


' f. 



Th is book forms part of 
The Osborne Collection of Children's Books 
presented to the Toronto Public Libraries by 

Edgar Osborne 
in memory of his wife 

MABEL OSBORNE 







" Of such are the I{jngdom of 
Heaven." 



/' DIVINE 

SONC-S 

ATTEMPTED IN 

EASY LANGlTAGE 

FOR THE USE OF 

Ry I. '\V ATTS, D. D. 

MA.TT. XXI. 16. 

OUT OF TUE MOOTllS OF B,\BES AND SUCK'UNG!i 

THOU HAST PERFECTED l'RAIS!;, 

GAII\'SBOROUGH.: 

PRINTED BY .AND FOR H. MOZLEY. 

Price Sixpence. 





" ,umow A.S . -W•-

'PREFAC·E. 

TO ALL WHO ARE CONCERNED IN THE 

EDUCATION oF CHILDREN. 

My Friends, 

IT is an awful and important charge that 
is committed to you. The wifdom and 
welfare of the focceeding generati9n are 
intrufted with you beforehand, and de
pend mm:h on your conduct. The feeds 
of mifery or happinefs in this world, 
and that to come, are oftentimes fown 
very earl v ; and therefore whatever may 
conduce to give the minds of children a 
reli!h for virtue and religion, ought in 
the firft place, to be propofed to you. 

V erf e was firft defigned for the fervice 
of God, though it has been wretchedly 
abufed fince. The ancients among the 
Jews and the Heathens, taught their 
children and difciples the precepts of 
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morality and worihip in verfe. The 
children of Ifrael were commanded to 
learn the words of the Song of Mof es, 
Deut. xxxi. j 9, ~O. and we are directed 
in the New Teftament, not only to fing 
with grace in the heart, but to teach 
and admonifh one another by hymns 
and fangs, Ephef. v. 19. and there are 
thefo four advantages in it : 

I. There is gre.at delight in the very 
learning of truth and duties in this 
way. There is fomething fo amufing 
and entertaining in rhymes and metre, 
that will incline children to make this 
part of their bufinefs a diverfion. And 
you may turn their very <luty into a re
ward, ·by giving them the privilege of 
learning one of thefe fangs every week, 
if they fulfil the bufinefs of the week. 
wa1l, and promifing them the book it
felf, whe~ they have learnt ten or twenty 
fongs out of it. 

II. What is learnt in verfe, is longer 
retained in rnemorr, and fooner recol
lecl:ed. The like founds, and the like 
number of fyllables, exceedingly affift 
the remembrance. And it may often 
happen, that the end of a fong, running 
in the mind, may be an effectual me~ms 
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to keep off fome temptatioqs, or to in
cline to fome duty' when a word of 
fcripture is not upon their thoughts. 

Ill. This will be a eonftant furniture 
for the minds of children, that they 
may have fomething to think upon when 
alone, and :fing over to t'hemfelves. This 
may fometimes give their thoughts a 
divine turn, and raife a young medi
tation. Thus they will not be forced to 
feek relief for an emptinefs of mind, 
out of the loofe a.~d dangerous foryn ~ts 
of the age. , 

IV. 'fhefe divine fan.gs may be a 
pleafant and proper matter for their daily 
or weekly worfhip, to fing one in the 
family, at fuch time as the parents or 
governors fhall appoint; and therefore 
I have confined the verfe to the moft 
ufual pfalm tunes. 

The greateft part of this little book was 
compofed ieveral years ago, at the re
queft of a friend, who had been long en
gaged in the work of catechifing a verYi 
great number of children, of all kinds, 
and with abundant ikill and fuccefs. So 
that you will find here, nothing tha 
favours of party ; the children of high! 
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and low degree, of the church of Eng
land diffenters, baptized in infa_ncy, or 
not, may all join together in thefe fongs. 
And as I have endeavoured to fink the 
language to the level of a child's un
derftanding, and yet to keep it, if pof
:fible, above contempt, fo I have de
figned to profit all, if poffible, and offend 
none. I hope the more general the fenfe 
is, thefe compofures may be of the more 
univerfal ufe and fervice. 
J I have added at the end, fome at

tempts of fonnets on moral fubjecrs, for 
children, with an air of plea fan try, to 
provoke fome fitter pen to write a little 
book of them. 

May the Almighty God make you 
faithful in this important work of edu
cation ; may he fucceed your cares with 
his abt1ndant grace, that the rifing ge
neration of Great-Britain may be a glory 
1J.mong the nations, a pattern to the 
chriftian world, and a bleiHng to the 
earth. 



DIVINE SONGS, 
~c. 

SONG I. 

A General Song of Pmife to God. 

How glorious is our heavenly King, 
Who reigns above the iky ! 

How !hall a child prefome to fing 
His dreadful Majefiy ? 

How great his pow'r is none can tell, 
Nor think how farge his grace; 

Not m2n belov.r., nor faints that dwell 
On high before his face. 

,. 

rot angels that {tand round the Lord., 
Can fearch his {ecret w1il , 
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But th~y perform his hea'lenly word, 
And fing his praifes ftill. 

Then let me join his holy train, 
And my firft offerings bring; 

Th' eternal God will not difdain 
To hear an infant fing. 

iviy heart refolves, my tongue obeys, 
And angels fball rejoice, 

T o hear their mighty Maker's praife 
Bound from a feeble voice. 

SONG II. 

Pr{lije for Creati?n a11d Providence. 

