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Walt Whitman

"Song Of Myself"
1

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. 

My tongue, every atom of my blood, formed from this soil, this air,

Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents

the same,

I, now thirty seven years old in perfect health begin, 

Hoping to cease not till death. 

Creeds and schools in abeyance,

Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten,

I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard,

Nature without check with original energy.
Once I Pass'd Through A Populous City

Once I pass'd through a populous city imprinting my brain for
future use with its shows, architecture, customs, traditions,

Yet now of all that city I remember only a woman I casually met
there who detain'd me for love of me,

Day by day and night by night we were together-all else has long
been forgotten by me,

I remember I say only that woman who passionately clung to me,

Again we wander, we love, we separate again,

Again she holds me by the hand, I must not go,

I see her close beside me with silent lips sad and tremulous.
I Saw in Louisiana a Live-oak Growing
I saw in Louisiana a live oak growing,

All alone stood it and the moss hung down from the branches,

Without any companion it grew there uttering joyous leaves of

dark green

And its look, rude, unbending, lusty, made me think of myself,

But I wondered how it could utter joyous leaves standing alone

there without its friend near, for I knew I could not,

And I broke off a twig with a certain number of leaves upon it, and

twined around it a little moss,

And brought it away, and I have placed it in sight in my room,

It is not needed to remind me as of my own dear friends,

(For I believe lately I think of little else than of them,)

Yet it remains to me a curious token, it makes me think of manly

love;

For all that, and though the live-oak glistens there in Louisiana

solitary in a wide flat space,

Uttering joyous leaves all its life without a friend a lover near,

I know very well I could not.

Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd
Out of the rolling ocean the crowd came a drop gently to me,

Whispering I love you, before long I die,

I have travel'd a long way merely to look on you to touch you.

For I could not die till I once look'd on you,

For I fear's I might afterward lose you.

Now we have met, we have look'd, we are safe,

Return to peace to the ocean, my love,

I too am part of that ocean, my love, we are not so much separated,

Behold the great rondure, the cohesion of it all, how perfect!

But as for me, for you, the irresistible sea is to separate us,

As for an hour, carrying us diverse, yet cannot carry us diverse

forever;

Be not impatient-a little space-know you I salute the air, the

ocean and the land,

Every day at sundown for your dear sake my love.
Beat ! Beat ! Drums !
Beat! beat! drums!-blow! bugles! blow!

Through the windows-through doors-burst like a ruthless force,

Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation,

Into the school where the scholar is studying;

Leave not the bridegroom quiet-no happiness must he have

now with his bride,

Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, ploughing his field

or gathering his grain,

So fierce you whirr and pound you drums-so shrill

you bugles blow.

Beat! beat! drums!-blow! bugles! blow!

Over the traffic of cities-over the rumble of wheels in the streets;

Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses? no sleepers

must sleep in those beds,

No bargainers' bargains by day-no brokers or speculators

-would they continue?

Would the talkers be talking? would the singer attempt to sing?

Would the lawyer rise in the court to state his case

before the judge?

Then rattle quicker, heavier drums-you bugles wilder blow.

Beat! beat! drums!-blow! bugles! blow!

Make no parley-stop for no expostulation,

Mind not the timid-mind not the weeper or prayer,

Mind not the old man beseeching the young man,

Let not the child's voice be heard, nor the mother's entreaties,

Make even the trestles to shake the dead where they lie

awaiting the hearses,

So strong you thump O terrible drums-so loud you bugles blow.

I Hear America Singing
I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe

and strong,

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off

work,

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deck hand

singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing
as he stands,

The woodcutter's song, the ploughboy's on his way in the morning,

or at noon intermission or at sundown,

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work,

or of the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs to the day-at night the party of young

fellows, robust, friendly,

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.

O Captain! My Captain!

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: 

[image: image1]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image2]But O heart! heart! heart!

[image: image3]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image4]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image5]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image6]O the bleeding drops of red,

[image: image7]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image8]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image9]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image10]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image11]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image12]Where on the deck my Captain lies,

[image: image13]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image14]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image15]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image16]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image17]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image18]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image19]

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.liglobal.com/walt/poetry/space.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image20]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: 
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My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse or 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: 
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Morning after a night-rain

The fresh-cool summer-scent

Odors of pine and oak

The shade. 

