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The Author to her Book 
 
Thou ill-formed offspring of my feeble brain, 
Who after birth did'st by my side remain, 
Till snatcht from thence by friends, less wise than true, 
Who thee abroad exposed to public view, 
Made thee in rags, halting to th' press to trudge, 
Where errors were not lessened (all may judge). 
At thy return my blushing was not small, 
My rambling brat (in print) should mother call. 
I cast thee by as one unfit for light, 
The visage was so irksome in my sight, 
Yet being mine own, at length affection would 
Thy blemishes amend, if so I could. 
I washed thy face, but more defects I saw, 
And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw. 
I stretcht thy joints to make thee even feet, 
Yet still thou run'st more hobbling than is meet. 
In better dress to trim thee was my mind, 
But nought save home-spun cloth, i' th' house I find. 
In this array, 'mongst vulgars may'st thou roam. 
In critic's hands, beware thou dost not come, 
And take thy way where yet thou art not known. 
If for thy father askt, say, thou hadst none; 
And for thy mother, she alas is poor, 
Which caused her thus to send thee out of door. 
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To Her Father with Some Verses 
 
Most truly honoured, and as truly dear,  
If worth in me or ought I do appear,  
Who can of right better demand the same  
Than may your worthy self from whom it came?  
The principal might yield a greater sum,  
Yet handled ill, amounts but to this crumb;  
My stock's so small I know not how to pay,  
My bond remains in force unto this day;  
Yet for part payment take this simple mite,  
Where nothing's to be had, kings loose their right.  
Such is my debt I may not say forgive,  
But as I can, I'll pay it while I live;  
Such is my bond, none can discharge but I,  
Yet paying is not paid until I die. 
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Before the Birth of One of Her Children 
 
All things within this fading world hath end, 
Adversity doth still our joys attend; 
No ties so strong, no friends so dear and sweet, 
But with death's parting blow are sure to meet. 
The sentence past is most irrevocable, 
A common thing, yet oh, inevitable. 
How soon, my Dear, death may my steps attend, 
How soon't may be thy lot to lose thy friend, 
We both are ignorant, yet love bids me 
These farewell lines to recommend to thee, 
That when the knot's untied that made us one, 
I may seem thine, who in effect am none. 
And if I see not half my days that's due, 
What nature would, God grant to yours and you; 
The many faults that well you know I have 
Let be interred in my oblivious grave; 
If any worth or virtue were in me, 
Let that live freshly in thy memory 
And when thou feel'st no grief, as I no harmes, 
Yet love thy dead, who long lay in thine arms, 
And when thy loss shall be repaid with gains 
Look to my little babes, my dear remains. 
And if thou love thyself, or loved'st me, 
These O protect from stepdame's injury. 
And if chance to thine eyes shall bring this verse, 
With some sad sighs honor my absent hearse; 
And kiss this paper for thy dear love's sake,  
Who with salt tears this last farewell did take. 
 



- 10 - . 

To My Dear and Loving Husband 
 
If ever two were one, then surely we.  
If ever man were lov'd by wife, then thee.  
If ever wife was happy in a man,  
Compare with me, ye women, if you can.  
I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold  
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.  
My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,  
Nor ought but love from thee give recompense.  
Thy love is such I can no way repay. 
The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.  
Then while we live, in love let's so persevere 
That when we live no more, we may live ever. 
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In Reference to Her Children, 23 June 1659 
 
