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John Milton(9 December 1608 — 8 November 1674)

John Milton was an English poet, polemicist, a scholarly man of letters, and a civil
servant for the Commonwealth (republic) of England under Oliver Cromwell. He
wrote at a time of religious flux and political upheaval, and is best known for his
epic poem Paradise Lost.

Milton's poetry and prose reflect deep personal convictions, a passion for
freedom and self determination, and the urgent issues and political turbulence of
his day. Writing in English, Latin, and Italian, he achieved international renown
within his lifetime, and his celebrated Areopagitica, (written in condemnation of
pre-publication censorship) is among history's most influential and impassioned
defenses of free speech and freedom of the press.

William Hayley's 1796 biography called him the "greatest English author", and he
remains generally regarded "as one of the preeminent writers in the English
language"; though critical reception has oscillated in the centuries since his death
(often on account of his republicanism). Samuel Johnson praised Paradise Lost as
"a poem which...with respect to design may claim the first place, and with
respect to performance, the second, among the productions of the human mind".
Though Johnson (a Tory and recipient of royal patronage) described his politics
as those of an "acrimonious and surly republican”.

Because of his republicanism, Milton has been the subject of centuries of British
partisanship (a "nonconformist" biography by John Toland, a hostile account by
Anthony a Wood etc.).

<b>Biography</b>

The phases of Milton's life parallel the major historical and political divisions in
Stuart Britain. Under the increasingly personal rule of Charles I and its
breakdown in constitutional confusion and war, Milton studied, travelled, wrote
poetry mostly for private circulation, and launched a career as pamphleteer and
publicist. Under the Commonwealth of England, from being thought dangerously
radical and even heretical, the shift in accepted attitudes in government placed
him in public office, and he even acted as an official spokesman in certain of his
publications. The Restoration of 1660 deprived Milton, how completely blind, of
his public platform, but this period saw him complete most of his major works of
poetry.

Milton's views developed from his very extensive reading, as well as travel and
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experience, from his student days of the 1620s to the English Revolution. By the
time of his death in 1674, Milton was impoverished and on the margins of English
intellectual life, yet unrepentant for his political choices, and of Europe-wide
fame.

<b>Early Life</b>

John Milton was born on Bread Street, London, on 9 December 1608, as the son
of the composer John Milton and his wife Sarah Jeffrey. The senior John Milton
(1562-1647) moved to London around 1583 after being disinherited by his
devout Catholic father, Richard Milton, for embracing Protestantism. In London,
the senior John Milton married Sarah Jeffrey (1572-1637), the poet's mother,
and found lasting financial success as a scrivener. He lived in, and worked from,
a house on Bread Street, where the Mermaid Tavern was located in Cheapside.
The elder Milton was noted for his skill as a musical composer, and this talent left
Milton with a lifetime appreciation for music and friendship with musicians such
as Henry Lawes.

Milton's father's prosperity provided his eldest son with a private tutor, Thomas
Young, and then a place at St Paul's School in London. There he began the study
of Latin and Greek, and the classical languages left an imprint on his poetry in
English (he wrote also in Italian and Latin). His first datable compositions are two
psalms done at age 15 at Long Bennington. One contemporary source is the Brief
Lives of John Aubrey, an uneven compilation including first-hand reports. In the
work, Aubrey quotes Christopher, Milton's younger brother: "When he was
young, he studied very hard and sat up very late, commonly till twelve or one
o'clock at night".

Milton matriculated at Christ's College, Cambridge, in 1625 and graduated with a
B.A. in 1629, ranking fourth of 24 honours graduates that year in the University
of Cambridge. Preparing to become an Anglican priest, he stayed on to obtain his
Master of Arts degree on 3 July 1632.

Milton was probably rusticated for quarrelling in his first year with his tutor,
William Chappell. He was certainly at home in the Lent Term 1626; there he
wrote his Elegia Prima, a first Latin elegy, to Charles Diodati, a friend from St
Paul's. Based on remarks of John Aubrey, Chappell "whipt" Milton. This story is
now disputed. Certainly Milton disliked Chappell. Christopher Hill cautiously notes
that Milton was "apparently" rusticated, and that the differences between
Chappell and Milton may have been either religious or personal, as far as we can
know. Another factor, possibly, was the plague, by which Cambridge was badly
affected in 1625. Later in 1626 Milton's tutor was Nathaniel Tovey.
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At Cambridge Milton was on good terms with Edward King, for whom he later
wrote Lycidas. He also befriended Anglo-American dissident and theologian,
Roger Williams. Milton tutored Williams in Hebrew in exchange for lessons in
Dutch. Otherwise at Cambridge he developed a reputation for poetic skill and
general erudition, but experienced alienation from his peers and university life as
a whole. Watching his fellow students attempting comedy upon the college stage,
he later observed 'they thought themselves gallant men, and I thought them
fools'. Milton, due to his hair, which he wore long, and his general delicacy of
manner, was known as the "Lady of Christ's".

Milton was disdainful of the university curriculum, which consisted of stilted
formal debates on abstruse topics, conducted in Latin. His own corpus is not
devoid of humour, notably his sixth prolusion and his epitaphs on the death of
Thomas Hobson. While at Cambridge he wrote a number of his well-known
shorter English poems, among them On the Morning of Christ's Nativity, his
Epitaph on the admirable Dramatick Poet, W. Shakespeare, his first poem to
appear in print, L'Allegro and Il Penseroso.

<b>Study, Poetry, and Travel</b>

Upon receiving his M.A. in 1632, Milton retired to Hammersmith, his father's new
home since the previous year. He also lived at Horton, Berkshire, from 1635 and
undertook six years of self-directed private study. Christopher Hill points out that
this was not retreat into a rural or pastoral idyll at all: Hammersmith was then a
"suburban village" falling into the orbit of London, and even Horton was
becoming deforested, and suffered from the plague. He read both ancient and
modern works of theology, philosophy, history, politics, literature and science, in
preparation for a prospective poetical career. Milton's intellectual development
can be charted via entries in his commonplace book (like a scrapbook), now in
the British Library. As a result of such intensive study, Milton is considered to be
among the most learned of all English poets; in addition to his years of private
study, Milton had command of Latin, Greek, Hebrew, French, Spanish, and Italian
from his school and undergraduate days; he also added Old English to his
linguistic repertoire in the 1650s while researching his History of Britain, and
probably acquired proficiency in Dutch soon after.

Milton continued to write poetry during this period of study: his Arcades and
Comus were both commissioned for masques composed for noble patrons,
connections of the Egerton family, and performed in 1632 and 1634 respectively.
Comus argues for the virtuousness of temperance and chastity.
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He contributed his pastoral elegy Lycidas to a memorial collection for one of his
Cambridge classmates. Drafts of these poems are preserved in Milton’s poetry
notebook, known as the Trinity Manuscript because it is now kept at Trinity
College, Cambridge.

In May 1638, Milton embarked upon a tour of France and Italy that lasted up to
July or August 1639. His travels supplemented his study with new and direct
experience of artistic and religious traditions, especially Roman Catholicism. He
met famous theorists and intellectuals of the time, and was able to display his
poetic skills. For specific details of what happened within Milton's "grand tour",
there appears to be just one primary source: Milton's own Defensio Secunda.
Although there are other records, including some letters and some references in
his other prose tracts, the bulk of the information about the tour comes from a
work that, according to Barbara Lewalski, "was not intended as autobiography
but as rhetoric, designed to emphasise his sterling reputation with the learned of
Europe."

In [Florence], which I have always admired above all others because of the
elegance, not just of its tongue, but also of its wit, I lingered for about two
months. There I at once became the friend of many gentlemen eminent in rank
and learning, whose private academies I frequented — a Florentine institution
which deserves great praise not only for promoting humane studies but also for
encouraging friendly intercourse.

- Milton's account of Florence in Defensio Secunda

He first went to Calais, and then on to Paris, riding horseback, with a letter from
diplomat Henry Wotton to ambassador John Scudamore. Through Scudamore,
Milton met Hugo Grotius, a Dutch law philosopher, playwright and poet. Milton
left France soon after this meeting. He travelled south, from Nice to Genoa, and
then to Livorno and Pisa. He reached Florence in July 1638. While there, Milton
enjoyed many of the sites and structures of the city. His candour of manner and
erudite neo-Latin poetry earned him friends in Florentine intellectual circles, and
he met the astronomer Galileo, who was under virtual house arrest at Arcetri, as
well as others. Milton probably visited the Florentine Academy and the Academia
della Crusca along with smaller academies in the area including the Apatisti and
the Svogliati.

He left Florence in September to continue to Rome. With the connections from
Florence, Milton was able to have easy access to Rome's intellectual society. His
poetic abilities impressed those like Giovanni Salzilli, who praised Milton within
an epigram. In late October, Milton, despite his dislike for the Society of Jesus,
attended a dinner given by the English College, Rome, meeting English Catholics
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who were also guests, theologian Henry Holden and the poet Patrick Cary. He
also attended musical events, including oratorios, operas and melodramas. Milton
left for Naples toward the end of November, where he stayed only for a month
because of the Spanish control. During that time he was introduced to Giovanni
Battista Manso, patron to both Torquato Tasso and to Giovanni Battista Marino.

Originally Milton wanted to leave Naples in order to travel to Sicily, and then on
to Greece, but he returned to England during the summer of 1639 because of
what he claimed, in Defensio Secunda, were "sad tidings of civil war in England."
Matters became more complicated when Milton received word that Diodati, his
childhood friend, had died. Milton in fact stayed another seven months on the
continent, and spent time at Geneva with Diodati's uncle after he returned to
Rome. In Defensio Secunda, Milton proclaimed he was warned against a return to
Rome because of his frankness about religion, but he stayed in the city for two
months and was able to experience Carnival and meet Lukas Holste, a Vatican
librarian, who guided Milton through its collection. He was introduced to Cardinal
Francesco Barberini who invited Milton to an opera hosted by the Cardinal.
Around March Milton travelled once again to Florence, staying there for two
months, attending further meetings of the academies, and spent time with
friends. After leaving Florence he travelled through Lucca, Bologna, and Ferrara
before coming to Venice. In Venice Milton was exposed to a model of
Republicanism, later important in his political writings, but he soon found another
model when he travelled to Geneva. From Switzerland, Milton travelled to Paris
and then to Calais before finally arriving back in England in either July or August
1639.

<b>Civil War, Prose Tracts, and Marriage</b>

On returning to England, where the Bishops' Wars presaged further armed
conflict, Milton began to write prose tracts against episcopacy, in the service of
the Puritan and Parliamentary cause. Milton's first foray into polemics was Of
Reformation touching Church Discipline in England (1641), followed by Of
Prelatical Episcopacy, the two defences of Smectymnuus (a group of presbyterian
divines named from their initials: the "TY" belonged to Milton's old tutor Thomas
Young), and The Reason of Church-Government Urged against Prelaty. With
frequent passages of real eloquence lighting up the rough controversial style of
the period, and deploying a wide knowledge of church history, he vigorously
attacked the High-church party of the Church of England and their leader,
William Laud, Archbishop of Canterbury.

Though supported by his father’s investments, at this time Milton became a
private schoolmaster, educating his nephews and other children of the well-to-
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do. This experience, and discussions with educational reformer Samuel Hartlib,
led him to write in 1644 his short tract, Of Education, urging a reform of the
national universities.

In June 1643 Milton paid a visit to the manor house at Forest Hill, Oxfordshire,
and returned with a 16-year-old bride, Mary Powell. A month later, finding life
difficult with the severe 35-year-old schoolmaster and pamphleteer, Mary
returned to her family. Because of the outbreak of the Civil War, she did not
return until 1645; in the meantime her desertion prompted Milton, over the next
three years, to publish a series of pamphlets arguing for the legality and morality
of divorce. (Anna Beer, one of Milton's most recent biographers, points to a lack
of evidence and the dangers of cynicism in urging that it was not necessarily the
case that the private life so animated the public polemicising.) In 1643 Milton
had a brush with the authorities over these writings, in parallel with Hezekiah
Woodward, who had more trouble. It was the hostile response accorded the
divorce tracts that spurred Milton to write Areopagitica, his celebrated attack on
pre-printing censorship.

<b>Secretary for Foreign Tongues</b>

With the parliamentary victory in the Civil War, Milton used his pen in defense of
the republican principles represented by the Commonwealth. The Tenure of Kings
and Magistrates (1649) defended popular government and implicitly sanctioned
the regicide; Milton’s political reputation got him appointed Secretary for Foreign
Tongues by the Council of State in March 1649. Though Milton's main job
description was to compose the English Republic's foreign correspondence in
Latin, he also was called upon to produce propaganda for the regime and to
serve as a censor. In October 1649 he published Eikonoklastes, an explicit
defense of the regicide, in response to the Eikon Basilike, a phenomenal best-
seller popularly attributed to Charles I that portrayed the King as an innocent
Christian martyr. A month after Milton had tried to break this powerful image of
Charles I (the literal translation of Eikonoklastes is 'the image breaker'), the
exiled Charles II and his party published a defense of monarchy, Defensio Regia
Pro Carolo Primo, written by the leading humanist Claudius Salmasius. By
January of the following year, Milton was ordered to write a defense of the
English people by the Council of State. Given the European audience and the
English Republic's desire to establish diplomatic and cultural legitimacy, Milton
worked more slowly than usual, as he drew on the learning marshalled by his
years of study to compose a riposte. On 24 February 1652 Milton published his
Latin defense of the English People, Defensio Pro Populo Anglicano, also known
as the First Defense. Milton's pure Latin prose and evident learning, exemplified
in the First Defense, quickly made him a European reputation, and the work ran
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to numerous editions.

In 1654, in response to an anonymous Royalist tract "Regii sanguinis clamor”, a
work that made many personal attacks on Milton, he completed a second defense
of the English nation, Defensio secunda, which praised Oliver Cromwell, now Lord
Protector, while exhorting him to remain true to the principles of the Revolution.
Alexander Morus, to whom Milton wrongly attributed the Clamor (in fact by Peter
du Moulin), published an attack on Milton, in response to which Milton published
the autobiographical Defensio pro se in 1655. In addition to these literary
defenses of the Commonwealth and his character, Milton continued to translate
official correspondence into Latin. By 1654 Milton had become totally blind,
probably due to the onset of glaucoma. This forced him to dictate his verse and
prose to amanuenses (helpers), one of whom was the poet Andrew Marvell. One
of his best-known sonnets, On His Blindness, is presumed to date from this
period.

<b>Family</b>

Milton and Mary Powell (1625-1652) had four children:
Anne (born 7 July 1646)

Mary (born 25 October 1648)

John (16 March 1651 - June 1652)

Deborah (2 May 1652 - ?)

His first wife, Mary Powell, died on 5 May 1652 from complications following
Deborah's birth. Milton's daughters survived to adulthood, but he had always a
strained relationship with them.

On 12 November 1656, Milton was married again, to Katherine Woodcock. She
died on 3 February 1658, less than four months after giving birth to a daughter,
Katherine, who also died.

Milton married for a third time on 24 February 1662, to Elizabeth Mynshull
(1638-1728), the niece of Thomas Mynshull, a wealthy apothecary and
philanthropist in Manchester. Despite a 31-year age gap, the marriage seemed
happy, according to John Aubrey, and was to last more than 11 years until
Milton's death. (A plaque on the wall of Mynshull's House in Manchester describes
Elizabeth as Milton's "3rd and Best wife".)

Two nephews, John Phillips and Edward Phillips, were well known as writers.

They were sons of Milton's sister Anne. John acted as a secretary, and Edward
was Milton's first biographer.
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<b>The Restoration</b>

Though Cromwell’s death in 1658 caused the English Republic to collapse into
feuding military and political factions, Milton stubbornly clung to the beliefs that
had originally inspired him to write for the Commonwealth. In 1659 he published
A Treatise of Civil Power, attacking the concept of a state-dominated church (the
position known as Erastianism), as well as Considerations touching the likeliest
means to remove hirelings, denouncing corrupt practises in church governance.
As the Republic disintegrated, Milton wrote several proposals to retain a non-
monarchical government against the wishes of parliament, soldiers and the
people:

A Letter to a Friend, Concerning the Ruptures of the Commonwealth, written in
October 1659, was a response to General Lambert's recent dissolution of the
Rump Parliament

Proposals of certain expedients for the preventing of a civil war now feared,
written in November 1659

The Ready and Easy Way to Establishing a Free Commonwealth, in two editions,
responded to General Monck's march towards London to restore the Long
Parliament (which led to the restoration of the monarchy). The work is an
impassioned, bitter, and futile jeremiad damning the English people for
backsliding from the cause of liberty and advocating the establishment of an
authoritarian rule by an oligarchy set up by unelected parliament.

Upon the Restoration in May 1660, Milton went into hiding for his life, while a
warrant was issued for his arrest and his writings burnt. He re-emerged after a
general pardon was issued, but was nevertheless arrested and briefly imprisoned
before influential friends, such as Marvell, now an MP, intervened. On 24
February 1663 Milton remarried, for a third and final time, a Wistaston, Cheshire-
born woman Elizabeth (Betty) Minshull, then aged 24, and spent the remaining
decade of his life living quietly in London, only retiring to a cottage - Milton's
Cottage - in Chalfont St. Giles, his only extant home, during the Great Plague of
London.

During this period Milton published several minor prose works, such as a
grammar textbook, Art of Logic, and a History of Britain. His only explicitly
political tracts were the 1672 Of True Religion, arguing for toleration (except for
Catholics), and a translation of a Polish tract advocating an elective monarchy.
Both these works were referred to in the Exclusion debate - the attempt to
exclude the heir presumptive, James, Duke of York, from the throne of England
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because he was Roman Catholic - that would preoccupy politics in the 1670s and
'80s and precipitate the formation of the Whig party and the Glorious Revolution.

Milton died of kidney failure on 8 November 1674 and was buried in the church of
St Giles Cripplegate; according to an early biographer, his funeral was attended
by “his learned and great Friends in London, not without a friendly concourse of
the Vulgar.”

<b>Published Poetry</b>

Milton's poetry was slow to see the light of day, at least under his name. His first
published poem was On Shakespear (1630), anonymously included in the Second
Folio edition of Shakespeare. In the midst of the excitement attending the
possibility of establishing a new English government, Milton collected his work in
1645 Poems. The anonymous edition of Comus was published in 1637, and the
publication of Lycidas in 1638 in Justa Edouardo King Naufrago was signed J. M.
Otherwise the 1645 collection was the only poetry of his to see print, until
Paradise Lost appeared in 1667.

<b>Paradise Lost</b>

Milton’s magnhum opus, the blank-verse epic poem Paradise Lost, was composed
by the blind and impoverished Milton from 1658 to 1664 (first edition) with small
but significant revisions published in 1674 (second edition). As a blind poet,
Milton dictated his verse to a series of aides in his employ. It reflects his personal
despair at the failure of the Revolution, yet affirms an ultimate optimism in
human potential. Milton encoded many references to his unyielding support for
the "Good Old Cause".

On 27 April 1667, Milton sold the publication rights to Paradise Lost to publisher
Samuel Simmons for £5, equivalent to approximately £7,400 income in 2008,
with a further £5 to be paid if and when each print run of between 1,300 and
1,500 copies sold out. The first run, a quarto edition priced at three shillings per
copy, was published in August 1667 and sold out in eighteen months.

Milton followed up Paradise Lost with its sequel, Paradise Regained, published
alongside the tragedy Samson Agonistes, in 1671. Both these works also
resonate with Milton’s post-Restoration political situation. Just before his death in
1674, Milton supervised a second edition of Paradise Lost, accompanied by an
explanation of "why the poem rhymes not" and prefatory verses by Marvell.
Milton republished his 1645 Poems in 1673, as well a collection of his letters and
the Latin prolusions from his Cambridge days. A 1668 edition of Paradise Lost,
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reported to have been Milton's personal copy, is how housed in the archives of
the University of Western Ontario.

<b>Views</b>

An unfinished religious manifesto, De doctrina christiana, probably written by
Milton, lays out many of his heterodox theological views, and was not discovered
and published until 1823. Milton's key beliefs were idiosyncratic, not those of an
identifiable group or faction, and often they go well beyond the orthodoxy of the
time. Their tone, however, stemmed from the Puritan emphasis on the centrality
and inviolability of conscience. He was his own man, but it is Areopagitica, where
he was anticipated by Henry Robinson and others, that has lasted best of his
prose works.

<b>Philosophy</b>

By the late 1650s, Milton was a proponent of monism or animist materialism, the
notion that a single material substance which is "animate, self-active, and free"
composes everything in the universe: from stones and trees and bodies to
minds, souls, angels, and God. Milton devised this position to avoid the mind-
body dualism of Plato and Descartes as well as the mechanistic determinism of
Hobbes. Milton's monism is most notably reflected in Paradise Lost when he has
angels eat and engage in sexual intercourse and the De Doctrina, where he
denies the dual natures of man and argues for a theory of Creation ex Deo.

