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Introduction

The past—that foreign country where they do things differently—is neither a fixed
entity nor a finished narrative but a changing landscape of the mind where travelers
come and go, talking of Michelangelo, Hamlet, T. S. Eliot, and much else less lofty.
It may be that what we call the present defines itself in the disagreements we have
about the past and the complicated negotiations we undertake to resolve our differ-
ences. This means at bottom that virtually all events, periods, tendencies, and climates
of opinion are subject to continual reassessment and revision. New facts come to light,
old testimony comes into question; our belief system changes and we need to adjust
our understanding of history to bring it in line with our governing assumptions. And
so, for example, a story once held to be “true” in the sense that it “actually happened”
is modified into a legend or a fiction that may still be “true” but only in some attenu-
ated and endrely different sense.

"The principle of continual change applies not only to, say, the causes of World
War I but even to some “monuments of unageing intellect,” as William Butler Yeats
called them in “Sailing to Byzantium”: to works of art and literature that long ago
took their final form. In his seminal essay “Iradition and the Individual "Talent,” 'T. S.
Eliot wrote that “what happens when a new work of art is created is something that
happens simultaneously to all the works of art which preceded it.” What Eliot called
“the new (the really new) work of art” revises the tradition it joins. The successful new
poem makes us see its antecedents in a clarifying light. So pervasive is this view that
even a critic as generally hostile to Eliot as Harold Bloom has taken it to heart in elab-
orating his idea that a successful poet must overcome the anxiety-inducing influence
of an earlier poet, a father figure of fearsome power, to the point that the newcomer
can claim priority. It stretches Bloom’s theory somewhat, but only somewhat, to cite
it in support of the notion that Wallace Stevens retroactively influenced John Keats,
who died more than half a century before Stevens was born.

Eliot’s own poetry illustrates the point a little less hyperbolically. As a result of
Eliot’s persuasive argumentation, his perceived authority, and his uncanny ability to
pluck superb lines from their original context and use them as epigraphs to poems or
as quotations embedded within poems, the stock of such seventeenth-century poets as
John Donne and Andrew Marvell went sky-high in the early twentieth century while
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the stock of the Romantic stalwart Percy Bysshe Shelley plummeted and has never
tully recovered. The tradition of English lyric poetry from the Renaissance to 1900
looked different in 1940 from the way it looked in 1910, as a comparison of antholo-
gies dated in those years would attest. The paradox is that our sense of timelessness—
of literary immortality—itself exists in time. The text of an important poem, or any
poem that has lasted, may not change (although poets who incessantly revise their
work do create quandaries). What is certain to change is the value we attach to the
work; the value moves up and down and probably could be graphed in the manner of
the Dow Jones industrial index.

"The canon of English lyric poetry that Eliot changed has changed again in the
forty years since his death. The changes reflect shifts and even revolutions in taste and
sensibility, and sometimes reflect the emergence of figures long forgotten or previous-
ly little known. There has been a widening of focus, an enlargement of what it is
acceptable to do in verse or prose. Disliking academic jargon, I resist referring, as some
do, to American “poetries,” but the point of the term is plain enough. Where once
there was a mainstream that absorbed all our sight, today we see a complex pattern of
intersecting tributaries and brooks feeding more rivers than one. The posthumous dis-
covery of an unknown or underappreciated poet keeps happening because new art
occurs in advance of an audience and because some poets put their energy into their
writing and let publication take care of itself—or not. “Publication,” wrote the unpub-
lished Emily Dickinson defiantly, “is the Auction / Of the mind of man”; it is a “foul
thing,” she added, that reduces “Human Spirit /o Disgrace of Price.” Once only did
Dickinson submit her poems to the perusal of a magazine editor, Thomas Wentworth
Higginson of the Atlantic Monthly. It was in 1862, a year in which she wrote a poem
every day. She was thirty-one. She sent Higginson four of her works, including the
famous one beginning “Safe in their alabaster chambers.” Higginson, who meant well,
advised her not to publish. So much for the wisdom of experts. Though Dickinson’s
poems are now universally acknowledged to be among the prime glories of American
literature, they were all but unknown at the dme of her death in 1886, and for more
than half of the twentieth century they remained too unconventional in appearance to
get past the copyeditors who thought they were doing her a favor by substituting com-
mas for her characteristic dashes. The secretive poet had fashioned a brilliant system
of punctuation, and it took a while for the rest of the world to catch on and catch up.

“We had the experience but missed the meaning,” Eliot wrote in Four Quartets,
summarizing a common condition; he had found a new way of saying that the unex-
amined life was not worth living. But flip the terms and you come upon an equally
valid truth. Many readers, including brilliant ones, have the meaning but miss the
experience of poems. They are so busy hunting down clues, unpacking deep psychic
structares, industriously applying a methodology or imposing a theoretical construct
that they fail to confront the poem as it is, in all its mysterious otherness. The enjoy-
ment of a great poem begins with the recognition of its fundamental strangeness. Can
you yield yourself to it the way Keats recommends yielding yourself to uncertainties
and doubts without any irritable reaching after fact? If you can, the experience is yours
to have. And the experience of greatness demands attention before analysis. In a
celebrated poem, Dickinson likens herself to a “Loaded Gun,” whose owner has the
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“power to die,” which is as much greater than the gun’s “power to kill” as the cate-
gorical “must” is greater than the contingent “may.” It may be irresistible to try to
solve this poem’s riddles. Who is the owner? In what sense is Dickinson herself a
“Loaded Gun”? But it would be a mistake to adopt an allegorical interpretation that
solves these questions too neatly, or not neatly enough, at the cost of the poem’s deep
and uncanny mysteriousness. The aesthetic and moral experience of “My Life had
stood—a Loaded Gun—" is greater than the sense one makes of the poem, though it
is also true that the effort of making sense of its opening metaphor and its closing
paradoxes may clear a path toward that incomparable experience.

Posterity, which is intolerant of fakes and indifferent to reputations, will find the
marvelous eccentric talent whose writings had known no public. And distance allows
for clarity if the reader is prepared to meet the poets as they are, ‘more truly and more
strange’ (in Wallace Stevens’s phrase) than we could have expected. Reading a poem
by Dickinson or by Walt Whitman in the year 2006 is an experience no one has had
before: we read more aware than ever of the differences between ourselves and the
selves we behold on the page. And because the poems have power, because they have
genius, they can speak to us with uncanny prescience, as Whitman’s “Crossing Brooklyn
Ferry” does:

It avails not, time nor place—distance avails not,

I am with you, you men and women of a generation, or ever so many generations
hence,

Just as you feel when you look on the river and sky, so I felt,

Just as any of you is one of a living crowd, I was one of a crowd,

Just as you are refresh’d by the gladness of the river and the bright flow, I was
refresh’d,

Just as you stand and lean on the rail, yet hurry with the stiff current, I stood yet was
hurried,

Just as you look on the numberless masts of ships and the thick-stemm’d pipes of
steamboats, I look’d.

The language changes; styles go in and out of favor. The poets of a new genera-
tion resurrect the deceased visionary who toiled in the dark. For these reasons and
others, the need to replace the retrospective anthologies of the past is as constant as the
need to render classic works in new translations with up-to-date idioms. But what may
sound like an obligation quickly becomes an enormous promise, an opportunity to
renew the perhaps unexpected pleasures of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow or Edwin
Arlington Robinson; to revisit and reassess the conservative Allen Tate and the liberal
Archibald MacLeish, two eminences who argued out their positions in civil verse; to
read Emma Lazarus’s sonnets and realize just how good they are—and what a master-
piece is “The New Colossus,” which gave the Statue of Liberty its universal meaning;
to consider Hart Crane’s “The Broken Tower” in relation to his friend Leonie Adams’s
“Bell Tower,” or to be struck once again by how much Crane’s “Emblems of Conduct”
owes to the poem entitled “Conduct” by the poor, consumptive, self-taught Samuel
Greenberg, who died young but lives on in Crane’s work as well as in his own.
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An anthology like this one is, to borrow Crane’s central metaphor, a bridge con-
necting us to the past, the past that loves us, the great past. It is also perforce a critical
statement performed by editorial means. There are readers who will say that I overrate
Gertrude Stein, the mother of all radical experimentation, who retains her power to
shake the complacent and give any reader a jolt, or that I underrate Fiddler Jones or
Madame La Fleurie or So-and-So reclining on her couch.! That s part of the deal. The
editor must make difficult choices—must even omit some poems he greatly admires—
simply because the amount of space is limited and the competition fierce. The task is
difficult almost beyond presumption if you hold the view, as T do, that it is possible to
value and derive pleasure from poets who saw themselves as being irreconcilably
opposed to and incompatible with each other. William Carlos Williams clashed with
T. S. Eliot, and the split widened to the point that in the 1960s, the decade when the
two men died, the whole of American poetry seemed divided between them in an over-
simplification that felt compelling at the time. Eliot was understood to be the captain
of the mainstream squad—the standard-bearer of the traditional, the formally exacting,
the intellectual (as opposed to the instinctive), the poetry of complexity endorsed by
the New Ciriticism, the poetry that the academy had assimilated. Williams was at the
forefront of the opposition, call it what you will: the nontraditional, the “alternative,”
the colloquial, the adversarial; Williams was what the Beats and the San Francisco
Renaissance and the Black Mountain movement had in common. Williams felt that
Eliot’s “The Waste Land” was an unmitigated disaster for American poetry, but the
reader today who falls in love with Williamss “Danse Russe” or “ITo a Poor Old
Woman” or “Great Mullen” need not renounce the aesthetic of fragmentation and
echo and the collage method that made “The Waste Land” the most revolutionary
modern poem. American poetry is larger than any facdon or sect. You can love the
poetry of Richard Wilbur and have your Robert Creeley, too.

* %k *

The paramount purpose of virtually any literary anthology is to distill, convey, and
preserve the best writing in the field. “The typical anthologist is a sort of Gallup Poll
with connections—often astonishing ones; it is hard to know whether he is printing a
poem because he likes it, because his acquaintances tell him he ought to, or because
he went to high school with the poet,” Randall Jarrell wrote. What you need and do
not often get, he emphasized, is “taste.” There is more than a little truth to this. Some
decisions made by anthologists defy reason or seem to be the result of pressure, whim,
sentiment, committee deliberations, or intrigue. At the same time, editors would be
foolish not to exploit their circles of acquaintance. Even the most receptive reader will
have blind spots. The editor is lucky who has friends with areas of expertise that do
not narrowly replicate his or her own. It is, after all, often through a friend’s or a

1“Fiddler Jones,” “Madame Fleurie,” and “So-and-So Reclining on her Couch” are the titles of specific
poems by Edgar Lee Masters (“Fiddler Jones”) and Wallace Stevens (the other two) but can stand for the
names of poets who advanced far in the editorial process yet did not make the final cut.



INTRODUCTION xi

writer’s recommendation that one had picked up a certain poet or poem in the first
place. To learn from a Richard Wilbur essay that “Fairy-Land” was Elizabeth Bishop’s
favorite poem by Edgar Allan Poe, for example, is not inconsequential if the informa-
tion prompts one to look up the poem and see just how good it is. Nevertheless
Jarrell’s larger point remains valid. There is no substitute for taste, where that word
means something more developed than a grab bag of opinions.

“To ask the hard question is simple,” W. H. Auden wrote in an early poem. “But
the answer / Is hard and hard to remember.” What makes a poem good? What makes
a good poem great? The questions are simple enough to express, but the “hard to
remember” part is that no listing of criteria will satisfactorily dispose of them. I prize, as
do many readers, eloquence, passion, intelligence, conviction, wit, originality, pride of
craft, an eye for the genuine, an ear for speech, an instinct for the truth. I ask of a poem
that it have a beguiling surface, but I also want it to imply something more—enough to
compel a second reading and make it a surprise. It would be hard to argue with
Marianne Moore, who felt that the reader “interested in poetry” has a right to demand
“the raw material of poetry in / all its rawness and / that which is on the other hand /
genuine.” Perhaps Matthew Arnold had the smartest idea when he proposed and illus-
trated the concept of rouchstones—lines of such quality that they can be held up as mod-
els of excellence by which to judge other works. And perhaps on a wide scale that is what
this anthology means to do: to assemble the touchstones of American poetry. Discussing
the merits of a poet ultimately not included, I told the book’s associate editor, John
Brehm, that I “couldn’t find anything that was truly great, exceptionally interesting, or
not done better by someone else.” As John pointed out in reply, that sentence implies a
trio of bottom-line criteria. Yet we know these can be dismissed as merely rhetorical and
thoroughly subjective. That is why I have long felt that Frank O'Hara’s advice in his
mock-manifesto “Personism” might make a suitable motto for any anthologist: “You
just go on your nerve. If someone’s chasing you down the street with a knife you just
run, you don’t turn around and shout, ‘Give it up! I was a track star for Mineola Prep.””

* % %k

This new edition of The Oxford Book of American Poetry is the first since Richard
Ellmann edited The New Oxford Book of American Verse in 1976. Twenty-six years ear-
lier F. O. Matthiessen had chosen and edited the book Ellmann revised, The Oxford
Book of American Verse. It is an honor to join the company of two such accomplished
scholars and skillful anthologists. Matthiessen (1902-1950), a renowned Harvard pro-
fessor, wrote an early book expounding T. S. Eliot’s achievement. He also wrote
American Renaissance (1941), a classic study of five nineteenth-century writers.
Ellmann, who died in 1987 at the age of sixty-nine, held a titled professorship at
Oxford and later at Emory University. He was justly acclaimed for his biographies of
James Joyce and Oscar Wilde. Less well-known are Ellmann’s excellent translations of
Henri Michaux, which introduced American poets to this hero of the French prose
poem. Though my task in creating this book necessarily involves overhauling
Matthiessen’s and Ellmann’s, I mean to build on both. It is my good fortune to inher-
it their work, which has served my own as scaffolding or source.
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The Oxford Book of American Poetry is a comprehensive, one-volume anthology of
American poetry from its seventeenth-century origins to the present. The words canon
and canonical acquired layers of unfortunate connotation during the culture wars of the
past quarter century, but we should not shy away from such terms when they fit the
case, as they do here. The goal of this volume is to establish a canon wider and more
inclusive than those that formerly prevailed, but to do so on grounds that are funda-
mentally literary and artstic in nature. Not one selection was dictated by a political
imperative. Matthiessen in 1950 picked fifty-one poets. Ellmann’s anthology con-
tained seventy-eight. There are two hundred and ten in this volume.

The discrepancy in the number of poets included is not attributable to the differ-
ence in cutoff years alone. Naturally, I needed and wanted to include poets born since
1934, the birth year of Ellmann’s youngest poet, but I was determined also to rescue
many who had been eligible but were overlooked in previous editions. To make room
for the new you need to subject the old to stringent reevaluation, and so I needed not
only to reconsider Ellmann’s selections but to ask whether such major figures as
Emerson, Whitman, Dickinson, Frost, Stevens, Williams, Moore, and Bishop can be
better represented than they were formerly. It is especially vital to reassess the selec-
ton of poets who were barely hitting mid-career when Ellmann made his selections—
poets of the magnitude of A. R. Ammons, John Ashbery, and James Merrill.

In Matthiessen the youngest poet was born in 1917; in Ellmann, 1934. Needing to
advance the cutoff date, I settled on 1950, which virtually replicates the previous inter-
val and has the additional advantage of being both the exact midpoint of the twentieth
century and the year Matthiessen’s selecdon was published. Making an anthology
involves making a lot of lists—beginning with a list of the poets too young to be con-
sidered by Ellmann in 1976. Thirty years have gone by since then, and I can hear
America clamoring. Scores of fine poets born since 1950 are rapping on the doors,
pressing their case for admission. It would be tricky enough to accommodate the impa-
tient newcomers under any circumstances. But what makes things infinitely more com-
plicated is that the list of outstanding poets who were eligible in 1976 but were not
included may be even longer. Missing from Ellmann is W. H. Auden. (Matthiessen
had included him in 1950, but Ellmann—in the single parenthetical sentence he
devotes to the question—explains that he considered Auden “English to the bone.”)
The omission of Gertrude Stein goes unexplained, but then it would doubtlessly aston-
ish both Matthiessen and Ellmann to learn that this relentlessly abstract writer should
have the continuing and growing influence on American poetry that she has. In
Ellmann you will not find any evidence of the Objectivist movement (Louis Zukofsky,
George Oppen, Charles Reznikoff, Lorine Niedecker). Absent, too, are New York
School pillars Kenneth Koch and James Schuyler and eminent San Franciscans
Kenneth Rexroth and Jack Spicer. Not in Ellmann are James Weldon Johnson, Paul
Laurence Dunbar, Angelina Weld Grimke, Jean Toomer, Claude McKay, Melvin
Tolson, Sterling Brown, Robert Hayden, and other African American poets who have
become better known in recent years. Nor in Ellmann are such smart-set poets of wit
and satire as Dorothy Parker and Ogden Nash, who lacked gravitas at a ime when that
quality was deemed essential, as though real poetry (as opposed to light verse) had to
be as deadly as a press conference with a presidential hopeful.
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Some of the poets overlooked in 1976 were once celebrated, later deprecated
(Amy Lowell); some died young and obscure (Samuel Greenberg, Joan Murray); some
were once in fashion but fell into disregard (H. Phelps Putnam, Leonie Adams); some
may have struck a donnish reader as Caliban crashing the muse’s party (Charles
Bukowski). Others may have seemed too eccentric (John Wheelwright, William
Bronk) or were underrated until somebody else made it his or her business to cham-
pion them (Weldon Kees) or were better known for their work in a different field (as
were Lincoln Kirstein, the director of the New York City Ballet, and Edwin Denby,
the foremost dance critic of his time). Some were overshadowed by a great contem-
porary, as Josephine Miles (born 1911) and May Swenson (born 1913) were over-
shadowed by Elizabeth Bishop (born 1911). Some may have been resented and
therefore overlooked because of their perceived editorial power (Howard Moss, poet-
ry editor of The New Yorker); some were just plain overlooked (Donald Justice, John
Hollander). Yet others never got the attention they deserved (Ruth Herschberger,
Joseph Ceravolo) or were acknowledged or dismissed for reasons having little to do
with their actual writing (Laura Riding, who was Robert Graves’s companion and col-
laborator and who later renounced poetry and became a first-class crank). What many
of these poets have in common is that they stood outside the prevailing tradition, the
mainline of American poetry as the academic literary establishment conceived it in
1976. It was not very difficult to leave them out.

Donald Hall, in a critique of Ellmann’s anthology, wrote that The New Oxford
Book of American Verse “gives us poetry by the Star System.” There is a friendlier way
of putting this. Matthiessen in his introduction to the 1950 edition said pithily that his
first rule was “fewer poets, with more space for each.” Matthiessen—and Ellmann as
well—aimed for amplitude; they wanted to present the best poets in full measure, at
the expense of “several delicately accomplished lyric poets whose continuing life is in
a few anthology pieces” (Matthiessen). In Ellmann, the major figures get star treat-
ment—thirty-nine pages for John Greenleaf Whittier, including all of “Snow-
Bound,” twenty-nine pages for William Carlos Williams, twenty-eight for Robert
Frost, twenty-three for Marianne Moore—while minor figures such as Stephen Crane
and Trumbull Stickney are lucky to get two pages apiece.

To the extent that hierarchy is an inescapable ordering principle, some of this is
inevitable. Walt Whitman is and should be the gold standard in number of pages
allotted, Emily Dickinson in number of poems included. They are our poetic grand-
parents, these two, and yet no two poets could seem less alike: on the one hand, a
robust and expansive bard who wrote in long lines and proposed his poems as a vision-
ary embodiment of American democracy, and on the other hand a reclusive shut-in
who wrote in short-breath utterances broken by dashes and made her interior life a
cosmos. People who habitually divide everything in two may contend that all poets
make themselves in the image of one or the other of these two great predecessors. And
it is likely that the leading poets of our time have all read certain poets—Eliot, Pound,
Moore, Stevens, Williams, Frost, Bishop, Ashbery—whom we must therefore take
pains to represent at length. Nevertheless there are alternatives to the star system.
“We used to make anthologies not of poets but of poems,” Donald Hall said, and it is
possible to balance the claims of major figures with the case for great poems by poets
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sometimes considered peripheral. That is the path I have elected to follow. As com-
prehensiveness tends to vary inversely with focus, the gain in variety and ecumenicism
may not come cost-free, but then the making of an anthology is neither an exact sci-
ence nor a pure art but instead is a vision projected and sustained to fulfillment.

There are other rules governing this anthology besides the requirement that the poet
be born in 1950 or earlier. The poetry has to be written in English. (This is a rule that
would not have required articulation in the past.) I am inclined toward a construction of
“American” that is broad enough to include poets who were born in other countries but
came to the United States to live and contributed tangibly to American poetry. The
example of the Canadian poet Anne Carson, who has taught in the United States and has
a wide following among younger poets, reminds me that the word “North” is invisible
but no less present in the phrase “American poetry.” W. H. Auden, who became a U.S.
citizen, belongs here not only because of the poems that he wrote in and sometimes about
places like New York City (“I sit in one of the dives / On Fifty Second Street”) but
because of his importance to a whole generation of American poets.? My claiming both
Auden and Eliot for this book would not prevent me from claiming both of them for 7he
Oxford Book of English Verse (1999), as that book’s editor, Christopher Ricks, has done. The
way the two poets traded places in parallel career paths—Eliot from Harvard to London,
Auden from Oxford to New York—marked a high point in Anglo-American literary rela-
tions: the last time the two cultures seemed to have a common poetry.

I hold Matthiessen’s Oxford Book of American Verse in high esteem. It is, I think, one
of the finest anthologies of American poetry ever made. I have gone back to it for
poems by Oliver Wendell Holmes (“Contentment”), Edgar Allan Poe (“To One in
Paradise”), Walt Whitnan (“Reconciliation”), Robert Frost (“Meeting and Passing,”
“The Road Not Taken,” “Birches,” “Out, Out—" ), Wallace Stevens (“Domination of
Black,” “Disillusionment of Ten O’Clock,” “The Poems of Our Climate,” “Of Modern
Poetry”), Marianne Moore (“To a Steam Roller,” “No Swan So Fine”), William Carlos
Williams (“Nantucket,” “Fine Work with Pitch and Copper”), E. E. Cummings (“next
to of course god america i”). I have restored seven poets who were in the Matthiessen
canon in 1950 but fell out in 1976: Phelps Putnam, Edna St. Vincent Millay, Elinor
Wylie, Stephen Vincent Benet, Karl Shapiro, Amy Lowell, and Auden.?

Matthiessen’s introduction begins with a summary statement of his criteria. The
irony is that I generally agree with his reasoning and yet in practice find myself fre-
quently obliged to do the opposite. I mentioned that his first rule is “fewer poets, with

? Richard Ellmann, who felt that Auden was too English for The New Oxford Book of American Verse, chose
T. S. Eliot’s “Little Gidding” for the volume. I concur with this choice and have duplicated it here. Of the
four long poems constituting Eliot’s Four Quartets, it is the one that seems to set a crown upon his lifetime’s
effort. I would, however, point out that this magnificent work, written long after Eliot adopted British cit-
izenship, is as “English” a poem as Eliot ever wrote. The poet’s declaration that “in a secluded chapel, /
History is now and England,” is in its way as proud an Englishman’s boast as the hero’s rejection of “all
temptations / To belong to other nations” in Gilbert and Sullivan’s H.M.S. Pinafore. Nevertheless Eliot’s
birth in St. Louis, his American upbringing, and his enduring influence are all the justification one needs
to include “Little Gidding,” and by the same permissive logic it is hard to exclude certain poems that Auden
wrote before setting foot on American soil, such as “As T Walked Out One Evening” (1937).

3 Of Ellmann’s chosen seventy-eight, I have dropped only seven poets—eight entities, if “folk songs” is
counted.
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more space for each.” In this book there are more poets, with less space for most.
Matthiessen’s second rule is “to include nothing on merely historical grounds, and the
third [rule] is similar, to include nothing that the anthologist does not really like.”
Here I am enthusiastically with him, but even so the exceptions stand up. Do I, do
you, “like” Julia Ward Howe’s “The Battle Hymn of the Republic,” or is “like” not
quite the right word for how we feel about this stirring anthem? Oliver Wendell
Holmes’s “Old Ironsides” is credited with saving a battleship. Is this a dimension of
the poem that the editor ought to ignore? Poetry is an art with a history, and should-
n’t a poem that changes the consciousness of an era, as Edwin Markham’s “The Man
with the Hoe” did, have a place in such a book as this? Matthiessen’s fourth rule is “not
too many sonnets.” This rule implies a great deal about the popularity of the sonnet
form in American poetry before 1950, but it is not a major concern in 2006.
Matthiessen’s fifth rule is to represent each poet with “poems of some length”—a rule
impossible to observe if you are quadrupling the number of poets in the volume.
Matthiessen’s sixth and final rule is “no excerpts.” I agree with this sentiment entire-
ly; I deplore the practice of excerpting long works, and I observe respectfully that just
as Matthiessen breaks this rule by printing a part of a Pound Canto and parts of a long
poem by James Russell Lowell, I have done the same in both of these cases and in
others. Wherever possible I have used only excerpts that are self-contained and have
an integrity separate from the larger work of which they are a part, as do the sections
here of Hart Crane’s The Bridge and Allen Ginsberg’s Kaddish.

Philip Larkin, who edited The Oxford Book of Twentieth-Century English Verse in
1973, spoke of wanting that book to have a “wide rather than deep representation.”
Asked by an interviewer to elaborate on this distinction, Larkin dodged the question
but gave an excellent account of the available options and their limitations:

You could produce a purely historical anthology: this is what poetry in this centu-
ry was like—it may not be the best poetry, it may not be the most enjoyable poet-
ry, but this is what it was like. Well, that’s one way of doing it. The other way, or
an other way, is the critical approach: this is the best poetry of the century. And
there would be about thirty names on it, and it would be full of poems that every-
body already possesses, and it would be critically irreproachable. But it wouldn’t be
historically true, and it might not always be as enjoyable as it might have been if
you’d let in a few little strays. The third way is to pick just the poems you person-
ally find enjoyable, but that would have been too personal: it would have left out
things that were critically accepted, it would have left out people who, like Everest,
were there. In the end, you have to compromise. Sometimes you are acting his-
torically, sometimes you are acting critically, sometimes you’re acting just as a
reader who reaches out to his bedside table and picks up a book and wants to have
a quick change of mood and enjoy himself. I tried to cater for all these people.

I, too, have a weakness for “strays,” an inclination to pick and choose among models
and methods of assemblage, a willingness to compromise, and a realization that there
is no court of final appeal beyond your own taste, eclectic or focused, wide or narrow,
as the case may be.



xvi INTRODUCTION

The spirit of our age is friendly to peripheral figures and able to entertain mutu-
ally exclusive positions. It is as though the culture has enshrined F. Scott Fitzgerald’s
statement that the “test of a first-rate intelligence is the ability to hold two opposed
ideas in the mind at the same time, and still retain the ability to function.” We have
become more pluralist since 1950 or 1976, more willing to acknowledge the validity
of styles, movements, or idioms other than our own. We have broadened our sense of
poetic diction and have loosened our sense of propriety, and so we can now hear
Charles Bukowski’s rough-edged poetry. No longer do we need to punish Edna St.
Vincent Millay for enjoying her sexuality or for having committed the even worse
crime of being tremendously popular early in her life. In the same volume we can have
a terse, biting J. V. Cunningham epigram and a satirical rant by Kenneth Fearing.
Each is pretty much the best of its kind, and enjoyment of one implies no disloyalty
to the other. At the same time, we can no longer safely omit anything—“A Visit from
St. Nicholas,” “Paul Revere’s Ride,” “Casey at the Bat”—on the presumption that
everyone knows it. The fact is that nothing can be taken for granted. I envy readers
who have not yet encountered “Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking” or “Eros
Turannos” or “Sunday Morning” and can look forward to reading these great poems
for the first time. Rereading is a major pleasure, but nothing quite measures up to the
thrill of discovery.

