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Luke 16:1-13
“Generosity,” from Hymns for the Amusement of Children, 1771
Book
Christopher Smart, English, 1722-1771 

An English poet and a friend of Samuel Johnson and Henry Fielding, Christopher Smart was a 
high church Anglican and widely known throughout London, primarily recognized as a religious 
poet. Due to his supposed religious “mania,” his father-in-law had him committed to a mental 
asylum for many years. A negative reputation followed him after his release, however, and as a 
result he went into debt and was sent to debtors’ prison where he died soon after completing 
these hymns. 

The work consists of 39 hymns or poems designed to teach children specific virtues. The joy 
of creation and Christ’s sacrifice for future salvation were emphasized, while teaching lessons 
about morality. It begins with Faith, Hope, and Charity, followed by Prudence, Justice, Mercy, 
Temperance, and Fortitude. Others, in addition to Generosity, are Honesty, Prayer, Praise, Peace, 
and Mirth. All but three of the hymns were provided with a corresponding woodblock illustra-
tion. 

The poem, “Generosity,” is reproduced on Page Four.

— Art curated and  narrative provided  by Norman Mahan



Lectionary Texts for September 22, 2019 • Fifteenth Sunday after Pentecost - Year C • Page 2 

Texts: Jeremiah 8:18-9:1 • Psalm 4 • 1 Timothy 2:1-7 • Luke 16:1-13

Jeremiah 8:18-9:1
My joy is gone, grief is upon me, my heart is sick. 
Hark, the cry of my poor people from far and wide in the land: “Is the Lord not in Zion? 

Is her King not in her?” (“Why have they provoked me to anger with their images, with their 
foreign idols?”) 

“The harvest is past, the summer is ended, and we are not saved.” 
For the hurt of my poor people I am hurt, I mourn, and dismay has taken hold of me. 
Is there no balm in Gilead? 
Is there no physician there? 
Why then has the health of my poor people not been restored?
O that my head were a spring of water, and my eyes a fountain of tears, so that I might 

weep day and night for the slain of my poor people!

Psalm 4
Answer me when I call, O God of my right! You gave me room when I was in distress. Be 

gracious to me, and hear my prayer.
How long, you people, shall my honor suffer shame? How long will you love vain words, 

and seek after lies? Selah
But know that the Lord has set apart the faithful for himself; the Lord hears when I call 

to him.
When you are disturbed, do not sin; ponder it on your beds, and be silent. Selah
Offer right sacrifices, and put your trust in the Lord.
There are many who say, “O that we might see some good! Let the light of your face 

shine on us, O Lord!”
You have put gladness in my heart more than when their grain and wine abound.
I will both lie down and sleep in peace; for you alone, O Lord, make me lie down in 

safety.

1 Timothy 2:1-7
First of all, then, I urge that supplications, prayers, intercessions, and thanksgivings be 

made for everyone, for kings and all who are in high positions, so that we may lead a quiet and 
peaceable life in all godliness and dignity. This is right and is acceptable in the sight of God our 
Savior, who desires everyone to be saved and to come to the knowledge of the truth. For there 
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is one God; there is also one mediator between God and humankind, Christ Jesus, himself hu-
man, who gave himself a ransom for all — this was attested at the right time. For this I was ap-
pointed a herald and an apostle (I am telling the truth, I am not lying), a teacher of the Gentiles 
in faith and truth.

Luke 16:1-13
Then Jesus said to the disciples, “There was a rich man who had a manager, and charges 

were brought to him that this man was squandering his property. So he summoned him and 
said to him, ‘What is this that I hear about you? Give me an accounting of your management, 
because you cannot be my manager any longer.’ 

“Then the manager said to himself, ‘What will I do, now that my master is taking the 
position away from me? I am not strong enough to dig, and I am ashamed to beg. I have de-
cided what to do so that, when I am dismissed as manager, people may welcome me into their 
homes.’

“So, summoning his master’s debtors one by one, he asked the first, ‘How much do you 
owe my master?’ 

“He answered, ‘A hundred jugs of olive oil.’ 
“He said to him, ‘Take your bill, sit down quickly, and make it fifty.’ 
“Then he asked another, ‘And how much do you owe?’ 
“He replied, ‘A hundred containers of wheat.’ 
“He said to him, ‘Take your bill and make it eighty.’ 
“And his master commended the dishonest manager because he had acted shrewdly; for 

the children of this age are more shrewd in dealing with their own generation than are the chil-
dren of light. And I tell you, make friends for yourselves by means of dishonest wealth so that 
when it is gone, they may welcome you into the eternal homes. 

“Whoever is faithful in a very little is faithful also in much; and whoever is dishonest in a 
very little is dishonest also in much. 

“If then you have not been faithful with the dishonest wealth, who will entrust to you 
the true riches? 

“And if you have not been faithful with what belongs to another, who will give you what 
is your own? 

“No slave can serve two masters; for a slave will either hate the one and love the other, 
or be devoted to the one and despise the other. You cannot serve God and wealth.”
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Generosity
That vast communicative mind,
That form’d the world and human kind,
And saw that all was right;
Or was thyself, or came from Thee,
Stupendous generosity,
Above all lustre bright.

“Not for themselves the bees prepare
“Their honey, and the fleecy care
“Not for themselves are shorn:
“Not for themselves the warblers build,
“Not for themselves the lands are till’d,
“By them that tread the corn.” 

The Lord shed on the Holy Rood,
His infinitely gen’rous blood,
Not for himself, but all;
Yea e’en for them that pierc’d his side,
In patient agony he dy’d,
To remedy the fall.

O highly rais’d above the ranks
Of Angels — he cou’d e’en give thanks
Self-rais’d, and self-renew’d —
Then who can praise, and love, and fear
Enough? — since he himself, ‘tis clear,
Is also gratitude.

— Hymn  XXI from Hymns for the Amusement of Children, 1771