1 SING the Almighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rife, 

rrhat foread the flowing feas abroad) 
J\rn.f built the lofty ikies. 
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I Jing the wifdom that ordain'd 

The fon to rule the day ; 
The moon fhines full at his command, 

And all the flars obeJr. .,, 

I fin g the goodnefs of the Lord, 
· That fill'd the earth with food: 

He form'd the creatures with his word, 
And then pronounc'_d them good. · 

Lord, how thy wonders are difplay'd 
Where' er I turn mine eye ! 

If I iurvey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the ik y ! 

There's not a plant or flower below, 
But makes thy glories known ; 

And clouds arife, and tempefts blow, 
By order from thy throne. , 

Creatures ( as num'rous as they be) 
Are fubjecl: to thy care ; 

There's not a place where we can flee, 
But God is prefent there. 

In heav'n he fhin.es with beams of love, 
With wrath in hell beneath ! 

'Tis on his earth I ftand or moYe, 
And 'tis his air I breathe. 

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

Why fhould I then forget the Lord, 
Who is for ever nigh ? 

A 6 
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SONG III. 

Praije to God for our Redemption. 

BLEST be the wifdom and the pow'r, 
The jufiice and the grace, 

That join'd in council td refiore, 
And fave our ruin'd race. 

Our father ate forbidden fruit, 
And from his glory fell ; 

And we his children thus were brought 
To death and near to hell. 

Blefi be the Lord that fent his Son 
To take our fle!h and blood ! 

He for our lives gave up his own, 
To make our peace with God. 

He honour'd all his father's laws, 
Which we have difobey'd; 
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He bore our fins upon the crofs, 
And our full ranfom paid. 

Behold him rifing from the grave ; 
Behold him rais'd on high; 

He pleads his merit, there to fave 
Tranfgreflors doom'd to die. 

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

Redeems us from the flaviih chains 
Of Satan and of fin. 

Thence :£hall the Lord to judgment come, 
And with a fov'reign voice 

Shall call, and break up ev'ry tomb, ' 
While waking faints rejoice. 

0 may I then with joy appear 
Before the judge's face, 

And with the blefs'd affembly there 
Sing his redeeming grace. 
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SONG IV. 

raije for Mercies Spiritual and Temporal. 
lv HENE'ER I take my walks abroad 

How many poor I fee! 
hat £hall I render to my God 
For all his gifts to me? 

ot more than others I deferve, 
Yet God has given me more ; 

or I have food while others frarve, 
Or beg from door to door. 

ow many children in the frreet 
Half naked I behold ; 
hile I am cloth'd from head to feet, 
And cover'd from the cold. 

hile fome poor wretches fcarce can 
tell 

Where they may lay their head ; 
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I have a home wherein to dwell, 
And reft upon my bed. 

While others early learn to fwear, 
And curfe, and lie, and fteal : 

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

Are thefe thy favours day by day 
To me above the refi: ? 

Then let me love thee more than they 
And try to f erve thee beft. 

SONG V. 

Praife for Birth and Edtttia(ion in a 
Chrifiian Land. 

GREAT God, to thee my voice I raifeJ) 
Te th ee my youngeft hours belong ; 
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I would begin my life with p-raife-, 
Till growing years improve my fong. 

'Tis to thy fov'reign grace I owe 
That I was born on Britifh ground ; 

· Where fireams of heay'nly mercy flow 
And words of f weet fal vation found. 

I would not change my native land 
For rich Peru with all her gold; 

A nobler prize lies in my hand, 
Than eafr or weftern lDdia hold. 

Hmv do I pity thofe that dwell 
Where ignorance and <larknefs reign ; 

They know no heaven, they fear no hell, 
Thofe endlefs joys, thoJe endlefs pains. 

Thy glorious promifes, 0 Lord! 
Kindle my hopes and my deiire ! 

While all the preachers of thy word 
Warn to efcape eternal fire. 

Thy praife fhall fiill employ my breath, 
Since thou haft mark'd my way to 

heav'n; 
Nor ·will I run the road to death, 

And waite the bleffings thou haft 
giv'n. 
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SONG VI. 

Praife for the Gofpel. 

LORD, I afcribe it to thy grace, 
And not to chance as others do, 

That I was born of Chriftian race, 
And not a Heathen or a Jew. 

What would the ancient Jewi{h kings 
And Jewi!h prophets once have giv'n, 

Could they have heard thofe glorious, 
things, 

Which Chrift reveal'd and brought 
· from heav'n ? 

How glad the heathens would have been, 
That worfhipp'd idols, wood, and 

ft one, 
If they the book of God had feen, 

Or J efus and his gofpel known I 
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Then if this gofpel I refufe, _ 
How {hall I e'er lift up mine eyes! 

For all the Gentiles and the Jews, 
Againft me will in judgment rife. 

SONG VII. 

The Excellency of the Bible •. 

GREAT God, with wonder and with praife 
On all thy works I look : 

But frill thy wi@om, pow'r, and grace, 
Shine brighteft in thy book. 

The fiars that in their courfes roll, 
Have much infirucrion giv'n : 

But thy good word informs my foul 
How I may climb to heav'n. 

The fields provide me food, and fhow 
The goodnefs of the Lord ; . 
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But fruits of life and glory grow 

In thy mofi holy word. 

Here are my choiceft treafures hid, 
Here my befr comfort lies; 

Here my de fires are fatisfy'd, _ 
And hence my hopes arife. 

Lord, make me underftand thy law, 
Show what my faults have been ! 

And from thy gofpel let me draw 
Pardon for all my fin. 

Here would I learn how Chrift has dy'd 
To fave my foul from hell : 

Not all the books on earth befide 
Such heavenly wonders tell. 

