Definitions from A Handbook to Literature, Sixth Edition 
C. Hugh Holman and William Harmon.

Romanticism: a movement of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries that marked the reaction in literature, philosophy, art, religion, and politics from the neoclassicism and formal orthodoxy of the preceding period. Romanticism arose so gradually and exhibited so many phases that a satisfactory definition is not possible. The aspect most stressed in France is reflected in Victor Hugo's phrase "liberalism in literature," meaning especially the freeing of the artist and writer from restrains and rules and suggesting that phase of individualism marked by the encouragement of revolutionary political ideas. The poet Heine noted the chief aspect of German romanticism in calling it the revival of medievalism in art, letters, and life. Walter Pater thought the addition of strangement to beauty (the neoclassicists having insisted on order in beauty) constituted the romantic temper. An interesting schematic explanation calls romanticism the predominance of imagination over reason and formal rules (classicism) and over the sense of fact or the actual (realism), a formula that recalls Hazlitt's statement (1816) that the class beauty of a Greek temple resided chiefly in its actual form and its obvious connotations, whereas the "romantic" beauty of a Gothic building or ruin arose from associated ideas that the imagination was stimulated to conjure up. The term is used in many senses, a recent favorite being that which sees in the romantic mood a psychological desire to escape from unpleasant realities. 

Perhaps more useful to the student than definitions will be a list of romantic characteristics, though romanticism was not a clearly conceived system. Among the aspects of the romantic movement in England may be listed: sensibility; primitivism; love of nature; sympathetic interest in the past, especially the medieval; mysticism; individualism; romanticism criticism; and a reaction against whatever characterized neoclassicism. Among the specific characteristics embraced by these general attitudes are: the abandonment of the heroic couplet in favor of blank verse, the sonnet, the Spenserian stanza, and many experimental verse forms; the dropping of the conventional poetic diction in favor of fresher language and bolder figures; the idealization of rural life (Goldsmith); enthusiasm for the wild, irregular, or grotesque in nature and art; unrestrained imagination; enthusiasm for the uncivilized or "natural"; interest in human rights (Burns, Byron); sympathy with animal life (Cowper); sentimental melancholy (Gray); emotional psychology in fiction (Richardson); collection and imitation of popular ballads (Percy, Scott); interest in ancient Celtic and Scandinavian mythology and literature ; renewed interest in Spenser, Shakespeare, and Milton. Typical literary forms include the lyric, especially the love lyric, the reflective lyric, the nature lyric, and the lyric of morbid melancholy...;the sentimental novel; the metrical romance; the sentimental comedy; the ballad; the problem novel; the historical novel; the Gothic romance; the sonnet; and the critical essay.... 

The term designates a literary and philosophical theory that tends to see the individual at the center of all life, and it places the individual, therefore, at the center of art, making literature valuable as an expression of unique feelings and particular attitudes (the expressive theory of criticism) and valuing its fidelity in portraying experiences, however fragmentary and incomplete, more than it values adherence to completeness, unity, or the demands of genre. Although romanticism tends at times to regard nature as alien, it more often sees in nature a revelation of Truth, the "living garment of God," and a more suitable subject for art than those aspects of the world sullied by artifice. Romanticism seeks to find the Absolute, the Ideal, by transcending the actual, whereas realism finds its values in the actual and naturalism in the scientific laws the undergird the actual.  

William Wordsworth – Lines Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey

Lines Composed A Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey, On Revisiting The Banks Of The Wye During A Tour. July 13, 1798
      FIVE years have past; five summers, with the length

      Of five long winters! and again I hear

      These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs

      With a soft inland murmur.--Once again

      Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,

      That on a wild secluded scene impress

      Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect

      The landscape with the quiet of the sky.

      The day is come when I again repose

      Here, under this dark sycamore, and view                        10

      These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,

      Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,

      Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves

      'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see

      These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines

      Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,

      Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke

      Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!

      With some uncertain notice, as might seem

      Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,                     20

      Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire

      The Hermit sits alone.

                              These beauteous forms,

      Through a long absence, have not been to me

      As is a landscape to a blind man's eye:

      But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din

      Of towns and cities, I have owed to them

      In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,

      Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;

      And passing even into my purer mind,

      With tranquil restoration:--feelings too                        30

      Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,

      As have no slight or trivial influence

      On that best portion of a good man's life,

      His little, nameless, unremembered, acts

      Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,

      To them I may have owed another gift,

      Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,

      In which the burthen of the mystery,

      In which the heavy and the weary weight

      Of all this unintelligible world,                               40

      Is lightened:--that serene and blessed mood,

      In which the affections gently lead us on,--

      Until, the breath of this corporeal frame

      And even the motion of our human blood

      Almost suspended, we are laid asleep

      In body, and become a living soul:

      While with an eye made quiet by the power

      Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,

      We see into the life of things.

