John Milton, Samson Agonistes (1667-71)

Samson has been captured and blinded by the Philistines after his wife Delilah revealed that the secret of his strength lies in his hair. Now he suffers as a slave in prison; but soon he will regain his strength sufficiently to toppled the walls of the Philistines’ temple and so destroy them in a desperate act of divinely-inspired self-immolation. The poem clearly has personal significance as a reflection on Milton’s own blindness but also exemplifies a Puritan tendency towards  misogyny. 
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SAMSON: A little onward lend thy guiding hand
To these dark steps, a little further on;
For yonder bank hath choice of sun or shade.
There I am wont to sit, when any chance
Relieves me from my task of servile toil,						5
Daily in the common prison else  enjoined me,
Where I, a prisoner chained, scarce freely draw
The air, imprisoned also, close and damp,
Unwholesome draught. But here I feel amends—
The breath of Heaven fresh blowing, pure and sweet,					10
With day-spring born; here leave me to respire.
This day a solemn feast the people hold
To Dagon, their sea-idol, and forbid
Laborious works. 
[…]
Why was my breeding ordered and prescribed						30
As of a person separate to God,
Designed for great exploits, if I must die
Betrayed, captived, and both my eyes put out,
Made of my enemies the scorn and gaze,
To grind in brazen fetters under task							35
With this heaven-gifted strength? O glorious strength,
Put to the labour of a beast, debased
Lower than bond-slave! Promise was that I
Should Israel from Philistian yoke deliver!
Ask for this great Deliverer now, and find him						40
Eyeless in Gaza, at the mill with slaves,

[...]

SAMS. My wife! my traitress! let her not come near me.				724
[To Delilah:]  Out, out, Hyæna! These are thy wonted arts,
And arts of every woman false like thee—
To break all faith, all vows, deceive, betray 
[…]
My wife! my traitress! Then, as repentant, to submit beseech,				750
And reconcilement move with feigned remorse,
Confess, and promise wonders in her change—
Not truly penitent, but chief to try
Her husband, how far urged his patience bears[.]

[...]

SAMS. I thought where all thy circling wiles would end—				870
In feigned religion, smooth hypocrisy!
But, had thy love, still odiously pretended,
Been, as it ought, sincere, it would have taught thee
Far other reasonings, brought forth other deeds.
I, before all the daughters of my tribe							875
And of my nation, chose thee from among
My enemies, loved thee, as too well thou knew’st;
Too well; unbosomed all my secrets to thee,
Not out of levity, but overpowered
By thy request, who could deny thee nothing;						880
Yet now am judged an enemy. Why, then,
Didst thou at first receive me for thy husband—
Then, as since then, thy country’s foe professed?

[...]

DAL. In argument with men a woman ever
Goes by the worse, whatever be her cause.

SAMS. For want of words, no doubt, or lack of breath!
Witness when I was worried with thy peals.						905

DAL. I was a fool, too rash, and quite mistaken
In what I thought would have succeeded best.
Let me obtain forgiveness, of thee Samson;
Afford me place to shew what recompense
Towards thee I intend for what I have misdone,					910
Misguided.

[...] 

 CHORUS. she’s gone—a manifest Serpent by her sting
Discovered in the end, till now concealed.
  Sams. So let her go. God sent her to debase me,
And aggravate my folly, who committed
To such a viper his most sacred trust							1000
Of secrecy, my safety, and my life.

[...; Samson brings down the palace of his enemies.]

MAN. Come, come; no time for lamentation now,
Nor much more cause. Samson hath quit himself
Like Samson, and heroicly hath finished
A life heroic, on his enemies
Fully revenged—hath left them years of mourning,					1715
And lamentation to the sons of Caphtor
Through all Philistian bounds; to Israel
Honour hath left and freedom, let but them
Find courage to lay hold on this occasion;
To himself and father’s house eternal fame;						1720
And, which is best and happiest yet, all this
With God not parted from him, as was feared,
But favouring and assisting to the end.

[...]

CHOR. All is best, though we oft doubt
What the unsearchable dispose
Of Highest Wisdom brings about,							1750
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,						1755
And all that band them to resist
His uncontrollable intent.
His servants He, with new acquist
Of true experience from this great event,
With peace and consolation hath dismissed,						1760
And calm of mind, all passion spent.
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