		


 
                            SONG OF MYSELF 
 
                        WALT WHITMAN (1819-1892) 


1 I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 
2 And what I assume you shall assume, 
3 For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 
4 I loafe and invite my soul, 
5 I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 

10 Creeds and schools in abeyance, 
11 Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, 
12 I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, 
13 Nature without check with original energy. 

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

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

21 The smoke of my own breath, 
22 Echoes, ripples, buzz'd whispers, love-root, silk-thread, crotch and vine, 
23 My respiration and inspiration, the beating of my heart, the passing of blood and air through my lungs, 
24 The sniff of green leaves and dry leaves, and of the shore and dark-color'd sea-rocks, and of hay in the barn, 
25 The sound of the belch'd words of my voice loos'd to the eddies of the wind, 
26 A few light kisses, a few embraces, a reaching around of arms, 
27 The play of shine and shade on the trees as the supple boughs wag, 
28 The delight alone or in the rush of the streets, or along the fields and hill-sides, 
29 The feeling of health, the full-noon trill, the song of me rising from bed and meeting the sun. 

30 Have you reckon'd a thousand acres much? have you reckon'd the earth much? 
31 Have you practis'd so long to learn to read? 
32 Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems? 

33 Stop this day and night with me and you shall possess the origin of all poems, 
34 You shall possess the good of the earth and sun, (there are millions of suns left,) 
35 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, 
36 You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me, 
37 You shall listen to all sides and filter them from your self. 

40 There was never any more inception than there is now, 
41 Nor any more youth or age than there is now, 
42 And will never be any more perfection than there is now

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

48 To elaborate is no avail, learn'd and unlearn'd feel that it is so. 
49 Sure as the most certain sure, plumb in the uprights, well entretied, braced in the beams, 
50 Stout as a horse, affectionate, haughty, electrical, 
51 I and this mystery here we stand. 

57 Welcome is every organ and attribute of me, and of any man hearty and clean, 
58 Not an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be less familiar than the rest. 

66 Trippers and askers surround me, 
67 People I meet, the effect upon me of my early life or the ward and city I live in, or the nation, 
68 The latest dates, discoveries, inventions, societies, authors old and new, 
69 My dinner, dress, associates, looks, compliments, dues, 
70 The real or fancied indifference of some man or woman I love, 
71 The sickness of one of my folks or of myself, or ill-doing or loss or lack of money, or depressions or exaltations, 
72 Battles, the horrors of fratricidal war, the fever of doubtful news, the fitful events; 
73 These come to me days and nights and go from me again, 
74 But they are not the Me myself. 

75 Apart from the pulling and hauling stands what I am, 
76 Stands amused, complacent, compassionating, idle, unitary, 
77 Looks down, is erect, or bends an arm on an impalpable certain rest, 
78 Looking with side-curved head curious what will come next, 
79 Both in and out of the game and watching and wondering at it. 

82 I believe in you my soul, the other I am must not abase itself to you, 
83 And you must not be abased to the other. 

84 Loafe with me on the grass, loose the stop from your throat, 
85 Not words, not music or rhyme I want, not custom or lecture, not even the best, 
86 Only the lull I like, the hum of your valvèd voice. 

92 And I know that the hand of God is the elderhand of my own, 
93 And I know that the spirit of God is the eldest brother of my own, 
94 And that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women my sisters and lovers, 
95 And that a kelson of the creation is love

232 In me the caresser of life wherever moving, backward as well as forward sluing, 
233 To niches aside and junior bending, not a person or object missing, 
234 Absorbing all to myself and for this song. 


235 Oxen that rattle the yoke and chain or halt in the leafy shade, what is that you express in your eyes? 
236 It seems to me more than all the print I have read in my life. 

