Satan’s Speech from Caedmon’s Genesis
Satan spoke

            The mournful speech 
                    Of one who hell hath bound, 
Evermore 

            Keeping him
                    Chained fast to his Abyss; 
Who was ere    

            God’s own angel,
                    brilliant upon Heaven, 
‘Til darkened     

            He his own heart, 
                    With his great arrogance ,      
 So that he  

            Wished not to praise              

                    The  Word of the Lord ‘s Host.        
 Inspiration  

           raged about him 
                    And from within his heart;            
  Without woe 
            He was inflamed

                    And thus he quothe these words:

“This cruel place 
            Is most unlike 
                    Those others which we’ve known
Ere we were
            Still exalted
                    In The Kingdom of God.

This place which

            My Lord gives me,
                    I must not take that which           

Almighty
            God gives, instead

                    Striving for my own thrones.
 Though lacking 
            A just purpose, 
                    He had us struck down to
 Hell’s abyss, 
            Seized The Kingdom 
                    Of Heaven, and through man’s 
Baptism, 
            ordained Himself. 
                    Most sorrowful to me 
That Adam
            Should, enslaved to
                    Earthly labor, strongly 
Desire to 
            Be enthroned and, 
                    Striving for such through his 
Toil, as we

            Endure this hot

                    Judgment to rebuke Hell.
   “Behold!  I 
           Find my own hand’s 
                    Might and must one time be 
Outside , though

           For a short time.,

                    It is  such a short time, 
Rather than 
            Be with this throng! 
                    Lo, the iron bands fall 
From my throat

           The shackles and
                    Clasps swing loose: I am free
Of their rule,
             Just as surely
                     As Hell’s bonds held me  firm
In painful

            Captivity! 
                    Here is great life from high 
And  below! 
            The fiery heat
                    Not dying away  here 

Above Hell, 
           The collar has 
                    Me beaten,  terrible 
Bonds hinder
            Fate, removing 
                    Of me my evil pace; 
My hands are

            Bound firmly ,

                    These cursed Hell’s gates barred. 
So I, like

            Creation, have
                    No strength against chaining. 
Painful bands 
            Fall fast upon 
                    Me, fervidly forging 
Great hurdles 
            While God keeps me 
                    Here captive at the throat. 
Therefore I 
            Am kept,  and He 
                    Clearly knows my heart, and 
As he keeps
            To the Lord’s Host, 
                    So that Adam and I 
Are shielded 
            From thinking of 
                    Evil so near to that 
Heaven’s throne, 
            Where I cling to 
                   The power of my holder!” 
