unne -
tiniSousuidiungn “Controversial o vmnds vy

nqu “Controversial Writmgs
| uunmuuihmumu
Roger Wllhams (1603? 1683)

n§y “Poetry” - - |
) findeutdgyeail | | -
- Anne Bradstreet (1612? 1672)
- Michael Wigglesworth (1631-1705)
- Edward Taylor (16459-1729)

Tswnad Fadund (Roger Williams, 16037-1683)
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U A.A. 1630 nmﬁnn'[swas Fadoned 3 ﬁuuﬁmmnum'mmaummﬁm (Cambridge
University) 'lmmmwmuuamgmnﬁfd'tﬁumﬁ'svvmmaewaunuavmma TR IR |
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wsvaon"lanmma,ummau‘luam':m'lﬁ'uﬂu%wuuamgmnﬂmuwnumvﬁamumu
nnwInduideunouudBensuliuiuien vmmquammsnmmnauimuqmaLauué
umdonau'lﬂaa[nwmnqu mumqvﬁumawnﬂﬂu A.A.1636 mtauuéuwmnmmaanmn
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s ufuluerduagfunanduidsuludimenzusenidncldveseraniiay
unsngumdiug annnfilaveofiaukinsmnndufsuuscieduileslwadidud
(Providence) luidauiiquney a.f. 1636
uansnnnquuaﬁaLﬁﬂﬂﬂvﬂuﬂﬂwanmsaunuaﬁmgwnéué"z dafingndw 7 8n
ﬂeﬁ‘lnaanmnmnnﬁnuuuamqumé‘lﬂmﬁuyu‘luﬁumumw*maantﬁudd’ Ldutﬁm
funidend ngadu - fRel
1. nguueww Endudn (Anne Hutchmson) mmﬁupuﬁwmauu (Porthmouth)
2. ngiades RERAIMY (Wiliam Coddingtion) mmﬁupmmﬂam (Newport)
3. ngnuNNIR nadi (Samuel Gorton) mmﬁupuﬁmﬂa {(Warwick)

Tawed afund FoamslW 4 puuumudy guii Wl a.n. 1643 Nk
Wumadhdhwazdndadi 1 ﬁé’mqsw‘mnmaogﬁm (Charter) U a.4. 1644
tﬂtﬂd’mngunmammﬂﬁumauauaﬂsalauau&mummaun’iﬂamsmmﬂa
WU n.e. 1647 Tvad Sadead Aaunsonn 4 poudhumilld Hlaalouaud
1ataluzﬂé'luuﬁ'mwm»amau'mmmnuuav'lﬁuﬁumamuﬂnaam'mnu dalédh
Altumsduduvesszusuiszmdviag
anvaizantiow | . |

wf Towed Jadeud sedahmmntumadlasersusnsennindy usandl
wudnduindeluganoniaudug AdahwimdBudiddnnagegaduiy
wnAenansevissunyslugeil

ARABUTIN “’I‘hey.iee Gods Wonders that are call’d”

“Ihey see Gods wonders that are call'd
Tluough dreadful Seas to passe,
In tearing winds and roaring seas,
AndcalmesasSmoomasglasse
Ihaveml?.utopesslups,offbeen .
‘ anmgofterrourshand, »_
Whenallhqvc cri'd, Now, now wc smck,
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Yet God brought safe to land.
Alone’ mongst Indians in Canoes,
Sometimes o’re-turn’d, I have been
Half inch from death, in Ocean deepe
Gods wonders 1 have seene.

aduiaddmi |
- Afwd ANIMING
wonders nudavIsd

tearing Yhane
Canoes Fauayfandudinld
sizdhdy

wonuBuiugmlivhimuidnguemmadhiaiiuunmmuderssalumis
ponfien Tewsdhbimnonssemmnlévaeed

uawi UUIAARTN (Anne Bradstreet, 16127-1672)

irif |

uowy uuindadn Wiefuadousudy (Northampton) UseinAsangy  awn
n3z0aAadd (Dudley) NNMINDm An Todlg #ndd (Thomas Dudley) Wugjgua
nindauvavesnudfaursdunedy (Bar of Lincoln) Jufiufnddu mlvuaud
Tmndumisdauaregluammandoniid U a.a. 1628 wauludenudy leweu
wuseaedn  gaumsAnnnnuminnduenuied  dexdiughonesdause
U a.f. 1630 agadedduszaszgauvinaainlddumetumniniduluds
ﬂaﬁwaudmm%aamuam (Arabella) mmmﬁumuamﬂd’mmamﬂug'nm-s

asdumbiay 1 80 @ Rwinw @unudssindsinge

Ldmmni’innmmﬂnuLﬁu'lﬂmum'mmnmmn meandaudnomnn
Taguduuasme nhilaseusfirausuilszansoainiineduldfidunomt 2 U
us’m?;umm‘moimé’numiqﬂﬁ')m':ﬁ (Newtown) Usqiu fa wuuied 4 Udamn
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1#theluitdwady (pswich) ii»:uﬁa.ngjﬁw‘lnauo\'mnunﬁwa'lmﬁmm’nﬁﬂﬁusimmﬁ
gaamiduaiuanug muqauumammmwmanm 800 (du AdwsiuuauvGy
- ifuatieiei umumﬁmms:{gnﬂun 6 ataunifilddeluagiueulanes
(Andovor) uawilfiymaionun 8 au (deiielul a.n. 1672

Shuawanudon |

ndmldi uowd wusndain tﬂummuqnuusn'luatusmumznmu.lu
panfianzasaingy  udsurewseinazaglujluesionnses Faiuldiudu
ué’ngwmﬂsz’:’o‘m‘moﬁtu%r‘m’ui'wdqtﬁmﬁ'%ﬂutﬂ&Btinus»:nﬁwiamaujé'ﬁﬁ
F3du  nwanuraasefidunuuaasbiiivisedsunanumaillutnd  a.a.
1632-1642 U A.A. 1650 »nuwuuumunuu’lmummwuﬂtﬂumqum‘lu
n‘;»:aaunau'[au'lﬁ't‘immﬂ The Tenth Muses Lately Sprung Up in America By
a Gentlewoman of Those Parts U A.A. 1678 ldfinsusluSuupnanutuil
sodildiiuToeiifle “Contemplations” waﬁurﬂuﬂmuieffmuﬂmwuwnmamu
Tatl5983a07h Several Poems Complied with Great Variety of Wit and Learning

wiinsannudsuressaufdiulngeziiuldinseiainsredeusndt
dammnantAiduigniuiuindsziiy umsmnﬂumsaa..'lumméwwﬁ
Fuwhe Tmmtdammu_‘:nuﬁn'lumaunnmamwmé’u'lumammqn'n A8maes
woveunnesnindmuflsdumaneudug wu Luda Sndasness (Michael
Wigglesworth) #un’lnuﬂmmnﬁmﬂmﬁuﬂ

uanmm‘mvmmumamumuauﬂ'mlauﬁmwﬂsvmnmﬁ'mnuwmwu " 1y
Anin enusenlw werssnnd ndae udivindsusudtuauusniladey
o 1 wasfleFurmuanleagngs

