
12th Grade English 

Romantic Period Poetry Homework (5% of term grade) 

We don’t have time in class to cover all the Romantic writers. I have selected poems from three very 

important and influential Romantic Poets. You need to: 

1- Read each poem  

2- On a sheet of paper, describe what the poem is about 

3- Then explain how the poem fits into the definition of Romantic Poetry 

4- It is fine to Google around for help to answer questions 2 & 3. You do not need to make a Works 

Cited page, but you do need to write down your sources with your response (not the web 

address, but the name of the website). 

There are four poems below. You will need to do the above for all four. 

*Virtual bonus points if you put a star next to the poem that was used in Dead Poets Society. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Lament 
BY PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 

   O world! O life! O time! 

On whose last steps I climb, 

      Trembling at that where I had stood before; 

When will return the glory of your prime? 

         No more—Oh, never more! 

 

   Out of the day and night 

A joy has taken flight; 

      Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar, 

Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight 

         No more—Oh, never more! 

 

Love’s Philosophy 
BY PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 

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 spirit meet 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? 

 



She Walks in Beauty 
BY LORD BYRON (GEORGE GORDON) 

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 mellowed to that tender light 

   Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 

   Had half impaired 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! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



When I have Fears That I May Cease to Be 
BY JOHN KEATS 

When I have fears that I may cease to be 

   Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain, 

Before high-pilèd books, in charactery, 

   Hold like rich garners the full ripened grain; 

When I behold, upon the night’s starred face, 

   Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 

And think that I may never live to trace 

   Their shadows with the magic hand of chance; 

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour, 

   That I shall never look upon thee more, 

Never have relish in the faery power 

   Of unreflecting love—then on the shore 

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 

Till love and fame to nothingness do sink. 

 
 


