Preface.

Romanticism proper was preceded by several related developments from the mid-18th century
on that can be termed Pre-Romanticism. Among such trends was a new appreciation of the
medieval romance, from which the Romantic movement derives its name. The romance was a
tale or ballad of chivalric adventure whose emphasis on individual heroism and on the exotic and
the mysterious was in clear contrast to the elegant formality and artificiality of prevailing
Classical forms of literature, such as the French Neoclassical tragedy or the English heroic
couplet in poetry. This new interest in relatively unsophisticated but overtly emotional literary
expressions of the past was to be a dominant note in Romanticism.

Romanticism in English literature began in the 1790s with the publication of the Lyrical Ballads
of William Wordsworth and Samuel Taylor Coleridge. Wordsworth's “Preface” to the second
edition (1800) of Lyrical Ballads, in which he described poetry as “the spontaneous overflow of
powerful feelings,” became the manifesto of the English Romantic movement in poetry. William
Blake was the third principal poet of the movement's early phase in England. The first phase of
the Romantic movement in Germany was marked by innovations in both content and literary
style and by a preoccupation with the mystical, the subconscious, and the supernatural. A wealth
of talents, including Friedrich Hélderlin, the early Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Jean Paul,
Novalis, Ludwig Tieck, A\W. and Friedrich Schlegel, Wilhelm Heinrich Wackenroder, and
Friedrich Schelling, belong to this first phase. In Revolutionary France, the vicomte de
Chateaubriand and Mme de Staél were the chief initiators of Romanticism, by virtue of their
influential historical and theoretical writings.

The second phase of Romanticism, comprising the period from about 1805 to the 1830s, was
marked by a quickening of cultural nationalism and a new attention to national origins, as
attested by the collection and imitation of native folklore, folk ballads and poetry, folk dance and
music, and even previously ignored medieval and Renaissance works. The revived historical
appreciation was translated into imaginative writing by Sir Walter Scott, who is often considered
to have invented the historical novel. At about this same time English Romantic poetry had
reached its zenith in the works of John Keats, Lord Byron, and Percy Bysshe Shelley.

A notable by-product of the Romantic interest in the emotional were works dealing with the
supernatural, the weird, and the horrible, as in Mary Shelley's Frankenstein and works by C.R.
Maturin, the Marquis de Sade, and E.T.A. Hoffmann. The second phase of Romanticism in
Germany was dominated by Achim von Arnim, Clemens Brentano, J.J. von Gorres, and Joseph
von Eichendorff.

By the 1820s Romanticism had broadened to embrace the literatures of almost all of Europe. In
this later, second, phase, the movement was less universal in approach and concentrated more on
exploring each nation's historical and cultural inheritance and on examining the passions and
struggles of exceptional individuals. A brief survey of Romantic or Romantic-influenced writers
would have to include Thomas De Quincey, William Hazlitt, and the Bronté€ sisters in England;
Victor Hugo, Alfred de Vigny, Alphonse de Lamartine, Alfred de Musset, Stendhal, Prosper
Meérimée, Alexandre Dumas (Dumas Pére), and Théophile Gautier in France.
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William Blake

(1757-1827)

William Blake, ""The Marriage of Heaven and Hell'* [Lines 21-39]

Prisons are built with stones of law, brothels with bricks of religion.

The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.

The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.

The nakedness of woman is the work of God.

Excess of sorrow laughs. Excess of joy weeps.

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of the stormy sea, and the destructive
sword, are portions of eternity, too great for the eye of man.

The fox condemns the trap, not himself.

Joys impregnate. Sorrows bring forth.

Let man wear the fell of the lion, woman the fleece of the sheep.

The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship.

The selfish, smiling fool, and the sullen, frowning fool shall be both thought wise, that they may
be a rod.

What is now proved was once only imagin'd.

The rat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbit watch the roots; the lion, the tyger, the horse, the elephant
watch the fruits.

The cistern contains: the fountain overflows.

One thought fills immensity.

Always be ready to speak your mind, and a base man will avoid you.

Every thing possible to be believ'd is an image of truth.

The eagle never lost so much time as when he submitted to learn of the crow.

William Blake, ""The Lamb™

Little Lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee
Gave thee life & bid thee feed.
By the stream & o'er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing wooly bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,



Making all the vales rejoice!
Little Lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee

Little Lamb I'll tell thee,
Little Lamb I'll tell thee!

He is called by thy name,
For he calls himself a Lamb:
He is meek & he is mild,

He became a little child:

I a child & thou a lamb,

We are called by his name.
Little Lamb God bless thee.
Little Lamb God bless thee.