* Kk k

Undoubtedly the greatest long poem by an American is Walt Whitman’s “Song of
Myself.” Both Matthiessen and Ellmann include it, and I do, too. But here is the rub:
Whitman constantly revised his poetry. He did not write multiple books, in the mod-
ern fashion. Instead he augmented and replenished the one book, Leaves of Grass. Both
Matthiessen and Ellmann print the so-called “deathbed edition” of “Song of Myself,”
which Whitman prepared in 1891 and 1892. (He died in 1892.) So this may seem a safe
choice. But I am among those who strongly prefer the 1855 edition of “Song of
Mpyself,” the original version of the poem, when it was still untitled. Leaves of Grass was
privately printed by Whitman, who also distributed it, publicized it, and wrote the only
favorable reviews that it got in 1855. It was this, the edition published on July 4, 1855,
that spurred Emerson to write to Whitinan what is probably the greatest letter a young
American poet has ever received: “I greet you at the beginning of a great career, which
yet must have had a long foreground somewhere, for such a start. I rubbed my eyes a
little to see if this sunbeam were no illusion; but the solid sense of the book is a sober
certainty. It has the best merits, namely, of fortifying & encouraging.”
Here is how the 1855 version of “Song of Myself ” begins:

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

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



INTRODUCTION  xvii

Now here is part one of “Song of Myself ” as Whitman revised it:

I celebrate myself, and sing 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, form’d 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 and 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.

I submit that in this representative instance, Whitman weakened the poem by
revising it. Line one as originally written is incomparably stronger because it relies on
one verb instead of dividing its action between two. The eight additional lines in the
later version seem not only unnecessary but work to dilute the egalitarian message by
stressing the writer’s American roots. The gain in specificity—the poet telling us he is
thirty-seven years old, the son of people who were born in this country—masks a loss
in universality. Does the poet of Democratic Vistas really wish to deny equal grace to
the immigrant and the naturalized citizen?

Here is another telling revision. In 1855, when the poet names himself in his
poem, he is “Walt Whitman, an American, one of the roughs, a kosmos.” In 1892, the
line reads as follows: “Walt Whitman, a kosmos, of Manhattan the son.” Again it
seems to me that the original is superior. The claim made for the poet is that his iden-
tity consists of three parts; he is, in order, an American, a “rough,” and a whole cos-
mos. In the later version, the primitive energy that Whitman delights in is omitted,
and instead of being “an American,” he is “of Manhattan the son”—an unnecessary
localism and a poetical inversion of the sort that Whitman at his best eschews. The
later version is more refined, less rough, and therefore less accurate, and it has lost the
musical charm of “Walt Whitman, an American, one of the roughs, a kosmos.” I could
cite other revisions, but I think these will suffice to explain why I have elected to devi-
ate from Ellmann and Matthiessen in using the 1855 version of “Song of Myself.” 1
can think of only one major anthology that represents Whitman with the 1855 “Song
of Myself,” a fact that astounds me and reinforces my resolve to break with the pack.

The whole issue of revisions and how to deal with them is unavoidable. Of
Marianne Moore’s “Poetry,” arguably her most famous poem, there are multiple ver-
sions. She revised it one final time in her Complete Poemns, a volume that she prefaced
with the declaration that “Omissions are not accidents.” The reader, turning to the
page on which “Poetry” appears, might be astonished to find that most of the poem
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has been omitted. It is a breathtaking and audacious revision: a page-long poem
reduced to less than its first three lines.* But I am not convinced by it—the original is
better, and not only because it is the version I grew up with. I believe if all we had of
that poem were the second version, we would not remember it nearly so well or with
as much affection. The revised version exhibits the virtues of brevity and unadorned
pith. But it lacks the great “imaginary gardens with real toads in them.” It gets rid of
the unusual zoological imagery, the critic “twitching his skin like a horse that feels /
a flea.” The revision is a summary statement; the original is a full argument with
Moore’s signature quotations in place of logical propositions. On the other hand,
there are Moore’s own intentions to take into account. What to do? How to proceed
when your aesthetic instincts clash with the author’s stated wishes? Moore’s own
baroque solution was to publish the original version of her poem as a footnote in her
Complete Poems. 1 decided to include both versions, leaving it to readers and students
to debate the merits of each.

It may not be a universal maxim that a poem changed after it has appeared in print
is a poem worsened by the change. But the maxim applies to W. H. Auden, another
compulsive self-revisionist. I went with the original versions of “In Memory of W. B.
Yeats,” “September 1, 1939,” and “In Praise of Limestone.” I was assisted in this judg-
ment by my students at the New School in New York City, who were asked in various
classes to imagine themselves the editors of a new anthology based on Ellmann’s New
Oxford Book of American Verse. We found that the stanzas that troubled Auden the
most—the penultimate stanza of “September 1, 1939” and stanzas two to four of part
IIT of “In Memory of W. B. Yeats,” all of which Auden dropped at one time or anoth-
er—are particularly worthy of study. The reason Auden renounced some of the poems
and prose poems he wrote prior to 1940 had more to do with morals than with aes-
thetics; he felt that the sentiments he expressed in such poems were highly objection-
able. The idea that time would pardon a writer for airing odious views in melodious
verse—that barbarous content is excused by grace of form—seemed to him, in retro-
spect, a wicked doctrine. Auden therefore removed the three stanzas that aired this
doctrine in his Yeats elegy, and it is undeniable that the poem thus altered is political-
ly more in tune with his later, more mature views. As for “September 1, 1939,” the
line “We must love one another or die” so offended its author that at various times he
(a) disowned the poem altogether, (b) printed the poem without the stanza that con-
cludes with the line, and (c) changed the line to “We must love one another and die”
(italics added). It seems to me that Auden’s objections to the line as written—that it is
mere rhetoric or that it sentimentalizes the power of love—are not adequately met by
any of the changes he proffered, all of which would fatally compromise a poem that
reaches its climax precisely with the controversial line. I cross Auden’s wishes know-
ing that Edward Mendelson, Auden’s faithful literary executor, has done the same in

* Readers of the fifth edition of the Norton Anthology of Poetry (2005) learn in a footnote that Moore reduced
the poem to “the first three lines.” This is not quite accurate. Originally the first line read, “I, too, dislike
it: there are things that are important beyond all this fiddle.” In the revision the opening line is reduced to
its first four words.
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the Selected Poems (1979), though for somewhat different reasons. Mendelson says he
wanted to produce a “historical edition” that reflects “the author’s work as it first
appeared in public rather than his final version of it.” Mendelson takes pains to defend
Auden’s revisions and would disagree with the maxim that begins this paragraph. But
readers can make up their own minds: that is one of the prerogatives of readership.
You are entitled to overrule an author’s decision, reminding yourself complacently
that had Max Brod heeded Franz Kafka’s wishes, we would have no Kafka today.
Moreover, you reserve the right to accept or reject anything—and to reverse your
position at some future date. As James Schuyler wrote of James Joyce’s Ulysses, “The
book I suppose is a masterpiece. Freedom of choice is better.”

A note on songs. A problem any anthologist of American verse must face is the status
of popular song lyrics. I love and admire the lyrics of Lorenz Hart, Johnny Mercer,
Ira Gershwin, Cole Porter, Oscar Hammerstein, Irving Berlin, Dorothy Fields,
Sammy Cahn, Yip Harburg, Frank Loesser, Carolyn Leigh, and numerous other
songwriters. Yet I feel that what they wrote forms a different genre—that in an
important sense, Ira Gershwin’s lyrics for “Can’t Get Started” need the music of
Vernon Duke just as Lorenz Hart’s words for “The Lady is a Tramp” need Richard
Rodgers’s tune. The lyrics do not quite exist independently of the notes and chords.
Mind you, I feel there are few modern love poems as affecting as “All the Things You
Are” (lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein, music by Jerome Kern) or “That Old Black
Magic” (lyrics by Johnny Mercer, music by Harold Arlen). But the great American
songbook is a category all its own, and so you will not find Lorenz Hart’s “Mountain
Greenery” or Dorothy Fields’s “A Fine Romance” or Cole Porter’s “I've Got You
Under My Skin” in these pages though each is a great American invention and all
have a permanent place in my heart. A few anthems of central cultural importance
(“A Defense of Fort McHenry,” “America the Beautiful”) are included. Otherwise 1
made only three exceptions to the rule against song lyrics: I included a Bessie Smith
blues and a Robert Johnson blues in part because of the argument, based on the work
of Langston Hughes and others, that the blues is a literary form. I also included Bob
Dylan’s “Desolation Row,” of which it can be said, as it cannot be said of “Some
Enchanted Evening,” “I Get a Kick Out of You,” “Come Rain or Come Shine,”
“Cheek to Cheek,” or “Someone to Watch over Me,” that the lyrics have an existence
apart from the music. The placement of “Desolation Row” in this anthology in the
specific company of Dylan’s contemporaries—among them Charles Simic, Frank
Bidart, Robert Hass, Lyn Hejinian, Louise Gliick, and James Tate—may help
advance consideration of the claims put forth aggressively by Christopher Ricks and
others regarding Dylan’s achievement as a poet.

5 Auden bowdlerized only one line of “In Praise of Limestone.” In the sanitized version, the line reads as
follows: “For her son, the flirtatious male who lounges / Against a rock in the sunlight.” Readers are
encouraged to compare this to the version of the line printed here, its fig leaf removed.
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To the instructor who adopts this book for classroom use. As a teacher, I have found it
useful to pair poems by different authors on the same theme or in the same form. Here
are some linkages that may stimulate classroom discussion. Both Mark Strand
(“Orpheus Alone”) and Jorie Graham (“Orpheus and Eurydice”) treat the myth of
Orpheus. Sylvia Plath’s “Mirror” might be paired with “The Mirror” of Louise Gliick,
Ruth Stone’s “Train Ride” with the poem of the same title by John Wheelwright. Rae
Armantrout’s “Traveling through the Yard” responds pungently to William Stafford’s
“Traveling through the Dark.” Both Wallace Stevens (“The Snow Man”) and Richard
Wilbur (“Boy at the Window”) have poems about snowmen. Both Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow and Hart Crane wrote poems entitled “The Bridge.” Both Kay Ryan and
Katha Pollitt have poems entitled “Failure,” and there are poems about the nature of
“Inspiration” by Henry David Thoreau, James Tate, and William Matthews. The
“things to do” genre seems to have been invented concurrently by two poets working
independently, James Schuyler and Gary Snyder, whose initiating efforts are included
here. About World War II, there is testimony from Randall Jarrell, Kenneth Koch,
Lincoln Kirstein, Karl Shapiro, Josephine Miles, Gwendolyn Brooks, and Charles
Simic. There is an entire genre of two-line poems that merits exploration. Examples
here in diverse styles come from Charles Reznikoff, J. V. Cunningham, A. R.
Ammons, Charles Simic, and Robert Pinsky. There are self-portraits by Charles
Wright (“Self-Portrait”), Donald Justice (“Self-Portrait as Stll Life”), John Ashbery
(“Self-Portrait in a Convex Mirror”), and James Merrill (“Self-Portrait in Tyvek™
Windbreaker”). Paintings by Brueghel are treated in poems by Auden and William
Carlos Williams (“Landscape with the Fall of Icarus”) and by John Berryman and
Williams (“The Hunters in the Snow”). There are villanelles by Edwin Arlington
Robinson, W. H. Auden, Theodore Roethke, Elizabeth Bishop, Donald Justice, Mark
Strand, and John Koethe; sestinas by Elizabeth Bishop (two), Anthony Hecht, Harry
Mathews, and James Cummins; ballads by Whitter, Longfellow, Auden, Elinor Wylie,
James Merrill, and Dana Gioia; sonnets by Jones Very, Frederick Goddard Tuckerman,
Emma Lazarus, Edwin Arlington Robinson, Claude McKay, Edna St. Vincent Millay,
Elinor Wylie, Donald Hall, Edwin Denby, Ted Berrigan, and Bernadette Mayer,
among others; and prose poems by such poets as Delmore Schwartz, Stanley Kunitz,
Karl Shapiro, Allen Ginsberg, W. S. Merwin, Russell Edson, Robert Hass, Lyn
Hejinian, Carolyn Forche, and James Tate.

I should add that Anthony Hecht’s “The Dover Bitch” and Tom Clark’s “Dover
Beach” demand to be read as reactions to Matthew Arnold’s “Dover Beach”; that
Pound’s “The Lake Isle” is a complex response to Yeats’s “The Lake Isle of Innisfree”
and presupposes a knowledge of that poem, though it can be enjoyed without it; that
the student of Emma Lazarus’s “the New Colossus” may profit from reading it in the
light of Shelley’s “Ozymandias”; That Billy Collins’s “Lines Composed Over Three
Thousand Miles from Tintern Abbey “can serve as a charming gloss on Wordsworth’s
great ode; and that Elizabeth Bishop’s “Crusoe in England” makes a reference to
Wordsworth’s “I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud,” which ideally should be read concur-
rently with or just before one reads Bishop’s “Crusoe.”

A note on dates. No real consistency is possible in assigning dates to the poems.
Generally we opted for the year of first publication in a book by the author, which in
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most cases is easier to find than the year of composition, even though this practice
leads to such absurdities as giving the year 1939 to a poem by the seventeenth-century
Edward Taylor for the reason that Taylor’s works, unearthed by a scholar, came into
print that year. It is often difficult to establish when a given poem was written, or
completed, or abandoned, but when strong evidence suggests a certain year, we have
gone with that to avoid anachronisms.

A last note. T have opted to provide succinct headnotes for each of the poets in the
pages that follow. I hope that these notes stimulate further reading of the poets and
their critics, biographers, and historians. And I would echo F. O. Matthiessen’s clos-
ing declaration from 1950, which applies with even greater force today: “We have
produced by now a body of poetry of absorbing quality. If this poetry reveals violent
contrasts and unresolved conflicts, it corresponds thereby to American life.”

Ithaca, New York
December 2005
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ANNE BRADSTREET (c. 1612-1672)

Born Anne Dudley in Northampton, England, the first American poet had rheumatic fever as
a child and contracted smallpox just before marrying Cambridge graduate Simon Bradstreet.
With John Winthrop’s fleet in 1630, the couple sailed to America, where both Bradstreet’s hus-
band and her father would serve as governors of Massachusetts. Anne Bradstreet became the
mother of eight children and the author of a manuscript that her brother-in-law brought back
to London and published without her knowledge in 1650 under the tide The Tenth Muse Lately
Sprung Up in America. Six years after her death a second and enlarged edition of her poems
appeared in Boston. John Berryman found it expedient to adopt her voice in his long poem
Homage to Mistress Bradstreet (1953). “I didn’t like her work, but I loved her—I sort of fell in love
with her,” he explained.

The Prologue

1
To sing of Wars, of Captaines, and of Kings,
Of Cides founded, Common-wealths begun,
For my mean Pen, are too superiour things,
And how they all, or each, their dates have run:
Let Poets, and Historians set these forth,
My obscure Verse, shal not so dim their worth.

I
But when my wondring eyes, and envious heart,
Great Bartas sugar’d lines doe but read o’re;
Foole, I doe grudge, the Muses did not part
"Twixt him and me, that over-fluent store;
A Bartas can, doe what a Bartas wil,
But simple I, according to my skill.

I
From School-boyes tongue, no Rhethorick we expect,
Nor yet a sweet Confort, from broken strings,
Nor perfect beauty, where’s a maine defect,
My foolish, broken, blemish’d Muse so sings;
And this to mend, alas, no Art is able,
’Cause Nature made it so irreparable.

v
Nor can [, like that fluent sweet tongu’d Greek
Who lisp’d at first, speake afterwards more plaine.
By Art, he gladly found what he did seeke,
A full requitall of his striving paine:
Art can doe much, but this maxime’s most sure,
A weake or wounded braine admits no cure.
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v
I am obnoxious to each carping tongue,
Who sayes, my hand a needle better fits,
A Poets Pen, all scorne, I should thus wrong;
For such despight they cast on female wits:
If what I doe prove well, it wo’nt advance,
They’l say its stolne, or else, it was by chance.

VI
But sure the antick Greeks were far more milde,
Else of our Sex, why feigned they those nine,
And poesy made, Calliope’s owne childe,
So ’mongst the rest, they plac’d the Arts divine:
But this weake knot they will full soone untye,
The Greeks did nought, but play the foole and lye.

VII
Let Greeks be Greeks, and Women what they are,
Men have precedency, and still excell,
It is but vaine, unjustly to wage war,
Men can doe best, and Women know it well;
Preheminence in each, and all is yours,
Yet grant some small acknowledgement of ours.

Vil
And oh, ye high flown quils, that soare the skies,
And ever with your prey, still catch your praise,
If e’re you daigne these lowly lines, your eyes
Give wholsome Parsley wreath, I aske no Bayes:
This meane and unrefined stuffe of mine,
Will make your glistering gold but more to shine.

1650

from Contemplations

When I behold the heavens as in their prime,
And then the earth, though old, still clad in green,
The stones and trees insensible of time,
Nor age nor wrinkle on their front are seen;
If winter come, and greenness then doth fade,
A spring returns, and they’re more youthful made.
But man grows old, lies down, remains where once he’s laid.

By birth more noble than those creatures all,
Yet seems by nature and by custom cursed —
No sooner born but grief and care make fall
That state obliterate he had at first;
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Nor youth, nor strength, nor wisdom spring again,
Nor habitations long their names retain,
But in oblivion to the final day remain.

Shall I then praise the heavens, the trees, the earth,
Because their beauty and their strength last longer?
Shall I wish there or never to had birth,
Because they’re bigger and their bodies stronger?
Nay, they shall darken, perish, fade, and die,
And when unmade so ever shall they lie;
But man was made for endless immortality.

1650

The Author to Her Book

Thou ill-formed offspring of my feeble brain,
Who after birth didst by my side remain,

Till snatched from thence by friends, less wise than true,
Who thee abroad, expos’d to publick view,

Made thee in raggs, halting to th’ press to trudg,
Where errors were not lessened (all may judge).
At thy return my blushing was not small,

My rambling brat (in print) should mother call,

I cast thee by as one unfit for light,

Thy Visage was so irksome in my sight;

Yet being mine own, at length affection would
Thy blemishes amend, if so I could:

I'wash’d thy face, but more defects I saw,

And rubbing off a spot still made a flaw.

I stretched thy joynts to make thee even feet,

Yet still thou run’st more hobling than is meet;
In better dress to trim thee was my mind,

But nought save homespun Cloth i’ th’ house I find[.]
In this array 'mongst Vulgars may’st thou roam[.]
In Criticks hands, beware thou dost not come;
And take thy way where yet thou art not known;
If for thy Father asked, say thou hadst none;
And for thy Mother, she alas is poor,

Which caus’d her thus to send thee out of door.

1678

Before the Birth of One of Her Children

All things within this fading world hath end,
Adversity doth still our joys attend;
No ties so strong, no friends so dear and sweet,
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But with death’s parting blow is sure to meet.
The sentence past is most irrevocable,

A common thing, yet oh inevitable.

How soon, my Dear, death may my steps attend,
How soon’t may be thy Lot to lose thy friend,
We are both ignorant, yet love bids me

These farewell lines to recommend to thee,
That when that knot’s untied that made us one,
I may seem thine, who in effect am none.

And if I see not half my dayes that’s due,

What nature would, God grant to yours and you;
The many faults that well you know I have

Let be interr’d in my oblivious grave;

If any worth or virtue were in me,

Let that live freshly in thy memory

And when thou feel’st no grief, as I no harms,
Yet love thy dead, who long lay in thine arms.
And when thy loss shall be repaid with gains
Look to my little babes[,] my dear remains.

And if thou love thyself, or loved’st me[,]

These o protect from step Dames injury.

And if chance to thine eyes shall bring this verse,
With some sad sighs honour my absent Herse;
And kiss this paper for thy loves dear sake,

Who with salt tears this last Farewel did take.

1678

To My Dear and Loving Husband

If ever two were one, then surely we.

If ever man were lov’d by wife, then thee;

If ever wife was happy in a man,

Compare with me ye women if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold,
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.

My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,
Nor ought but love from thee, give recompense.
Thy love is such I can no way repay,

The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.
Then while we live, in love lets so persever,
That when we live no more, we may live ever.

1678
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EDWARD TAYLOR (1642-1729)

Edward Taylor was born in Leicestershire, England. He emigrated to New England in 1668,
graduated from Harvard University, became a minister in the frontier village of Westfield,
Massachusetts, and applied his powers of oratory to his pastoral duties. His poems remained
unknown until the scholar Thomas H. Johnson discovered them in a bound manuscript book
at the Yale University Library and published a selection in 1937. Taylor “was a Puritan minis-
ter in the 1680s on the remotest American frontier writing an often ecstatic poetry in a style
strongly reminiscent of George Herbert but verging on a contnental, Roman Catholic
baroque, a minister who also, it should be added, was the author of a number of virulently anti-
Papist works” (Robert Hass). When Taylor died, the only book of English verse in his library
was by Anne Bradstreet.

Meditation 111 (Canticles I:3: Thy Good Ointment)

How Sweet a Lord is mine? If any should
Guarded, Engarden’d, nay, Imbosomd bee
In reechs of Odours, Gales of Spices, Folds
Of Aromaticks, Oh! how Sweet was hee?
He would be Sweet, and yet his sweetest Wave
Compar’de to thee my Lord, no Sweet would have.

A Box of Ointments, broke; Sweetness most sweet
A surge of Spices: Odours Common Wealth,

A Pillar of Perfume: a Steaming Reech
Of Aromatick Clouds: All Saving Health
Sweetness itselfe thou art: And I presume
In Calling of thee Sweet, who art Perfume.

But Woe is mee! who have so quick a Sent

To Catch perfumes pufft out from Pincks, and Roses
And other Muscadalls, as they get Vent,

Out of their Mothers Wombs to bob our noses.

And yet thy sweet perfume doth seldom latch

My Lord, within my Mammulary Catch.

Am I denos’de? or doth the Worlds ill Sents
Engarison my nosthrills narrow bore?

Or is my Smell lost in these Damps it Vents?
And shall I never finde it any more?
Or is it like the Hawks, or Hownds whose breed
Take Stincking Carrion for Perfume indeed?

This is my Case. All things smell sweet to mee:
Except thy sweetness, Lord. Expell these damps.
Break up this Garison: and let me see
Thy Aromaticks pitching in these Camps.
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Oh! let the Clouds of thy sweet Vapours rise,
And both my Mammularies Circumcise.

Shall spirits thus my Mammularies Suck?
(As Witches Elves their teats,) and draw from thee
My Dear, Dear Spirit after fumes of muck?
Be Dunghill Damps more sweet than Graces bee?
Lord, clear these Caves; these Passes take, and keep.
And in these Quarters lodge thy Odours sweet.

Lord, breake thy Box of Ointment on my Head;
Let thy sweet Powder powder all my hair:

My Spirits let with thy perfumes be fed.
And make thy Odours, Lord, my nosthrills fare.
My Soule shall in thy Sweets then Soar to thee:
I'le be thy Love, thou my Sweet Lord shalt bee.

c. 1682

Meditation VI (Canticles II:1: I am . . . the lily of the valleys.)

Am I thy gold? Or Purse, Lord, for thy Wealth;
Whether in mine or mint refinde for thee?

Ime counted so, but count me o’re thyselfe,
Lest gold washt face, and brass in Heart I bee.
I Feare my Touchstone touches when I try
Mee, and my Counted Gold too overly.

Am I new minted by thy Stamp indeed?
Mine Eyes are dim; I cannot clearly see.
Be thou my Spectacles that I may read
Thine Image and Inscription stampt on mee.
If thy bright Image do upon me stand,
I am a Golden Angell in thy hand.

Lord, make my Soule thy Plate: thine Image bright
Within the Circle of the same enfoile.
And on its brims in golden Letters write
Thy Superscription in an Holy style.
Then I shall be thy Money, thou my Hord:
Let me thy Angell bee, bee thou my Lord.

c. 1682

The Preface [to God’s Determinations]

Infinity, when all things it beheld
In Nothing, and of Nothing all did build,
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Upon what Base was fixt the Lath, wherein
He turn’d this Globe, and riggalld it so trim?
Who blew the Bellows of his Furnace Vast?
Or held the Mould wherein the world was Cast?
Who laid its Corner Stone? Or whose Command?
Where stand the Pillars upon which it stands?
Who Lac’de and Fillitted the earth so fine,
With Rivers like green Ribbons Smaragdine?
Who made the Sea’s its Selvedge, and it locks
Like a Quilt Ball within a Silver Box?
Who spread its Canopy? Or Curtains Spun?
Who in this Bowling Alley bowld the Sun?
Who made it always when it rises set
"To go at once both down, and up to get?
Who th’Curtain rods made for this Tapistry?
Who hung the twinckling Lanthorns in the Sky?
Who? who did this? or who is he? Why, know
Its Onely Might Almighty this did doe.
His hand hath made this noble worke which Stands
His Glorious Handywork not made by hands.
Who spake all things from nothing; and with ease
Can speake all things to nothing, if he please.
Whose Little finger at his pleasure Can
Out mete ten thousand worlds with halfe a Span:
Whose Might Almighty can by half a looks
Root up the rocks and rock the hills by th’roots.
Can take this mighty World up in his hande,
And shake it like a Squitchen or 2 Wand.
Whose single Frown will make the Heavens shake
Like as an aspen leafe the Winde makes quake.
Oh! what a might is this Whose single frown
Doth shake the world as it would shake it down?
Which All from Nothing fet, from Nothing, All:
Hath All on Nothing set, lets Nothing fall.
Gave All to nothing Man indeed, whereby
Through nothing man all might him Glorify.
In Nothing then imbosst the brightest Gem
More pretious than all pretiousness in them.
But Nothing man did throw down all by Sin:
And darkened that lightsom Gem in him.

That now his Brightest Diamond is grown

Darker by far than any Coalpit Stone.

c. 1685

Upon a Spider Catching a Fly

Thou sorrow, venom Elfe.
Is this thy play,

7
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To spin a web out of thyselfe
To Catch a Fly?
For Why?

1 saw a pettish wasp
Fall tfoule therein.
Whom yet thy Whorle pins did not clasp
Lest he should fling
His sting.

But as affraid, remote
Didst stand hereat
And with thy little fingers stroke
And gently tap
His back.

Thus gently him didst treate
Lest he should pet,
And in a froppish, waspish heate
Should greatly fret
Thy net.

Whereas the silly Fly,
Caught by its leg
Thou by the throate tookst hastily
And ’hinde the head
Bite Dead.

This goes to pot, that not
Nature doth call.
Strive not above what strength hath got
Lest in the brawle
Thou fall.

This Frey seems thus to us.
Hells Spider gets
His intrails spun to whip Cords thus
And wove to nets
And sets.

To tangle Adams race
In’s stratigems
To their Destructions, spoil’d, made base
By venom things
Damn’d Sins.

But mighty, Gracious Lord
Communicate
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Thy Grace to breake the Cord, afford
Us Glorys Gate
And State.

We’l Nightingaile sing like
When pearcht on high
In Glories Cage, thy glory, bright,
And thankfully,
For joy.

published 1939

Huswifery

Make me, O Lord, thy Spining Wheele compleate.
Thy Holy Worde my Distaff make for mee.
Make mine Affections thy Swift Flyers neate
And make my Soule thy holy Spoole to bee.
My Conversation make to be thy Reele
And reele the yarn thereon spun of thy Wheele.

Make me thy Loome then, knit therein this Twine:
And make thy Holy Spirit, Lord, winde quills:

Then weave the Web thyselfe. Thy yarn is fine.
Thine Ordinances make my Fulling Mills.
Then dy the same in Heavenly Colours Choice,
All pinkt with Varnisht Flowers of Paradise.

Then cloath therewith mine Understanding, Will,
Affections, Judgement, Conscience, Memory
My Words, and Actions, that their shine may fill
My wayes with glory and thee glorify.
Then mine apparell shall display before yee
That I am Cloathd in Holy robes for glory.

published 1939

PHILIP FRENEAU (1752-1832)

Philip Freneau, the “Poet of the American Revolution,” was also (in F. O. Matthiessen’s words)
“the first American to think of himself as a professional poet.” Freneau hobnobbed with presi-
dents. He roomed with James Madison at Princeton University and would later bring his silver
tongue to bear on the side of Madison and Thomas Jefferson in their ideological disputes with
Alexander Hamilton. The poet fought in the Revolutionary War, and in 1780 he was captured
by the British, held for six weeks, and treated brutally on the prison ship Scorpion. Freneau wrote
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much satirical journalism (under the pseudonym Robert Slender), edited an anti-Federalist
newspaper that rankled President Washington, and served more than once as a ship’s captain.
His Poemns Written and Published during the American Revolutionary War appeared in two volumes
in 1809. On his way home on foot from a tavern, he lost his way in a snowstorm and died on
18 December 1832.

