
 

 

 



 



From Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral (1773) 
 
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, 

16 
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 shunn’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. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



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 now knew.  
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,   5 
“Their colour is a diabolic die.”  
Remember, Christians, Negroes, black as Cain,  
May be refin’d, and join th’ angelic train. 
 

A Hymn to Morning 
 
Attend my lays, ye ever honour’d nine, 
Assist my labours, and my strains refine; 
In smoothest numbers pour the notes along, 
For bright Aurora now demands my song. 
 
Aurora hail, and all the thousand dies, 
Which deck thy progress through the vaulted skies: 
The morn awakes, and wide extends her rays, 
On ev’ry leaf the gentle zephyr plays; 
Harmonious lays the feather’d race resume, 
Dart the bright eye, and shake the painted plume. 
 
Ye shady groves, your verdant gloom display 
To shield your poet from the burning day: 
Calliope awake the sacred lyre, 
While thy fair sisters fan the pleasing fire: 
The bow’rs, the gales, the variegated skies 
In all their pleasures in my bosom rise. 
 
See in the east th’ illustrious king of day!  
His rising radiance drives the shades away-- 
But Oh! I feel his fervid beams too strong, 
And scarce begun, concludes th’ abortive song. 
 



A Farewell to AMERICA. To Mrs. S. W.  
 

I.  
 
ADIEU, New-England’s smiling meads,  
     Adieu, the flow’ry plain:  
I leave thine op’ning charms, O spring,  
     And tempt the roaring main.  

II.  
 
In vain for me the flow’rets rise,  
     And boast their gaudy pride,  
While here beneath the northern skies  
     I mourn for health deny’d.  

III.  
 
Celestial maid of rosy hue,  
     O let me feel thy reign!  
I languish till thy face I view,  
     Thy vanish’d joys regain.  

IV.  
 
Susanna mourns, nor can I bear  
     To see the crystal show’r,  
Or mark the tender falling tear  
     At sad departure’s hour;  

V.  
 
Not unregarding can I see  
     Her soul with grief opprest:  
But let no sighs, no groans for me,  
    Steal from her pensive breast.  
 

VI.  
 
In vain the feather’d warblers sing,  
     In vain the garden blooms,  
And on the bosom of the spring  
     Breathes out her sweet perfumes.  

VII.  
 
While for Britannia’s distant shore  
     We sweep the liquid plain,  
And with astonish’d eyes explore  
     The wide-extended main.  

 



VIII.  
 
Lo! Health appears! celestial dame!  
     Complacent and serene,  
With Hebe’s mantle o’er her Frame,  
     With soul-delighting mien.  

IX.  
 
To mark the vale where London lies  
     With misty vapours crown’d,  
Which cloud Aurora’s thousand dyes,  
     And veil her charms around.  

X.  
 
Why, Phoebus, moves thy car so slow?  
     So slow thy rising ray?  
Give us the famous town to view,  
     Thou glorious king of day!  
 

XI.  
 
For thee, Britannia, I resign  
     New-England’s smiling fields;  
To view again her charms divine,  
     What joy the prospect yields!  

XII.  
 
But thou! Temptation hence away,  
     With all thy fatal train,  
Nor once seduce my soul away,  
     By thine enchanting strain.  

XIII.  
 
Thrice happy they, whose heav’nly shield  
     Secures their souls from harms,  
And fell Temptation on the field  
     Of all its pow’r disarms! 
  
Boston, May 7, 1773.  
 
 



To the Right Honourable WILLIAM, Earl of DARTMOUTH, His Majesty’s Principal 
Secretary of State for North-America, &c.  
 
HAIL, happy day, when, smiling like the morn,  
Fair Freedom rose New-England to adorn:  
The northern clime beneath her genial ray,  
Dartmouth, congratulates thy blissful sway:  
Elate with hope her race no longer mourns,    5 
Each soul expands, each grateful bosom burns,  
While in thine hand with pleasure we behold  
The silken reins, and Freedom’s charms unfold.  
Long lost to realms beneath the northern skies  
She shines supreme, while hated faction dies:   10 
Soon as appear’d the Goddess long desir’d,  
Sick at the view, she languish’d and expir’d;  
Thus from the splendors of the morning light  
The owl in sadness seeks the caves of night.  
 
