
The Romantics

The poem below is broken up in to three stanza’s. The first stanza is from the viewpoint of Keats, the second is from Lord Byron and the third from Shelley.


Poetry was always my dream,
I only cared about the arts.
Yes, I enjoyed working as a team,
but thats not how I wanted to mend hearts.
By my twenty third year,
my body felt broken.
I shed a few tears 
and my words were unspoken.
My last days were spent in Rome,
I saw how ill I’d gotten.
This was my final home,
then I thought I’d be forgotten.
Listen quietly for the nightingale call,
like me, it will fly and then it will fall.

I lived my life in the public eye
and was worshipped by my fans.
I enjoyed the fame I cant deny
although I did have other plans.
In London, scandalous scenes played out,
she asked me for a divorce.
Accused of everything without a doubt,
not from a reliable source.
After all the lies about me,
England was impossible for me to roam.
I never felt like I was free,
until Venice was my home.
I knew I’d be remembered for years,
hoping my poetry would still bring tears.

I committed blasphemy and crime,
from Oxford I was expelled.
It was forbidden at the time
and broke the rules they held.
After leaving I was married
but I soon got bored.
My love for Harried was then buried
as Mary was who I adored.
I didn't believe that God was real,
as writing was my passion.
My body was broken, I forgot how to feel.
“Free love” was the current fashion.
After my death they preserved my heart,
as well as the poetry, as well as the art.

