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American Romantics
O Me! O Life! 

by Walt Whitman 

O ME! O life!... of the questions of these recurring;
Of the endless trains of the faithless—of cities fill’d with the foolish;
Of myself forever reproaching myself, (for who more foolish than I, and who more faithless?)
Of eyes that vainly crave the light—of the objects mean—of the struggle ever renew’d;
Of the poor results of all—of the plodding and sordid crowds I see around me;
Of the empty and useless years of the rest—with the rest me intertwined;
The question, O me! so sad, recurring—What good amid these, O me, O life?
  
Answer.

That you are here—that life exists, and identity;
That the powerful play goes on, and you may contribute a verse.
Songs of Joy 

by Walt Whitman

O to struggle against great odds, to meet enemies undaunted. 

To be the sailor of the world, bound for all parts. 

O will I live to be the ruler of life, not a slave. 

To mount the scaffolds, to advance to the muzzles of guns with perfect nonchalance. 

To dance, clap hands, exalt, shout, skip, roll on, float on. 

O to have life hence forth the poem of new joys. 

To indeed be a god! 

Song of Myself  (Section 52) 

By Walt Whitman



The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me, he complains 
of my gab and my loitering. 

I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable, 
I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world. 

The last scud of day holds back for me, 
It flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadow'd wilds, 
It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk. 

I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun, 
I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags. 

I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love, 
If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles. 

O Captain! My Captain!

by Walt Whitman

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won, 
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; 
But O heart! heart! heart! 
O the bleeding drops of red, 
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead. 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 
Rise up - for you the flag is flung - for you the bugle trills, 
For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths - for you the shores a-crowding, 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Hear Captain! dear father! 
The arm beneath your head! 
It is some dream your head! 
It is some dream that on the deck, 
You've fallen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 
The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 
Exult O shore, and ring O bells! 
But I with mournful tread, 
Walk the deck my Captain lies, 
Fallen cold and dead.

How Do I Love Thee? (Sonnet 43)

by Elizabeth Barrett Browning

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of being and ideal grace.

I love thee to the level of every day’s

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for right.

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.
“Hope” is the thing with feathers (216)

By Emily Dickinson

“Hope” is the thing with feathers -

That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words -

And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -

And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm -

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -

And on the strangest Sea -

Yet - never - in Extremity,

It asked a crumb - of me.

I’m Nobody! Who are you? (260)
by Emily Dickinson

I’m Nobody! Who are you?

Are you – Nobody – too?

Then there’s a pair of us!

Don’t tell! they’d advertise – you know!

How dreary – to be – Somebody!

How public – like a Frog –  

To tell one’s name – the livelong June –  

To an admiring Bog!

British Romantics

La Belle Dame Sans Merci
By John Keats (1795-1821)
Ah, what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

    Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge is withered from the lake,

    And no birds sing. 




Ah, what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,

    So haggard and so woe-begone?

The squirrel's granary is full,

    And the harvest's done. 

I see a lily on thy brow,




    With anguish moist and fever dew,

And on thy cheek a fading rose

    Fast withereth too. 

I met a lady in the meads



    Full beautiful – a faery's child;

Her hair was long, her foot was light,

    And her eyes were wild. 

I made a garland for her head,



    And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;

She looked at me as she did love,

    And made sweet moan. 

I set her on my pacing steed,



    And nothing else saw all day long;

For sideways would she bend, and sing

    A faery's song. 

She found me roots of relish sweet,



    And honey wild, and manna dew,

And sure in language strange she said,

    “I love thee true!” 

She took me to her elfin grot,




    And there she wept and sighed full sore,

And there I shut her wild wild eyes--

    With kisses four. 

And there we lulléd me asleep,




    And there I dreamed, and woe betide!

The latest dream I ever dreamed

    On the cold hill side. 

I saw pale kings, and princes too,



    Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;

They cried – “La Belle Dame sans Merci

    Hath thee in thrall!" 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,



    With horrid warning gaped wide,

And I awoke, and found me here,

    On the cold hill’s side. 

And this is why I sojourn here,




    Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge has withered from the lake,

    And no birds sing.

The World Is Too Much With Us

by William Wordsworth

The world is too much with us; late and soon, 

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;— 

Little we see in Nature that is ours; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon; 

The winds that will be howling at all hours, 

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 

For this, for everything, we are out of tune; 

It moves us not. Great God! I’d rather be 

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn; 

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd horn.

She Walks In Beauty 

by Lord Byron


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
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;
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!

Romantic poetry is the poetry of the Romantic era, an artistic, literary, musical and intellectual movement that originated in Europe toward the end of the 18th century.





It is characterized by an emphasis on emotion, imagination, passion, and nature. Romantics believed in the power of self-expression, the celebration of the individual, and the importance of appreciating the world around them. 





Poetry: the FAB 4





Speaker:  	Who is talking?





Subject:  	What is the poem about?





Theme:            What is the speaker saying 


about the subject?





Elements:  	How does the author use literary elements to enhance the meaning?