On the Emigration to America and
Peopling the Western Country

To western woods, and lonely plains,
Palemon from the crowd departs,
Where Nature’s wildest genius reigns,
To tame the soil, and plant the arts —
What wonders there shall freedom show,
What mighty states successive grow!

From Europe’s proud, despotic shores
Hither the stranger takes his way,

And in our new found world explores

A happier soil, a milder sway,

Where no proud despot holds him down,
No slaves insult him with a crown.

What charming scenes attract the eye,
On wild Ohio’s savage stream!

There Nature reigns, whose works outvie
The boldest pattern art can frame;

There ages past have rolled away,

And forests bloomed but to decay.

From these fair plains, these rural seats,
So long concealed, so lately known,
The unsocial Indian far retreats,

To make some other clime his own,
When other streams, less pleasing flow,
And darker forests round him grow.

Great sire of floods! whose varied wave
Through climes and countries takes its way,
"To whom creating Nature gave

Ten thousand streams to swell thy sway!
No longer shall they useless prove,

Nor idly through the forests rove;

Nor longer shall your princely flood
From distant lakes be swelled in vain,
Nor longer through a darksome wood
Advance, unnoticed, to the main,
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Far other ends, the heavens decree —
And commerce plans new freights for thee.

While virtue warms the generous breast,
There heaven-born freedom shall reside,
Nor shall the voice of war molest,

Nor Europe’s all-aspiring pride —
There Reason shall new laws devise,
And order from confusion rise.

Forsaking kings and regal state,

With all their pomp and fancied bliss,

The traveler owns, convinced though late,
No realm so free, so blessed as this —
The east is half to slaves consigned,
Where kings and priests enchain the mind.

O come the time, and haste the day,
When man shall man no longer crush,
When Reason shall enforce her sway,
Nor these fair regions raise our blush,
Where still the African complains,
And mourns his yet unbroken chains.

Far brighter scenes a future age,

The muse predicts, these states will hail,
Whose genius may the world engage,
Whose deeds may over death prevail,
And happier systems bring to view,
Than all the eastern sages knew.

1785

The Wild Honey Suckle

Fair flower, that dost so comely grow,
Hid in this silent, dull retreat,
Untouched thy honied blossoms blow,
Unseen thy little branches greet:
No roving foot shall crush thee here,
No busy hand provoke a tear.

By Nature’s self in white arrayed

She bade thee shun the vulgar eye,

And planted here the guardian shade,

And sent soft waters murmuring by;
Thus quietly thy summer goes,
Thy days declining to repose.

11
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Smit with those charms, that must decay,
I grieve to see your future doomy;
They died — nor were those flowers more gay,
The flowers that did in Eden bloom;
Unpitying frosts, and Autumn’s power
Shall leave no vestige of this flower.

From morning suns and evening dews

At first thy little being came:

If nothing once, you nothing lose,

For when you die you are the same;
The space between, is but an hour,
The frail duration of a flower.

1786

The Indian Burying Ground

In spite of all the learned have said,
I still my old opinion keep;

The posture, that we give the dead,
Points out the soul’s eternal sleep.

Not so the ancients of these lands —
The Indian, when from life released,
Again is seated with his friends,

And shares again the joyous feast.

His imaged birds, and painted bowl,
And venison, for a journey dressed.
Bespeak the nature of the soul,
ACTIVITY, that knows no rest.

His bow, for action ready bent,
And arrows, with a head of stone,
Can only mean that life is spent,
And not the old ideas gone.

Thou, stranger, that shalt come this way,
No fraud upon the dead commit —
Observe the swelling turf, and say

They do not /e, but here they siz,

Here still a lofty rock remains,

On which the curious eye may trace
(Now wasted, half, by wearing rains)
The fancies of a ruder race.
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Here still an aged elm aspires,
Beneath whose far-projecting shade
(And which the shepherd still admires)
The children of the forest played!

There oft a restless Indian queen

(Pale Shebah, with her braided hair)
And many a barbarous form is seen
To chide the man that lingers there.

By midnight moons, o’er moistening dews,
In habit for the chase arrayed,

The hunter still the deer pursues,

The hunter and the deer, a shade!

And long shall timorous fancy see
The painted chief, and pointed spear,
And Reason’s self shall bow the knee
To shadows and delusions here.

1788

PHILLIS WHEATLEY (1753-1784)

A slave ship brought Phillis Wheatley from West Africa to Boston in 1761. John Wheatley, a
wealthy tailor, and his wife, Susannah, purchased her and gave her an American name. Her first
poem appeared in print in a Newport, Rhode Island, newspaper in 1767. In 1773, thirty-nine
of her poems were published in London as Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral. This,
her only collection of poems, was the first published book by an African-American. She was
freed in 1778 and married a freedman, John Peters, but the marriage turned out badly.
Abandoned by Peters, she lived in penury in Boston. She had already lost two children, and a
third lay mortally ill, when she died and was buried in an unmarked grave.

On Being Brought from Africa to America

"Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand
‘That there’s a God, that there’s a Saviour too:
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,
“Their colour is a diabolic die.”

Remember, Christians, Negroes, black as Cain,
May be refin’d, and join th’ angelic train.

1773
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1o The Right Honovable William, Eavl of Dartmouth

Hail, happy day, when, smiling like the morn,
Fair Freedom rose New England to adorn:
The northern clime beneath her genial ray,
Dartmouth, congratulates thy blissful sway:
Elate with hope her race no longer mourns,
Each soul expands, each grateful bosom burns,
While in thine hand with pleasure we behold
The silken reins, and Freedom’s charms unfold.
Long lost to realms beneath the northern skies
She shines supreme, while hated faction dies:
Soon as appear’d the Goddess long desir’d,
Sick as the view, she languish’d and expir’d;
Thus from the splendors of the morning light
The owl in sadness seeks the caves of night.

No more America in mournful strain
Of wrongs, and grievance unredress’d complain,
No longer shalt thou dread the iron chain,
Which wanton Tyranny with lawless hand
Had made, and which it meant ¢’ enslave the land.

Should you, my lord, while you peruse my song,
Wonder from whence my love of Freedom sprung,
Whence flow these wishes for the common good,
By feeling hearts alone best understood,

* I, young in life, by seeming cruel fate
Was snatch’d from Afric’s fancy’d happy seat:
What pangs excruciating must molest,
What sorrows labour in my parent’s breast!
Steel’d was the soul and by no misery mov’d
That from a father seiz’d his babe belov’d.
Such, such my case. And can I then but pray
Others may never feel tyrannic sway?

For favours past, great Sir, our thanks are due,

And thee we ask thy favours to renew,

Since in thy pow’r, as in thy will before,

To sooth the griefs, which thou did’st once deplore.
May heav’nly grace the sacred sanction give

To all thy works, and thou for ever live

Not only on the wings of fleeting Fame,

Though praise immortal crowns the patriot’s name,
But to conduct to heav’n’s refulgent fane,

May fiery courses sweep th’ ethereal plain,

And bear thee upwards to that blest abode,

Where, like prophet, thou shalt find thy God.

1773
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JOEL BARLOW (1754-1812)

The son of a wealthy Connecticut farmer, Joel Barlow volunteered for the American army while
a Yale undergraduate. He joined a circle of “Hartford wits” in the 1780s before leaving with his
wife for Europe, where he lived for seventeen years. Like Freneau, he counted Thomas
Jefterson and James Madison among his friends. “Hasty pudding,” which has been called “colo-
nial America’s fast food,” provoked Barlow to write his mirthful poem in 1793. Appointed U.S.
ambassador to France in 1811, Barlow traveled from Paris to Vilna to negotiate a trade agree-
ment with Napoleon. He was caught in the retreat of the French army from Russia and died
near Krakéw in Poland on the day before Christmas, 1812.

The Hasty-Pudding
Canto 1

Ye Alps audacious, thro’ the Heavens that rise,
To cramp the day and hide me from the skies;

Ye Gallic flags, that o’er their heights unfurl’d,
Bear death to kings, and freedom to the world,
I sing not you. A softer theme I chuse,

A virgin theme, unconscious of the Muse,

But fruitful, rich, well suited to inspire

The purest frenzy of poetic fire.

Despise it not, ye Bards to terror steel’d,
‘Who hurl’d your thunders round the epic field;
Nor ye who strain your midnight throats to sing
Joys that the vineyard and the still-house bring;
Or on some distant fair your notes employ,
And speak of raptures that you ne’er enjoy.

I sing the sweets I know, the charms I feel,

My morning incense, and my evening meal,
The sweets of Hasty-Pudding. Come, dear bowl,
Glide o’er my palate, and inspire my soul.

The milk beside thee, smoking from the kine,
Its substance mingled, married in with thine,
Shall cool and temper thy superior heat,

And save the pains of blowing while I eat.

Oh! could the smooth, the emblematic song
Flow like thy genial juices o’er my tongue,
Could those mild morsels in my numbers chime,
And, as they roll in substance, roll in rhyme,
No more thy aukward unpoetic name
Should shun the Muse, or prejudice thy fame;
But rising grateful to the accustom’d ear,

All Bards should catch it, and all realms revere!

Assist me first with pious toil to trace
Thro’ wrecks of time thy lineage and thy race;
Declare what lovely squaw, in days of yore,
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(Ere great Columbus sought thy native shore)
First gave thee to the world; her works of fame
Have liv'd indeed, but liv’d without a name.
Some tawny Ceres, goddess of her days,

First learn’d with stones to crack the well-dry’d maize,
Thro’ the rough sieve to shake the golden show’r,
In boiling water stir the yellow flour.

The yellow flour, bestrew’d and stir’d with haste,
Swells in the flood and thickens to a paste,

Then puffs and wallops, rises to the brim,

Drinks the dry knobs that on the surface swim:
The knobs at last the busy ladle breaks,

And the whole mass its true consistence takes.

Could but her sacred name, unknown so long,
Rise like her labors, to the sons of song,

To her, to them, I’d consecrate my lays,

And blow her pudding with the breath of praise.

If ’twas Oella, whom I sang before,

1 here ascribe her one great virtue more.

Not thro’ the rich Peruvian realms alone

The fame of Sol’s sweet daughter should be known,
But o’er the world’s wide climes should live secure,
Far as his rays extend, as long as they endure.

Dear Hasty-Pudding, what unpromis’d joy
Expands my heart, to meet thee in Savoy!
Doom’d o’er the world thro’ devious paths to roam,
Each clime my country, and each house my home,
My soul is sooth’d, my cares have found an end,
I greet my long-lost, unforgotten friend.

For thee thro’ Paris, that corrupted town,
How long in vain I wandered up and down,
Where shameless Bacchus, with his drenching hoard
Cold from his cave usurps the morning board.
London is lost in smoke and steep’d in tea;
No Yankey there can lisp the name of thee:
The uncouth word, a libel on the town,
Would call a proclamation from the crown.
For climes oblique, that fear the sun’s full rays,
Chill’d in their fogs, exclude the generous maize;
A grain whose rich luxuriant growth requires
Short gentle showers, and bright etherial fires.

But here tho’ distant from our native shore,
With mutual glee we meet and laugh once more,
The same! I know thee by that yellow face,

That strong complexion of true Indian race,

Which time can never change, nor soil impair,

Nor Alpine snows, nor Turkey’s morbid air;

For endless years, thro’ every mild domain,

Where grows the maize, there thou art sure to reign.
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But man, more fickle, the bold licence claims,
In different realms to give thee different names.
Thee the soft nations round the warm Levant
Palanta call, the French of course Polante;

E’en in thy native regions, how I blush

To hear the Pennsylvanians call thee Mush!

On Hudson’s banks, while men of Belgic spawn
Insult and eat thee by the name suppawn.

All spurious appellations, void of truth:

I’ve better known thee from my earliest youth,
Thy name is Hasty-Pudding! thus our sires
Were wont to greet thee fuming from their fires;
And while they argu’d in thy just defence

With logic clear, they thus explained the sense: —
“In haste the boiling cauldron o’er the blaze,
Receives and cooks the ready-powder’d maize;
In haste 'tis serv’d, and then in equal haste,
With cooling milk, we make the sweet repast.
No carving to be done, no knife to grate

The tender ear, and wound the stony plate;
But the smooth spoon, just fitted to the lip,
And taught with art the yielding mass to dip,
By frequent journies to the bowl well stor’d,
Performs the hasty honors of the board.”

Such is thy name, significant and clear,

A name, a sound to every Yankey dear,

But most to me, whose heart and palate chaste
Preserve my pure hereditary taste.

There are who strive to stamp with disrepute
The luscious food, because it feeds the brute;
In tropes of high-strain’d wit, while gaudy prigs
Compare thy nursling man to pamper’d pigs;
With sovereign scorn I treat the vulgar jest,
Nor fear to share thy bounties with the beast.
What though the generous cow gives me to quaff
The milk nutritious; am I then a calf?

Or can the genius of the noisy swine,

Tho’ nurs’d on pudding, thence lay claim to mine?

Sure the sweet song, I fashion to thy praise,

Runs more melodious than the notes they raise.
My song resounding in its grateful glee,

No merit claims; I praise myself in thee.

My father lov’d thee through his length of days:

For thee his fields were shaded o’er with maize;

From thee what health, what vigour he possest,

Ten sturdy freemen sprung from him attest;

Thy constellation rul’d my natal morn,

And all my bones were made of Indian corn.

Delicious grain! whatever form it take,

17
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To roast or boil, to smother or to bake,
In every dish ’tis welcome still to me,
But most, my Hasty-Pudding, most in thee.

Let the green Succatash with thee contend,
Let beans and corn their sweetest juices blend,
Let butter drench them in its yellow tide,

And a long slice of bacon grace their side;
Not all the plate, how fam’d soe’er it be,
Can please my palate like a bowl of thee.

Some talk of Hoe-cake, fair Virginia’s pride,
Rich Johnny-cake this mouth has often tri’d;
Both please me well, their virtues much the same;
Alike their fabric, as allied their fame,

Except in dear New-England, where the last
Receives a dash of pumpkin in the paste,

To give it sweetness and improve the taste.

But place them all before me, smoaking hot,
The big round dumplin rolling from the pot;
The pudding of the bag, whose quivering breast,
With suet lin’d leads on the Yankey feast;

The Charlotte brown, within whose crusty sides
A belly soft the pulpy apple hides;

The yellow bread, whose face like amber glows,
And all of Indian that the bake-pan knows —
You tempt me not — my fav’rite greets my eyes,
To that lov’d bowl my spoon by instinct flies.

1793

FRANCIS SCOTT KEY (1779-1843)

On 14 September 1814, when the United States was at war with Britain, Francis Scott Key
witnessed the British bombardment of Baltimore, which lasted twenty-five hours. At dawn,
observing the American flag still waving over Fort McHenry, Key wrote the words of “The
Star-Spangled Banner” (as it came to be known) to the tune of an eighteenth-century drinking
song (John Stafford Smith’s “To Anacreon in Heaven”). It was published as “Defence of Fort
McHenry” in the Baltimore American on 21 September 1814. Shortly after, Thomas Carr’s
Baltimore music store published Key’s words and Smith’s music under the title “The Star-
Spangled Banner.” It became enormously popular and was made the national anthem by an act
of Congress in 1931.

Defence of Fort McHenry

O! say can you see, by the dawn’s early light,
What so proudly we hail’d at the twilight’s last gleaming,
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Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the perilous fight,
O’er the ramparts we watch’d, were so gallantly streaming?
And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there —
O, say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the brave?

On the shore, dimly seen through the mists of the deep,
Where the foe’s haughty host in dread silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze o’er the towering steep,
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning’s first beam,
In full glory reflected now shines on the stream —
"Tis the star-spangled banner, O! long may it wave
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the brave.

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore
That the havoc of war and the battle’s confusion
A home and a country should leave us no more?
Their blood has wash’d out their foul foot-steps’ pollution.
No refuge could save the hireling and slave,
From the terror of flight or the gloom of the grave;
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the brave.

O! thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand
Between their lov’d home, and the war’s desolation,
Blest with vict'ry and peace, may the heav’n-rescued land
Praise the power that hath made and preserv’d us a nation!
Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just,
And this be our motto — “In God is our trust!”
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the brave.

1814

CLEMENT MOORE (1779-1863)

Clement Moore was the only son of Benjamin Moore, president of Columbia College and bish-
op of the Protestant Episcopal Church in New York City. A graduate of Columbia College, he
married Catherine Elizabeth Taylor in 1813, and they settled in Chelsea, in what was then a
country estate beyond the city limits. He wrote “A Visit from Saint Nicholas” in 1822 as a
Christmas gift for his children.
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A Visit from St. Nicholas

"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that ST. NICHOLAS soon would be there;
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And Mamma in her ’kerchief, and I in my cap,

Had just settled down for a long winter’s nap;

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,

I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow,
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below,

When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny rein-deer,
With a little old driver, so lively and quick,

I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,

And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name;
“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet! on Cupid' on, Donder and Blitzen!

To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall!

Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!”

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky;
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew,

With the sleigh full of Toys, and St. Nicholas too.
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof,

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof —

As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot;
A bundle of Toys he had flung on his back,

And he look’d like a pedlar just opening his pack.
His eyes — how they twinkled! his dimples how merry!
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,

And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow;
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,

And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath;
He had a broad face and a little round belly,

That shook when he laughed, like a bowlfull of jelly.
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,

And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself,
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A wink of his eye and a twist of his head,

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread;

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And fill’d all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thiste.
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight,
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night!”

1822

Fr1z-GREENE HALLECK (1790-1867)

Fitz-Greene Halleck was born in Guilford, Connecticut. He worked at a bank in New York City,
mastered what he called “this bank-note world,” and went on to become John Jacob Astor’s
personal secretary. In the anthology From Confucius to Cummings, Ezra Pound included selections
from Halleck’s narrative poem Fanny, claiming that the American poet compared favorably with
Lord Byron. While it is difficult to credit this claim, Halleck’s overlooked narrative demonstrates
the vitality of an American comic tradidon. A statue of Fitz-Greene Halleck is in Central Park
at East 66th Street in New York City.

from Fanny
1

Fanny was younger once than she is now,
And prettier of course: I do not mean
To say that there are wrinkles on her brow;

Yet, to be candid, she is past eighteen —
Perhaps past twenty — but the girl is shy
About her age, and Heaven forbid that I

i
Should get myself in trouble by revealing
A secret of this sort; I have too long
Loved pretty women with a poet’s feeling,
And when a boy, in day dream and in song,
Have knelt me down and worshipp’d them: alas!
They never thank’d me for’t — but let that pass.

A%
Her father kept, some fifteen years ago,
A retail dry-good shop in Chatham-street,
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And nursed his little earnings, sure though slow,
Till, having muster’d wherewithal to meet

The gaze of the great world, he breathed the air

Of Pearl-street — and “set up” in Hanover-square.

VI
Money is power, ’tis said — I never tried;
I'm but a poet — and bank-notes to me
Are curiosities, as closely eyed,
Whene’er I get them, as a stone would be,
Toss’d from the moon on Doctor Mitchill’s table,
Or classic brickbat from the tower of Babel.

vl
But he I sing of well has known and felt
That money hath a power and a dominion;
For when in Chatham-street the good man dwelt,
No one would give a sous for his opinion.
And though his neighbours were extremely civil,
Yet, on the whole, they thought him — a poor devil,

VIII
A decent kind of person; one whose head
Was not of brains particularly full;
It was not known that he had ever said
Any thing worth repeating — ’twas a dull,
Good, honest man — what Paulding’s muse would call

A “cabbage head” — but he excelled them all

X
In that most noble of the sciences,
The art of making money; and he found
The zeal for quizzing him grew less and less,
As he grew richer; till upon the ground
Of Pearl-street, treading proudly in the might
And majesty of wealth, a sudden light

X
Flash’d like the midnight lightning on the eyes
Of all who knew him; brilliant traits of mind,
And genius, clear and countless as the dies
Upon the peacock’s plumage; taste refined,
Wisdom and wit, were his — perhaps much more.
"Twas strange they had not found it out before.

XXV
Dear to the exile is his native land,
In memory’s twilight beauty seen afar:
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Dear to the broker is a note of hand,
Collaterally secured — the polar star

Is dear at midnight to the sailor’s eyes,

And dear are Bristed’s volumes at “half price;”

XXVI
But dearer far to me each fairy minute
Spent in that fond forgetfulness of grief;
There is an airy web of magic in it,
As in Othello’s pocket-handkerchief,
Veiling the wrinkles on the brow of sorrow,
The gathering gloom to-day, the thunder cloud to-morrow.

XLI
Since that wise pedant, Johnson, was in fashion,
Manners have changed as well as moons; and he
Would fret himself once more into a passion,
Should he return (which heaven forbid!), and see,
How strangely from his standard dictionary,
The meaning of some words is made to vary.

XLII
For instance, an #ndress at present means
The wearing a pelisse, a shawl, or so;
Or any thing you please, in short, that screens
The face, and hides the form from top to toe;
Of power to brave a quizzing-glass, or storm —
"Tis worn in summer, when the weather’s warm.

XLIII
But a full dress is for a winter’s night.
The most genteel is made of “woven air;”
That kind of classic cobweb, soft and light,
Which Lady Morgan’s Ida used to wear.
And ladies, this aérial manner dress’d in,
Look Eve-like, angel-like, and interesting.

1821

WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT (1794-1878)

Born in a log cabin in Cummington, Massachusetts, William Cullen Bryant wrote
“Thanatopsis” when he was seventeen years old. The author Richard Henry Dana thought it
was a hoax: “No one, on this side of the Atlantic, is capable of writing such verses.” In Richard
Wilbur’s view, Bryant’s “To a Waterfowl” may be “America’s first flawless poem.” (Matthew
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Arnold had previously called it “the most perfect brief poem in the language.”) Bryant gave up
a law practice to pursue a literary career. In 1829 he became editor of the New York Evening Post,
a position he held for nearly fifty years. In his seventies, Bryant translated the I/izd and the
Odyssey. After dedicating a statue of the Italian patriot Giuseppe Mazzini in Central Park on 29
May 1878, he collapsed in the heat and died two weeks later.

Thanatopsis

To him who in the love of Nature holds
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks
A various language; for his gayer hours
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile
And eloquence of beauty, and she glides
Into his darker musings, with a mild
And healing sympathy, that steals away
Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When thoughts
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight
Over thy spirit, and sad images
Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,

And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart; —
Go forth, under the open sky, and list

To Nature’s teachings, while from all around —
Earth and her waters, and the depths of air —
Comes a still voice — Yet a few days, and thee
The all-beholding sun shall see no more

In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground,
Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist

Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again,

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up
Thine individual being, shalt thou go

To mix for ever with the elements,

To be a brother to the insensible rock

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain
Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak
Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould.

Yet not to thine eternal resting-place
Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish
Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down
With patriarchs of the infant world — with kings,
The powerful of the earth — the wise, the good,
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,
All in one mighty sepulchre. The hills
Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun, — the vales
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Stretching in pensive quietness between;

The venerable woods — rivers that move

In majesty, and the complaining brooks

That make the meadows green; and, poured round all,
Old Ocean’s gray and melancholy waste, —

Are but the solemn decorations all

Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun,

The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,

Are shining on the sad abodes of death,

Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread
The globe are but a handful to the tribes

That slumber in its bosom. — Take the wings
Of morning, pierce the Barcan wilderness,

Or lose thyself in the continuous woods

Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound,
Save his own dashings — yet the dead are there:
And millions in those solitudes, since first

The flight of years began, have laid them down
In their last sleep — the dead reign there alone.
So shalt thou rest, and what if thou withdraw

In silence from the living, and no friend

"Take note of thy departure? All that breathe

Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh

When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care
Plod on, and each one as before will chase

His favorite phantom; yet all these shall leave
Their mirth and their employments, and shall come
And make their bed with thee. As the long train
Of ages glide away, the sons of men,

The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes
In the full strength of years, matron and maid,
The speechless babe, and the gray-headed man —
Shall one by one be gathered to thy side,

By those, who in their turn shall follow them.

So live, that when thy summons comes to join
The innumerable caravan, which moves
"To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
His chamber in the silent halls of death,
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,
Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.

1811

25



26 WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT

1o a Waterfow!

Whither, midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day,
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way?

Vainly the fowler’s eye
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
As, darkly seen against the crimson sky,

Thy figure floats along.

Seek’st thou the plashy brink

Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,

Or where the rocking billows rise and sink
On the chafed ocean-side?

There is a Power whose care
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast —
The desert and illimitable air —

Lone wandering, but not lost.

All day thy wings have fanned,
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere,
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night is near.

And soon that toil shall end;
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend,
Soon, o’er thy sheltered nest.

Thou’rt gone, the abyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart
Deeply has sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

He who, from zone to zone,
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,
In the long way that I must tread alone,

Will lead my steps aright.

1817

Sonnet — 1o an American Painter Departing for Europe

Thine eyes shall see the light of distant skies:
Yet, Cole! thy heart shall bear to Europe’s strand
A living image of thy native land,
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Such as on thy own glorious canvass lies.
Lone lakes — savannahs where the bison roves —
Rocks rich with summer garlands — solemn streams —
Skies, where the desert eagle wheels and screams —
Spring bloom and autumn blaze of boundless groves.
Fair scenes shall greet thee where thou goest — fair,
But different — every where the trace of men,
Paths, homes, graves, ruins, from the lowest glen
To where life shrinks from the fierce Alpine air.
Gaze on them, till the tears shall dim thy sight,
But keep that earlier, wilder image bright.

1829

RALPH WALDO EMERSON (1803-1882)

Ralph Waldo Emerson was born in Boston, went to Harvard, completed his studies for the min-
istry and became, in 1830, the sole pastor of the Second Unitarian Church in Boston. A crisis
of faith caused him to resign his position in 1833 and to strike out on his own. The great
American essayist and orator thought himself a poet first but wrote his truest poetry in his
prose. In retrospect, such indispensable essays as “Self-Reliance,” “Nature,” “Compensation,”
and “The Poet” seem to contain a series of predictions and prophecies that have come to pass.
Emerson seems sometimes to have invented, or at least envisioned, American literature as an
entity unto itself rather than as a tributary of a mainstream English or British tradition. Read
Walt Whitman in the light of Emerson’s essays and you see a pattern. Emerson will make a
robust declaration in aphoristic prose (“A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds,
adored by little statesmen and philosophers and divines”) and Whitman will take the same sen-
timent and turn it into a lyric cry (“Do I contradict myself?/Very well then. . . . I contradict
myself./I am large. . . . I contain multitudes”). Whitman acknowledged the debt: “I was sim-
mering, simmering, simmering; Emerson brought me to a boil.” It is irresistible to quote
Emerson, the “sage of Concord.” The American “bard,” he wrote, must “mount to paradise/By
the stairway of surprise.” On the autonomy of the self: “There is a time in every man’s educaton
when he arrives at the convicdon that envy is ignorance; that imitation is suicide.” On love: “From
the necessity of loving none are exempt, and he that loves must utter his desires.” On death: “I
think we may be sure that, whatever may come after death, no one will be disappointed.”

A Letter

Dear brother, would you know the life,

Please God, that I would lead?

On the first wheels that quit this weary town

Over yon western bridges I would ride

And with a cheerful benison forsake

Each street and spire and roof incontinent.

Then would I seek where God might guide my steps,
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Deep in a woodland tract, a sunny farm,

Amid the mountain counties, Hant, Franklin, Berks,
Where down the rock ravine a river roars,

Even from a brook, and where old woods

Not tamed and cleared cumber the ground

With their centennial wrecks.

Find me a slope where I can feel the sun

And mark the rising of the early stars.

There will I bring my books, — my household gods,
The reliquaries of my dead saint, and dwell

In the sweet odor of her memory.

Then in the uncouth solitude unlock

My stock of art, plant dials in the grass,

Hang in the air a bright thermometer

And aim a telescope at the inviolate sun.

1831

Concord Hymn
Sung at the completion of the Battle Monument, Fuly 4, 1837

By the rude bridge that arched the flood,
Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,

Here once the embattled farmers stood
And fired the shot heard round the world.

The foe long since in silence slept;
Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;
And Time the ruined bridge has swept
Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.

