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BIOGRAPHICAL INTRODUCTION.  xiii

Opinion will doubtless long be divided about the value of his
work. He said he was “willing to wait to be understood by
the growth of the taste” of himself. That his taste is growing,
that the new generations are coming more and more into his
spirit and atmosphere, that the mountain is less and less for-
bidding, and looms up more and more as we get farther from
it, is obvious enough. That he will ever be in any sense a
popular poet is in the highest degree improbable; but that he
will kindle enthusiasm in successive minds, that he will be an
enormous feeder to the coming poetic genius of his country,
that he will enlarge criticism, and make it easy for every suc-
ceeding poet to be himself and to be American, and, finally,
that he will take his place among the few major poets of the
race, I have not the least doubt.

JOHN BURROUGHS.
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PROTO-LEAF.

1. Freg, fresh, savage,

Fluent, luxuriant, self-content, fond of persons and
places,

Fond of fish-shape Paumanok, where I was born,

Fond of the sea — lusty-begotten and various,

Boy of the Mannahatta, the city of ships, my city,

Or raised inland, or of the south savannas,

Or full-breath’d on Californian air, or Texan or
Cuban air,

Tallying, vocalizing all —resounding Niagara —
resounding Missouri,

Or rude in my home in Kanuck woods,

Or wandering and hunting, my drink water, my diet
meat,

Or withdrawn to muse and meditate in some deep
recess,

Far from the clank of crowds, an interval passing,
rapt and happy,

Stars, vapor, snow, the hills, rocks, the Fifth Month
flowers, my amaze, my love,

Aware of the buffalo, the peace-herds, the bull, strong-
breasted and hairy,

Aware of the mocking-bird of the wilds at daybreak,

Solitary,l singing in the west, I strike up for a new
world.

Victory, union, faith, identity, time, the Soul, your-
self, the present and future lands, the indissolu-
ble compacts, riches, mystery, eternal progress,
the kosmos; and the modern reports.

1
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LEAVES OF GRASS.

This then is life,
Here is what has come to the surface after so many
throes and convulsions.

How curious ! How real!
Underfoot the divine soil — Overhead the sun.

See, revolving,

The globe — the ancestor-continents, away, grouped
together,

The present and future continents, north and south,
with the isthmus between. :

See, vast, trackless spaces,

As in a dream, they change, they swiftly fill,

Countless masses debouch upon them, '

They are now covered with the foremost people, arts,
institutions known.

See projected, through time,
For me, an audience interminable.

With firm and regular step they wend — they never
stop,

Successions of men, Americanos, a hundred millions,

One generation playing its part and passing on,

And another generation playing its part and passing
on in its turn,

With faces turned sideways or backward toward me
to listen,

‘With eyes retrospective toward me.

Americanos! Masters !

Marches humanitarian! Foremost!
Century marches! Libertad! Masses!
For you a programme of chants.

Chants of the prairies,

Chants of the long-running Mississippi,

Chants of Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Wisconsin, Iowa,
and Minnesota,

Inland chants — chants of Kanzas,,

Chants away down to Mexico, and up north to
Oregon — Kanadian chants,
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39.

41,

42.

LEAVES OF GRASS.

As T have walked in Alabama my morning walk,
I have seen where the she-bird, the mocking-bird, sat
on her nest in the briers, hatching her brood.

I have seen the he-bird also,
I have paused to hear him, near at hand, inflating
his throat, and joyfully singing.

And while I paused, it came to me that what he
really sang for was not there only,

Nor for his mate nor himself only, nor all sent back
by the echoes,

But subtle, clandestine, away beyond,

A charge transmitted, and gift occult, for those being
born.

Democracy !
Near at hand to you a throat is now inflating itself
and joyfully singing.

Ma femme !

For the brood beyond us and of us,

For those who belong here, and those to come,

1, exultant, to be ready for them, will now shake out
carols stronger and haughtier than have ever yet
been heard upon the earth.

I will make the songs of passions, to give them their
way

And you,r songs, offenders — for I scan you with kin-
dred eyes, and carry you with me the same as any.

I will make the true poem of riches,

Namely, to earn for the body and the mind, what
adheres, and goes forward, and is not dropt by
death. '

I will effuse egotism, and show it underlying all —
And I will be the bard of Personality ;

And I will show of male and female that either is
but the equal of the other,

And I will show that there is no imperfection in male
or female, or in the earth, or in the present—
and can be none in the future,

.
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64. O my comrade!

