ENGLISH EXTENSION 1

Romanticism Creative Essay -This soulless city, my prison

An aged man sat in his mahogany armchair by the old window, melancholic. He coughed most
violently into his handkerchief and slumped further into his chair. The wooden desk beside him was
littered with sketches: Arkwright's water frame, Hargreaves's Spinning Jenny, Crompton's Spinning
Mule... But his mind was elsewhere. His eyes...were fixed intently on the window, unable to see
through the blackness that seemed to have etched itself into its panes. He sighed in defeat.

With a cloth, he opened the window and wiped its panes. A loud humming noise and a pungent,
nauseating smell emanated from the factories that lined the city, street after street. The machines
were alive again. And yet, they were soulless inventions of mankind in comparison to the simple
light breeze that swept though the street, creating small whirlwinds of dancing, pirouetting dry
leaves. Nature’s performance was for an audience of one within this city. The rich and the greedy
were blinded by the industrialisation that filled their purses with money. The poor and the slaves
were its prisoners...bound for life. None had the time to appreciate the intricacies of Mother Nature.
The old man sighed again. How the world has changed.

The sun’s rays attempted to penetrate the thick layer of cloud hovering above the city, illuminating
the streets below that had gradually filled with people. Miserable children hurried about as well,
dressed for another abusive and laborious 15-hour day in the factories. The Luddites had formed
yet another protest in the street... The world beneath seemed utterly chaotic.

The old man rose from his chair and put on his black coat and gloves for his morning walk.
Descending the two flights of stairs was becoming increasingly difficult. And yet, he remembered
how he had bounded up those exact stairs two at a time when he first moved into Liverpool...in
those days, he thought, | was so naive...

The Luddites marched past as the old man entered the street; he placed his hat on his head. Once
it had been to protect him from the vibrant sun, but now, it was from the filthy rain that occasionally
attempted to cleanse the city.

A group of beaming young men pushed past him to enter the iron factory as they talked excitedly
about the development of iron-making techniques and the increased use of refined coal...They
reminded the old man of himself, many years ago, he was exactly like them. What fit of passion had
driven me here, he thought, to this...this...cold and soulless place?

A gallery of images he would rather not remember entered his mind. He saw an ecstatic young boy
and girl engaged in an elaborate game of tag, weaving through the fields of wheat and corn. Those
were the days. The image faded. And then, he saw a solitary tear trickle down a young man’s face
as the brush he once used to mark the sheer beauty of Nature and his happiness, now marked his
anger, jealousy and unreturned love. Through the young man’s agonized eyes, he beheld the
violent hues of passion across his canvas; a frenzy of oils, charcoal and water-colour. Sometimes
he wondered if love was worth fighting for, but then he remembered her face and he was ready for
war. For the girl, he turned his back on his family, the countryside, the little cottage that was home,
they were degrading. For the girl, he stopped his artistic pursuits and moved to Liverpool for a job of
credibility, wealth and status, a job that could elevate his position in the social hierarchy, or so he
thought, and thus allowing him to marry her with her parents’ permission. But it was a war he could
not win. As a merchant, no matter how much money he had, he was still not of the right social class
to meet her parents’ standards. She married a man of high-birth with ten thousand pounds a year...

He had given up everything for nothing...

Nothing but a vacuous soul that screams to be filled with anything...
Anything but the polluted air of this monstrous city...
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It had started to rain.

His attention was drawn to a sweet voice...a child’s voice that originated from a few yards away,
outside a steam powered factory.

‘I wander’d lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills...”

The voice was disrupted. Silenced by the deafening crack of a whip. “Get back to work you filth!”
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