<b>Political thought</b>

In his political writing, Milton addressed particular themes at different periods.
The years 1641-42 were dedicated to church politics and the struggle against
episcopacy. After his divorce writings, Areopagitica, and a gap, he wrote in
1649-54 in the aftermath of the execution of Charles I, and in polemic
justification of the regicide and the existing Parliamentarian regime. Then in
1659-60 he foresaw the Restoration, and wrote to head it off.

Milton's own beliefs were in some cases both unpopular and dangerous, and this
was true particularly to his commitment to republicanism. In coming centuries,
Milton would be claimed as an early apostle of liberalism. According to James
Tully:

... with Locke as with Milton, republican and contraction conceptions of political
freedom join hands in common opposition to the disengaged and passive
subjection offered by absolutists such as Hobbes and Robert Filmer.
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A friend and ally in the pamphlet wars was Marchamont Nedham. Austin
Woolrych considers that although they were quite close, there is "little real
affinity, beyond a broad republicanism", between their approaches. Blair Worden
remarks that both Milton and Nedham, with others such as Andrew Marvell and
James Harrington, would have taken the problem with the Rump Parliament to
be not the republic, but the fact that it was not a proper republic. Woolrych
speaks of "the gulf between Milton's vision of the Commonwealth's future and the
reality”. In the early version of his History of Britain, begun in 1649, Milton was
already writing off the members of the Long Parliament as incorrigible.

He praised Oliver Cromwell as the Protectorate was set up; though subsequently
he had major reservations. When Cromwell seemed to be backsliding as a
revolutionary, after a couple of years in power, Milton moved closer to the
position of Sir Henry Vane, to whom he wrote a sonnet in 1652. The group of
disaffected republicans included, besides Vane, John Bradshaw, John Hutchinson,
Edmund Ludlow, Henry Marten, Robert Overton, Edward Sexby and John
Streater; but not Marvell, who remained with Cromwell's party. Milton had
already commended Overton, along with Edmund Whalley and Bulstrode
Whitelocke, in Defensio Secunda. Nigel Smith writes that

... John Streater, and the form of republicanism he stood for, was a fulfilment of
Milton's most optimistic ideas of free speech and of public heroism

As Richard Cromwell fell from power, he envisaged a step towards a freer
republic or “free commonwealth”, writing in the hope of this outcome in early
1660. Milton had argued for an awkward position, in the Ready and Easy Way,
because he wanted to invoke the Good Old Cause and gain the support of the
republicans, but without offering a democratic solution of any kind. His proposal,
backed by reference (amongst other reasons) to the oligarchical Dutch and
Venetian constitutions, was for a council with perpetual membership. This
attitude cut right across the grain of popular opinion of the time, which swung
decisively behind the restoration of the Stuart monarchy that took place later in
the year. Milton, an associate of and advocate on behalf of the regicides, was
silenced on political matters as Charles II returned.

<b>Theology</b>

Like many Renaissance artists before him, Milton attempted to integrate
Christian theology with classical modes. In his early poems, the poet narrator
expresses a tension between vice and virtue, the latter invariably related to
Protestantism. In Comus Milton may make ironic use of the Caroline court
masque by elevating notions of purity and virtue over the conventions of court
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revelry and superstition. In his later poems, Milton's theological concerns become
more explicit. In 1648 he wrote a hymn How lovely are thy dwelling fair, a
paraphrase of Psalm 84, that explains his view on God.

Milton embraced many heterodox Christian theological views. He rejected the
Trinity, in the belief that the Son was subordinate to the Father, a position known
as Arianism; and his sympathy or curiosity was probably engaged by
Socinianism: in August 1650 he licensed for publication by William Dugard the
Racovian Catechism, based on a non-trinitarian creed. A source has interpreted
him as broadly Protestant, if not always easy to locate in a more precise religious
category.

In his 1641 treatise, Of Reformation, Milton expressed his dislike for Catholicism
and episcopacy, presenting Rome as a modern Babylon, and bishops as Egyptian
taskmasters. These analogies conform to Milton's puritanical preference for Old
Testament imagery. He knew at least four commentaries on Genesis: those of
John Calvin, Paulus Fagius, David Pareus and Andreus Rivetus.

Through the Interregnum, Milton often presents England, rescued from the
trappings of a worldly monarchy, as an elect nation akin to the Old Testament
Israel, and shows its leader, Oliver Cromwell, as a latter-day Moses. These views
were bound up in Protestant views of the Millennium, which some sects, such as
the Fifth Monarchists predicted would arrive in England. Milton, however, would
later criticise the "worldly" millenarian views of these and others, and expressed
orthodox ideas on the prophecy of the Four Empires.

The Restoration of the Stuart monarchy in 1660 began a new phase in Milton's
work. In Paradise Lost, Paradise Regained and Samson Agonistes Milton mourns
the end of the godly Commonwealth. The Garden of Eden may allegorically
reflect Milton's view of England's recent Fall from Grace, while Samson's
blindness and captivity — mirroring Milton's own lost sight - may be a metaphor
for England's blind acceptance of Charles II as king. Illustrated by Paradise Lost
is mortalism, the belief that the soul lies dormant after the body dies.

Despite the Restoration of the monarchy Milton did not lose his personal faith;
Samson shows how the loss of national salvation did not necessarily preclude the
salvation of the individual, while Paradise Regained expresses Milton's continuing
belief in the promise of Christian salvation through Jesus Christ.

Though he may have maintained his personal faith in spite of the defeats
suffered by his cause, the Dictionary of National Biography recounts how he had
been alienated from the Church of England by Archbishop William Laud, and then
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moved similarly from the Dissenters by their denunciation of religious tolerance
in England.

Milton had come to stand apart from all sects, though apparently finding the
Quakers most congenial. He never went to any religious services in his later
years. When a servant brought back accounts of sermons from nonconformist
meetings, Milton became so sarcastic that the man at last gave up his place.

<b>Religious Toleration</b>

Milton called in the Aeropagitica for "the liberty to know, to utter, and to argue
freely according to conscience, above all liberties" (applied, however, only to the
conflicting Protestant sects, and not to atheists, Jews, Muslims or Catholics).
"Milton argued for disestablishment as the only effective way of achieving broad
toleration. Rather than force a man's conscience, government should recognise
the persuasive force of the gospel.”

<b>Divorce</b>

His thinking on divorce caused him considerable trouble with the authorities. An
orthodox Presbyterian view of the time was that Milton's views on divorce
constituted a one-man heresy:

The fervently Presbyterian Edwards had included Milton’s divorce tracts in his list
in Gangraena of heretical publications that threatened the religious and moral
fabric of the nation; Milton responded by mocking him as “shallow Edwards” in
the satirical sonnet "On the New Forcers of Conscience under the Long
Parliament,” usually dated to the latter half of 1646.

Even here, though, his originality is qualified: Thomas Gataker had already
identified "mutual solace" as a principal goal in marriage. Milton abandoned his
campaign to legitimise divorce after 1645, but he expressed support for
polygamy in the De doctrina christiana, the theological treatise that provides the
clearest evidence for his views.

<b>History</b>

History was particularly important for the political class of the period, and
Lewalski considers that Milton "more than most illustrates" a remark of Thomas
Hobbes on the weight placed at the time on the classical Latin historical writers
Tacitus, Livy, Sallust and Cicero, and their republican attitudes. Milton himself
wrote that "Worthy deeds are not often destitute of worthy relaters", in Book II
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of his History of Britain. A sense of history mattered greatly to him:

The course of human history, the immediate impact of the civil disorders, and his
own traumatic personal life, are all regarded by Milton as typical of the
predicament he describes as "the misery that has bin since Adam".

<b>Legacy and Influence</b>

Once Paradise Lost was published, Milton's stature as epic poet was immediately
recognised. He cast a formidable shadow over English poetry in the 18th and
19th centuries; he was often judged equal or superior to all other English poets,
including Shakespeare. Very early on, though, he was championed by Whigs, and
decried by Tories: with the regicide Edmund Ludlow he was claimed as an early
Whig, while the High Tory Anglican minister Luke Milbourne lumped Milton in with
other "Agents of Darkness" such as John Knox, George Buchanan, Richard
Baxter, Algernon Sidney and John Locke.

<b>Early Reception of The Poetry</b>

John Dryden, an early enthusiast, in 1677 began the trend of describing Milton as
the poet of the sublime. Dryden's The State of Innocence and the Fall of Man: an
Opera (1677) is evidence of an immediate cultural influence. In 1695, Patrick
Hume became the first editor of Paradise Lost, providing an extensive apparatus
of annotation and commentary, particularly chasing down allusions.

In 1732 the classical scholar Richard Bentley offered a corrected version of
Paradise Lost. Bentley was considered presumptuous, and was attacked in the
following year by Zachary Pearce. Christopher Ricks judges that, as critic,
Bentley was both acute and wrong-headed, and "incorrigibly eccentric"; William
Empson also finds Pearce to be more sympathetic to Bentley's underlying line of
thought than is warranted.

There was an early, partial translation of Paradise Lost into German by Theodore
Haak, and based on that a standard verse translation by Ernest Gottlieb von
Berge. A subsequent prose translation by Johann Jakob Bodmer was very
popular; it influenced Friedrich Gottlieb Klopstock. The German-language Milton
tradition returned to England in the person of the artist Henry Fuseli.

Many enlightenment thinkers of the 18th century revered and commented on
Milton's poetry and non-poetical works. In addition to John Dryden, among them
were Alexander Pope, Joseph Addison, Thomas Newton, and Samuel Johnson.
For example in The Spectator Joseph Addison wrote extensive notes,
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annotations, and interpretations of certain passages of Paradise Lost. Jonathan
Richardson, senior, and Jonathan Richardson, the younger, co-wrote a book of
criticism. In 1749, Thomas Newton published an extensive edition of Milton's
poetical works with annotations provided by himself, Dryden, Pope, Addison, the
Richardsons (father and son) and others. Newton's edition of Milton was a
culmination of the honour bestowed upon Milton by early Enlightenment thinkers;
it may also have been prompted by Richard Bentley's infamous edition, described
above. Samuel Johnson wrote numerous essays on Paradise Lost, and Milton was
included in his Lives of the Most Eminent English Poets (1779-1781).

<b>Blake</b>

<a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/william-blake/">William Blake</a>
considered Milton the major English poet. Blake placed <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/edmund-spenser/">Edmund Spenser</a>
as Milton's precursor, and saw himself as Milton's poetical son. In his Milton a
Poem, Blake uses Milton as a character.

<b>Romantic Theory</b>

Edmund Burke was a theorist of the sublime, and he regarded Milton's
description of Hell as exemplary of sublimity as aesthetic concept. For Burke it
was to set alongside mountain-tops, a storm at sea, and infinity. In The Beautiful
and the Sublime he wrote "No person seems better to have understood the
secret of heightening, or of setting terrible things, if I may use the expression, in
their strongest light, by the force of a judicious obscurity than Milton."

The Romantic poets valued his exploration of blank verse, but for the most part
rejected his religiosity. <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/william-
wordsworth/">William Wordsworth</a> began his sonnet "London, 1802" with
"Milton! thou should'st be living at this hour" and modelled The Prelude, his own
blank verse epic, on Paradise Lost. <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/john-
keats/">John Keats</a> found the yoke of Milton's style uncongenial; he
exclaimed that "Miltonic verse cannot be written but in an artful or rather artist's
humour." Keats felt that Paradise Lost was a "beautiful and grand curiosity"; but
his own unfinished attempt at epic poetry, Hyperion, was unsatisfactory to the
author because, amongst other things, it had too many "Miltonic inversions". In
The Madwoman in the Attic, Sandra Gilbert and Susan Gubar note that Mary
Shelley's novel Frankenstein is, in the view of many critics, "one of the key
'Romantic' readings of Paradise Lost."

<b>Later Legacy</b>

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 15



The Victorian age witnessed a continuation of Milton's influence, George Eliot and
Thomas Hardy being particularly inspired by Milton's poetry and biography. By
contrast, the early 20th century, with the efforts of T. S. Eliot and Ezra Pound,
witnessed a reduction in Milton's critical stature. Harold Bloom, in The Anxiety of
Influence, could still write that "Milton is the central problem in any theory and
history of poetic influence in English [...]".

Milton's Areopagitica is still cited as relevant to the First Amendment to the
United States Constitution. A quotation from Areopagitica — "A good book is the
precious lifeblood of a master spirit, embalmed and treasured up on purpose to a
life beyond life" - is displayed in many public libraries, including the New York
Public Library.

The title of Philip Pullman's His Dark Materials trilogy is derived from a quotation,
"His dark materials to create more worlds", line 915 of Book II in Paradise Lost.
Pullman was concerned to produce a version of Milton's poem accessible to
teenagers, and has spoken of Milton as "our greatest public poet".

<a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/thomas-stearns-eliot/">T. S. Eliot</a>
believed that "of no other poet is it so difficult to consider the poetry simply as
poetry, without our theological and political dispositions... making unlawful
entry".

<b>Literary Legacy</b>

Milton's use of blank verse, in addition to his stylistic innovations (such as
grandiloquence of voice and vision, peculiar diction and phraseology) influenced
later poets. At the time poetic blank verse was considered distinct from its use in
verse drama, and Paradise Lost was taken as a unique examplar. Said Isaac
Watts in 1734, "Mr. Milton is esteemed the parent and author of blank verse
among us". "Miltonic verse" might be synonymous for a century with blank verse
as poetry, a new poetic terrain independent from both the drama and the heroic
couplet.

Lack of rhyme was sometimes taken as Milton's defining innovation. He himself
considered the rhymeless quality of Paradise Lost to be an extension of his own
personal liberty:

This neglect then of Rhime ... is to be esteem'd an example set, the first in
English, of ancient liberty recover'd to heroic Poem from the troublesom and
modern bondage of Rimeing.
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This pursuit of freedom was largely a reaction against conservative values
entrenched within the rigid heroic couplet. Within a dominant culture that
stressed elegance and finish, he granted primacy to freedom, breadth and
imaginative suggestiveness, eventually developed into the romantic vision of
sublime terror. Reaction to Milton’s poetic worldview included, grudgingly,
acknowledgement that of poet’s resemblance to classical writers (Greek and
Roman poetry being unrhymed. Blank verse came to be a recognised medium for
religious works and for translations of the classics. Unrhymed lyrics like Collins'
Ode to Evening (in the meter of Milton's translation of Horace's Ode to Pyrrha)
were not uncommon after 1740.

A second aspect of Milton's blank verse was the use of unconventional rhythm:

His blank-verse paragraph, and his audacious and victorious attempt to combine
blank and rhymed verse with paragraphic effect in Lycidas, lay down
indestructible models and patterns of English verse-rhythm, as distinguished
from the narrower and more strait-laced forms of English metre.

Before Milton, "the sense of regular rhythm ... had been knocked into the English
head so securely that it was part of their nature". The "Heroick measure",
according to Samuel Johnson, "is pure ... when the accent rests upon every
second syllable through the whole line The repetition of this sound or percussion
at equal times, is the most complete harmony of which a single verse is capable",
Caesural pauses, most agreed, were best placed at the middle and the end of the
line. In order to support this symmetry, lines were most often octo- or deca-
syllabic, with no enjambed endings. To this schema Milton introduced
modifications, which included hypermetrical syllables (trisyllabic feet), inversion
or slighting of stresses, and the shifting of pauses to all parts of the line. Milton
deemed these features to be reflective of "the transcendental union of order and
freedom". Admirers remained hesitant to adopt such departures from traditional
metrical schemes: "The English ... had been writing separate lines for so long
that they could not rid themselves of the habit”. Isaac Watts preferred his lines
distinct from each other, as did Oliver Goldsmith, Henry Pemberton, and Scott of
Amwell, whose general opinion it was that Milton's frequent omission of the initial
unaccented foot was "displeasing to a nice ear". It was not until the late 18th
century that poets (beginning with Gray) began to appreciate "the composition of
Milton's harmony ... how he loved to vary his pauses, his measures, and his feet,
which gives that enchanting air of freedom and wilderness to his versification".

While neo-classical diction was as restrictive as its prosody, and narrow imagery
paired with uniformity of sentence structure resulted in a small set of 800 nhouns
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circumscribing the vocabulary of 90% of heroic couplets ever written up to the
eighteenth century, and tradition required that the same adjectives attach to the
same nouns, followed by the same verbs, Milton's pursuit of liberty extended into
his vocabulary as well. It included many Latinate neologisms, as well as obsolete
words already dropped from popular usage so completely that their meanings
were no longer understood. In 1740 Francis Peck identified some examples of
Milton's "old" words (now popular). The “Miltonian dialect” as it was called, was
emulated by later poets; Pope used the diction of Paradise Lost in his Homer
translation, while the lyric poetry of Gray and Collins was frequently criticised for
their use of “obsolete words out of Spenser and Milton”. The language of
Thomson'’s finest poems (e.g. The Seasons, Castle of Indolence) was self-
consciously modelled after the Miltonian dialect, with the same tone and
sensibilities as Paradise Lost. Following to Milton, English poetry from Pope to
John Keats exhibited a steadily increasing attention to the connotative, the
imaginative and poetic, value of words.

<b>Miltonic Effects</b>

The varied manifestations of personal liberty in Milton's works (e.g. abandonment
of rhyme, irregular rhythms, peculiar diction) converge to create specific
Miltonian effects that live on to this day. Raymond Dexter identifies nine
outstanding characteristics specific to Paradise Lost that survived into later poetic
movements:

1. Dignity, reserve and stateliness

Of Man's first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden Tree, whose mortal taste
Brought death into the world, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, Heavenly Muse (i. 1-6)

2. Sonorous, orotund voice

O thou that, with surpassing glory crown'd
Look'st from thy sole dominion like the god
Of this new World. (iv. 32-4)

3. Inversion of the natural order of words and phrases

Ten paces huge
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He back recoil’d. (vi. 193-4)

"temperate vapours bland"(v. 5)
"heavenly form Angelic"(ix. 457-8)
"unvoyageable gulf obscure"(x. 366)

4. The omission of words not necessary to the sense

And where their weakness, how attempted best,
By force or subtlety. (ii. 357-8)

5. Parenthesis and opposition

Their song was partial, but the harmony

(What could it less when Spirits immortal sing?)
Suspended Hell, and took with ravishment

The thronging audience. In discourse more sweet
(For eloquence the soul, song charms the sense)
Others apart sat on a hill retired (ii. 552-7)

6. The use of one part of speech for another

"with gems . . . rich emblazed", "grinned horrible", (adjective used as adverb)
"Heaven's azure" or "the vast of Heaven". (adjective used as noun)

"without disturb they took alarm"; "the place of her retire." (verbs used as nouns
)

May serve to better us and worse our foes (adjective used as verb)

Yet oft his heart, divine of something ill (verb, adjective employed in participal
sense)

"fuell'd entrails," "his con-sorted Eve,
as verb).

nmun

roses bushing round." (substantive used

7. Vocabulary

Archaic words from Chaucer, Spenser and Shakespeare: "erst," "grunsel,"
"welkin," "frore," "lore," "grisly," "ken" etc. Unusual Words from Greek or Latin:
"dulcet," "panoplie," "sapience," "nocent," "congratulant” etc. Words employed in
senses obsolete to the eighteenth century: "the secret top Of Oreb," "a singed
bottom all in-volved With stench," "tempt an abyss,” "his uncouth way"

8. The introduction into a comparatively short passage of proper names in
number, not necessary to the sense, but adding richness, color, and imaginative
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suggestiveness

And what resounds

In fable or romance of Uther's son,
Begirt with British and Armoric knights;
And all who since, baptised or infidel,
jousted in Aspramont, or Montalban,
Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond;

Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore
When Charlemain with all his peerage fell
By Fontarabbia. (i. 579-87)

9. Unusual compound epithets

"Sail-broad vans," "high-climbing hill," "arch-chemic sun," "half-rounding
guards," "night-warbling bird," "love-labour'd song"
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An Epitaph On The Admirable Dramatic Poet W.
Shakespeare

What needs my Shakespeare for his honored bones
The labor of an age in piled stones?

Or that his hallowed reliques should be hid

Under a star-ypointing pyramid?

Dear son of Memory, great heir of Fame,

What need'st thou such weak witness of thy name?
Thou in our wonder and astonishment

Hast built thy self a livelong monument.

For whilst, to th' shame of slow-endeavoring art,
Thy easy numbers flow, and that each heart

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book

Those Delphic lines with deep impression took,
Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving,

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving,
And so sepulchred in such pomp dost lie

That kings for such a tomb would wish to die.

John Milton
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An Epitaph On The Marchioness Of Winchester

This rich Marble doth enterr

The honour'd Wife of Winchester,

A Vicounts daughter, an Earls heir,
Besides what her vertues fair

Added to her noble birth,

More then she could own from Earth.
Summers three times eight save one
She had told, alas too soon,

After so short time of breath,

To house with darknes, and with death.
Yet had the number of her days

Bin as compleat as was her praise,
Nature and fate had had no strife

In giving limit to her life.