On this green bank, by this soft stream,
We set to-day a votive stone;

That memory may their deed redeem,
When, like our sires, our sons are gone.

Spirit, that made those heroes dare
"To die, and leave their children free,
Bid Time and Nature gently spare
The shaft we raise to them and thee.

1837

Each and All

Little thinks, in the field, yon red-cloaked clown
Of thee from the hill-top looking down;
The heifer that lows in the upland farm,
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Far-heard, lows not thine ear to charm;

The sexton, tolling his bell at noon,

Deems not that great Napoleon

Stops his horse, and lists with delight,

Whilst his files sweep round yon Alpine height;
Nor knowest thou what argument

Thy life to thy neighbor’s creed has lent.

All are needed by each one;

Nothing is fair or good alone.

I thought the sparrow’s note from heaven,
Singing at dawn on the alder bough;

I brought him home, in his nest, at even;

He sings the song, but it cheers not now,

For I did not bring home the river and sky; —
He sang to my ear, — they sang to my eye.
The delicate shells lay on the shore;

The bubbles of the latest wave

Fresh pearls to their enamel gave,

And the bellowing of the savage sea

Greeted their safe escape to me.

I wiped away the weeds and foam,

I fetched my sea-born treasures home;

But the poor, unsightly, noisome things

Had left their beauty on the shore

With the sun and the sand and the wild uproar.
The lover watched his graceful maid,

As 'mid the virgin train she strayed,

Nor knew her beauty’s best attire

Was woven still by the snow-white choir,

At last she came to his hermitage,

Like the bird from the woodlands to the cage; —
The gay enchantment was undone,

A gentle wife, but fairy none.

Then I said, “I covet truth;

Beauty is unripe childhood’s cheat;

I leave it behind with the games of youth:” —
As I spoke, beneath my feet

The ground-pine curled its pretty wreath,
Running over the club-moss burrs;

I inhaled the violet’s breath;

Around me stood the oaks and firs;
Pine-cones and acorns lay on the ground;
Over me soared the eternal sky,

Full of light and of deity;

Again I saw, again I heard,

The rolling river, the morning bird; —
Beauty through my senses stole;

I yielded myself to the perfect whole.

1839
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Water

The water understands
Civilization well;

It wets my foot, but prettily,
It chills my life, but wittily,
It is not disconcerted,

It is not broken-hearted:
Well used, it decketh joy,
Adorneth, doubleth joy:

Ill used, it will destroy,

In perfect time and measure
With a face of golden pleasure
Elegantly destroy.

1841

Blight

Give me truths;
For I am weary of the surfaces,
And die of inanition. If I knew
Only the herbs and simples of the wood,
Rue, cinquefoil, gill, vervain and agrimony,
Blue-vetch and trillium, hawkweed, sassafras,
Milkweeds and murky brakes, quaint pipes and sundew,
And rare and virtuous roots, which in these woods
Draw untold juices from the common earth,
Untold, unknown, and I could surely spell
Their fragrance, and their chemistry apply
By sweet affinities to human flesh,
Driving the foe and stablishing the friend, —
O, that were much, and I could be a part
Of the round day, related to the sun
And planted world, and full executor
Of their imperfect functions.
But these young scholars, who invade our hills,
Bold as the engineer who fells the wood,
And travelling often in the cut he makes,
Love not the flower they pluck, and know it not,
And all their botany is Latin names.
The old men studied magic in the flowers,
And human fortunes in astronomy,
And an omnipotence in chemistry,
Preferring things to names, for these were men,
Were unitarians of the united world,
And, wheresoever their clear eye-beams fell,
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They caught the footsteps of the SAME. Our eyes
Are armed, but we are strangers to the stars,
And strangers to the mystic beast and bird,

And strangers to the plant and to the mine.
The injured elements say, “Not in us;”

And night and day, ocean and continent,

Fire, plant and mineral say, “Not in us;”

And haughtily return us stare for stare.

For we invade them impiously for gain;

We devastate them unreligiously,

And coldly ask their pottage, not their love.
Therefore they shove us from them, yield to us
Only what to our griping toil is due;

But the sweet affluence of love and song,

The rich results of the divine consents

Of man and earth, of world beloved and lover,
The nectar and ambrosia, are withheld;

And in the midst of spoils and slaves, we thieves
And pirates of the universe, shut out

Daily to a more thin and outward rind,

Turn pale and starve. Therefore, to our sick eyes,
The stunted trees look sick, the summer short,
Clouds shade the sun, which will not tan our hay,
And nothing thrives to reach its natural term;
And life, shorn of its venerable length,

Even at its greatest space is a defeat,

And dies in anger that it was a dupe;

And, in its highest noon and wantonness,

Is early frugal, like a beggar’s child;

Even in the hot pursuit of the best aims

And prizes of ambition, checks its hand,

Like Alpine cataracts frozen as they leaped,
Chilled with a miserly comparison

Of the toy’s purchase with the length of life.

1843

The Rbodora

On being asked, whence is the flower?

In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,
I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods,
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook,
To please the desert and the sluggish brook.
The purple petals, fallen in the pool,

Made the black water with their beauty gay;
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Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool,

And court the flower that cheapens his array.

Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why

This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,

Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing,

Then Beauty is its own excuse for being:

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose!

I never thought to ask, I never knew:

But, in my simple ignorance, suppose

The self-same Power that brought me there brought you.

1846

The Snow-Storm

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,
And veils the farm-house at the garden’s end.
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier’s feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come see the north wind’s masonry.
Out of an unseen quarry evermore
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer
Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door.
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work
So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he
For number or proportion. Mockingly,
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn;
Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmer’s sighs; and at the gate
A tapering turret overtops the work.
And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,
Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,
Built in an age, the mad wind’s night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.

1846
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Hamatreya

Bulkeley, Hunt, Willard, Hosmer, Meriam, Flint,
Possessed the land which rendered to their toil

Hay, corn, roots, hemp, flax, apples, wool and wood.
Each of these landlords walked amidst his farm,
Saying, “’T is mine, my children’s and my name’s.
How sweet the west wind sounds in my own trees!
How graceful climb those shadows on my hill!

I fancy these pure waters and the flags

Know me, as does my dog: we sympathize;

And, T affirm, my actions smack of the soil.”

Where are these men? Asleep beneath their grounds:
And strangers, fond as they, their furrows plough.
Earth laughs in flowers, to see her boastful boys
Earth-proud, proud of the earth which is not theirs;
Who steer the plough, but cannot steer their feet
Clear of the grave.

They added ridge to valley, brook to pond,

And sighed for all that bounded their domain;
“This suits me for a pasture; that’s my park;

We must have clay, lime, gravel, granite-ledge,

And misty lowland, where to go for peat.

The land is well, — lies fairly to the south.

"T is good, when you have crossed the sea and back,
To find the sitfast acres where you left them.”

Ah! the hot owner sees not Death, who adds

Him to his land, a lump of mould the more.

Hear what the Earth says: —

Earth-Song

“Mine and yours;
Mine, not yours.
Earth endures;
Stars abide —
Shine down in the old sea;
Old are the shores;
But where are old men?
I who have seen much,
Such have I never seen.

“The lawyer’s deed

Ran sure,
In tail,
To them, and to their heirs
Who shall succeed,
Without fail,
Forevermore.
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“Here is the land,

Shaggy with wood,
With its old valley,
Mound and flood.

But the heritors? —

Fled like the flood’s foam.
The lawyer, and the laws,
And the kingdom,

Clean swept hereform.

“They called me theirs,
Who controlled me;

Yet every one

Wished to stay, and is gone,

How am I theirs,

If they cannot hold me,

But I hold them?”

When I heard the Earth-song

I was no longer brave;

My avarice cooled

Like lust in the chill of the grave.

1845

Fable

The mountain and the squirrel

Had a quarrel;

And the former called the latter “Little Prig.”
Bun replied,

“You are doubtless very big;

But all sorts of things and weather
Must be taken in together,

To make up a year

And a sphere.

And I think it no disgrace

To occupy my place.

If 'm not so large as you,

You are not so small as I,

And not half so spry.

I'll not deny you make

A very pretty squirrel track;

Talents differ; all is well and wisely put;
If I cannot carry forests on my back,
Neither can you crack a nut.”

1845
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Ode
Inscribed to W. H. Channing

Though loath to grieve
The evil time’s sole patriot,
I cannot leave

My honied thought

For the priest’s cant,

Or statesman’s rant.

If I refuse

My study for their politique,
Which at the best is trick,
The angry Muse

Puts confusion in my brain.

But who is he that prates
Of the culture of mankind,
Of better arts and life?
Go, blindworm, go,
Behold the famous States
Harrying Mexico

With rifle and with knife!

Or who, with accent bolder,

Dare praise the freedom-loving mountaineer?
I found by thee, O rushing Contoocook!

And in thy valleys, Agiochook!

The jackals of the negro-holder.

The God who made New Hampshire
Taunted the lofty land

With little men; —

Small bat and wren

House in the oak: —

If earth-fire cleave

The upheaved land, and bury the folk,
The southern crocodile would grieve.
Virtue palters; Right is hence;
Freedom praised, but hid;

Funeral eloquence

Rattles the coffin-lid.

What boots thy zeal,

O glowing friend,

That would indignant rend
The northland from the south?
Wherefore? to what good end?
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Boston Bay and Bunker Hill
Would serve things still; —
Things are of the snake.

The horseman serves the horse,
The neatherd serves the neat,
The merchant serves the purse,
The eater serves his meat;

"T is the day of the chattel,

Web to weave, and corn to grind;
Things are in the saddle,

And ride mankind.

There are two laws discrete,
Not reconciled, —

Law for man, and law for thing;
The last builds town and fleet,
But it runs wild,

And doth the man unking.

T is fit the forest fall,
The steep be graded,
The mountain tunnelled,
The sand shaded,

The orchard planted,
The glebe tilled,

The prairie granted,
The steamer built.

Let man serve law for man;

Live for friendship, live for love,
For truth’s and harmony’s behoof;
The state may follow how it can,
As Olympus follows Jove.

Yet do not I implore
The wrinkled shopman to my sounding woods,
Nor bid the unwilling senator
Ask votes of thrushes in the solitudes.
Every one to his chosen work; —
Foolish hands may mix and mar;
Wise and sure the issues are.
Round they roll till dark is light,
Sex to sex, and even to odd; —
The over-god
Who marries Right to Might,
Who peoples, unpeoples, —
He who exterminates
Races by stronger races,
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Black by white faces, —
Knows to bring honey
Out of the lion;

Grafts gentlest scion
On pirate and Turk.

The Cossack eats Poland,

Like stolen fruit;

Her last noble is ruined,

Her last poet mute:

Straight, into double band

The victors divide;

Half for freedom strike and stand; —

The astonished Muse finds thousands at her side.

1846

Give All to Love

Give all to love;

Obey thy heart;

Friends, kindred, days,

Estate, good-frame,

Plans, credit and the Muse, —
Nothing refuse.

T is a brave master;
Let it have scope:
Follow it utterly,
Hope beyond hope;
High and more high
It dives into noon,
With wing unspent,
Untold intent:

But it is a god,
Known its own path
And the outlets of the sky.

It was never for the mean;
It requireth courage stout.
Souls above doubt,

Valor unbending,

It will reward, —

They shall return

More than they were,
And ever ascending.
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Leave all for love;

Yet, hear me, yet,

One word more thy heart behoved,
One pulse more of firm endeavour, —
Keep thee to-day,

To-morrow, forever,

Free as an Arab

Of thy beloved.

Cling with life to the maid;

But when the surprise,

First vague shadow of surmise
Flits across her bosom young,

Of a joy apart from thee,

Free be she, fancy-free;

Nor thou detain her vesture’s hem,
Nor the palest rose she flung
From her summer diadem.

Though thou loved her as thyself,
As a self of purer clay,

Though her parting dims the day,
Stealing grace from all alive;
Heartily know,

When half-gods go,

The gods arrive.

1847

Bacchus

Bring me wine, but wine which never grew

In the belly of the grape

Or grew on vine whose tap-roots, reaching through
Under the Andes to the Cape,

Suffer no savor of the earth to scape.

Let its grapes the morn salute

From a nocturnal root,

Which feels the acrid juice

Of Styx and Erebus;

And turns the woe of Night,

By its own craft, to a more rich delight.

We buy ashes for bread;

We buy diluted wine;

Give me of the true, —

Whose ample leaves and tendrils curled
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Among the silver hills of heaven

Draw everlasting dew;

Wine of wine,

Blood of the world,

Form of forms, and mould of statures,
That I intoxicated,

And by the draught assimilated,

May float at pleasure through all natures;
The bird-language rightly spell,

And that which roses say so well.

Wine that is shed
Like the torrents of the sun
Up the horizon walls,

Or like the Atlantic streams, which run
When the South Sea calls.

Water and bread,

Food which needs no transmuting,
Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting,
Wine which is already man,

Food which teach and reason can.

Wine which Music is, —

Music and wine are one, —

That I, drinking this,

Shall hear far Chaos talk with me;
Kings unborn shall walk with me;
And the poor grass shall plot and plan
What it will do when it is man.
Quickened so, will I unlock

Every crypt of every rock.

1 thank the joyful juice

For all I know; —

Winds of remembering

Of the ancient being blow,
And seeming-solid walls of use
Open and flow.

Pour, Bacchus! the remembering wine;
Retrieve the loss of me and mine!
Vine for vine be antidote,

And the grape requite the lote!

Haste to cure the old despair, —
Reason in Nature’s lotus drenched,
The memory of ages quenched,;

Give them again to shine;

Let wine repair what this undid;

And where the infection slid,
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A dazzling memory revive;

Refresh the faded tints,

Recut the aged prints,

And write my old adventures with the pen
Which on the first day drew,

Upon the tablets blue,

The dancing Pleiads and eternal men.

1847

Brabma

If the red slayer think he slays,
Or if the slain think he is slain,
They know not well the subtle ways
I keep, and pass, and turn again.

Far or forgot to me is near;

Shadow and sunlight are the same;
The vanished gods to me appear;

And one to me are shame and fame.

They reckon ill who leave me out;
When me they fly, I am the wings;
I am the doubter and the doubt,
And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.

The strong gods pine for my abode,
And pine in vain the sacred Seven;
But thou, meek lover of the good!
Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.

1856

Days

Daughters of Time, the hypocritic Days,
Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes,
And marching single in an endless file,

Bring diadems and fagots in their hands.

To each they offer gifts after his will,

Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all.
I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp,
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily

Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day
Turned and departed silent. I, too late,
Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn.

1857



HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW 41

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW (1807-1882)

The best-loved poet of his time, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow achieved great popularity with
his narrative poems, such as “Evangeline” and “The Song of Hiawatha.” Read aloud, his “Paul
Revere’s Ride” can still prove spellbinding. But Longfellow fell out of favor; Robert Lowell
characterized him perhaps too neatly as “Tennyson without gin,” and he is now underrated.
James Merrill, who began his epic vision of the afterlife with a volume entitled Divine Comedies,
regarded Longfellow’s translation of Dante’s Divine Comedy as the best in English. Robert Frost
took the ttle of his first book of poems, A Boy’s Will, from Longfellow’s “My Lost Youth.”

The Bridge

I stood on the bridge at midnight,
As the clocks were striking the hour,
And the moon rose o’er the city,
Behind the dark church-tower.

I saw her bright reflection
In the waters under me,
Like a golden goblet falling

And sinking into the sea.

And far in the hazy distance
Of that lovely night in June,
The blaze of the flaming furnace
Gleamed redder than the moon.

Among the long, black rafters
The wavering shadows lay,

And the current that came from the ocean
Seemed to lift and bear them away;

As, sweeping and eddying through them,
Rose the belated tide,

And, streaming into the moonlight,
The seaweed floated wide.

And like those waters rushing
Among the wooden piers,

A flood of thoughts came o’er me
That filled my eyes with tears.

How often, O, how often,
In the days that had gone by,

I had stood on that bridge at midnight
And gazed on that wave and sky!
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How often, O, how often,
I had wished that the ebbing tide
Would bear me away on its bosom
O’er the ocean wild and wide!

For my heart was hot and restless,
And my life was full of care,

And the burden laid upon me
Seemed greater than I could bear.

But now it has fallen from me,
It is buried in the sea;

And only the sorrow of others
Throws its shadow over me.

Yet whenever I cross the river
On its bridge with wooden piers,
Like the odor of brine from the ocean
Comes the thought of other years.

And I think how many thousands
Of care-encumbered men,

Each bearing his burden of sorrow,
Have crossed the bridge since then.

I see the long procession
Still passing to and fro,

The young heart hot and restless,
And the old subdued and slow!

And forever and forever,
As long as the river flows,

As long as the heart has passions,
As long as life has woes;

The moon and its broken reflection
And its shadows shall appear,

As the symbol of love in heaven,
And its wavering image here.

1845

The Fire of Drift-wood

We sat within the farm-house old,
Whose windows, looking o’er the bay,

Gave to the sea-breeze damp and cold,
An easy entrance, night and day.
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Not far away we saw the port,

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town,
The lighthouse, the dismantled fort,

The wooden houses, quaint and brown.

We sat and talked until the night,
Descending, filled the little room;
Our faces faded from the sight,
Our voices only broke the gloom.

We spake of many a vanished scene,
Of what we once had thought and said,
Of what had been, and might have been,
And who was changed, and who was dead;

And all that fills the hearts of friends,
When first they feel, with secret pain,
Their lives thenceforth have separate ends,

And never can be one again;

The first slight swerving of the heart,
That words are powerless to express,
And leave it still unsaid in part,
Or say it in too great excess.

The very tones in which we spake

Had something strange, I could but mark;
The leaves of memory seemed to make

A mournful rustling in the dark.

Oft died the words upon our lips,
As suddenly, from out the fire
Built of the wreck of stranded ships,
The flames would leap and then expire.

And, as their splendor flashed and failed,
We thought of wrecks upon the main,

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed
And sent no answer back again.

The windows, rattling in their frames,
The oceans, roaring up the beach,

The gusty blast, the bickering flames,
All mingled vaguely in our speech;

Until they made themselves a part
Of fancies floating through the brain,
The long-lost ventures of the heart,
That send no answers back again.
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O flames that glowed! O hearts that yearned!
They were indeed too much akin,

The drift-wood fire without that burned,
The thoughts that burned and glowed within.

1849

The Fewish Cemetery at Newport

How strange it seems! These Hebrews in their graves,
Close by the street of this fair seaport town,

Silent beside the never-silent waves,
At rest in all this moving up and down!

The trees are white with dust, that o’er their sleep
Wave their broad curtains in the south-wind’s breath,

While underneath these leafy tents they keep
The long, mysterious Exodus of Death.

And these sepulchral stones, so old and brown,
That pave with level flags their burial-place,

Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown down
And broken by Moses at the mountain’s base.

The very names recorded here are strange,
Of foreign accent, and of different climes;
Alvares and Rivera interchange
With Abraham and Jacob of old times.

“Blessed be God! for he created Death!”

The mourners said, “and Death is rest and peace;”
Then added, in the certainty of faith,

“And giveth Life that nevermore shall cease.”

Closed are the portals of their Synagogue,
No Psalms of David now the silence break,
No Rabbi reads the ancient Decalogue
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake.

Gone are the living, but the dead remain,
And not neglected; for a hand unseen,
Scattering its bounty, like a summer rain,
Still keeps their graves and their remembrance green.

How came they here? What burst of Christian hate,
What persecution, merciless and blind,

Drove o’er the sea — that desert desolate —
These Ishmaels and Hagars of mankind?
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They lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure,
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire;

Taught in the school of patience to endure
The life of anguish and the death of fire.

All their lives long, with the unleavened bread
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears,

The wasting famine of the heart they fed,
And slaked its thirst with marah of their tears.

Anathema maranatha! was the cry
That rang from town to town, from street to street;
At every gate the accursed Mordecai
Was mocked and jeered, and spurned by Christian feet.

Pride and humiliation hand in hand

Walked with them through the world where’er they went;
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand,

And yet unshaken as the continent.

For in the background figures vague and vast
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime,
And all the great traditions of the Past
They saw reflected in the coming time.

And thus for ever with reverted look
The mystic volume of the world they read,
Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book,
Till life became a Legend of the Dead.

But ah! what once has been shall be no more!
The groaning earth in travail and in pain

Brings forth its races, but does not restore,
And the dead nations never rise again.

1858

My Lost Youth

Often I think of the beautiful town
That is seated by the sea;
Often in thought go up and down
The pleasant streets of that dear old town,
And my youth comes back to me.
And a verse of a Lapland song
Is haunting my memory still:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

45
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I can see the shadowy lines of its trees,
And catch, in sudden gleams,
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,
And islands that were the Hesperides
Of all my boyish dreams.
And the burden of that old song,
It murmurs and whispers still:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”
I remember the black wharves and the slips,
And the sea-tides tossing free;
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,
And the beauty and mystery of the ships,
And the magic of the sea.
And the voice of that wayward song
Is singing and saying still:
“A boy will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”
I remember the bulwarks by the shore,
And the fort upon the hill;
The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,
The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er,
And the bugle wild and shrill.
And the music of that old song
Throbs in my memory still:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

I remember the sea-fight far away,
How it thundered o’er the tide!
And the dead captains, as they lay
In their graves, o’erlooking the tranquil bay,
Where they in battle died.
And the sound of that mournful song
Goes through me with a thrill:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

I can see the breezy dome of groves,
The shadow of Deering’s Woods;
And the friendships old and the early loves
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves
In quiet neighborhoods.
And the verse of that sweet old song,
It flutters and murmurs stll:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”
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I remember the gleams and glooms that dart
Across the school-boy’s brain;
The song and the silence in the heart,
That in part are prophecies, and in part
Are longings wild and vain.
And the voice of that fitful song
Sings on, and is never still:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

There are things of which I may not speak;
There are dreams that cannot die;
There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak,
And bring a pallor into the cheek,
And a mist before the eye.
And the words of that fatal song
Come over me like a chill:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

Strange to me now are the forms I meet
When 1 visit the dear old town;
But the native air is pure and sweet,
And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known street,
As they balance up and down,
Are singing the beautiful song,
Are singing and whispering still:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair,
And with joy that is almost pain
My heart goes back to wander there,
And among the dreams of the days that were,
I find my lost youth again.
And the strange and beautiful song,
The groves are repeating it stll:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

1858

Paul Revere’s Ride

Listen, my children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;
Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.
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He said to his friend, “If the British march

By land or sea from the town to-night,

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower as a signal light, —
One, if by land, and two, if by sea;

And I on the opposite shore will be,

Ready to ride and spread the alarm

Through every Middlesex village and farm,

For the country-folk to be up and to arm.”

Then he said “Good night!” and with muffled oar
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,

Just as the moon rose over the bay,

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay

The Somerset, British man-of-war;

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar

Across the moon like a prison bar,

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified

By its own reflection in the tide.

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street,
Wanders and watches with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears

The muster of men at the barrack door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,

And the measured tread of the grenadiers,
Marching down to their boats on the shore.

Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church,
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,

To the belfry-chamber overhead,

And startled the pigeons from their perch
On the sombre rafters, that round him made
Masses and moving shapes of shade, —

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listen and look down

A moment on the roofs of the town,

And the moonlight flowing over all.

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,

In their night-encampment on the hill,
Wrapped in silence so deep and still

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,

The watchful night-wind, as it went

Creeping along from tent to tent,

And seeming to whisper, “All is well!”

A moment only he feels the spell

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread
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Of the lonely belfry and the dead;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent

On a shadowy something far away,

Where the river widens to meet the bay, —
A line of black that bends and floats

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride

On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.
Now he patted his horse’s side,

Now gazed at the landscape far and near,
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,

And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;
But mostly he watched with eager search
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,
As it rose above the graves on the hill,
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.
And lo! as he looks, on the belfry’s height

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight

A second lamp in the belfry burns!

A hurry of hoofs in a village street,

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet:

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light,
The fate of a nation was riding that nigh;

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,
Kindled the land into flame with its heat.

He has left the village and mounted the steep,
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;

And under the alders, that skirt its edge,

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.

It was twelve by the village clock

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.
He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the barking of the farmer’ dog,

And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rises after the sun goes down.

It was one by the village clock,
When he galloped into Lexington.
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He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,

And the meeting-house windows, black and bare,
Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look upon.

It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord town.
He heard the bleating of the flock,

And the twitter of birds among the trees,

And felt the breath of the morning breeze
Blowing over the meadow, brown.

And one was safe and asleep in his bed

Who at the bridge would be first to fall,

Who that day would be lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket-ball.

You know the rest. In the books you have read,
How the British Regulars fired and fled, —
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,

From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,
Chasing the red-coats down the lane,

Then crossing the fields to emerge again
Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.

So through the night rode Paul Revere;
And so through the night went his cry of alarm
To every Middlesex village and farm, —

A cry of defiance and not of fear,

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,
And a word that shall echo forevermore!
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,
Through all our history, to the last,

In the hour of darkness and peril and need,
The people will waken and listen to hear
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,

And the midnight message of Paul Revere.

1860

The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls

The tide rises, the tide falls,
The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;
Along the sea-sands damp and brown

The traveller hastens toward the town,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.
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Darkness settles on roofs and walls,
But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls;
The little waves, with their soft, white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

"The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;
The day returns, but nevermore
Returns the traveller to the shore,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.

1880

JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER (1807-1892)

Born in a poor but devout Quaker household, the self-taught John Greenleaf Whittier, a fierce
abolitionist, attended the Philadelphia convention that founded the American Anti-Slavery
Society in December 1833. “I set a higher value on my name as appended to the Anti-Slavery
Declaration of 1833 than on the dtle-page of any book,” he said. When he edited The
Pennsylvania Freeman, an antislavery newspaper, a rioting mob torched its offices, shouting,
“Hang Whittier!” He narrowly escaped. His long poem “Snow-Bound” (1866) won him liter-
ary fame and earned him a comfortable living. Of “Telling the Bees” (1858), Whittier wrote, “A
remarkable custom, brought from the Old Country, formerly prevailed in the rural districts of
New England. On the death of a member of the family, the bees were at once informed of the
event, and their hives dressed in mourning. This ceremonial was supposed to be necessary to
prevent the swarm from leaving their hives and seeking a new home.”

For Righteousness’ Sake

Inscribed to Friends Under Arrest for
Treason Against the Slave Power

The age is dull and mean. Men creep,
Not walk; with blood too pale and tame
"To pay the debt they owe to shame;

Buy cheap, sell dear; eat, drink, and sleep
Down-pillowed, deaf to moaning want;

Pay tithes for soul-insurance; keep
Six days to Mammon, one to Cant.

In such a time, give thanks to God,
That somewhat of the holy rage
With which the prophets in their age

On all its decent seemings trod,

Has set your feet upon the lie,
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That man and ox and soul and clod
Are market stock to sell and buy!

The hot words from your lips, my own,
To caution trained, might not repeat;
But if some tares among the wheat

Of generous thought and deed were sown,
No common wrong provoked your zeal;

The silken gauntlet that is thrown
In such a quarrel rings like steel.

The brave old strife the fathers saw
For Freedom calls for men again
Like those who battled not in vain

For England’s Charter, Alfred’s law;
And right of speech and trial just

Wage in your name their ancient war
With venal courts and perjured trust.

God’s ways seem dark, but, soon or late,
They touch the shining hills of day;
The evil cannot brook delay,
The good can well afford to wait.
Give ermined knaves their hour of crime;
Ye have the future grand and great,
The safe appeal of Truth to Time!

1855

Telling the Bees

Here is the place; right over the hill
Runs the path I took;
You can see the gap in the old wall sdill,
And the stepping-stones in the shallow brook.

There is the house, with the gate red-barred,
And the poplars tall;

And the barn’s brown length, and the cattle-yard,
And the white horns tossing above the wall.

There are the beehives ranged in the sun;
And down by the brink

Of the brook are her poor flowers, weed-o’errun,
Pansy and daffodil, rose and pink.

A year has gone, as the tortoise goes,
Heavy and slow;
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And the same rose blows, and the same sun glows,
And the same brook sings of a year ago.

There’s the same sweet clover-smell in the breeze;
And the June sun warm

Tangles his wings of fire in the trees,
Setting, as then, over Fernside farm.

I mind me how with a lover’s care
From my Sunday coat

1 brushed off the burrs, and smoothed my hair,
And cooled at the brookside my brow and throat.