239 I believe in those wing'd purposes, 
240 And acknowledge red, yellow, white, playing within me, 
241 And consider green and violet and the tufted crown intentional, 
242 And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not something else, 
243 And the jay in the woods never studied the gamut, yet trills pretty well to me, 
244 And the look of the bay mare shames silliness out of me. 
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245 The wild gander leads his flock through the cool night, 
246 Ya-honk he says, and sounds it down to me like an invitation, 
247 The pert may suppose it meaningless, but I listening close, 
248 Find its purpose and place up there toward the wintry sky. 

253 The press of my foot to the earth springs a hundred affections, 
254 They scorn the best I can do to relate them. 

255 I am enamour'd of growing out-doors, 
256 Of men that live among cattle or taste of the ocean or woods, 
257 Of the builders and steerers of ships and the wielders of axes and mauls, and the drivers of horses, 
258 I can eat and sleep with them week in and week out. 

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

330 I am of old and young, of the foolish as much as the wise, 
331 Regardless of others, ever regardful of others, 
332 Maternal as well as paternal, a child as well as a man, 
333 Stuff'd with the stuff that is coarse and stuff'd with the stuff that is fine, 
334 One of the Nation of many nations, the smallest the same and the largest the same, 
335 A Southerner soon as a Northerner, a planter nonchalant and hospitable down by the Oconee I live, 

336 A Yankee bound my own way ready for trade, my joints the limberest joints on earth and the sternest joints on earth, 
337 A Kentuckian walking the vale of the Elkhorn in my deer-skin leggings, a Louisianian or Georgian…

344 A learner with the simplest, a teacher of the thoughtfullest, 
345 A novice beginning yet experient of myriads of seasons, 
346 Of every hue and caste am I, of every rank and religion, 
347 A farmer, mechanic, artist, gentleman, sailor, quaker, 
348 Prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician, priest. 

349 I resist any thing better than my own diversity

355 These are really the thoughts of all men in all ages and lands, they are not original with me, 
356 If they are not yours as much as mine they are nothing, or next to nothing, 
357 If they are not the riddle and the untying of the riddle they are nothing, 
358 If they are not just as close as they are distant they are nothing. 

359 This is the grass that grows wherever the land is and the water is, 
360 This the common air that bathes the globe. 
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361 With music strong I come, with my cornets and my drums, 
362 I play not marches for accepted victors only, I play marches for conquer'd and slain persons. 

363 Have you heard that it was good to gain the day? 
364 I also say it is good to fall, battles are lost in the same spirit in which they are won. 

365 I beat and pound for the dead, 
366 I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them. 
367 Vivas to those who have fail'd! 
368 And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea! 
369 And to those themselves who sank in the sea! 
370 And to all generals that lost engagements, and all overcome heroes! 
371 And the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest heroes known! 
 
372 This is the meal equally set, this the meat for natural hunger, 
373 It is for the wicked just the same as the righteous, I make appointments with all, 
374 I will not have a single person slighted or left away, 
375 The kept-woman, sponger, thief, are hereby invited, 
376 The heavy-lipp'd slave is invited, the venerealee is invited; 
377 There shall be no difference between them and the rest. 

378 This is the press of a bashful hand, this the float and odor of hair, 
379 This the touch of my lips to yours, this the murmur of yearning, 
380 This the far-off depth and height reflecting my own face, 
381 This the thoughtful merge of myself, and the outlet again. 

382 Do you guess I have some intricate purpose? 
383 Well I have, for the Fourth-month showers have, and the mica on the side of a rock has. 

384 Do you take it I would astonish? 
385 Does the daylight astonish? does the early redstart twittering through the woods? 
386 Do I astonish more than they? 

387 This hour I tell things in confidence, 
388 I might not tell everybody, but I will tell you. 
 
389 Who goes there? hankering, gross, mystical, nude; 
390 How is it I extract strength from the beef I eat? 

391 What is a man anyhow? what am I? what are you? 

392 All I mark as my own you shall offset it with your own, 
393 Else it were time lost listening to me. 

422 I am the poet of the Body and I am the poet of the Soul, 

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

433 I am he that walks with the tender and growing night, 
434 I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night. 