LTS
- “Contemplatlons ;
- “The Prologue” (tﬂuuluﬂ A Fl. 1650) ey
>~ Some Verses on the Burnlng of Our House, .luly 10th 1666 (uauﬁtiuu
ussmmﬂalﬁmwﬁi‘luuﬁ"mma) e
- “The Author to Her Book”. (tﬂuu’luﬂ a.f. 1666)
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- “To My Dear and Loving Husband” (1678)
- “A Letter to Her Hushand” (1878)

970 “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 called, 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 contemplatidn feed thee so
Regardlessly to let earth go?
Can speculation satisfy,
Notion without reality? |
Dost dream of things beyond the moon,
And dost thou ho;ie 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 may’st see

'A river of tears (Latin Jacrimae); related to the idea that life is a vale of tears,
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True substance in variety ¢
Dost honor 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.
Affect’st thou pleasure? Take thy fill,
Earth hath enough of what you will.
’I'hen let not go what thou may’ *st find
For things unknown, only in mind.
Spirit: Be still thou unregenerate part,
Disturb no more my settled heart,
For I have vowed (and so will do)
Thee as a foe, stlll to pursue,

And combat with thee will and must, .
Until I see thee laid in th’ dust.

Sisters 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;

| "I‘hy ﬂatt’nng shows I'll trust no ore.

How oft thy slave, hast thou me made,
When | behev‘,edrwhat thou hast uid,

;-
R

AR
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‘And never had more cause of woe
Than when I did what thou bad’st do.
I’ll stop mine ears i these thy charms,
And count dlem'forflly deadly harms.
Thy sinful pleasures I do hate,

Thy ﬁches are to me no bait,

Thine honors due, nor will I love;

For my ambition lies above.

My greatest honor it shall be

When I am thor kbv‘e‘rd\ee,

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 meet thot 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 Wluch I snatch,

But reach at dungs thatare so high,
Beyond thy dull capaclty

Eternal substance Idosee,

With which enriched I would be:

Mine eye doth pierce the heavens 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,
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More glorious than the ghstermg sun,

| My crown nor dlamonds, pearls, and gold,

But such as angels’ heads enfold.

The city where I hope to dwell,’
There’s none on earth can parallel;

The stately walls both high and strong
Are made of preclous jasper stone,

The gates of pearl, both rich and clear,

- And angels are for porters there;

The streets thereof u'ansparentl gold,
Such as no eye did e’er 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.suri, nor moon, they have no need,
For glory doth from God proceed:

'No candle there, nor yet torchlight,
* For there shall be no darksome night.

From sickness and infirmity,

~ For evermore they shall be free;

Nor withering age shgll ¢’er 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 Heaven may have my fill, Lo

 Take thou the world, and all that will.

'Bndstmet's description of the ci!y foﬂom the thlcﬂpdon o! the huvenly New Jerusalem in

Revelation 21 and 22.
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970 “The Author to Her Book™* | | o SN |

Thou ill-formed offspring of miy feeble brain,
WHo after birth did’st by my side remain,
Till sna;ched from thence by friends, _less w)vise 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, 'k
My rambling brat (in print) should mother call,
I cast thee by as one unfit for light, |

Thy visage was 5o 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 défects I saw,
And rubbing off a spot, ‘still made a flaw.
I stretched thy joints to make theé even ‘f'eet
Yet still thou run’st more hobbhng than is meet;
In better dress to trim thee was my mind,
But nought save homequn cloth i'th? house I find.
In this array, ’mongst vulgars® mayst thou roam,
In critics’ hands, beware thou dost not come,
And take thy way whene yet thou art not known;

~ Iffor thy father asked, say thou hadst none:

'Bradstreet's bmther in-law took her- ‘poems lo Engllnd, supposedly wnthout her knowledge, where

they were published in 1650. She therefore had no opportunlty to comcten-ors of the press (lme 8). Although
she was embarrassed, she set about conectlng her poema. for a neomd edition ‘
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*To make the meter (metrical feet) regular,
*Ignorant, undiscriminating readers.
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And for thy mother, she alas is poor,
Which caused herthusto send thee out of door.
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N “To My Dear and Loving Husband”

If ever two were ohe;then surely we.

If ever man were loved by wife then thee

If ever wife was happy in a man,

Compare with me, ye women, 1f 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 ‘odght but love from thee, give recompence.
Thy love is such I can no way repay,

The heavens reward thee mani.fold,, I pray.

Then while we live, in love let’s sB persevere,

That when we live no more, we may live ever.

asuedrdwd
Advt Canaming
If ever two were one dau 2 Ay nmﬂuudq
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910 The Prologue
oL |
To sing,of wars, of captmns, and of kings,
Of cities founded, commonwealths begun,’ !
For my mean’ pen are too superior things:
Or how they all, or each their dates have run,

Let poets and historians set these forth,
My obscure lines shall not so dim their worth.

2.
~ But when my wondering eyes and envious heart
Great Bartas’® sugared lines do but read o’er,
Fool,* I do grudge the Muses did not part
"Twixt him and nje, that overfluent store;
A Bartas can do what a Bartas will,
But simple I, according to my skill.

3.
From'schoolbo'y’s tongue, no Rhetoric we expect,
Nor yet a sweet consort from broken strings,
Nor perfect beauty, where’s a main defect:
My foolish, broken, blemished Muse so sings;
And this to mend, alas, no art is able,
*Cause Nature made it so irreparable.

*Epics, such as Homer’s Hiad and Virgil's Aeneid, dealt with war and were considered the highest
 form of literature; The Aeneid narrates the founding of Rome, originally a commonwealth.
*Humble. ' ‘ A o
*Guillaume du Bartas, a sixteenth-century French Protestant writer much admired by the Puritans,
wrote Divine Weeks and Works, an epic on the creation that provided an encyclopedia of natural history.
- “Fool that I am.
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4.

. Nor can I, like that fluent, sweet tongued d'reek,

Who lisped at first, in future times speak plain.®

_ Byart, he My found what he did seek,

A full requital of his striving pain:
Art can do much, but this maxim’s most sure:
A weak or wounded brain adiits no cure.

5. . L
1 am obnoxious to each carpingvtongue
Who says my hand a needle better fits,
A poet’s pen, all scom I should thus wrong,
For such despite they cast on female wits:
If what I do prove well, it won’t advance,
They’ll say it’s stolen, or else it was by chance.

. .,J’ )

- But sure the antique Greeks 'v_vere far more mild,

Else of our sex why feigned they those nine,®

~ And poesy made Calliope’s own child,

So *mongst the rest, they placed the arts divine:

But this weak knot they will full soon untie,

The Greeks did nought'But play the fool and Lie.
\ 7.