I had eight birds hatcht in one nest, 
Four Cocks were there, and Hens the rest. 
I nurst them up with pain and care, 
No cost nor labour did I spare 
Till at the last they felt their wing, 
Mounted the Trees and learned to sing. 
Chief of the Brood then took his flight 
To Regions far and left me quite. 
My mournful chirps I after send 
Till he return, or I do end. 
Leave not thy nest, thy Dame and Sire, 
Fly back and sing amidst this Quire. 
My second bird did take her flight 
And with her mate flew out of sight. 
Southward they both their course did bend, 
And Seasons twain they there did spend, 
Till after blown by Southern gales 
They Norward steer'd with filled sails. 
A prettier bird was no where seen, 
Along the Beach, among the treen. 
I have a third of colour white 
On whom I plac'd no small delight, 
Coupled with mate loving and true, 
Hath also bid her Dame adieu. 
And where Aurora first appears, 
She now hath percht to spend her years. 
One to the Academy flew 
To chat among that learned crew. 
Ambition moves still in his breast 
That he might chant above the rest, 
Striving for more than to do well, 
That nightingales he might excell. 
My fifth, whose down is yet scarce gone, 
Is 'mongst the shrubs and bushes flown 
And as his wings increase in strength 
On higher boughs he'll perch at length. 
My other three still with me nest 
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Until they're grown, then as the rest, 
Or here or there, they'll take their flight, 
As is ordain'd, so shall they light. 
If birds could weep, then would my tears 
Let others know what are my fears 
Lest this my brood some harm should catch 
And be surpris'd for want of watch 
Whilst pecking corn and void of care 
They fall un'wares in Fowler's snare; 
Or whilst on trees they sit and sing 
Some untoward boy at them do fling, 
Or whilst allur'd with bell and glass 
The net be spread and caught, alas; 
Or lest by Lime-twigs they be foil'd; 
Or by some greedy hawks be spoil'd. 
O would, my young, ye saw my breast 
And knew what thoughts there sadly rest. 
Great was my pain when I you bred, 
Great was my care when I you fed. 
Long did I keep you soft and warm 
And with my wings kept off all harm. 
My cares are more, and fears, than ever, 
My throbs such now as 'fore were never. 
Alas, my birds, you wisdom want 
Of perils you are ignorant. 
Oft times in grass, on trees, in flight, 
Sore accidents on you may light. 
O to your safety have an eye, 
So happy may you live and die. 
Mean while, my days in tunes I'll spend 
Till my weak lays with me shall end. 
In shady woods I'll sit and sing 
And things that past, to mind I'll bring. 
Once young and pleasant, as are you, 
But former toys (no joys) adieu! 
My age I will not once lament 
But sing, my time so near is spent, 
And from the top bough take my flight 
Into a country beyond sight 
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Where old ones instantly grow young 
And there with seraphims set song. 
No seasons cold, nor storms they see 
But spring lasts to eternity. 
When each of you shall in your nest 
Among your young ones take your rest, 
In chirping languages oft them tell 
You had a Dame that lov'd you well, 
That did what could be done for young 
And nurst you up till you were strong 
And 'fore she once would let you fly 
She shew'd you joy and misery, 
Taught what was good, and what was ill, 
What would save life, and what would kill. 
Thus gone, amongst you I may live, 
And dead, yet speak and counsel give. 
Farewell, my birds, farewell, adieu, 
I happy am, if well with you.  
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By Night When Others Soundly Slept 
 
By night when others soundly slept 
And hath at once both ease and Rest,  
My waking eyes were open kept 
And so to lie I found it best.  
 
 
I sought him whom my Soul did Love, 
With tears I sought him earnestly.  
He bow'd his ear down from Above. 
In vain I did not seek or cry.  
 
 
My hungry Soul he fill'd with Good; 
He in his Bottle put my tears,  
My smarting wounds washt in his blood,  
And banisht thence my Doubts and fears.  
 
 
What to my Saviour shall I give  
Who freely hath done this for me? 
I'll serve him here whilst I shall live 
And Love him to Eternity. 
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The Flesh and the Spirit 
 