No more, America, in mournful strain    15 
Of wrongs, and grievance unredress’d complain,  
No longer shalt thou dread the iron chain,  
Which wanton Tyranny with lawless hand  
Had made, and with it meant t’ enslave the land.  
 
 
Should you, my lord, while you peruse my song,   20 
Wonder from whence my love of Freedom sprung,  
Whence flow these wishes for the common good,  
By feeling hearts alone best understood,  
I, young in life, by seeming cruel fate 
Was snatch’d from Afric’s fancy’d happy seat:   25 
What pangs excruciating must molest,  
What sorrows labour in my parent’s breast?  
Steel’d was that soul and by no misery mov’d  
That from a father seiz’d his babe belov’d:  
Such, such my case. And can I then but pray   30 
Others may never feel tyrannic sway?  
 
 
For favours past, great Sir, our thanks are due,  
And thee we ask thy favours to renew,  
Since in thy pow’r, as in thy will before,  
To sooth the griefs, which thou did’st once deplore.   35 
May heav’nly grace the sacred sanction give  
To all thy works, and thou for ever live  
Not only on the wings of fleeting Fame,  



Though praise immortal crowns the patriot’s name,  
But to conduct to heav’ns refulgent fane,    40 
May fiery coursers sweep th’ ethereal plain,  
And bear thee upwards to that blest abode,  
Where, like the prophet, thou shalt find thy God. 
 
 
To S. M. a young African Painter, on seeing his Works. 
 
TO show the lab’ring bosom’s deep intent, 
And thought in living characters to paint, 
When first thy pencil did those beauties give, 
And breathing figures learnt from thee to live, 
How did those prospects give my soul delight, 
A new creation rushing on my sight? 
Still, wond’rous youth! each noble path pursue, 
On deathless glories fix thine ardent view: 
Still may the painter’s and the poet’s fire 
To aid thy pencil, and thy verite conspire! 
And may the charms of each seraphic theme 
Conduct thy footsteps to immortal fame! 
High to the blissful wonders of the skies 
Elate thy soul, and raise thy wishful eyes. 
Thrice happy, when exalted to survey 
That splendid city, crown’d with endless day, 
Whose twice six gates on radiant hinges ring: 
Celestial Salem blooms in endless spring. 

 
Calm and serene thy moments glide along, 
And may the muse inspire each future song! 
Still, with the sweets of contemplation bless’d, 
May peace with balmy wings your soul invest! 
But when these shades of time are chas’d away, 
And darkness ends in everlasting day, 
On what seraphic pinions shall we move, 
And view the landscapes in the realms above? 
There shall thy tongue in heav’nly murmurs flow, 
And there my muse with heav’nly transport glow: 
No more to tell of Damon’s tender sighs, 
Or rising radiance of Aurora’s eyes, 
For nobler themes demand a nobler strain, 
And purer language on th’ ethereal plain. 
Cease, gentle muse! the solemn gloom of night 
Now seals the fair creation from my sight. 

 



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 object 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 through 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. 
 
  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. 



(Other Works) 

To His Excellency George Washington 

Sir, 
I have taken the freedom to address your Excellency in the enclosed poem, and entreat your 
acceptance, though I am not insensible of its inaccuracies. Your being appointed by the Grand 
Continental Congress to be Generalissimo of the armies of North America, together with the 
fame of your virtues, excite sensations not easy to suppress. Your generosity, therefore, I 
presume, will pardon the attempt. Wishing your Excellency all possible success in the great 
cause you are so generously engaged in, I am, 

Your Excellency’s most obedient humble servant, 
Phillis Wheatley 

1775

 

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 veil of night!  

The goddess comes, she moves divinely fair, 
Olive and laurel bind 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 thick 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 honours,—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. 
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. 

 
George Washington’s Reply  

Cambridge, February 28, 1776. 

Miss Phillis, 
Your favour of the 26th of October did not reach my hands ‘till the middle of December. Time 
enough, you will say, to have given an answer ere this. Granted. But a variety of important 
occurrences, continually interposing to distract the mind and withdraw the attention, I hope will 
apologize for the delay, and plead my excuse for the seeming, but not real neglect. 