Then let me love my bible more, 
And take a frefh de.light 

By day to read thefe wonders o'er 
And meditate by night. 
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, SONG VIII. 

Praije to God for learning to Read. 

THE praifes of my tongue 
I offer to the Lord, 

That I was taught, an<l I earnt fo young 
To read his hoiy word. 

That I am brought to.know 
The danger I was in, 

By nature and by praB:ice too, 
A wretched flave to fin. 

That I am led to fee 
I can do nothing well ; 

And whither fhall a finner flee 
To fave himfelf from hell? 

Dear Lord, this book of thine 
Informs me where to go, 
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For grace to ~ardon all my fin, 
And make me holy too. 

Here I can read, and learn 
How Chrift~ the Son of God, 

Has undertook our great concern ; 
Our ranfom coft his blood. 

And now he reigns above, 
He fends his fpirit down 

To fuow the wonders of his love, 
And make his gofpel known. 

0 may that fpirit teach, 
And make my heart receive 

Thofe · truths which all thy fervants 
preach, 

And all thy faints believe. 

Then {hall I praife the Lord 
In a more cheerful ftrain, 

That I was taught to read his word, 
And have not learnt in vain. 



SONG IX. 

The All-feeing God. 

ALMIGHTY God, thy piercing eye 
Strikes through the fl:..ades of night, 

And our mofr fecrct actions lie 
All open to thy fight. 

There's not a fin that vte commit, 
N er ,Yicked word we fay, 

But in thy c1i·eadfol book 'tis writ, 
Again[t the judgment day. 

Ard mu.fl tne crimes that I have done 
Be rea.l and publi{h'<l there? 

De all fxpos'cl before the ~·on, 
\\ bile men an<l angels hear ? 

Lord, at thy foot afoam'd I lie; 
Upward 1 dare not look ; 



Pardon my fins before I die, 
And blot them from thy book:. 

' 

Remember all the dying pains 
That my Redeemer felt, · 

And let his blood wafh out my itains, 
And anfwer .for my guilt. · 

SONG X. 

Solemn Thoughts of God and Death. 

THERE is a God, that reigns above, 
Lord of the heav'ns, and earth, and 

feas, 
fear his wrath, I aik his love, 
And with my lips I fing his praife. 
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There is a law which he has writ, 
To teach us all what we rnuft do; 

My foul, to his commands fubmit, 
For they are holy, jufr, and true. 

There is a gofpel of rich grace, 
Whence finners all their comforts 

draw: 
- L_ord, I repent and feek thy face ; 

For I have often broke thy law. 

There is an hour when I muft die, 
Nor do I know how foop ' tl,·i.l ·r , r ; 

A thoufand chil<lren ym.11 '• 1
" 

..A • 1P"'~ h · , -- i ll to 1ear thei 
•• t)· i '\( I · l · -uoclm. 

Let me improve the hours I have, 
Befor~ the day of grace is fled ; 

There's no repentance in the grave, 
Nor pardon offer'<l to the dead. 

J uft as the tree cut down, that fell 
To north or fouthward, there it lies; 

So man departs to heav'n or hell, 
Fix'd in the ftate wherein he dies, 

2 
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SONG XI. 

Heaven and I-Iell. · · 

THli:RR is, beyond the fky, 
. - A heav'n of joy and love, , 
And holy children when they die 

Go to that world above. · 

There is a dre::!dful hell, 
And everh!ting pai;s; _ . 

There finners mutl: with devils <l weH 
In darknefs, fire, a~1d chains. 

Can fuch ;:i. wretch as I 
~fr:ipe this curfeJ end ? · 

1. nd may I hope whcne'er I di~ 
I iL1ll to heaven afce!1d ? 

B 
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Then will I read and pray, 
While I have life and breath ; 

Left I fhould be cut off to-day 
And fent to eternal death. 

SONG XII. 

The Advantage of Early Religion. 

HA T'PY the child whofe tender years 
Receive infl:ructions well : 

Who hates the :tinner's path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God, 
'Tis pleafing in his eyes ; 

A flower, when offer'd in the bud, 
Is no vain facrifice. 

'Tis eaGer work if we begin 
To fear the Lord betimes; 
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While finners that grow old in fin 
Are harden' d in their crimes. 

'Twill f ~ve us from a thoufand- fnares, 
To mind religion young : 

Grace will preferve our following years 
And make our virtue :flrong. 

To thee, Almighty- God, to thee 
Our childhood we reiign ; 

'Twill pleafe us to look back and fee 
That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the fweet work of prayer and praife 
Employ my youngeft breath: 

Thus I'm prepar'd for longer days, 
Or fit for early death, 

B 2 
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SONG XIII. 

Thi danger of Delay. 
VI HY .£hcu1d I fay, " 'Tis yet too foon 

To feek for heav'n, or think of 
death?" 

A fl.ow'r m ay fade before 'tis noon, 
And I thi; day may lofe my breath. 

If this rebellious heart of mine 
Def pife the grncious calls of heav'n, 

I may be h «rden'<l in my fin, 
And never have r epc 1tance giv'n ! 

What if the Lord grow wrath and fwear, 
\Vhile I refofe to r ead a~1d pray, 

Tha~ he'll refufc to lend an e:ir 
To all m~ baro:.rns a:iother dav? J ., 

. ,~L . ,.. 1 . • df ' b · 1:at u :1s ctrea mange;_· urn, 
,:Jr 1 · 1 T ,. r 1 . c· 'd . , , 11.e 4 reru1 J ns ouer grace, 
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And all his love to fury turn, 
And [hike me dead upon the place. 