In secret place where once I stood 
Close by the Banks of Lacrim flood, 
I heard two sisters reason on 
Things that are past and things to come. 
One Flesh was call'd, who had her eye 
On worldly wealth and vanity; 
The other Spirit, who did rear 
Her thoughts unto a higher sphere. 
"Sister," quoth Flesh, "what liv'st thou on 
Nothing but Meditation? 
Doth Contemplation feed thee so 
Regardlessly to let earth go? 
Can Speculation satisfy 
Notion without Reality? 
Dost dream of things beyond the Moon 
And dost thou hope to dwell there soon? 
Hast treasures there laid up in store 
That all in th' world thou count'st but poor? 
Art fancy-sick or turn'd a Sot 
To catch at shadows which are not? 
Come, come. I'll show unto thy sense, 
Industry hath its recompence. 
What canst desire, but thou maist see 
True substance in variety? 
Dost honour like? Acquire the same, 
As some to their immortal fame; 
And trophies to thy name erect 
Which wearing time shall ne'er deject. 
For riches dost thou long full sore? 
Behold enough of precious store. 
Earth hath more silver, pearls, and gold 
Than eyes can see or hands can hold. 
Affects thou pleasure? Take thy fill. 
Earth hath enough of what you will. 
Then let not go what thou maist find 
For things unknown only in mind." 
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 Spirit:  "Be still, thou unregenerate part, 
Disturb no more my settled heart, 
For I have vow'd (and so will do) 
Thee as a foe still to pursue, 
And combat with thee will and must 
Until I see thee laid in th' dust. 
Sister we are, yea twins we be, 
Yet deadly feud 'twixt thee and me, 
For from one father are we not. 
Thou by old Adam wast begot, 
But my arise is from above, 
Whence my dear father I do love. 
Thou speak'st me fair but hat'st me sore. 
Thy flatt'ring shews I'll trust no more. 
How oft thy slave hast thou me made 
When I believ'd what thou hast said 
And never had more cause of woe 
Than when I did what thou bad'st do. 
I'll stop mine ears at these thy charms 
And count them for my deadly harms. 
Thy sinful pleasures I do hate, 
Thy riches are to me no bait. 
Thine honours do, nor will I love, 
For my ambition lies above. 
My greatest honour it shall be 
When I am victor over thee, 
And Triumph shall, with laurel head, 
When thou my Captive shalt be led. 
How I do live, thou need'st not scoff, 
For I have meat thou know'st not of. 
The hidden manna I do eat; 
The word of life, it is my meat. 
My thoughts do yield me more content 
Than can thy hours in pleasure spent. 
Nor are they shadows which I catch, 
Nor fancies vain at which I snatch 
But reach at things that are so high, 
Beyond thy dull Capacity. 
Eternal substance I do see 
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With which enriched I would be. 
Mine eye doth pierce the heav'ns and see 
What is Invisible to thee. 
My garments are not silk nor gold, 
Nor such like trash which Earth doth hold, 
But Royal Robes I shall have on, 
More glorious than the glist'ring Sun. 
My Crown not Diamonds, Pearls, and gold, 
But such as Angels' heads infold. 
The City where I hope to dwell, 
There's none on Earth can parallel. 
The stately Walls both high and trong 
Are made of precious Jasper stone, 
The Gates of Pearl, both rich and clear, 
And Angels are for Porters there. 
The Streets thereof transparent gold 
Such as no Eye did e're behold. 
A Crystal River there doth run 
Which doth proceed from the Lamb's Throne. 
Of Life, there are the waters sure 
Which shall remain forever pure. 
Nor Sun nor Moon they have no need 
For glory doth from God proceed. 
No Candle there, nor yet Torch light, 
For there shall be no darksome night. 
From sickness and infirmity 
Forevermore they shall be free. 
Nor withering age shall e're come there, 
But beauty shall be bright and clear. 
This City pure is not for thee, 
For things unclean there shall not be. 
If I of Heav'n may have my fill, 
Take thou the world, and all that will." 
 
 



- 18 - . 

A Letter to Her Husband, Absent Upon Public 
Appointment 
 
My head, my heart, mine Eyes, my life, nay more,  
My joy, my Magazine of earthly store,  
If two be one, as surely thou and I,  
How stayest thou there, whilst I at Ipswich lye?  
So many steps, head from the heart to sever  
If but a neck, soon should we be together:  
I like the earth this season, mourn in black,  
My Sun is gone so far in’s Zodiack,  
Whom whilst I ‘joy’d, nor storms, nor frosts I felt,  
His warmth such frigid colds did cause to melt.  
My chilled limbs now nummed lye forlorn;  
Return, return sweet Sol from Capricorn;  
In this dead time, alas, what can I more  
Than view those fruits which through thy heat I bore?  
Which sweet contentment yield me for a space,  
True living Pictures of their Fathers face.  
O strange effect! now thou art Southward gone,  
I weary grow, the tedious day so long;  
But when thou Northward to me shalt return,  
I wish my Sun may never set, but burn  
Within the Cancer of my glowing breast,  
The welcome house of him my dearest guest.  
Where ever, ever stay, and go not thence,  
Till natures sad decree shall call thee hence;  
Flesh of thy flesh, bone of thy bone,  
I here, thou there, yet both but one.  
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Upon a Spider Catching a Fly 

