
Walt Whitman 

from: Leaves of Grass (1855 Edition) 

AMERICA does not repel the past or what it has produced under its forms or amid other politics or 
the idea of castes or the old religions . . . . accepts the lesson with calmness . . . is not so impatient as has 
been supposed that the slough still sticks to opinions and manners and literature while the life which served 
its requirements has passed into the new life of the new forms . . . perceives that the corpse is slowly borne 
from the eating and sleeping rooms of the house . . . perceives that it waits a little while in the door . . . that it
was fittest for its days . . . that its action has descended to the stalwart and wellshaped heir who approaches 
… and that he shall be fittest for his days. 

The Americans of all nations at any time upon the earth have probably the fullest poetical nature. 
The United States themselves are essentially the greatest poem. In the history of the earth hitherto the largest 
and most stirring appear tame and orderly to their ampler largeness and stir. Here at last is something in the 
doings of man that corresponds with the broadcast doings of the day and night. Here is not merely a nation 
but a teeming nation of nations. Here is action untied from strings necessarily blind to particulars and details 
magnificently moving in vast masses. Here is the hospitality which forever indicates heroes . . . . Here are the
roughs and beards and space and ruggedness and nonchalance that the soul loves. Here the performance 
disdaining the trivial unapproached in the tremendous audacity of its crowds and groupings and the push of 
its perspective spreads with crampless and flowing breadth and showers its prolific and splendid 
extravagance. One sees it must indeed own the riches of the summer and winter, and need never be bankrupt 
while corn grows from the ground or the orchards drop apples or the bays contain fish or men beget children 
upon women. [...] 

The American poets are to enclose old and new for America is the race of races. Of them a bard is to 
be commensurate with a people. To him the other continents arrive as contributions . . . he gives them 
reception for their sake and his own sake. His spirit responds to his country's spirit . . . . he incarnates its 
geography and natural life and rivers and lakes. [...] For such the expression of the American poet is to be 
transcendant and new. It is to be indirect and not direct or descriptive or epic. Its quality goes through these 
to much more. Let the age and wars of other nations be chanted and their eras and characters be illustrated 
and that finish the verse. Not so the great psalm of the republic. Here the theme is creative and has vista. 
Here comes one among the wellbeloved stonecutters and plans with decision and science and sees the solid 
and beautiful forms of the future where there are now no solid forms. 

[...] 

The known universe has one complete lover and that is the greatest poet. He consumes an eternal 
passion and is indifferent which chance happens and which possible contingency of fortune or misfortune 
and persuades daily and hourly his delicious pay. What balks or breaks others is fuel for his burning progress
to contact and amorous joy. Other proportions of the reception of pleasure dwindle to nothing to his 
proportions. All expected from heaven or from the highest he is rapport with in the sight of the daybreak or a
scene of the winter woods or the presence of children playing or with his arm round the neck of a man or 
woman. His love above all love has leisure and expanse . . . . he leaves room ahead of himself. He is no 
irresolute or suspicious lover . . . he is sure . . . he scorns intervals. His experience and the showers and thrills
are not for nothing. Nothing can jar him . . . . suffering and darkness cannot---death and fear cannot. To him 
complaint and jealousy and envy are corpses buried and rotten in the earth . . . . he saw them buried. The sea 
is not surer of the shore or the shore of the sea than he is of the fruition of his love and of all perfection and 
beauty. 

[...] The messages of great poets to each man and woman are, Come to us on equal terms, Only then 
can you understand us, We are no better than you, What we enclose you enclose, What we enjoy you may 
enjoy. Did you suppose there could be only one Supreme? We affirm there can be unnumbered Supremes, 
and that one does not countervail another any more than one eyesight countervails another . . and that men 
can be good or grand only of the consciousness of their supremacy within them. [...] 

The American bards shall be marked for generosity and affection and for encouraging competitors . .
They shall be kosmos . . without monopoly or secresy . . glad to pass any thing to any one . . hungry for 
equals night and day. They shall not be careful of riches and privilege . . . . they shall be riches and 
privilege . . . . they shall perceive who the most affluent man is. The most affluent man is he that confronts 
all the shows he sees by equivalents out of the stronger wealth of himself. The American bard shall delineate 



no class of persons nor one or two out of the strata of interests nor love most nor truth most nor the soul most
nor the body most . . .. and not be for the eastern states more than the western or the northern states more 
than the southern. 