'Tis dangerous to provoke a God ! 
His pow;r and vengeance none can tell; 

One {hoke of his Almighty rod 
Shall fend young finners quick to hell. 

Then 'twill for ever be in vain 
To cry for pardon and for grace ; 

To wifh I had my time· again, 
Or hope to fee my Maker's face. 

SONG XIV. 

Examples of early Piety. 

WHAT blefs'd examples do I find 
Writ in the word of truth, 

Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their Youth : 

B 3 
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Jefus, who reigns above the fky, 
And keeps the world in awe, 

Was once a chil<l as young as I, 
And kept his Father's law. 

At twelve yea.rs old he talk'd with men 
(The Jews all wond'ring fiand) 

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

Children a f weet hofanna fung, 
And blefr their Saviour's name : 

They gave him honour with their 
tongue, 

While fcribes and priefi:s blaf pheme. 

Samuel, the child, was wean'<l and 
brought . 

To wait upon the Lord ; 
Young Timothy betimes was taught 

To know his holy word. 

Then why iliould I io long Jelay 
What others learnt fo foon ? 

I would not pafs anothe: - ay 
Without this work b iun• 
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SONG XV. 

Agai1!ft Lying. 

0 'Trs a lovely thing for youth 
To walk betimes in wifdom's way; 

To fear a lie, to fpeak the t_ruth, 
That we may truft to all they fay. 

But liars we can never truft, 
Though they iliould {peak the thint 

that's true ; 
And he that does one fault at firft, 

And lies to hide it makes it two, 

Have we not known, nor heard, nor 
read, 

How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 
How Ananias was firuck dead, 

Catch.'d with a lie upon his ton~ue 1 
:s., 4 
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So did his wife Sapphira die 
When {he came in, and grew fo bol<l 

As to confirm that wicked lie 
That juft before her hufband told. 

The Lord delights in them. that fpeak 
The words of truth ; but every liar 

Muft have his portion in the lake 
That burns with brimfrone and with 

fire. 

Then let me always watch my lips, 
Lefr I be ftruck to death and hell, 

Since God a book of reck'ning keeps 
For every lie that children tell. 

+ -

SONG XVI. 

.Agair!fl Q.,u1r, e/li11g and Fighting. 

LET dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made them fo; 
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Let bears and lions growl and fight, 
For 'tis their nature too. 

But, children, _you fhould never let 
Such angry paffions rife ; 

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

Let love through all your acl:ions run., 
And all your words be mild ; -

Lii(e like the bleffed virgin's fon, 
That fweet and lovely child. 

His foul was gentle as a lamb ; 
And as his H:ature grew, 

He grew in favour both ,,>-ith man, 
And God his Father too. 

Now Lord of all he reigns above, 
And from his heav'nly throne, 

He fees what children dv,,ell in love, 
And mar ks them for his own. 

B 5 
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SONG XVII. 

Love between Brothers and Sifters. 

W HA TE VER brawls difturb the fireet, 
There £hould be peace at home : 

Where fifters dwell and brothers meet, 
Ouarrels £hould never come. --Birds in their little nefi:s agree ; 
And 'tis a £hamefol fight, 

·vVhen children of one family 
Fall out, and chide, and fight. 

Hard names at firft, and threat'ning 
words, 

'fhat are but noif y breath, 
May grow to clubs and naked f words, 

To murder and to death. 
The devil tempts one mother's fon 
_ Tonge again.ft another, 
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So wicked Cain was hurried on 

- Till he had kill'd his brother. 

The wife vvill make their anger cool, 

At leaft before 'tis night ; 

But in the bofom of a fool 

It burns till morning light. 

_ Pardon, 0 Lord, our childi!h rage, 

Our little brawls remove; 

That as we grow to riper age, 

Our hearts may all be love. 

SONG XVIII. 

Agait!fl Scqf/ing and ca!Hng Namer. 

OuR tongues were made to blefs the 

Lord, 
And not fpeak ill of men; 

When others give a railing word 

We muft not rail again. 
B 6 
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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. 
But lips that dare be fo profane, To mock, and j(i:'.er, and fcoff, At holy things or holy men, The Lord {hall cut them off. 
When children in their wanton play Serv'd old Eliilia fo, 
And bid the prophet go his way " Go up, thou bald-head, go/' 
God quickly ftopp'd their wicked breath, And fent two raging bears, That tore them limb from limb to death, 

With blood, and groans1 and tears. 
Great God, h r;w terrible art thou To -£inners e'er-fo young ! Grant me thy grace, and t each me how To tame and rule my toniue. 

• 
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SONG XIX • 
.A.gain.ft S'lvearing and CU1ji,ng, and taking 

God's Name in vain. 
ANGELS, that high in glory dv.rell, 

Adore thy name, Almighty God! 
And devils tremble down in hell, 

Beneath. the terrors of thy rotl. 
And yet how wicked children dare 

A bufe thy dreadful glorious name, 
And wh er.. they're angry how they fwear 

And curfe their fellows and blaf pheme. 
How will they Hand before thy face, 

vVho treated thee with foch difrhin, 
W hile thou fhalt e.oom them o the place 

Of everlaCting £re and pain ; 
Then never :!hall one cooling drop 

To quench their burning tongues be 
giv'n; 
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:But I will pra1fe thee here, and hope 
, Thns to employ my tongue in hcav'n. 

My heart iliall be in pain to hear 
Wretches affront the Lord above : 

'Tis that great Gorl whofe pow'r I fear: 

That heav'nly Father whom I love. 

If my companions grow profane, 
I'll leave their frienrl£hip when I hear 

Young :£inners take thy name in vain, 

And learn to curf e and learn to f wear. 

