bed.

12 ’T w as to ſave thee, child ! from dyin g 
Save my dear from burning flame,

B itter groans and endle ſs c ry in g , 
T h a t my ble ſt  Redeemer came.

1 3 M a y ’ſt  thou live to love and fear him,
T r u ſt  and love him all thy d a y s;

T h e n  go dwell for e v e r  near him,
See his face and ſin g  his praiſe !

14 I could give thee thou ſ and k i ſ ſes,
 H o p i n g  what I moſt  deſi r e ;
N o t a M other’s fonde ſt  w i ſhes 

C a n to greater jo y  aſ pire.

*  H ere  yo u  m ay uſe th e w ords B ro ther, Neighbour, & c;
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A  P R A Y E R  fo r  a young Child. 

SAV E  me, Lord Jeſus ! ſ ave me ! that I pe
riſh not, Lamb of God hear me ; Son of 

God, have mercy upon me. Thou haſt bid little 
children to come unto thee. O dear Saviour, 

nothing hinder me from coming unto thee. 
Pray give me faith, pray give me love, pray 
make me holy. I have no Saviour but thee to 
go to ; O deliver me from my ſ in ful ſtate; ſ ave 
me from this wicked world, and the devil, that

I may lo v e  and ſ erve thee on earth, and live 
with thee, ana praiſ e thee for ever and ever in 
heaven. A MEN.

Another .O TH O U  G od  of love, have m ercy on me

a n d  b le ſs me. O  thou on ly  Saviour, w h o  
didſt invite l ittle children to come unto thee ;  I 

w ould come unto thee and call upon thee, now ; 

pray take thy u n w o rth y  ch ild  into the arms o f   

thy love, and keep me fro m all evil and danger

this night.  O  G o d , thou art very kind and lov

i ng t o me,  and thou haſt promiſed to give, the 
be ſt of gi fts to ſ uch as I  am: ſurely, O J e ſ us,

I  ought to love th ee ; make me to delight  in  
reading thy hol y ſ criptures, that I may know  
how much thou h a ſt ſ uffered for my ſi ns, and to 
ſ ave my precious ſou l :  into thy arms I commend 
m y ſelf, fit me for death, prepare me for judgment, 
fo r thy love and mercy's ſ ake. A MEN.



( 33 )

The Lord's Prayer.

OUR Father, which art in heaven, hallowed 
be thy name ; thy kingdom come, thy will  

be done in earth as it is in heaven. Give us 
this day our daily bread; and forgive us our 
treſpaſ ſes, as we forgive them that treſpaſs againſt 
us. And lead us not into temptation, but deliver 

us from e v i l ; for thine is the kingdom, and the 
power and the glory, for ever and ever. A MEN.

A  Prayer before Service begins.

LORD, all my purpoſes  prepare,
Let me thy tender mercies ſhare ;

C orrect my ways, my thoughts refine,

And make my heart completely thine :

Thy all-inſ piring grace afford,
When I peruſe thy ſ acred word ;
And, O my God, who all things gave,

M y ſ oul, my dear Redeemer, ſ ave.

After the Service.

GR A N T  that the words I’ve this day hear’d,  

W ith only outward ears,

May, by thy Grace, almighty Lord,
Produce repentant tears:

And may I live unto thy praiſe,

Each moment of my future days.

HYMN.
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C O M E, Children, 'tis Jeſus that calls 
The voice of your Saviour obey ; 

When Jeſ us invites you to come,

No diſciple ſhall turn you away.

The children he folds in his arms,
Muſt  ſurely be bleſſed indeed;  

For J eſ us alone can beſtow,

The ſpiritual bleſſing they need.

L et parents with thankftdneſs own,

The encouragement Jeſ us has g iv ’n ; 
Delighted to hear him declare,

" O f  ſuch is the kingdom of heaven."

( 34 )
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