I thank you most sincerely for your polite notice of me, in the elegant Lines you enclosed; and 
however undeserving I may be of such encomium and panegyrick, the style and manner exhibit a 
striking proof of your great poetical Talents. In honour of which, and as a tribute justly due to 
you, I would have published the Poem, had I not been apprehensive, that, while I only meant to 
give the World this new instance of your genius, I might have incurred the imputation of Vanity. 
This and nothing else, determined me not to give it place in the public Prints. 

If you should ever come to Cambridge, or near Head Quarters, I shall be happy to see a person so 
favoured by the Muses, and to whom Nature has been so liberal and beneficent in her 
dispensations. 

I am, with great Respect, etc. 



On the Death of General Wooster (July 1778) 

 
From this the Muse rich consolation draws 
He nobly perish’d in his Country’s cause 
His Country’s Cause that ever fir’d his mind 
Where martial flames, and Christian virtues join’d. 
How shall my pen his warlike deeds proclaim 
Or paint them fairer on the list of Fame— 
Enough, great Chief—now wrapt in shades around, 
Thy grateful Country shall thy praise resound— 
Tho not with mortals’ empty praise elate 
That vainest vapour to the immortal State 
Inly serene the expiring hero lies. 
And thus (while heav’nward roll his swimming eyes): 
  
     ”Permit, great power, while yet my fleeting breath 
And Spirits wander to the verge of Death— 
Permit me yet to point fair freedom’s charms 
For her the Continent shines bright in arms, 
By thy high will, celestial prize she came— 
For her we combat on the field of fame 
Without her presence vice maintains full sway 
And social love and virtue wing their way 
O still propitious be thy guardian care 
And lead Columbia thro’ the toils of war. 
With thine own hand conduct them and defend 
And bring the dreadful contest to an end— 
For ever grateful let them live to thee 
And keep them ever Virtuous, brave, and free— 
But how, presumtuous shall we hope to find 
Divine acceptance with th’ Almighty mind— 
While yet (O deed Ungenerous!) they disgrace 
And hold in bondage Afric’s blameless race? 
Let Virtue reign—And thou accord our prayers 
Be victory our’s, and generous freedom theirs.” 
  
The hero pray’d—the wond’ring spirits fled 
And sought the unknown regions of the dead— 
Tis thine, fair partner of his life, to find 
His virtuous path and follow close behind— 
A little moment steals him from thy sight 
He waits thy coming to the realms of light 
Freed from his labours in the ethereal Skies 
Where in succession endless pleasures rise! 



 Letter to the Rev. Samson Occom dated February 11, 1774.

Reverend and honoured Sir,

I have this day received your obliging kind epistle, and am greatly satisfied with your
reasons respecting the negroes, and think highly reasonable what you offer in vindication
of their natural rights: Those that invade them cannot be insensible that the divine light is
chasing away the thick darkness which broods over the land of Africa; and the chaos
which has reigned so long, is converting into beautiful order, and reveals more and more
clearly the glorious dispensation of civil and religious liberty, which are so inseparably
united, that there is little or no enjoyment of one without the other: Otherwise, perhaps,
the Israelites had been less solicitous for their freedom from Egyptian slavery; I do not
say they would have been contented without it, by no means; for in every human breast
God has implanted a principle, which we call ~ it is impatient of oppression, and pants for
deliverance; and by the leave of our modern Egyptians I will assert, that the same
principle lives in us. God grant deliverance in his own way and time, and get him honour
upon all those whose avarice impels them to countenance and help forward the calamities
of their fellow creatures. This I desire not for their hurt, but to convince them of the
strange absurdity of their conduct, whose words and actions are so diametrically
opposite. How well the cry for liberty, and the reverse disposition for the exercise of
oppressive power over others agree - I humbly think it does not require the penetration of
a philosopher to determine.

By the law of nature, all persons are free. But absolute freedom is incompatible with civil
establishments.  Every man's liberty is restricted by national laws, and natural privilege
does rightly yield to legal constitutions; which are designed and enacted for the public
weal.
(First printed in the Connecticut Gazette for March 11, 1774)


