Literature and Revolution – Formative Commentary
Write a commentary of 750 words in response to ONE of the following passages.
Your commentary should analyse the passage and connect it to any aspect of the context of the period c. 1640 to c. 1660. ‘Context’ can be taken broadly to refer to any aspects of historical, intellectual, cultural, or geographical context you deem relevant and helpful in understanding the passage and the text from which it is taken.
You should submit your commentary to me by noon on Friday of Term 2, Week 7. You can submit your commentary on email. You can write about the text you answer on in this assignment for your summative but you are responsible for not substantially repeating material across formative and summative work.

EXTRACT ONE
Springlove: I cannot think but with a trembling fear
        On this adventure, in a scruple which
        I have not weighed with all my other doubts.
        I shall, in my departure, rob my master.
        Of what? Of a true servant. Other theft
        I have committed none. And that may be supplied,
        And better too, by some more constant to him.
        But I may injure many in his trust,
        Which now he cannot be but sparing of.
        I rob him too of the content and hopes
        He had in me, whom he had built and raised
        Unto that growth in his affection
        That I became a gladness in his eye
        And now must be a grief or a vexation
A noise and singing within.
        Unto his noble heart. But hark! Ay, there’s
        The harmony that drowns all doubts and fears.
        A little nearer ――
Song [from within].
        From hunger and cold who lives more free,
Or who more richly clad then we?
        Our bellies are full; our flesh is warm;
And against pride our rags are a charm.
        Enough is our feast, and for tomorrow
Let rich men care; we feel no sorrow.
No sorrow, no sorrow, no sorrow, no sorrow.
Let rich men care; we feel no sorrow.
Springlove: The emperor hears no such music; nor feels content like this
From Richard Brome, A Jovial Crew, Act 1, Scene 1

EXTRACT TWO
Till then books were ever as freely admitted into the world as any other birth; the issue of the brain was no more stifled than the issue of the womb: no envious Juno sat cross-legged over the nativity of any man's intellectual offspring; but if it proved a monster, who denies but that it was justly burnt, or sunk into the sea? But that a book, in worse condition than a peccant soul, should be to stand before a jury ere it be born to the world, and undergo yet in darkness the judgment of Rada-manth and his colleagues ere it can pass the ferry backward into light, was never heard before, till that mysterious iniquity provoked and troubled at the first entrance of reformation sought out new limbos and new hells wherein they might include our books also within the number of their damned. And this was the rare morsel so officiously snatched up, and so ill favouredly imitated by our inquisiturient bishops and the attendant minorites, their chaplains. That ye like not now these most certain authors of this licensing order, and that all sinister intention was far distant from your thoughts when ye were importuned the passing it, all men who knew the integrity of your actions and how ye honour truth will clear ye readily.
from John Milton, Areopagitica

EXTRACT THREE
O brave Achilles, I wish some Homer would
Engrave on marble, in characters of gold,
What famous feats thou didst on Flanders coast,
Of which, this day, fair Belgia doth boast.
O Zutphen, Zutphen, that most fatal city,
Made famous by thy fall, much more’s the pity.
Ah! In his blooming prime, Death plucked this rose
Ere he was ripe, his thread cut Atropos.
Thus man is born to die, and dead is he;
Brave Hector by the walls of Troy we see.
O, who was near thee, but did sore repine
He rescued not with life that life of thine?
But yet impartial death this boon did give:
Though Sidney died, his valiant name should live.
And live it doth, in spite of death, through fame;
Thus being overcome, he overcame.
Where is that envious tongue, but can afford
Of this, our noble Scipio, some good word?
Noble Bartas, this to thy praise adds more:
In sad, sweet verse, thou didst his death deplore
Illustrious Stella, thou didst thine full well, 
If thine aspect was mild to Astrophel.
I fear thou wert a comet, did portend
Such prince as he, his race should shortly end;
If such stars as these, sad presages be,
I wish no more such blazers we may see.
But thou art gone, such meteors never last,
And as thy beauty, so thy name would waste,
But that it is record by Philip’s hand,
That such an omen once was in our land.
from Anne Bradstreet, ‘An Elegy upon that Honourable and Renowned Knight, Sir Philip Sidney’ [1650 version], ll. 51-80

EXTRACT FOUR
Both God and King, both Church and Nation,
Are all comprised in your Declaration,
You sure are both Saviour and salvation,
Never was griefe, &c.

With watry Rivelets both mine eyes oreflow
To thinke my people should be ruined so
By them that did pretend their weale, not woe,
Never was griefe, &c.

For my wrong'd Kingdomes sake: my very griefe
Doth breake my heart, untill I finde reliefe,
Ile sue to heav'n, Mercy from God my chiefe.
Never was griefe, &c.

Causelesse they like a bird have chased me,
Behold, O Lord, looke downe from heaven and see,
Thou that hearest prisoners prayers, heare me.
Never was griefe, &c.

They have rebelled, and faine away from thee,
O pardon them, even for thy clemencie,
Looke downe from heaven and our afflictions see.
Never was griefe, &c.

Compassion as thy mercy is infinite,
Else we had been ere this consumed quite,
But we thee pray, that thou our cause wilt right.
Never was griefe, &c.

Thou know'st my wrongs; their vengeance they have wrought,
Their reproaches thou hast heard, and what they thought,
And now hast all their counsells brought to nought.
Never was griefe like, &c.

I was their song whether they rise or sit,
Give them rewards, Lord, for their working fit,
Sorrow of heart, thy curse; and with thy might
Follow, and from under heaven destroy them quite.

from “His Majesties Complaint to his Subjects” ll. 77-108

EXTRACT FIVE

The forward Youth that would appear
Must now forsake his Muses dear,
  Nor in the Shadows sing
  His Numbers languishing.

'Tis time to leave the Books in dust,
And oyl th'unused Armours rust:
  Removing from the Wall
  The Corslet of the Hall.

So restless Cromwel could not cease
In the inglorious Arts of Peace,
  But through adventrous War
  Urged his active Star.

And, like the three-fork'd Lightning, first
Breaking the Clouds where it was nurst,
  Did thorough his own Side
  His fiery way divide.

For 'tis all one to Courage high
The Emulous or Enemy;
  And with such to inclose
  Is more then to oppose.

Then burning through the Air he went,
And Pallaces and Temples rent:
  And Caesars head at last
  Did through his Laurels blast.

From Andrew Marvell, “An Horatian Ode upon Cromwel’s Return from Ireland”, ll. 1-24