LetGreeksbeGreeks andwomenwhattheyare,

Men have pracedency, and still e:;cel

‘mmmmmm‘uwmm
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It is but vain unjustly to wage war;
Men can do best, women know it well;

Preeminence in all and each is yours;
Yet grant some small acknowledgement of ours.

8.
And oh, ye high flown quills that soar the skies,’
And ever with your prey, still catch your praise,
If e’re you deign these Iowly lines your gyes, . "
Give thyme or parsley wreath, I ask no bays; ® .
This mean and unrefined ore of mine
“Will make your glistering gold but more to shine.

k Contunplatlohs ‘

1.
Some time now past in the autumnal tide,
When Phoebus wanted but one houf to bed,
The trees all richly clad, yet void of pride,
Were gilded o’er by his rich golden head.
Their leaves and fruits seemed painted, but was true
Of green, of red, of yellow, mixed hue,!
" Rapt were my‘sens‘es at this delectable view.

"Quill pens, with a pun on flight feathers. |

"A great poct was traditionally crowned with bay leaves (laurel).

'An hour before setting, Phoebus, the sun, brings out the autumn foliage so that it seems painted,
 although these colors are real.
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2.

I wist not what to wish, yet sure thou_ght I,

If so much excellthe abide below,
How excellent is He that dwells on high,

~ ‘Whose power and beauty by his works we know.
- Sure he is goodness, wisdom, glory, light,

That hath this under world so richly dight:

More Heaven than Earth was here, no winter and no night.

3.
Then on a stately oak I cast mine eye, .
Whose ruffling top the clouds seemed to aspire;
How long since thou wast in thme infancy?
Thy strength/, and stature, more thy years admire,
Hath hundred winters passed since thou wast born?

-Or thousand since thou brakest thy shell of hom?*

If so, all these as nought, eternity doth scom.
& |

Then hxgher on the ghstermg Sun I gmd, 1

Whose beams was shaded by the leafy uee,t

The more I looked, the morelgmbw amazed, ,

And softly said, “What glory’s llke to thee?”

Soul of this world, this universe’s. eye,

No wonder some made thee a deity. :
Hadlnotbcuwknown, alas, the samehadl
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- And in the darksome womb of fruitful nature dive. -

Thou as a bndegromutfam thy chamber rushes,
And as a strong man, jéjis {0 run a race;”

The morn doth usha thee, ‘with smiles and blushes;
The earth reflects hu'glances in thy face.

Birds, insects, ammals with vegative,

Thy heat from deathi‘and dullness doth revive:

6.

" Thy swift annual and diurnal course,

Thy daily straight and yearly oblique path,*
Thy pleasing fervor and thy scorching forcé,
All mortals here the feeling knowledge hath.
Thy presence makes it ddy, thy absence night,
Quaternal® seasons caused by thy might:

Hail creature, full of sweetness, beauty, and delight.

1.

~ Art thou so full of glory that no eye
' Hath strength, thy shining rays once to behold?

And is thy splendid throne erect so high,

As to approach it, can no earthly mould?

How full of glory then must thy Creator be,
N

EN 370

’Echoes Psalm 19:4-5.°
‘Following the Ptolemaic system, according to which the sun circled the earth, Bradstreet thinks of the
sun passing straight across the sky every day, but facing the earth at a changing angle over the seasons of the year,

S A set of four.
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Who gave this bright light luster unto thee?
Admired, adored for ever, be that Majesty.

8.
Silent alone, where none or saw, or heard,
In pathless paths I led my wandering feet;
My humble eyes to lofty skies 1 reared

To sing some song, My mazed Muse thought meet.

My great Creator I would magnify,
That nature had thus decked liberally:
But Ah, and Ah, again, my imbecility!®

. 9. .
i heard the merry grasshopper then sing,
The black-clad cricket bear a second part;
They kept one tune and played on the same string,
Seeming to glory in their little art.

- Shall creatures abject thus their voices raise,

" And in their kind resound their Maker’s praise,

Whilst I, as mute, can warble forth no higher lays?

10,
When present times look back in (ages past,
And men in being fancy those are dead,
It makes things gone perpetually to last,
And calls back months and years that long since fled.
It makes a man more aged in conceit” -
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Than was Methuselgh,® or’s grand-sire great,
While of their persons and their acts his mind doth treat.

11.
Sometimes in Eden ﬁir, he seems to be,
Sees glorious Adam there made lord of all,
Fancies the apple, &nﬂe on the ﬁee,
That tuned his sovereign to a naked thrall.
Who like a miscr;ant’s driven from that place,
To get his bread with pain and sweat of face,
A penalty imposed on his backsliding race.

12,
Here sits our grandame' in retired place,
And in her lap, her bloody Cain new-born;
The weeping imp oft looks her in the face,
Bewails his unknown hap and fate forlorn;
His mother sighs, to think of Paradise,
And how she lost her bliss, to be more wise,
Believing hixh that was, and is, Father éf Lies.

13.
Here Cain and Abel come to sacrifice,
Fruits of the earth, and fatlings each do bring;
On Abel’s gift the fire déscends from skies,
But no such sign on false Caix‘i’s'offering; |

*Methuselsh was supposed to have lived 969 years (Genesis 5:27). The following stanzas outline
“events narrated in Genesis: Adam’s life in Eden and his fall (stanza II), Eve's remorse for listening to Satan and
forebodings about her first-bom son, Cain (stanza 12), the rivalry between Cain and Abel, whose offering God
preferred (stanza 13), Cain’s murder of Abel and his consequent fear (stanza 14), Cain’s punishment and
building of the first city (stanza 15); see Genesis 1:26, 2:16-17, 8:1-7, 17-19, 23, 4:1-17.
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With sutien ‘hateful looks he goes his ways,
Hath thousand thoughts to end his brother’s days,

. Upon whose blood his future good he hopes to raise. -

14.
There Abel keeps his sheep, no ill he thinks;

His brother c’omes,'.thert acts his fratricide; ‘

The virgin earth, of blood her first draught drinks,
But since that time she often hath been cloyed;
The wretch with ghastly face and dreadful mind
Thinks each he sees yvill serve him in his kind,

Though none on earth but kindred near then could he find.

15.

" Who fancies not hts looks now at the bar,

His face like death his heart with horror fraught

Nor malefactor ever felt like war,

When deep despair with wish of life hath fought,
Branded with gmlt and crushed with treble woes,

A vagabond to Land of Nod he | goes,

A city builds, that walls might him secure from foes.

16.
Who thiriks not oft upon the‘Fathers’ ages,
Their long descent, how nephews sons they saw, )
The starry observauons of those sages,
*And how thexr precepts to theu' sons were law,
How Adam stghedtoseehtsprogeny e )
Clothed all mqhu black sinful livery,
Who neither guilt nor yet the punmhment ‘co‘uld.'fly.' |
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Our life compane we wnh their length of days,
Who to the tenth of ﬁmrs doth now arrive? .