Wandering the negligent paths

-the soothing silence,

The stillness and the veiled

The myriad living columns of the temple
The holy Sabbath morning

Incense and songs of birds

in deep recesses

But most the delicate

smells fitting the soul

The sky aloft, seen thhrough

the tree-tops

All the young growth &

green maturity of May

White laurel-blossoms within reach

wood-pinks below-overhead stately tulip-

trees with yellow cup-shaped

flowers. 

The meow

meo-o-ow of the cat-bird,

cluck of robin, gurgle

of thrush delicious 

Over and under these, in the

silence, delicate wood-odors

Birds flitting through the trees

Tangles of old grape-vines.
Stephen Crane 

War is Kind and Other Lines

1 Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.

Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky

And the affrighted steed ran on alone,

Do not weep.

War is kind. 
Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment,

Little souls who thirst for fight,

These men were born to drill and die.

The unexplained glory flies above them,

Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom --

A field where a thousand corpses lie.

Do not weep, babe, for war is kind.

Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches,

Raged at his breast, gulped and died,

Do not weep.

War is kind. 

Swift blazing flag of the regiment,

Eagle with crest of red and gold,

These men were born to drill and die.

Point for them the virtue of slaughter,

Make plain to them the excellence of killing

And a field where a thousand corpses lie.

Mother whose heart hung humble as a button

On the bright splendid shroud of your son,

Do not weep.

War is kind.

3 To the maiden

The sea was blue meadow,

Alive with little froth-people

Singing.

To the sailor, wrecked,

The sea was dead grey walls

Superlative in vacancy,

Upon which nevertheless at fateful time

Was written

The grim hatred of nature.

8 Fast rode the knight

With spurs, hot and reeking,

Ever waving an eager sword,

"To save my lady!"

Fast rode the knight,

And leaped from saddle to war.

Men of steel flickered and gleamed

Like riot of silver lights,

And the gold of the knight's good banner

Still waved on a castle wall.

. . . . .

A horse,

Blowing, staggering, bloody thing,

Forgotten at foot of castle wall.

A horse

Dead at foot of castle wall.

13 The wayfarer,

Perceiving the pathway to truth,

Was struck with astonishment.

It was thickly grown with weeds.

"Ha," he said,

"I see that none has passed here

In a long time."

Later he saw that each weed

Was a singular knife.

"Well," he mumbled at last,

"Doubtless there are other roads." 

22 When the prophet, a complacent fat man,

Arrived at the mountain-top,

He cried: "Woe to my knowledge!

I intended to see good white lands

And bad black lands,

But the scene is grey."

47 "Think as I think," said a man,

"Or you are abominably wicked;

You are a toad."

And after I had thought of it,

I said, "I will, then, be a toad."

89 A man said to the universe:

"Sir, I exist!

"However," replied the universe,

"The fact has not created in me

"A sense of obligation."

The Black Riders and Other Lines

11 In a lonely place,

I encountered a sage

Who sat, all still,

Regarding a newspaper.

He accosted me:

"Sir, what is this?"

Then I saw that I was greater,

Aye, greater than this sage.

I answered him at once,

"Old, old man, it is the wisdom of the age."

The sage looked upon me with admiration.

24 I saw a man pursuing the horizon;

Round and round they sped.

I was disturbed at this;

I accosted the man.

"It is futile," I said,

"You can never -- "

"You lie," he cried,

And ran on.

31 Many workmen

Built a huge ball of masonry

Upon a mountain-top.

Then they went to the valley below,

And turned to behold their work.

"It is grand," they said;

They loved the thing.

Of a sudden, it moved:

It came upon them swiftly;

It crushed them all to blood.

But some had opportunity to squeal.

41 Love walked alone.

The rocks cut her tender feet,

And the brambles tore her fair limbs.

There came a companion to her,

But, alas, he was no help,

For his name was heart's pain.

44 I was in the darkness;

I could not see my words

Nor the wishes of my heart.

Then suddenly there was a great light --

"Let me into the darkness again."

53 The sage lectured brilliantly.

Before him, two images:

"Now this one is a devil,

And this one is me."

He turned away.

Then a cunning pupil

Changed the positions.

Turned the sage again:

"Now this one is a devil,

And this one is me."

The pupils sat, all grinning,

And rejoiced in the game.

But the sage was a sage.

Emily Dickinson 

Not In Vain
If I can stop one heart from breaking,

I shall not live in vain;

If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,

Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again,

I shall not live in vain.