 
Thou sorrow, venom Elfe:  
      Is this thy play,  
To spin a web out of thyselfe  
      To Catch a Fly?  
            For Why?  
 
I saw a pettish wasp  
      Fall foule therein:  
Whom yet thy Whorle pins did not clasp  
      Lest he should fling  
            His sting.  
 
But as affraid, remote  
      Didst stand hereat,  
And with thy little fingers stroke  
      And gently tap  
            His back.  
 
Thus gently him didst treate  
      Lest he should pet,  
And in a froppish, aspish heate  
      Should greatly fret  
            Thy net.  
 
Whereas the silly Fly,  
      Caught by its leg  
Thou by the throate tookst hastily  
      And 'hinde the head  
            Bite Dead.  
 
This goes to pot, that not  
      Nature doth call.  
Strive not above what strength hath got,  
      Lest in the brawle  
            Thou fall.  
 
This Frey seems thus to us.  
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      Hells Spider gets  
His intrails spun to whip Cords thus  
      And wove to nets  
            And sets.  
 
To tangle Adams race  
      In's stratigems  
To their Destructions, spoil'd, made base  
      By venom things,  
            Damn'd Sins.  
 
But mighty, Gracious Lord  
      Communicate  
Thy Grace to breake the Cord, afford  
      Us Glorys Gate  
            And State.  
 
We'l Nightingaile sing like  
      When pearcht on high  
In Glories Cage, thy glory, bright,  
      And thankfully,  
            For joy.  
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Huswifery 
 
Make me, O Lord, thy Spining Wheele compleate.  
       Thy Holy Worde my Distaff make for mee.  
Make mine Affections thy Swift Flyers neate  
       And make my Soule thy holy Spoole to bee.  
       My Conversation make to be thy Reele  
       And reele the yarn thereon spun of thy Wheele.  
 
Make me thy Loome then, knit therein this Twine:  
       And make thy Holy Spirit, Lord, winde quills:  
Then weave the Web thyselfe. The yarn is fine.  
       Thine Ordinances make my Fulling Mills.  
       Then dy the same in Heavenly Colours Choice,  
       All pinkt with Varnisht Flowers of Paradise.  
 
Then cloath therewith mine Understanding, Will,  
       Affections, Judgment, Conscience, Memory  
My Words, and Actions, that their shine may fill  
       My wayes with glory and thee glorify.  
       Then mine apparell shall display before yee  
       That I am Cloathd in Holy robes for glory. 
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Upon Wedlock, & Death of Children 
 
A Curious Knot God made in Paradise,  
      And drew it out inamled neatly Fresh.  
It was the True-Love Knot, more sweet than spice  
      And set with all the flowres of Graces dress.  
      Its Weddens Knot, that ne're can be unti'de.  
      No Alexanders Sword can it divide.  
 
The slips here planted, gay and glorious grow:  
      Unless an Hellish breath do sindge their Plumes.  
Here Primrose, Cowslips, Roses, Lilies blow  
      With Violets and Pinkes that voide perfumes.  
      Whose beautious leaves ore laid with Hony Dew.  
      And Chanting birds Cherp out sweet Musick true.  
 
When in this Knot I planted was, my Stock  
      Soon knotted, and a manly flower out brake.  
And after it my branch again did knot  
      Brought out another Flowre its sweet breath’d mate.  
      One knot gave one tother the tothers place.  
      Whence Checkling smiles fought in each others face.  
 
But oh! a glorious hand from glory came  
      Guarded with Angells, soon did Crop this flowere  
Which almost tore the root up of the same  
      At that unlookt for, Dolesome, darksome houre.  
      In Pray're to Christ perfum'de it did ascend,  
      And Angells bright did it to heaven tend.  
 