Since we parted, a month had passed, —
To love, a year;
Down through the beeches I looked at last
On the little red gate and the well-sweep near.

I can see it all now, — the slantwise rain
Of light through the leaves,

The sundown’s blaze on her window-pane,
The bloom of her roses under the eaves.

Just the same as a month before, —
The house and the trees,

The barn’s brown gable, the vine by the door, —
Nothing changed but the hives of bees.

Before them, under the garden wall,
Forward and back,

Went drearily singing the chore-girl small,
Draping each hive with a shred of black.

Trembling, I listened: the summer sun
Had the chill of snow;

For I knew she was telling the bees of one
Gone on the journey we all must go!

Then I said to myself, “My Mary weeps
For the dead to-day:

Haply her blind old grandsire sleeps
The fret and the pain of his age away.”

But her dog whined low; on the doorway sill,
With his cane to his chin,

The old man sat; and the chore-girl still
Sang to the bees stealing out and in.
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And the song she was singing ever since
In my ear sounds on: —

“Stay at home, pretty bees, fly not hence!
Mistress Mary is dead and gone!”

1858

Barbara Frietchie
Up from the meadows rich with corn,
Clear in the cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland.

Round about them orchards sweep,
Apple and peach trees fruited deep,

Fair as the garden of the Lord
To the eyes of the famished rebel horde,

On that pleasant morn of the early fall
When Lee marched over the mountain-wall;

Over the mountains winding down,
Horse and foot, into Frederick town.

Forty flags with their silver stars,
Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind: the sun
Of noon looked down, and saw not one.

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;

Bravest of all in Frederick town,
She took up the flag the men hauled down;

In her attic window the staff she set,
To show that one heart was loyal yet.

Up the street came the rebel tread,
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead.

Under his slouched hat left and right
He glanced; the old flag met his sight.
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“Halt!” — the dust-brown ranks stood fast.
“Fire!” — out blazed the rifle-blast.

It shivered the window, pane and sash;
It rent the banner with seam and gash.

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf.

She leaned far out on the window-sill,
And shook it forth with a royal will.

“Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,
But spare your country’s flag,” she said.

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,
Over the face of the leader came;

The nobler nature within him stirred
To life at that woman’s deed and word,;

“Who touches a hair of yon gray head
Dies like a dog! March on!” he said.

All day long through Frederick street
Sounded the tread of marching feet:

All day long that free flag tost
Over the heads of the rebel host.

Ever its torn folds rose and fell
On the loyal winds that loved it well;

And through the hill-gaps sunset light
Shone over it with a warm good-night.

Barbara Frietchie’s work is o’er,
And the Rebel rides on his raids no more.

Honor to her! and let a tear
Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall’s bier.

Over Barbara Freitchie’s grave,
Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!

Peace and order and beauty draw
Round thy symbol of light and law;
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And ever the stars above look down
On thy stars below in Frederick town!

1863

What the Birds Said

The birds against the April wind

Flew northward, singing as they flew;
They sang, “The land we leave behind

Has swords for corn-blades, blood for dew.”

2

“O wild-birds, flying from the South,
What saw and heard ye, gazing down?”

“We saw the mortar’s upturned mouth,
The sickened camp, the blazing town!

“Beneath the bivouac’s starry lamps,
We saw your march-worn children die;
In shrouds of moss, in cypress swamps,
We saw your dead uncoffined lie.

“We heard the starving prisoner’s sighs,
And saw, from line and trench, your sons

Follow our flight with home-sick eyes
Beyond the battery’s smoking guns.”

“And heard and saw ye only wrong
And pain,” I cried, “O wing-worn flocks?”
“We heard,” they sang, “the freedman’s song,
The crash of Slavery’s broken locks!

“We saw from new, uprising States
The treason-nursing mischief spurned,
As, crowding Freedom’s ample gates,
The long-estranged and lost returned.

“QO’er dusky faces, seamed and old,

And hands horn-hard with unpaid toil,
With hope in every rustling fold,

We saw your star-dropt flag uncoil.

“And struggling up through sounds accursed,
A grateful murmur clomb the air;

A whisper scarcely heard at first,
It filled the listening heavens with prayer.
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“And sweet and far, as from a star,
Replied a voice which shall not cease,
Till, drowning all the noise of war,
It sings the blessed song of peace!”

So to me, in a doubtful day

Of chill and slowly greening spring,
Low stooping from the cloudy gray,

The wild-birds sang or seemed to sing.

They vanished in the misty air,

The song went with them in their flight;
But lo! they left the sunset fair,

And in the evening there was light.

1864

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES (1809-1894)

Born in Cambridge, Massachusetts, Oliver Wendell Holmes studied law at Harvard and medi-
cine in Paris. In 1830 he wrote “Old Ironsides,” the poem that was credited with saving the
frigate Constitution, which had defeated the British Guerriere in the War of 1812, from being
dismantled. He began a medical practice in 1836 and served as professor of anatomy for many
years at Harvard. Essays he contributed to periodicals under the heading The Autocrat of the
Breakfast-Table were gathered into a volume with the same title in 1858. When the editors of an
ambitious new magazine wondered what to name it, Holmes suggested The Atlantic Monthly
(1857). The eldest of his three children became a justice of the U.S. Supreme Court. In his
introduction to the 1950 Oxford Book of American Verse, F. O. Matthiessen wrote “To those who
have been elaborately bored by the forensic periods of “The Chambered Nautilus,” it may come
as a delight to find, in ‘Contentment,” Holmes the ripely sophisticated wit, with his mocking
acceptance of his desire to build ‘more stately mansions’ on the water side of Beacon Street.”
Richard Ellmann in the 1976 Oxford restored “The Chambered Nautilus” and deleted
“Contentment.” The poems appear here together.

Old Ironsides
September 14, 1830

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down!
Long has it waved on high,
And many an eye has danced to see

That banner in the sky;
Beneath it rung the battle shout,
And burst the cannon’s roar; —
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The meteor of the ocean air
Shall sweep the clouds no more.

Her deck, once red with heroes’ blood,
Where knelt the vanquished foe,
When winds were hurrying o’er the flood,
And waves were white below,

No more shall feel the victor’s tread,
Or know the conquered knee; —

The harpies of the shore shall pluck
The eagle of the sea!

O better that her shattered hulk
Should sink beneath the wave;
Her thunders shook the mighty deep,
And there should be her grave;
Nail to the mast her holy flag,
Set every thread-bare sail,
And give her to the god of storms, —
The lightning and the gale!

1830

The Chambered Nautilus

This is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign,
Sails the unshadowed main, —
The venturous bark that flings
On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings
In gulfs enchanted, where the Siren sings,
And coral reefs lie bare,
Where the cold sea~maids rise to sun their streaming hair.

Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl;
Wirecked is the ship of pearl!
And every chambered cell,

Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell,

As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell,
Before thee lies revealed, —

Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt unsealed!

Year after year beheld the silent toil
That spread his lustrous coil;
Still, as the spiral grew,
He left the past year’s dwelling for the new,
Stole with soft step its shining archway through,
Built up its idle door,
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no more.
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"Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee,
Child of the wandering sea,
Cast from her lap, forlorn!
From thy dead lips a clearer note is born
Than ever Triton blew from wreathéd horn!
While on mine ear it rings,
Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that sings: —

Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,
As the swift seasons roll!
Leave thy low-vaulted past!
Let each new temple, nobler than the last,
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,
Till thou at length art free,
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting sea!

1858

Contentment

“Man wants but little here below”

Little I ask; my wants are few;
T only wish a hut of stone,

(A very plain brown stone will do,)
That I may call my own; —

And close at hand is such a one,

In yonder street that fronts the sun.

Plain food is quite enough for me;
Three courses are as good as ten; —
If Nature can subsist on three,
Thank Heaven for three. Amen!
I always thought cold victual nice; —
My choice would be vanilla-ice.

I care not much for gold or land; —
Give me a mortgage here and there, —
Some good bank-stock, some note of hand,
Or trifling railroad share, —
I only ask that Fortune send
A Jittle more than I shall spend.

Honors are silly toys, I know,
And titles are but empty names;

I would, perhaps, be Plenipo, —
But only near St. James;

I'm very sure I should not care
To fill our Gubernator’s chair.
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Jewels are baubles; ’t is a sin
To care for such unfruitful things; —
One good-sized diamond in a pin, —
Some, not so large, in rings, —
A ruby, and a pearl, or so,
Will do for me; — I laugh at show.

My dame should dress in cheap attire;
(Good, heavy silks are never dear;) —
1 own perhaps I 7zight desire
Some shawls of true Cashmere, —
Some marrowy crapes of China silk,
Like wrinkled skins on scalded milk.

I would not have the horse I drive
So fast that folks must stop and stare;
An easy gait — two, forty-five —
Suits me; I do not care; —
Perhaps, for just a single spurt,
Some seconds less would do no hurt.

Of pictures, I should like to own
Titians and Raphaels three or four, —
I love so much their style and tone,
One Turner, and no more,
(A landscape, — foreground golden dirt, —
The sunshine painted with a squirt.)

Of books but few, — some fifty score
For daily use, and bound for wear;

The rest upon an upper floor; —
Some /ittle luxury there

Of red morocco’s gilded gleam

And vellum rich as country cream.

Busts, cameos, gems, — such things as these,
Which others often show for pride,

I value for their power to please,
And selfish churls deride; —

One Stradivarius, I confess,

Two Meerschaums, I would fain possess.

Wealth’s wasteful tricks I will not learn,
Nor ape the glittering upstart fool; —

Shall not carved tables serve my turn,
But #// must be of buhl?

Give grasping pomp its double share, —

I ask but one recambent chair.
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Thus humble let me live and die,
Nor long for Midas’ golden touch;

If Heaven more generous gifts deny,
I shall not miss them much, —

Too grateful for the blessing lent

Of simple tastes and mind content!

1858

EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809-1849)

Born in Boston, Edgar Allan Poe was the inventor of the detective story, a celebrated poet, a
professional writer and editor, and the author of unforgettable tales of horror, the uncanny, and
the supernatural. A kind of uncle of French symbolism, he was venerated by Charles Baudelaire
(who translated him) and Stéphane Mallarmé (who wrote in an elegy that Poe had “given a
purer sense to the dialect of the tribe”). Poe lived a luridly sensational life. “Poe was going to
get the ecstasy and the heightening, cost what it might,” wrote D. H. Lawrence in Studies in
Classic American Literature. “Poe tried alcohol, and any drug he could lay his hand on. He also
tried any human being he could lay his hands on.” Poe liked making lofty pronouncements; he
declared that a long poem “is simply a flat contradiction in terms,” which did not prevent him
from writing and publishing a lengthy prose treatise entitled Eureka and subtided “A Prose
Poem.” Numerous writers have condescended to Poe. Emerson called Poe the “jingle man.”
T. S. Eljot likened Poe’s mind to that of “a highly gifted young person before puberty.” Richard
Wilbur maintains nevertheless that “of American writers, it is Poe who most challenges the
reader not only to read him but to solve him.”

Dreams

Oh! that my young life were a lasting dream!

My spirit not awak’ning till the beam

Of an Eternity should bring the morrow.

Yes! tho’ that long dream were of hopeless sorrow,
"T were better than the cold reality

Of waking life, to him whose heart must be,

And hath been still, upon the lovely earth,

A chaos of deep passion, from his birth.

But should it be — that dream eternally
Continuing — as dreams have been to me

In my young boyhood — should it thus be giv'n,
"T were folly still to hope for higher Heav’n.

For I have revell’d, when the sun was bright

I’ the summer sky, in dreams of living light

And loveliness, — have left my very heart

In climes of mine imagining, apart

From mine own home, with beings that have been
Of mine own thought — what more could I have seen?
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T was once — and only once — and the wild hour
From my remembrance shall not pass — some pow’r
Or spell had bound me — ’t was the chilly wind
Came o’er me in the night, and left behind

Its image on my spirit — or the moon

Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon

Too coldly — or the stars — howe’er it was,

That dream was as that night-wind — let it pass.

I have been happy, tho’ but in a dream.

I have been happy — and I love the theme:
Dreams! In their vivid coloring of life,

As in that fleeting, shadowy, misty strife

Of semblance with reality which brings

To the delirious eye, more lovely things

Of Paradise and Love — and all our own!

"Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known.

1828

Fairy-Land

Dim vales — and shadowy floods —
And cloudy-looking woods,

Whose forms we can’t discover

For the tears that drip all over

Huge moons there wax and wane —
Again — again — again —

Every moment of the night —
Forever changing places —

And they put out the star-light

With the breath from their pale faces.
About twelve by the moon-dial

One more filmy than the rest

(A kind which, upon trial,

They have found to be the best)
Comes down — still down — and down
With its centre on the crown

Of a mountain’s eminence,

While its wide circumference

In easy drapery falls

Over hamlets, over halls,

Wherever they may be —

O’er the strange woods — o’er the sea —
Opver spirits on the wing —

Over every drowsy thing —

And buries them up quite

In a labyrinth of light —

And then, how deep! — O, deep!
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Is the passion of their sleep.
In the morning they arise,
And their moony covering

Is soaring in the skies,

With the tempests as they toss,
Like — almost any thing —
Or a yellow Albatross.

They use that moon no more
For the same end as before —
Videlicet a tent —

Which I think extravagant:

Its atomies, however,

Into a shower dissever,

Of which those butterflies,
Of Earth, who seek the skies,
And so come down again
(Never-contented things!')
Have brought a specimen
Upon their quivering wings.

1829

To Helen

Helen, thy beauty is to me
Like those Nicéan barks of yore,
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,
The weary, way-worn wanderer bore
To his own native shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam,
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home
To the glory that was Greece,
And the grandeur that was Rome.

Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche
How statue-like I see thee stand,
The agate lamp within thy hand!

Ah, Psyche, from the regions which
Are Holy-Land!

1831

The City in the Sea

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne
In a strange city lying alone
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Far down within the dim West,

Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best
Have gone to their eternal rest.

There shrines and palaces and towers

(Time-eaten towers that tremble not!)

Resemble nothing that is ours.

Around, by lifting winds forgot,

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

No rays from the holy heaven come down
On the long night-time of that town;

But light from out the lurid sea

Streams up the turrets silently —

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free

Up domes — up spires — up kingly halls —
Up fanes — up Babylon-like walls —

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers —
Up many and many a marvellous shrine
Whose wreathéd friezes intertwine

The viol, the violet, and the vine.

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

So blend the turrets and shadows there
That all seem pendulous in air,

While from a proud tower in the town
Death looks gigantically down.

There open fanes and gaping graves
Yawn level with the luminous waves;
But not the riches there that lie

In each idol’s diamond eye —

Not the gaily-jewelled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;
For no ripples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass —
No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-off happier sea —
No heavings hint that winds have been
On seas less hideously serene.

But lo, a stir is in the air!

The wave — there is a movement there!
As if the towers had thrust aside,

In slightly sinking, the dull tide —

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.
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The waves have now a redder glow —
The hours are breathing faint and low —
And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do it reverence.

1831

To One in Pavadise

Thou wast that all to me, love,
For which my soul did pine —

A green isle in the sea, love,
A fountain and a shrine,

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers,
And all the flowers were mine.

Ah, dream too bright to last!

Ah, starry Hope! that didst arise
But to be overcast!

A voice from out the Future cries,
“On! on!” — but o’er the Past

(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies
Mute, motionless, aghast!

For, alas! alas! with me
The light of Life is o’er!
No more — no more — no more —
(Such language holds the solemn sea
To the sands upon the shore)
Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree,
Or the stricken eagle soar!

And all my days are trances,
And all my nightly dreams
Are where thy grey eye glances,
And where thy footstep gleams —
In what ethereal dances,
By what eternal streams.

1834

The Haunted Palace

In the greenest of our valleys
By good angels tenanted,
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Once a fair and stately palace —
Radiant palace — reared its head.

In the monarch Thought’s dominion —
It stood there!

Never seraph spread a pinion

Opver fabric half so fair!

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
On its roof did float and flow

(This — all this — was in the olden
Time long ago),

And every gentle air that dallied,
In that sweet day,

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,

A winged odor went away.

Wanderers in that happy valley,
Through two luminous windows, saw
Spirits moving musically,
To a lute’s well-tuneéd law,
Round about a throne where, sitting,
Porphyrogene,
In state his glory well befitting
The ruler of the realm was seen.

And all with pearl and ruby glowing
Was the fair palace door,
Through which came flowing, flowing flowing,
And sparkling evermore,
A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty
Wias but to sing,
In voices of surpassing beauty,
The wit and wisdom of their king.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate.
(Ah, let us mourn! — for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)
And round about his home the glory

That blushed and bloomed,
Is but a dim-remembered story
Of the old-time entombed.

And travellers, now, within that valley,
Through the encrimsoned windows see

Vast forms that move fantastically
"To a discordant melody,

While, like a ghastly rapid river,
Through the pale door
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A hideous throng rush out forever
And laugh — but smile no more.

1838

The Raven

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore —

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door —

“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door —
Only this and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

Eagerly I wished the morrow; — vainly I had sought to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow — sorrow for the lost Lenore —

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore —
Nameless bere for evermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me — filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating,

“*Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door —

Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door; —
This it is and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you” — here I opened wide the door; —
Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?”

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word “Lenore!”
Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.

“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore —

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; —
"Tis the wind and nothing more!”
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Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore:

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door —

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door —
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore:

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “ art sure no
craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore —

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning — little relevancy bore:

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door —

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,
With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.

Nothing farther then he uttered — not a feather then he fluttered —

Till T scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before —

On the morrow ke will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
“Doubtles,” said I, “What it utters is its only stock and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore —
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of ‘Never — nevermore.””

But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore —

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,

But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore!
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Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee — by these angels he hath
sent thee
Respite — respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil! — prophet still, if bird or devil! —

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted —

On this home by Horror haunted — tell me truly, I implore —

Is there — is there balm in Gilead? — tell me — tell me, I implore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil! — prophet still, if bird or devil! —

By that Heaven that bends above us — by that God we both adore —

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore —

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting —

“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken! — quit the bust above my door!

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, szi/ is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted — nevermore!

1845

Ulalume — A Ballad

The skies they were ashen and sober;
The leaves they were crispéd and sere —
The leaves they were withering and sere:
It was night, in the lonesome October
Of my most immemorial year:
It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,
In the misty mid region of Weir: —
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It was down by the dank tarn of Auber,
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

Here once, through an alley Titanic,
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul —
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul.

These were days when my heart was volcanic
As the scoriac rivers that roll —
As the lavas that restlessly roll

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek,
In the ultimate climes of the Pole —

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek,
In the realms of the Boreal Pole.

Our talk had been serious and sober,
But our thoughts they were palsied and sere —
Our memories were treacherous and sere;
For we knew not the month was October,
And we marked not the night of the year —
(Ah, night of all nights in the year!)
We noted not the dim lake of Auber,
(Though once we had journeyed down here)
We remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

And now, as the night was senescent,
And star-dials pointed to morn —
As the star-dials hinted of morn —

At the end of our path a liquescent
And nebulous lustre was born,

Out of which a miraculous crescent
Arose with a duplicate horn —

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent,
Distinct with its duplicate horn.

And I said — “She is warmer than Dian;
She rolls through an ether of sighs —
She revels in a region of sighs.

She has seen that the tears are not dry on
These cheeks where the worm never dies,

And has come past the stars of the Lion,
To point us the path to the skies —

To the Lethean peace of the skies —

Come up, in despite of the Lion,

To shine on us with her bright eyes —

Come up, through the lair of the Lion,
With love in her luminous eyes.”
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But Psyche, uplifting her finger,
Said — “Sadly this star I mistrust —
Her pallor I strangely mistrust —

Ah, hasten! — ah, let us not linger!
Ah, fly! —let us fly! —for we must.”

In terror she spoke; letting sink her
Wings till they trailed in the dust —

In agony sobbed; letting sink her
Plumes till they trailed in the dust —
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.

I replied — “This is nothing but dreaming.
Let us on, by this remulous light!
Let us bathe in this crystalline light!
Its Sibyllic splendor is beaming
With Hope and in Beauty to-night —
See! — it flickers up the sky through the night!
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming
And be sure it will lead us aright —
We surely may trust to a gleaming
That cannot but guide us aright
Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.”

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her,
And tempted her out of her gloom —
And conquered her scruples and gloom;
And we passed to the end of the vista —
But were stopped by the door of a tomb, —
By the door of a legended tomb: —
And I said — “What is written, sweet sister,
On the door of this legended tomb?”
She replied — “Ulalume — Ulalume! —
"T is the vault of thy lost Ulalume!”

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober
As the leaves that were crispéd and sere —
As the leaves that were withering and sere —
And I cried — “It was surely October,
On this very night of last year,
That I journeyed — I journeyed down here! —
That I brought a dread burden down here —
On this night, of all nights in the year,
Ah, what demon hath tempted me here?
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber —
This misty mid region of Weir: —
Well T know, now, this dank tarn of Auber —
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”

1847
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A Dream Within a Dveam

Take this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow —
You are not wrong, who deem
That my days have been a dream;
Yet if hope has flown away

In a night, or in a day,

In a vision, or in none,

Is it therefore the less gome?
All that we see or seem

Is but a dream within a dream.

I stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,
And I hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sand —
How few! yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While I weep — while I weep!
O God! Can I not grasp
Them with a tighter clasp?

O God! can I not save

One from the pitiless wave?

Is ali that we see or seem

But a dream within a dream?

1849

Annabel Lee

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee; —

And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.

She was a child and I was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love —
I and my Annabel Lee —

With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
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A wind blew out of a cloud by night
Chilling my Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
~ Went envying her and me: —
Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)
That the wind came out of the cloud, chilling
And killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we —
Of many far wiser than we —

And neither the angels in Heaven above
Nor the demons down under the sea

Can ever disserver my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: —

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And the stars never rise but I see the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride
In her sepulchre there by the sea —
In her tomb by the side of the sea.

1849

JONES VERY (1813-1880)

Born in 1813 to first cousins who never married, Jones Very, the “laureate of Salem,” was edu-
cated at Harvard, where he went on to teach Greek. As a result of a mystical experience, he was
locked up in McLean Asylum for a month in the autumn of 1838. It was then that he wrote the
visionary sonnets on which his poetic reputation is based. “And he is gone into the multitude as
solitary as Jesus,” Emerson wrote in his journals after a visit from Very. “In dismissing him I
seem to have discharged an arrow into the heart of society. Wherever that young enthusiast
goes he will astonish and disconcert men by dividing for them the cloud that covers the pro-
found gulf that is in man.” Very lived with his sister Frances, who had an enormous shaggy gray
cat named Walt Whitman.
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The New Birth

"Tis a new life; — thoughts move not as they did
With slow uncertain steps across my mind,

In thronging haste fast pressing on they bid

The portals open to the viewless wind

That comes not save when in the dust is laid

The crown of pride that gilds each mortal brow,

And from before man’s vision melting fade

The heavens and earth; — their walls are falling now. —
Fast crowding on, each thought asks utterance strong;
Storm-lifted waves swift rushing to the shore,

On from the sea they send their shouts along,

Back through the cave-worn rocks their thunders roar;
And I a child of God by Christ made free

Start from death’s slumbers to Eternity.

1839

The Dead

I see them, — crowd on crowd they walk the earth
Dry leafless trees to autumn wind laid bare;
And in their nakedness find cause for mirth,
And all unclad would winter’s rudeness dare;
No sap doth through their clattering branches flow,
Whence springing leaves and blossoms bright appear;
Their hearts the living God have ceased to know
Who gives the spring time to th’ expectant year;
They mimic life, as if from him to steal
His glow of health to paint the livid cheek;
They borrow words for thoughts they cannot feel,
That with a seeming heart their tongue may speak;
And in their show of life more dead they live

Than those that to the earth with many tears they give.

1839

The Garden

I saw the spot where our first parents dwelt;
And yet it wore to me no face of change,

For while amid its fields and groves, I felt

As if T had not sinned, nor thought it strange;
My eye seemed but a part of every sight,

My ear heard music in each sound that rose;
Each sense forever found a new delight,
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Each act some new and ever-varying joy

Did by my Father’s love for me prepare;

To dress the spot my ever fresh employ,

And in the glorious whole with Him to share;

No more without the flaming gate to stray,

No more for sin’s dark stain the debt of death to pay.

1839

The New World

The night that has no star lit up by God,

The day that round men shines who still are blind,
The earth their grave-turned feet for ages trod,
And sea swept over by His mighty wind;

All these have passed away; the melting dream
That flitted o’er the sleeper’s half-shut eye,

When touched by morning’s golden-darting beam;
And he beholds around the earth and sky

That ever real stands; the rolling spheres

And heaving billows of the boundless main,

That show though time is past no trace of years,
And earth restored he sees as his again;

The earth that fades not, and the heavens that stand;
Their strong foundations laid by God’s right hand!

1839

Yourself

"T is to yourself I speak; you cannot know
Him whom I call in speaking such an one,

For thou beneath the earth liest buried low,
Which he alone as living walks upon;

Thou mayst at times have heard him speak to you,
And often wished perchance that you were he;
And I must ever wish that it were true,

For then thou couldst hold fellowship with me;
But now thou hear’st us talk as strangers, met
Above the room wherein thou liest abed;

A word perhaps loud spoken thou mayst get,
Or hear our feet when heavily they tread;

But he who speaks, or him who’s spoken to,
Must both remain as strangers still to you.

1839

JONES VERY
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HENRY DAVID THOREAU (1817-1862)

Henry David Thoreau wrote several of our classics in prose, notably “Walden” — his journal
of living in the woods at Walden Pond (1854) — and his essay on “Civil Disobedience” (1849).
Emerson wrote of Thoreau in his journals: “It was a pleasure to know him and a privilege to
walk with him. He knew the country like a fox or a bird, and passed through it as freely by
paths of his own. He knew every track in the snow or on the ground, and what creature had
taken this path before him.” Thoreau lived in an intimate relation with the birds and the flow-
ers. When Thoreau and Emerson walked together one day (the latter wrote), “He thought
that, if waked up from a trance, in this swamp, he could tell by the plants what time of the year
it was within two days.” When Thoreau heard the “night-warbler,” having searched for it in
vain for twelve years, he told Emerson, “What you seek in vain for, half your life, one day you
come full upon, all the family at dinner. You seek it like a dream, and as soon as you find it you
become its prey.”

1 Am a Parcel of Vain Strivings Tied

I am a parcel of vain strivings tied
By a chance bond together,
Dangling this way and that, their links
Were made so loose and wide,
Methinks,
For milder weather.

A bunch of violets without their roots,
And sorrel intermixed,
Encircled by a wisp of straw
Once coiled about their shoots,
The law
By which I'm fixed.

A nosegay which Time clutched from out
Those fair Elysian fields,
With weeds and broken stems, in haste,
Doth make the rabble rout
That waste
The day he yields.

And here I bloom for a short hour unseen,
Drinking my juices up,
With no root in the land
To keep my branches green,
But stand
In a bare cup.

Some tender buds were left upon my stem
In mimicry of life,
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But ah! the children will not know,
Till time has withered them,
The woe
With which they’re rife.

But now I see I was not plucked for naughe,
And after in life’s vase
Of glass set while I might survive,
But by a kind hand brought
Alive

"To a strange place.

That stock thus thinned will soon redeem its hours,
And by another year,
Such as God knows, with freer air,
More fruits and fairer flowers

Will bear,
While I droop here.
1841
Inspiration

Whate’er we leave to God, God does,
And blesses us;

The work we choose should be our own,
God lets alone.

If with light head erect I sing,

Though all the muses lend their force,
From my poor love of anything,

The verse is weak and shallow as its source.

But if with bended neck I grope,
Listening behind me for my wit,
With faith superior to hope,
More anxious to keep back than forward it,

Making my soul accomplice there
Unto the flame my heart hath lit,
Then will the verse forever wear, —
Time cannot bend the line which God hath writ.

Always the general show of things
Floats in review before my mind,

And such true love and reverence brings,
That sometimes I forget that I am blind.
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But now there comes unsought, unseen,
Some clear, divine electuary,

And I who had but sensual been,
Grow sensible, and as God is, am wary.

I hearing get who had but ears,
And sight, who had but eyes before,
I moments live who lived but years,
And truth discern who knew but learning’s lore.

