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TX{ERE was a young Welt-country

trade 5
ght too_was he,

man,
A Carpenter b
A fkilfal wheel
And few fach Waggons made.

No Man a tighter Barn cou'd build,

Throughout his native town,
Thro’ many a village round was he,
& The beft of workmen known.

His father left him what Le bad,
In footh it was enough;

His fhinin
And all |

A Tiule cottage too he had,
For eafe and comfort plann'd,

And that be might ot lack for ought,
An acre of good Jand.

atorchard too there was,
his cottage door ;

rand of corn likewife,

G He had aliude flore.

Aétive and bealthy, flout and young,
No bufinefs wanted he ;

Now tell me reader if you can,
What man more bleft coi'd be ?

To make his comfort quite compleat,
He bad a faithtul Wife ;

Frugal and neat and goed was fhe,
The bleffing of his life.

Where is the Lord, or where the Squire,
Had greater caufe to praile,

The goodnefs of that bounicons hand,
Which bleft his profp'rous days

Each night when he return'd from work,
His wife fo meek and mild,

His liule fupper gl )
While he carel

Id.

One blooming babe was all e liad,
His only darling dear,

The objeét of their equal love,
The folace of their care.

s

O what cou’d ruin fi life,
And fpoil fo fair a lot?

O what cou’d change fo kind a heart,
All goodnefs quite forgot ?

With grief the caufe I muft relate,
The difmal caufe reveal,

*Twas EVIL cOMPANY and DRINK,
The fource of every ill.

A Cooper came to live hard by,
Who did his fancy pleafe ;

Anidle rambling Man was he,
Who oft had crofs'd the feas.

This Man could tell a merry tale,
And fing a merry fong;;

And thofe who heard him fing or talk,
Ne'er thought the ev’ning long.

the DANGER of EVIL COMPANY.

CARPENTER;

The cottage mortgag’d for its worth,
The favourite orchard fold ;

He foon began to feel th'efletls
Ot hunger and of cold.

The pewter difhes one by one,
Were pawn'd, till none was left

And wife and babe at
Of every help bere

ome remain’d

By chance he cal
And inafurly me
He bac v

Linmediately fome food.

His e sard well he knew
Muit r be bare of bread ;
No rather on the rack he faw,

Whence cou'd he then be fed?

His wife* a piteons figh did heave,
And then before him taid

A bafket cover’d with a cloth,
But nota word fhe faid.

But vain and vicious was the fong,

And ked was the tal
And

¥ paufe he alw
Wids cider, gin, or ale.

Then to her hufband gave a knife,
With many a filent tear;

In bafte he tore the cover off,
And faw his child lay there.

Our Carpenter def
To lear the Co
And

Wou'd take his evening walk,

ghted much,

“ There lics iy babe, the mother faid,
 Opprelsd with fami

“ O kill us hoth—
“ We cowd not fuffer more.,

S Atfirft he did not care for drink,

m the Cooper learnt,
courfe to run,
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The Carpenter, flruc
Fell on his knees
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He fuid the Cooper’s compary,
Was all for

But foon e drank as much as le,
To fwear like him foon dar'd.

he car'd;

Cooper more,

>
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His

hammer now negl
v work he litt

efied lay,

as
R ceres ufe go, o
11a'f finifh'd wheels, and broken tools, cen pavid with gold. 3

Were firew’d about his yard.
His Wife forgave hir
And footh'd his forro
And much he gri
worthieft of her kind.

To get him to attend his work,
No prayers cow'd now prevail:

His hatchet and his plane forgot,
He ngver drove a Nail.

viev'd ¢'er he wr
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By labring hard, and working late,
uftry and pains,
His Cottage was at length redeem'd,

His chearful ev'nings now no more,
With peace and plenty fmil'd ;

No more he fought his pleafing Wife,
Nor hugg'd his fmiling child,

>

o

And fav'd were all his gains.

His Sundays now at Church were fpent,
His home was his delight.

The following verfe himfelt he made,
And read it every night:

/' For not his drunken nights alone,
‘Were with the Cooper paft;
Iis days were at the Angel {pent,

&: And ftill he ftay’d the laft,

The Drunkard Murders Child and Wife;
Nor matters it a pin,

Whether he fabs them with bis hnife,
Or flarves them by his gin. Z.

7 No handfome Sunday fuit was left,
Nor decent holland fhirt;

No nofegay mark'd the Sabbath day,

( But all was rags and dirt,

3 . * See Berquin's Gardener.
No more his Church he did frequent,

{ A fymptom ever fad ;

} Where once the Sunday is mifpent,

The week days muft be bad.

[Enter'd at Stationers Hall.]
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