[...] 

The great master has nothing to do with miracles. He sees health for himself in being one of the mass
. . . . he sees the hiatus in singular eminence. To the perfect shape comes common ground. To be under the 
general law is great for that is to correspond with it. The master knows that he is unspeakably great and that 
all are unspeakably great . . . . that nothing for instance is greater than to conceive children and bring them up
well . . . that to be is just as great as to perceive or tell. 

In the make of the great masters the idea of political liberty is indispensible. Liberty takes the 
adherence of heroes wherever men and women exist . . . . but never takes any adherence or welcome from 
the rest more than from poets. They are the voice and exposition of liberty. They out of ages are worthy the 
grand idea . . . . to them it is confided and they must sustain it. Nothing has precedence of it and nothing can 
warp or degrade it. The attitude of great poets is to cheer up slaves and horrify despots. The turn of their 
necks, the sound of their feet, the motions of their wrists, are full of hazard to the one and hope to the other. 
Come nigh them awhile and though they neither speak or advise you shall learn the faithful American lesson.

[...] America prepares with composure and goodwill for the visitors that have sent word. It is not 
intellect that is to be their warrant and welcome. The talented, the artist, the ingenious, the editor, the 
statesman, the erudite . . they are not unappreciated . . they fall in their place and do their work. The soul of 
the nation also does its work. No disguise can pass on it . . no disguise can conceal from it. It rejects none, it 
permits all. Only toward as good as itself and toward the like of itself will it advance half-way. An individual
is as superb as a nation when he has the qualities which make a superb nation. The soul of the largest and 
wealthiest and proudest nation may well go half-way to meet that of its poets. The signs are effectual. There 
is no fear of mistake. If the one is true the other is true. The proof of a poet is that his country absorbs him as 
affectionately as he has absorbed it. 

.. 

I CELEBRATE myself, 
And what I assume you shall assume, 
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 

I loafe and invite my soul, 
I lean and loafe at my ease . . . . observing a spear of summer grass. 

Houses and rooms are full of perfumes . . . . the shelves are crowded with perfumes, 
I breathe the fragrance myself, and know it and like it, 
The distillation would intoxicate me also, but I shall not let it. 

The atmosphere is not a perfume . . . . it has no taste of the distillation . . . . it is odorless, 
It is for my mouth forever . . . . I am in love with it, 
I will go to the bank by the wood and become undisguised and naked, 
I am mad for it to be in contact with me.

The smoke of my own breath, 
Echos, ripples, and buzzed whispers . . . . loveroot, silkthread, crotch and vine, 
My respiration and inspiration . . . . the beating of my heart . . . . the passing of blood 
     and air through my lungs, 
The sniff of green leaves and dry leaves, and of the shore and darkcolored sea- 
     rocks, and of hay in the barn, 
The sound of the belched words of my voice . . . . words loosed to the eddies of 
     the wind, 
A few light kisses . . . . a few embraces . . . . a reaching around of arms, 
The play of shine and shade on the trees as the supple boughs wag, 
The delight alone or in the rush of the streets, or along the fields and hillsides, 
The feeling of health . . . . the full-noon trill . . . . the song of me rising from bed 



     and meeting the sun

Have you reckoned a thousand acres much? Have you reckoned the earth much? 
Have you practiced so long to learn to read? 
Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems? 

Stop this day and night with me and you shall possess the origin of all poems, 
You shall possess the good of the earth and sun . . . . there are millions of suns left, 
You shall no longer take things at second or third hand . . . . nor look through the 
     eyes of the dead . . . . nor feed on the spectres in books, 
You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me, 
You shall listen to all sides and filter them from yourself. 

I have heard what the talkers were talking . . . . the talk of the beginning and the end, 
But I do not talk of the beginning or the end.

There was never any more inception than there is now, 
Nor any more youth or age than there is now; 
And will never be any more perfection than there is now, 
Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.