I hear beyond the range of sound,
I see beyond the range of sight,
New earths and skies and seas around,
And in my day the sun doth pale his light.

A clear and ancient harmony
Pierces my soul through all its din,
As through its utmost melody, —
Farther behind than they — farther within.

More swift its bolt than lightning is,
Its voice than thunder is more loud,
_ It doth expand my privacies
To all, and leave me single in the crowd.

It speaks with such authority,
With so serene and lofty tone,
That idle Time runs gadding by,
And leaves me with Eternity alone.

Then chiefly is my natal hour,
And only then my prime of life,
Of manhood’s strength it is the flower,
"Tis peace’s end and war’s beginning strife.

"T’hath come in summer’s broadest noon,
By a grey wall or some chance place,
Unseasoned time, insulted June,
And vexed the day with its presuming face.

Such fragrance round my couch it makes,
More rich than are Arabian drugs,

That my soul scents its life and wakes
The body up beneath its perfumed rugs.

Such is the Muse — the heavenly maid,

The star that guides our mortal course,
Which shows where life’s true kernel’s laid,

Its wheat’s fine flower, and its undying force.
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She with one breath attunes the spheres,
And also my poor human heart,
With one impulse propels the years
Around, and gives my throbbing pulse its start.

I will not doubt forever more,
Nor falter from a steadfast faith,
For though the system be turned o’er,
God takes not back the word which once he saith.

I will then trust the love untold
‘Which not my worth nor want has bought,
Which wooed me young and woos me old,
And to this evening hath me brought.

My memory I'll educate

To know the one historic truth,
Remembering to the latest date

The only true and sole immortal youth.

Be but thy inspiration given,
No matter through what danger sought,
I’ll fathom hell or climb to heaven,
And yet esteem that cheap which love has bought.

Fame cannot tempt the bard
Who’s famous with his God,
Nor laurel him reward
Who hath his Maker’s nod.

c. 1841

JuriA WARD HOWE (1819-1910)

The staunch abolitionist who wrote the song that became the Union Army’s unofficial anthem
in the Civil War was born into a wealthy New York family. Julia Ward Howe and her husband
published the abolitionist newspaper The Commonwealth. “The Battle Hymn of the Republic”
appeared in the Atlantic Monthly in February 1862. After the war, Howe campaigned for the
causes of women’s suffrage and prison reform.
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The Battle Hymn of the Republic

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord:
He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword:

His truth is marching on.

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps,

They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps;

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps:
His day is marching on.

I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnished rows of steel:

“As ye deal with my contemners, so with you my grace shall deal;

Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel,
Since God is marching on.”

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgement seat:

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him! Be jubilant, my feet!
Our God is marching on.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,

With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me:

As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
While God is marching on.

1862

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL (1819-1891)

James Russell Lowell was born in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and educated at Harvard. He had a
talent for satirical verse, which he used to advance political causes: opposition to the Mexican War,
support of the Union in the Civil War. “A Fable for Critics” (1848), his best work, satirizes his
contemporaries. In 1855, Lowell became professor of modern languages at Harvard, a position he
held untl 1876. In addition to teaching, he served as first editor (1857-1861) of the Atlantic
Monthly. In 1877 he was appointed ambassador to England, where he remained undl 1885. Robert
Lowell, his great-grandnephew, unsentimentally called him “a poet pedestaled for oblivion.”

from A Fable for Critics

Emerson

“There comes Emerson first, whose rich words, every one,
Are like gold nails in temples to hang trophies on,
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Whose prose is grand verse, while his verse, the Lord knows,
Is some of it pr— No, ’t is not even prose;

I'm speaking of metres; some poems have welled

From those rare depths of soul that have ne’er been excelled;
They’re not epics, but that doesn’t matter a pin,

In creating, the only hard thing’s to begin;

A grass-blade’s no easier to make than an oak;

If you've once found the way, you've achieved the grand stroke;
In the worst of his poems are mines of rich matter,

But thrown in a heap with a crash and a clatter;

Now it is not one thing nor another alone

Makes a poem, but rather the general tone,

The something pervading, uniting the whole,

The before unconceived, unconceivable soul,

So that just in removing this trifle or that, you

Take away, as it were, a chief limb of the statue;

Roots, wood, bark, and leaves singly perfect may be,

But, clapt hodge-podge together, they don’t make a tree.

“But, to come back to Emerson (whom by the way,
I believe we left waiting), — his is, we may say,
A Greek head on right Yankee shoulders, whose range
Has Olympus for one pole, for t'other the Exchange;
He seems, to my thinking (although I'm afraid
The comparison must, long ere this, have been made),
A Plotinus-Montaigne, where the Egyptian’s gold mist
And the Gascon’s shrewd wit cheek-by-jowl coexist;
All admire, and yet scarcely six converts he’s got
To I don’t (nor they either) exactly know what;
For though he builds glorious temples, 't is odd
He leaves never a doorway to get in a god.
"T is refreshing to old-fashioned people like me
To meet such a primitive Pagan as he,
In whose mind all creation is duly respected
As parts of himself — just a little projected;
And who’s willing to worship the stars and the sun,
A convert to — nothing but Emerson.
So perfect a balance there is in his head,
That he talks of things sometimes as if they were dead;
Life, nature, love, God, and affairs of that sort,
He looks at as merely ideas; in short,
As if they were fossils stuck round in a cabinet,
Of such vast extent that our earth’s a mere dab in it;
Composed just as he is inclined to conjecture her,
Namely, one part pure earth, ninety-nine parts pure lecturer;
You are filled with delight at his clear demonstration,
Each figure, word, gesture, just fits the occasion,
With the quiet precision of science he’ll sort em,
But you can'’t help suspecting the whole a post mortem.
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“There are persons, mole-blind to the soul’s make and style,
Who insist on a likeness ‘twixt him and Carlyle;
To compare him with Plato would be vastly fairer,
Carlyle’s the more burly, but E. is the rarer;
He sees fewer objects, but clearlier, truelier,
If C.s as original, E.’s more peculiar;
That he’s more of a man you might say of the one,
Of the other he’s more of an Emerson;
Cs the Titan, as shaggy of mind as of limb, —
E. the clear-eyed Olympian, rapid and slim;
The one’s two thirds Norseman, the other half Greek,
Where the one’s most abounding, the other’s to seek;
C.s generals require to be seen in the mass, —
Es specialties gain if enlarged by the glass;
C. gives nature and God his fits of the blues,
And rims common-sense things with mystical hues, —
E. sits in a mystery calm and intense,
And looks coolly around him with sharp common-sense;
C. shows you how every-day matters unite
With the dim transdiurnal recesses of night, —
While E., in a plain, preternatural way,
Makes mysteries matters of mere every day;
C. draws all his characters quite 4 /z Fuseli, —
No sketching their bundles of muscles and thews illy,
He paints with a brush so untamed and profuse,
They seem nothing but bundles of muscles and thews;
E. is rather like Flaxman, lines strait and severe,
And a colorless outline, but full, round, and clear; —
To the men he thinks worthy he frankly accords
The design of a white marble statue in words.
C. labors to get at the centre, and then
Take a reckoning from there of his actions and men;
E. calmly assumes the said centre as granted,
And, given himself, has whatever is wanted.

“He has imitators in scores, who omit
No part of the man but his wisdom and wit, —
Who go carefully o’er the sky-blue of his brain,
And when he has skimmed it once, skim it again;
If at all they resemble him, you may be sure it is
Because their shoals mirror his mists and obscurities,
As a mud-puddle seems deep as heaven for a minute,
While a cloud that floats o’er is reflected within it.

“There comes ——, for instance; to see him s rare sport,
Tread in Emerson’s tracks with legs painfully short;
How he jumps, how he strains, and gets red in the face,
To keep step with the mystagogue’s natural pace!
He follows as close as a stick to a rocket,
His fingers exploring the prophet’s each pocket.
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Fie, for shame, brother bard; with good fruit of your own,
Can’t you let Neighbor Emerson’s orchards alone?

Besides, ’t is no use, you’ll not find €’en a core, —

has picked up all the windfalls before.

They might strip every tree, and E. never would catch ’em,
His Hesperides have no rude dragon to watch ’em;

When they send him a dishful, and ask him to try ’em,

He never suspects how the sly rogues came by ’em;

He wonders why ’t is there are none such his trees on,

And thinks ’em the best he has tasted this season.

Poe and Longfellow

“There comes Poe, with his raven, like Barnaby Rudge,
Three fifths of him genius and two fifths sheer fudge,
Who talks like a book of iambs and pentameters,

In a way to make people of common sense damn metres,
Who has written some things quite the best of their kind,
But the heart somehow seems all squeezed out by the mind,
Who — But hey-day! What's this? Messieurs Mathews and Poe,
You must n’t fling mud-balls at Longfellow so,

Does it make a man worse that his character’s such

As to make his friends love him (as you think) too much?
Why, there is not a bard at this moment alive

More willing than he that his fellows should thrive;

While you are abusing him thus, even now

He would help either one of you out of a slough;

You may say that he’s smooth and all that till you're hoarse,
But remember that elegance also is force;

After polishing granite as much as you will,

The heart keeps its tough old persistency still;

Deduct all you can, that still keeps you at bay;

Why, he’ll live till men weary of Collins and Gray.

I’m not over-fond of Greek metres in English,

"To me rhyme’s a gain, so it be not too jinglish,

And your modern hexameter verses are no more

Like Greek ones than sleek Mr, Pope is like Homer;

As the roar of the sea to the coo of a pigeon is,

So, compared to your moderns, sounds old Melesigenes;

I may be too partial, the reason, perhaps, o't is

That I *ve heard the old blind man recite his own rhapsodies,
And my ear with that music impregnate may be,

Like the poor exiled shell with the soul of the sea,

Or as one can’t bear Strauss when his nature is cloven

To its deeps within deeps by the stroke of Beethoven;

But, set that aside, and ’t is truth that I speak,

Had Theocritus written in English, not Greek,

I believe that his exquisite sense would scarce change a line
In that rare, tender, virgin-like pastoral Evangeline.

That s not ancient nor modern, its place is apart
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Where time has no sway, in the realm of pure Art,
T is a shrine of retreat from Earth’s hubbub and strife
As quiet and chaste as the author’s own life.

1848

WALT WHITMAN (1819-1892)

Walt Whitman was born on Long Island (which he called by its Indian name, Paumanok) and
lived in Brooklyn, where he worked as a newspaperman and printer. The self-published Leaves
of Grass appeared in 1855. “An American bard at last!” Thus opens one of the first reviews the
book received. The reviewer continues: “One of the roughs, large, proud, affectionate, eating,
drinking, and breeding, his costume manly and free, his face sunburnt and bearded, his posture
strong and erect, his voice bringing hope and prophecy to the generous races of young and old.”
Whitman himself wrote this review in 1855. Not every critic concurred. During the Civil War,
Whitman served for three years as a wound dresser and solace giver to injured soldiers in and
around Washington. In 1865, when his Civil War poems and his elegy for President Lincoln
(“When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d”) were published in Drum-Taps, Henry James
addressed the author directly: “What would be bald nonsense and dreary platitudes in any one
else becomes sublimity in you. But all this is a mistake. To become adopted as a national poet,
it is not enough to discard everything in particular and to accept everything in general, to amass
crudity upon crudity, to discharge the undigested contents of your blotting-book into the lap of
the public.” Later writers addressed him, too: Ezra Pound proposed a surly “pact” with
Whitman, Hart Crane clasped him by the hand, and Allen Ginsberg spied him in the aisles of
a supermarket in California. In the prose preface to Leaves of Grass, Whitman declares that “the
United States themselves are essentially the greatest poem,” a statement that bears contem-
plating. He is generous with his advice.

This is what you shall do: Love the earth and sun and the animals, despise riches,
give alms to every one that asks, stand up for the stupid and crazy, devote your
income and labor to others, hate tyrants, argue not concerning God, have
patience and indulgence toward the people, take off your hat to nothing known
or unknown or to any man or number of men, go freely with powerful uneducated
persons and with the young and with the mothers of families, read these leaves in
the open air every season of every year of your life, re-examine all you have been
told at school or church or in any book, dismiss whatever insults your own soul,
and your very flesh shall be a great poet and have the richest fluency not only in
its words but in the silent lines of its lips and face and between the lashes of your
eyes and in every motion and joint of your body.

Song of Myself (1855 edition)

I
I celebrate myself,
And what I assume you shall assume,
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.
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I loafe and invite my soul,

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

Echoes, 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.

m
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.
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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 s0.

Sure as the most certain sure . . . . plumb in the uprights, well

entretied, braced in the beams,
Stout as a horse, affectionate, haughty, electrical,
I and this mystery here we stand.

Clear and sweet is my soul . . . . and clear and sweet is all that is not
my soul.

Lack one lacks both . . . . and the unseen is proved by the seen,
Till that becomes unseen and receives proof in its turn.

Showing the best and dividing it from the worst, age vexes age,
Knowing the perfect fitness and equanimity of things, while they

discuss I am silent, and go bathe and admire myself.

Welcome is every organ and attribute of me, and of any man hearty
and clean,

Not an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be less
familiar than the rest.

I am satisfied . . . . I see, dance, laugh, sing;

As God comes a loving bedfellow and sleeps at my side all night and
close on the peep of the day,

And leaves for me baskets covered with white towels bulging the house
with their plenty,

Shall I postpone my acceptation and realization and scream at my
eyes,

That they turn from gazing after and down the road,

And forthwith cipher and show me to a cent,

Exactly the contents of one, and exactly the contents of two, and
which is ahead?
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v
Trippers and askers surround me,
People I meet . . .. the effect upon me of my early life . . . . of the
ward and city I live in . . . . of the nation,
The latest news . . . . discoveries, inventions, societies . . . . authors

old and new,
My dinner, dress, associates, looks, business, compliments, dues,
The real or fancied indifferences of some man or woman I love,
The sickness of one of my folks — or of myself . . . . orill-doing . . ..
or loss or lack of money . . . . or depressions or exaltations,
They come to me days and nights and go from me again,
But they are not the Me myself.

Apart from the pulling and hauling stands what I am,

Stands amused, complacent, compassionating, idle, unitary,
Looks down, is erect, bends an arm on an impalpable certain rest,
Looks with its sidecurved head curious what will come next,

Both in and out of the game, and watching and wondering at it.

Backward I see in my own days where I sweated through fog with
linguists and contenders,

I have no mockings or arguments . . . . I witness and wait.
A%
I believe in you my soul . . . . the other I am must not abase itself
to you,

And you must not be abased to the other.

Loafe with me on the grass . . . . loose the stop from your throat,

Not words, not music or rhyme I want . . . . not custom or lecture,
not even the best,

Only the lull I like, the hum of your valved voice.

I mind how we lay in June, such a transparent summer morning;
You settled your head athwart my hips and gently turned over
upon me,
And parted the shirt from my bosom-bone, and plunged your tongue
to my barestript heart,
And reached till you felt my beard, and reached till you held my feet.

Swiftly arose and spread around me the peace and joy and knowledge
that pass all the art and argument of the earth;

And I know that the hand of God is the elderhand of my own,

And I know that the spirit of God is the eldest brother of my own,

And that all the men ever born are also my brothers . . . . and the
women my sisters and lovers,

And that a kelson of the creation is love;

And limitless are leaves stiff or drooping in the fields,
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And brown ants in the little wells beneath them,
And mossy scabs of the wormfence, and heaped stones, and elder
and mullen and pokeweed.

A% !
A child said, What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands;
How could I answer the child? . . .. I do not know what it is any
more than he.

I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green stuff

WOoveEn.

Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord,

A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropped,

Bearing the owner’s name someway in the corners, that we may see
and remark, and say Whose?

Or I guess the grass is itself a child . . . . the produced babe of the
vegetation.

Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic,

And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones,

Growing among black folks as among white,

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I
receive them the same.

And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves.

Tenderly will I use you curling grass,

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men,

It may be if I had known them I would have loved them;

It may be you are from old people and from women, and from
offspring taken soon out of their mothers’ laps,

And here you are the mothers’ laps.

This grass is very dark to be from the white heads of old mothers,
Darker than the colorless beards of old men,
Dark to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths.

O I perceive after all so many uttering tongues!
And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths for
nothing.

I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and
women,
And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring taken

soon out of their laps.
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What do you think has become of the young and old men?
And what do you think has become of the women and children?

They are alive and well somewhere;

The smallest sprout shows there is really no death,

And if ever there was it led forward life, and does not wait at the
end to arrest it,

And ceased the moment life appeared.

All goes onward and outward . . . . and nothing collapses,
And to die is different from what any one supposed, and luckier.

Vil
Has any one supposed it lucky to be born?
I hasten to inform him or her it is just as lucky to die, and I know it.

I pass death with the dying, and birth with the new-washed babe . . ..
and am not contained between my hat and boots,

And peruse manifold objects, no two alike, and every one good,

The earth good, and the stars good, and their adjuncts all good.

I am not an earth nor an adjunct of an earth,

I am the mate and companion of people, all just as immortal and
fathomless as myself;

They do not know how immortal, but I know.

Every kind for itself and its own . . . . for me mine male and female,

For me all that have been boys and that love women,

For me the man that is proud and feels how it stings to be slighted,

For me the sweetheart and the old maid . . . . for me mothers and
the mothers of mothers,

For me lips that have smiled, eyes that have shed tears,

For me children and the begetters of children.

Who need be afraid of the merge?

Undrape . . . . you are not guilty to me, nor stale nor discarded,

I see through the broadcloth and gingham whether or no,

And am around, tenacious, acquisitive, tireless . . . . and can never
be shaken away.

VI
The little one sleeps in its cradle,
I lift the gauze and look a long time, and silently brush away flies
with my hand.

The youngster and the redfaced girl turn aside up the bushy hill,
I peeringly view them from the top.

89



90 WALT WHITMAN

The suicide sprawls on the bloody floor of the bedroom,
Itis so.... I witnessed the corpse. ... there the pistol had fallen.

The blab of the pave . . . . the tires of carts and sluff of bootsoles
and talk of the promenaders,

The heavy omnibus, the driver with his interrogating thumb, the
clank of the shod horses on the granite floor,

The carnival of sleighs, the clinking and shouted jokes and pelts of
snowballs;

The hurrahs for popular favorites . . . . the fury of roused mobs,

The flap of the curtained litter — the sick man inside, borne to the
hospital,

The meeting of enemies, the sudden oath, the blows and fall,

The excited crowd — the policeman with his star quickly working his
passage to the centre of the crowd;

The impassive stones that receive and return so many echoes,

The souls moving along . . . . are they invisible while the least atom
of the stones is visible?

What groans of overfed or half-starved who fall on the flags
sunstruck or in fits,

What exclamations of women taken suddenly, who hurry home and
give birth to babes,

What living and buried speech is always vibrating here . . . . what
howls restrained by decorum,

Arrests of criminals, slights, adulterous offers made, acceptances,
rejections with convex lips,

I mind them or the resonance of them . . .. I come again and again.

IX
The big doors of the country-barn stand open and ready,
The dried grass of the harvest-time loads the slow-drawn wagon,
The clear light plays on the brown gray and green intertinged,
The armfuls are packed to the sagging mow:
Tamthere....Thelp....Icame stretched atop of the load,
I felt its soft jolts . . . . one leg reclined on the other,
I jump from the crossbeams, and seize the clover and timothy,
And roll head over heels, and tangle my hair full of wisps.

X

Alone far in the wilds and mountains I hunt,

Wandering amazed at my own lightness and glee,

In the late afternoon choosing a safe spot to pass the night,

Kindling a fire and broiling the freshkilled game,

Soundly falling asleep on the gathered leaves, my dog and gun by
my side.

The Yankee clipper is under her three skysails . . . . she cuts the
sparkle and scud,

My eyes settle the land . . . . I bend at her prow or shout joyously
from the deck.
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The boatmen and clamdiggers arose early and stopped for me,
I tucked my trowser-ends in my boots and went and had a good time,
You should have been with us that day round the chowder-kettle.

I saw the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far-west . . ..
the bride was a red girl,

Her father and his friends sat near by crosslegged and dumbly
smoking . . . . they had moccasins to their feet and large thick
blankets hanging from their shoulders;

On a bank lounged the trapper . . . . he was dressed mostly in skins . . . .
his luxuriant beard and curls protected his neck,

One hand rested on his rifle . . . . the other hand held firmly the wrist

of the red girl,

She had long eyelashes . . . . her head was bare . . . . her coarse straight
locks descended upon her voluptous limbs and reached to her
feet.

The runaway slave came to my house and stopped outside,
I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile,
Through the swung half-door of the kitchen I saw him limpsey and
weak,
And went where he sat on a log, and led him in and assured him,
And brought water and filled a tub for his sweated body and
bruised feet,
And gave him a room that entered from my own, and gave him
some coarse clean clothes,
And remember perfectly well his revolving eyes and his awkwardness,
And remember putting plasters on the galls of his neck and ankles;
He staid with me a week before he was recuperated and passed north,
I had him sit next me at table . . . . my firelock leaned in the corner.

X1
Twenty-eight young men bathe by the shore,
Twenty-eight young men, and all so friendly,
Twenty-eight years of womanly life, and all so lonesome.

She owns the fine house by the rise of the bank,
She hides handsome and richly drest aft the blinds of the window.

Which of the young men does she like the best?
Ah the homeliest of them is beaudiful to her.

Where are you off to, lady? for I see you,
You splash in the water there, yet stay stock still in your room.

Dancing and laughing along the beach came the twenty-ninth bather,
The rest did not see her, but she saw them and loved them.
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The beards of the young men glistened with wet; it ran from their
long hair,
Little streams passed all over their bodies.

An unseen hand also passed over their bodies,
It descended tremblingly from their temples and ribs.

The young men float on their backs, their white bellies swell to the
sun . . . . they do not ask who seizes fast to them,

They do not know who puffs and declines with pendant and
bending arch,

They do not think whom they souse with spray.

XII
The butcher-boy puts off his killing-clothes, or sharpens his knife
at the stall in the market,
I loiter enjoying his repartee and his shuffle and breakdown.

Blacksmiths with grimed and hairy chests environ the anvil,
Each has his main-sledge . . . . they are all out . . . . there is a great
heat in the fire.

From the cinder-strewed threshold I follow their movements,

The lithe sheer of their waists plays even with their massive arms,
Overhand the hammers roll — overhand so slow — overhand so sure,
They do not hasten, each man hits in his place.

XIIT
The negro holds firmly the reins of his four horses . . . . the block
swags underneath on its tied-over chain,
The negro that drives the huge dray of the stoneyard . . . . steady
and tall he stands poised on one leg on the stringpiece,
His blue shirt exposes his ample neck and breast and loosens over

his hipband,

His glance is calm and commanding . . . . he tosses the slouch of his
hat away from his forehead,

The sun falls on his crispy hair and moustache . . . . falls on the

black of his polish’d and perfect limbs.

I behold the picturesque giant and love him . . . . and I do not stop
there,
I go with the team also.

In me the caresser of life wherever moving . . . . backward as well
as forward slueing,
To niches aside and junior bending.
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Oxen that rattle the yoke or halt in the shade, what is that you
express in your eyes?
It seems to me more than all the print I have read in my life.

My tread scares the wood-drake and wood-duck on my distant and
daylong ramble,

They rise together, they slowly circle around.

.... I believe in those winged purposes,

And acknowledge the red yellow and white playing within me,

And consider the green and violet and the tufted crown intentional;

And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not something
else,

And the mocking bird in the swamp never studied the gamug, yet
trills pretty well to me,

And the look of the bay mare shames silliness out of me.

X
The wild gander leads his flock through the cool night,
Ya-honk! he says, and sounds it down to me like an invitation;
The pert may suppose it meaningless, but I listen closer,
I find its purpose and place up there toward the November sky.

The sharphoofed moose of the north, the cat on the housesill, the
chickadee, the prairie-dog,

The litter of the grunting sow as they tug at her teats,

The brood of the turkeyhen, and she with her halfspread wings,

I see in them and myself the same old law.

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

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.

XV
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,
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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 gatekeeper 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,
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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 advancing;

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 — 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,
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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 adobie, in canvas 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.

XVI

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 nations, 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 Newfoundland,

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,
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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.

XVII

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.

This is the breath of laws and songs and behaviour,

‘This is the tasteless water of souls . . . . this is the true sustenance,

It is for the illiterate . . . . it is for the judges of the supreme court . . ..
it is for the federal capitol and the state capitols,

It is for the admirable communes of literary men and composers and
singers and lecturers and engineers and savans,

It is for the endless races of working people and farmers and seamen.

XVIII
This is the trill of a thousand clear cornets and scream of the octave
flute and strike of triangles.
I play not a march for victors only . . . . I play great marches for
conquered and slain persons.

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

I sound triumphal drums for the dead . . . . I fling through my
embouchures the loudest and gayest music to them,

Vivas to those who have failed, and to those whose war-vessels sank
in the sea, and those themselves who sank in the sea,

And to all generals that lost engagements, and all overcome heroes,
and the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest
heroes known.
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XIX
This is the meal pleasantly set . . . . this is the meat and drink for
natural hunger,
It is for the wicked just the same as the righteous . . . . I make

appointments with all,
I will not have a single person slighted or left away,
The keptwoman and sponger and thief are hereby invited . . . . the
heavy-lipped slave is invited . . . . the venerealee is invited,
There shall be no difference between them and the rest.

This is the press of a bashful hand . . . . this is the float and odor of
hair,

This is the touch of my lips to yours . . . . this is the murmur of
yearning,

This is the far-off depth and height reflecting my own face,

This is the thoughtful merge of myself and the outlet again.

Do you guess I have some intricate purpose?
WEell T have . . . . for the April rain has, and the mica on the side of
a rock has.

Do you take it I would astonish?

Does the daylight astonish? or the early redstart twittering through
the woods?

Do I astonish more than they?

This hour I tell things in confidence,
I might not tell everybody but I will tell you.

XX
Who goes there! hankering, gross, mystical, nude?
How is it I extract strength from the beef I eat?

What is a man anyhow? What am I? and what are you?
All'T mark as my own you shall offset it with your own,
Else it were time lost listening to me.

I do not snivel that snivel the world over,

That months are vacuums and the ground but wallow and filth,

That life is a suck and a sell, and nothing remains at the end but
threadbare crape and tears.

Whimpering and truckling fold with powders for invalids . . . .
conformity goes to the fourth-removed,
I cock my hat as I please indoors or out.

Shall T pray? Shall I venerate and be ceremonious?

I have pried through the strata and analyzed to a hair,

And counselled with doctors and calculated close and found no
sweeter fat than sticks to my own bones.
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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 producer than the level I plant my house by
after all.

T 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.

One world is aware, and by far the largest to me, and that is myself,

And whether I come to my own today or in ten thousand or ten
million years,

I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness I can wait.

My foothold is tenoned and mortsed in granite,
I laugh at what you call dissolution,
And I know the amplitude of time.

XX1
I am the poet of the body,
And I am the poet of the soul.
The pleasures of heaven are with me, and the pains of hell are with
me,
The first I graft and increase upon myself . . . . the latter I translate

into a new tongue.

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 development.
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Have you outstript the rest? Are you the President?
Itis 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.

Press close barebosomed night! Press close magnetic nourishing night!
Night of south winds! Night of the large few stars!
Still nodding night! Mad naked summer night!

Smile O voluptuous coolbreathed earth!

Earth of the slumbering and the liquid trees!

Earth of the departed sunset! Earth of the mountains misty-topt!
Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon just tinged with blue!
Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river!

Earth of the limpid gray of clouds brighter and clearer for my sake!
Far-swooping elbowed earth! Rich apple-blossomed earth!

Smile, for your lover comes!

Prodigal! you have given me love! . . .. therefore I to you give love!
O unspeakable passionate love!

Thruster holding me tight and that I hold tight!
We hurt each other as the bridegroom and the bride hurt each other.

XX1I
You sea! I resign myself to you also . . . . I guess what you mean,
I behold from the beach your crooked inviting fingers,
I believe you refuse to go back without feeling of me;

We must have a turn together . . . . T undress . . . . hurry me out of
sight of the land,

Cushion me soft . . . . rock me in billowy drowse,

Dash me with amorous wet . . . . I can repay you.

Sea of stretched ground-swells!

Sea breathing broad and convulsive breaths!

