
Huswifery 

by Edward Taylor 

  

Make me, O Lord, thy Spinning Wheele compleat;  
     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 Varnish't 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. 

 
 
 



 
 

The Joy Of Church Fellowship Rightly Attended 

by Edward Taylor 

In Heaven soaring up, I dropt 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 Christs Coach they sweetly sing,  
     As they to Glory ride therein. 

  

Oh! joyous hearts! Enfir'de with holy Flame!  
     Is speech thus tasseled with praise?  
Will not your inward fire of Joy contain,  
     That it in open flames doth blaze?  
     For in Christs 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 Christs  
     Coach they sweetly sing,  
     As they to Glory ride therein. 

In all their Acts, publick 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 Christs Coach they sweetly sing,  
     As they to Glory ride therein. 

  

Some few not in; and some whose Time and Place  
     Block up this Coaches way, do goe  
As Travellers 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. 

 



 
 

 
 
 
To my Dear and Loving Husband  
By Anne Bradstreet 
 
 
 
If ever two were one, then surely we.  
If ever man were loved by wife, then thee;  
If ever wife was happy in a man,  
Compare with me, ye woman, 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 aught 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 perservere  
That when we live no more, we may live ever.  
 



  
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, Negro's, black as Cain, 
May be refin'd, and join th' angelic train.  
 
Phillis Wheatley   

 



 
On the Death of a Young Gentleman 
   
 
  Who taught thee conflict with the pow'rs of night, 

To vanquish satan in the fields of light? 
Who strung thy feeble arms with might unknown, 
How great thy conquest, and how bright thy crown! 
War with each princedom, throne, and pow'r is o'er, 
The scene is ended to return no more. 
O could my muse thy seat on high behold, 
How deckt with laurel, how enrich'd with gold! 
O could she hear what praise thine harp employs, 
 
How sweet thine anthems, how divine thy joys! 
What heav'nly grandeur should exalt her strain! 
What holy raptures in her numbers reign! 
To sooth the troubles of the mind to peace, 
To still the tumult of life's tossing seas, 
To ease the anguish of the parents heart, 
What shall my sympathizing verse impart? 
Where is the balm to heal so deep a wound? 
Where shall a sov'reign remedy be found? 
Look, gracious Spirit, from thine heav'nly bow'r, 
 
And thy full joys into their bosoms pour; 
The raging tempest of their grief control, 
And spread the dawn of glory through the soul, 
To eye the path the saint departed trod, 
And trace him to the bosom of his God.  
 
Phillis Wheatley   



 
Before the Birth of One of Her Children  
By Anne Bradstreet 
 
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 is 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 that 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 harms,  
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 step-dame's injury.  
And if chance to thine eyes shall bring this verse,  
With some sad sighs honour my absent hearse;  
And kiss this paper for thy love's dear sake,  
Who with salt tears this last farewell did take.  



 
 
An Hymn To The Evening 
   
 
 

  SOON as the sun forsook the eastern main 
The pealing thunder shook the heav'nly plain; 
Majestic grandeur! From the zephyr's wing, 
Exhales the incense of the blooming spring. 
Soft purl the streams, the birds renew their notes, 
And through the air their mingled music floats. 
Through all the heav'ns what beauteous dies are 
spread! 
But the west glories in the deepest red: 
So may our breasts with ev'ry virtue glow, 
The living temples of our God below! 
Fill'd with the praise of him who gives the light, 
And draws the sable curtains of the night, 
Let placid slumbers sooth each weary mind, 
At morn to wake more heav'nly, more refin'd; 
So shall the labours of the day begin 
More pure, more guarded from the snares of sin. 
Night's leaden sceptre seals my drowsy eyes,  
 
Phillis Wheatley  
  

 
 


