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Writers and Writing of the Romantic Age 
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Composed	  Upon	  Westminster	  Bridge	   William	  Wordsworth	  

Prometheus	   	   	   	   	   	   Lord	  Byron	  
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The Old Familiar Faces 
CHARLES LAMB  

  I have had playmates, I have had companions, 

  In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days, 

  All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

 

  I have been laughing, I have been carousing,   

5  Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies,  

  All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

 

  I loved a love once, fairest among women; 

  Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 

  All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.    

 

10 I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man;   

  Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly; 

  Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 

 

  Ghost-like, I paced round the haunts of my childhood.  

  Earth seemed a desart I was bound to traverse, 

15  Seeking to find the old familiar faces.    

 

  Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother, 

  Why wert not thou born in my father's dwelling? 

  So might we talk of the old familiar faces —    

 

  How some they have died, and some they have left me, 

20 And some are taken from me; all are departed;   

  All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 
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Kubla Khan 
Or, a vision in a dream. A Fragment. 

 
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE   

 

  In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 

  A stately pleasure-dome decree: 

  Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 

  Through caverns measureless to man 

  5 Down to a sunless sea.      

  So twice five miles of fertile ground 

  With walls and towers were girdled round; 

  And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 

  Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 

10 And here were forests ancient as the hills,    

  Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

 

  But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 

  Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 

  A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

15  As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted   

  By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

  And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 

  As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

  A mighty fountain momently was forced: 

20 Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst    

  Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

  Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 

  And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 

  It flung up momently the sacred river. 

25 Five miles meandering with a mazy motion   

  Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

  Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 

  And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean; 

  And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 

30 Ancestral voices prophesying war!     
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     The shadow of the dome of pleasure 

     Floated midway on the waves; 

     Where was heard the mingled measure 

     From the fountain and the caves. 

35 It was a miracle of rare device,     

  A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 

 

     A damsel with a dulcimer 

     In a vision once I saw: 

    It was an Abyssinian maid 

40 And on her dulcimer she played,     

     Singing of Mount Abora. 

     Could I revive within me 

     Her symphony and song, 

     To such a deep delight ’twould win me, 

45 That with music loud and long,     

  I would build that dome in air,  

  That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 

  And all who heard should see them there, 

  And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 

50 His flashing eyes, his floating hair!     

  Weave a circle round him thrice, 

  And close your eyes with holy dread 

  For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

  And drunk the milk of Paradise. 
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Composed Upon Westminster Bridge,  
September 3, 1802 

 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

 
 

  Earth has not anything to show more fair: 

  Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 

  A sight so touching in its majesty: 

  This City now doth, like a garment, wear 

5  The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,    

  Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 

  Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 

  All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

  Never did sun more beautifully steep 

10  In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;   

  Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 

  The river glideth at his own sweet will: 

  Dear God! the very houses seem asleep; 

  And all that mighty heart is lying still!
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Prometheus 
LORD BYRON (GEORGE GORDON)  

 
 

  Titan! to whose immortal eyes 

           The sufferings of mortality, 

           Seen in their sad reality, 

  Were not as things that gods despise; 

5  What was thy pity's recompense?    

  A silent suffering, and intense; 

  The rock, the vulture, and the chain, 

  All that the proud can feel of pain, 

  The agony they do not show, 

10 The suffocating sense of woe,    

           Which speaks but in its loneliness, 

  And then is jealous lest the sky 

  Should have a listener, nor will sigh 

           Until its voice is echoless. 

 

15  Titan! to thee the strife was given    

           Between the suffering and the will, 

           Which torture where they cannot kill; 

  And the inexorable Heaven, 

  And the deaf tyranny of Fate, 

20 The ruling principle of Hate,     

  Which for its pleasure doth create 

  The things it may annihilate, 

  Refus'd thee even the boon to die: 

  The wretched gift Eternity 

25 Was thine—and thou hast borne it well.   

  All that the Thunderer wrung from thee 

  Was but the menace which flung back 

  On him the torments of thy rack; 

  The fate thou didst so well foresee, 

30 But would not to appease him tell;    
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  And in thy Silence was his Sentence, 

  And in his Soul a vain repentance, 

  And evil dread so ill dissembled, 

  That in his hand the lightnings trembled. 

 

35 Thy Godlike crime was to be kind,    

           To render with thy precepts less 

           The sum of human wretchedness, 

  And strengthen Man with his own mind; 

  But baffled as thou wert from high, 

40 Still in thy patient energy,     

  In the endurance, and repulse 

           Of thine impenetrable Spirit, 

  Which Earth and Heaven could not convulse, 

           A mighty lesson we inherit: 

45 Thou art a symbol and a sign     

           To Mortals of their fate and force; 

  Like thee, Man is in part divine, 

           A troubled stream from a pure source; 

  And Man in portions can foresee 

50 His own funereal destiny;     

  His wretchedness, and his resistance, 

  And his sad unallied existence: 

  To which his Spirit may oppose 

  Itself—and equal to all woes, 

55  And a firm will, and a deep sense,   

  Which even in torture can descry 

           Its own concenter'd recompense, 

  Triumphant where it dares defy, 

  And making Death a Victory. 
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Ozymandias 
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY  

 
  I met a traveller from an antique land, 

  Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 

  Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand, 

  Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 

5  And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,    

  Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 

  Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 

  The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 

  And on the pedestal, these words appear: 

10 My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings;     

  Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 

  Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 

  Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 

  The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 
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High Waving Heather 
EMILY BRONTE  

  High waving heather, 'neath stormy blasts bending, 

  Midnight and moonlight and bright shining stars; 

  Darkness and glory rejoicingly blending, 

  Earth rising to heaven and heaven descending, 

5  Man's spirit away from its drear dongeon sending,   

  Bursting the fetters and breaking the bars. 

  All down the mountain sides, wild forests lending 

  One mighty voice to the life-giving wind; 

  Rivers their banks in the jubilee rending, 

10  Fast through the valleys a reckless course wending,   

  Wider and deeper their waters extending, 

  Leaving a desolate desert behind. 

  Shining and lowering and swelling and dying, 

  Changing for ever from midnight to noon; 

15  Roaring like thunder, like soft music sighing,    

  Shadows on shadows advancing and flying, 

  Lightning-bright flashes the deep gloom defying, 

  Coming as swiftly and fading as soon. 

 

 

	  