435 Press close bare-bosom'd night -- press close magnetic nourishing night! 
436 Night of south winds -- night of the large few stars! 
437 Still nodding night -- mad naked summer night. 


438 Smile O voluptuous cool-breath'd earth! 
439 Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees! 
440 Earth of departed sunset -- earth of the mountains misty-topt! 
441 Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon just tinged with blue! 
442 Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river! 
443 Earth of the limpid gray of clouds brighter and clearer for my sake! 
444 Far-swooping elbow'd earth -- rich apple-blossom'd earth! 
445 Smile, for your lover comes. 

497 Walt Whitman, a kosmos, of Manhattan the son, 
498 Turbulent, fleshy, sensual, eating, drinking and breeding, 
499 No sentimentalist, no stander above men and women or apart from them, 
500 No more modest than immodest. 

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

506 I speak the pass-word primeval, I give the sign of democracy, 
507 By God! I will accept nothing which all cannot have their counterpart of on the same terms. 

508 Through me many long dumb voices, 
509 Voices of the interminable generations of prisoners and slaves, 
510 Voices of the diseas'd and despairing and of thieves and dwarfs, 
511 Voices of cycles of preparation and accretion, 
512 And of the threads that connect the stars, and of wombs and of the father-stuff, 
513 And of the rights of them the others are down upon, 
514 Of the deform'd, trivial, flat, foolish, despised, 
515 Fog in the air, beetles rolling balls of dung. 
516 Through me forbidden voices, 
517 Voices of sexes and lusts, voices veil'd and I remove the veil, 
518 Voices indecent by me clarified and transfigur'd. 

522 I believe in the flesh and the appetites, 
523 Seeing, hearing, feeling, are miracles, and each part and tag of me is a miracle. 

24 Divine am I inside and out, and I make holy whatever I touch or am touch'd from

548 That I walk up my stoop, I pause to consider if it really be, 
549 A morning-glory at my window satisfies me more than the metaphysics of books. 

550 To behold the day-break! 
551 The little light fades the immense and diaphanous shadows, 
552 The air tastes good to my palate. 

553 Hefts of the moving world at innocent gambols silently rising freshly exuding, 
554 Scooting obliquely high and low. 

555 Something I cannot see puts upward libidinous prongs, 
556 Seas of bright juice suffuse heaven. 

560 Dazzling and tremendous how quick the sun-rise would kill me, 
561 If I could not now and always send sun-rise out of me. 

562 We also ascend dazzling and tremendous as the sun

577 Encompass worlds, but never try to encompass me, 
578 I crowd your sleekest and best by simply looking toward you. 

579 Writing and talk do not prove me, 
580 I carry the plenum of proof and every thing else in my face, 
581 With the hush of my lips I wholly confound the skeptic. 
582 Now I will do nothing but listen, 
583 To accrue what I hear into this song, to let sounds contribute toward it. 

584 I hear bravuras of birds, bustle of growing wheat, gossip of flames, clack of sticks cooking my meals, 
585 I hear the sound I love, the sound of the human voice, 
586 I hear all sounds running together, combined, fused or following, 
587 Sounds of the city and sounds out of the city, sounds of the day and night, 
588 Talkative young ones to those that like them, the loud laugh of work-people at their meals, 
589 The angry base of disjointed friendship, the faint tones of the sick, 
590 The judge with hands tight to the desk, his pallid lips pronouncing a death-sentence, 

591 The heave'e'yo of stevedores unlading ships by the wharves, the refrain of the anchor-lifters, 
592 The ring of alarm-bells, the cry of fire, the whirr of swift-streaking engines and hose-carts with premonitory tinkles and color'd lights, 
593 The steam whistle, the solid roll of the train of approaching cars, 
594 The slow march play'd at the head of the association marching two and two, 
595 (They go to guard some corpse, the flag-tops are draped with black muslin.) 