O you and me at last —and us two only;

O power, liberty, eternity at last!

O to be relieved of distinctions! to make as much of
viees as virtues!

O to level occupations and the sexes! O to bring all
to common ground! O adhesiveness!

O the pensive aching to be together — you know not
why, and I know not why.

65. O a word to clear one’s path ahead endlessly !
O something extatic and undemonstrable! O music
wild !
O now I triumph —and you shall also;
O hand in hand —O wholesome pleasure— O one
more desirer and lover,
O haste, firm holding — haste, haste on, with me.
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366.

367.

368.

369.

370.

371.

372.

LEAVES OF GRASS.

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 shadowed wilds,

It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk.

I depart as air— I shake my white locks at the
run-away 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.

You will hardly know who I am, or what I mean,
But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,
And filter and fibre your blood.

Failing to fetch me at first, keep encouraged,
Missing me one place, search another,
I stop somewhere waiting for you.












































































































































































































LEAVES OF GRASS.

1.

1. ELEMENTAL drifts!
O I wish I could impress others as you and the
waves have just been impressing me.

2. As I ebbed with an ebb of the ocean of life,
As I wended the shores I know,
As I walked where the searipples wash you, Pau-
manok,
‘Where they rustle up, hoarse and sibilant,
‘Where the fierce old mother endlessly cries for ‘her
castaways,
I, musing, late in the autumn day, gazing off south-
ward,
T Alone, held by the eternal self of me that threatens
to get the better of me, and stifle me,
‘Was seized by the spirit that trails in the lines
L underfoot,
In the rim, the sediment, that stands for all the
L water and all the land of the globe.

3. Fascinated, my eyes, reverting from the south,
dropped to follow those slender winrows,
Chaff, straw, splinters of wood, weeds, and the sea-
gluten,

Scum, scales from shining rocks, leaves of salt-

~ lettuce, left by the tide;

Miles walking, the sound of breaking waves the other
side of me,

Paumanok, there and then, as I thought the old
thought of likenesses,

These you presented to me, you fish-shaped island,

As I wended the shores I know,

As T walked with that eternal self of. me, seeking

4 types.
146








































































































































































































































































284 LEAVES OF GRASS.

O why sting me for a swift moment only ?

Why can you not continue ? O why do you now.cease ?

Is it because, if you continued beyond the swift moment,
you would soon certainly kill me ?

14.

I Am he that aches with love;

Does the earth gravitate? Does not all matter, aching,
attract all matter ?

8o the body of me to all I meet, or that I know.

15.

EArLY in the morning,

Walking forth from the bower, refreshed with sleep,

Behold me where I pass —hear my voice — approach,

Touch me — touch the palm of your hand to my body as
I pass

Be not afraid of my body.
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3. I swfeali to you the architects shall appear without
ail !

I announce them and lead them,

I swear to you they will understand you and justify
you,

I swear to you the greatest among them shall be he
who best knows you, and encloses all, and is
faithful to all,

I swear to you, he and the rest shall not forget you

.— they shall perceive that you are not an 1ota
less than they,

I swear to you, you shall be glorified in them.









15.

16.

17.

18.

A BOSTON BALLAD. 255

Fetch home the roarers from Congress, make an-
other procession, guard it with foot and dra-
goons.

This centre-piece for them :
Look! all orderly citizens — look from the windows,
women !

The committee open the box, set up the regal ribs,
glue those that will not stay,

Clap the skull on top of the ribs, and clap a crown
on top of the skull.

You have got your revenge, old buster! The crown
is come to its own, and more than its own.

Stick your hands in your pockets, Jonathan —you
are a made man from this day,
You are mighty cute —and here is one of your

bargains.

















































































282

LEAVES OF GRASS.

Here I shade down and hide my thoughts — I do not
expose them,
And yet they expose me more than all my other

poems.
45.

FuLL of life, sweet-blooded, compact, visible,

I, forty years old the Eighty-third Year of The States,

To one a century hence, or any number of centuries
hence,

To you, yet unborn, these, seeking you.

When you read these, I, that was visible, am become
invisible;

Now it is you, compact, visible, realizing my poems,
seeking me,

Fancying how happy you were, if I could be with
you, and become your lover;

Be it as if I were with you. Be not too certain but I
am now with you.
