But pausing on't, this sweet perfum'd my thought,  
      Christ would in Glory have a Flowre, Choice, Prime,  
 
And having Choice, chose this my branch forth brought.  
      Lord, take't. I thanke thee, thou takst ought of mine,  
      It is my pledg in glory, part of mee  
      Is now in it, Lord, glorifi'de with thee.  
 
But praying ore my branch, my branch did sprout  
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      And bore another manly flower, and gay  
And after that another, sweet brake out,  
      The which the former hand soon got away.  
      But oh! the tortures, Vomit, screechings, groans,  
      And six weeks fever would pierce hearts like stones.  
 
Griefe o're doth flow: and nature fault would finde  
      Were not thy Will, my Spell, Charm, Joy, and Gem:  
That as I said, I say, take, Lord, they're thine.  
      I piecemeale pass to Glory bright in them.  
      I joy, may I sweet Flowers for Glory breed,  
      Whether thou getst them green, or lets them seed.  
 
 
 



- 25 - . 

I am the Living Bread:  Meditation Eight:  John 
6:51 
 
I kening through Astronomy Divine  
      The Worlds bright Battlement, wherein I spy  
A Golden Path my Pensill cannot line,  
      From that bright Throne unto my Threshold ly.  
      And while my puzzled thoughts about it pore  
      I finde the Bread of Life in't at my doore.  
 
When that this Bird of Paradise put in  
      This Wicker Cage (my Corps) to tweedle praise  
Had peckt the Fruite forbad: and so did fling  
      Away its Food; and lost its golden dayes;  
      It fell into Celestiall Famine sore:  
      And never could attain a morsell more.  
 
Alas! alas! Poore Bird, what wilt thou doe?  
      The Creatures field no food for Souls e're gave.  
And if thou knock at Angells dores they show  
      An Empty Barrell: they no soul bread have.  
      Alas! Poore Bird, the Worlds White Loafe is done  
      And cannot yield thee here the smallest Crumb.  
 
In this sad state, Gods Tender Bowells run  
      Out streams of Grace: And he to end all strife  
The Purest Wheate in Heaven, his deare-dear Son  
      Grinds, and kneads up into this Bread of Life.  
      Which Bread of Life from Heaven down came and stands  
      Disht on thy Table up by Angells Hands.  
 
Did God mould up this Bread in Heaven, and bake,  
      Which from his Table came, and to thine goeth?  
Doth he bespeake thee thus, This Soule Bread take.  
      Come Eate thy fill of this thy Gods White Loafe?  
      Its Food too fine for Angells, yet come, take  
      And Eate thy fill. Its Heavens Sugar Cake.  
 
What Grace is this knead in this Loafe? This thing  
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      Souls are but petty things it to admire.  
Yee Angells, help: This fill would to the brim  
      Heav'ns whelm'd-down Chrystall meele Bowle, yea and higher.  
      This Bread of Life dropt in thy mouth, doth Cry.  
      Eate, Eate me, Soul, and thou shalt never dy.  
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The Joy of Church Fellowship Rightly Attended 
 
 
In Heaven soaring up, I dropped an Eare 
On earth: and oh! sweet Melody: 
And listening, found it was the Saints who were 
Encoacht for Heaven that sang for joy.  
For in Christ's Coach they sweetly sing; 
As they to Glory ride therein. 
 
Oh! joyous hearts! Enfir’de with holy Flame! 
Is speech thus tassled with praise? 
Will not your inward fire of joy contain: 
That it in open flames doth blaze? 
For in Christ's coach saints sweetly sing, 
As they to glory ride therein. 
 
And if a string do slip by chance, they soon 
Do screw it up again, whereby 
They set it in a more melodious tune 
And a diviner harmony. 
For in Christ's coach they sweetly sing, 
As they to glory ride therein. 
 
In all their acts, public and private, nay, 
And secret too, they praise impart. 
But in their acts divine and worship, they  
With hymns do offer up their heart. 
Thus in Christ's coach they sweetly sing, 
As they to glory ride therein. 
 