596 I hear the violoncello, ('tis the young man's heart's complaint,) 
597 I hear the key'd cornet, it glides quickly in through my ears, 
598 It shakes mad-sweet pangs through my belly and breast. 

599 I hear the chorus, it is a grand opera, 
600 Ah this indeed is music -- this suits me. 

601 A tenor large and fresh as the creation fills me, 
602 The orbic flex of his mouth is pouring and filling me full. 
603 I hear the train'd soprano… she convulses me like the climax of my love-grip; 

604 The orchestra whirls me wider than Uranus flies, 
605 It wrenches such ardors from me I did not know I possess'd them… 
it throbs me to gulps of the farthest down horror,
606 It sails me, I dab with bare feet, they are lick'd by the indolent waves, 
607 I am exposed, cut by bitter and angry hail, I lose my breath, 

608 Steep'd amid honey'd morphine, my windpipe throttled in fakes of death, 

609 At length let up again to feel the puzzle of puzzles, 
610 And that we call Being. 


614 Mine is no callous shell, 
615 I have instant conductors all over me whether I pass or stop, 
616 They seize every object and lead it harmlessly through me. 

617 I merely stir, press, feel with my fingers, and am happy, 
618 To touch my person to some one else's is about as much as I can stand. 
 
619 Is this then a touch? quivering me to a new identity, 
620 Flames and ether making a rush for my veins
648 All truths wait in all things, 
649 They neither hasten their own delivery nor resist it

653 Logic and sermons never convince, 
654 The damp of the night drives deeper into my soul. 

658 I believe the soggy clods shall become lovers and lamps

663 I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the stars, 
664 And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the egg of the wren, 
665 And the tree-toad is a chef-d'œuvre for the highest, 
666 And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven, 
667 And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all machinery, 
668 And the cow crunching with depress'd head surpasses any statue, 
669 And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels. 

822 I understand the large hearts of heroes, 
823 The courage of present times and all times, 
824 How the skipper saw the crowded and rudderless wreck of the steam-ship, and Death chasing it up and down the storm, 
825 How he knuckled tight and gave not back an inch, and was faithful of days and faithful of nights, 
826 And chalk'd in large letters on a board, Be of good cheer, we will not desert you; 
827 How he follow'd with them and tack'd with them three days and would not give it up, 
828 How he saved the drifting company at last, 
829 How the lank loose-gown'd women look'd when boated from the side of their prepared graves, 
830 How the silent old-faced infants and the lifted sick, and the sharp-lipp'd unshaved men; 
831 All this I swallow, it tastes good, I like it well, it becomes mine, 
832 I am the man, I suffer'd, I was there. 

833 The disdain and calmness of martyrs, 
834 The mother of old, condemn'd for a witch, burnt with dry wood, her children gazing on, 
835 The hounded slave that flags in the race, leans by the fence, blowing, cover'd with sweat, 
836 The twinges that sting like needles his legs and neck, the murderous buckshot and the bullets, 
837 All these I feel or am. 

838 I am the hounded slave, I wince at the bite of the dogs, 
839 Hell and despair are upon me, crack and again crack the marksmen, 
840 I clutch the rails of the fence, my gore dribs, thinn'd with the ooze of my skin, 
841 I fall on the weeds and stones, 
842 The riders spur their unwilling horses, haul close, 
843 Taunt my dizzy ears and beat me violently over the head with whip-stocks. 

844 Agonies are one of my changes of garments, 
845 I do not ask the wounded person how he feels, I myself become the wounded person, 
846 My hurts turn livid upon me as I lean on a cane and observe. 

847 I am the mash'd fireman with breast-bone broken, 
848 Tumbling walls buried me in their debris, 
849 Heat and smoke I inspired, I heard the yelling shouts of my comrades, 
850 I heard the distant click of their picks and shovels, 
851 They have clear'd the beams away, they tenderly lift me forth. 