Her high birth, and her graces sweet,
Quickly found a lover meet;

The Virgin quire for her request

The God that sits at marriage feast;
He at their invoking came

But with a scarce-wel-lighted flame;
And in his Garland as he stood,

Ye might discern a Cipress bud.
Once had the early Matrons run

To greet her of a lovely son,

And now with second hope she goes,
And calls Lucina to her throws;

But whether by mischance or blame
Atropos for Lucina came;

And with remorsles cruelty,

Spoil'd at once both fruit and tree:
The haples Babe before his birth

Had burial, yet not laid in earth,

And the languisht Mothers Womb
Was not long a living Tomb.

So have I seen som tender slip
Sav'd with care from Winters nip,
The pride of her carnation train,
Pluck't up by som unheedy swain,
Who onely thought to crop the flowr
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New shot up from vernall showr;
But the fair blossom hangs the head
Side-ways as on a dying bed,

And those Pearls of dew she wears,
Prove to be presaging tears

Which the sad morn had let fall

On her hast'ning funerall.

Gentle Lady may thy grave

Peace and quiet ever have;

After this thy travail sore

Sweet rest sease thee evermore,
That to give the world encrease,
Shortned hast thy own lives lease;
Here besides the sorrowing

That thy noble House doth bring,
Here be tears of perfect moan
Weept for thee in Helicon,

And som Flowers, and som Bays,
For thy Hears to strew the ways,
Sent thee from the banks of Came,
Devoted to thy vertuous name;
Whilst thou bright Saint high sit'st in glory,
Next her much like to thee in story,
That fair Syrian Shepherdess,

Who after yeers of barrennes,

The highly favour'd Joseph bore

To him that serv'd for her before,
And at her next birth much like thee,
Through pangs fled to felicity,

Far within the boosom bright

of blazing Majesty and Light,

There with thee, new welcom Saint,
Like fortunes may her soul acquaint,
With thee there clad in radiant sheen,
No Marchioness, but now a Queen.

John Milton
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Another On The Same

Here lieth one who did most truly prove,

That he could never die while he could move,

So hung his destiny never to rot

While he might still jogg on, and keep his trot,
Made of sphear-metal, never to decay

Untill his revolution was at stay.

Time numbers motion, yet (without a crime
'Gainst old truth) motion number'd out his time:
And like an Engin mov'd with wheel and waight,
His principles being ceast, he ended strait.

Rest that gives all men life, gave him his death,
And too much breathing put him out of breath;
Nor were it contradiction to affirm

Too long vacation hastned on his term.

Meerly to drive the time away he sickn'd,
Fainted, and died, nor would with Ale be quickn'd;
Nay, quoth he, on his swooning bed out-stretch'd,
If I may not carry, sure Ile ne're be fetch'd,

But vow though the cross Doctors all stood hearers,
For one Carrier put down to make six bearers.
Ease was his chief disease, and to judge right,
He di'd for heavines that his Cart went light,

His leasure told him that his time was com,

And lack of load, made his life burdensom

That even to his last breath (ther be that say't)
As he were prest to death, he cry'd more waight;
But had his doings lasted as they were,

He had bin an immortall Carrier.

Obedient to the Moon he spent his date

In cours reciprocal, and had his fate

Linkt to the mutual flowing of the Seas,

Yet (strange to think) his wain was his increase:
His Letters are deliver'd all and gon,

Onely remains this superscription.

John Milton
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Arcades

Part of an entertainment presented to the Countess Dowager of
Darby at Harefield, by som Noble persons of her Family, who
appear on the Scene in pastoral habit, moving toward the seat
of State with this Song.

I. SONG.

Look Nymphs, and Shepherds look,
What sudden blaze of majesty

Is that which we from hence descry
Too divine to be mistook:

This this is she

To whom our vows and wishes bend,
Heer our solemn search hath end.

Fame that her high worth to raise,
Seem'd erst so lavish and profuse,
We may justly now accuse

Of detraction from her praise,
Less then half we find exprest,
Envy bid conceal the rest.

Mark what radiant state she spreds,
In circle round her shining throne,
Shooting her beams like silver threds,
This this is she alone,

Sitting like a Goddes bright,

In the center of her light.

Might she the wise Latona be,

Or the towred Cybele,

Mother of a hunderd gods;

Juno dare's not give her odds;

Who had thought this clime had held
A deity so unparalel'd?

As they com forward, the genius of the Wood appears, and
turning toward them, speaks.

GEN. Stay gentle Swains, for though in this disguise,
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I see bright honour sparkle through your eyes,
Of famous Arcady ye are, and sprung

Of that renowned flood, so often sung,

Divine Alpheus, who by secret sluse,

Stole under Seas to meet his Arethuse;

And ye the breathing Roses of the Wood,

Fair silver-buskind Nymphs as great and good,
I know this quest of yours, and free intent
Was all in honour and devotion ment

To the great Mistres of yon princely shrine,
Whom with low reverence I adore as mine,
And with all helpful service will comply

To further this nights glad solemnity;

And lead ye where ye may more neer behold
What shallow-searching Fame hath left untold;
Which I full oft amidst these shades alone
Have sate to wonder at, and gaze upon:

For know by lot from Jove I am the powr

Of this fair wood, and live in Oak'n bowr,

To nurse the Saplings tall, and curl the grove
With Ringlets quaint, and wanton windings wove.
And all my Plants I save from nightly ill,

Of noisom winds, and blasting vapours chill.
And from the Boughs brush off the evil dew,
And heal the harms of thwarting thunder blew,
Or what the cross dire-looking Planet smites,
Or hurtfull Worm with canker'd venom bites.
When Eev'ning gray doth rise, I fetch my round
Over the mount, and all this hallow'd ground,
And early ere the odorous breath of morn
Awakes the slumbring leaves, or tasseld horn
Shakes the high thicket, haste I all about,
Number my ranks, and visit every sprout

With puissant words, and murmurs made to bless,
But els in deep of night when drowsines

Hath lockt up mortal sense, then listen I

To the celestial Sirens harmony,

That sit upon the nine enfolded Sphears,

And sing to those that hold the vital shears,
And turn the Adamantine spindle round,

On which the fate of gods and men is wound.
Such sweet compulsion doth in musick ly,
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To lull the daughters of Necessity,

And keep unsteddy Nature to her law,

And the low world in measur'd motion draw
After the heavenly tune, which none can hear
Of human mould with grosse unpurged ear;
And yet such musick worthiest were to blaze
The peerles height of her immortal praise,
Whose lustre leads us, and for her most fit,
If my inferior hand or voice could hit
Inimitable sounds, yet as we go,

What ere the skill of lesser gods can show,

I will assay, her worth to celebrate,

And so attend ye toward her glittering state;
Where ye may all that are of noble stemm

Approach, and kiss her sacred vestures hemm.

2. SONG.

O're the smooth enameld green
Where no print of step hath been,
Follow me as I sing,

And touch the warbled string.
Under the shady roof

Of branching EIm Star-proof,
Follow me,

I will bring you where she sits
Clad in splendor as befits

Her deity.

Such a rural Queen

All Arcadia hath not seen.

3. SONG.

Nymphs and Shepherds dance no more
By sandy Ladons Lillied banks.

On old Lycaeus or Cyllene hoar,

Trip no more in twilight ranks,

Though Erynanth your loss deplore,

A better soyl shall give ye thanks.
From the stony Maenalus,
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Bring your Flocks, and live with us,
Here ye shall have greater grace,

To serve the Lady of this place.
Though Syrinx your Pans Mistres were,
Yet Syrinx well might wait on her.
Such a rural Queen

All Arcadia hath not seen.

Note: 22 hunderd] Milton's own spelling here is hundred. But in
the Errata to Paradise Lost (i. 760) he corrects hundred to hunderd.

John Milton
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At A Solemn Music

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heav'n's joy,
Sphere-born harmonious Sisters, Voice and Verse,
Wed your divine sounds, and mixt power employ
Dead things with inbreath'd sense able to pierce,
And to our high-rais'd fantasy present

That undisturbed Song of pure concent,

Ay sung before that saphire-colour'd throne

To Him that sits thereon

With Saintly shout and solemn Jubileg,

Where the bright Seraphim in burning row

Their loud up-lifted Angel trumpets blow,

And the Cherubic host in thousand choirs

Touch their immortal Harps of golden wires,

With those just Spirits that wear victorious Palms,
Hymns devout and holy Psalms

Singing everlastingly;

That we on Earth with undiscording voice

May rightly answer that melodious noise;

As once we did, till disproportion'd sin

Jarr'd against Nature's chime, and with harsh din
Broke the fair music that all creatures made

To their great Lord, whose love their motion sway'd
In first obedience, and their state of good.

And keep in tune with Heav'n, till God ere long

To His celestial consort us unite,

To live with Him, and sing in endless morn of light.

John Milton

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



At A Vacation Exercise In The Colledge, Part Latin,
Part English. The Latin Speeches Ended, The English
Thus Began

Hail native Language, that by sinews weak

Didst move my first endeavouring tongue to speak,
And mad'st imperfect words with childish tripps,
Half unpronounc't, slide through my infant-lipps,
Driving dum silence from the portal dore,

Where he had mutely sate two years before:
Here I salute thee and thy pardon ask,

That now I use thee in my latter task:

Small loss it is that thence can come unto thee,
I know my tongue but little Grace can do thee:
Thou needst not be ambitious to be first,

Believe me I have thither packt the worst:

And, if it happen as I did forecast,

The daintest dishes shall be serv'd up last.

I pray thee then deny me not thy aide

For this same small neglect that I have made:
But haste thee strait to do me once a Pleasure,
And from thy wardrope bring thy chiefest treasure;
Not those new fangled toys, and triming slight
Which takes our late fantasticks with delight,

But cull those richest Robes, and gay'st attire
Which deepest Spirits, and choicest Wits desire:
I have some naked thoughts that rove about
And loudly knock to have their passage out;

And wearie of their place do only stay

Till thou hast deck't them in thy best aray;

That so they may without suspect or fears

Fly swiftly to this fair Assembly's ears;

Yet I had rather if I were to chuse,

Thy service in some graver subject use,

Such as may make thee search thy coffers round
Before thou cloath my fancy in fit sound:

Such where the deep transported mind may scare
Above the wheeling poles, and at Heav'ns dore
Look in, and see each blissful Deitie

How he before the thunderous throne doth lie,
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Listening to what unshorn Apollo sings

To th'touch of golden wires, while Hebe brings
Immortal Nectar to her Kingly Sire:

Then passing through the Spherse of watchful fire,
And mistie Regions of wide air next under,

And hills of Snow and lofts of piled Thunder,
May tell at length how green-ey'd Neptune raves,
In Heav'ns defiance mustering all his waves;
Then sing of secret things that came to pass
When Beldam Nature in her cradle was;

And last of Kings and Queens and Hero's old,
Such as the wise Demodocus once told

In solemn Songs at King Alcinous feast,

While sad Ulisses soul and all the rest

Are held with his melodious harmonie

In willing chains and sweet captivitie.

But fie my wandring Muse how thou dost stray!
Expectance calls thee now another way,

Thou know'st it must he now thy only bent

To keep in compass of thy Predicament:

Then quick about thy purpos'd business come,
That to the next I may resign my Roome

Then Ens is represented as Father of the Predicaments his ten
Sons, whereof the Eldest stood for Substance with his Canons,
which Ens thus speaking, explains.

Good luck befriend thee Son; for at thy birth

The Faiery Ladies daunc't upon the hearth;

Thy drowsie Nurse hath sworn she did them spie
Come tripping to the Room where thou didst lie;
And sweetly singing round about thy Bed

Strew all their blessings on thy sleeping Head.
She heard them give thee this, that thou should'st still
From eyes of mortals walk invisible,

Yet there is something that doth force my fear,
For once it was my dismal hap to hear

A Sybil old, bow-bent with crooked age,

That far events full wisely could presage,

And in Times long and dark Prospective Glass
Fore-saw what future dayes should bring to pass,
Your Son, said she, (nor can you it prevent)
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Shall subject be to many an Accident.

O're all his Brethren he shall Reign as King,

Yet every one shall make him underling,

And those that cannot live from him asunder
Ungratefully shall strive to keep him under,

In worth and excellence he shall out-go them,
Yet being above them, he shall be below them;
From others he shall stand in need of nothing,
Yet on his Brothers shall depend for Cloathing.
To find a Foe it shall not be his hap,

And peace shall lull him in her flowry lap;

Yet shall he live in strife, and at his dore
Devouring war shall never cease to roare;

Yea it shall be his natural property

To harbour those that are at enmity.

What power, what force, what mighty spell, if not
Your learned hands, can loose this Gordian knot?

The next Quantity and Quality, spake in Prose, then Relation
was call'd by his Name.

Rivers arise; whether thou be the Son,

Of utmost Tweed, or Oose, or gulphie Dun,

Or Trent, who like some earth-born Giant spreads
His thirty Armes along the indented Meads,

Or sullen Mole that runneth underneath,

Or Severn swift, guilty of Maidens death,

Or Rockie Avon, or of Sedgie Lee,

Or Coaly Tine, or antient hallowed Dee,

Or Humber loud that keeps the Scythians Name,
Or Medway smooth, or Royal Towred Thame.

John Milton
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At A Vatican Exercise (Excerpt)

The Latin speeches ended, the English thus began
Hail native language, that by sinews weak

Didst move my first endeavouring tongue to speak,
And mad'st imperfect words with childish trips,
Half unpronounc'd, slide through my infant lips,
Driving dumb Silence from the portal door,
Where he had mutely sate two years before:
Here I salute thee and thy pardon ask,
That now I use thee in my latter task:
Small loss it is that thence can come unto thee,
I know my tongue but little grace can do thee:
Thou needst not be ambitious to be first,
Believe me I have thither pack'd the worst:
And, if it happen as I did forecast,
The daintest dishes shall be serv'd up last.
I pray thee then deny me not thy aid
For this same small neglect that I have made:
But haste thee straight to do me once a pleasure,
And from thy wardrobe bring thy chiefest treasure;
Not those new-fangled toys, and trimming slight
Which takes our late fantastics with delight,
But cull those richest robes, and gay'st attire
Which deepest spirits, and choicest wits desire.
I have some naked thoughts that rove about
And loudly knock to have their passage out;
And weary of their place do only stay
Till thou hast deck'd them in thy best array;
That so they may without suspect or fears
Fly swiftly to this fair assembly's ears.
Yet I had rather, if I were to choose,
Thy service in some graver subject use,
Such as may make thee search thy coffers round,
Before thou clothe my fancy in fit sound:
Such where the deep transported mind may soar
Above the wheeling poles, and at heav'n's door
Look in, and see each blissful deity
How he before the thunderous throne doth lie,
Listening to what unshorn Apollo sings
To th'touch of golden wires, while Hebe brings
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Immortal nectar to her kingly sire;

Then passing through the spheres of watchful fire,
And misty regions of wide air next under,

And hills of snow and lofts of piled thunder,

May tell at length how green-ey'd Neptune raves,
In heav'n's defiance mustering all his waves;
Then sing of secret things that came to pass
When beldam Nature in her cradle was;

And last of kings and queens and heroes old,
Such as the wise Demodocus once told

In solemn songs at king Alcinous' feast,

While sad Ulysses' soul and all the rest

Are held with his melodious harmony

In willing chains and sweet captivity.

John Milton
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Comus (Excerpts)

SONG1-
Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph that liv'st unseen

Within thy airy shell
By slow Meander's margent green,
And in the violet-imbroider'd vale
Where the love-lorn nightingale
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth well:
- Canst thou not tell me of a gentle pair

That likest thy Narcissus are?

O if thou have

Hid them in some flow'ry cave,

Tell me but where
Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere,
So mayst thou be translated to the skies,

And give resounding grace to all heav'ns harmonies.

SONG

Sabrina fair
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Listen where thou art sitting

Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave,

In twisted braids of lilies knitting

The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair;

Listen for dear honour's sake,

Goddess of the silver lake,

Listen and save.

Listen and appear to us

In name of great Oceanus,

By the earth-shaking Neptune's mace,
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And Tethys' grave majestic pace;

By hoary Nereus' wrinkled look,

And the Carpathian wizard's hook;

By scaly Triton's winding shell,

And old soothsaying Glaucus' spell;

By Leucothea's lovely hands,

And her son that rules the strands;

By Thetis' tinsel-slipper'd feet,

And the songs of Sirens sweet;

By dead Parthenope's dear tomb,
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And fair Ligea's golden comb,

Wherewith she sits on diamond rocks

Sleeking her soft alluring locks;

By all the nymphs that nightly dance

Upon thy streams with wily glance,

Rise, rise, and heave thy rosy head

From thy coral-pav'n bed,

And bridle in thy headlong wave,

Till thou our summons answer'd have.

Listen and save.

SABRINA RISES, ATTENDED BY WATER-NYMPHS, AND SINGS
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By the rushy-fringed bank,

Where grows the willow and the osier dank,

My sliding chariot stays,

Thick set with agate, and the azurn sheen

Of turkis blue, and em'rald green

That in the channel strays,

Whilst from off the waters fleet

Thus I set my printless feet

O'er the cowslip's velvet head,

That bends not as I tread;
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Gentle swain at thy request

I am here.

John Milton
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Cyriack, Whose Grandsire

Cyriack, whose grandsire on the royal bench
Of British Themis, with nho mean applause,
Pronounced, and in his volumes taught, our laws,
Which others at their bar so often wrench,

Today deep thoughts resolve with me to drench
In mirth that after no repenting draws;
Let Euclid rest, and Archimedes pause,

And what the Swede intend, and what the French.

To measure life learn thou betimes, and know
Toward solid good what leads the nearest way;
For other things mild Heaven a time ordains,

And disapproves that care, though wise in show,
That with superfluous burden loads the day,
And, when God sends a cheerful hour, refrains.

John Milton
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From 'Arcades'

O'RE the smooth enameld green
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Where no print of step hath been,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Follow me as I sing,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And touch the warbled string.
Under the shady roof

Of branching EIm Star-proof,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Follow me,

I will bring you where she sits

Clad in splendor as befits
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Her deity.

Such a rural Queen

All Arcadia hath not seen.

313. From 'Comus'
i

THE Star that bids the Shepherd fold,
Now the top of Heav'n doth hold,

And the gilded Car of Day,

His glowing Axle doth allay

In the steep Atlantick stream,

And the slope Sun his upward beam
Shoots against the dusky Pole,

Pacing toward the other gole

Of his Chamber in the East.

Mean while welcom Joy, and Feast,
Midnight shout, and revelry,

Tipsie dance, and Jollity.

Braid your Locks with rosie Twine
Dropping odours, dropping Wine.
Rigor now is gon to bed,

And Advice with scrupulous head,
Strict Age, and sowre Severity,

With their grave Saws in slumber ly.
We that are of purer fire

Imitate the Starry Quire,

Who in their nightly watchfull Sphears,
Lead in swift round the Months and Years.
The Sounds, and Seas with all their finny drove
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Now to the Moon in wavering Morrice move,
And on the Tawny Sands and Shelves,

Trip the pert Fairies and the dapper Elves;
By dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim,

The Wood-Nymphs deckt with Daisies trim,
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep:
What hath night to do with sleep?

Night hath better sweets to prove,

Venus now wakes, and wak'ns Love....
Com, knit hands, and beat the ground,

In a light fantastick round.

John Milton. 1608-1674

314. From' Comus'
ii. Echo

SWEET Echo, sweetest Nymph that liv'st unseen
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Within thy airy shell
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;By slow Meander's margent green,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And in the violet imbroider'd vale
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Where the love-lorn Nightingale
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Nightly to thee her sad Song mourneth well.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Canst thou not tell me of a gentle Pair
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; That likest thy Narcissus are?
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; 0 if thou have

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Hid them in som flowry Cave,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Tell me but where
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Sweet Queen of Parly, Daughter of the Sphear!
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;So maist thou be translated to the skies,
And give resounding grace to all Heav'ns Harmonies!

John Milton. 1608-1674

315. From' Comus'
iii. Sabrina

The Spirit sings: SABRINA fair
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Listen where thou art sitting
Under the glassie, cool, translucent wave,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;In twisted braids of Lillies knitting
The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair,
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&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Listen for dear honour's sake,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Goddess of the silver lake,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Listen and save!

Listen and appear to us,

In name of great Oceanus,

By the earth-shaking Neptune's mace,
And Tethys grave majestick pace,

By hoary Nereus wrincled look,

And the Carpathian wisards hook,

By scaly Tritons winding shell,

And old sooth-saying Glaucus spell,
By Leucothea's lovely hands,

And her son that rules the strands,
By Thetis tinsel-slipper'd feet,

And the Songs of Sirens sweet,

By dead Parthenope's dear tomb,
And fair Ligea's golden comb,
Wherwith she sits on diamond rocks
Sleeking her soft alluring locks,

By all the Nymphs that nightly dance
Upon thy streams with wily glance,
Rise, rise, and heave thy rosie head
From thy coral-pav'n bed,

And bridle in thy headlong wave,

Till thou our summons answered have.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Listen and save!