Some few not in; and some whose time and place 
Block up this coach's way do go 
As travelers afoot, and so do trace 
The road that gives them right thereto, 
While in this coach these sweetly sing, 
As they to glory ride therein.  
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The Ebb & Flow 
 
 
When first thou on me, Lord, wrought’st thy Sweet Print, 
My heart was made thy tinder box, 
My 'ffections were thy tinder in't, 
Where fell thy Sparks by drops. 
Those holy Sparks of Heavenly Fire that came 
Did ever catch and often out would flame. 
 
But now my Heart is made Thy Censar trim,  
Full of thy golden Altars fire, 
To offer up Sweet Incense in  
Unto thyselfe intire: 
I find my tinder scarce thy Sparks can feel 
That drop from out thy Holy flint & Steel. 
 
Hence doubts out bud for feare thy fire in mee 
'S a mocking Ignis Fatuus, 
Or lest thine Altars fire out bee, 
Its hid in ashes thus. 
Yet when the bellows of thy Spirit blow 
Away mine ashes, then thy fire doth glow. 

http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/ebb-and-flow-6/##
http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/ebb-and-flow-6/##
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On Being Brought From Africa to America 

"Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,  
Taught my benighted soul to understand  
That there's a God, that there's a Saviour too:  
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.  
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,   
"Their colour is a diabolic die."   
Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain,   
May be refin'd and join th'angelic train. 
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On Imagination   

  Thy various works, imperial queen, we see,   
How bright their forms! how deck'd with pomp by thee!   
Thy wond'rous acts in beauteous order stand,   
And all attest how potent is thine hand.   
 
   From Helicon's refulgent heights attend,   
Ye sacred choir, and my attempts befriend:   
To tell her glories with a faithful tongue,   
Ye blooming graces, triumph in my song.   
 
   Now here, now there, the roving Fancy flies,   
Till some lov'd objects strikes her wand'ring eyes,   
Whose silken fetters all the senses bind,   
And soft captivity involves the mind.   

   Imagination! who can sing thy force?   
Or who describe the swiftness of thy course?   
Soaring though air to find the bright abode,   
Th' empyreal palace of the thund'ring God,   
We on thy pinions can surpass the wind,   
And leave the rolling universe behind;   
From star to star the mental optics rove,   
Measure the skies, and range the realms above.   
There in one view we grasp the mighty whole,   
Or with new worlds amaze th' unbounded soul.   

   Though Winter frowns to Fancy's raptur'd eyes   
The fields may flourish, and gay scenes arise;   
The frozen deeps may break their iron bands,   
And bid their waters murmur o'er the sands.   
Fair Flora may resume her fragrant reign,   
And with her flow'ry riches deck the plain;   
Sylvanus may diffuse his honours round,   
And all the forest may with leaves be crown'd;   
Show'rs may descend, and dews their gems disclose,   
And nectar sparkle on the blooming rose.   
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   Such is thy pow'r, nor are thine orders vain,   
O thou the leader of the mental train:   
In full perfection all thy works are wrought,   
And thine the sceptre o'er the realms of thought.   
Before thy throne the subject-passions bow,   
Of subject-passions sov'reign ruler Thou,   
At thy command joy rushes on the heart,   
And through the glowing veins the spirits dart.   

   Fancy might now her silken pinions try   
To rise from earth, and sweep th' expanse on high;   
From Tithon's bed now might Aurora rise,   
Her cheeks all glowing with celestial dies,   
While a pure stream of light o'erflows the skies.   
The monarch of the day I might behold,   
And all the mountains tipt with radiant gold,   
But I reluctant leave the pleasing views,   
Which Fancy dresses to delight the Muse;   
Winter austere forbids me to aspire,   
And northern tempests damp the rising fire;   
They chill the tides of Fancy's flowing sea,   
Cease then, my song, cease the unequal lay. 
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On the Death of the Rev. Mr. George Whitefield 
1770 