Urge and urge and urge, 
Always the procreant urge of the world.

Out of the dimness opposite equals advance . . . . Always substance and increase, 
Always a knit of identity . . . . always distinction . . . . always a breed of life.

To elaborate is no avail . . . . Learned and unlearned feel that it is so.

[…]

I am enamoured of growing outdoors, 
Of men that live among cattle or taste of the ocean or woods, 
Of the builders and steerers of ships, of the wielders of axes and mauls, of the drivers 
     of horses, 
I can eat and sleep with them week in and week out. 

What is commonest and cheapest and nearest and easiest is Me, 
Me going in for my chances, spending for vast returns, 
Adorning myself to bestow myself on the first that will take me, 
Not asking the sky to come down to my goodwill, 
Scattering it freely forever. 

The pure contralto sings in the organloft, 
The carpenter dresses his plank . . . . the tongue of his foreplane whistles its wild 
     ascending lisp, 
The married and unmarried children ride home to their thanksgiving dinner, 
The pilot seizes the king-pin, he heaves down with a strong arm, 
The mate stands braced in the whaleboat, lance and harpoon are ready, 
The duck-shooter walks by silent and cautious stretches, 
The deacons are ordained with crossed hands at the altar, 
The spinning-girl retreats and advances to the hum of the big wheel, 
The farmer stops by the bars of a Sunday and looks at the oats and rye, 
The lunatic is carried at last to the asylum a confirmed case, 
He will never sleep any more as he did in the cot in his mother's bedroom; 
The jour printer with gray head and gaunt jaws works at his case, 
He turns his quid of tobacco, his eyes get blurred with the manuscript; 
The malformed limbs are tied to the anatomist's table, 
What is removed drops horribly in a pail; 



The quadroon girl is sold at the stand . . . . the drunkard nods by the barroom stove, 
The machinist rolls up his sleeves . . . . the policeman travels his beat . . . . the gate- 
     keeper marks who pass, 

The young fellow drives the express-wagon . . . . I love him though I do not know 
     him; 
The half-breed straps on his light boots to compete in the race, 
The western turkey-shooting draws old and young . . . . some lean on their rifles, 
     some sit on logs, 
Out from the crowd steps the marksman and takes his position and levels his piece; 
The groups of newly-come immigrants cover the wharf or levee, 
The woollypates hoe in the sugarfield, the overseer views them from his saddle; 
The bugle calls in the ballroom, the gentlemen run for their partners, the dancers 
     bow to each other; 
The youth lies awake in the cedar-roofed garret and harks to the musical rain, 
The Wolverine sets traps on the creek that helps fill the Huron, 
The reformer ascends the platform, he spouts with his mouth and nose, 
The company returns from its excursion, the darkey brings up the rear and bears the 
     well-riddled target, 
The squaw wrapt in her yellow-hemmed cloth is offering moccasins and beadbags for 
     sale, 
The connoisseur peers along the exhibition-gallery with halfshut eyes bent sideways, 
The deckhands make fast the steamboat, the plank is thrown for the shoregoing 
     passengers, 
The young sister holds out the skein, the elder sister winds it off in a ball and stops 
     now and then for the knots, 
The one-year wife is recovering and happy, a week ago she bore her first child, 
The cleanhaired Yankee girl works with her sewing-machine or in the factory or 
     mill, 
The nine months' gone is in the parturition chamber, her faintness and pains are ad- 
     vancing; 
The pavingman leans on his twohanded rammer -- the reporter's lead flies swiftly 
     over the notebook -- the signpainter is lettering with red and gold, 
The canal-boy trots on the towpath -- the bookkeeper counts at his desk -- the 
     shoemaker waxes his thread, 
The conductor beats time for the band and all the performers 
     follow him, 
The child is baptised -- the convert is making the first professions, 
The regatta is spread on the bay . . . . how the white sails sparkle! 
The drover watches his drove, he sings out to them that would stray, 
The pedlar sweats with his pack on his back -- the purchaser higgles about the odd 
     cent, 
The camera and plate are prepared, the lady must sit for her daguerreotype, 
The bride unrumples her white dress, the minutehand of the clock moves slowly, 
The opium eater reclines with rigid head and just-opened lips, 
The prostitute draggles her shawl, her bonnet bobs on her tipsy and pimpled neck, 
The crowd laugh at her blackguard oaths, the men jeer and wink to each other, 
(Miserable! I do not laugh at your oaths nor jeer you,) 
The President holds a cabinet council, he is surrounded by the great secretaries, 