Sabrina replies: By the rushy-fringed bank,
Where grows the Willow and the Osier dank,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; My sliding Chariot stayes,
Thick set with Agat, and the azurn sheen

Of Turkis blew, and Emrauld green
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;That in the channell strayes,
Whilst from off the waters fleet

Thus I set my printless feet

O're the Cowslips Velvet head,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;That bends not as I tread,
Gentle swain at thy request
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I am here.

John Milton. 1608-1674
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316. From 'Comus'
iv

The Spirit epiloguizes: TO the Ocean now I fly,
And those happy climes that ly

Where day never shuts his eye,

Up in the broad fields of the sky:
There I suck the liquid ayr

All amidst the Gardens fair

Of Hesperus, and his daughters three
That sing about the golden tree:

Along the crisped shades and bowres
Revels the spruce and jocond Spring,
The Graces, and the rosie-boosom'd Howres,
Thither all their bounties bring,

That there eternal Summer dwels,

And West winds, with musky wing
About the cedar'n alleys fling

Nard, and Cassia's balmy smels.

Iris there with humid bow,

Waters the odorous banks that blow
Flowers of more mingled hew

Than her purfl'd scarf can shew,

And drenches with Elysian dew

(List mortals, if your ears be true)
Beds of Hyacinth, and roses

Where young Adonis oft reposes,
Waxing well of his deep wound

In slumber soft, and on the ground
Sadly sits th' Assyrian Queen;

But far above in spangled sheen
Celestial Cupid her fam'd son advanc't,
Holds his dear Psyche sweet intranc't
After her wandring labours long,

Till free consent the gods among

Make her his eternal Bride,

And from her fair unspotted side

Two blissful twins are to be born,
Youth and Joy; so Jove hath sworn.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;But now my task is smoothly don,
I can fly, or I can run
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Quickly to the green earths end,

Where the bow'd welkin slow doth bend,

And from thence can soar as soon

To the corners of the Moon.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Mortals that would follow me,
Love vertue, she alone is free.

She can teach ye how to clime

Higher then the Spheary chime;

Or if Vertue feeble were,

Heav'n it self would stoop to her.

YET once more, O ye Laurels, and once more

Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never-sear,

I com to pluck your Berries harsh and crude,
And with forc'd fingers rude,

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear,
Compels me to disturb your season due:

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer:

Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.

He must not flote upon his watry bear

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,
Without the meed of som melodious tear.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Begin, then, Sisters of the sacred well,
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring,
Begin, and somwhat loudly sweep the string.
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse,

So may som gentle Muse

With lucky words favour my destin'd Urn,

And as he passes turn,

And bid fair peace be to my sable shrowd.

For we were nurst upon the self-same hill,

Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Together both, ere the high Lawns appear'd
Under the opening eye-lids of the morn,

We drove a field, and both together heard

What time the Gray-fly winds her sultry horn,
Batt'ning our flocks with the fresh dews of night,
Oft till the Star that rose, at Ev'ning, bright
Toward Heav'ns descent had slop'd his westering wheel.
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Mean while the Rural ditties were not mute,
Temper'd to th'Oaten Flute;

Rough Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with clov'n heael,
From the glad sound would not be absent long,
And old Damaetas lov'd to hear our song.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;But O the heavy change, now thou art gon,
Now thou art gon, and never must return!

Thee Shepherd, thee the Woods, and desert Caves,
With wilde Thyme and the gadding Vine o'regrown,
And all their echoes mourn.

The Willows, and the Hazle Copses green,

Shall now no more be seen,

Fanning their joyous Leaves to thy soft layes.

As killing as the Canker to the Rose,

Or Taint-worm to the weanling Herds that graze,
Or Frost to Flowers, that their gay wardrop wear,
When first the White thorn blows;

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to Shepherds ear.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Where were ye Nymphs when the remorseless deep
Clos'd o're the head of your lov'd Lycidas?

For neither were ye playing on the steep,

Where your old Bards, the famous Druids ly,

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wisard stream:
Ay me, I fondly dream!

Had ye bin there--for what could that have don?
What could the Muse her self that Orpheus bore,
The Muse her self, for her inchanting son

Whom Universal nature did lament,

When by the rout that made the hideous roar,

His goary visage down the stream was sent,

Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Alas! what boots it with uncessant care
To tend the homely slighted Shepherds trade,

And strictly meditate the thankles Muse,

Were it not better don as others use,

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,

Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair?

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of Noble mind)

To scorn delights, and live laborious dayes;

But the fair Guerdon when we hope to find,
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And think to burst out into sudden blaze,

Comes the blind Fury with th'abhorred shears,
And slits the thin spun life. But not the praise,
Phoebus repli'd, and touch'd my trembling ears;
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,

Nor in the glistering foil

Set off to th'world, nor in broad rumour lies,

But lives and spreds aloft by those pure eyes,
And perfet witnes of all judging Jove;

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

Of so much fame in Heav'n expect thy meed.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; O fountain Arethuse, and thou honour'd floud,
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown'd with vocall reeds,
That strain I heard was of a higher mood:

But now my Oate proceeds,

And listens to the Herald of the Sea

That came in Neptune's plea,

He ask'd the Waves, and ask'd the Fellon winds,
What hard mishap hath doom'd this gentle swain?
And question'd every gust of rugged wings

That blows from off each beaked Promontory,
They knew not of his story,

And sage Hippotades their answer brings,

That not a blast was from his dungeon stray'd,
The Ayr was calm, and on the level brine,

Sleek Panope with all her sisters play'd.

It was that fatall and perfidious Bark

Built in th'eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark,
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Next Camus, reverend Sire, went footing slow,
His Mantle hairy, and his Bonnet sedge,
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge

Like to that sanguine flower inscrib'd with woe.
Ah; Who hath reft (quoth he) my dearest pledge?
Last came, and last did go,

The Pilot of the Galilean lake,

Two massy Keyes he bore of metals twain,

(The Golden opes, the Iron shuts amain)

He shook his Miter'd locks, and stern bespake,
How well could I have spar'd for thee, young swain,
Anow of such as for their bellies sake,

Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold?
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Of other care they little reck'ning make,

Then how to scramble at the shearers feast,

And shove away the worthy bidden guest.

Blind mouthes! that scarce themselves know how to hold
A Sheep-hook, or have learn'd ought els the least
That to the faithfull Herdmans art belongs!

What recks it them? What need they? They are sped;
And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
Grate on their scrannel Pipes of wretched straw,
The hungry Sheep look up, and are not fed,

But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw,
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread:

Besides what the grim Woolf with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and nothing sed,

But that two-handed engine at the door,

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Return Alpheus, the dread voice is past,
That shrunk thy streams; Return Sicilian Muse,
And call the Vales, and bid them hither cast

Their Bels, and Flourets of a thousand hues.

Ye valleys low where the milde whispers use,

Of shades and wanton winds, and gushing brooks,
On whose fresh lap the swart Star sparely looks,
Throw hither all your quaint enameld eyes,

That on the green terf suck the honied showres,
And purple all the ground with vernal flowres.
Bring the rathe Primrose that forsaken dies.

The tufted Crow-toe, and pale Gessamine,

The white Pink, and the Pansie freakt with jeat,
The glowing Violet.

The Musk-rose, and the well attir'd Woodbine.
With Cowslips wan that hang the pensive hed,
And every flower that sad embroidery wears:

Bid Amaranthus all his beauty shed,

And Daffadillies fill their cups with tears,

To strew the Laureat Herse where Lycid lies.

For so to interpose a little ease,

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise.

Ay me! Whilst thee the shores, and sounding Seas
Wash far away, where ere thy bones are hurld,
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide
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Visit'st the bottom of the monstrous world;

Or whether thou to our moist vows deny'd,
Sleep'st by the fable of Bellerus old,

Where the great vision of the guarded Mount
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona's hold;

Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth.
And, O ye Dolphins, waft the haples youth.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Weep no more, woful Shepherds weep no more,
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,

Sunk though he be beneath the watry floar,

So sinks the day-star in the Ocean bed,

And yet anon repairs his drooping head,

And tricks his beams, and with new spangled Ore,
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high,

Through the dear might of him that walk'd the waves
Where other groves, and other streams along,
With Nectar pure his oozy Lock's he laves,

And hears the unexpressive nuptiall Song,

In the blest Kingdoms meek of joy and love.
There entertain him all the Saints above,

In solemn troops, and sweet Societies

That sing, and singing in their glory move,

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now Lycidas the Shepherds weep no more;
Hence forth thou art the Genius of the shore,

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good

To all that wander in that perilous flood.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Thus sang the uncouth Swain to th'Okes and rills,
While the still morn went out with Sandals gray,
He touch'd the tender stops of various Quills,
With eager thought warbling his Dorick lay:

And now the Sun had stretch'd out all the hills,
And now was dropt into the Western bay;

At last he rose, and twitch'd his Mantle blew:

To morrow to fresh Woods, and Pastures new.

John Milton
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From 'samson Agonistes' I

OH how comely it is and how reviving

To the Spirits of just men long opprest!
When God into the hands of thir deliverer
Puts invincible might

To quell the mighty of the Earth, th' oppressour,
The brute and boist'rous force of violent men
Hardy and industrious to support

Tyrannic power, but raging to pursue

The righteous and all such as honour Truth;
He all thir Ammunition

And feats of War defeats

With plain Heroic magnitude of mind

And celestial vigour arm'd,

Thir Armories and Magazins contemns,
Renders them useless, while

With winged expedition

Swift as the lightning glance he executes

His errand on the wicked, who surpris'd

Lose thir defence distracted and amaz'd.

ALL is best, though we oft doubt,

What th' unsearchable dispose

Of highest wisdom brings about,

And ever best found in the close.

Oft he seems to hide his face,

But unexpectedly returns

And to his faithful Champion hath in place
Bore witness gloriously; whence Gaza mourns
And all that band them to resist

His uncontroulable intent.

His servants he with new acquist

Of true experience from this great event
With peace and consolation hath dismist,
And calm of mind all passion spent.

O FOR some honest lover's ghost,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Some kind unbodied post
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Sent from the shades below!
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I strangely long to know
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Whether the noble chaplets wear
Those that their mistress' scorn did bear

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Or those that were used kindly.

For whatsoe'er they tell us here
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;To make those sufferings dear,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; ' Twill there, I fear, be found
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;That to the being crown'd

T' have loved alone will not suffice,

Unless we also have been wise
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And have our loves enjoy'd.

What posture can we think him in
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;That, here unloved, again
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Departs, and 's thither gone
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Where each sits by his own?
Or how can that Elysium be

Where I my mistress still must see
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Circled in other's arms?

For there the judges all are just,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And Sophonisba must
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Be his whom she held dear,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Not his who loved her here.
The sweet Philoclea, since she died,

Lies by her Pirocles his side,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Not by Amphialus.

Some bays, perchance, or myrtle bough
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;For difference crowns the brow
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Of those kind souls that were
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The noble martyrs here:

And if that be the only odds

(As who can tell?), ye kinder gods,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Give me the woman here!

John Milton
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Hymn On The Morning Of Christ's Nativity

IT was the Winter wilde,

While the Heav'n-born-childe,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies;
Nature in aw to him

Had doff't her gawdy trim,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; With her great Master so to sympathize:
It was no season then for her

To wanton with the Sun her lusty Paramour.

Only with speeches fair

She woo's the gentle Air

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;To hide her guilty front with innocent Snow,
And on her naked shame,

Pollute with sinfull blame,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The Saintly Vail of Maiden white to throw,
Confounded, that her Makers eyes

Should look so neer upon her foul deformities.

But he her fears to cease,

Sent down the meek-eyd Peace,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;She crown'd with Olive green, came softly sliding
Down through the turning sphear

His ready Harbinger,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; With Turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing,
And waving wide her mirtle wand,

She strikes a universall Peace through Sea and Land.

No War, or Battails sound

Was heard the World around,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The idle spear and shield were high up hung;
The hooked Chariot stood

Unstain'd with hostile blood,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The Trumpet spake not to the armed throng,
And Kings sate still with awfull eye,

As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by.

But peacefull was the night

Wherin the Prince of light
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;His raign of peace upon the earth began:
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The Windes with wonder whist,

Smoothly the waters Kist,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Whispering new joyes to the milde Ocean,
Who now hath quite forgot to rave,

While Birds of Calm sit brooding on the charmeed wave.

The Stars with deep amaze

Stand fixt in stedfast gaze,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Bending one way their pretious influence,
And will not take their flight,

For all the morning light,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Or Lucifer that often warn'd them thence;
But in their glimmering Orbs did glow,

Untill their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go.

And though the shady gloom

Had given day her room,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The Sun himself with-held his wonted speed,
And hid his head for shame,

As his inferiour flame,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The new enlightn'd world no more should need;
He saw a greater Sun appear

Then his bright Throne, or burning Axletree could bear.

The Shepherds on the Lawn,

Or ere the point of dawn,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Sate simply chatting in a rustick row;
Full little thought they than,

That the mighty Pan

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Was kindly com to live with them below;
Perhaps their loves, or els their sheep,

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busie keep.

When such musick sweet

Their hearts and ears did greet,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;As never was by mortall finger strook,
Divinely-warbled voice

Answering the stringed noise,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;As all their souls in blisfull rapture took
The Air such pleasure loth to lose,

With thousand echo's still prolongs each heav'nly close.
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Nature that heard such sound

Beneath the hollow round

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Of Cynthia's seat, the Airy region thrilling,
Now was almost won

To think her part was don,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And that her raign had here its last fulfilling;
She knew such harmony alone

Could hold all Heav'n and Earth in happier union.

At last surrounds their sight

A Globe of circular light,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;That with long beams the shame-fac't night array'd,
The helmed Cherubim

And sworded Seraphim,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displaid,
Harping in loud and solemn quire,

With unexpressive notes to Heav'ns new-born Heir.

Such musick (as 'tis said)

Before was never made,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;But when of old the sons of morning sung,
While the Creator Great

His constellations set,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And the well-ballanc't world on hinges hung,
And cast the dark foundations deep,

And bid the weltring waves their oozy channel keep.

Ring out ye Crystall sphears,

Once bless our human ears,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; (If ye have power to touch our senses so)
And let your silver chime

Move in melodious time;

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And let the Base of Heav'ns deep Organ blow
And with your ninefold harmony

Make up full consort to th'Angelike symphony.

For if such holy Song

Enwrap our fancy long,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold,
And speckl'd vanity

Will sicken soon and die,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And leprous sin will melt from earthly mould,
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And Hell it self will pass away,
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day.

Yea Truth, and Justice then

Will down return to men,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Th'enameld Arras of the Rain-bow wearing,

And Mercy set between,

Thron'd in Celestiall sheen,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; With radiant feet the tissued clouds down stearing,
And Heav'n as at som festivall,

Will open wide the Gates of her high Palace Hall.

But wisest Fate sayes no,

This must not yet be so,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The Babe lies yet in smiling Infancy,
That on the bitter cross

Must redeem our loss;

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;So both himself and us to glorifie:

Yet first to those ychain'd in sleep,

The wakefull trump of doom must thunder through the deep,

With such a horrid clang

As on mount Sinai rang

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; While the red fire, and smouldring clouds out brake:
The aged Earth agast

With terrour of that blast,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Shall from the surface to the center shake;

When at the worlds last session,

The dreadfull Judge in middle Air shall spread his throne.

And then at last our bliss

Full and perfect is,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;But now begins; for from this happy day
Th'old Dragon under ground

In straiter limits bound,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Not half so far casts his usurped sway,
And wrath to see his Kingdom fail,

Swindges the scaly Horrour of his foulded tail.

The Oracles are dumm,

No voice or hideous humm
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving.
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Apollo from his shrine

Can no more divine,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; With hollow shreik the steep of Delphos leaving.
No nightly trance, or breathed spell,

Inspire's the pale-ey'd Priest from the prophetic cell.

The lonely mountains o're,

And the resounding shore,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament;
From haunted spring, and dale

Edg'd with poplar pale,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The parting Genius is with sighing sent,
With flowre-inwov'n tresses torn

The Nimphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn.

In consecrated Earth,

And on the holy Hearth,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The Lars, and Lemures moan with midnight plaint,
In Urns, and Altars round,

A drear, and dying sound

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Affrights the Flamins at their service quaint;

And the chill Marble seems to sweat,

While each peculiar power forgoes his wonted seat

Peor, and Baalim,

Forsake their Temples dim,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; With that twise-batter'd god of Palestine,
And mooned Ashtaroth,

Heav'ns Queen and Mother both,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Now sits not girt with Tapers holy shine,
The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn,

In vain the Tyrian Maids their wounded Thamuz mourn.

And sullen Moloch fled,

Hath left in shadows dred,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;His burning Idol all of blackest hue,

In vain with Cymbals ring,

They call the grisly king,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;In dismall dance about the furnace blue;
The brutish gods of Nile as fast,

Isis and Orus, and the Dog Anubis hast.
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Nor is Osiris seen
In Memphian Grove, or Green,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Trampling the unshowr'd Grasse with lowings loud:

Nor can he be at rest

Within his sacred chest,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Naught but profoundest Hell can be his shroud,
In vain with Timbrel'd Anthems dark

The sable-stoled Sorcerers bear his worshipt Ark.

He feels from Juda's Land

The dredded Infants hand,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;The rayes of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn;
Nor all the gods beside,

Longer dare abide,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine:
Our Babe to shew his Godhead true,

Can in his swadling bands controul the damned crew.

So when the Sun in bed,

Curtain'd with cloudy red,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Pillows his chin upon an Orient wave,

The flocking shadows pale,

Troop to th'infernall jail,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Each fetter'd Ghost slips to his severall grave,
And the yellow-skirted Fayes,

Fly after the Night-steeds, leaving their Moon-lov'd maze.

But see the Virgin blest,

Hath laid her Babe to rest.

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Time is our tedious Song should here have ending,
Heav'ns youngest teemed Star,

Hath fixt her polisht Car,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Her sleeping Lord with Handmaid Lamp attending:
And all about the Courtly Stable,

Bright-harnest Angels sit in order serviceable.

John Milton
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Il Penseroso

HENCE, vain deluding Joys,

............ The brood of Folly without father bred!
How little you bested

............ Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys!
Dwell in some idle brain,

............ And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess,
As thick and numberless

............ As the gay motes that people the sun-beams,
Or likest hovering dreams,

............ The fickle pensioners of Morpheus' train.
But, hail! thou Goddess sage and holy!

Hail, divinest Melancholy!

Whose saintly visage is too bright

To hit the sense of human sight,

And therefore to our weaker view

O'erlaid with black, staid Wisdom's hue;

Black, but such as in esteem

Prince Memnon's sister might beseem,

Or that starred Ethiop queen that strove

To set her beauty's praise above

The Sea-Nymphs, and their powers offended.
Yet thou art higher far descended:

Thee bright-haired Vesta long of yore

To solitary Saturn bore;

His daughter she; in Saturn's reign

Such mixture was not held a stain.

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades

He met her, and in secret shades

Of woody Ida's inmost grove,

Whilst yet there was no fear of Jove.

Come, pensive Nun, devout and pure,

Sober, steadfast, and demure,

All in a robe of darkest grain,

Flowing with majestic train,

And sable stole of cypress lawn

Over thy decent shoulders drawn.

Come; but keep thy wonted state,

With even step, and musing gait,
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And looks commercing with the skies,
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes:
There, held in holy passion still,

Forget thyself to marble, till

With a sad leaden downward cast

Thou fix them on the earth as fast.

And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet,
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet,
And hears the Muses in a ring

Aye round about Jove's altar sing;

And add to these retired Leisure,

That in trim gardens takes his pleasure;
But, first and chiefest, with thee bring
Him that yon soars on golden wing,
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne,

The Cherub Contemplation;

And the mute Silence hist along,

'‘Less Philomel will deign a song,

In her sweetest saddest plight,
Smoothing the rugged brow of Night,
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke
Gently o'er the accustomed oak.

Sweet bird, that shunn'st the noise of folly,
Most musical, most melancholy!

Thee, chauntress, oft the woods among
I woo, to hear thy even-song;

And, missing thee,I walk unseen

On the dry smooth-shaven green,

To behold the wandering moon,

Riding near her highest noon,

Like one that had been led astray
Through the heaven's wide pathless way,
And oft, as if her head she bowed,
Stooping through a fleecy cloud.