Hail, happy saint, on thine immortal throne, 
Possest of glory, life, and bliss unknown; 
We hear no more the music of thy tongue, 
Thy wonted auditories cease to throng. 
Thy sermons in unequall'd accents flow'd, 
And ev'ry bosom with devotion glow'd; 
Thou didst in strains of eloquence refin'd 
Inflame the heart, and captivate the mind. 
Unhappy we the setting sun deplore, 
 
So glorious once, but ah! it shines no more. 
Behold the prophet in his tow'ring flight! 
He leaves the earth for heav'n's unmeasur'd height, 
And worlds unknown receive him from our sight. 
There Whitefield wings with rapid course his way, 
And sails to Zion through vast seas of day. 
Thy pray'rs, great saint, and thine incessant cries 
Have pierc'd the bosom of thy native skies. 
Thou moon hast seen, and all the stars of light, 
How he has wrestled with his God by night. 
 
He pray'd that grace in ev'ry heart might dwell, 
He long'd to see America excell; 
He charg'd its youth that ev'ry grace divine 
Should with full lustre in their conduct shine; 
That Saviour, which his soul did first receive, 
The greatest gift that ev'n a God can give, 
He freely offer'd to the num'rous throng, 
That on his lips with list'ning pleasure hung. 
 
"Take him, ye wretched, for your only good, 
"Take him ye starving sinners, for your food; 
"Ye thirsty, come to this life-giving stream, 
"Ye preachers, take him for your joyful theme; 
"Take him my dear Americans, he said, 
"Be your complaints on his kind bosom laid: 
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"Take him, ye Africans, he longs for you, 
"Impartial Saviour is his title due: 
"Wash'd in the fountain of redeeming blood, 
"You shall be sons, and kings, and priests to God. 
 
Great Countess, we Americans revere 
Thy name, and mingle in thy grief sincere; 
New England deeply feels, the Orphans mourn, 
Their more than father will no more return. 
 
But, though arrested by the hand of death, 
Whitefield no more exerts his lab'ring breath, 
Yet let us view him in th' eternal skies, 
Let ev'ry heart to this bright vision rise; 
While the tomb safe retains its sacred trust, 
Till life divine re-animates his dust. 
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To a Lady on the Death of her Husband 

Grim monarch! see, depriv'd of vital breath, 
A young physician in the dust of death: 
Dost thou go on incessant to destroy, 
Our griefs to double, and lay waste our joy? 
Enough thou never yet wast known to say, 
Though millions die, the vassals of thy sway: 
Nor youth, nor science, not the ties of love, 
Nor ought on earth thy flinty heart can move. 
The friend, the spouse from his dire dart to save, 
In vain we ask the sovereign of the grave. 
Fair mourner, there see thy lov'd Leonard laid, 
And o'er him spread the deep impervious shade. 
Clos'd are his eyes, and heavy fetters keep 
His senses bound in never-waking sleep, 
Till time shall cease, till many a starry world 
Shall fall from heav'n, in dire confusion hurl'd 
Till nature in her final wreck shall lie, 
And her last groan shall rend the azure sky: 
Not, not till then his active soul shall claim 
His body, a divine immortal frame. 
But see the softly-stealing tears apace 
Pursue each other down the mourner's face; 
But cease thy tears, bid ev'ry sigh depart, 
And cast the load of anguish from thine heart: 
From the cold shell of his great soul arise, 
And look beyond, thou native of the skies; 
There fix thy view, where fleeter than the wind 
Thy Leonard mounts, and leaves the earth behind. 
Thyself prepare to pass the vale of night 
To join for ever on the hills of light: 
To thine embrace this joyful spirit moves 
To thee, the partner of his earthly loves; 
He welcomes thee to pleasures more refin'd, 
And better suited to th' immortal mind. 
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On the Death of Dr. Samuel Marshall 1771 