SONG XX • 

.Agai1'!ft Id!enefs and fil ifchie;. 

How doth the little bufy bee 
Improve each fuining hour, 

And gather honey all the day 
From ev'ry op'ning flower! 
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How fkilfully fhe builds her cell I 
How ne;;it ihe fpreads the wax! 

And labours -hard to fiore it well 
vVith the fweet food ihe makes, 

In works of labour or of fkill, 
I would be buf y too ; 

-For Satan finds fome mifchief fiill 
For idle hands to do. 

In hooks, or works, or healthful play, 
Let my firfi years be pafr; 

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

SONG XXI. 

Agai1!fi evil Company. 

WHY ilioul<l I join with thofe in play, 
In whom I've no delight; 
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Who curfe and {wear, but never pray ; 
Who call ill names and fight ? 

I hate to hear a wanton fang ; 
Their words offend mine ears ; 

I fuould not dare defile my tongue 
With language fuch as theirs. 

A W?t.J from fools I'll turn mine eyes : 
Nol" with the fco:ffers go ; 

I would be ,valking with the wife, 
That wifer I may grow. 

From one rude boy that's us'd to mock, 
They learn the wicked jeft : 

One fickly iheep infects the flock, 
And poifons all the reft. 

My God, I hate to walk, or dwell, 
With fi.nful children here : 

Then let me not be fent to hell, 
Where none but finners are. 
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SONG XXII. 

Againfi Pride in Clothes. 

WHY fhould our garments, made to hide 
Our p:-irents' ihame, provoke our pride ? 
The art of drefs did ne'er begin, 
Till Eve our mother learnt to fin. 

' 
When firfr ihe put the cov'ring on, 
Her robe of innocence was gone; 
And yet her children vainly boafi: 
In the fad marks of glory loft. 
How proud we are ! how fond to fhow 
Our clothes, and call them rich and new ! 
When the poor ilieep and filk-worm 

wore 
That very clothing long before. 
The tulip and the butterfly 
Appear in gayer coats than I~ 
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Let me be dreft fine as I-will, 
Flies, wprms, and flowers exceed me 

ft ill. 
Then will I fet my heart to find 
Inward adorniQgs of the mind ; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace, 
Thefe are the robes of richefl: drefs. 
No more fuall worms with me compare; 
This is the raiment angels wea·r ; 
The Son of God, when here below, 
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 fpot, but frill refines ; 
The more 'tis worn, the more it fuines. 
In this on earth fuould I appear, 
Then go to heav'n and wear it there, 
God will approve it in his fight ; 
'Tis his own work, and his delight. 



SONG XXIII. 

Obedience to Parents. 

LET children that would fear the Lord 
Hear what their teachers fay; 

With rev'rence meet their parents' word, 
And with delight obey. 

Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 
Are threaten'cl by the Lord, 

To him that breaks his father's law, 
Or ~ocks his mother's word? 

V{Lat h eavy gt ilt upon him lies! 
Hmv curfed is his name ! 

The ravens fhall pick out his· eyes, 
And eagles eat the fame. 

But thofe who worfhi1 God and givt 
Their parents h.onot!r due, 

Here on this earth t 1 ey long !hall live, 
And live hereafter too. 
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SONG XXIV. 

The Child's Complaint. 
WHY fhould I love my fports fo well, 

So conftant at my play, 
And lofe the thoughts of heav'n and hel!, 

And then forget to pray ? 
What do I read my bible for, 

But, Lord, to learn thy will, 
And fhall I daily know thee more, 

And lefs obey thee Hill ? 
How fenfelefs is my heart and wild, 

How vain are all my thoughts ! 
Pity the weaknefs of a child, 

And pardon all my faults. 
Make me thy heav'nly voice to hear 

.A.nu let me love to pray; 
Since God will lend a gracious ear 

To what a child can fay. 
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SONG XXV. 
A Jl.1orning Song. 

I\/IY God who makes the Sun to know 
His proper hour to rife, 

And to giYe li.ght to all below, 
Doth fend him round the :fkies. 

W hen from the chambers of the eafr, 
His morning race begins, 

He never tires, nor ftops to refi, 
But round the world he £hines. 

So, like the fuu, would I fulfil 
The bufinefs of the day ; 

Begin my work betimes, and ftill 
l\farch on my heav'nly way. 

Give me, 0 Lord ! thy early grace, 
.i.Ior let rny foul complain, 

That the young morning of my days 
Has all been f pent in vain. 



46 

SONG XXVI. 

An lfvening Song. 

AND now another day is gone, 
I'll fing my Maker's praife ; 

1:\1 y comforts ev'ry hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

But how my childhood runs to wafle ! 
My fins how great their furn! 

Lord, give me pardon for the part, 
And ftrength for days to co1r.,e.' 

I lay my body down to fleep; 
Let angels guard my head, 

And thro~gh the hours of darknefs kee 
Their watch around my bed. 

With cheerful heart I clofe my eyes 
Since thou wilt not remove ; 

And in the morning let me rife 
Rejoicin in thy love. · 



SOKG XXVII. 
For the Lord's Day Morning, 

THIS is the day when Chrift arofe 
So early fro1n the dead; 

Why iliould I keep my eyelids clos'd, 
· And wafte my hours in bed ? 
This is the day when Jefus broke 

The pow'r of death and hell ; 
Ahd £hall I frill wear Satan's yoke · 

And love my fins fo well ? 
To-day with pleafure chriftians meet, 

To pray and hear thy word: 
And I would go with cheerful feet 

To learn thy will, 0 Lord. 
I'll leave my fport to read and pray, 

And fo prepare for heav'n ; 
0 may I love this bleffed day 

Th';! beft of all the fev'ri. 
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SONG XX.VIII. 
For the Lord's Day Evening. 