On the piazza walk five friendly matrons with twined arms; 
The crew of the fish-smack pack repeated layers of halibut in the hold, 
The Missourian crosses the plains toting his wares and his cattle, 
The fare-collector goes through the train -- he gives notice by the jingling of loose 
     change, 
The floormen are laying the floor -- the tinners are tinning the roof -- the masons 
     are calling for mortar, 
In single file each shouldering his hod pass onward the laborers; 



Seasons pursuing each other the indescribable crowd is gathered . . . . it is the 
     Fourth of July . . . . what salutes of cannon and small arms! 
Seasons pursuing each other the plougher ploughs and the mower mows and the 
     wintergrain falls in the ground; 
Off on the lakes the pikefisher watches and waits by the hole in the frozen surface, 
The stumps stand thick round the clearing, the squatter strikes deep with his axe, 
The flatboatmen make fast toward dusk near the cottonwood or pekantrees, 
The coon-seekers go now through the regions of the Red river, or through those 
     drained by the Tennessee, or through those of the Arkansas, 
The torches shine in the dark that hangs on the Chattahoochee or Altamahaw; 
Patriarchs sit at supper with sons and grandsons and great grandsons around them, 
In walls of adobe, in canvass tents, rest hunters and trappers after their day's sport. 
The city sleeps and the country sleeps, 
The living sleep for their time . . . . the dead sleep for their time, 
The old husband sleeps by his wife and the young husband sleeps by his wife; 
And these one and all tend inward to me, and I tend outward to them, 
And such as it is to be of these more or less I am. 

I am of old and young, of the foolish as much as the wise, 
Regardless of others, ever regardful of others, 
Maternal as well as paternal, a child as well as a man, 
Stuffed with the stuff that is coarse, and stuffed with the stuff that is fine, 
One of the great nation, the nation of many nations -- the smallest the same and the 
     largest the same, 
A southerner soon as a northerner, a planter nonchalant and hospitable, 
A Yankee bound my own way . . . . ready for trade . . . . my joints the limberest 
     joints on earth and the sternest joints on earth, 
A Kentuckian walking the vale of the Elkhorn in my deerskin leggings, 

A boatman over the lakes or bays or along coasts . . . . a Hoosier, a Badger, a 
     Buckeye, 
A Louisianian or Georgian, a poke-easy from sandhills and pines, 
At home on Canadian snowshoes or up in the bush, or with fishermen off New- 
     foundland, 
At home in the fleet of iceboats, sailing with the rest and tacking, 
At home on the hills of Vermont or in the woods of Maine or the Texan ranch, 
Comrade of Californians . . . . comrade of free northwesterners, loving their big 
     proportions, 
Comrade of raftsmen and coalmen -- comrade of all who shake hands and welcome 
     to drink and meat; 
A learner with the simplest, a teacher of the thoughtfulest, 
A novice beginning experient of myriads of seasons, 
Of every hue and trade and rank, of every caste and religion, 
Not merely of the New World but of Africa Europe or Asia . . . . a wandering 
     savage, 
A farmer, mechanic, or artist . . . . a gentleman, sailor, lover or quaker, 
A prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician or priest. 

I resist anything better than my own diversity, 
And breathe the air and leave plenty after me, 
And am not stuck up, and am in my place. 

The moth and the fisheggs are in their place, 
The suns I see and the suns I cannot see are in their place, 
The palpable is in its place and the impalpable is in its place. 
These are the thoughts of all men in all ages and lands, they are not original with 
     me, 



If they are not yours as much as mine they are nothing or next to nothing, 
If they do not enclose everything they are next to nothing, 
If they are not the riddle and the untying of the riddle they are nothing, 
If they are not just as close as they are distant they are nothing. 