!

26. You have waited, you always wait, you dumb, beau-
tiful ministers! you novices!
We receive you with free sense at last, and are
insatiate henceforward,
Not you any more shall be able to foil us, or with-
hold yourselves from us,
We use you, and do not cast you aside— we plant
ou permanently within us,
We f};thom you not — we love you — there is perfec-
tion in you also,
You furnish your parts toward eternity,
Great ?:i small, you furnish your parts toward the
Soul.

290 LEAVES OF GRASS.






292 LEAVES OF GRASS.

stillness, (Here in these dense swamps the free-
booter carries his gun, and the fugitive slave has
his concealed hut;

O the strange fascination of these half-known, half-
impassable swamps, infested by reptiles, resound-
ing with the bellow of the alligator, the sad
noises of the night-owl and the wild-cat, and the
whirr of the rattlesnake;

The mocking-bird, the American mimiec, singing all
the forenoon — singing through the moon-lit
night,

The humming-bird, the wild-turkey, the raccoon, the
opossum ;

A Tennessee corn-field —the tall, graceful, long-
leaved corn— slender, flapping, bright green,
with tassels — with beautiful ears, each well-
sheathed in its husk,

An Arkansas prairie—a sleepmg lake, or still ba,you,

O my heart! O tender and fierce pangs — I can stand
them not —I will depart;

O to be a Virginian, where i grew up! O to be a
Carolinian !

O longings irrepressible! O I will go back to old Ten-
nessee, and never wander more !
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To You.

LeT us twain walk aside from the rest;

Now we are together privately, do you discard cere-
mony,

Come! vzuchsafe to me what has yet been vouchsafed
to none — Tell me the whole story,

Tell me what you would not tell your brother, wife,
husband, or physician.

To You.

StrANGER! if you, passing, meet me, and desire to
speak to me, why should you not speak to me ?
And why should I not speak to you ?
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Trottoirs thronged — vehicles — Broadway — the
women — the shops and shows,

The parades, processions, bugles playing, flags flying,
drums beating ;

A million people — manners free and superb — open
voices — hospitality — the most courageous and
friendly young men;

The free city ! no slaves! no owners of slaves!

The beautiful city ! the city of hurried and sparkling
waters! the city of spires and masts!

The city nested in bays! my city!

The city of such women, I am mad to be with them!
I will return after death to be with them!

The city of such young men, I swear I cannot live
happy, without I often go talk, walk, eat, drink,
sleep, with them !
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And from to-day, sad and cogent, I maintain the
bequeath’d cause, as for all lands,

And I send these words to Paris, with my love,

And 1 guess some chansonniers there will understand
them,

For I guess there is latent music yet in France —
floods of it,

O I hear already the bustle of instruments — they
v;lill soon be drowning all that would interrupt
them,

O I think the east wind brings a trinmphal and free
march,

It reaches hither —it swells me to joyful madness,

I will run transpose it in words, to justify it,

I will yet sing a song for you, ma femme.
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‘Who holds duly his or her triune proporti
spiritualism, and of the asthetic, o1

Who, having considered the body, finds
and parts good ; .

Who, out of the theory of the earth, and
body, understands by subtle analogi
of a city, a poem, and of the larg
These States;

Who believes not only in our globe, wit
moon, but in other globes, with th
moons ;

Who, constructing the house of himsel
not for a day, but for all time, see
dates, generations,

The past, the future, dwelling there,
inseparable together.

A HAND-MIRROR.

. Howrp it up sternly ! See this it sends be

it? Is it you?)
Outside fair costume — within, ashes ar
No more a flashing eye—no more a s«
or springy step,
Now some slave’s eye, voice, hands, stef
A drunkard’s breath, unwholesome
venerealee’s flesh,
Lungs rotting away piecemeal, stoma
cankerous,
Joints rheumatic, bowels clogged with
Blood circulating dark and poisonous st
‘Words babble, hearing and touch callou
No brain, no heart left — no magnetism
Such, from one look in this looking-glas
hence,
Such a result so soon —and from such

How he ea

How » the «






SAYS.

1

Y I sAy whatever tastes sweet to the most perfect per-
son, that is finally right.