And though thus short, we shorten many ways,

- Living so little while we are alive;

In eating, drinking, sleeping, vain delight
So unawares comes on perpetual night,
And puts all pleasures vain unto eternal flight.

18.
When I behold the heavens as in theu' prime,
And then the earth (though old) Stlll clad in green,
The stones and trees, insensible of time,
Nor age r;or wrinkle on their front are seen;
If winter come, andvgreenness then do fade,
A spring returns, and thej more youthful made;

But man grows old, lies down, remains where once he’s laid.

19. :
By birth more noble than those creatures all,
Yet seems by nature and by custom cursed,
No sooner born, but grief and care makes fall
That state obliterate he had at first:
Nor youth, nor strength, nor wisdom spring }again, :

Nor habitations long their names retain,

But in oblivion to the final day remain.
-20.

Shall I then praise the heavens, the trees, the earth
Because their beauty and their strength last longer?
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Shall I wish there, or never to had birth,

Because they're bigger, and their bodies stronger?
Nay, they shall darken, perish, fade and die,

And when unmade, so ever shall they lie,

But man was made for endless immortality.

21,
Under the coohng shadow of a stately elni,
Close sat I by a goodly river’s side,
Where gliding streams the rocks did overwhelm;
A lonely place, with pleasures. dignified.
I once that loved the shady woods so well,
Now thought the rivers did the trees excel,

And if the sun would ever shine, there would I dwell.

22, :
While on the stealing stream I fixed mine eye,
Which to the longed-for ocean held its course,

I marked, nor crooks, nor rubs® that there did lie

Could hinder ought, but still augment its force:
“O happy flood,” quoth I, “that holds thy race

Till thou arrive at thy beloved place, |
Nor is it rocks or shoals that can obstruct thy pace.

23.
Nor is’t enough, that thou alone may’st%ﬁide,
But hundred brooks in thy clear waves do meet,
So hand in hand along with thee they glide
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Bends, nor obstacles.
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To Thetis® house, where all embrace and greet: -
“Thou emblem true of what I count the best,

O could I lead my rivulets to rest,

So may we press to that vast mansion, ever blest.”

- 24.
Ye fish, which in this liquid region 'bide,
That for each season, have your habitation,
Now salt, now fresh, whereyouthmkbesttoghde
To unknown coasts to give a visitation,
In lakes and ponds you leave your numerous fry;
So nature taught,mdyu you know not why,
You watery folk that know not your felicity.

25.
Look how the wantons frisk to taste the air,
Then to the colder bottom straight they dive,
Eftsoon to Neptune’s glassy hall repair
To see what trade the great ones there do drive,
- Who foragé o’er the spacious sea~green field,
And take the trembling prey before it yield,
Whose armor is their scales, their spreading fins their shield.

26. ‘
While musing thus with contemplation fed,
‘And thousand fancies buzzing in my brain,
The sweet-tongued Philomel'® perched o’er my head,
And chanted forth a most melodxous strain,

° Philomel, the nightingale, is figurative here; nightingales were not native to New England.

\
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‘Which rapt me so with wonder and delight,

I judged my hearing better than my sight,

And wished me wlings with her a while to take my flight.

27.
“O merry bird,” said I, “that fears no snares, ~

That neither toils nor hoards up in thy bam,;

Feels no sad thoughts, nor cruciating'’ cares

To gain more good or shun what might thee harm;

Thy clothes ne’er wear, thy meat is everywhere, '
Thy bed a bough, thy drink the water clear,

Reminds'® not what is past, nor what’s to come dost fear.

28,
“The dawning mom with songs thou dost prevent,"®
Sets hundred notes unto thy feathered crew,
So each one tunes his pretty instrument,
And warbling out the old, begin anew,
And thus they pass their youth in summer season,
Then follow thee into a better region, < |
Where winter’s never felt by that sweet airy legion.”™

29. .
Man at the best a creature frail and vain,

In knowledge ignorant, in strength but weak, -

Subject to sorrows, losses, sickness, pain,
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"Excruciating.

Recalls.

¥ Anticipate
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Each storm his state, his mind, his body break;

From some of these he never finds cessation,

But day or night, within, without, vexation,

Troubles from foes, from friends, from dearest, nearest relation.

30.
And yet this sinful creature, frail and vain,
This lump of wretchedness, of sin and sorrow,
This v;reather-beiten vessel wracked with pain,
Joys not in hope of an eternal morrow;
Nor all his losses, crossés and vexation,
In weight, in frequency and long duration .
Can make him deeply gﬁan for that divine translation. !

31.
The mariner that on smooth waves doth glide
Sings merrily and steers his bark with ease,
 As if he had command of wind and tide,
And now becomes great master of the seas;
But suddenly a storm spoils all the sport,
And makes him long for a more quiet port, =

~ Which gainst all adverse winds may serve for fort.

32.
So he that saileth in this world of pleasure,
Feeding on sweets, that never bit of th’ sour,
That’s full of friends, of honor, and of treasure,
-~ Fond fool, he takes this earth ev’n for heav’n’s bower.

“Transformation from mortal to immortal being.
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But sad affliction comes and makes him see
Here's neither honor, wealth, or safety;
Only above is found all with security.

3s.
O Time the fatal wrack of mortal things,
That draws oblivion’s curtains over kirgs;
Their sumptuous monuments, men know them not,
Their names without a record are forgot,
Their parts, their ports, their pomp's all laid in th’ dust;
Nor wit, nor gold, nor buildings scape time's rust;
But he whose name is graved in the white stone'®
Shall last and shine when all of these are gone.

90 In Memory of My Dear Grandehild
Elizabeth Bradstreet, |

Who Deceased August, 1685,

k  Being a Year and Half Old*

~ Farewell dear babe, my. heart’s too much conteat,
Farewell sweet babe, the pleasm of mine eye,
- Farewell fair flower that for a space was lent,
Then ta’en dway unto eternity.

"Oneofthenved %mummlmmmdmmm, and-will give him
-wmmmumm-mmm. Mumanlngbemmmn'
(Revelation 2:17). Mhunghuhdwmnimumfmdmionofmehnms “Such a stone
mmm-mwadlhmﬂm,chlmnﬁnwmmdnwhhw

'Anne Bradstreet’s daughter-in -law Mercy, Sumud-wife.mbhﬂnofourchudm three of -
whommmsubjxuofmnmdmefolbmmmwwmsmwe 1669, aged
twenty-eight. . : :
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Blest babe, why should I once bewail thy fate,
Or sigh thy days so soon were terminate
Sith thou art settled in an everlasting state.