LORD, how delightful 'tis to fee 
A whole aff'embly worfhip thee l 
At once they fing, at once they pray ; 
They hear of heav'n and learn the way 

-I have been there, and fl:ill would go, 
'Tis like a little heav'n below; 
Not all my pleafure and my play 
Shall tempt me to forget this day. 

0 write upon my mE'm'ry, Lord, 
The texts and doctrines of thy word ; 
'fha'c I may break. thy laws no more, 
But love thee better than before. 

~Tith thoughts of Chriil: and thing 
divine, 

Fill up this fooli{h heart of mi 1e ; 

That hoping pzrdon through h is blood 
I mav lie down and wake with God. 

' 
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'he Ten Commandmmts, out ·if the· Old 

T e.ftament, put into faort Rhyme 
- far Children. 

' Exonus, Chap. xx . 

• THOU fhalt not have more gods but 
me . 

. Before no idol bow thv kn~e • 

. Take not th~ name· of God in vain . 

. Nor dare the fabbat~day profane . 
. Give both thy parents honour due • 
• T ake heed that you no murder do . 
. Abft::iin from words a.nd deeds_ un

clean . 
. Nor fteal, though thou art poor and 

mean . 
• ... Tor make a w1lfol li e· nor love it. 

1 o. W hat is _thy neighbour's dare not 
covet. 

The Sum ef the Com JiW!?drnents, out qf the 
New Tr/l-ammt, 

MATT. xvi i. 37 . 

\VrTH all thy foul love God ~bove, 
And as thyfelf thy n ighboi.1r love. 

Our Saviour's Gc!dm Pule. 

MATT, vii. 1~. 

DE thou to others kind and true; 
As y-oi./ J have others be to yuu; 

C 
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And neither <lo nor fay to men, 
Whate' er y~u would not take again. 

Duty to God and your Neighbi,ur. 

LoVE God with all your foul and ftrength, 
- With all your heart and mind : 
And love your neighbour as yourfelf, 

Be faithful, jufr, and kind. 

Deal with another as you'd have 
Another deal with you ; 

What you're unwilling to receive, 
Be fore you never do. 

Out of my Book of HYMNS I have here 
added the HosANNA, and GLORY to the 
FATHER, &c. to be fung at the encl of 
any of thefe Songs, according to the 
Direction of Parents or Governors. 

The Hqfanna, or Salvation afcribed to c::rift. 
Long M etre. 

HosANNA to king David's Son, 
Who reigns on a foperior throne; 
We blefs the Prince of beav'nly birth, 
Who brings Salvation <lO'wn on earth. 

Let ev'ry nation, PV'ry age, 
In this delightful work engage; 
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Old men and babes in Sion fing 
The growing glories of her·King ! 

Common Metre. 

HosANNA to the Prince of Grace! 
Sion, behold thy King ! 

Proclaim the Son of David's race, 
And teach the babes to fing. 

Hofanna to th' eternal word, 
Who from the-Father came; 

Afcribe Salvation to the Lord, 
With bleffings on his name. 

Short Metre. 

HosANNA to the Son 
Of lJa vid and of God, 

Who brought the news of pardon down, 

And bought it with his blood. 

To Chrift, th' anointed King, 
Be endlefs bleffings given; 

Let the whole earth his glory fing, 
Who made our peace with heav'n. 

Glory to the.Father, and the Son, &c. 

Long lvf.etre. 

To Goel the Father, God th€ Son, 
And God the Spirit, three in one; 

C 2 
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Be honour, praife, and glory giv'n, 
By all on eart)J., and all in heaven. 

Common lvletre. 

Now let the Father and the Son, 
And Spirit be ador'd, 

Where there are works to make him 
known, 

Or faints to love the Lord. 

Short A1etre. 

G1vE to the Father praife, 
Give glory to the Son ; 

And to the Spirit of his grnce; 
Be equal honour done. 
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A SLIGHT SPECIMEN 

OF 

MORAL SONGS, 

Such as I 'l&j/h Jome happy and condefcending 
Genius 'luould undertake for the ufe of Chi(-
dren, and perform -much better. · 

THE fenfo and fubjecl:s might be bor
rowed plentifully from the Proverbs of 

· Solomon, Jrom all the common appea:· 
ances of nature, from all occurrences m 
civil life, both in city and country ; 
(which would alfo afford matter for other 
Divine Songs.) Here the language and 
meafures ihould be eafy and flowing with 
cheerfulnefs, ·with or without the folem
nities of religion,' or the facred names 
of God and holy things ; ,that children 
might find delight and profit together. 

This would be one effectual way to 
deliver them from the temptation of 
loving or learning thofe idle, wanton, or 
profane fangs, which give fo early an 
ill taint to the fancy and memory ; and 
become the feeds of future vices. 

C 3 
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SONG I. 

The Sluggard. 

'Tis the voice of a fluggard : I hear him 
complain, 

" You have wak'd me too ioon, I muft 
£lumber again ;" 

As the door on its hinges fo he on his 
bed, 

Turns his fides, and his ihoulders, and 
his heavy head. 

" A little more fleep, and a little more 
flumber ;" 

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

And when he gets up he fits folding his 
hands, 

Or walks about fauntering or trifling he 
fiands; 
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I pafs'd by his garden, and faw the wild 
brier, 

The thorn and .the thift1e grow broader 
and higher; 

·The -clothes that hang on him are turning 
to rags; 

And his money frill waftes, till he ftarves 
or he begs. 