 

A word is dead
A word is dead

When it is said,

Some say.

I say it just

Begins to live

That day.

 


We never know how high we are
We never know how high we are

Till we are called to rise;

And then, if we are true to plan,

Our statures touch the skies.

The heroism we recite

Would be a daily thing,

Did not ourselves the cubits warp

For fear to be king.

 


I felt a clearing in my mind
I felt a clearing in my mind

As if my brain had split;

I tried to match it, seam by seam,

But could not make them fit.

The thought behind I strove to join

Unto the thought before,

But sequence ravelled out of reach

Like balls upon the floor.

 


Who Has Not Found the Heaven Below
Who has not found the heaven below

Will fail of it above.

God's residence is next to mind,

His furniture love.

 


Surgeons Must Be Careful
Surgeons must be very careful

When they take the knife!

Underneath their fine incisions

Stirs the Culprit,--Life!

 


This Is My Letter To The World
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 terderly of me!

 


Love is anterior to life
Love is anterior to life,

Posterior to death,

Initial of creation, and

The exponent of breath.

 


It's All I Have To Bring Today
It's all I have to bring to-day,

This, and my heart beside,

This, and my heart, and all the fields,

And all the meadows wide.

Be sure you count, should I forget,--

Some one the sum could tell,--

This, and my heart, and all the bees

Which in the clover dwell.

 


Where ships of purple gently toss
Where ships of purple gently toss

On seas of daffodil,

Fantastic sailors mingle,

And then--the wharf is still.

 


How happy is the little stone
How happy is the little stone

That rambles in the road alone,

And doesn't care about careers,

And exigencies never fears;

Whose coat of elemental brown

A passing universe put on;

And independent as the sun,

Associates or glows alone,

Fulfilling absolute decree

In casual simplicity.

 


My Nosegays Are For Captives
My nosegays are for captives;

Dim, long-expectant eyes,

Fingers denied the plucking,

Patient till paradise.

To such, if they should whisper

Of morning and the moor,

They bear no other errand,

And I, no other prayer.

 


Because I could not stop for Death
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--

 


Not In Vain
If I can stop one heart from breaking,

I shall not live in vain;

If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,

Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again,

I shall not live in vain.




The Forgotten Grave
After a hundred years

Nobody knows the place,--

Agony that enacted there,

Motionless as peace.

Weeds triumphant ranged,

Strangers strolled and spelled

At the lone orthography

Of the elder dead.

Winds of summer fields

Recollect the way,--

Instinct picking up the key

Dropped by memory.

 


Invisible
From us she wandered now a year,

Her tarrying unkown;

If wilderness prevent her feet,

Or that ethereal zone

No eye hath seen and lived,

We ignorant must be.

We only know what time of year

We took the mystery.

 


Look Back On Time with Kindly Eyes
Look back on time with kindly eyes,

He doubtless did his best;

How softly sinks his trembling sun

In human nature's west!

 


Farewell
Tie the strings to my life, my Lord,

Then I am ready to go!

Just a look at the horses--

Rapid! That will do!

Put me in on the firmest side,

So I shall never fall;

For we must ride to the Judgement,

And it's partly down hill.

But never I mind the bridges,

And never I mind the sea;

Held fast in everlasting race

By my own choice and thee.

Good-bye to the life I used to live,

And the world I used to know;

And kiss the hills for me, just once;

Now I am ready to go!

 


I'm Nobody! Who Are You
I'm nobody! Who are you?

Are you nobody, too?

Then there's a pair of us--don't tell!

They'd banish us, you know.

How dreary to be somebody!

How public, like a frog

To tell your name the livelong day

To an admiring bog!

 


I have Not Told My Garden Yet
I have not told my garden yet,

Lest that should conquer me;

I have not quite the strength now

To break it to the bee.

I will not name it in the street,

For shops would stare, that I,

So shy, so very ignorant,

Should have the face to die.

The hillsides must not know it,

Where I have rambled so,

Nor tell the loving forests

The day that I shall go,

Nor lisp it at the table,

Nor heedless by the way

Hint that within the riddle

One will walk to-day!

 


The Distance That The Dead Have Gone
The distance that the dead have gone

Does not at first appear;'

Their coming back seems possible

For many an ardent year.''

And then, that we have followed them

We more than half suspect,

So intimate have we become

With their dear retrospect.