2.
By nature trees do rot when they are grown,
And plums and apples throughly ripe do fall, -
Andcomandgmssmintheirseésdnmown,

And time kbrings-down what is both strong and tall.

But plants new set to be eradicate,
And buds new blown, to have so short a date,
Is by His hand alone that guides nature and fate.

2910 Here Follows Some Verses Upon the
Burning of Our House, July 10, 1666

In silent night when rest I took

For sorrow near I did not look,

I wakened was with thundering noise
And piteous shrieks of dreadful voice.
That fearful sound of “Fire!” and “Fire!”

" Let no man know, is my desire.

I, starting up, the light did spy,

And to my God my heart did cry

To strengthen me in my'distress

And not to leave me succorless,

Then, coming out, beheld a space’

The flame consume my dwelling place.

EN 370

*For a short period of time.
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And when I could no longer look,”

~ I blest His name that gave and took, .

That laid my goods now in the dust,
Yea, so it was, and so twas just.

It was His own, it was not mine;

~ Far be it that I should repine.

He might of all justly béreft, '
But yet sufficient for us left.
When by the ruins oft I passed,

By sorrowing eyes aside did cast -
And here and there the places spy
Where oft sat and long did lie: -

Here stood that trunk, and there that chest,
~ There lay that store I counted best."

My pleasant things in ashes lie,
And them behold no more shall I.
Under thy: roof no guest shall sit,
Nor at thy table eat a bit.

No pleasant tale shall e’er be told,
Nor things recounted done of old.
No candle e’er shall shine in thee,

Nor bridegroom’s voice e’er heard shall be. :

In silence ever shalt thou lie

Adieu, Adieu, all’s vanity.

Then straight I *gin my heart to chide:

And did thy wealth on earth abide? =
Didst fix thy hope on moldering dust? -

The arm of flesh didst ma_ke,;thy trust?
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*Echoes Jop 1:21: “The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed the name of the Lord.”
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Thou hast an house on h:gh erect,

Framed by that nng!uy’Arcmwct,
With glory nchly ﬁzmished
Stands permanent, though this be fled.
It’s purchased and paiﬁﬁfor too

By Him who hath enough to do.

A price so vast as is unknown,

Yet by His gift is made thine own.
There’s wealth enough,‘l need no more;
Farewell my pelf, fareweil my store.

The world no longer let me love;
My hope and treasure lies above.

TudAn InAnaado (Michael Wigglesworth, 1631-1705)
Useia

U A.A. 1638 Inifadneds awuw‘lﬂﬁvﬁeuauﬁtﬁamqtﬁm 7 U AseuATIzaNm
wodugmiliiloaiaisian (New Haven) 9 A.A. 1656 IniasadasunsdnurszaunSygln
ndugidanadidudmmawiuaznaund  Infadnefoliuwazuszhililosida
iwnu3asuazarinieda Wesumsdnwsuusggnlmdreluusssdidoniamm (Maiden)
Fungsgiemd Inifinsvedousisoms 3 adh (pfe 3 oeny 60 ) Ayms 8 Av

v

" anwnizIItiey
umwum’mtﬁaana'fuum..uam'lﬁ’tﬂumanmﬁa‘lu&'mmﬂumnumusnu

Tugamanilaumuuuaeniiayes s0Wu #a3u (John Calvin, 1509-1564) docthy
TnuggummniimeTusunsuauimidiauaalasdeludocuesninudin uas
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uuuéa..‘lnm\J‘lﬁﬁé’wmzmnmummvmtmuu 'lumniuu‘imﬁamaiuv.'lu
unmmﬁnmnmmﬂaunusﬂumnﬁau’lwqmunwsmmaaaanm

MMM - »
- “The Day of Doom"” (tﬂuu'lu U a.d 1662)

- “God’s Controversy with New England” umwﬂm‘fﬁuu‘ln YA 1662

win@Ruluadadamred 19
ARABUIIN “The Day of Doom” (1666)

1.
still was the night, Serene and Bright,
When all Men gigcping lay;
Cahnwasthéuason,mdcamdmason
' . thought so "twould last for ay.
Soul, take thine ease, let sorrow cease,
| much good thou hast in store:

| This was theu' Song, their Cups among,

~ the Evening before.

2.

Wallowing in all kind of sin;
vil ‘wretches laysecure |
The best of men had scarcely tlwn

Virgins uriwise, who through disguise

amongst the best were number'd, -
Had clos’d then' cycs. yca, and the wxse

136

The security
of the world
before Christ’s
coming to
Jt;dgeniem.'
Luke 12:1 9

' Mat. 25:5
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~Mat. 24 : 37,38

Who stopt their Eu', and would not hear,
When Metcy warned them:

But took their coume, without remorse,

till God began to powre
Destmctlon the World upon
ina tempestuous showre.

4.
They put away the evil day,
And drown’d their care and fears,
Till dr(iwh’d were they, and swept away
by vvengeancé unawares: x N 1 Thes. 5:8

~ So at the last, whilst Men sleep fast

in their security,

_ Surpriz’d they are in such a snare

as cometh suddenly.
5' Ny i
For at midnight brake forth a Light, The suddenness,
which tum’d the night to day, . Majesty,
And speediiy an hideous cry . & Terror of
did all the world dismay. - Chrises appearing,
Sinners awake, their hearts do ake, Mar. 25:6
trembling their loynes surprizeth; 2 Pet. 310
Amaz’d with fear, by what they hear,
each one of them ariseth.
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6.
They rush from Beds with glddy heads,
- and to thelr wmdows run,

Viewmg this light, which shines mare bright

than doth the Noon-day Sun
Straightway appears (they see’t with tears)
the Son of God most dread;

‘Who with his Train comes on amain

To Judge both Quick and Dead.

: 7.
Before his face the Heav’ns gave place,
and Skies are rent asunder,
With mighty voice, and hideous noise,
more terrible than Thunder |
His brightness damps heav’ps gldﬁous lamps
and makes them hide their heads.,
As if afraid and quite dismay’d,
they quit their wontgd steads,

8.
Ye sons of men that durst contemn
“the Threatnings of Gods Word,
How cheer you now? your hearts, I trow,
- are thrill’d as with a,swo,rq.,i,, ,

Now Atheist blind, whose brutish mind

aGodcouldneversee,
Dost thou perceive, dost now believe,

that Christ thy Judge shall be?

Mat. 24:29,30

2 Pet. 3:10
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g.
Stout Courages, (whose hardiness
could Death and Hell out-face)

_Are you as bold nQW‘;;XPB behold

your Judge draw‘ near apace?
They cry, no, no: Alas! and wo!
our Courage all is gohe:
Our hardiness (fool hardiness)

hath us undohe, undone.

10.
No heart so bold, but now grows cold
and almost dead with fear:
No eye so dry, but now can cry,
and pour out many a tear.
Earths Potentates and pdw’rful States,
Captains and Men of Might

‘Are quite abasht, their courage dasht

at this most dreadful sight.