I sAvy nourish a great intellect, a great brain;
If I have said anything to the contrary, I hereby
retract it.

3.

N I sayY man shall not hold property in man;

I say the least developed person on earth is just as
important and sacred to himself or herself, as
the most developed person is to himself or her-
self.

4

I say where liberty draws not the blood out of
slavery, there slavery draws the blood out of
liberty,

I say the word of the good old cause in These States,
and resound it hence over the world.

5.

I say the human shape or face is so great, it must
never be made ridiculous ;

I say for ornaments nothing outré can be allowed,

And that anything is most beautiful without orna-
ment,

And that exaggerations will be sternly revenged in
your own physiology, and in other persons’ phys-
1ology also;

U






DEBRIS.

ho has the most caution,
who goes far enough.

as good as established,
1 that will produce it an

1 has a good army in 1
re
h’imself, or she happy

L you cannot be happy t
you can beget or conce:

ned lessons only of those
vere tender with you, an

learned the great lessons
»u,and braced themselves
rated you with contempt
e with you ?

no practice to receive op
?

ries float ceaselessly to

s of Death —the call o
iing forth, alarmed, unce:
quickly to sail, come tell n

where I am speeding -

your anguish, but I can

ar, behold — the sad mc

eyes, your mute inquiry
NS
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I wiLL take an egg out of the robin’s
orchard,

I will take a branch of gooseberries
bush in the garden, and go and
world ;

You shall see I will not' meet a sing
scorner,

You shall see how I stump clergymen,
them,

You shall see me showing a scarlet ¢
white pebble from the beach.

BenAvIOR — fresh, native, copious, each
self or herself,

Nature and the Soul expressed — Amer
dom expressed — In it the finest ar

In it pride, cleanliness, sympathy, tc
chance,

In it physique, intellect, faith — in it ju:
to manage an army or a city, or to
— perhaps more,

The youth, the laboring person, the
rivalling all the rest — perhaps
rest,

The effects of the universe no greater tl

For there is nothing in the whole univ
be more effective than a man’s or w
behavior can be,

In any position, in any one of These St:

Nor the pilot has charged himself to t
into port, though beaten back, anc
baffled,

Not the path-finder, penetrating inlan
long,

By deserts parched, snows chilled, riv
severes till he reaches his destinati

More than I have charged myself, h
heeded, to compose a free marc
States,

To be exhilarating music to them, yea
hence.
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I taHOUGHT I was not alone, walking here by the shore,

But the one I thought was with me, as now I walk by
the shore,

As I lean and look through the glimmering light —
that one has utterly disappeared,

And those appear that perplex me.
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13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

LEAVES OF GRASS.

Onward we move! a gay gang of bla
mirth-shouting music and wild-fla
of joy!

I am the actor, the actress, the voter,

The emigrant and the exile, the crim
in the box,

He who has been famous, and he who
after to-day,

The stammerer, the we]l-formed per
or feeble person.

I am she who adorned herself and 1
expectantly,
My truant lover has come, and it is d

Double yourself and receive me, dark
Receive me and my lover too— he wi
without him.

I roll myself upon you as upon a
myself to the dusk.

He whom I call answers me and !
of my lover,
He rises with me silently from the

Darkness! you are gentler than my 1
was sweaty and panting,
I feel the hot moisture yet that he le:

My hands are spread forth, I pas
directions,

I would sound up the shadowy shor
are journeying.

Be careful, darkness! already, what
me ?

I thought my lover had gone, else d
are one,

1 hear the heart-beat — I follow, I fa
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29. It seems to me that everything in ¢
ought to be happy,
‘Whoever is not in his coffin and the
him know he has enough.

30. I see a beautiful gigantic swimmer &

through the eddies of the sea,

His brown hair lies close and even
he strikes out with courageous ¢
himself with his legs,

I see his white body — I see his und

I hate the swift-running eddies that
head-foremost on the rocks.

31. What are you doing, you ruffianly red
Will you kill the courageous giant ¢
him in the prime of his middle :

32. Steady and long he struggles,

He is baffled, banged, bruised — he
his strength holds out,

The slapping eddies are spotted wi
they bear him away — they roll
turn him,

His beautiful body is borne in the
it is continually bruised on rock

Swiftly and out of sight is borne the

33. I turn, but do not extricate myself,
Confused, a past-reading, another, by
yet.

34. The beach is cut by the razory ice-wi
guns sound,
The tempest lulls — the moon co
through the drifts.

35. I look where the ship helplessly h
hear the burst as she strikes — ]
of dismay — they grow fainter 2

36. I cannot aid with my wringing finge:
I can but rush to the surf, and let it
ﬁwm '
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51.