Sea of the brine of life! Sea of unshovelled and always-ready graves!
Howler and scooper of storms! Capricious and dainty sea!

I am integral with you . . . . I too am of one phase and of all phases.

Partaker of influx and efflux . . . . extoller of hate and concilliation,
Extoller of amies and those that sleep in each others’ arms.

I am he attesting sympathy;
Shall T make my list of things in the house and skip the house that
supports them?
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I am the poet of commonsense and of the demonstrable and of
immortality;

And am not the poet of goodness only . . . . I do not decline to be
the poet of wickedness also.

Washes and razors for foofoos . . . . for me freckles and a bristling

beard.

What blurt is it about virtue and about vice?

Evil propels me, and reform of evil propels me . . . . I stand indifferent,
My gait is no faultfinder’s or rejecter’s gait,

I moisten the roots of all that has grown.

Did you fear some scrofula out of the unflagging pregnancy?
Did you guess the celestial laws are yet to be worked over and

rectified?

I step up to say that what we do is right and what we affirm is

right . . . . and some is only the ore of right,
Witnesses of us . . . . one side a balance and the antipodal side a
balance,

Soft doctrine as steady help as stable doctrine,
Thoughts and deeds of the present our rouse and early start.

This minute that comes to me over the past decillions,
There is no better than it and now.

What behaved well in the past or behaves well today is not such a
wonder,

The wonder is always and always how there can be a mean man or
an infidel.

XXIIT
Endless unfolding of words of ages!
And mine a word of the modern . . . . a word en masse.

A word of the faith that never balks,
One time as good as another time . . . . here or henceforward it is
all the same to me.

A word of reality . . . . materjalism first and last imbuing.

Hurrah for positive science! Long live exact demonstration!

Fetch stonecrop and mix it with cedar and branches of lilac;

This is the lexicographer or chemist . . . . this made a grammar of
the old cartouches,

These mariners put the ship through dangerous unknown seas,

This is the geologist, and this works with the scalpel, and this is a
mathematician.
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Gentlemen I receive you, and attach and clasp hands with you,
The facts are usefull 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 other’s sake,

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.

XX1v
Wialt 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 counter-
part 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.

Through me forbidden voices,
Voices of sexes and lusts . . . . voices veiled, and I remove the veil,
Voices indecent by me clarified and transfigured.

I do not press my finger across my mouth,
I keep as delicate around the bowels as around the head and hearrt,
Copulation is no more rank to me than death is.
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I believe in the flesh and the appetites,
Seeing hearing and feeling are miracles, and each part and tag of
me is a miracle.

Divine am I inside and out, and I make holy whatever I touch or
am touched from;

The scent of these arm-pits is aroma finer than prayer,

This head is more than churches or bibles or creeds.

If T worship any particular thing it shall be some of the spread of my
body;

Translucent mould of me it shall be you,

Shaded ledges and rests, firm masculine coulter, it shall be you,

Whatever goes to the tilth of me it shall be you,

You my rich blood, your milky stream pale strippings of my life;

Breast that presses against other breasts it shall be you,

My brain it shall be your occult convolutions,

Root of washed sweet-flag, timorous pond-snipe, nest of guarded
duplicate eggs, it shall be you,

Mixed tussled hay of head and beard and brawn it shall be you,

Trickling sap of maple, fibre of manly wheat, it shall be you;

Sun so generous it shall be you,

Vapors lighting and shading my face it shall be you,

You sweaty brooks and dews it shall be you,

Winds whose soft-tickling genitals rub against me it shall be you,

Broad muscular fields, branches of liveoak, loving lounger in my
winding paths, it shall be you,

Hands I have taken, face I have kissed, mortal I have ever touched,
it shall be you.

I dote on myself . . . . there is that lot of me, and all so luscious,
Each moment and whatever happens thrills me with joy.

I cannot tell how my ankles bend . . . . nor whence the cause of my
faintest wish,

Nor the cause of the friendship I emit . . . . nor the cause of the
friendship I take again.

To walk up my stoop is unaccountable . . . . I pause to consider if it
really be,

That I eat and drink is spectacle enough for the great authors and
schools,

A morning-glory at my window satisfies me more than the
metaphysics of books.

To behold the daybreak!
The litde light fades the immense and diaphanous shadows,
The air tastes good to my palate.
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Hefts of the moving world at innocent gambols, silendy rising,
freshly exuding,
Scooting obliquely high and low.

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

The earth by the sky staid with . . . . the daily close of their junction,
The heaved challenge from the east that moment over my head,
The mocking taunt, See then whether you shall be master!

XXV
Dazzling and tremendous how quick the sunrise would kill me,
If I could not now and always send sunrise out of me.

We also ascend dazzling and tremendous as the sun,
We found our own my soul in the calm and cool of the daybreak.

My voice goes after what my eyes cannot reach,
With the twirl of my tongue I encompass worlds and volumes of

worlds.
Speech is the twin of my vision . . . . it is unequal to measure itself.
It provokes me forever,
It says sarcastically, Walt, you understand enough . . . . why don’t

you let it out then?

Come now I will not be tantalized . . . . you conceive too much of
articulation.

Do you not know how the buds beneath are folded?

Waiting in gloom protected by frost,

The dirt receding before my prophetical screams,

I underlying causes to balance them at last,

My knowledge my live parts . . . . it keeping tally with the meaning

of things,

Happiness . . . . which whoever hears me let him or her set out in
search of this day.

My final merit I refuse you . . . . I refuse putting from me the best
Tam.

Encompass worlds but never try to encompass me,
I crowd your noisiest talk by looking toward you.

Writing and talk do not prove me,
I carry the plenum of proof and every thing else in my face,
With the hush of my lips I confound the topmost skeptic.
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XXVI
I think I will do nothing for a long time but listen,
And accrue what I hear into myself . . . . and let sounds contribute
toward me.

I hear the bravuras of birds . . . . the bustle of growing wheat . . ..
gossip of flames . . . . clack of sticks cooking my meals.

I hear the sound of the human voice . . . . a sound I love,

I hear all sounds as they are tuned to their uses . . . . sounds of the
city and sounds out of the city . . . . sounds of the day and nighg;

Talkative young ones to those that like them . . . . the recitative of
fish-pedlars and fruit-pedlars . . . . the loud laugh of workpeople
at their meals,

The angry base of disjointed friendship . . . . the faint tones of
the sick,

The judge with hands tight to the desk, his shaky lips pronouncing
a death-sentence,

The heave’e’yo of stevedores unlading ships by the wharves . . . . the
refrain of the anchor-lifters;

The ring of alarm-bells . . . . the cry of fire . . . . the whirr of swift-
streaking engines and hose-carts with premonitory tinkles
and colored lights,

The steam-whistle . . . . the solid roll of the train of approaching cars;

The slow-march played at night at the head of the association,

They go to guard some corpse . . . . the flag-tops are draped with
black muslin.

I hear the violincello or man’s heart complaint,
And hear the keyed cornet or else the echo of sunset.

I hear the chorus . . .. itis a grand-opera . . . . this indeed is music!

A tenor large and fresh as the creation fills me,
The orbic flex of his mouth is pouring and filling me full.

I hear the trained soprano . . . . she convulses me like the climax of
my love-grip;

The orchestra whirls me wider than Uranus flies;

It wrenches unnamable ardors from my breast,

It throbs me to gulps of the farthest down horror,

It sails me . . . . I dab with bare feet . . . . they are licked by the

indolent waves,

I am exposed . . . . cut by bitter and poisoned hail,
Steeped amid honeyed morphine . . . . my windpipe squeezed in the
fakes of death,

Let up again to feel the puzzle of puzzles,
And that we call Being.
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XXVII
To be in any form, what is that?
If nothing lay more developed the quahaug and its callous shell
were enough.

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

I merely stir, press, feel with my fingers, and am happy,
To touch my person to some one else’s is about as much as I can
stand.

XXVIII

Is this then a touch? . . .. quivering me to a new identity,

Flames and ether making a rush for my veins,

Treacherous tip of me reaching and crowding to help them,

My flesh and blood playing out lightning, to strike what is hardly
different from myself,

On all sides prurient provokers stiffening my limbs,

Straining the udder of my heart for its withheld drip,

Behaving licentious toward me, taking no denial,

Depriving me of my best as for a purpose,

Unbuttoning my clothes and holding me by the bare waist,

Deluding my confusion with the calm of the sunlight and pasture
fields,

Immodestly sliding the fellow-senses away,

They bribed to swap off with touch, and go and graze at the edges
of me,

No consideration, no regard for my draining strength or my anger,

Fetching the rest of the herd around to enjoy them awhile,

Then all uniting to stand on a headland and worry me.

The sentries desert every other part of me,
They have left me helpless to a red marauder,
They all come to the headland to witness and assist against me.

I'am given up by traitors;
I talk wildly . . .. I have lost my wits . . . . I and nobody else am the
greatest traitor,

I went myself first to the headland . . . . my own hands carried me
there.

You villain touch! what are you doing? . . . . my breath is tight in
its throat;

Unclench your floodgates! you are too much for me.

g XXIX
Blind loving wrestling touch! Sheathed hooded sharptoothed touch!
Did it make you ache so leaving me?
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Parting tracked by arriving . . . . perpetual payment of the perpetual
loan,
Rich showering rain, and recompense richer afterward.

Sprouts take and accumulate . . . . stand by the curb prolific and vital,
Landscapes projected masculine full-sized and golden.

XXX
All truths wait in all things,
They neither hasten their own delivery nor resist it,
They do not need the obstetric forceps of the surgeon,
The insignificant is as big to me as any,
What is less or more than a touch?

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

Only what proves itself to every man and woman is so,
Only what nobody denies is so.

A minute and a drop of me settle my brain;

I believe the soggy clods shall become lovers and lamps,

And a compend of compends is the meat of a man or woman,

And a summit and flower there is the feeling they have for each other,

And they are to branch boundlessly out of that lesson until it
becomes omnific,

And until every one shall delight us, and we them.

XXXI
I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journeywork of the stars,
And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the egg
of the wren,
And the tree-toad is a chef-d’ceuvre for the highest,
And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven,
And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all machinery,
And the cow crunching with depressed head surpasses any statue,
And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextllions of infidels,
And I could come every afternoon of my life to look at the farmer’s
gir] boiling her iron tea-kettle and baking shortcake.

I find I incorporate gneiss and coal and long-threaded moss and
fruits and grains and esculent roots,

And am stucco’d with quadrupeds and birds all over,

And have distanced what is behind me for good reasons,

And call any thing close again when I desire it.

In vain the speeding or shyness,
In vain the plutonic rocks send their old heat against my approach,
In vain the mastodon retreats beneath its own powdered bones,
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In vain objects stand leagues off and assume manifold shapes,

In vain the ocean settling in hollows and the great monsters lying low,
In vain the buzzard houses herself with the sky,

In vain the snake slides through the creepers and logs,

In vain the elk takes to the inner passes of the woods,

In vain the razorbilled auk sails far north to Labrador,

I follow quickly . . .. I ascend to the nest in the fissure of the cliff.

XXXII
I think I could turn and live awhile with the animals . . . . they are
so placid and self-contained,
I stand and look at them sometimes half the day long.

They do not sweat and whine about their condition,
They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins,
They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God,

Not one is dissatisfied . . . . not one is demented with the mania of
owning things,
Not one kneels to another nor to his kind that lived thousands of

years ago,
Not one is respectable or industrious over the whole earth.

So they show their relations to me and I accept them;
They bring me tokens of myself . . . . they evince them plainly in
their possession.

I do not know where they got those tokens,

I must have passed that way untold times ago and negligently dropt
them,

Myself moving forward then and now and forever,

Gathering and showing more always and with velocity,

Infinite and omnigenous and the like of these among them;

Not too exclusive toward the reachers of my remembrancers,

Picking out here one that shall be my amie,

Choosing to go with him on brotherly terms.

A gigantic beauty of a stallion, fresh and responsive to my caresses,

Head high in the forehead and wide between the ears,

Limbs glossy and supple, tail dusting the ground,

Eyes well apart and full of sparkling wickedness . . . . ears finely cut
and flexibly moving.

His nostrils dilate . . . . my heels embrace him . . . . his well built limbs
tremble with pleasure . . . . we speed around and return.

I but use you a moment and then I resign you stallion . . . . and do
not need your paces, and outgallop them,
And myself as I stand or sit pass faster than you.



WALT WHITMAN

XXX
Swift wind! Space! My Soul! Now I know it is true what I guessed
at;
What I guessed when I loafed on the grass,
What I guessed when I lay alone in my bed . . . . and again as I
walked the beach under the paling stars of the morning.

My ties and ballasts leave me . .. . I travel ... . Isail ... . my
elbows rest in the sea-gaps,
I skirt the sierras . . . . my palms cover continents,

I am afoot with my vision.

By the city’s quadrangular houses . . . . in log-huts, or camping
with lumbermen,
Along the ruts of the turnpike . . . . along the dry gulch and rivulet bed,

Hoeing my onion-patch, and rows of carrots and parsnips . . . .

crossing savannas . . . . trailing in forests,
Prospecting . . . . gold-digging . . . . girdling the trees of a new
purchase,

Scorched ankle-deep by the hot sand . . . . hauling my boat down
the shallow river;

Where the panther walks to and fro on a limb overhead . . . . where
the buck turns furiously at the hunter,

Where the rattlesnake suns his flabby length on a rock . . . . where
the otter is feeding on fish,

Where the alligator in his tough pimples sleeps by the bayou,

Where the black bear is searching for roots or honey . . . . where the
beaver pats the mud with his paddle-tail;
Over the growing sugar . . . . over the cottonplant . . . . over the rice

in its low moist field;

Over the sharp-peaked farmhouse with its scalloped scum and
slender shoots from the gutters;

Over the western persimmon . . . . over the longleaved corn and the
delicate blue-flowered flax;

Opver the white and brown buckwheat, a hummer and a buzzer
there with the rest,

Over the dusky green of the rye as it ripples and shades in the breeze;

Scaling mountains . . . . pulling myself cautiously up . . . . holding
on by low scragged limbs,

Wialking the path worn in the grass and beat through the leaves of
the brush;

Where the quail is whistling betwixt the woods and the wheatlot,

Where the bat flies in the July eve . . . . where the great goldbug
drops through the dark;

Where the flails keep time on the barn floor,

Where the brook puts out of the roots of the old tree and flows to
the meadow,

Where cattle stand and shake away flies with the tremulous shud-
dering of their hides,
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Where the cheese-cloth hangs in the kitchen, and andironus straddle
the hearth-slab, and cobwebs fall in festoons from the rafters;

Where triphammers crash . . . . where the press is whirling its
cylinders;

Wherever the human heart beats with terrible throes out of its ribs;

Where the pear-shaped balloon is floating aloft . . . . floating in it
myself and looking composedly down;

Where the life-car is drawn on the slipnoose . . . . where the heat
hatches pale-green eggs in the dented sand,

Where the she-whale swims with her calves and never forsakes them,

Where the steamship trails hindways its long pennant of smoke,

Where the ground-shark’ fin cuts like a black chip out of the water,

Where the half-burned brig is riding on unknown currents,

Where shells grow to her slimy deck, and the dead are corrupting
below;

Where the striped and starred flag is borne at the head of the
regiments;

Approaching Manhattan, up by the long-stretching island,

Under Niagara, the cataract falling like a veil over my countenance;

Upon a door-step . . . . upon the horse-block of hard wood outside,

Upon the race-course, or enjoying pic-nics or jigs or a good game
of base-ball,

At he-festivals with blackguard jibes and ironical license and bull-
dances and drinking and laughter,

At the cider-mill, tasting the sweet of the brown squash . . .. sucking
the juice through a straw,

At apple-peelings, wanting kisses for all the red fruit I find,

At musters and beach-parties and friendly bees and huskings and
house-raisings;

Where the mockingbird sounds his delicious gurgles, and cackles and
screams and weeps,

Where the hay-rick stands in the barnyard, and the dry-stalks are
scattered, and the brood cow waits in the hovel,

Where the bull advances to do his masculine work, and the stud to
the mare, and the cock is treading the hen,

Where the heifers browse, and the geese nip their food with short jerks;

Where the sundown shadows lengthen over the limitless and lone-
some prairie,

Where the herds of buffalo make a crawling spread of the square
miles far and near;

Where the hummingbird shimmers . . . . where the neck of the
longlived swan is curving and winding;

Where the laughing-gull scoots by the slappy shore and laughs her
near-human laugh;

Where beehives range on a gray bench in the garden half-hid by
the high weeds;

Where the band-necked partridges roost in a ring on the ground
with their heads out;
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Where burial coaches enter the arched gates of a cemetery;

Where winter wolves bark amid wastes of snow and icicled trees;

Where the yellow-crowned heron comes to the edge of the marsh at
night and feeds upon small crabs;

Where the splash of swimmers and divers cools the warm noon;

Where the katydid works her chromatic reed on the walnut-tree
over the well;

Through patches of citrons and cucumbers with silver-wired leaves,

Through the salt-lick or orange glade . . . . or under conical firs;

Through the gymnasium . . . . through the curtained saloon . . . .
through the office or public hall;

Pleased with the native and pleased with the foreign . . . . pleased
with the new and old,

Pleased with women, the homely as well as the handsome,

Pleased with the quakeress as she puts off her bonnet and talks
melodiously,

Pleased with the primitive tunes of the choir of the whitewashed
church,

Pleased with the earnest words of the sweating Methodist preacher,
or any preacher . . . . looking seriously at the camp-meeting;

Looking in at the shop-windows in Broadway the whole forenoon
. ... pressing the flesh of my nose to the thick plate-glass,

Wandering the same afternoon with my face turned up to the clouds;

My right and left arms round the sides of two friends and I in the
middle;

Coming home with the bearded and dark-cheeked bush-boy . . . .
riding behind him at the drape of the day;

Far from the settlements studying the print of animals’ feet, or the
moccasin print;

By the cot in the hospital reaching lemonade to a feverish patient,

By the coffined corpse when all is still, examining with a candle;

Voyaging to every port to dicker and adventure;

Hurrying with the modern crowd, as eager and fickle as any,

Hot toward one I hate, ready in my madness to knife him;

Solitary at midnight in my back yard, my thoughts gone from me a
long while,

Walking the old hills of Judea with the beautiful gentle god by my
side;

Speeding through space . . . . speeding through heaven and the stars,

Speeding amid the seven satellites and the broad ring and the
diameter of eighty thousand miles,

Speeding with tailed meteors . . . . throwing fire-balls like the rest,
Carrying the crescent child that carries its own full mother in its
belly:

Storming enjoying planning loving cautioning,
Backing and filling, appearing and disappearing,
I tread day and night such roads.
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I visit the orchards of God and look at the spheric product,
And look at quintillions ripened, and look at quintillions green.

I fly the flight of the fluid and swallowing soul,
My course runs below the soundings of plummets.

I help myself to material and immaterial,
No guard can shut me off, no law can prevent me.

I anchor my ship for a little while only,
My messengers continually cruise away or bring their returns
to me.

1 go hunting polar furs and the seal . . . . leaping chasms with a
pike-pointed staff . . . . clinging to topples of brittle and blue.

T ascend to the foretruck . . . . I take my place late at night in the
crow’s nest . . . . we sail through the arctic sea . . . . it is plenty
light enough,

Through the clear atmosphere I stretch around on the wonderful
beauty,

The enormous masses of ice pass me and I pass them . . . . the
scenery is plain in all directions,

The white-topped mountains point up in the distance . . . . I fling

out my fancies toward them;

We are about approaching some great battlefield in which we are
soon to be engaged,

We pass the colossal outposts of the encampment . . . . we pass with
still feet and caution;

Or we are entering by the suburbs some vast and ruined city . . . .
the blocks and fallen architecture more than all the living cities
of the globe.

I am a free companion . . . . I bivouac by invading watchfires.

I turn the bridegroom out of bed and stay with the bride myself,
And tighten her all night to my thighs and lips.

My voice is the wife’s voice, the screech by the rail of the stairs,
They fetch my man’s body up dripping and drowned.

I understand the large hearts of heroes,

The courage of present times and all times;

How the skipper saw the crowded and rudderless wreck of the
steamship, and death chasing it up and down the storm,

How he knuckled tight and gave not back one inch, and was
faithful of days and faithful of nights,

And chalked in large letters on a board, Be of good cheer, We will
not desert you;
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How he saved the drifting company at last,

How the lank loose-gowned women looked when boated from the
side of their prepared graves,

How the silent old-faced infants, and the lifted sick, and the sharp-
lipped unshaved men;

All this I swallow and it tastes good . . . . I like it well, and it
becomes mine,
Iam the man . ... Isuffered....Iwas there.

The disdain and calmness of martyrs,

The mother condemned for a witch and burnt with dry wood, and
her children gazing on;

The hounded slave that flags in the race and leans by the fence,
blowing and covered with sweat,

The twinges that sting like needles his legs and neck,

The murderous buckshot and the bullets,

All these I feel or am.

I am the hounded slave . . . . I wince at the bite of the dogs,

Hell and despair are upon me . . . . crack and again crack the
marksmen,

I clutch the rails of the fence . . . . my gore dribs thinned with the
ooze of my skin,

I fall on the weeds and stones,

The riders spur their unwilling horses and haul close,

They taunt my dizzy ears . . . . they beat me violently over the head

with their whip-stocks.

Agonies are one of my changes of garments;

I do not ask the wounded person how he feels . . . . I myself
become the wounded person,

My hurt turns livid upon me as I lean on a cane and observe.

I am the mashed fireman with breastbone broken . . . . tumbling
walls buried me in their debris,

Heat and smoke I inspired . . . . I heard the yelling shouts of my
comrades,

I heard the distant click of their picks and shovels;

They have cleared the beams away . . . . they tenderly lift me forth.

I lie in the night air in my red shirt . . . . the pervading hush is for
my sake,

Painless after all I lie, exhausted but not so unhappy,

White and beautiful are the faces around me . . . . the heads are
bared of their fire-caps,

The kneeling crowd fades with the light of the torches.
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Distant and dead resuscitate,
They show as the dial or move as the hands of me . . .. and I am
the clock myself.

I am an old artillerist, and tell of some fort’s bombardment . . . . and
am there again.

Again the reveille of drummers . . . . again the attacking cannon and
mortars and howitzers,
Again the attacked send their cannon responsive.

I take part. ... Isee and hear the whole,

The cries and curses and roar . . . . the plaudits for well aimed shots,

The ambulanza slowly passing and trailing its red drip,

Workmen searching after damages and to make indispensable
repairs,

The fall of grenades through the rent roof . . . . the fan-shaped
explosion,

The whizz of limbs heads stone wood and iron high in the air.

Again gurgles the mouth of my dying general . . . . he furiously waves

with his hand,
He gasps through the clot. ... Mind notme . ... mind.... the
entrenchments.
XXXIV
I tell not the fall of Alamo . . . . not one escaped to tell the fall of
Alamo,

The hundred and fifty are dumb yet at Alamo.

Hear now the tale of a jetblack sunrise,
Hear of the murder in cold blood of four hundred and twelve young
men.

Retreating they had formed in a hollow square with their baggage
for breastworks,

Nine hundred lives out of the surrounding enemy’s nine times their
number was the price they took in advance,

Their colonel was wounded and their ammunition gone,

They treated for an honorable capitulation, received writing and
seal, gave up their arms, and marched back prisoners of war.

They were the glory of the race of rangers,

Matchless with a horse, a rifle, a song, a supper or a courtship,
Large, turbulent, brave, handsome, generous, proud and affectionate,
Bearded, sunburnt, dressed in the free costume of hunters,

Not a single one over thirty years of age.
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The second Sunday morning they were brought out in squads and
massacred . . . . it was beautiful early summer,
The work commenced about five o’clock and was over by eight.

None obeyed the command to kneel,

Some made a mad and helpless rush . . . . some stood stark and
straight,

A few fell at once, shot in the temple or heart . . . . the living and
dead lay together,

The maimed and mangled dug in the dirt. . . . the new-comers saw
them there;

Some half-killed attempted to crawl away,

There were dispatched with bayonets or battered with the blunts of
muskets;

A youth not seventeen years old seized his assassin till two more
came to release him,

The three were all torn, and covered with the boy’s blood.

At eleven o’clock began the burning of the bodies;

And that is the tale of the murder of the four hundred and twelve
young men,

And that was a jetblack sunrise.

XXXv
Did you read in the seabooks of the oldfashioned frigate-fight?
Did you learn who won by the light of the moon and stars?

Our foe was no skulk in his ship, I tell you,

His was the English pluck, and there is no tougher or truer, and
never was, and never will be;

Along the lowered eve he came, horribly raking us.

We closed with him . . . . the yards entangled . . . . the cannon
touched,
My captain lashed fast with his own hands.

We had received some eighteen-pound shots under the water,
On our lower-gun-deck two large pieces had burst at the first fire,
killing all around and blowing up overhead.

Ten o’clok at night, and the full moon shining and the leaks on the
gain, and five feet of water reported,

The master-at-arms loosing the prisoners confined in the after-hold
to give them chance for themselves.

The transit to and from magazine was now stopped by the sentinels,
They saw so many strange faces they did not know whom to trust.
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Our frigate was afire . . . . the other asked if we demanded quarters?
if our colors were struck and the fighting done?

I laughed content when I heard the voice of my little captain,
We have not struck, he composedly cried, We have just begun our
part of the fighting.

Only three guns were in use,

One was directed by the captain himself against the enemy’s
mainmast,

Two well-served with grape and canister silenced his musketry and
cleared his decks.

The tops alone seconded the fire of this little battery, especially the
maintop,

They all held out bravely during whole of the action.

Not a moment’s cease,

The leaks gained fast on the pumps . . . . the fire eat toward the
powder-magazine,

One of the pumps was shot away . . . . it was generally thought we
were sinking.

Serene stood the little captain,
He was not hurried . . . . his voice was neither high nor low,
His eyes gave more light to us than our battle-lanterns.

Toward twelve at night, there in the beams of the moon they
surrendered to us.

XXXVI
Stretched and still lay the midnight,
Two great hulls motionless on the breast of the darkness,
Our vessel riddled and slowly sinking . . . . preparations to pass to the
one we had conquered,
The captain on the quarter deck coldly giving his orders through a
countenance white as a sheet,
Near by the corpse of the child that served in the cabin,
The dead face of an old salt with long white hair and carefully
curled whiskers,
The flames spite of all that could be done flickering aloft and
below,
The husky voices of the two or three officers yet fit for duty,
Formless stacks of bodies and bodies by themselves . . . . dabs of flesh
upon the masts and spars,
The cut of cordage and dangle of rigging . . . . the slight shock of the

soothe of waves,
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Black and impassive guns, and litter of powder-parcels, and the
strong scent,

Delicate sniffs of the seabreeze . . . . smells of sedgy grass and fields
by the shore . . . . death-messages given in charge to survivors,

The hiss of the surgeon’s knife and the gnawing teeth of his saw,

The wheeze, the cluck, the swash of falling blood . . . . the short wild
scream, the long dull tapering groan,

These so . . . . these irretrievable.

XXXvIl

O Christ! My fit is mastering me!

What the rebel said gaily adjusting his throat to the rope-noose,

What the savage at the stump, his eye-sockets empty, his mouth
spirting whoops and defiance,

What stills the traveler come to the vault at Mount Vernon,

What sobers the Brooklyn boy as he looks down the shores of the
Wallabout and remembers the prison ships,

What burnt the gums of the redcoat at Saratoga when he surrendered
his brigades,

These become mine and me every one, and they are but little,

I become as much more as I like.

I become any presence or truth of humanity here,
And see myself in prison shaped like another man,
And feel the dull unintermitted pain.

For me the keepers of convicts shoulder their carbines and keep
watch,
It is I let out in the morning and barred at night.

Not a mutineer walks handcuffed to the jail, but I am handcuffed
to him and walk by his side,

I am less the jolly one there, and more the silent one with sweat on
my twitching lips.

Not a youngster is taken for larceny, but I go too and am tried and
sentenced.

Not a cholera patient lies at the last gasp, but I also lie at the last gasp,
My face is ash-colored, my sinews gnarl . . . . away from me people
retreat.

Askers embody themselves in me, and I am embodied in them,
I project my hat and sit shamefaced and beg.

I rise extatic through all, and sweep with the true gravitation,
The whirling and whirling is elemental within me.
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XXXVIIL
Somehow I have been stunned. Stand back!
Give me a little time beyond my cuffed head and slumbers and
dreams and gaping
I discover myself on a verge of the usual mistake.