11.
Mean men lament, great men do rent
their‘ Robes, and tear their hair:

- They do not spare their flesh to tear

through horrible despair.

All Kindreds wail: all hearts do fail:
horror the world doth fill

With weeping eyes, and loud out-cries,
yét knows not howto kill.

Rev. 6:18

Mat. 24:30
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12.
Some hide themselves in Caves and Delves, Rev. 6:15,186,
in places under ground:
Some mshly leap into the Deap,
to scape by being drown’d:
Some to the Rocks (O sensless blocks!)
“and woody Mountains run,
That there they might this fearful sight,
and dreaded Presence shun. .

‘ 13.
In vain do thdy to Mountains say,
Fall on us, and us hide
From Judges i ire, more hot than ﬁre,
for who may it abide?:
No hiding place can from his Face,
' sinners at gll conceal, |
Whose flaming Eyes hid things doth’spy,
* and darkest things reveal.

: 14.
| The Judge draws nigh, exalted high ‘Mat. 25:13

upon a lofty Throne, S

Amidst the throng of Angels strong
lo, Israel’s Holy One!

The excellence of whose presenoe
and awful Majesty, R -

Amazeth Nature, and every Creature,‘ L
dothmomthantemfy B
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15.
The Mountains smoak, the Hills are shook, Rev. 6:14
the Earth is rent and torn,

As if she should be clean dissolv’d,

- or from the Centarbom {
The Sea doth roar, forsakes the shore,

- and shrinks aWéy for fear; |
The wild Beasts flee into the Sea,

so soon as he draws near.

186.
Whose Glory bright, whose wondrous might,
whose Power Imperial,
So far surpass whatever was |
in Realms Terrestrial; .
That tongues of men (nor Angels pen)
~ cannot the same express,

And therefore I must pass it by,

lest speaking should transgress.
v 17. )
Before his Throne a Trump is blown, 1 Thes. 4:16
Proclaiming th’ Day of Doom: Resurrection
Forthwith he cries, Ye Dead arise, of tie Dead.

" and unto Judgment come. J°"f' 5:28, 29

No sooner said, but ’tis obey’d,;
Sepulchers open’d are;
Dead Bodies all rise at his call,

and’s mighty power declare.
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18. ~ -
Both Sea and Land, at his Cm‘nmand,
- their Dead at once surrender:
The Fire and Air constrained are
also thexr dead to tender.
The mlghty word of this great Lord
. links Body and Soul together
Both of the Just, and the unjust,
| to part no more for ever.

19, ‘

The same translates, from Mortal states , " The living

to Immortality, -  changed.
All that survive, and be alive, . = Lukg. 20:36

i’th’ twinkling of an ;ye‘; : -1 cor. 15:52
That so they may abide foray

" to endless weal or woe;

~ Both the Renate and Reprobate

are made to dy no more.

20.
His. winged Hosts flie through all Coasts, All brought
together gathermg L ] to judgement.
Both good and bad, ‘both quick and degd, - Mat. 24:31
and all to Judgment bring.
- Out of their holes those’ cmeping Molas '
that hid themselves for fear, ‘
By force they take, and quicldy make
bcfore the Judge appear.
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21.

* Thus every one before the Throne

of Christ the Judge is brought,
Both righteous and impious |

that good or ifl had wrought.
A separation, and diff"ring station

by Christ appointed is
(To sinners sad) ‘twixt good and bad,

‘twixt Heirs of woe and bliss.

22, »

At Christ’s right hand the ‘Sheep do stand,
his holy Martyrs, who

For his dear Name suffering shame, |
calamity and woe,

Like Champions stood, and' with their Blood

" their testimony sealed;

Whose innocence without offence,

to Christ their Judge appealed.

23.
Next unto whom there find a room
all ,Christ’é afflicted ones,
Who being chastised, neither despised
nor sank amidst their groans:
Who by the Rod were turn’d to God,
" and loved him the more,
Not murmuring nor qu#rrelling

when they were chast’ned sore.

2 Cor. §:10 -
The Sheep
separated
from the
Goats.

Mat. 25

Who are
Christ’s
Sheep.

Mat. 5:10,11

Heb. 12:5,6,7
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24.
Moreover, such as Joved much,
that hod not such a tryal,
As might constrain to so great pain,
and such deep self denyal:
Yet ready wes the Cross to boar, v
when Christ them call’d thereto,
And did fejoyce to hear his voice,
they’re counted Sheep also.

25.

Christ’s Flock of Lambs there also stands,

whose Father was weak, yet true;
And sound Believers (Gospel receivers)
whose Grace was small, but grew:
And then among an Infant throng |
of Babes, for whom Christ dy’d
Whom for his own, by wayes unknown
to men, he sanctxfy’d

26

All stand before their Saviour =~

in long white‘ Robes yclad, |
Their countenance full of pleasance,
appearing wondmusglad ey

O glorious sight! Bchold how bnght
dust heaps are made to shine, -

Conformed so their Lord lmto,
whose Glory is Dlvme

> jf:%n_.' R

Luke 7:41,47

Joh. 21:15
Mat. 19:14 .
Joh. 3:3

- Rev. 6:11

Phil. 3:21
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27.

At Christ’s left hand the Goats do stand, -
all whining hypocrites, .

Who for self-ends did leem Christ’s friends,
but foster’d guileful sprites;

Who Sheep resembled, but they dissembled
(their hearts were not sincere);

Who once did throng Christ’s Lambs among,

but now must not come near.

28.
Apostates and Run-awayes,
such as have Christ forsaken,
Of whom the Devil, with seven more evil, '
hath fresh possession taken: -

Sinners in grain, reserv’d to pain

and torments most severe:
Because’ gainst light they sinn’d with spight,
are also placed there.

29.
There also stand a num’i'ous 'b;ind,
that no Profession made
Of Godliness, nor to redress
their wayes at all essay’d:
Who better knew, but (sinful Crew)
Gospel and Law despised,
Who all Christ’s knocks withstood like blocks
and would not be advised.

The Goats

described or
the several
sorts of
Reprobates on
the left hand.
Mat. 24:51

Luk. 11:24,26
Heb. 6:4,5,6
Heb. 10!29

Luk. 12:47
‘Prov. 1:24,26
Joh. 3:19
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30.
Moreover, ~them with them appear

anumber, numberless

Of great and small, vile wretches all,

that did Gods Law transgress:

. Idolaters, false worshippér,

Prophaners of Gods Name,
Who not at all therekm’vdid‘ call,

or took in vain the same.

- 31.