                                       If this

      Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft--                        50

      In darkness and amid the many shapes

      Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir

      Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,

      Have hung upon the beatings of my heart--

      How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,

      O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro' the woods,

      How often has my spirit turned to thee!

        And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,

      With many recognitions dim and faint,

      And somewhat of a sad perplexity,                               60

      The picture of the mind revives again:

      While here I stand, not only with the sense

      Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts

      That in this moment there is life and food

      For future years. And so I dare to hope,

      Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first

      I came among these hills; when like a roe

      I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides

      Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,

      Wherever nature led: more like a man                            70

      Flying from something that he dreads, than one

      Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then

      (The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,

      And their glad animal movements all gone by)

      To me was all in all.--I cannot paint

      What then I was. The sounding cataract

      Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,

      The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,

      Their colours and their forms, were then to me

      An appetite; a feeling and a love,                              80

      That had no need of a remoter charm,

      By thought supplied, nor any interest

      Unborrowed from the eye.--That time is past,

      And all its aching joys are now no more,

      And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this

      Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur, other gifts

      Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,

      Abundant recompence. For I have learned

      To look on nature, not as in the hour

      Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes                    90

      The still, sad music of humanity,

      Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

      To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

      A presence that disturbs me with the joy

      Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime

      Of something far more deeply interfused,

      Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

      And the round ocean and the living air,

      And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;

      A motion and a spirit, that impels                             100

      All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

      And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still

      A lover of the meadows and the woods,

      And mountains; and of all that we behold

      From this green earth; of all the mighty world

      Of eye, and ear,--both what they half create,

      And what perceive; well pleased to recognise

      In nature and the language of the sense,

      The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,

      The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul                  110

      Of all my moral being.

                              Nor perchance,

      If I were not thus taught, should I the more

      Suffer my genial spirits to decay:

      For thou art with me here upon the banks

      Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,

      My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch

      The language of my former heart, and read

      My former pleasures in the shooting lights

      Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while

      May I behold in thee what I was once,                          120

      My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make,

      Knowing that Nature never did betray

      The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege,

      Through all the years of this our life, to lead

      From joy to joy: for she can so inform

      The mind that is within us, so impress

      With quietness and beauty, and so feed

      With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,

      Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,

      Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all                    130

      The dreary intercourse of daily life,

      Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb

      Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold

      Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon

      Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;

      And let the misty mountain-winds be free

      To blow against thee: and, in after years,

      When these wild ecstasies shall be matured

      Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind

      Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,                       140

      Thy memory be as a dwelling-place

      For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,

      If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

      Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts

      Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,

      And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance--

      If I should be where I no more can hear

      Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams

      Of past existence--wilt thou then forget

      That on the banks of this delightful stream                    150

      We stood together; and that I, so long

      A worshipper of Nature, hither came

      Unwearied in that service: rather say

      With warmer love--oh! with far deeper zeal

      Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,

      That after many wanderings, many years

      Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,

      And this green pastoral landscape, were to me

      More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!

                                                              1798.

	John Keats. 1795–1821

	  

	625. Ode on a Grecian Urn

	  


	THOU still unravish'd bride of quietness,
	 

	  Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time,
	 

	Sylvan historian, who canst thus express
	 

	  A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:
	 

	What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape
	         5

	  Of deities or mortals, or of both,
	 

	    In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?
	 

	  What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?
	 

	What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
	 

	    What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?
	  10

	 
	

	Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
	 

	  Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;
	 

	Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,
	 

	  Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:
	 

	Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave
	  15

	  Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;
	 

	    Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,
	 

	Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve;
	 

	    She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,
	 

	  For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!
	  20

	 
	

	Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed
	 

	  Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;
	 

	And, happy melodist, unwearièd,
	 

	  For ever piping songs for ever new;
	 

	More happy love! more happy, happy love!
	  25

	  For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,
	 

	    For ever panting, and for ever young;
	 

	All breathing human passion far above,
	 

	  That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,
	 

	    A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.
	  30

	 
	

	Who are these coming to the sacrifice?
	 

	  To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
	 

	Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,
	 

	  And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?
	 

	What little town by river or sea-shore,
	  35

	  Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,
	 

	    Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn?
	 