Oft, on a plat of rising ground,

I hear the far-off curfew sound,

Over some wide-watered shore,
Swinging slow with sullen roar;

Or, if the air will not permit,

Some still removed place will fit,

Where glowing embers through the room
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom,
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Far from all resort of mirth,

Save the cricket on the hearth,

Or the bellman's drowsy charm

To bless the doors from nightly harm.
Or let my lamp, at midnight hour,

Be seen in some high lonely tower,
Where I may oft outwatch the Bear,
With thrice great Hermes, or unsphere
The spirit of Plato, to unfold

What worlds or what vast regions hold
The immortal mind that hath forsook
Her mansion in this fleshly nook;

And of those demons that are found
In fire, air, flood, or underground,
Whose power hath a true consent
With planet or with element.
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy

In sceptred pall come sweeping by,
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops' line,

Or the tale of Troy divine,

Or what (though rare) of later age
Ennobled hath the buskined stage.
But, O sad Virgin! that thy power
Might raise Musaeus from his bower;
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing

Such notes as, warbled to the string,
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek,
And made Hell grant what love did seek;
Or call up him that left half-told

The story of Cambuscan bold,

Of Camball, and of Algarsife,

And who had Canace to wife,

That owned the virtuous ring and glass,
And of the wondrous horse of brass
On which the Tartar king did ride;

And if aught else great bards beside
In sage and solemn tunes have sung,
Of turneys, and of trophies hung,

Of forests, and enchantments drear,
Where more is meant than meets the ear.
Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career,
Till civil-suited Morn appear,
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Not tricked and frounced, as she was wont
With the Attic boy to hunt,

But kerchieft in a comely cloud

While rocking winds are piping loud,

Or ushered with a shower still,

When the gust hath blown his fill,
Ending on the rustling leaves,

With minute-drops from off the eaves.
And, when the sun begins to fling

His flaring beams, me, Goddess, bring
To arched walks of twilight groves,

And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves,
Of pine, or monumental oak,

Where the rude axe with heaved stroke
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt,
Or fright them from their hallowed haunt.
There, in close covert, by some brook,
Where no profaner eye may look,

Hide me from day's garish eye,

While the bee with honeyed thigh,
That at her flowery work doth sing,
And the waters murmuring,

With such consort as they keep,

Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep.

And let some strange mysterious dream
Wave at his wings, in airy stream

Of lively portraiture displayed,

Softly on my eyelids laid;

And, as I wake, sweet music breathe
Above, about, or underneath,

Sent by some Spirit to mortals good,
Or the unseen Genius of the wood.

But let my due feet never fail

To walk the studious cloister's pale,
And love the high embowed roof,

With antique pillars massy proof,

And storied windows richly dight,
Casting a dim religious light.

There let the pealing organ blow,

To the full-voiced quire below,

In service high and anthems clear,

As may with sweetness, through mine ear,
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Dissolve me into ecstasies,

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes.

And may at last my weary age

Find out the peaceful hermitage,

The hairy gown and mossy cell,
Where I may sit and rightly spell

Of every star that heaven doth shew,
And every herb that sips the dew,
Till old experience do attain

To something like prophetic strain.
These pleasures, Melancholy, give;
And I with thee will choose to live.

John Milton
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L'Allegro

HENCE, loathed Melancholy,

............ Of Cerberus and blackest Midnight born
In Stygian cave forlorn

............ 'Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights
unholy!

Find out some uncouth cell,

............ Where brooding Darkness spreads his jealous wings,
And the night-raven sings;

............ There, under ebon shades and low-browed rocks,
As ragged as thy locks,

............ In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell.
But come, thou Goddess fair and free,

In heaven yclept Euphrosyne,

And by men heart-easing Mirth;

Whom lovely Venus, at a birth,

With two sister Graces more,

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore:

Or whether (as some sager sing)

The frolic wind that breathes the spring,
Zephyr, with Aurora playing,

As he met her once a-Maying,

There, on beds of violets blue,

And fresh-blown roses washed in dew,

Filled her with thee,. a daughter fair,

So buxom, blithe, and debonair.

Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee

Jest, and youthful Jollity,

Quips and cranks and wanton wiles,

Nods and becks and wreathed smiles

Such as hang on Hebe's cheek,

And love to live in dimple sleek;

Sport that wrinkled Care derides,

And Laughter holding both his sides.

Come, and trip it, as you go,

On the light fantastic toe;

And in thy right hand lead with thee

The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty;

And, if I give thee honour due,
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Mirth, admit me of thy crew,

To live with her, and live with thee,
In unreproved pleasures free:

To hear the lark begin his flight,

And, singing, startle the dull night,
From his watch-tower in the skies,
Till the dappled dawn doth rise;

Then to come, in spite of sorrow,

And at my window bid good-morrow,
Through the sweet-briar or the vine,
Or the twisted eglantine;

While the cock, with lively din,
Scatters the rear of darkness thin,
And to the stack, or the barn-door,
Stoutly struts his dames before:

Oft listening how the hounds and horn
Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn,
From the side of some hoar hill,
Through the high wood echoing shrill:
Sometime walking, not unseen,

By hedgerow elms, on hillocks green,
Right against the eastern gate

Where the great Sun begins his state,
Robed in flames and amber light,

The clouds in thousand liveries dight;
While the ploughman, near at hand,
Whistles o'er the furrowed land,

And the milkmaid singeth blithe,

And the mower whets his scythe,
And every shepherd tells his tale
Under the hawthorn in the dale.
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures,
Whilst the landskip round it measures:
Russet lawns, and fallows grey,
Where the nibbling flocks do stray;
Mountains on whose barren breast
The labouring clouds do often rest;
Meadows trim, with daisies pied;
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide;
Towers and battlements it sees
Bosomed high in tufted trees,

Where perhaps some beauty lies,
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The cynosure of neighbouring eyes.
Hard by a cottage chimney smokes
From betwixt two aged oaks,

Where Corydon and Thyrsis met

Are at their savoury dinner set

Of herbs and other country messes,
Which the neat-handed Phyllis dresses;
And then in haste her bower she leaves,
With Thestylis to bind the sheaves;

Or, if the earlier season lead,

To the tanned haycock in the mead.
Sometimes, with secure delight,

The upland hamlets will invite,

When the merry bells ring round,

And the jocund rebecks sound

To many a youth and many a maid
Dancing in the chequered shade,

And young and old come forth to play
On a sunshine holiday,

Till the livelong daylight fail:

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale,

With stories told of many a feat,

How Faery Mab the junkets eat.

She was pinched and pulled, she said;
And he, by Friar's lantern led,

Tells how the drudging goblin sweat

To earn his cream-bowl duly set,

When in one night, ere glimpse of morn,
His shadowy flail hath threshed the corn
That ten day-labourers could not end;
Then lies him down, the lubber fiend,
And, stretched out all the chimney's length,
Basks at the fire his hairy strength,

And crop-full out of doors he flings,

Ere the first cock his matin rings.

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep,
By whispering winds soon lulled asleep.
Towered cities please us then,

And the busy hum of men,

Where throngs of knights and barons bold,
In weeds of peace, high triumphs hold
With store of ladies, whose bright eyes
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Rain influence, and judge the prize

Of wit or arms, while both contend

To win her grace whom all commend.
There let Hymen oft appear

In saffron robe, with taper clear,

And pomp, and feast, and revelry,
With mask and antique pageantry;
Such sights as youthful poets dream
On summer eves by haunted stream.
Then to the well-trod stage anon,

If Jonson's learned sock be on,

Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fancy's child,
Warble his native wood-notes wild.
And ever, against eating cares,

Lap me in soft Lydian airs,

Married to immortal verse,

Such as the meeting soul may pierce,
In notes with many a winding bout

Of linked sweetness long drawn out
With wanton heed and giddy cunning,
The melting voice through mazes running,
Untwisting all the chains that tie

The hidden soul of harmony;

That Orpheus' self may heave his head
From golden slumber on a bed

Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear
Such strains as would have won the ear
Of Pluto to have quite set free

His half-regained Eurydice.

These delights if thou canst give,
Mirth, with thee I mean to live.

John Milton
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Light

HAIL holy light, ofspring of Heav'n first-born,
Or of th' Eternal Coeternal beam

May I express thee unblam'd? since God is light,
And never but in unapproached light

Dwelt from Eternitie, dwelt then in thee,
Bright effluence of bright essence increate.

Or hear'st thou rather pure Ethereal stream,
Whose Fountain who shall tell? before the Sun,
Before the Heavens thou wert, and at the voice
Of God, as with a Mantle didst invest

The rising world of waters dark and deep,

Won from the void and formless infinite.

Thee I re-visit now with bolder wing,

Escap't the Stygian Pool, though long detain'd
In that obscure sojourn, while in my flight
Through utter and through middle darkness borne
With other notes then to th' Orphean Lyre

I sung of Chaos and Eternal Night,

Taught by the heav'nly Muse to venture down
The dark descent, and up to reascend,

Though hard and rare: thee I revisit safe,

And feel thy sovran vital Lamp; but thou
Revisit'st not these eyes, that rowle in vain

To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn;

So thick a drop serene hath quencht thir Orbs,
Or dim suffusion veild. Yet not the more

Cease I to wander where the Muses haunt
Cleer Spring, or shadie Grove, or Sunnie Hill,
Smit with the love of sacred song; but chief
Thee Sion and the flowrie Brooks beneath
That wash thy hallowd feet, and warbling flow,
Nightly I visit: nor somtimes forget

Those other two equal'd with me in Fate,

So were I equal'd with them in renown.

Blind Thamyris and blind Maeonides,

And Tiresias and Phineus Prophets old.

Then feed on thoughts, that voluntarie move
Harmonious numbers; as the wakeful Bird
Sings darkling, and in shadiest Covert hid
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Tunes her nocturnal Note. Thus with the Year
Seasons return, but not to me returns

Day, or the sweet approach of Ev'n or Morn,

Or sight of vernal bloom, or Summers Rose,

Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine;

But cloud in stead, and ever-during dark
Surrounds me, from the chearful waies of men
Cut off, and for the Book of knowledg fair
Presented with a Universal blanc

Of Natures works to mee expung'd and ras'd,
And wisdome at one entrance quite shut out.
So much the rather thou Celestial light

Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers
Irradiate, there plant eyes, all mist from thence
Purge and disperse, that I may see and tell

Of things invisible to mortal sight.

John Milton
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Lycidas

In this Monody the author bewails a learned Friend, unfortunately
drowned in his passage from Chester on the Irish Seas, 1637;
and,

by occasion, foretells the ruin of our corrupted Clergy, then in
their height.

YET once more, O ye laurels, and once more,
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere,
I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,
And with forced fingers rude
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.
Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear
Compels me to disturb your season due;
For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime,
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer.
Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.
He must not float upon his watery bier
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,
Without the meed of some melodious tear.
Begin, then, Sisters of the sacred well
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring;
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string.
Hence with denial vain and coy excuse:
So may some gentle Muse
With lucky words favour my destined urn,
And as he passes turn,
And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud!
For we were nursed upon the self-same hill,
Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill;
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared
Under the opening eyelids of the Morn,
We drove a-field, and both together heard
What time the grey-fly winds her sultry horn,
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night,
Oft till the star that rose at evening bright
Toward heaven's descent had sloped his westering wheel.
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute;
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Tempered to the oaten flute,
Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel
From the glad sound would not be absent long;
And old Damoetas loved to hear our song.
But, oh! the heavy change, now thou art gone,
Now thou art gone and never must return!
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves,
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o'ergrown,
And all their echoes, mourn.
The willows, and the hazel copses green,
Shall now no more be seen
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays.
As killing as the canker to the rose,
Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze,
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear,
When first the white-thorn blows;
Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd's ear.
Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep
Closed o'er the head of your loved Lycidas?
For neither were ye playing on the steep
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie,
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,
Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream.
Ay me! I fondly dream
RHad ye been there,S . . . for what could that have done?
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore,
The Muse herself, for her enchanting son,
Whom universal nature did lament,
When, by the rout that made the hideous roar,
His gory visage down the stream was sent,
Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore?
Alas! what boots it with uncessant care
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd's trade,
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse ?
Were it not better done, as others use,
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair?
Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)
To scorn delights and live laborious days;
But, the fair guerdon when we hope to find,
And think to burst out into sudden blaze,
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Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears,
And slits the thin-spun life. RBut not the praise,"
Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears:
RFame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,

Nor in the glistering foil

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies,
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed."

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood,
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds,
That strain I heard was of a higher mood.

But now my oat proceeds,

And listens to the Herald of the Sea,

That came in Neptune's plea.

He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds,
What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain?
And questioned every gust of rugged wings
That blows from off each beaked promontory.
They knew not of his story;

And sage Hippotades their answer brings,

That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed:
The air was calm, and on the level brine

Sleek Panope with all her sisters played.

It was that fatal and perfidious bark,

Built in the eclipse, and rigged with curses dark,
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.

Next, Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow,
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge,
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe.
Ah! who hath reft," quoth he, Rmy dearest pledge?"
Last came, and last did go,

The Pilot of the Galilean Lake;

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain.

(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain).

He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake:--
RHow well could I have spared for thee, young swain,
Enow of such as, for their bellies' sake,

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold!

Of other care they little reckoning make
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Than how to scramble at the shearers' feast,
And shove away the worthy bidden guest.

Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold

A sheep-hook, or have learnt aught else the least
That to the faithful herdman's art belongs!

What recks it them? What need they? They are sped:

And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs

Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw;

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

But, swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw,

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread;

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and nothing said.

But that two-handed engine at the door

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more."
Return, Alpheus; the dread voice is past

That shrunk thy streams; return Sicilian Muse,

And call the vales, and bid them hither cast

Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues.

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use

Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks,

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks,

Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes,

That on the green turf suck the honeyed showers,

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers.

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,

The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine,

The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet,

The glowing violet,

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,

And every flower that sad embroidery wears;

Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed,

And daffadillies fill their cups with tears,

To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies.

For so, to interpose a little ease,

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise,

Ay me! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas

Wash far away, where'er thy bones are hurled;

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide

Visit'st the bottom of the monstrous world;
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Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied,
Sleep'st by the fable of Bellerus old,

Where the great Vision of the guarded mount
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona's hold.
Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth:
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth.

Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more,

For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead,

Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor.

So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,

And yet anon repairs his drooping head,

And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high,

Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves,
Where, other groves and other streams along,
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves,

And hears the unexpressive nuptial song,

In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love.
There entertain him all the Saints above,

In solemn troops, and sweet societies,

That Sing, and singing in their glory move,

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more;
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore,

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good

To all that wander in that perilous flood.

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills,
While the still morn went out with sandals grey:
He touched the tender stops of various quills,
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay:

And now the sun had stretched out all the hills,
And now was dropt into the western bay.

At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue:
Tomorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new.

John Milton
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Methought I Saw My Late Espoused Saint

Methought I saw my late espoused Saint

Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave,

Who Jove's great Son to her glad Husband gave,
Rescu'd from death by force though pale and faint.
Mine as whom washt from spot of child-bed taint
Purification in the old Law did save,

And such as yet once more I trust to have

Full sight of her in Heav'n without restraint,
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind:

Her face was veil'd, yet to my fancied sight

Love, sweethess, goodness in her person shin'd
So clear, as in no face with more delight.

But O as to embrace me she enclin'd

I wak'd, she fled, and day brought back my night.

John Milton
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On His Blindness

When I consider how my light is spent

Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,

And that one talent which is death to hide

Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present

My true account, lest he returning chide,

"Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?"

I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent

That murmur, soon replies: "God doth not need
Either man's work or his own gifts: who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed

And post o'er land and ocean without rest:

They also serve who only stand and wait."

John Milton
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On His Deceased Wife

METHOUGHT I saw my late espoused Saint
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp; Whom Joves great Son to her glad Husband gave,

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Rescu'd from death by force though pale and faint.

Mine as whom washt from spot of child-bed taint,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Purification in the old Law did save,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;And such, as yet once more I trust to have
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Full sight of her in Heaven without restraint,
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind:

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Her face was vail'd, yet to my fancied sight,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shin'd
So clear, as in no face with more delight.

&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;But O as to embrace me she enclin'd
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I wak'd, she fled, and day brought back my night.

John Milton
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On Shakespear

What needs my Shakespear for his honour'd Bones,
The labour of an age in piled Stones,

Or that his hallow'd reliques should be hid

Under a Star-ypointing Pyramid?

Dear son of memory, great heir of Fame,

What need'st thou such weak witnes of thy name?
Thou in our wonder and astonishment

Hast built thy self a live-long Monument.

For whilst toth' shame of slow-endeavouring art,
Thy easie numbers flow, and that each heart

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalu'd Book,

Those Delphick lines with deep impression took
Then thou our fancy of it self bereaving,

Dost make us Marble with too much conceaving;
And so Sepulcher'd in such pomp dost lie,

That Kings for such a Tomb would wish to die.

John Milton
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On The Death Of A Fair Infant Dying Of A Cough

O fairest flower no sooner blown but blasted,
Soft silken Primrose fading timelesslie,

Summers chief honour if thou hadst outlasted
Bleak winters force that made thy blossome drie;
For he being amorous on that lovely die

That did thy cheek envermeil, thought to kiss
But kill'd alas, and then bewayl'd his fatal bliss.

II

For since grim Aquilo his charioter

By boistrous rape th' Athenian damsel got,

He thought it toucht his Deitie full neer,

If likewise he some fair one wedded not,

Thereby to wipe away th' infamous blot,

Of long-uncoupled bed, and childless eld,

Which 'mongst the wanton gods a foul reproach was held.

III

So mounting up in ycie-pearled carr,

Through middle empire of the freezing aire

He wanderd long, till thee he spy'd from farr,
There ended was his quest, there ceast his care
Down he descended from his Snow-soft chaire,
But all unwares with his cold-kind embrace
Unhous'd thy Virgin Soul from her fair hiding place.

IV

Yet art thou not inglorious in thy fate;

For so Apollo, with unweeting hand

Whilome did slay his dearly-loved mate

Young Hyacinth born on Eurotas' strand,

Young Hyacinth the pride of Spartan land;

But then transform'd him to a purple flower

Alack that so to change thee winter had no power.
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\Y

Yet can I not perswade me thou art dead

Or that thy coarse corrupts in earths dark wombe,
Or that thy beauties lie in wormie bed,

Hid from the world in a low delved tombe;

Could Heav'n for pittie thee so strictly doom?

O no! for something in thy face did shine

Above mortalitie that shew'd thou wast divine.

VI

Resolve me then oh Soul most surely blest

(If so it be that thou these plaints dost hear)

Tell me bright Spirit where e're thou hoverest
Whether above that high first-moving Spheare

Or in the Elisian fields (if such there were.)

Oh say me true if thou wert mortal wight

And why from us so quickly thou didst take thy flight.

VII

Wert thou some Starr which from the ruin'd roofe
Of shak't Olympus by mischance didst fall;

Which carefull Jove in natures true behoofe

Took up, and in fit place did reinstall?

Or did of late earths Sonnes besiege the wall

Of sheenie Heav'n, and thou some goddess fled
Amongst us here below to hide thy nectar'd head

VIII

Or wert thou that just Maid who once before

Forsook the hated earth, O tell me sooth

And cam'st again to visit us once more?

Or wert thou that sweet smiling Youth!

Or that c[rJown'd Matron sage white-robed Truth?

Or any other of that heav'nly brood

Let down in clowdie throne to do the world some good.

Note: 53 Or wert thou] Or wert thou Mercy -- conjectured by
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John Heskin Ch. Ch. Oxon. from Ode on Nativity, st. 15.

IX

Or wert thou of the golden-winged boast,

Who having clad thy self in humane weed,

To earth from thy praefixed seat didst poast,

And after short abode flie back with speed,

As if to shew what creatures Heav'n doth breed,
Thereby to set the hearts of men on fire

To scorn the sordid world, and unto Heav'n aspire.

X

But oh why didst thou not stay here below

To bless us with thy heav'n-lov'd innocence,

To slake his wrath whom sin hath made our foe

To turn Swift-rushing black perdition hence,

Or drive away the slaughtering pestilence,

To stand 'twixt us and our deserved smart

But thou canst best perform that office where thou art.

XI

Then thou the mother of so sweet a child

Her false imagin'd loss cease to lament,

And wisely learn to curb thy sorrows wild;

Think what a present thou to God hast sent,

And render him with patience what he lent;

This if thou do he will an off-spring give,

That till the worlds last-end shall make thy name to live.

John Milton
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On The Lord Gen. Fairfax At The Seige Of Colchester

Fairfax, whose name in armes through Europe rings
Filling each mouth with envy, or with praise,

And all her jealous monarchs with amaze,

And rumors loud, that daunt remotest kings,

Thy firm unshak'n vertue ever brings

Victory home, though new rebellions raise

Their Hydra heads, &amp; the fals North displaies
Her brok'n league, to impe their serpent wings,

O yet a nobler task awaites thy hand;

Yet what can Warr, but endless warr still breed,
Till Truth, &amp; Right from Violence be freed,
And Public Faith cleard from the shamefull brand
Of Public Fraud. In vain doth Valour bleed

While Avarice, &amp; Rapine share the land.

John Milton
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On The Morning Of Christ’s Nativity

This is the month, and this the happy morn,
Wherein the Son of Heaven’s eternal King,

Of wedded maid and Virgin Mother born,

Our great redemption from above did bring;
For so the holy sages once did sing,

That he our deadly forfeit should release,

And with his Father work us a perpetual peace.

II

That glorious Form, that Light unsufferable,

And that far-beaming blaze of majesty,

Wherewith he wont at Heaven’s high council-table
To sit the midst of Trinal Unity,

He laid aside, and, here with us to be,

Forsook the Courts of everlasting Day,

And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay.

III

Say, Heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein

Afford a present to the Infant God?