Through thickest glooms look back, immortal 
shade, 
On that confusion which thy death has made: 
Or from Olympus' height look down, and see 
A Town involv'd in grief bereft of thee. 
Thy Lucy sees thee mingle with the dead, 
And rends the graceful tresses from her head, 
Wild in her woe, with grief unknown opprest 
Sigh follows sigh deep heaving from her breast. 
Too quickly fled, ah! whither art thou gone? 
Ah! lost for ever to thy wife and son! 
The hapless child, thine only hope and heir, 
Clings round his mother's neck, and weeps his sorrows 
there. 
The loss of thee on Tyler's soul returns, 
And Boston for her dear physician mourns. 
When sickness call'd for Marshall's healing hand, 
With what compassion did his soul expand? 
In him we found the father and the friend: 
In life how lov'd! how honour'd in his end! 
And must not then our AEsculapius stay 
To bring his ling'ring infant into day? 
The babe unborn in the dark womb is tost, 
And seems in anguish for its father lost. 
Gone is Apollo from his house of earth, 
But leaves the sweet memorials of his worth: 
The common parent, whom we all deplore, 
From yonder world unseen must come no more, 
Yet 'midst our woes immortal hopes attend 
The spouse, the sire, the universal friend. 
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To the University of Cambridge, in New England 

While an intrinsic ardor prompts to write, 
The muses promise to assist my pen; 
'Twas not long since I left my native shore 
The land of errors, and Egyptian gloom: 
Father of mercy, 'twas thy gracious hand 
Brought me in safety from those dark abodes. 
Students, to you 'tis giv'n to scan the heights 
Above, to traverse the ethereal space, 
And mark the systems of revolving worlds. 
 
Still more, ye sons of science ye receive 
The blissful news by messengers from heav'n, 
How Jesus' blood for your redemption flows. 
See him with hands out-stretcht upon the cross; 
Immense compassion in his bosom glows; 
He hears revilers, nor resents their scorn: 
What matchless mercy in the Son of God! 
When the whole human race by sin had fall'n, 
He deign'd to die that they might rise again, 
And share with him in the sublimest skies, 
Life without death, and glory without end. 
 
Improve your privileges while they stay, 
Ye pupils, and each hour redeem, that bears 
Or good or bad report of you to heav'n. 
Let sin, that baneful evil to the soul, 
By you be shun'd, nor once remit your guard; 
Suppress the deadly serpent in its egg. 
Ye blooming plants of human race divine, 
An Ethiop tells you 'tis your greatest foe; 
Its transient sweetness turns to endless pain, 
And in immense perdition sinks the soul. 
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To his Excellency General Washington 
 
 Celestial choir! enthron'd in realms of light, 
Columbia's scenes of glorious toils I write. 
While freedom's cause her anxious breast alarms, 
She flashes dreadful in refulgent arms. 
See mother earth her offspring's fate bemoan, 
And nations gaze at scenes before unknown! 
See the bright beams of heaven's revolving light 
Involved in sorrows and the veil of night! 
 
   The Goddess comes, she moves divinely fair, 
Olive and laurel binds Her golden hair: 
Wherever shines this native of the skies, 
Unnumber'd charms and recent graces rise. 
 
   Muse! Bow propitious while my pen relates 
How pour her armies through a thousand gates, 
As when Eolus heaven's fair face deforms, 
Enwrapp'd in tempest and a night of storms; 
Astonish'd ocean feels the wild uproar, 
The refluent surges beat the sounding shore; 
Or think as leaves in Autumn's golden reign, 
Such, and so many, moves the warrior's train. 
In bright array they seek the work of war, 
Where high unfurl'd the ensign waves in air. 
Shall I to Washington their praise recite? 
Enough thou know'st them in the fields of fight. 
Thee, first in peace and honors—we demand 
The grace and glory of thy martial band. 
Fam'd for thy valour, for thy virtues more, 
Hear every tongue thy guardian aid implore! 
 
   One century scarce perform'd its destined round, 
When Gallic powers Columbia's fury found; 
And so may you, whoever dares disgrace 
The land of freedom's heaven-defended race! 
Fix'd are the eyes of nations on the scales, 
For in their hopes Columbia's arm prevails. 
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Anon Britannia droops the pensive head, 
While round increase the rising hills of dead. 
Ah! Cruel blindness to Columbia's state! 
Lament thy thirst of boundless power too late. 
 
   Proceed, great chief, with virtue on thy side, 
Thy ev'ry action let the Goddess guide. 
A crown, a mansion, and a throne that shine, 

With gold unfading, WASHINGTON! Be thine. 


