
 
Romanticism – Creative Piece 
 

 
The finest morsel of the deific spider’s lace trailed from the tender most tips of the spindly kindling. 
Each breath of air surrended with it the rich odour of laburnum blossoms, mocking the young man’s 
inability to absorb himself into the surrounding garden. The gentleman tendered the garden as his 
only reprieve from the constraints of the artificial world, the flower’s perfume instilling only a 
calmness, as thought it was hemlock which caused his drowsiness. Yet the filth and the roar of 
London still penetrated his haven, wafts of smoke seeped through in the early morning, a poison 
snake amongst the beauty of his Utopia. Still so, the young man relished in the monotonous 
existence of his natural surroundings, and his engagements at forenoon passed unnoticed as his 
immersed himself in the sublime movements of nature. 
 
“William,”, his name drawled through the air, his maid’s voice scratching and gnawing at his ears 
like small insects with sharp, minute nails, “William, where are you? Ah, My Buckingson, thank 
goodness I have finally found you.” Bustling across the manicured lawn with her skirt and apron 
gathered in her hand, the round lady announced the arrival of guests and requested his presence 
immediately. Shaking his head solemnly, instead William turned again back to his garden. His own 
musing alighted in his mind like the milk yellow butterflies which balanced delicately on the dense 
foliage around him. He thought of only one thing, of the young lady of which he had passed every 
morning. Each breath of her left a gentle trace on his consciousness, as if the delicate dust of the 
butterflies had been smudged on his fingertips.  
 
She floated as if each cobblestone beneath her was perfectly aligned and William could do no more 
but draw breath as she passed. Hers was the only beauty which he could not indulge in each day, 
the only natural beauty which he could not tender so that it flourished within his own garden. 
Instead, he cherished each glimpse of her flawless grace, but more beautiful was her expression. 
She was yet to fail him, for each morning she was characterised not by her rich dress, tumbling 
locks or by those accompanying her, but rather by her appearance of profound cogitation. Nothing 
was more pleasing to William than to believe that there was another individual capable of the 
aptitude to perceive their own reality, to accept without understanding the beauty of the natural 
world. It was as if to believe that he had met a companion to replace his woodbine, his orchids, his 
honeysuckle and his convolvuluses. 
 
Retiring to his narrow bed earlier than the brightest orb had chosen to do so, William contemplated 
approaching the fair lady. He knew little of the etiquette of the municipal citizens, but his longing for 
her unblemished voice resolved his thoughts. He would approach he on the morrow, and 
accompanied by her father, she would pause to offer him the attention of her mind. He would speak 
softly to her then, committed to the sharing of her thoughts. Long as it took, he would woo her, just 
as the roses below his room wooed the furry bees, and lured the insects into their blossoms. 
 
Her father drew himself over the stones as is each effort was too much for even him to perceive. 
Ignoring the commotion and thick plumes of smoke in the city, William approached the man and his 
daughter. Her expression was again of only mediation and she appeared as if he did not even 
realise his arrival, yet William addressed her as if hers was the only presence he was willing to 
receive. “My distress of most women fair maiden, is that one knows their minds as easily as one 
knows their bonnets.” She carried with her an air of gentleness and raised a gloved hand to her 
exposed neck ad she replied “Good Sir, I pray you determine that bonnets may be removed from 
ones head as easily as the bright sun’s rays extinguish darkness in the morn.” 
 
“Ah, but rays of sunlight will fade and darkness is guaranteed once again at sundown. However, one 
must wonder at women whose minds are able to penetrate this darkness of their own accord. What 
is that name you give to the fragile body that houses such a mind as yours?” William’s own  
  



audacious nature fumbled as he added, “By way of introduction, I myself am Lord William John 
Buckingson from Tottenham.” Peals of seraphic notes of laughter rolled from her full pink lips,  
 

“Estella, my name is Estella Burnett, and by way of introduction Lord William, this is my father, Sir 
George.” Mystiied by her emotive reaction, William acknowledged Sir George before turning his 
attention back to Estella. Extending his hand he revealed a crisp sprig of lilac which he placed softly 
in her palm. The bright purple stood bodly against the starch whiteness as William dropped her 
delicate fingertips and strode past her towards home. 
 
With only her journal to record her days in, Estella wrote of her first encounter with William, and the 
months which followed: 
 
“I have thoughts only of him but eternity is not long enough for us to spend together, each hour 
spent only more increases my suffering when I must leave. An exotic indulgence, he instills a 
passion within me and I can know happiness only in the present when I am with him, anticipation or 
reminiscence offers me no condolences. In a world of anonymity and production, he offers the only 
sanctuary of individuality, my own identity will be consum’d if William cannot drag me forth from this 
plum of all consuming smoke. Yet I know my father will stand between us, an impenetrable wall of 
flesh which orders only medial tasks of me. I must sew and be only a slave to domestic life, my one 
responsibility to humanity is to be tendering the supper each night. I cannot resign myself to this 
role, and I know that only William can release me from it.” 
 
The dark stained wood of the table gleamed under the soft yellow light of Estella’s lantern. Her 
father’s stern glare emanated down the length of the table as Estella rested her head on the window 
in vapid listlessness. In all his weakness and feeble character he had forbidden her from ever 
seeing William again, as if her happiness only amplified his agony. She had beseeched him; let her 
walk with him, if only to delight in the briefest glances of her William each morning. Yet he resisted, 
strong only in his decision, his knotted hands clenched as if he himself offered the only support. His 
balding head was tattooed with wrinkles which seeped down his face as if they leeched from an 
incessant stream of hatred inside of him. Estella sat opposite as he untangled one of his frail limbs 
to place a craggily hand over hers. Repulsion boiled in the pit of her stomach as she regarded the 
desolate man before her. The sensation was as though a pungent acid seared her very marrow, 
recoiling from his grasp, she turned and fled from the room. 
 
William had held her slender frame for only the briefest of moments and she had been snatched 
away. He ripped savagely at the foxgloves and the roses thorns reached out to snare and snag at 
his sleeves, his misery manifesting in the dark drops of blood which fell into the moist soil. She had 
been planted in his life, her beauty the centerpiece of his garden, and now to be ripped from the 
ground, she had left his own roots exposed, wilting in the harsh sunlight. Spring now withheld from 
his the beauty of its nectar, for he found no bud or perfume alluring if it was not accompanied by the 
rise and fall of her breast. His feet planted in the mud of his destroyed garden he widened his arms 
as if to collect every globe of water which fell from the thunderous clouds above him. Streaked with 
dirt, his shuddering sobs echoed the howling winds and his feeble attempts to hold his own soul 
together seemed to fail with each sheet of rain. The water brought life each time it fell, fostering and 
loving his garden like a newborn babe, but now it brought only destruction. The freesias whipped 
back and forth, scratching at his face and the tearing drops littered the grown with once delicate 
petals. Estella had been taken from him as if she was a fragile blossom which lasted only a season. 
Then her languorous voice hovered again in his garden. The sensation of ants, their feet feather 
light, meandered up his spine, it was as though she had grown there amongst the poppies. “William, 
there is no refuge from this artificial world bar you, this garden need not petals for you to fill me with 
the greatest sense of man.” Turning his sodden face, raw and exposed towards her, William 
extended a shaking hand “Pretty maiden worry not of the whyfors of this artificial world. They shall 
sully your unadulterated innocence, for you are the only blossom which need bring beauty to this 
garden.” 