This is the grass that grows wherever the land is and the water is, 
This is the common air that bathes the globe.  
[…] 
In all people I see myself, none more and not one a barleycorn less, 
And the good or bad I say of myself I say of them. 
And I know I am solid and sound, 
To me the converging objects of the universe perpetually flow, 
All are written to me, and I must get what the writing means. 

And I know I am deathless, 
I know this orbit of mine cannot be swept by a carpenter's compass, 
I know I shall not pass like a child's carlacue cut with a burnt stick at night. 

I know I am august, 
I do not trouble my spirit to vindicate itself or be understood, 
I see that the elementary laws never apologize, 
I reckon I behave no prouder than the level I plant my house by after all. 

I exist as I am, that is enough, 
If no other in the world be aware I sit content, 
And if each and all be aware I sit content. 
[…] 
I am the poet of the woman the same as the man, 
And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man, 
And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men. 

I chant a new chant of dilation or pride, 
We have had ducking and deprecating about enough, 
I show that size is only developement. 

Have you outstript the rest? Are you the President? 
It is a trifle . . . . they will more than arrive there every one, and still pass on. 

I am he that walks with the tender and growing night; 
I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night. 
[…] 

Gentlemen I receive you, and attach and clasp hands with you,
The facts are useful and real . . . . they are not my dwelling . . . . I enter by them to 
     an area of the dwelling.

I am less the reminder of property or qualities, and more the reminder of life, 
And go on the square for my own sake and for others' sakes, 

And make short account of neuters and geldings, and favor men and women fully 
     equipped, 
And beat the gong of revolt, and stop with fugitives and them that plot and conspire. 

FULVIA SARNELLI



Walt Whitman, an American, one of the roughs, a kosmos, 
Disorderly fleshy and sensual . . . . eating drinking and breeding, 
No sentimentalist . . . . no stander above men and women or apart from them . . . . no 
     more modest than immodest.

Unscrew the locks from the doors! 
Unscrew the doors themselves from their jambs! 

Whoever degrades another degrades me . . . . and whatever is done or said returns 
     at last to me, 
And whatever I do or say I also return.

Through me the afflatus surging and surging . . . . through me the current and index.

I speak the password primeval . . . . I give the sign of democracy; 
By God! I will accept nothing which all cannot have their counterpart of on the 
     same terms.

Through me many long dumb voices, 
Voices of the interminable generations of slaves, 
Voices of prostitutes and of deformed persons, 
Voices of the diseased and despairing, and of thieves and dwarfs, 
Voices of cycles of preparation and accretion, 
And of the threads that connect the stars -- and of wombs, and of the fatherstuff, 
And of the rights of them the others are down upon, 
Of the trivial and flat and foolish and despised, 
Of fog in the air and beetles rolling balls of dung. 

Emily Dickinson 

from: The Complete Poems, edited by Thomas H. Johnson 

J202 

“Faith” is a fine invention 
For Gentlemen who see! 
But Microscopes are prudent 
In an Emergency! 

J249 

Wild Nights -- Wild Nights! 
Were I with thee 
Wild Nights should be 
Our luxury!

Futile -- the Winds -- 
To a Heart in port -- 
Done with the Compass -- 
Done with the Chart!

Rowing in Eden -- 
Ah, the Sea! 
Might I but moor -- Tonight -- 
In Thee! 

FULVIA SARNELLI
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This is my letter to the World 
That never wrote to Me -- 
The simple News that Nature told -- 
With tender Majesty

Her Message is committed 
To Hands I cannot see -- 
For love of Her -- Sweet -- countrymen -- 
Judge tenderly -- of Me 

J479 

Because I could not stop for Death - 
He kindly stopped for me - 
The Carriage held but just Ourselves - 
And Immortality.

We slowly drove - He knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civility -

We passed the School, where Children strove 
At Recess - in the Ring - 
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain - 
We passed the Setting Sun -

Or rather - He passed Us - 
The Dews drew quivering and Chill - 
For only Gossamer, my Gown - 
My Tippet - only Tulle -

We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Ground - 
The Roof was scarcely visible – 
The Cornice - in the Ground -

Since then - ’tis Centuries - and yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
I first surmised the Horses’ Heads 
Were toward Eternity - 