William Blake, "*Ah! Sun-flower™

Ah Sun-flower! weary of time,

Who countest the steps of the Sun:
Seeking after that sweet golden clime
Where the traveller's journey is done;

Where the Youth pined away with desire,
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow
Arise from their graves and aspire
Where my Sun-flower wishes to go.



Emily Bronte
(1818-1848)

Emily Bronte, ""No coward soul ig mine
No coward soul is mine,

No trembler in the world's storm-troubled sphere:
| see Heaven's glories shine,

And Faith shines equal, arming me from Fear.
O God within my breast,

Almighty, ever-present Deity!
Life, that in me has rest,

As |, undying Life, have power in Thee!
Vain are the thousand creeds

That move men's hearts: unutterably vain;
Worthless as withered weeds,

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main,
To waken doubt in one

Holding so fast by Thy infinity,
So surely anchored on

The steadfast rock of Immortality.
With wide-embracing love

Thy Spirit animates eternal years,
Pervades and broods above,

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and rears.
Though earth and moon were gone,

And suns and universes ceased to be,
And Thou wert left alone,

Every existence would exist in Thee.
There is not room for Death,

Nor atom that his might could render void:
Thou—Thou art Being and Breath,

And what Thou art may never be destroyed.



Robert Burns

(1759-1796)

Auld Lang Syne

1

Should auld acquaintance be forgot
And never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days of auld lang syne?
Chorus

For auld lang syne, my dear,

For auld lang syne;

We'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet

For days of auld lang syne.

2

We twa hae run about the braes,
And pou'd the gowans fine,

But we 've wander'd monie a weary fit
Sin' days of auld lang syne.

3

And We twa hae paidl'd in the burn
Frae morning sun till dine,

But seas between us braid hae roar'd
Sin' days of auld lang syne.

For auld lang syne, my dear,

For auld lang syne;

We'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet

For days of auld lang syne.

Robert Burns, “To a Mouse”

Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim‘rous beastie,
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie!
Thou need na start awa sae hasty

Wi bickering brattle!

I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee,
Wi’ murdering pattle.

I'm truly sorry man’s dominion

Has broken Nature’s social union,

An’ justifies that ill opinion



Which makes thee startle

At me, thy poor, earth born companion
An’ fellow mortal!

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen icker in a thrave

'S a sma’ request;

I'll get a blessin wi’ the lave,

An’ never miss't.

Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!

It's silly wa’s the win’s are strewin!

An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage green!

An’ bleak December’s win’s ensuin,
Baith snell an’ keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,
An’ weary winter comin fast,

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,

Thou thought to dwell,

Till crash! the cruel coulter past

Out thro’ thy cell.

That wee bit heap o' leaves an’ stibble,
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!
Now thou’s turned out, for a’ thy trouble,
But house or hald,

To thole the winter’s sleety dribble,

An’ cranreuch cauld.

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may be vain:

The best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men
Gang aft agley,

An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,
For promis’d joy!

Still thou are blest, compared wi’ me!
The present only toucheth thee:

But och! I backward cast my e’e,

On prospects drear!

An’ forward, tho’ I canna see,

I guess an’ fear!



George Gordon Lord Byron

(1788-1824)

George Gordon, Lord Byron, an excerpt from ""Childe Harold's Pilgrimage' [Canto Four,
Stanzas 178-186]

CLXXVIII.

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods,
There is a rapture on the lonely shore,
There is society where none intrudes,
By the deep Sea, and music in its roar:
I love not Man the less, but Nature more,
From these our interviews, in which | steal
From all I may be, or have been before,
To mingle with the Universe, and feel

What I can ne’er express, yet cannot all conceal.

CLXXIX.

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean — roll!

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain;

Man marks the earth with ruin — his control

Stops with the shore; — upon the watery plain

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain

A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own,

When for a moment, like a drop of rain,

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,
Without a grave, unknelled, uncoffined, and unknown.

CLXXX.

His steps are not upon thy paths, — thy fields

Are not a spoil for him, — thou dost arise

And shake him from thee; the vile strength he wields
For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise,



Spurning him from thy bosom to the skies,
And send’st him, shivering in thy playful spray
And howling, to his gods, where haply lies
His petty hope in some near port or bay,
And dashest him again to earth: — there let him lay.

CLXXXI.

The armaments which thunderstrike the walls
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble in their capitals.

The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make
Their clay creator the vain title take

George Gordon, Lord Byron "'She walks in Beauty"*

SHE walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow'd to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impair'd the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o'er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,
A heart whose love is innocent!



John Keats

(1795-1821)

John Keats, "O Solitude!""