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain,

To welcome him to this his new abode,

Now while the heaven, by the Sun’s team untrod,

Hath took no print of the approaching light,

And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons bright?

IV

See how from far upon the Eastern road

The star-led Wisards haste with odours sweet!

Oh! run; prevent them with thy humble ode,

And lay it lowly at his blessed feet;

Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet,

And join thy voice unto the Angel Quire,

From out his secret altar touched with hallowed fire.
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The Hymn
I

It was the winter wild,

While the heaven-born child

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies;
Nature, in awe to him,

Had doffed her gaudy trim,

With her great Master so to sympathize:

It was no season then for her

To wanton with the Sun, her lusty Paramour.

II

Only with speeches fair

She woos the gentle air

To hide her guilty front with innocent snow,
And on her naked shame,

Pollute with sinful blame,

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw;
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes

Should look so near upon her foul deformities.

III

But he, her fears to cease,

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace:

She, crowned with olive green, came softly sliding
Down through the turning sphere,

His ready Harbinger,

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing;

And, waving wide her myrtle wand,

She strikes a universal peace through sea and land.

IV

No war, or battail’s sound,

Was heard the world around;

The idle spear and shield were high uphung;
The hookéd chariot stood,

Unstained with hostile blood;
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The trumpet spake not to the armed throng;
And Kings sat still with awful eye,
As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by.

\Y

But peaceful was the night

Wherein the Prince of Light

His reign of peace upon the earth began.

The winds, with wonder whist,

Smoothly the waters kissed,

Whispering new joys to the mild Ocean,

Who now hath quite forgot to rave,

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave.

VI

The stars, with deep amaze,

Stand fixed in steadfast gaze,

Bending one way their precious influence,

And will not take their flight,

For all the morning light,

Or Lucifer that often warned them thence;

But in their glimmering orbs did glow,

Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go.

VII

And, though the shady gloom

Had given day her room,

The Sun himself withheld his wonted speed,

And hid his head of shame,

As his inferior flame

The new-enlightened world no more should need:

He saw a greater Sun appear

Than his bright Throne or burning axletree could bear.

VIII
The Shepherds on the lawn,

Or ere the point of dawn,
Sat simply chatting in a rustic row;

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

85



Full little thought they than

That the mighty Pan

Was kindly come to live with them below:
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep,

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep.

IX

When such music sweet

Their hearts and ears did greet

As never was by mortal finger strook,

Divinely-warbled voice

Answering the stringed noise,

As all their souls in blissful rapture took:

The air, such pleasure loth to lose,

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close.

X

Nature, that heard such sound

Beneath the hollow round

Of Cynthia’s seat the airy Region thrilling,

Now was almost won

To think her part was done,

And that her reign had here its last fulfilling:

She knew such harmony alone

Could hold all Heaven and Earth in happier union.

XI

At last surrounds their sight

A globe of circular light,

That with long beams the shamefaced Night arrayed;
The helmed Cherubim

And sworded Seraphim

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed,
Harping in loud and solemn quire,

With unexpressive notes, to Heaven’s newborn Heir.

XII

Such music (as 'tis said)
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Before was never made,

But when of old the Sons of Morning sung,

While the Creator great

His constellations set,

And the well-balanced World on hinges hung,

And cast the dark foundations deep,

And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep.

XIII

Ring out, ye crystal spheres!

Once bless our human ears,

If ye have power to touch our senses so;

And let your silver chime

Move in melodious time;

And let the bass of heaven’s deep organ blow;
And with your ninefold harmony

Make up full consort of the angelic symphony.

X1V

For, if such holy song

Enwrap our fancy long,

Time will run back and fetch the Age of Gold;

And speckled Vanity

Will sicken soon and die,

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould;

And Hell itself will pass away,

And leave her dolorous mansions of the peering day.

XV

Yes, Truth and Justice then

Will down return to men,

The enamelled arras of the rainbow wearing;

And Mercy set between,

Throned in celestial sheen,

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering;
And Heaven, as at some festival,

Will open wide the gates of her high palace-hall.

XVI
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But wisest Fate says No,

This must not yet be so;

The Babe lies yet in smiling infancy

That on the bitter cross

Must redeem our loss,

So both himself and us to glorify:

Yet first, to those chained in sleep,

The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the deep,

XVII

With such a horrid clang

As on Mount Sinai rang,

While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbrake:
The aged Earth, aghast

With terror of that blast,

Shall from the surface to the centre shake,

When, at the world’s last session,

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his throne.

XVIII

And then at last our bliss

Full and perfect is,

But now begins; for from this happy day
The Old Dragon under ground,

In straiter limits bound,

Not half so far casts his usurped sway,
And, wroth to see his Kingdom fail,
Swindges the scaly horror of his folded tail.

XIX

The Oracles are dumb;

No voice or hideous hum

Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving.
Apollo from his shrine

Can no more divine,

Will hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving.

No nightly trance, or breathéd spell,

Inspires the pale-eyed Priest from the prophetic cell.
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XX

The lonely mountains o’er,

And the resounding shore,

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament;

Edged with poplar pale,

From haunted spring, and dale

The parting Genius is with sighing sent;

With flower-inwoven tresses torn

The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn.

XXI

In consecrated earth,

And on the holy hearth,

The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint;
In urns, and altars round,

A drear and dying sound

Affrights the Flamens at their service quaint;

And the chill marble seems to sweat,

While each peculiar power forgoes his wonted seat.

XXII

Peor and Baalim

Forsake their temples dim,

With that twice-battered god of Palestine;

And mooned Ashtaroth,

Heaven’s Queen and Mother both,

Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine:

The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn;

In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz mourn.

XXIII

And sullen Moloch, fled,

Hath left in shadows dread

His burning idol all of blackest hue;

In vain with cymbals’ ring

They call the grisly king,

In dismal dance about the furnace blue;
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The brutish gods of Nile as fast,
Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste.

XXIV

Nor is Osiris seen

In Memphian grove or green,

Trampling the unshowered grass with lowings loud;
Nor can he be at rest

Within his sacred chest;

Nought but profoundest Hell can be his shroud;

In vain, with timbreled anthems dark,

The sable-stoled Sorcerers bear his worshiped ark.

XXV

He feels from Juda’s land

The dreaded Infant’s hand;

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn;

Nor all the gods beside

Longer dare abide,

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine:

Our Babe, to show his Godhead true,

Can in his swaddling bands control the damned crew.

XXVI

So, when the Sun in bed,

Curtained with cloudy red,

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave,

The flocking shadows pale

Troop to the infernal jail,

Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave,

And the yellow-skirted Fays

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved maze.

XXVII

But see! the Virgin blest

Hath laid her Babe to rest,

Time is our tedious song should here have ending:
Heaven’s youngest-teemed star
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Hath fixed her polished car,

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending;
And all about the courtly stable

Bright-harnessed Angels sit in order serviceable.

John Milton
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On The New Forcers Of Conscience Under The Long
Parliament

Because you have thrown off your Prelate Lord,
And with stiff vows renounced his Liturgy,

To seize the widowed whore Plurality,

From them whose sin ye envied, not abhorred,
Dare ye for this adjure the civil sword

To force our consciences that Christ set free,
And ride us with a Classic Hierarchy,

Taught ye by mere A. S. and Rutherford?

Men whose life, learning, faith, and pure intent,
Would have been held in high esteem with Paul
Must now be named and printed heretics

By shallow Edwards and Scotch What-d'ye-call!
But we do hope to find out all your tricks,

Your plots and packing, worse than those of Trent,
That so the Parliament

May with their wholesome and preventive shears
Clip your phylacteries, though baulk your ears,
And succour our just fears,

When they shall read this clearly in your charge:
New Presbyter is but old Priest writ large.

John Milton
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On The Religious Memory Of Mrs. Catherine Thomson,
My Christian Friend, Deceased Dec. 16, 1646

When Faith and Love, which parted from thee never,
Had ripened thy just soul to dwell with God,
Meekly thou didst resign this earthly load

Of death, called life, which us from life doth sever.
Thy works, and alms, and all thy good endeavour,
Stayed not behind, nor in the grave were trod;
But, as Faith pointed with her golden rod,
Followed thee up to joy and bliss for ever.

Love led them on; and Faith, who knew them best
Thy handmaids, clad them o’er with purple beams
And azure wings, that up they flew so drest,

And speak the truth of thee on glorious themes
Before the Judge; who henceforth bid thee rest,
And drink thy fill of pure immortal streams.

John Milton

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



On The Same

I did but prompt the age to quit their clogs

By the known rules of ancient liberty,

When straight a barbarous noise environs me
Of owls and cuckoos, asses, apes, and dogs;
As when those hinds that were transformed to frogs
Railed at Latona’s twin-born progeny,

Which after held the Sun and Moon in fee.

But this is got by casting pearl to hogs,

That bawl for freedom in their senseless mood,
And still revolt when Truth would set them free.
Licence they mean when they cry Liberty;

For who loves that must first be wise and good:
But from that mark how far they rove we see,
For all this waste of wealth and loss of blood.

John Milton
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On The University Carrier

Who sickened in the time of his Vacancy, being forbid to go to London by reason
of the Plague.

Here lies old Hobson. Death hath broke his girt,
And here, alas! hath laid him in the dirt;

Or else, the ways being foul, twenty to one

He’s here stuck in a slough, and overthrown.

T was such a shifter that, if truth were known,
Death was half glad when he had got him down;
For he had any time this ten years full

Dodged with him betwixt Cambridge and The Bull.
And surely Death could never have prevailed,

Had not his weekly course of carriage failed;

But lately, finding him so long at home,

And thinking now his journey’s end was come,
And that he had ta’en up his latest Inn,

In the kind office of a Chamberlin

Showed him his room where he must lodge that night,
Pulled off his boots, and took away the light.

If any ask for him, it shall be said,

“Hobson has supped, and s newly gone to bed.”

John Milton
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On The University Carrier Who Sickn'D In The Time Of
His Vacancy, Being Forbid To Go To London, By
Reason Of The Plague

Here lies old Hobson, Death hath broke his girt,
And here alas, hath laid him in the dirt,

Or els the ways being foul, twenty to one,

He's here stuck in a slough, and overthrown.
'Twas such a shifter, that if truth were known,
Death was half glad when he had got him down;
For he had any time this ten yeers full,

Dodg'd with him, betwixt Cambridge and the Bull.
And surely, Death could never have prevail'd,
Had not his weekly cours of carriage fail'd;

But lately finding him so long at home,

And thinking now his journeys end was come,
And that he had tane up his latest Inne,

In the kind office of a Chamberlin

Shew'd him his room where he must lodge that night,
Pull'd off his Boots, and took away the light:

If any ask for him, it shall be sed,

Hobson has supt, and 's newly gon to bed.

John Milton
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On Time

Fly, envious Time, till thou run out thy race,

Call on the lazy leaden-stepping hours,

Whose speed is but the heavy plummet's pace;
And glut thyself with what thy womb devours,
Which is no more than what is false and vain,
And merely mortal dross;

So little is our loss,

So little is thy gain.

For when as each thing bad thou hast intombed,
And last of all thy greedy self consumed,

Then long Eternity shall greet our bliss

With an individual kiss,

And Joy shall overtake us as a flood;

When every thing that is sincerely good

And perfectly divine,

With truth, and peace, and love, shall ever shine
About the supreme throne

Of Him, t' whose happy-making sight alone
When once our heav'nly-guided soul shall climb,
Then, all this earthly grossness quit,

Attired with stars, we shall for ever sit,
Triumphing over Death, and Chance, and thee, O Time.

John Milton
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Paradise Lost: Book 01

Of Man's first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste
Brought death into the World, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man

Restore us, and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, Heavenly Muse, that, on the secret top

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That shepherd who first taught the chosen seed
In the beginning how the heavens and earth
Rose out of Chaos: or, if Sion hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa's brook that flowed
Fast by the oracle of God, I thence

Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song,

That with no middle flight intends to soar

Above th' Aonian mount, while it pursues
Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme.

And chiefly thou, O Spirit, that dost prefer
Before all temples th' upright heart and pure,
Instruct me, for thou know'st; thou from the first
Wast present, and, with mighty wings outspread,
Dove-like sat'st brooding on the vast Abyss,
And mad'st it pregnant: what in me is dark
Illumine, what is low raise and support;

That, to the height of this great argument,

I may assert Eternal Providence,

And justify the ways of God to men.

Say first--for Heaven hides nothing from thy view,
Nor the deep tract of Hell--say first what cause
Moved our grand parents, in that happy state,
Favoured of Heaven so highly, to fall off

From their Creator, and transgress his will

For one restraint, lords of the World besides.
Who first seduced them to that foul revolt?

Th' infernal Serpent; he it was whose guile,
Stirred up with envy and revenge, deceived

The mother of mankind, what time his pride
Had cast him out from Heaven, with all his host
Of rebel Angels, by whose aid, aspiring

To set himself in glory above his peers,
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He trusted to have equalled the Most High,

If he opposed, and with ambitious aim

Against the throne and monarchy of God,
Raised impious war in Heaven and battle proud,
With vain attempt. Him the Almighty Power
Hurled headlong flaming from th' ethereal sky,
With hideous ruin and combustion, down

To bottomless perdition, there to dwell

In adamantine chains and penal fire,

Who durst defy th' Omnipotent to arms.

Nine times the space that measures day and night
To mortal men, he, with his horrid crew,

Lay vanquished, rolling in the fiery gulf,
Confounded, though immortal. But his doom
Reserved him to more wrath; for now the thought
Both of lost happiness and lasting pain
Torments him: round he throws his baleful eyes,
That witnessed huge affliction and dismay,
Mixed with obdurate pride and steadfast hate.
At once, as far as Angels ken, he views

The dismal situation waste and wild.

A dungeon horrible, on all sides round,

As one great furnace flamed; yet from those flames
No light; but rather darkness visible

Served only to discover sights of woe,

Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace
And rest can never dwell, hope never comes
That comes to all, but torture without end

Still urges, and a fiery deluge, fed

With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed.

Such place Eternal Justice has prepared

For those rebellious; here their prison ordained
In utter darkness, and their portion set,

As far removed from God and light of Heaven
As from the centre thrice to th' utmost pole.

Oh how unlike the place from whence they fell!
There the companions of his fall, o'erwhelmed
With floods and whirlwinds of tempestuous fire,
He soon discerns; and, weltering by his side,
One next himself in power, and next in crime,
Long after known in Palestine, and named
Beelzebub. To whom th' Arch-Enemy,
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And thence in Heaven called Satan, with bold words
Breaking the horrid silence, thus began:--
"If thou beest he--but O how fallen! how changed
From him who, in the happy realms of light
Clothed with transcendent brightness, didst outshine
Myriads, though bright!--if he whom mutual league,
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope
And hazard in the glorious enterprise
Joined with me once, now misery hath joined
In equal ruin; into what pit thou seest
From what height fallen: so much the stronger proved
He with his thunder; and till then who knew
The force of those dire arms? Yet not for those,
Nor what the potent Victor in his rage
Can else inflict, do I repent, or change,
Though changed in outward lustre, that fixed mind,
And high disdain from sense of injured merit,
That with the Mightiest raised me to contend,
And to the fierce contentions brought along
Innumerable force of Spirits armed,
That durst dislike his reign, and, me preferring,
His utmost power with adverse power opposed
In dubious battle on the plains of Heaven,
And shook his throne. What though the field be lost?
All is not lost--the unconquerable will,
And study of revenge, immortal hate,
And courage never to submit or yield:
And what is else not to be overcome?
That glory never shall his wrath or might
Extort from me. To bow and sue for grace
With suppliant knee, and deify his power
Who, from the terror of this arm, so late
Doubted his empire--that were low indeed;
That were an ignominy and shame beneath
This downfall; since, by fate, the strength of Gods,
And this empyreal sybstance, cannot fail;
Since, through experience of this great event,
In arms not worse, in foresight much advanced,
We may with more successful hope resolve
To wage by force or guile eternal war,
Irreconcilable to our grand Foe,
Who now triumphs, and in th' excess of joy
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Sole reigning holds the tyranny of Heaven."

So spake th' apostate Angel, though in pain,
Vaunting aloud, but racked with deep despair;
And him thus answered soon his bold compeer:--

"O Prince, O Chief of many throned Powers
That led th' embattled Seraphim to war
Under thy conduct, and, in dreadful deeds
Fearless, endangered Heaven's perpetual King,
And put to proof his high supremacy,

Whether upheld by strength, or chance, or fate,
Too well I see and rue the dire event
That, with sad overthrow and foul defeat,

Hath lost us Heaven, and all this mighty host
In horrible destruction laid thus low,

As far as Gods and heavenly Essences

Can perish: for the mind and spirit remains
Invincible, and vigour soon returns,

Though all our glory extinct, and happy state

Here swallowed up in endless misery.

But what if he our Conqueror (whom I now
Of force believe almighty, since no less
Than such could have o'erpowered such force as ours)
Have left us this our spirit and strength entire,
Strongly to suffer and support our pains,

That we may so suffice his vengeful ire,

Or do him mightier service as his thralls
By right of war, whate'er his business be,

Here in the heart of Hell to work in fire,

Or do his errands in the gloomy Deep?

What can it the avail though yet we feel
Strength undiminished, or eternal being
To undergo eternal punishment?"

Whereto with speedy words th' Arch-Fiend replied:--
"Fallen Cherub, to be weak is miserable,

Doing or suffering: but of this be sure--

To do aught good never will be our task,

But ever to do ill our sole delight,

As being the contrary to his high will
Whom we resist. If then his providence
Out of our evil seek to bring forth good,

Our labour must be to pervert that end,

And out of good still to find means of evil;

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 101



Which ofttimes may succeed so as perhaps
Shall grieve him, if I fail not, and disturb

His inmost counsels from their destined aim.
But see! the angry Victor hath recalled

His ministers of vengeance and pursuit

Back to the gates of Heaven: the sulphurous hail,
Shot after us in storm, o'erblown hath laid

The fiery surge that from the precipice

Of Heaven received us falling; and the thunder,
Winged with red lightning and impetuous rage,
Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases now
To bellow through the vast and boundless Deep.
Let us not slip th' occasion, whether scorn

Or satiate fury yield it from our Foe.

Seest thou yon dreary plain, forlorn and wild,
The seat of desolation, void of light,

Save what the glimmering of these livid flames
Casts pale and dreadful? Thither let us tend
From off the tossing of these fiery waves;
There rest, if any rest can harbour there;

And, re-assembling our afflicted powers,
Consult how we may henceforth most offend
Our enemy, our own loss how repair,

How overcome this dire calamity,

What reinforcement we may gain from hope,
If not, what resolution from despair."

Thus Satan, talking to his nearest mate,

With head uplift above the wave, and eyes
That sparkling blazed; his other parts besides
Prone on the flood, extended long and large,
Lay floating many a rood, in bulk as huge

As whom the fables name of monstrous size,
Titanian or Earth-born, that warred on Jove,
Briareos or Typhon, whom the den

By ancient Tarsus held, or that sea-beast
Leviathan, which God of all his works

Created hugest that swim th' ocean-stream.
Him, haply slumbering on the Norway foam,
The pilot of some small night-foundered skiff,
Deeming some island, oft, as seamen tell,
With fixed anchor in his scaly rind,

Moors by his side under the lee, while night
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Invests the sea, and wished morn delays.

So stretched out huge in length the Arch-fiend lay,
Chained on the burning lake; nor ever thence

Had risen, or heaved his head, but that the will
And high permission of all-ruling Heaven

Left him at large to his own dark designs,

That with reiterated crimes he might

Heap on himself damnation, while he sought

Evil to others, and enraged might see

How all his malice served but to bring forth
Infinite goodness, grace, and mercy, shewn

On Man by him seduced, but on himself

Treble confusion, wrath, and vengeance poured.
Forthwith upright he rears from off the pool

His mighty stature; on each hand the flames
Driven backward slope their pointing spires, and,rolled
In billows, leave i' th' midst a horrid vale.

Then with expanded wings he steers his flight
Aloft, incumbent on the dusky air,

That felt unusual weight; till on dry land

He lights--if it were land that ever burned

With solid, as the lake with liquid fire,

And such appeared in hue as when the force

Of subterranean wind transprots a hill

Torn from Pelorus, or the shattered side

Of thundering Etna, whose combustible

And fuelled entrails, thence conceiving fire,
Sublimed with mineral fury, aid the winds,

And leave a singed bottom all involved

With stench and smoke. Such resting found the sole
Of unblest feet. Him followed his next mate;

Both glorying to have scaped the Stygian flood

As gods, and by their own recovered strength,

Not by the sufferance of supernal Power.

"Is this the region, this the soil, the clime,"

Said then the lost Archangel, "this the seat

That we must change for Heaven?--this mournful gloom
For that celestial light? Be it so, since he

Who now is sovereign can dispose and bid

What shall be right: farthest from him is best
Whom reason hath equalled, force hath made supreme
Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields,
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Where joy for ever dwells! Hail, horrors! hail,
Infernal world! and thou, profoundest Hell,
Receive thy new possessor--one who brings

A mind not to be changed by place or time.