	And, little town, thy streets for evermore
	 

	  Will silent be; and not a soul, to tell
	 

	    Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.
	  40

	 
	

	O Attic shape! fair attitude! with brede
	 

	  Of marble men and maidens overwrought,
	 

	With forest branches and the trodden weed;
	 

	  Thou, silent form! dost tease us out of thought
	 

	As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!
	  45

	  When old age shall this generation waste,
	 

	    Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe
	 

	  Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,
	 

	'Beauty is truth, truth beauty,—that is all
	 

	    Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.'
	  50


	George Gordon Byron, Lord Byron. 1788–1824

	  

	600. 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
	         5

	  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;
	  10

	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,
	  15

	  But tell of days in goodness spent,
	 

	A mind at peace with all below,
	 

	  A heart whose love is innocent!
	 


	William Cullen Bryant. 1794–1878

	 

	16. Thanatopsis

	 


	  TO HIM who in the love of Nature holds
	 

	Communion with her visible forms, she speaks
	 

	A various language; for his gayer hours
	 

	She has a voice of gladness, and a smile
	 

	And eloquence of beauty, and she glides
	         5

	Into his darker musings, with a mild
	 

	And healing sympathy, that steals away
	 

	Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When thoughts
	 

	Of the last bitter hour come like a blight
	 

	Over thy spirit, and sad images
	  10

	Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,
	 

	And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,
	 

	Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart;—
	 

	Go forth under the open sky, and list
	 

	To Nature's teachings, while from all around—
	  15

	Earth and her waters, and the depths of air—
	 

	Comes a still voice—Yet a few days, and thee
	 

	The all-beholding sun shall see no more
	 

	In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground,
	 

	Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,
	  20

	Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist
	 

	Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim
	 

	Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again,
	 

	And, lost each human trace, surrendering up
	 

	Thine individual being, shalt thou go
	  25

	To mix forever with the elements;
	 

	To be a brother to the insensible rock,
	 

	And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain
	 

	Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak
	 

	Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould.
	  30

	  Yet not to thine eternal resting-place
	 

	Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish
	 

	Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down
	 

	With patriarchs of the infant world,—with kings,
	 

	The powerful of the earth,—the wise, the good,
	  35

	Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,
	 

	All in one mighty sepulchre. The hills
	 

	Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun; the vales
	 

	Stretching in pensive quietness between;
	 

	The venerable woods—rivers that move
	  40

	In majesty, and the complaining brooks
	 

	That make the meadows green; and, poured round all,
	 

	Old Ocean's gray and melancholy waste,—
	 

	Are but the solemn decorations all
	 

	Of the great tomb of man! The golden sun,
	  45

	The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,
	 

	Are shining on the sad abodes of death,
	 

	Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread
	 

	The globe are but a handful to the tribes
	 

	That slumber in its bosom.—Take the wings
	  50

	Of morning, pierce the Barcan wilderness,
	 

	Or lose thyself in the continuous woods
	 

	Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound,
	 

	Save his own dashings,—yet the dead are there:
	 

	And millions in those solitudes, since first
	  55

	The flight of years began, have laid them down
	 

	In their last sleep—the dead reign there alone.
	 

	So shalt thou rest; and what if thou withdraw
	 

	In silence from the living, and no friend
	 

	Take note of thy departure? All that breathe
	  60

	Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh
	 

	When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care
	 

	Plod on, and each one as before will chase
	 

	His favorite phantom; yet all these shall leave
	 

	Their mirth and their employments, and shall come
	  65

	And make their bed with thee. As the long train
	 

	Of ages glide away, the sons of men,
	 

	The youth in life's green spring, and he who goes
	 

	In the full strength of years, matron and maid,
	 

	The speechless babe, and the gray-headed man—
	  70

	Shall one by one be gathered to thy side
	 

	By those, who in their turn shall follow them.
	 

	  
	

	  So live, that when thy summons comes to join
	 

	The innumerable caravan which moves
	 

	To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
	  75

	His chamber in the silent halls of death,
	 

	Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,
	 

	Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed
	 

	By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave
	 

	Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
	  80

	About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.
	 


Holy Thursday

Poem lyrics of Holy Thursday by William Blake. 

'Twas on a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,
Came children walking two and two, in read, and blue, and green:
Grey-headed beadles walked before, with wands as white as snow,
Till into the high dome of Paul's they like Thames waters flow. 

Oh what a multitude they seemed, these flowers of London town!
Seated in companies they sit, with radiance all their own.
The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,
Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands. 

Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song,
Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among:
Beneath them sit the aged man, wise guardians of the poor.
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door. 