‘Blasphemers lewd, and Swearers shrewd,

' Scoffers at Purity,

. That hated God, contemn’d his Rod,

and lov’d Security;
Sabbam-pollhters,‘ Saints persecuters,

Pn:sumptﬁous men and Proud,
Who never lov*d those that r'epi'q'y’d;

all stand amongst this Cr9Wd

32.
Adulterers and Whoremongers . L
were there, with all unchast;

There Covetous, and Ravenous,

that Riches got too fast:

Who us’d vile ways themselves to raise
t' Estates and worldly wealth,

Oppression by, or Knavery, .

by force, or fraud, or steal,th. e

Gal. 3:10
1 Cor. 6:9

~ Rev. 21:8 °

Exed. 20:7,8

2 Thes. 1:6,8,9

Heb. 13:4
1 Cor. 6:10
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33.

Moreover there together were ’ Zach. 5:3,4

Children flagitious, | Gal. 5:19,20,21
And Parents who did them undo |
by Nurture vicious. - |
False~witness-bearers, and self-forswarers,
Murd’rers, and Men of blood,
Witches, Inchanters, and Ale-house-haunters,
beyond account there stood.

34.
Their place there find all Heathen blind, = Rom. 2:13
that Natures light abused,
Although they had no tydings glid',
of Gospel-grace refused.
There stands all Nations and Generations
of Adam’s Progeny,
Whom Christ redeem’s d not, who Christ esteem’d not,
through Infidelity.

38. ‘
All silence keep, both Goats and sheep, » The Saints
before the Judge’s Throne: ‘ cleared and
With mild aspect to his Elect - Justified.
then spake the Holy One: -
My Sheep draw near, your Sentence hear,
which is\to you rio dread,
Who clearly now discem, and know
your sins are pardoned .
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38.

~ “Twas meet that ye should judged be, -

that so the world may spy

No cause of gﬂdge, when as IJﬁdge ‘
and deal impartially. .

Know therefore all, both great-and small,
the ground and reason why

Thesc Men do stand at my right hand,
and look so cheerfully..- -

40.

- These Men be those my Father chose

before the worlds foundation,
And to me gave, that I should save
from Death and Condemnation.
For whose dear sake I flesh did take,
‘ ,whs of a Woman born,. ,
And did inure my self ' indure,
uxijust reproach and scomn.

41- i

- For them it was that I did pass -

through sorrows many one:
That I drank up that bitter Cup,

which made me sigh and groan.
The Cross his pain I did sustain; -

yea more, my'Flﬂma;ﬁe,‘?‘ SRS
I underwent, my Blood I spent R

to save them from Hell fire.

« @ cor. 5:
* ‘Becles. 3

10
a7

Joh. 3:18

Joh. 17:6
Eph. 1:4

. Rev. 1:8
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42.
Thus I esteem’d, thus I redeem’d | Eph. 2:1,3
all these from every Nation, K
That’ they may be (a8 now you see)
a chosen Generation.
What if ere-while they were as vile,
- and had as any be,
“And yet from all their guilt and thrall
- at once | set them free? ‘ o
- 48,
My grace to one is wrong to none: Mat. 20:13,15
none can Election claim, ,
Amongst all those their souls that lose, Rom. 9:20,21
. none can Rejection blame.
He that may chuse, or else refuse,
all men to save or spill,
May this Man chuse, and that refuse,

redeeming whom he will.
aBuroddmy |
Adwi ANNNY
foray papald (Mu forever) |
in store dedy '
wallow ndundian
put away | Hanla Lislidely
snare fudn
speedily athanah
ake | uhne
train Finrudwmsiiosads '
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- “The Soul’s Admiration”
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= “The Joy of Church Fellou;sbip"

- “Upon a Wasp Chilled with Cold”
- “Upon a Spider Catching a ﬂy
- “Husewifery” ‘

- “The Ebb and Flow”

- “The Reflection™.

- “The Experience” ,
- “What Love Is This”
- “Am I Thy God?" |
- “I Kenning Through Astmnom!
“Prepnmtory Meditations™
“Medltation \/

- “The Glory o!the Grace in tbe Clmnch Let Out™

AARBUSIN “The Preface to God’s D’eterminationif Touchlng His Elect”

Infinity, _when all things it beheld, }
In Nothing, and of Nothing all did bmld
Upon what Base was fixed the Lathe wherein
He tumed this Globe and riggaled it 50 trim?
Who blew the Bellows of His Furnace Vast?
Or held the Mould wherein the world was Cast?
Who laid its Comer-Stone? Or whose. Command?
Where standthe Pillars upon which it stands?
Who Lac'de and Filletted the em,so_ﬁnc, :
With Rivers like green Ribbons Smaragdine?
Who made the Sea’s its Selvedge, and it locks

k Like a Quilt ball within a Silver Box?
Who Spread its Canopy? Or Curtaiy Spun? .
Who in tlus Bowhng Allgy howled the Sun? ' y;
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Who made it always when it rises, set: '
To go at once both down, and up to get? |
Who the Curtain mdsmade for this Tapestry?
Who hung the Twinckling Lanthorns in the Sky?
Who? who did this? or who is he? Why, know
It’s Onely Might Almighty this did doe.

His hand hath made this noble work which Sands
His Glorious Handiwork not made by hands.
Who spake all tltlings from nothing; and with ease
Can speake all things to nothing, if He please.
Whose Little finger at His pleasure Can

Out mete ten thousand worlds with halfe a Sphn:

- Whose Might Almighty can by half a looks

Root up the rocks and rock the hills by th’ roots.
Can take this mighty World up in His hande.
And shake it like a Squitchen or a Wand.

Whose single Frown will make the Heavens shake.

Like as an aspen leafe the Winde makes quake.
Oh! what a might is this Whose single frown
Doth shake the world as it would shake it down?
Which All from Nothing set, from nothing, All;
Hath All on Nothing set, lets Nothing fall.
Gave all to nothing Man indeed, whereby
Through nothing man all might Him Glorify.
In Nothing then imbosst the brightest Gem
More pretious than all pretiousness in them.
But Nothing man did throw down all by Sin:
And darkened that lightsom Gem in him.
That now His Brightest Diamond is grown
‘Darker by far than any Coalpit Stone.
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‘ 210 “Upon a Spider Catching a Fly”
Thou sorrow, venom Elfe,

Is this thy play, .
To spin a web out of thyselfe
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To Catch a Fly?
‘For Why? =

I saw a pettish wasp *
F\‘all‘,foule thetem ’ _
Whom yet thy Whoﬂe pins did not clasp
'Lest he should fling |
 His sting. |

But as affraid, remote
. Didst stand hereat

* And with thy little fifigers stroke

Andgently:ap“
His back. '

" Thus gently him dxdstmate

Lest he should pet,

And in a froppish, waspish heate
Should greatly fret
Thy net. |

Whereas the silly Fly,
. Cah§ht 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
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Lest in the brawle
Thou fall.

This F;ey seems thus to us. -
Hells Spider gets * v
~ His intrails spun to whip Cords thus
~ And wove to nets
And’sets.