The mind is its own place, and in itself

Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven.
What matter where, if I be still the same,

And what I should be, all but less than he
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least
We shall be free; th' Almighty hath not built
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence:

Here we may reigh secure; and, in my choice,
To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell:
Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.

But wherefore let we then our faithful friends,
Th' associates and co-partners of our loss,

Lie thus astonished on th' oblivious pool,

And call them not to share with us their part

In this unhappy mansion, or once more

With rallied arms to try what may be yet
Regained in Heaven, or what more lost in Hell?"
So Satan spake; and him Beelzebub

Thus answered:--"Leader of those armies bright
Which, but th' Omnipotent, none could have foiled!
If once they hear that voice, their liveliest pledge
Of hope in fears and dangers--heard so oft

In worst extremes, and on the perilous edge

Of battle, when it raged, in all assaults

Their surest signal--they will soon resume

New courage and revive, though now they lie
Grovelling and prostrate on yon lake of fire,

As we erewhile, astounded and amazed;

No wonder, fallen such a pernicious height!"

He scare had ceased when the superior Fiend
Was moving toward the shore; his ponderous shield,
Ethereal temper, massy, large, and round,
Behind him cast. The broad circumference

Hung on his shoulders like the moon, whose orb
Through optic glass the Tuscan artist views

At evening, from the top of Fesole,

Or in Valdarno, to descry new lands,

Rivers, or mountains, in her spotty globe.
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His spear--to equal which the tallest pine

Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast

Of some great ammiral, were but a wand--

He walked with, to support uneasy steps

Over the burning marl, not like those steps

On Heaven's azure; and the torrid clime

Smote on him sore besides, vaulted with fire.
Nathless he so endured, till on the beach

Of that inflamed sea he stood, and called

His legions--Angel Forms, who lay entranced
Thick as autumnal leaves that strow the brooks
In Vallombrosa, where th' Etrurian shades

High over-arched embower; or scattered sedge
Afloat, when with fierce winds Orion armed
Hath vexed the Red-Sea coast, whose waves o'erthrew
Busiris and his Memphian chivalry,

While with perfidious hatred they pursued

The sojourners of Goshen, who beheld

From the safe shore their floating carcases

And broken chariot-wheels. So thick bestrown,
Abject and lost, lay these, covering the flood,
Under amazement of their hideous change.

He called so loud that all the hollow deep

Of Hell resounded:--"Princes, Potentates,
Warriors, the Flower of Heaven--once yours; now lost,
If such astonishment as this can seize

Eternal Spirits! Or have ye chosen this place
After the toil of battle to repose

Your wearied virtue, for the ease you find

To slumber here, as in the vales of Heaven?

Or in this abject posture have ye sworn

To adore the Conqueror, who now beholds
Cherub and Seraph rolling in the flood

With scattered arms and ensigns, till anon

His swift pursuers from Heaven-gates discern
Th' advantage, and, descending, tread us down
Thus drooping, or with linked thunderbolts
Transfix us to the bottom of this gulf?

Awake, arise, or be for ever fallen!"

They heard, and were abashed, and up they sprung
Upon the wing, as when men wont to watch
On duty, sleeping found by whom they dread,
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Rouse and bestir themselves ere well awake.
Nor did they not perceive the evil plight

In which they were, or the fierce pains not feel;
Yet to their General's voice they soon obeyed
Innumerable. As when the potent rod

Of Amram's son, in Egypt's evil day,

Waved round the coast, up-called a pitchy cloud
Of locusts, warping on the eastern wind,

That o'er the realm of impious Pharaoh hung
Like Night, and darkened all the land of Nile;

So numberless were those bad Angels seen
Hovering on wing under the cope of Hell,

'"Twixt upper, nether, and surrounding fires;

Till, as a signal given, th' uplifted spear

Of their great Sultan waving to direct

Their course, in even balance down they light
On the firm brimstone, and fill all the plain:

A multitude like which the populous North
Poured never from her frozen loins to pass
Rhene or the Danaw, when her barbarous sons
Came like a deluge on the South, and spread
Beneath Gibraltar to the Libyan sands.
Forthwith, form every squadron and each band,
The heads and leaders thither haste where stood
Their great Commander--godlike Shapes, and Forms
Excelling human; princely Dignities;

And Powers that erst in Heaven sat on thrones,
Though on their names in Heavenly records now
Be no memorial, blotted out and rased

By their rebellion from the Books of Life.

Nor had they yet among the sons of Eve

Got them new names, till, wandering o'er the earth,
Through God's high sufferance for the trial of man,
By falsities and lies the greatest part

Of mankind they corrupted to forsake

God their Creator, and th' invisible

Glory of him that made them to transform

Oft to the image of a brute, adorned

With gay religions full of pomp and gold,

And devils to adore for deities:

Then were they known to men by various names,
And various idols through the heathen world.
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Say, Muse, their names then known, who first, who last,
Roused from the slumber on that fiery couch,
At their great Emperor's call, as next in worth
Came singly where he stood on the bare strand,
While the promiscuous crowd stood yet aloof?
The chief were those who, from the pit of Hell
Roaming to seek their prey on Earth, durst fix
Their seats, long after, next the seat of God,
Their altars by his altar, gods adored

Among the nations round, and durst abide
Jehovah thundering out of Sion, throned
Between the Cherubim; yea, often placed
Within his sanctuary itself their shrines,
Abominations; and with cursed things

His holy rites and solemn feasts profaned,

And with their darkness durst affront his light.
First, Moloch, horrid king, besmeared with blood
Of human sacrifice, and parents' tears;

Though, for the noise of drums and timbrels loud,
Their children's cries unheard that passed through fire
To his grim idol. Him the Ammonite

Worshiped in Rabba and her watery plain,

In Argob and in Basan, to the stream

Of utmost Arnon. Nor content with such
Audacious neighbourhood, the wisest heart

Of Solomon he led by fraoud to build

His temple right against the temple of God

On that opprobrious hill, and made his grove
The pleasant valley of Hinnom, Tophet thence
And black Gehenna called, the type of Hell.
Next Chemos, th' obscene dread of Moab's sons,
From Aroar to Nebo and the wild

Of southmost Abarim; in Hesebon

And Horonaim, Seon's real, beyond

The flowery dale of Sibma clad with vines,

And Eleale to th' Asphaltic Pool:

Peor his other name, when he enticed

Israel in Sittim, on their march from Nile,

To do him wanton rites, which cost them woe.
Yet thence his lustful orgies he enlarged

Even to that hill of scandal, by the grove

Of Moloch homicide, lust hard by hate,
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Till good Josiah drove them thence to Hell.
With these came they who, from the bordering flood
Of old Euphrates to the brook that parts

Egypt from Syrian ground, had general names
Of Baalim and Ashtaroth--those male,

These feminine. For Spirits, when they please,
Can either sex assume, or both; so soft

And uncompounded is their essence pure,

Not tried or manacled with joint or limb,

Nor founded on the brittle strength of bones,
Like cumbrous flesh; but, in what shape they choose,
Dilated or condensed, bright or obscure,

Can execute their airy purposes,

And works of love or enmity fulfil.

For those the race of Israel oft forsook

Their Living Strength, and unfrequented left
His righteous altar, bowing lowly down

To bestial gods; for which their heads as low
Bowed down in battle, sunk before the spear
Of despicable foes. With these in troop

Came Astoreth, whom the Phoenicians called
Astarte, queen of heaven, with crescent horns;
To whose bright image nigntly by the moon
Sidonian virgins paid their vows and songs;

In Sion also not unsung, where stood

Her temple on th' offensive mountain, built

By that uxorious king whose heart, though large,
Beguiled by fair idolatresses, fell

To idols foul. Thammuz came next behind,
Whose annual wound in Lebanon allured

The Syrian damsels to lament his fate

In amorous ditties all a summer's day,

While smooth Adonis from his native rock

Ran purple to the sea, supposed with blood

Of Thammuz yearly wounded: the love-tale
Infected Sion's daughters with like heat,
Whose wanton passions in the sacred proch
Ezekiel saw, when, by the vision led,

His eye surveyed the dark idolatries

Of alienated Judah. Next came one

Who mourned in earnest, when the captive ark
Maimed his brute image, head and hands lopt off,
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In his own temple, on the grunsel-edge,

Where he fell flat and shamed his worshippers:
Dagon his name, sea-monster,upward man
And downward fish; yet had his temple high
Reared in Azotus, dreaded through the coast
Of Palestine, in Gath and Ascalon,

And Accaron and Gaza's frontier bounds.

Him followed Rimmon, whose delightful seat
Was fair Damascus, on the fertile banks

Of Abbana and Pharphar, lucid streams.

He also against the house of God was bold:

A leper once he lost, and gained a king--

Ahaz, his sottish conqueror, whom he drew
God's altar to disparage and displace

For one of Syrian mode, whereon to burn

His odious offerings, and adore the gods
Whom he had vanquished. After these appeared
A crew who, under names of old renown--
Osiris, Isis, Orus, and their train--

With monstrous shapes and sorceries abused
Fanatic Egypt and her priests to seek

Their wandering gods disguised in brutish forms
Rather than human. Nor did Israel scape

Th' infection, when their borrowed gold composed
The calf in Oreb; and the rebel king

Doubled that sin in Bethel and in Dan,

Likening his Maker to the grazed ox--

Jehovah, who, in one night, when he passed
From Egypt marching, equalled with one stroke
Both her first-born and all her bleating gods.
Belial came last; than whom a Spirit more lewd
Fell not from Heaven, or more gross to love
Vice for itself. To him no temple stood

Or altar smoked; yet who more oft than he

In temples and at altars, when the priest
Turns atheist, as did Eli's sons, who filled

With lust and violence the house of God?

In courts and palaces he also reigns,

And in luxurious cities, where the noise

Of riot ascends above their loftiest towers,

And injury and outrage; and, when night
Darkens the streets, then wander forth the sons
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Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine.

Withess the streets of Sodom, and that night

In Gibeah, when the hospitable door

Exposed a matron, to avoid worse rape.

These were the prime in order and in might:
The rest were long to tell; though far renowned
Th' Ionian gods--of Javan's issue held

Gods, yet confessed later than Heaven and Earth,
Their boasted parents;--Titan, Heaven's first-born,
With his enormous brood, and birthright seized
By younger Saturn: he from mightier Jove,

His own and Rhea's son, like measure found;

So Jove usurping reigned. These, first in Crete
And Ida known, thence on the snowy top

Of cold Olympus ruled the middle air,

Their highest heaven; or on the Delphian cliff,

Or in Dodona, and through all the bounds

Of Doric land; or who with Saturn old

Fled over Adria to th' Hesperian fields,

And o'er the Celtic roamed the utmost Isles.

All these and more came flocking; but with looks
Downcast and damp; yet such wherein appeared
Obscure some glimpse of joy to have found their Chief
Not in despair, to have found themselves not lost
In loss itself; which on his countenance cast

Like doubtful hue. But he, his wonted pride

Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore
Semblance of worth, not substance, gently raised
Their fainting courage, and dispelled their fears.
Then straight commands that, at the warlike sound
Of trumpets loud and clarions, be upreared

His mighty standard. That proud honour claimed
Azazel as his right, a Cherub tall:

Who forthwith from the glittering staff unfurled
Th' imperial ensign; which, full high advanced,
Shone like a meteor streaming to the wind,

With gems and golden lustre rich emblazed,
Seraphic arms and trophies; all the while
Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds:

At which the universal host up-sent

A shout that tore Hell's concave, and beyond
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night.
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All in a moment through the gloom were seen
Ten thousand banners rise into the air,

With orient colours waving: with them rose

A forest huge of spears; and thronging helms
Appeared, and serried shields in thick array

Of depth immeasurable. Anon they move

In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood

Of flutes and soft recorders--such as raised

To height of noblest temper heroes old

Arming to battle, and instead of rage
Deliberate valour breathed, firm, and unmoved
With dread of death to flight or foul retreat;
Nor wanting power to mitigate and swage

With solemn touches troubled thoughts, and chase
Anguish and doubt and fear and sorrow and pain
From mortal or immortal minds. Thus they,
Breathing united force with fixed thought,
Moved on in silence to soft pipes that charmed
Their painful steps o'er the burnt soil. And now
Advanced in view they stand--a horrid front

Of dreadful length and dazzling arms, in guise
Of warriors old, with ordered spear and shield,
Awaiting what command their mighty Chief
Had to impose. He through the armed files
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse
The whole battalion views--their order due,
Their visages and stature as of gods;

Their number last he sums. And now his heart
Distends with pride, and, hardening in his strength,
Glories: for never, since created Man,

Met such embodied force as, named with these,
Could merit more than that small infantry
Warred on by cranes--though all the giant brood
Of Phlegra with th' heroic race were joined
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side
Mixed with auxiliar gods; and what resounds

In fable or romance of Uther's son,

Begirt with British and Armoric knights;

And all who since, baptized or infidel,

Jousted in Aspramont, or Montalban,

Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond,

Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore
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When Charlemain with all his peerage fell

By Fontarabbia. Thus far these beyond
Compare of mortal prowess, yet observed

Their dread Commander. He, above the rest

In shape and gesture proudly eminent,

Stood like a tower. His form had yet not lost

All her original brightness, nor appeared

Less than Archangel ruined, and th' excess

Of glory obscured: as when the sun new-risen
Looks through the horizontal misty air

Shorn of his beams, or, from behind the moon,
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds

On half the nations, and with fear of change
Perplexes monarchs. Darkened so, yet shone
Above them all th' Archangel: but his face

Deep scars of thunder had intrenched, and care
Sat on his faded cheek, but under brows

Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride
Waiting revenge. Cruel his eye, but cast

Signs of remorse and passion, to behold

The fellows of his crime, the followers rather
(Far other once beheld in bliss), condemned

For ever now to have their lot in pain--

Millions of Spirits for his fault amerced

Of Heaven, and from eteranl splendours flung
For his revolt--yet faithful how they stood,
Their glory withered; as, when heaven's fire
Hath scathed the forest oaks or mountain pines,
With singed top their stately growth, though bare,
Stands on the blasted heath. He now prepared
To speak; whereat their doubled ranks they bend
From wing to wing, and half enclose him round
With all his peers: attention held them mute.
Thrice he assayed, and thrice, in spite of scorn,
Tears, such as Angels weep, burst forth: at last
Words interwove with sighs found out their way:--
"O myriads of immortal Spirits! O Powers
Matchless, but with th' Almighth!--and that strife
Was not inglorious, though th' event was dire,
As this place testifies, and this dire change,
Hateful to utter. But what power of mind,
Forseeing or presaging, from the depth
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Of knowledge past or present, could have feared
How such united force of gods, how such
As stood like these, could ever know repulse?
For who can yet believe, though after loss,

That all these puissant legions, whose exile

Hath emptied Heaven, shall fail to re-ascend,
Self-raised, and repossess their native seat?

For me, be witness all the host of Heaven,

If counsels different, or danger shunned
By me, have lost our hopes. But he who reigns
Monarch in Heaven till then as one secure
Sat on his throne, upheld by old repute,
Consent or custom, and his regal state
Put forth at full, but still his strength concealed--
Which tempted our attempt, and wrought our fall.
Henceforth his might we know, and know our own,
So as not either to provoke, or dread
New war provoked: our better part remains
To work in close design, by fraud or guile,

What force effected not; that he no less
At length from us may find, who overcomes

By force hath overcome but half his foe.

Space may produce new Worlds; whereof so rife
There went a fame in Heaven that he ere long
Intended to create, and therein plant
A generation whom his choice regard
Should favour equal to the Sons of Heaven.
Thither, if but to pry, shall be perhaps
Our first eruption--thither, or elsewhere;

For this infernal pit shall never hold
Celestial Spirits in bondage, nor th' Abyss
Long under darkness cover. But these thoughts
Full counsel must mature. Peace is despaired;
For who can think submission? War, then, war
Open or understood, must be resolved."

He spake; and, to confirm his words, outflew
Millions of flaming swords, drawn from the thighs
Of mighty Cherubim; the sudden blaze
Far round illumined Hell. Highly they raged
Against the Highest, and fierce with grasped arms
Clashed on their sounding shields the din of war,
Hurling defiance toward the vault of Heaven.
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There stood a hill not far, whose grisly top
Belched fire and rolling smoke; the rest entire
Shone with a glossy scurf--undoubted sign
That in his womb was hid metallic ore,

The work of sulphur. Thither, winged with speed,
A numerous brigade hastened: as when bands
Of pioneers, with spade and pickaxe armed,
Forerun the royal camp, to trench a field,

Or cast a rampart. Mammon led them on--
Mammon, the least erected Spirit that fell

From Heaven; for even in Heaven his looks and thoughts
Were always downward bent, admiring more
The riches of heaven's pavement, trodden gold,
Than aught divine or holy else enjoyed

In vision beatific. By him first

Men also, and by his suggestion taught,
Ransacked the centre, and with impious hands
Rifled the bowels of their mother Earth

For treasures better hid. Soon had his crew
Opened into the hill a spacious wound,

And digged out ribs of gold. Let none admire
That riches grow in Hell; that soil may best
Deserve the precious bane. And here let those
Who boast in mortal things, and wondering tell
Of Babel, and the works of Memphian kings,
Learn how their greatest monuments of fame
And strength, and art, are easily outdone

By Spirits reprobate, and in an hour

What in an age they, with incessant toil

And hands innumerable, scarce perform.

Nigh on the plain, in many cells prepared,

That underneath had veins of liquid fire

Sluiced from the lake, a second multitude

With wondrous art founded the massy ore,
Severing each kind, and scummed the bullion-dross.
A third as soon had formed within the ground
A various mould, and from the boiling cells

By strange conveyance filled each hollow nook;
As in an organ, from one blast of wind,

To many a row of pipes the sound-board breathes.
Anon out of the earth a fabric huge

Rose like an exhalation, with the sound
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Of dulcet symphonies and voices sweet--

Built like a temple, where pilasters round
Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid

With golden architrave; nor did there want
Cornice or frieze, with bossy sculptures graven;
The roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon

Nor great Alcairo such magnificence

Equalled in all their glories, to enshrine

Belus or Serapis their gods, or seat

Their kings, when Egypt with Assyria strove

In wealth and luxury. Th' ascending pile

Stood fixed her stately height, and straight the doors,
Opening their brazen folds, discover, wide
Within, her ample spaces o'er the smooth

And level pavement: from the arched roof,
Pendent by subtle magic, many a row

Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed

With naptha and asphaltus, yielded light

As from a sky. The hasty multitude

Admiring entered; and the work some praise,
And some the architect. His hand was known
In Heaven by many a towered structure high,
Where sceptred Angels held their residence,
And sat as Princes, whom the supreme King
Exalted to such power, and gave to rule,

Each in his Hierarchy, the Orders bright.

Nor was his name unheard or unadored

In ancient Greece; and in Ausonian land

Men called him Mulciber; and how he fell

From Heaven they fabled, thrown by angry Jove
Sheer o'er the crystal battlements: from morn
To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve,

A summer's day, and with the setting sun
Dropt from the zenith, like a falling star,

On Lemnos, th' Aegaean isle. Thus they relate,
Erring; for he with this rebellious rout

Fell long before; nor aught aviled him now

To have built in Heaven high towers; nor did he scape
By all his engines, but was headlong sent,
With his industrious crew, to build in Hell.
Meanwhile the winged Heralds, by command
Of sovereign power, with awful ceremony
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And trumpet's sound, throughout the host proclaim
A solemn council forthwith to be held

At Pandemonium, the high capital

Of Satan and his peers. Their summons called
From every band and squared regiment

By place or choice the worthiest: they anon

With hundreds and with thousands trooping came
Attended. All access was thronged; the gates

And porches wide, but chief the spacious hall
(Though like a covered field, where champions bold
Wont ride in armed, and at the Soldan's chair
Defied the best of Paynim chivalry

To mortal combat, or career with lance),

Thick swarmed, both on the ground and in the air,
Brushed with the hiss of rustling wings. As bees

In spring-time, when the Sun with Taurus rides.
Pour forth their populous youth about the hive

In clusters; they among fresh dews and flowers
Fly to and fro, or on the smoothed plank,

The suburb of their straw-built citadel,

New rubbed with balm, expatiate, and confer
Their state-affairs: so thick the airy crowd
Swarmed and were straitened; till, the signal given,
Behold a wonder! They but now who seemed

In bigness to surpass Earth's giant sons,

Now less than smallest dwarfs, in narrow room
Throng numberless--like that pygmean race
Beyond the Indian mount; or faery elves,

Whose midnight revels, by a forest-side

Or fountain, some belated peasant sees,

Or dreams he sees, while overhead the Moon

Sits arbitress, and nearer to the Earth

Wheels her pale course: they, on their mirth and dance
Intent, with jocund music charm his ear;

At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds.

Thus incorporeal Spirits to smallest forms

Reduced their shapes immense, and were at large,
Though without number still, amidst the hall

Of that infernal court. But far within,

And in their own dimensions like themselves,

The great Seraphic Lords and Cherubim

In close recess and secret conclave sat,
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A thousand demi-gods on golden seats,
Frequent and full. After short silence then,
And summons read, the great consult began.