852 I lie in the night air in my red shirt, the pervading hush is for my sake, 
853 Painless after all I lie exhausted but not so unhappy, 
854 White and beautiful are the faces around me, the heads are bared of their fire-caps, 
855 The kneeling crowd fades with the light of the torches. 

856 Distant and dead resuscitate, 
857 They show as the dial or move as the hands of me, I am the clock myself. 

994 Behold, I do not give lectures or a little charity, 
995 When I give I give myself. 

996 You there, impotent, loose in the knees, 
997 Open your scarf'd chops till I blow grit within you, 
998 Spread your palms and lift the flaps of your pockets, 
999 I am not to be denied, I compel, I have stores plenty and to spare, 
1000 And any thing I have I bestow. 

1001 I do not ask who you are, that is not important to me, 
1002 You can do nothing and be nothing but what I will infold you. 

1003 To cotton-field drudge or cleaner of privies I lean, 
1004 On his right cheek I put the family kiss, 
1005 And in my soul I swear I never will deny him. 

1006 On women fit for conception I start bigger and nimbler babes. 
1007 (This day I am jetting the stuff of far more arrogant republics.) 

1008 To any one dying, thither I speed and twist the knob of the door. 
1009 Turn the bed-clothes toward the foot of the bed, 
1010 Let the physician and the priest go home. 

1011 I seize the descending man and raise him with resistless will, 
1012 O despairer, here is my neck, 
1013 By God, you shall not go down! hang your whole weight upon me. 

1014 I dilate you with tremendous breath, I buoy you up, 
1015 Every room of the house do I fill with an arm'd force, 
1016 Lovers of me, bafflers of graves. 

1017 Sleep -- I and they keep guard all night, 
1018 Not doubt, not decease shall dare to lay finger upon you, 
1019 I have embraced you, and henceforth possess you to myself, 
1020 And when you rise in the morning you will find what I tell you is so. 
 
1021 I am he bringing help for the sick as they pant on their backs, 
1022 And for strong upright men I bring yet more needed help. 

1023 I heard what was said of the universe, 
1024 Heard it and heard it of several thousand years; 
1025 It is middling well as far as it goes -- but is that all? 

1026 Magnifying and applying come I
1036 Accepting the rough deific sketches to fill out better in myself, bestowing them freely on each man and woman I see, 
1037 Discovering as much or more in a framer framing a house, 
1038 Putting higher claims for him there with his roll'd-up sleeves driving the mallet and chisel, 
1039 Not objecting to special revelations, considering a curl of smoke or a hair on the back of my hand just as curious as any revelation

1063 Ever the hard unsunk ground, 
1064 Ever the eaters and drinkers, ever the upward and downward sun, ever the air and the ceaseless tides, 
1065 Ever myself and my neighbors, refreshing, wicked, real, 
1066 Ever the old inexplicable query, ever that thorn'd thumb, that breath of itches and thirsts, 
1067 Ever the vexer's hoot! hoot! till we find where the sly one hides and bring him forth, 
1068 Ever love, ever the sobbing liquid of life, 
1069 Ever the bandage under the chin, ever the trestles of death. 

1083 I know perfectly well my own egotism, 
1084 Know my omnivorous lines and must not write any less, 
1085 And would fetch you whoever you are flush with myself. 
1086 Not words of routine this song of mine, 
1087 But abruptly to question, to leap beyond yet nearer bring; 

1088 This printed and bound book -- but the printer and the printing-office boy? 
1089 The well-taken photographs -- but your wife or friend close and solid in your arms? 
1090 The black ship mail'd with iron, her mighty guns in her turrets -- but the pluck of the captain and engineers? 
1091 In the houses the dishes and fare and furniture -- but the host and hostess, and the look out of their eyes? 
1092 The sky up there -- yet here or next door, or across the way? 
1093 The saints and sages in history -- but you yourself? 
1094 Sermons, creeds, theology -- but the fathomless human brain, 
1095 And what is reason? and what is love? and what is life? 
 
