
Phillis Wheatley (1753-1784) 
 

1. 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. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2. To the University of Cambridge 

 

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. 

 

 

 

 



3. 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 verse 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. 