John Milton
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Paradise Lost: Book 02

High on a throne of royal state, which far
Outshone the wealth or Ormus and of Ind,

Or where the gorgeous East with richest hand
Showers on her kings barbaric pearl and gold,
Satan exalted sat, by merit raised

To that bad eminence; and, from despair

Thus high uplifted beyond hope, aspires
Beyond thus high, insatiate to pursue

Vain war with Heaven; and, by success untaught,
His proud imaginations thus displayed:--
"Powers and Dominions, Deities of Heaven!--
For, since no deep within her gulf can hold
Immortal vigour, though oppressed and fallen,
I give not Heaven for lost: from this descent
Celestial Virtues rising will appear

More glorious and more dread than from no fall,
And trust themselves to fear no second fate!--
Me though just right, and the fixed laws of Heaven,
Did first create your leader--next, free choice
With what besides in council or in fight

Hath been achieved of merit--yet this loss,
Thus far at least recovered, hath much more
Established in a safe, unenvied throne,

Yielded with full consent. The happier state

In Heaven, which follows dignity, might draw
Envy from each inferior; but who here

Will envy whom the highest place exposes
Foremost to stand against the Thunderer's aim
Your bulwark, and condemns to greatest share
Of endless pain? Where there is, then, no good
For which to strive, no strife can grow up there
From faction: for none sure will claim in Hell
Precedence; none whose portion is so small

Of present pain that with ambitious mind

Will covet more! With this advantage, then,

To union, and firm faith, and firm accord,

More than can be in Heaven, we now return
To claim our just inheritance of old,

Surer to prosper than prosperity
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Could have assured us; and by what best way,
Whether of open war or covert guile,

We now debate. Who can advise may speak."
He ceased; and next him Moloch, sceptred king,
Stood up--the strongest and the fiercest Spirit
That fought in Heaven, now fiercer by despair.
His trust was with th' Eternal to be deemed
Equal in strength, and rather than be less
Cared not to be at all; with that care lost

Went all his fear: of God, or Hell, or worse,

He recked not, and these words thereafter spake:--
"My sentence is for open war. Of wiles,

More unexpert, I boast not: them let those
Contrive who need, or when they need; not now.
For, while they sit contriving, shall the rest--
Millions that stand in arms, and longing wait
The signal to ascend--sit lingering here,
Heaven's fugitives, and for their dwelling-place
Accept this dark opprobrious den of shame,
The prison of his ryranny who reigns

By our delay? No! let us rather choose,

Armed with Hell-flames and fury, all at once
O'er Heaven's high towers to force resistless way,
Turning our tortures into horrid arms

Against the Torturer; when, to meet the noise
Of his almighty engine, he shall hear

Infernal thunder, and, for lightning, see

Black fire and horror shot with equal rage
Among his Angels, and his throne itself

Mixed with Tartarean sulphur and strange fire,
His own invented torments. But perhaps

The way seems difficult, and steep to scale
With upright wing against a higher foe!

Let such bethink them, if the sleepy drench

Of that forgetful lake benumb not still,

That in our porper motion we ascend

Up to our native seat; descent and fall

To us is adverse. Who but felt of late,

When the fierce foe hung on our broken rear
Insulting, and pursued us through the Deep,
With what compulsion and laborious flight

We sunk thus low? Th' ascent is easy, then;
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Th' event is feared! Should we again provoke
Our stronger, some worse way his wrath may find
To our destruction, if there be in Hell

Fear to be worse destroyed! What can be worse
Than to dwell here, driven out from bliss, condemned
In this abhorred deep to utter woe!

Where pain of unextinguishable fire

Must exercise us without hope of end

The vassals of his anger, when the scourge
Inexorably, and the torturing hour,

Calls us to penance? More destroyed than thus,
We should be quite abolished, and expire.
What fear we then? what doubt we to incense
His utmost ire? which, to the height enraged,
Will either quite consume us, and reduce

To nothing this essential--happier far

Than miserable to have eternal being!--

Or, if our substance be indeed divine,

And cannot cease to be, we are at worst

On this side nothing; and by proof we feel

Our power sufficient to disturb his Heaven,

And with perpetual inroads to alarm,

Though inaccessible, his fatal throne:

Which, if not victory, is yet revenge."

He ended frowning, and his look denounced
Desperate revenge, and battle dangerous

To less than gods. On th' other side up rose
Belial, in act more graceful and humane.

A fairer person lost not Heaven; he seemed
For dignity composed, and high exploit.

But all was false and hollow; though his tongue
Dropped manna, and could make the worse appear
The better reason, to perplex and dash
Maturest counsels: for his thoughts were low--
To vice industrious, but to nobler deeds
Timorous and slothful. Yet he pleased the ear,
And with persuasive accent thus began:--

"I should be much for open war, O Peers,

As not behind in hate, if what was urged

Main reason to persuade immediate war

Did not dissuade me most, and seem to cast
Ominous conjecture on the whole success;
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When he who most excels in fact of arms,

In what he counsels and in what excels
Mistrustful, grounds his courage on despair
And utter dissolution, as the scope

Of all his aim, after some dire revenge.

First, what revenge? The towers of Heaven are filled
With armed watch, that render all access
Impregnable: oft on the bodering Deep
Encamp their legions, or with obscure wing
Scout far and wide into the realm of Night,
Scorning surprise. Or, could we break our way
By force, and at our heels all Hell should rise
With blackest insurrection to confound
Heaven's purest light, yet our great Enemy,
All incorruptible, would on his throne

Sit unpolluted, and th' ethereal mould,
Incapable of stain, would soon expel

Her mischief, and purge off the baser fire,
Victorious. Thus repulsed, our final hope

Is flat despair: we must exasperate

Th' Almighty Victor to spend all his rage;

And that must end us; that must be our cure--
To be no more. Sad cure! for who would lose,
Though full of pain, this intellectual being,
Those thoughts that wander through eternity,
To perish rather, swallowed up and lost

In the wide womb of uncreated Night,

Devoid of sense and motion? And who knows,
Let this be good, whether our angry Foe

Can give it, or will ever? How he can

Is doubtful; that he never will is sure.

Will he, so wise, let loose at once his ire,
Belike through impotence or unaware,

To give his enemies their wish, and end

Them in his anger whom his anger saves

To punish endless? 'Wherefore cease we, then?"
Say they who counsel war; 'we are decreed,
Reserved, and destined to eternal woe;
Whatever doing, what can we suffer more,
What can we suffer worse?' Is this, then, worst--
Thus sitting, thus consulting, thus in arms?
What when we fled amain, pursued and struck
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With Heaven's afflicting thunder, and besought
The Deep to shelter us? This Hell then seemed

A refuge from those wounds. Or when we lay
Chained on the burning lake? That sure was worse.
What if the breath that kindled those grim fires,
Awaked, should blow them into sevenfold rage,
And plunge us in the flames; or from above
Should intermitted vengeance arm again

His red right hand to plague us? What if all

Her stores were opened, and this firmament

Of Hell should spout her cataracts of fire,
Impendent horrors, threatening hideous fall

One day upon our heads; while we perhaps,
Designing or exhorting glorious war,

Caught in a fiery tempest, shall be hurled,

Each on his rock transfixed, the sport and prey
Or racking whirlwinds, or for ever sunk

Under yon boiling ocean, wrapt in chains,

There to converse with everlasting groans,
Unrespited, unpitied, unreprieved,

Ages of hopeless end? This would be worse.
War, therefore, open or concealed, alike

My voice dissuades; for what can force or guile
With him, or who deceive his mind, whose eye
Views all things at one view? He from Heaven's height
All these our motions vain sees and derides,

Not more almighty to resist our might

Than wise to frustrate all our plots and wiles.
Shall we, then, live thus vile--the race of Heaven
Thus trampled, thus expelled, to suffer here
Chains and these torments? Better these than worse,
By my advice; since fate inevitable

Subdues us, and omnipotent decree,

The Victor's will. To suffer, as to do,

Our strength is equal; nor the law unjust

That so ordains. This was at first resolved,

If we were wise, against so great a foe
Contending, and so doubtful what might fall.

I laugh when those who at the spear are bold
And venturous, if that fail them, shrink, and fear
What yet they know must follow--to endure
Exile, or igominy, or bonds, or pain,
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The sentence of their Conqueror. This is how
Our doom; which if we can sustain and bear,
Our Supreme Foe in time may much remit

His anger, and perhaps, thus far removed,

Not mind us not offending, satisfied

With what is punished; whence these raging fires
Will slacken, if his breath stir not their flames.
Our purer essence then will overcome

Their noxious vapour; or, inured, not feel;

Or, changed at length, and to the place conformed
In temper and in nature, will receive

Familiar the fierce heat; and, void of pain,

This horror will grow mild, this darkness light;
Besides what hope the never-ending flight

Of future days may bring, what chance, what change
Worth waiting--since our present lot appears

For happy though but ill, for ill not worst,

If we procure not to ourselves more woe."

Thus Belial, with words clothed in reason's garb,
Counselled ignhoble ease and peaceful sloth,

Not peace; and after him thus Mammon spake:--
"Either to disenthrone the King of Heaven

We war, if war be best, or to regain

Our own right lost. Him to unthrone we then

May hope, when everlasting Fate shall yield

To fickle Chance, and Chaos judge the strife.
The former, vain to hope, argues as vain

The latter; for what place can be for us

Within Heaven's bound, unless Heaven's Lord supreme
We overpower? Suppose he should relent

And publish grace to all, on promise made

Of new subjection; with what eyes could we
Stand in his presence humble, and receive

Strict laws imposed, to celebrate his throne

With warbled hyms, and to his Godhead sing
Forced hallelujahs, while he lordly sits

Our envied sovereign, and his altar breathes
Ambrosial odours and ambrosial flowers,

Our servile offerings? This must be our task

In Heaven, this our delight. How wearisome
Eternity so spent in worship paid

To whom we hate! Let us not then pursue,
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By force impossible, by leave obtained
Unacceptable, though in Heaven, our state

Of splendid vassalage; but rather seek

Our own good from ourselves, and from our own
Live to ourselves, though in this vast recess,

Free and to none accountable, preferring

Hard liberty before the easy yoke

Of servile pomp. Our greatness will appear
Then most conspicuous when great things of small,
Useful of hurtful, prosperous of adverse,

We can create, and in what place soe'er

Thrive under evil, and work ease out of pain
Through labour and endurance. This deep world
Of darkness do we dread? How oft amidst

Thick clouds and dark doth Heaven's all-ruling Sire
Choose to reside, his glory unobscured,

And with the majesty of darkness round

Covers his throne, from whence deep thunders roar.
Mustering their rage, and Heaven resembles Hell!
As he our darkness, cannot we his light

Imitate when we please? This desert soil

Wants not her hidden lustre, gems and gold;

Nor want we skill or art from whence to raise
Magnificence; and what can Heaven show more?
Our torments also may, in length of time,

Become our elements, these piercing fires

As soft as now severe, our temper changed

Into their temper; which must needs remove

The sensible of pain. All things invite

To peaceful counsels, and the settled state

Of order, how in safety best we may

Compose our present evils, with regard

Of what we are and where, dismissing quite

All thoughts of war. Ye have what I advise."

He scarce had finished, when such murmur filled
Th' assembly as when hollow rocks retain

The sound of blustering winds, which all night long
Had roused the sea, now with hoarse cadence lull
Seafaring men o'erwatched, whose bark by chance
Or pinnace, anchors in a craggy bay

After the tempest. Such applause was heard

As Mammon ended, and his sentence pleased,
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Advising peace: for such another field

They dreaded worse than Hell; so much the fear
Of thunder and the sword of Michael

Wrought still within them; and no less desire

To found this nether empire, which might rise,
By policy and long process of time,

In emulation opposite to Heaven.

Which when Beelzebub perceived--than whom,
Satan except, none higher sat--with grave
Aspect he rose, and in his rising seemed

A pillar of state. Deep on his front engraven
Deliberation sat, and public care;

And princely counsel in his face yet shone,
Majestic, though in ruin. Sage he stood

With Atlantean shoulders, fit to bear

The weight of mightiest monarchies; his look
Drew audience and attention still as night

Or summer's noontide air, while thus he spake:--
"Thrones and Imperial Powers, Offspring of Heaven,
Ethereal Virtues! or these titles now

Must we renounce, and, changing style, be called
Princes of Hell? for so the popular vote
Inclines--here to continue, and build up here

A growing empire; doubtless! while we dream,
And know not that the King of Heaven hath doomed
This place our dungeon, not our safe retreat
Beyond his potent arm, to live exempt

From Heaven's high jurisdiction, in new league
Banded against his throne, but to remain

In strictest bondage, though thus far removed,
Under th' inevitable curb, reserved

His captive multitude. For he, to be sure,

In height or depth, still first and last will reign
Sole king, and of his kingdom lose no part

By our revolt, but over Hell extend

His empire, and with iron sceptre rule

Us here, as with his golden those in Heaven.
What sit we then projecting peace and war?

War hath determined us and foiled with loss
Irreparable; terms of peace yet none

Vouchsafed or sought; for what peace will be given
To us enslaved, but custody severe,
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And stripes and arbitrary punishment

Inflicted? and what peace can we return,

But, to our power, hostility and hate,

Untamed reluctance, and revenge, though slow,
Yet ever plotting how the Conqueror least

May reap his conquest, and may least rejoice
In doing what we most in suffering feel?

Nor will occasion want, nor shall we need

With dangerous expedition to invade

Heaven, whose high walls fear no assault or siege,
Or ambush from the Deep. What if we find
Some easier enterprise? There is a place

(If ancient and prophetic fame in Heaven

Err not)--another World, the happy seat

Of some new race, called Man, about this time
To be created like to us, though less

In power and excellence, but favoured more

Of him who rules above; so was his will
Pronounced among the Gods, and by an oath
That shook Heaven's whole circumference confirmed.
Thither let us bend all our thoughts, to learn
What creatures there inhabit, of what mould

Or substance, how endued, and what their power
And where their weakness: how attempted best,
By force of subtlety. Though Heaven be shut,
And Heaven's high Arbitrator sit secure

In his own strength, this place may lie exposed,
The utmost border of his kingdom, left

To their defence who hold it: here, perhaps,
Some advantageous act may be achieved

By sudden onset--either with Hell-fire

To waste his whole creation, or possess

All as our own, and drive, as we were driven,
The puny habitants; or, if not drive,

Seduce them to our party, that their God

May prove their foe, and with repenting hand
Abolish his own works. This would surpass
Common revenge, and interrupt his joy

In our confusion, and our joy upraise

In his disturbance; when his darling sons,
Hurled headlong to partake with us, shall curse
Their frail original, and faded bliss--
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Faded so soon! Advise if this be worth
Attempting, or to sit in darkness here

Hatching vain empires." Thus beelzebub

Pleaded his devilish counsel--first devised

By Satan, and in part proposed: for whence,

But from the author of all ill, could spring

So deep a malice, to confound the race

Of mankind in one root, and Earth with Hell

To mingle and involve, done all to spite

The great Creator? But their spite still serves

His glory to augment. The bold design

Pleased highly those infernal States, and joy
Sparkled in all their eyes: with full assent

They vote: whereat his speech he thus renews:--
"Well have ye judged, well ended long debate,
Synod of Gods, and, like to what ye are,

Great things resolved, which from the lowest deep
Will once more lift us up, in spite of fate,

Nearer our ancient seat--perhaps in view

Of those bright confines, whence, with neighbouring arms,
And opportune excursion, we may chance
Re-enter Heaven; or else in some mild zone
Dwell, not unvisited of Heaven's fair light,
Secure, and at the brightening orient beam
Purge off this gloom: the soft delicious air,

To heal the scar of these corrosive fires,

Shall breathe her balm. But, first, whom shall we send
In search of this new World? whom shall we find
Sufficient? who shall tempt with wandering feet
The dark, unbottomed, infinite Abyss,

And through the palpable obscure find out

His uncouth way, or spread his airy flight,
Upborne with indefatigable wings

Over the vast abrupt, ere he arrive

The happy Isle? What strength, what art, can then
Suffice, or what evasion bear him safe,

Through the strict senteries and stations thick

Of Angels watching round? Here he had need

All circumspection: and we now no less

Choice in our suffrage; for on whom we send
The weight of all, and our last hope, relies."

This said, he sat; and expectation held
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His look suspense, awaiting who appeared

To second, or oppose, or undertake

The perilous attempt. But all sat mute,

Pondering the danger with deep thoughts; and each
In other's countenance read his own dismay,
Astonished. None among the choice and prime

Of those Heaven-warring champions could be found
So hardy as to proffer or accept,

Alone, the dreadful voyage; till, at last,

Satan, whom now transcendent glory raised
Above his fellows, with monarchal pride

Conscious of highest worth, unmoved thus spake:--
"O Progeny of Heaven! Empyreal Thrones!

With reason hath deep silence and demur

Seized us, though undismayed. Long is the way
And hard, that out of Hell leads up to light.

Our prison strong, this huge convex of fire,
Outrageous to devour, immures us round
Ninefold; and gates of burning adamant,

Barred over us, prohibit all egress.

These passed, if any pass, the void profound

Of unessential Night receives him next,
Wide-gaping, and with utter loss of being
Threatens him, plunged in that abortive gulf.

If thence he scape, into whatever world,

Or unknown region, what remains him less

Than unknown dangers, and as hard escape?

But I should ill become this throne, O Peers,

And this imperial sovereignty, adorned

With splendour, armed with power, if aught proposed
And judged of public moment in the shape

Of difficulty or danger, could deter

Me from attempting. Wherefore do I assume
These royalties, and not refuse to reign,

Refusing to accept as great a share

Of hazard as of honour, due alike

To him who reigns, and so much to him due

Of hazard more as he above the rest

High honoured sits? Go, therefore, mighty Powers,
Terror of Heaven, though fallen; intend at home,
While here shall be our home, what best may ease
The present misery, and render Hell
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More tolerable; if there be cure or charm

To respite, or deceive, or slack the pain

Of this ill mansion: intermit no watch

Against a wakeful foe, while I abroad

Through all the coasts of dark destruction seek
Deliverance for us all. This enterprise

None shall partake with me." Thus saying, rose
The Monarch, and prevented all reply;

Prudent lest, from his resolution raised,

Others among the chief might offer now,

Certain to be refused, what erst they feared,
And, so refused, might in opinion stand

His rivals, winning cheap the high repute

Which he through hazard huge must earn. But they
Dreaded not more th' adventure than his voice
Forbidding; and at once with him they rose.
Their rising all at once was as the sound

Of thunder heard remote. Towards him they bend
With awful reverence prone, and as a God

Extol him equal to the Highest in Heaven.

Nor failed they to express how much they praised
That for the general safety he despised

His own: for neither do the Spirits damned

Lose all their virtue; lest bad men should boast
Their specious deeds on earth, which glory excites,
Or close ambition varnished o'er with zeal.

Thus they their doubtful consultations dark
Ended, rejoicing in their matchless Chief:

As, when from mountain-tops the dusky clouds
Ascending, while the north wind sleeps, o'erspread
Heaven's cheerful face, the louring element
Scowls o'er the darkened landscape snow or shower,
If chance the radiant sun, with farewell sweet,
Extend his evening beam, the fields revive,

The birds their notes renew, and bleating herds
Attest their joy, that hill and valley rings.

O shame to men! Devil with devil damned

Firm concord holds; men only disagree

Of creatures rational, though under hope

Of heavenly grace, and, God proclaiming peace,
Yet live in hatred, enmity, and strife

Among themselves, and levy cruel wars
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Wasting the earth, each other to destroy:

As if (which might induce us to accord)

Man had not hellish foes enow besides,

That day and night for his destruction wait!

The Stygian council thus dissolved; and forth

In order came the grand infernal Peers:

Midst came their mighty Paramount, and seemed
Alone th' antagonist of Heaven, nor less

Than Hell's dread Emperor, with pomp supreme,
And god-like imitated state: him round

A globe of fiery Seraphim enclosed

With bright emblazonry, and horrent arms.

Then of their session ended they bid cry

With trumpet's regal sound the great result:
Toward the four winds four speedy Cherubim

Put to their mouths the sounding alchemy,

By herald's voice explained; the hollow Abyss
Heard far adn wide, and all the host of Hell

With deafening shout returned them loud acclaim.
Thence more at ease their minds, and somewhat raised
By false presumptuous hope, the ranged Powers
Disband; and, wandering, each his several way
Pursues, as inclination or sad choice

Leads him perplexed, where he may likeliest find
Truce to his restless thoughts, and entertain

The irksome hours, till his great Chief return.
Part on the plain, or in the air sublime,

Upon the wing or in swift race contend,

As at th' Olympian games or Pythian fields;

Part curb their fiery steeds, or shun the goal
With rapid wheels, or fronted brigades form:

As when, to warn proud cities, war appears
Waged in the troubled sky, and armies rush

To battle in the clouds; before each van

Prick forth the airy knights, and couch their spears,
Till thickest legions close; with feats of arms
From either end of heaven the wel