I made him a vi.fit, ftill hoping to find 
He had took better care for improving 

· his min<l; 
He told me his dreams, talk'd of eating 

and drinking, 
But he fcarce reads his bible, and never 

loves thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, " Here's a 
leffon for me ; , 

That man's but a picture of ~hat I might 
be: 

But thanks to my friends for their care 
in my breeding, 

Who taught me betimes to love working 
and reading.'' 

C4 
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SONG IT. 

Innocent Play. 
ABROAD in the .meadows to fee the young 

lambs 
Run fporting about by the fide of their 

dams, 
With fleeces fo clean and fo white ; 

Or a neft of young doves in a large open 
cage, 

When they play all in love, wilhout 
anger or rage, 

HC?w much we may learn from the 
fight ! 

If we had been ducks, we might dabble 
in mud: 

Or dogs, we might play till it ended in 
blood; 

So foul and fo fierce are our natures ; 
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But Thomas and William, andfuch pretty 

names,· 
Should be cleanly, and harmlefs as doves 

or as lambs, 
Thofe lovely fweet innocent creatures.-

Not a thing that we do, nor a word that 

we fay, 
Should injure another in jefl:ing or play; 

For he's fiill in earnefl: that's hurt; 

How rude are the boys that throw pebbles 
and mire! 

There's none but a madman will fling 

about fire, . 
And tell yo1.11 H 'fis all but in fport.'~ 

• I 



SONG III. 

The Rofe. 
How fair is the roie ! what a beautiful 

flow'r ! 
The glory of April and May: 

But the leaves are beginning to fade in 
an hour, 

And they wither and die in a day. 

Yet the rofe has one powerful virtue 
to boafl-, 

Above all the flow'rs of the field : 
When its leaves are all dead, and fine 

colours are lofl:, 
Still how f weet a perfume it will yield! 

So frail is the youth an<l the beauty of 
men, 

Though they bloom and look gay like 
the rofo : 
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But all our fond care to preferve them is . ' vam: 

. Time kills them as faft as he goes. 
Then ru 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 fcent like a rofe when I'm . 
dead. 

SONG IV. 

The Thief. 

WHY iliould I deprive my neighbour 
Of his goods againft his will? 

Hands were made for honeft labour, 
Not to plunder or to fteal. 

C 6 
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'Tis a foolilh felf-dece_iving 

By fuch tricks to hope for gain, 

All that's ever got by thieving 

Turns to forrow, fhame, , and pain. 

Have not Eve and Adam taught us 

Their fad profit to compute ? 

To what difmal ftate they brought us 

When they ftole forbidden fruit ? 

Oft we fee a young beginner 

Pracrife little pilf'ring ways, 

Till grown up a harden'c:l. finner; 

Then the gallows ends his days. 

Theft wiil not be always hidden, 

Though we fancy non~ can f py ; 

When we take a thing forbidden, 

God beholds it with his eye. 

Guard my heart, 0 God of heaven, 

Left I covet what's not mine ; 

Left I fteal what is not giv'n, 

Guard my heart and hands from fin. 
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SONG V. 

The Ant 01~ Enunet. 

THESE emmets how little they are in our 

eyes! 
We tread them to duft, and a troop of 

them dies, 
Without our regard or concern ; 

Yet, wife as we are, if we went to their 

fchool, 
There's many a fluggard, and . many a 

fool, 
Some le:lfons of wifdom might learn. 

They don't wear their time out in fleep

ing or play, 
But gather up corn in a fun-:fhiny day, 

And for winter they lay up their. 
ftores : 

They manage their work in fuch regular 

forms, 
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One would think they forefaw all the 
froft and the ftorms, 

And fo brought their food within 
doors. 

But I have lefs fenfe than a poor creeping 
ant, 

If I take not due care for the things I 
fhall want, 

Nor provide againfl: dangers in time. 
When death or old age :!hall ftare in my 

face, 
What a wretch ihall I be at the end of 

my days, 
· If I trifle away all their prime ! 

Now, now, while 'my ftrength and my 
youth are in bloom, 

Let me think what will ferve me when 
ficknefs ihall come, 

And pray that my fins be forgiv'n : 
Let me read in good books, and believe, 

and obey, 
That when death turns me out of this 

cottage of clay, 
I may dwell in a palace in heav'n. 
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SONG ·vr. 
Good Refolution. 

THOUGH I'm now in younger days 
Nor can tell what ·fuall befal me, 

I'll prepare for ev'ry place, 
Where my growing age {hall call me •• 

Should I e'er be rich or great, 
Others :£hall partake my goodnefs; 

I'll fupply the poor with meat, 
N~ver {bowing fcorn or rudenefs. 

Where I fee the blind or lame, 
Deaf or dumb, I'll kindly' treat them ; 

I deferve to feel the fame 
If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them. 

If I meet wit,1. railing tongues, 
Whv ihould I return them railing ? 

~ ~ 
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Since I beft revenge my wrongs 
By my patience never failing. 

When I hear them telling lies, 
. Talking fooliih, curfing, [wearing; 
Firfi I'll try lo make them wife, 

Or l'H foon go out of hearing. 

Wha: L ough I be low and mean, 
I'll engage the rich to love me, 

Whilfi: I'm modefi, neat, and clean, 
. And fubmit when they reprove me. 

If I iliould be poor and fick, 
I £hall meet, I hope, with pity, 

Since I lcive to help the weak, 
Though they're neither fair nor witty. 