1096 I do not despise you priests, all time, the world over, 
1097 My faith is the greatest of faiths and the least of faiths, 
1098 Enclosing worship ancient and modern and all between ancient and modern, 
1099 Believing I shall come again upon the earth after five thousand years, 
1100 Waiting responses from oracles, honoring the gods, saluting the sun, 
1101 Making a fetich of the first rock or stump, powowing with sticks in the circle of obis, 
1102 Helping the llama or brahmin as he trims the lamps of the idols, 
1103 Dancing yet through the streets in a phallic procession, rapt and austere in the woods a gymnosophist, 
1104 Drinking mead from the skull-cup, to Shastas and Vedas admirant, minding the Koran, 
1105 Walking the teokallis, spotted with gore from the stone and knife, beating the serpent-skin drum, 
1106 Accepting the Gospels, accepting him that was crucified, knowing assuredly that he is divine, 
1107 To the mass kneeling or the puritan's prayer rising, or sitting patiently in a pew, 
1108 Ranting and frothing in my insane crisis, or waiting dead-like till my spirit arouses me, 
1109 Looking forth on pavement and land, or outside of pavement and land, 
1110 Belonging to the winders of the circuit of circuits. 

1112 Down-hearted doubters dull and excluded, 
1113 Frivolous, sullen, moping, angry, affected, dishearten'd, atheistical, 
1114 I know every one of you, I know the sea of torment, doubt, despair and unbelief. 
 
1117 Be at peace bloody flukes of doubters and sullen mopers, 
1118 I take my place among you as much as among any, 
1119 The past is the push of you, me, all, precisely the same, 
1120 And what is yet untried and afterward is for you, me, all, precisely the same. 

1134 It is time to explain myself -- let us stand up. 
1135 What is known I strip away, 
1136 I launch all men and women forward with me into the Unknown. 

1137 The clock indicates the moment -- but what does eternity indicate? 

1138 We have thus far exhausted trillions of winters and summers, 
1139 There are trillions ahead, and trillions ahead of them. 

1140 Births have brought us richness and variety, 
1141 And other births will bring us richness and variety. 

1142 I do not call one greater and one smaller, 
1143 That which fills its period and place is equal to any. 

1148 I am an acme of things accomplish'd, and I an encloser of things to be. 

1149 My feet strike an apex of the apices of the stairs, 
1150 On every step bunches of ages, and larger bunches between the steps, 
1151 All below duly travel'd, and still I mount and mount. 

1152 Rise after rise bow the phantoms behind me, 
1153 Afar down I see the huge first Nothing, I know I was even there, 
1154 I waited unseen and always, and slept through the lethargic mist, 
1155 And took my time, and took no hurt from the fetid carbon. 

1156 Long I was hugg'd close -- long and long. 
1157 Immense have been the preparations for me, 
1158 Faithful and friendly the arms that have help'd me. 
1159 Cycles ferried my cradle, rowing and rowing like cheerful boatmen, 
1160 For room to me stars kept aside in their own rings, 
1161 They sent influences to look after what was to hold me. 

1162 Before I was born out of my mother generations guided me, 
1163 My embryo has never been torpid, nothing could overlay it. 

1164 For it the nebula cohered to an orb, 
1165 The long slow strata piled to rest it on, 
1166 Vast vegetables gave it sustenance, 
1167 Monstrous sauroids transported it in their mouths and deposited it with care. 

1168 All forces have been steadily employ'd to complete and delight me, 
1169 Now on this spot I stand with my robust soul. 

1201 I know I have the best of time and space, and was never measured and never will be measured. 

1202 I tramp a perpetual journey, (come listen all!) 
1203 My signs are a rain-proof coat, good shoes, and a staff cut from the woods, 
1204 No friend of mine takes his ease in my chair, 
1205 I have no chair, no church, no philosophy, 
1206 I lead no man to a dinner-table, library, exchange, 
1207 But each man and each woman of you I lead upon a knoll, 
1208 My left hand hooking you round the waist, 
1209 My right hand pointing to landscapes of continents and the public road. 