To tangle Adams race
In’s stratigems :
To their Destructions, quii’d, made base
By venom things ‘
Damn’d Sins.

But mighty, Gracious Lord
Communicate
'i'hy Grace to breake the Cord, afford
Us Glorys Gate ‘
And State.

We'l Nightingale sing like
o When pearcht on high - E
In Glories Cage, they glory, bright,
And thankfully,
" Forjoy.

158

EN 370



aBunsdrdwy

dAdl  eamne
thou iy you
venom laulﬂ‘?ﬁﬁﬁv~ :
“Elfe daflan
spin tnly
Fly L (TR
wasp ' : e
sting | minly |
brawle anNNEIN '
Frey masing |
Adams race grvenitdudemenndviuedy
gracious uviaam -

MedAg

Banedn mieed viriudlansumilainiszrunanifdiuusouinledndumee
Taewsisesdunadivansuansneosanfiosnciia Ao fsefuusssin Sansituene
Welimseindlaaeiituen Wedugnmsaliiudemlamanzanfiaian Wesmlne
FufisezdtwiTAneRtn 1 uszine 9 Wimfuuson unasiuuaziasewiiu usileferinn
Wendoeefinilrsamililidomilelsdedafdfummudelumam

Tnasunilidnuaadisimuiad n:lddafiluiecasaeutiugniials
fugen luitilndndmaussuinladeszdnmie miladausn Ao dade urusea
Lideundr viadhesdufidossziasriududlilidadeiir innedadeilindnlufle:
Dasfudsdinvhbiumpldfunaduielssnghms milladewn Ao uiaeiu
Wousaspnihuiinie A uuaetu Fhisethasduhlufatuiui msfluaaling
unasfuwnzuasiulidfvmezls  WatmauinTldunsngmanligeruidie:
dosingniotheslsudlimezded wiohasliWinilahSamuasmilausuy
ifSntdmaenuneidh dedudmedasiariunnddelfive  innzaniy
Foweleftezduunashunnnh | |

EN 370 : | , : " 157



dogewRnsanlaasumilldindesiuldion nidasmassusalifivi
Touwyaiimiaududedhy Fusnaheddnuilidensansaliuyuihiny &
tj’lammmvi'whua'u'i":mu‘lﬁﬁtd‘%uutaﬂauo‘f‘wia‘ dwunasiufudsuaiion
fuaufldauua m@'lmnmsma'wuvaw'mu‘lmduuﬁv’ld’lﬂa’mﬁ uazilanugy

aaoalu

I “Huswifery”

158

Make me, O Lord, thy Spin (n) ing Wheels compleate.
Thy Holy Worde my bistaﬂ‘make for mee.

Make mme Affections thy Swnft Flyers neate

‘And make my Soule thy holy Spoole to bee.

My Conversatxon make to be thy Reele

And reele the yam theréon spun of thy Wheele.

Make me thy Loome then, knit therein this Twine:

~ And make thy Holy Spmt, Lord winde qunlls

Then weave the Web thyselfe The yarn is fine.
Thine Ordinances make my Fullmg Mnlls

- Then dy the same in Heavenly Colours Choice,

All pinkt with vamisht Flowers of Paradise.

Then cloath therewith mine Understandmg, Wwill,
Affections, Judgment, Consclcnce, Memory .-
My Words, and Acuons, 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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0 “The Soul’s Admiration”
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What, I such prmsessmg! How can it be?

Shall I in heaven sing?
What, I, that scarce durst hope to see,
Lord, such a thing? 4
Though nothing is too hard for Thee,
One hope hereof seems hard to me.
What, can I ever tune those melodies,
Who have no tune at all,
Not knowing where to stop nor rise,
Nor when to fall? |
To sing Thy Praise I am unfit;

-Fhave not learned my gamut yet. -

But should these praises on stringed-instruments
* Be sweetly tuned? I find |
I -nonplussed am, for no consents'
I ever mind.
My tongue is neither quill nor bow,

Nor can my fingers quavers show.

But was it otherwise, I have no kit;
Which though I had, I could

Not tune the strings, which soon would slip
Though others should.

Bﬁt should they not, I cannot play,

But for an F should strike an A. v

And should Thy praise upon wind instruments
Sound all O’er heaven shrill?
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My breath will hardly through such vents .
A whistle fill.
Which though it should, it’s past my spell
- By stops and falls to sound it well.

How should I then join in such exercise?
 One sight of Thee’ll entice

Mine eyes to heft, whose ecstaszes

, Will stop my voice."

Hereby mine eyes will bind my tongue

Unless Thou, Lord, do cut the thong.

What use of useless me then there, poor snake?
There saints and angels sing

Thy praise in full career, which make
'The heavens to ring.

Yet if Thou wilt, Thou canst me raise

With angelé bright to sing Thy praise.

370 Meditation. Joh.6.51 I am the Living Bread. -

i

I kening through Astronomy Divine
~ The ‘Worlds bright Battlement, wherem I spy
A Golden Path’ my Penglllvcannbt line,
From that bright Throne unto my Threshold ly.
And while my puzzled thoughts about it pore
1 finde the Bread ofLife in’tatmydoore
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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 in to Celestiall Famine sore

And never could attain é morsell more.

Alas! alas! Poore Bird, what wilt thou doe?
The Creatures field no food for Soulse’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 Angglls Hands.

Did God mould yp 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
" Souls are but petty things it to admire.
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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.

99N The Experience

Oh! that I always breafh’d in such an aife,
Asl suckt in, feeding on sweet Content!
Disht up unto my Soul ev’n in that pray’re
~Pour’de out to God over last Sacrament.
What Beam of Light wrapt up my sight to finde
Me neerer God than ere Came in my minde?

, Most strange it was! But yet more strange that shine
thchﬁlldmySoulthentothebnmtospy
My Nature with thy Nature all Divine ,
Together joyn'd in Him thats Thou, and L.
Flesh of my Flesh, Bone of my Bone. There’s run
They Godhead, and my Manhood in thy son.

- Oh! thatthat_Flamewhichmondidstming Cast
Might me enflame, and nghten ery where.

\."I‘henl-leavmtomewouldbeleuatlast
; Somuchofheumlshouldhavewhdehere
 Oh! Sweet though Short! Ilenot forget the same.
Mynemwss,l.nrdtoﬂwedndmeEnﬂmne
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I’le Claim my Right: Give place, ye Angells Bright.
Ye further from the Godhead stande than I.
My Nature is your Lord; and doth Unite
Better thanYoursunto the Deity.
Gods Throne is first and mine is next: to you
Onely the place of Waiting men is due.

Oh! that my Heart, thy Golden Harp might bee
Well tun’d by Glorious Grace, that e’ry string
Screw’d to the highest pitch, might unto thee
All Praises wrapt in sweetest Musick bring.
I Praise thee, Lord, and better Praise thee would
If what I had, my heart might ever hold.
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