1'11 not willin; ly offend 
Nor be eafily offended; 

Vvhat's amifs rn fi:rive to mend, 
And endure what can't be mended. 

lVIay I be fo watchfol ftill 
O'er my humours and my paffion, 

A s to fpeak and do no ill, 
Though it .fhould be all the failiion. 

Wicked fa !hions lead to hell ; 
Never may I be complying; 

But in life behave fo well, 
Not to be afraid of <lying. 
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SONG VII. 

A Summer Evening. 

How fine has the day been, how bright 
was the fun, 

How lovely and joyful the courfe that 
he run, 

Though 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 beft; 

He paints the iky gay as he finks to hi. 
reft, _ 

And foretels a bright rifing again. 
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J uft fuch is the chriftian ; his courfe he 
begins, 

Like the fun in a mift, while he mourns 
for his :fins, 

And melts into tears ; then he breaks 
out and iliines, 

And travels his heavenly way: 
But when he comes nearer to finifh bis 

race, 
Like a fin~ fetting fun he looks richer 

m grace, 
And gives a fore hope at the end of his 

days 
Of rifing in brighter array. 

' 



Some Copies of the following Hy MN having 
got abroad already into feveral Hands, 
the A uthor has been perfuaded to permit 
it to appear in public, at the end of thefe 
SONGS for CHILDREN, 

A Cradle Hymn. 

HusH ! my dear, lie ftill and fl.umber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed! 

Heav'nly bleffings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

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

All without thy care or payment, 
All thy wants are well fupply'd. 

How much better- thou9rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be ; 

"\Vhen from heaven he defcende<l, 
And became a child like thee ! 
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· Soft and eafy is thy cradle; 
Coarfe and hard thy Saviour lay: 

When hi~ birth-place was a ftable, 
And his fofteft bed was hay. 

-
Bleffed babe ! wnat glorious features, 

Spotlefs fair, divinely bright ! 
Mufi he dwell with brutal creatures ! 

How could angels bear the fight? 

Was there nothing but a manger 
_ Curfed finners could afford, 

To receive the heav'nly fir ;;mger ? 
Did they thus affront their Lord ? 

Soft, my child ! I did not chide thee, 

'T::~m( f~n!o~t!~t t;t:::::eht::e: 
l nude that S 

And her arms :fhall be thy guard. 

Yet to read the fhameful ftory, 
How the Jews abus'd their King, 

How they ferv 'd the Lord of glory 
l\fakes me angry while I fing. 

,;.r. Here you may ufe the words brother, 
filler, neighbour, friend, &c. 
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See the kinder £hepherds round him, 
Telling wonders from the iky ! 

Where they fought him, there they found 
him, 

With his virgin mother by. 

See the lovely babe a-dreffing, 
Lovely infant how he fmil'd ! -

When he wept the mother's bleffing 
· Sooth'd and huili'd the holy child. 

Lo ! he :flumbers in a manger, 
Where the horned o'xen fed ; 

Peace, my darling, here?s no danger, 
Here's no ox a-near thy bed. 

'Twas to fave thee, child, from dying, 
Save my dear from burning flame, 

Bitter groans and endlefs crying, 
That thy bleft Redeemer tame. 

May'ft thou Jive to know and fear him 
Truft and love him all thy days; 

Then go dwell for ever near him, 
See his face and iing his praife ! 

I could give thee thoufand kiifes, 
Hoping what I moft defire; 

Not a mother's fondeft willies 
Can to greater joys afpire. 



THE BEGGAR1 S PETITION. 

PITY the. forrows of a poor old man, 
Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to 

your door, 
Whofe days are dwindled to the fhorteft f pan, 
Oh! give relief, and heaven will blcfs your 

fiore. 

Thefe tatte'r'd clothes my poverty befpeak, 
Thefe hoary locks procJaim my kngthen'd 

years; 
And many a furrow in my ~r;ef-worn cheek 
Has been the channel .to a flood of tears. 

Yon houfe erected on the ri.fing ground, 
·vv ith tempting af peB: drew me from m ,'mad; 
For plenty chere a refidence has foucd, 
And grandeur a magnificent abode. 
Hard is the fate of the inllrm apd poor! 
Here as I crav'd a morfel of their bread, 
A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 
·ro feek a fhelter in an hu mbler fhed. 

Oh! take me to your hof pi , . blc dome ; 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold, 
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' Short is my paffage to· the friendly tomb~ 
For 1 am poor and miferably old. 

· Should I reveal the fources of my grief, 
If foft humanity'e'_er touch'd your breafr, 
Your hands would not withh,old the kind relief, 

1 

And tears of pity would not be repreft. 
Heaven fend,s misfortunes; why !hould we 

repine ? 
'Tis heaven has brought me to this fl:ate you 

fee: 
1\,nd your co~dition may be foon like mine, 
The child of forrow and of mifery. 
A little farm was my paternal lot, 
Then like the lark I fprightly h~il'd the morn; 
But ah ! oppreffion forc'd me from my cot, 
My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 
My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
Is caft. 'abandon'd on the world's wide ftage, , 
And doom'd in fcancy poverty to roam. 
My tender wife, fweet footl1er of my care! 
Struck with fad nnguilli at the ftern decree, 
Fell, ling;ring fell, a victim to <lefpair, 
And left the world to wretchednefa and me. 
Pity the fo:·rows ofa poor old man, 
Vi'hofe trembling limL~ have borne him to 

your door, . 
Whofe days are dwindled to the {horteft fpan, 
Oh ! give relief, and heav'u will blefs your 

ilore. 

THE END~ 
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