52.

54.

LEAVES OF GRASS.

The laugher and weeper, the dancer,
widow, the red squaw,

The consumptive, the erysipelite, the
is wronged,

The antipodes, and every one between
in the dark,

I swear they are averaged now — on
than the other,

The night and sleep have likened then
them.

I swear they are all beautiful !

Every one that sleeps is beautiful —
the dim light is beautiful,

The wildest and bloodiest is over, and

Peace is always beautiful,
The myth of heaven indicates peace a

The myth of heaven indicates the Sou
The Soul is always beautiful — it appe
appears less—it comes, or it lags
It comes from its embowered gard:
pleasantly on itself, and encloses
Perfect and clean the genitals previous
perfect and clean the womb coher:
The head well-grown, proportioned ar
the bowels and joints proportionec

The Soul is always beautiful,

The universe is duly in order, everything

‘What is arrived is in its place, and wh
its place;

The twisted skull waits, the watery o1
waits,

The child of the glutton or venereal
and the child of the drunkard w
the drunkard himself waits long,

The sleepers that lived and died w
advanced are to go on in their t

behind are to go on in their tu

shall be no less diverse, |
unite — they unite now.
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I love the rich running day, but I do not d
in whom I lay so long, !

I know not how I came of you, and I know not
1 go with you—but I know I came w
shall go well.

58. I will stop only a time with the night, and
betimes,
I will duly pass the'day, O my mother, and
return to you.
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30.

31.

32.

33.

34.

LEAVES OF GRASS.

The interminable hordes of the ignorant and wicked
are not nothing,

The barbarians of Africa and Asia are not nothing,

The common people of Europe are not nothing — the
American aborigines are not nothing,

The infected in the immigrant hospital are not
nothing — the murderer or mean person is not
nothing,

The perpetual successions of shallow people are not
nothing as they go,

The lowest prostitute is not nothing — the mocker of
religion is not nothing as he goes.

I shall go with the rest — we have satisfaction,

I have dreamed that we are not to be changed so
much, nor the law of us changed,

I have dreamed that heroes and good-doers shall be
under the present and past law,

And that murderers, drunkards, liars, shall be under
the present and past law,

For I have dreamed that the law they are under
now is enough.

And T have dreamed that the satisfaction is not so
much changed, and that there is no life without
satisfaction;

What is the earth ? what are body and Soul, without
satisfaction ?

I shall go with the rest,

We cannot be stopped at a given point — that is no
satisfaction,

To show us a good thing, or a few good things, for a
space of time — that is no satisfaction,

‘We must have the indestructible breed of the best,
regardless of time.

If otherwise, all these things came but to ashes of
dung

If maggot’s and rats ended us, then alarm ! for we are
betrayed !

Then indeed suspicion of death.






1.

TO MY SOUL.

As nearing departure,

As the time draws nigh, glooming from you,

A cloud —a dread beyond, of I know not what,
darkens me.

I shall go forth,

I shall traverse The States — but I canmot tell
whither or how long;

Perhaps soon, some day or night while I am singing,
my voice will suddenly cease.

0 Soul!

Then all may arrive to but this;

The glances of my eyes, that swept the daylight,

The unspeakable love I interchanged with women,

My joys in the open air — my walks through the
Mannahatta,

The continual good will I have met — the curious
attachment of young men to me,

My reflections alone — the absorption into me from
the landscape, stars, animnals, thunder, rain, and
snow, in my wanderings alone,

The words of my mouth, rude, ignorant, arrogant —
my many faults and derelictions,

The light touches, on my lips, of the lips of my com-
rades, at parting,

The tracks which I leave, upon the side-walks and
fields, _

May but arrive at this beginning of me,

This beginning of me — and yet it is enough, O Soul,

O Soul, we have positively appeared —that is enough.
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The unknown sphere, more real than I dreamed,
more direct, darts awakening rays about me —
8o long !

Remember my words —1I love you—1I depart from
materials,

I am as one disembodied, triumphant, dead.





















