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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 Heav’nly 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 heav’ns 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 advent’rous 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 

     

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 heav’n, with all his host 

Of rebel angels, by whose aid aspiring 

To set himself in glory above his peers, 

He trusted to have equaled the Most High, 

If he opposed; and with ambitious aim 

Against the throne and monarchy of God 

Raised impious war in heav’n and battle proud 

With vain attempt. Him the Almighty Power 
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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. 

     

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 had prepared 

For those rebellious; here their prison ordained 

In utter darkness, and their portion set 

As far removed from God and light of heav’n 

As from the center thrice to th’ utmost pole. 

     

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 heav’n, 

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: 

     

Whereto with speedy words th’ Arch-Fiend replied. 

“Fall’n 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 

     

 



 

 

 

 

Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields 

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 heav’n of hell, a hell of heav’n. 

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 reign secure; and in my choice 

To reign is worth ambition, though in hell: 

Better to reign in hell, than serve in heav’n. 

     
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