O SOLITUDE! if I must with thee dwell,

Let it not be among the jJumbled heap

Of murky buildings; climb with me the steep,—
Nature’s observatory—whence the dell,
Its flowery slopes, its river’s crystal swell,

May seem a span; let me thy vigils keep

’Mongst boughs pavillion’d, where the deer’s swift leap
Startles the wild bee from the fox-glove bell.
But though I’ll gladly trace these scenes with thee,

Yet the sweet converse of an innocent mind,
Whose words are images of thoughts refin’d,

Is my soul’s pleasure; and it sure must be
Almost the highest bliss of human-kind,

When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee.

John Keats, ""To Autumn™'
1.

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells

With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
And still more, later flowers for the bees,

Until they think warm days will never cease,
For Summer has o’er-brimm’d their clammy cells.



2.

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
John Keats, "Bright star”

Bright star! would I be steadfast as thou art—
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
Yet—No—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,
Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon to death.
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William Wordsworth

(1770-1850)

William Wordsworth, "It is a beauteous evening, calm and free*

IT is a beauteous evening, calm and free,

The holy time is quiet as a Nun

Breathless with adoration; the broad sun

Is sinking down in its tranquillity;

The gentleness of heaven broods o'er the Sea:
Listen! the mighty Being is awake,

And doth with his eternal motion make

A sound like thunder--everlastingly.

Dear Child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here,
If thou appear untouched by solemn thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less divine:

Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the year;
And worship'st at the Temple's inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.

William Wordsworth, *"The Daffodils™

| WANDER'D lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd,

A host of golden daffodils,
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,
They stretch'd in never-ending line

11



Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw | at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee:—
A poet could not but be gay
In such a jocund company!
| gazed, and gazed, but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch 1 lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
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Percy Bysshe Shelley

(1792-1822)

Percy Bysshe Shelley, ""Hymn to Intellectual Beauty"*
I

THE AWFUL shadow of some unseen Power
Floats though unseen among us,—visiting
This various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower,—
Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,
It visits with inconstant glance
Each human heart and countenance;
Like hues and harmonies of evening,—
Like clouds in starlight widely spread,—
Like memory of music fled,—
Like aught that for its grace may be
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery

Spirit of BEAUTY, that dost consecrate
With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon
Of human thought or form,—where art thou gone?
Why dost thou pass away and leave our state,
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate?
Ask why the sunlight not for ever
Weaves rainbows o’er yon mountain-river,
Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown,
Why fear and dream and death and birth
Cast on the daylight of this earth
Such gloom,—why man has such a scope
For love and hate, despondency and hope?
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No voice from some sublimer world hath ever
To sage or poet these responses given—
Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven,
Remain the records of their vain endeavour,
Frail spells—whose uttered charm might not avail to sever,
From all we hear and all we see,
Doubt, chance, and mutability.
Thy light alone—Ilike mist o’er mountains driven,
Or music by the night-wind sent
Through strings of some still instrument,
Or moonlight on a midnight stream,
Gives grace and truth to life’s unquiet dream.

v

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart
And come, for some uncertain moments lent.
Man were immortal, and omnipotent,

Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art,

Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart.

Thou messenger of sympathies,
That wax and wane in lovers’ eyes—

Thou—that to human thought art nourishment,

Like darkness to a dying flame!
Depart not as thy shadow came,
Depart not—Ilest the grave should be,

Like life and fear, a dark reality.

\Y

While yet a boy I sought for ghosts, and sped
Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin,
And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing

Hopes of high talk with the departed dead.

I called on poisonous hames with which our youth is fed;

| was not heard—I saw them not—
When musing deeply on the lot
Of life, at that sweet time when winds are wooing
All vital things that wake to bring
News of birds and blossoming,—
Sudden, thy shadow fell on me;
I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy!

Vi

I vowed that | would dedicate my powers
To thee and thine—have I not kept the vow?
With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now
I call the phantoms of a thousand hours
Each from his voiceless grave: they have in visioned bowers

14



Of studious zeal or love’s delight
Outwatched with me the envious night—
They know that never joy illumed my brow
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free
This world from its dark slavery,
That thou—O awful LOVELINESS,
Wouldst give whate’er these words cannot express.

\l

The day becomes more solemn and serene
When noon is past—there is a harmony
In autumn, and a lustre in its sky,

Which through the summer is not heard or seen,

As if it could not be, as if it had not been!

Thus let thy power, which like the truth

Of nature on my passive youth
Descended, to my onward life supply

Its calm—to one who worships thee,

And every form containing thee,

Whom, SPIRIT fair, thy spells did bind
To fear himself, and love all human kind.

Percy Bysshe Shelley, “Love’s Philosophy”

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the ocean,

The winds of heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single;

All things by a law divine

In one another’s being and mingle.
Why not I with thine?—

See the mountains kiss high heaven
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister-flower would be forgiven
If it disdained its brother;

And the sunlight clasps the earth
And the moonbeams kiss the sea:
What is all this sweet work worth

If thou kiss not me?
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