1210 Not I, not any one else can travel that road for you, 
1211 You must travel it for yourself. 

1212 It is not far, it is within reach, 
1213 Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and did not know, 
1214 Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land. 

1215 Shoulder your duds dear son, and I will mine, and let us hasten forth, 
1216 Wonderful cities and free nations we shall fetch as we go. 

1217 If you tire, give me both burdens, and rest the chuff of your hand on my hip, 
1218 And in due time you shall repay the same service to me, 
1219 For after we start we never lie by again. 

1223 You are also asking me questions and I hear you, 
1224 I answer that I cannot answer, you must find out for yourself. 

1225 Sit a while dear son, 
1226 Here are biscuits to eat and here is milk to drink, 
1227 But as soon as you sleep and renew yourself in sweet clothes, I kiss you with a good-by kiss and open the gate for your egress hence. 

1228 Long enough have you dream'd contemptible dreams, 
1229 Now I wash the gum from your eyes, 
1230 You must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light and of every moment of your life. 

1231 Long have you timidly waded holding a plank by the shore, 
1232 Now I will you to be a bold swimmer, 
1233 To jump off in the midst of the sea, rise again, nod to me, shout, and laughingly dash with your hair. 

1244 I teach straying from me, yet who can stray from me? 
1245 I follow you whoever you are from the present hour, 
1246 My words itch at your ears till you understand them. 

1247 I do not say these things for a dollar or to fill up the time while I wait for a boat, 
1248 (It is you talking just as much as myself, I act as the tongue of you, 
1249 Tied in your mouth, in mine it begins to be loosen'd.) 

1251 And I swear I will never translate myself at all, only to him or her who privately stays with me in the open air. 

1252 If you would understand me go to the heights or water-shore, 
1253 The nearest gnat is an explanation, and a drop or motion of waves a key, 
1254 The maul, the oar, the hand-saw, second my words. 

1255 No shutter'd room or school can commune with me, 
1256 But roughs and little children better than they. 

1269 I have said that the soul is not more than the body, 
1270 And I have said that the body is not more than the soul, 
1271 And nothing, not God, is greater to one than one's self is, 
1272 And whoever walks a furlong without sympathy walks to his own funeral drest in his shroud, 
1273 And I or you pocketless of a dime may purchase the pick of the earth, 
1274 And to glance with an eye or show a bean in its pod confounds the learning of all times, 
1275 And there is no trade or employment but the young man following it may become a hero, 
1276 And there is no object so soft but it makes a hub for the wheel'd universe, 
1277 And I say to any man or woman, Let your soul stand cool and composed before a million universes. 

1284 I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and each moment then, 
1285 In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in the glass, 
1286 I find letters from God dropt in the street, and every one is sign'd by God's name, 
1287 And I leave them where they are, for I know that wheresoe'er I go, 
1288 Others will punctually come for ever and ever. 

1321 Listener up there! what have you to confide to me? 
1322 Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening, 
1323 (Talk honestly, no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute longer.) 

1324 Do I contradict myself? 
1325 Very well then I contradict myself, 
1326 (I am large, I contain multitudes.) 

1327 I concentrate toward them that are nigh, I wait on the door-slab. 

1328 Who has done his day's work? who will soonest be through with his supper? 
1329 Who wishes to walk with me? 

1330 Will you speak before I am gone? will you prove already too late? 
 
1331 The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me, he complains of my gab and my loitering. 
1332 I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable, 
1333 I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world. 

1334 The last scud of day holds back for me, 
1335 It flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadow'd wilds, 
1336 It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk. 
1337 I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun, 
1338 I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags. 

1339 I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love, 
1340 If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles. 

1341 You will hardly know who I am or what I mean, 
1342 But I shall be good health to you nevertheless, 
1343 And filter and fibre your blood. 

1344 Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged, 
1345 Missing me one place search another, 
1346 I stop somewhere waiting for you. 