That I could forget the mockers and insults!

That I could forget the trickling tears and the blows of the
bludgeons and hammers!

That I could look with a separate look on my own crucifixion and
bloody crowning!

I remember . . .. I resume the overstaid fraction,

The grave of rock multiplies what has been confided toit. ... or to
any graves,

The corpses rise . . . . the gashes heal . . . . the fastenings roll
away.

I troop forth replenished with supreme power, one of an average
unending procession,

We walk the roads of Ohio and Massachusetts and Virginia and
Wisconsin and New York and New Orleans and Texas and
Montreal and San Francisco and Charleston and Savannah

and Mexico,

Inland and by the seacoast and boundary lines . . . . and we pass the
boundary lines.

Our swift ordinances are on their way over the whole earth,
The blossoms we wear in our hats are the growth of two thousand
years.

Eleves I salute you,

I see the approach of your numberless gangs . . . . I see you under-
stand yourselves and me,

And know that they who have eyes are divine, and the blind and
lame are equally divine,

And that my steps drag behind yours yet go before them,

And are aware how I am with you no more than I am with
everybody.

XXXIX
The friendly and flowing savage . . .. Who is he?
Is he waiting for civilization or past it and mastering it?

Is he some southwesterner raised outdoors? Is he Canadian?

Is he from the Mississippi country? or from Iowa, Oregon or
California? or from the mountain? or prairie life or bush-life?
or from the sea?
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Wherever he goes men and women accept and desire him,
They desire he should like them and touch them and speak to them
and stay with them.

Behaviour lawless as snow-flakes . . . . words simple as grass . . . .
uncombed head and laughter and naivete;

Slowstepping feet and the common features, and the common modes
and emanations,

They descend in new forms from the tips of his fingers,

They are wafted with the odor of his body or breath . . . . they fly
out of the glance of his eyes.

XL
Flaunt of the sunshine I need not your bask . . . . lie over,
You light surfaces only . . . . I force the surfaces and the depths

also.

Earth! you seem to look for something at my hands,
Say old topknot! what do you want?

Man or woman! I might tell how I like you, but cannot,

And might tell what it is in me and what it is in you, but cannot,

And might tell the pinings I have . . . . the pulse of my nights and
days.

Behold I do not give lectures or a little charity,
What I give I give out of myself.

You there, impotent, loose in the knees, open your scarfed chops till
1 blow grit within you,

Spread your palms and lift the flaps of your pockets,

T am not to be denied . . . . I compel . . . . T have stores plenty and
to spare,

And any thing I have I bestow.

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

To a drudge of the cottonfields or emptier of priviesIlean . ... on
his right cheek I put the family kiss,
And in my soul I swear I never will deny him.

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

To any one dying . . . . thither I speed and twist the knob of the door,
Turn the bedclothes toward the foot of the bed,
Let the physician and the priest go home.
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I seize the descending man . . . . I raise him with resistless will.

O despairer, here is my neck,
By God! you shall not go down! Hang your whole weight upon me.

I dilate you with tremendous breath . . . . I buoy you up;

Every room of the house do I fill with an armed force . . . . lovers of
me, bafflers of graves:

Sleep! I and they keep guard all night;

Not doubt, not decease shall dare to lay finger upon you,

I have embraced you, and henceforth possess you to myself,

And when you rise in the morning you will find what I tell you is so.

XLI1
I am he bringing help for the sick as they pant on their backs,
And for strong upright men I bring yet more needed help.

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

Magnifying and applying come I,

Outbidding at the start the old cautious hucksters,

The most they offer for mankind and eternity less than a spirit of my
own seminal wet,

Taking myself the exact dimensions of Jehovah and laying them away,

Lithographing Kronos and Zeus his son, and Hercules his grandson,

Buying drafts of Osiris and Isis and Belus and Brahma and Adonai,

In my portfolio placing Manito loose, and Allah on a leaf, and the
crucifix engraved,

With Odin, and the hideous-faced Mexitli, and all idols and images,

Honestly taking them all for what they are worth, and not a cent more,

Admitting they were alive and did the work of their day,

Admitting they bore mites as for unfledged birds who have now
to rise and fly and sing for themselves,

Accepting the rough deific sketches to fill out better in myself . . ..
bestowing them freely on each man and woman I see,

Discovering as much or more in a framer framing a house,

Putting higher claims for him there with his rolled-up sleeves, driving
the mallet and chisel;

Not objecting to special revelations . . . . considering a curl of smoke
or a hair on the back of my hand as curious as any revelation;

Those ahold of fire-engines and hook-and-ladder ropes more to me
than the gods of the antique wars,

Minding their voices peal through the crash of destruction,

Their brawny limbs passing safe over charred laths . . . . their white
foreheads whole and unhurt out of the flames;
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By the mechanic’s wife with her babe at her nipple interceding for
every person born;

Three scythes at harvest whizzing in a row from three lusty angels
with shirts bagged out at their waists;

The snag-toothed hostler with red hair redeeming sins past and to
come,

Selling all he possesses and traveling on foot to fee lawyers for his
brother and sit by him while he is tried for forgery:

What was strewn in the amplest strewing the square rod about me,
and not filling the square rod then;

The bull and the bug never worshipped half enough,

Dung and dirt more admirable than was dreamed,

The supernatural of no account . . . . myself waiting my time to be
one of the supremes,

The day getting ready for me when I shall do as much good as the
best, and be as prodigious,

Guessing when I am it will not tickle me much to receive puffs out of
pulpit or print;

By my life-lumps! becoming already a creator!

Putting myself here and now to the ambushed womb of the shadows!

XLII
.... A call in the midst of the crowd,
My own voice, orotund sweeping and final.

Come my children,
Come my boys and girls, and my women and household and intimates,
Now the performer launches his nerve . . . . he has passed his

prelude on the reeds within.

Easily written loosefingered chords! I feel the thrum of their climax
and close.

My head evolves on my neck,
Music rolls, but not from the organ . . . . folks are around me, but
they are no household of mine.

Ever the hard and unsunk ground,

Ever the eaters and drinkers . . . . ever the upward and downward
sun . ... ever the air and ceaseless tides,

Ever myself and my neighbors, refreshing and wicked and real,

Ever the old inexplicable query . . . . ever that thorned thumb — that
breath of itches and thirsts,

Ever the vexer’s hoot! hoot! till we find where the sly one hides and
bring him forth;

Ever love . . . . ever the sobbing liquid of life,

Ever the bandage under the chin . . .. ever the trestles of death.
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Here and there with dimes on the eyes walking,
To feed the greed of the belly the brains liberally spooning,
Tickets buying or taking or selling, but in to the feast never once
oing;
Manf};f swgating and ploughing and thrashing, and then the chaff
for payment receiving,
A few idly owning, and they the wheat continually claiming.

This is the city . . . . and I am one of the citizens;

Whatever interests the rest interests me . . . . politics, churches,
newspapers, schools,

Benevolent societies, improvements, banks, tariffs, steamships,
factories, markets,

Stocks and stores and real estate and personal estate.

They who piddle and patter here in collars and tailed coats . ... 1
am aware who they are . . . . and that they are not worms
or fleas,

I acknowledge the duplicates of myself under all the scrape-lipped
and pipe-legged concealments.

The weakest and shallowest is deathless with me,
What I do and say the same waits for them,
Every thought that flounders in me the same flounders in them.

I know perfectly well my own egotism,
And know my omnivorous words, and cannot say any less,
And would fetch you whoever you are flush with myself.

My words are words of a questioning, and to indicate reality;

This printed and bound book . . . . but the printer and the printing-
office boy?

The marriage estate and settlement . . . . but the body and mind of
the bridegroom? also those of the bride?

The panorama of the sea . . . . but the sea itself?

The well-taken photographs . . . . but your wife or friend close and
solid in your arms?

The fleet of ships of the line and all the modern improvements . . . .
but the craft and pluck of the admiral?

The dishes and fare and furniture . . . . but the host and hostess, and
the look out of their eyes?

The sky up there . . . . yet here or next door or across the way?

The saints and sages in history . . . . but you yourself?

Sermons and creeds and theology . . . . but the human brain, and

what is called reason, and what is called love, and what is
called life?

XLIII

My faith is the greatest of faiths and the least of faiths,
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Enclosing all worship ancient and modern, and all between ancient
and modern,
Believing I shall come again upon the earth after five thousand years,

Waiting responses from oracles . . . . honoring the gods . . . .
saluting the sun,
Making a fetish of the first rock or stump . . . . powowing with sticks

in the circle of obis,

Helping the lama or brahmin as he trims the lamps of the idols,

Dancing yet through the streets in a phalic procession . . . . rapt and
austere in the woods, a gymnosophist,

Drinking mead from the skull-cup . . . . to shasta and vedas
admirant . . . . minding the koran,

Walking the teokallis, spotted with gore from the stone and knife —
beating the serpent-skin drum;

Accepting the gospels, accepting him that was crucified, knowing
assuredly that he is divine,

To the mass kneeling — to the puritan’s prayer rising — sitting
patiently in a pew,

Ranting and frothing in my insane crisis — waiting dead-like till my
spirit arouses me;

Looking forth on pavement and land, and outside of pavement and
land,

Belonging to the winders of the circuit of circuits.

One of that centripetal and centrifugal gang,
I turn and talk like a man leaving charges before a journey.

Down-hearted doubters, dull and excluded,

Frivolous sullen moping angry affected disheartened atheistical,

I know every one of you, and know the unspoken interrogatories,
By experience I know them.

How the flukes splash!
How they contort rapid as lightning, with spasms and spouts of blood!

Be at peace bloody flukes of doubters and sullen mopers,

I take my place among you as much as among any;

The past is the push of you and me and all precisely the same,
And the day and night are for you and me and all,

And what is yet untried and afterward is for you and me and all.

I do not know what is untried and afterward,
But I know it is sure and alive and sufficient.

Each who passes is considered, and each who stops is considered, and
not a single one can it fail.

It cannot fail the young man who died and was buried,
Nor the young woman who died and was put by his side,
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Nor the little child that peeped in at the door and then drew back
and was never seen again,

Nor the old man who has lived without purpose, and feels it with
bitterness worse than gall,

Nor him in the poorhouse tubercled by rum and the bad disorder,

Nor the numberless slaughtered and wrecked .... nor the brutish
koboo, called the ordure of humanity,

Nor the sacs merely floating with open mouths for food to slip in,

Nor any thing in the earth, or down in the oldest graves of the earth,

Nor any thing in the myriads of spheres, nor one of the myriads of
myriads that inhabit them,

Nor the present, nor the least wisp that is known.

XLIV
It is time to explain myself . . . . let us stand up.
What is known I strip away . . . . I launch all men and women

forward with me into the unknown.

The clock indicates the moment . . . . but what does eternity
indicate?
Eternity lies in bottomless reservoirs . . . . its buckets are rising

forever and ever,

They pour and they pour and they exhale away.

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

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

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

Were mankind murderous or jealous upon you my brother or my

sister?

I am sorry for you . . . . they are not murderous or jealous
upon me;

All has been gentle with me . . . . I keep no account with
lamentation;

What have I to do with lamentation?

I am an acme of things accomplished, and I an encloser of things
to be.

My feet strike an apex of the apices of the stairs,

On every step bunches of ages, and larger bunches between the
steps,

All below duly traveled — and still I mount and mount.
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Rise after rise bow the phantoms behind me,

Afar down I seethe huge first Nothing, the vapor from the nostrils
of death,

I know I was even there . . . . [ waited unseen and always,

And slept while God carried me through the lethargic mist,

And took my time . . . . and took no hurt from the feetid carbon.

Long I was hugged close . . . . long and long.

Immense have been the preparations for me,
Faithful and friendly the arms that have helped me.

Cycles ferried my cradle, rowing and rowing like cheerful boatmen;
For room to me stars kept aside in their own rings,
They sent influences to look after what was to hold me.

Before I was born out of my mother generations guided me

My embryo has never been torpid . . . . nothing could overlay it;

For it the nebula cohered to an orb . . . . the long slow strata piled
torestiton . ... vast vegetables gave it sustenance,

Monstrous sauroids transported it in their mouths and deposited it
with care.

All forces have been steadily employed to complete and delight me,
Now I stand on this spot with my soul.

XLV
Span of youth! Ever-pushed elasticity! Manhood balanced and
florid and full!

My lovers suffocate me!

Crowding my lips, and thick in the pores of my skin,

Jostling me through streets and public halls . . . . coming naked to
me at night,

Crying by day Ahoy from the rocks of the river . . . . swinging and
chirping over my head,

Calling my name from flowerbeds or vines or tangled underbrush,

Or while I swim in the bath . . . . or drink from the pump at the
corner . . . . or the curtain is down at the Opera . ... or
glimpse at a woman’s face in the railroad car;

Lighting on every moment of my life,

Bussing my body with soft and balsamic busses,

Noiselessly passing handfuls out of their hearts and giving them to
be mine.

Old age superbly rising! Ineffable grace of dying days!
Every condition promulges not only itself . . . . it promulges what

grows after and out of itself,
And the dark hush promulges as much as any.
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I open my scuttle at night and see the far-sprinkled systems,
And all T see, multiplied as high as I can cipher, edge but the rim
of the farther systems.

Wider and wider they spread, expanding and always expanding,
Outward and outward and forever outward.

My sun has his sun, and round him obediently wheels,
He joins with his partners a group of superior circuit,
And greater sets follow, making specks of the greatest inside them.

There is no stoppage, and never can be stoppage;

If T and you and the worlds and all beneath or upon their surfaces,
and all the palpable life, were this moment reduced back to a
pallid float, it would not avail in the long run,

We should surely bring up again where we now stand,

And as surely go as much farther, and then farther and farther.

A few quadrillions of eras, a few octillions of cubic leagues, do not
hazard the span, or make it impatient,
They are but parts . . . . any thing is but a part.

See ever so far . . . . there is limitless space outside of that,
Count ever so much . . . . there is limitless time around that.

Our rendezvous is fitly appointed . . . . God will be there and wait
tll we come.

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

I tramp a perpetual journey,

My signs are a rain-proof coat and good shoes and a staff cut from
the woods;

No friend of mine takes his ease in my chair,

T have no chair, nor church nor philosophy;

I lead no man to a dinner-table or library or exchange,

But each man and each woman of you I lead upon a knoll,

My left hand hooks you round the waist,

My right hand points to landscapes of continents, and a plain
public road.

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

Itis not far . . . . it is within reach,
Perhaps you have been on it since you were born, and did not
know,

Perhaps it is every where on water and on land.
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Shoulder your duds, and T will mine, and let us hasten forth;
Wonderful cities and free nations we shall fetch as we go.

If you tire, give me both burdens, and rest the chuff of your hand
on my hip,

And in due time you shall repay the same service to me;

For after we start we never lie by again.

This day before dawn I ascended a hill and looked at the
crowded heaven,

And I said to my spirit, When we become the enfolders of those
orbs and the pleasure and knowledge of every thing in them,
shall we be filled and satisfied then?

And my spirit said No, we level that lift to pass and continue beyond.

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

Sit awhile wayfarer,

Here are biscuits to eat and here is milk to drink,

But as soon as you sleep and renew yourself in sweet clothes I will
certainly kiss you with my goodbye kiss and open the gate for
your egress hence.

Long enough have you dreamed contemptible dreams,

Now I wash the gum from your eyes,

You must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light and of every
moment of your life.

Long have you timidly waded, holding a plank by the shore,

Now I will you to be a bold swimmer,

"To jump off in the midst of the sea, and rise again and nod to me
and shout, and laughingly dash with your hair.

XLvIl
I am the teacher of athletes,
He that by me spreads a wider breast than my own proves the
width of my own,
He most honors my style who learns under it to destroy the teacher.

The boy I love, the same becomes a man not through derived
power but in his own right,

Wicked, rather than virtuous out of conformity or fear,

Fond of his sweetheart, relishing well his steak,

Unrequited love or a slight cutting him worse than a wound cuts,

First rate to ride, to fight, to hit the bull’s eye, to sail a skiff, to
sing a song or play on the banjo,

Preferring scars and faces pitted with smallpox over all latherers and
those that keep out of the sun.
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I teach straying from me, yet who can stray from me?
I follow you whoever you are from the present hour;
My words itch at your ears till you understand them.

I do not say these things for a dollar, or to fill up the time while I wait for a

boat;

It is you talking just as much as myself . . . . T act as the tongue of
you,

It was tied in your mouth . . . . in mine it begins to be loosened.

I swear I will never mention love or death inside a house,
And I swear I never will translate myself at all, only to him or her
who privately stays with me in the open air.

If you would understand me go to the heights or water-shore,

The nearest gnat is an explanation and a drop or the motion of
waves a key,

The maul the oar and the handsaw second my words.

No shuttered room or school can commune with me,

But roughs and little children better than they.

The young mechanic is closest to me . . . . he knows me pretty well,

The woodman that takes his axe and jug with him shall take me
with him all day,

The farmboy ploughing in the field feels good at the sound of my
voice,

In vessels that sail my words must sail . . . . I go with fishermen and

seamen, and love them,

My face rubs to the hunter’s face when he lies down alone in his
blanket,

The driver thinking of me does not mind the jolt of his wagon,

The young mother and old mother shall comprehend me,

The girl and the wife rest the needle a moment and forget where
they are,

They and all would resume what I have told them.

XLVIII

I have said that the soul is not more than the body,

And T have said that the body is not more than the soul,

And nothing, not God, is greater to one than one’s-self is,

And whoever walks a furlong without sympathy walks to his own
funeral, dressed in his shroud,

And I or you pocketless of a dime may purchase the pick of the earth,

And to glance with an eye or show a bean in its pod confounds the
learning of all times,

And there is no trade or employment but the young man following
it may become a hero,
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And there is no object so soft but it makes a hub for the wheeled
universe,

And any man or woman shall stand cool and supercilious before a
million universes.

And I call to mankind, Be not curious about God,
For I who am curious about each am not curious about God,

No array of terms can say how much I am at peace about God
and about death.

I hear and behold God in every object, yet I understand God not
in the least,
Nor do I understand who there can be more wonderful than myself.

Why should I wish to see God better than this day?

I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and each
moment then,

In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in
the glass;

I find letters from God dropped in the street, and every one is
signed by God’s name,

And I leave them where they are, for I know that others will
punctually come forever and ever.

XLIX
And as to you death, and you bitter hug of mortality . . . . it is idle
to try to alarm me.

To his work without flinching the accoucheur comes,

I see the elderhand pressing receiving supporting,

I recline by the sills of the exquisite flexible doors . . . . and mark
the outlet, and mark the relief and escape.

And as to you corpse I think you are good manure, but that
does not offend me,

I smell the white roses sweetscented and growing,

I reach to the leafy lips . . . . I reach to the polished breasts of
melons,

And as to you life, I reckon you are the leavings of many deaths,
No doubt I have died myself ten thousand times before.

I hear you whispering there O stars of heaven,
O suns . ... O grass of graves . . . . O perpetual transfers and
promotions . . . . if you do not say anything how can I say

anything?

Of the turbid pool that lies in the autumn forest,
Of the moon that descends the steeps of the soughing twilight,

129



130 WALT WHITMAN

Toss, sparkles of day and dusk . . . . toss on the black stems that
decay in the muck,
Toss to the moaning gibberish of the dry limbs.

T ascend from the moon . . . . I ascend from the night,
And I perceive of the ghastly glitter the sunbeams reflected,
And debouch to the steady and central from the offspring great or

small.
L
There is thatin me . . . . T do not know what it is . . . . but I know
it is in me.
Wrenched and sweaty . . . . calm and cool then my body becomes;
Isleep . ... Isleep long.
I do not know it . ... it is without name . . . . it is a word unsaid,

It is not in any dictionary or utterance or symbol.

Something it swings on more than the earth I swing on,
To it the creation is the friend whose embracing awakes me.

Perhaps I might tell more . . . . Outlines! I plead for my brothers
and sisters.

Do you see O my brothers and sisters?

It is not chaos or death . . . . it is form and union and plan . . . . it
is eternal life . . . . it is happiness.
LI
The past and present wilt . . . . I have filled them and emptied
them,

And proceed to fill my next fold of the future.

Listener up there! Here you . . . . what have you to confide to me?

Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening,

Talk honestly, for no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute
longer.

Do I contradict myself?

Very well then . . . . I contradict myself;

Tam large . ... I contain multitudes.

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

Who had done his day’s work and will soonest be through with his
supper?

Who wishes to walk with me?

Will you speak before I am gone? Will you prove already too late?
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LII
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 runaway 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 bootsoles.

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 some where waiting for you

1855

Crossing Brooklyn Ferry

I
Flood-tide below me! I see you face to face!
Clouds of the west — sun there half an hour high — I see you also
face to face.

Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how curious
you are to me!

On the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, returning
home, are more curious to me than you suppose,

And you that shall cross from shore to shore years hence are more to
me, and more in my meditations, than you might suppose.

I
The impalpable sustenance of me from all things at all hours of the day,
The simple, compact, well-join’d scheme, myself disintegrated, every
one disintegrated yet part of the scheme,
The similitudes of the past and those of the future,
The glories strung like beads on my smallest sights and hearings, on the
walk in the street and the passage over the river,
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The current rushing so swiftly and swimming with me far away,
The others that are to follow me, the ties between me and them,
The certainty of others, the life, love, sight, hearing of others.

Others will enter the gates of the ferry and cross from shore to shore,

Others will watch the run of the flood-tide,

Others will see the shipping of Manhattan north and west, and the
heights of Brooklyn to the south and east,

Others will see the islands large and small;

Fifty years hence, others will see them as they cross, the sun half an
hour high,

A hundred years hence, or ever so many hundred years hence, others
will see them,

Will enjoy the sunset, the pouring-in of the flood-tide, the falling-back
to the sea of the ebb-tide.

I

It avails not, time nor place — distance avails not,

I am with you, you men and women of a generation, or ever so many
generations hence,

Just as you feel when you look on the river and sky, so I felt,

Just as any of you is one of a living crowd, I was one of a crowd,

Just as you are refresh’d by the gladness of the river and the bright
flow, I was refresh’d,

Just as you stand and lean on the rail, yet hurry with the swift current,
I stood yet was hurried,

Just as you look on the numberless masts of ships and the thick-stemm’d
pipes of steamboats, I look’d.

I too many and many a time cross’d the river of old,

Watched the Twelfth-month sea-gulls, saw them high in the air floating
with motionless wings, oscillating their bodies,

Saw how the glistening yellow lit up parts of their bodies and left the
rest in strong shadow,

Saw the slow-wheeling circles and the gradual edging toward the south,

Saw the reflection of the summer sky in the water,

Had my eyes dazzled by the shimmering track of beams,

Look’d at the fine centrifugal spokes of light round the shape of my
head in the sunlit water,

Look’d on the haze on the hills southward and south-westward,

Look’d on the vapor as it flew in fleeces tinged with violet,

Look’d toward the lower bay to notice the vessels arriving,

Saw their approach, saw aboard those that were near me,

Saw the white sails of schooners and sloops, saw the ships at anchor,

The sailors at work in the rigging or out astride the spars,

The round masts, the swinging motion of the hulls, the slender
serpentine pennants,

The large and small steamers in motion, the pilots in their pilot-houses,
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The white wake left by the passage, the quick tremulous whirl of the
wheels,

The flags of all nations, the falling of them at sunset,

The scallop-edged waves in the twilight, the ladled cups, the frolicsome
crests and glistening,

The stretch afar growing dimmer and dimmer, the gray walls of the
granite storehouses by the docks,

On the river the shadowy group, the big steam-tug closely flank’d on
each side by the barges, the hay-boat, the belated lighter,

On the neighboring shore the fires from the foundry chimneys burning
high and glaringly into the night,

Casting their flicker of black contrasted with wild red and yellow light
over the tops of houses, and down into the clefts of streets.

v
These and all else were to me the same as they are to you,
I loved well those cities, loved well the stately and rapid river,
The men and women I saw were all near to me,
Others the same — others who look back on me because I look’d forward
to them,
(The time will come, though I stop here to-day and to-night.)

\%
What is it then between us?
What is the count of the scores or hundreds of years between us?

Whatever it is, it avails not — distance avails not, and place avails not,

I too lived, Brooklyn of ample hills was mine,

I too walk’d the streets of Manhattan island, and bathed in the waters
around it,

I too felt the curious abrupt questionings stir within me,

In the day among crowds of people sometimes they came upon me,

In my walks home late at night or as I lay in my bed they came upon me,

I too had been struck from the float forever held in solution,

I too had receiv’d identity by my body,

That I was I knew was of my body, and what I should be I knew 1
should be of my body.

V1
It is not upon you alone the dark patches fall,
The dark threw its patches down upon me also,
The best I had done seem’d to me blank and suspicious,
My great thoughts as I supposed them, were they not in reality meagre?
Nor is it you alone who know what it is to be evil,
I am he who knew what it was to be evil,
I too knitted the old knot of contrariety,
Blabb’d, blush’d, resented, lied, stole, grudg’d,
Had guile, anger, lust, hot wishes I dared not speak,
Was wayward, vain, greedy, shallow, sly, cowardly, malignant,
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The wolf, the snake, the hog, not wanting in me,

The cheating look, the frivolous word, the adulterous wish, not wanting,

Refusals, hates, postponements, meanness, laziness, none of these
wanting,

Was one with the rest, the days and haps of the rest,

Was call’d by my nighest name by clear loud voices of young men as
they saw me approaching or passing,

Felt their arms on my neck as I stood, or the negligent leaning of their
flesh against me as I sat,

Saw many I loved in the street or ferry-boat or public assembly, yet
never told them a word,

Lived the same life with the rest, the same old laughing, gnawing,
sleeping,

Play’d the part that stll looks back on the actor or actress,

The same old role, the role that is what we make it, as great as we like,

Or as small as we like, or both great and small.

VII
Closer yet I approach you,
What thought you have of me now, I had as much of you — I laid in
my stores in advance,
I consider’d long and seriously of you before you were born.

Who was to know what should come home to me?

Who knows but I am enjoying this?

Who knows, for all the distance, but I am as good as looking at you
now, for all you cannot see me?

Vil

Ah, what can ever be more stately and admirable to me than mast-hemm’d
Manhattan?

River and sunset and scallop-edg’d waves of flood-tide?

The sea-gulls oscillating their bodies, the hay-boat in the twilight, and
the belated lighter?

What gods can exceed these that clasp me by the hand, and with
voices I love call me promptly and loudly by my nighest name
as I approach?

What is more subtle than this which ties me to the woman or man that
looks in my face?

Which fuses me into you now, and pours my meaning into you?

We understand then do we not?

What I promis’d without mentioning it, have you not accepted?

What the study could not teach — what the preaching could not
accomplish is accomplish’d, it is not?

X
Flow on, river! flow with the flood-tide, and ebb with ebb-tide!
Frolic on, crested and scallop-edg’d waves!
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Gorgeous clouds of the sunset! drench with your splendor me, or the
men or women generations after me!

Cross from shore to shore, countless crowds of passengers!

Stand up, tall masts of Mannahatta! stand up, beautiful hills of
Brooklyn!

Throb, baffled and curious brain! throw out questions and answers!

Suspend here and everywhere, eternal float of solution!

Gaze, loving and thirsting eyes, in the house or street or public assembly!

Sound out, voices of young men! loudly and musically call me by my
nighest name!

Live, old life! play the part that looks back on the actor or actress!

Play the old role, the role that is great or small according as one makes it!

Consider, you who peruse me, whether I may not in unknown ways
be looking upon you;

Be firm, rail over the river, to support those who lean idly, yet haste
with the hasting current;

Fly on, sea-birds! fly sideways, or wheel in large circles high in the air;

Receive the summer sky, you water, and faithfully hold it dll all downcast
eyes have time to take it from you!

Diverge, fine spokes of light, from the shape of my head, or any one’s
head, in the sunlit water!

Come on, ships from the lower bay! pass up or down, white-sail’d
schooners, sloops, lighters!

Flaunt away, flags of all nations! be duly lower’d at sunset!

Burn high your fires, foundry chimneys! cast black shadows at nightfall!
cast red and yellow light over the tops of the houses!

Appearances, now or henceforth, indicate what you are,

You necessary film, continue to envelope the soul,

About my body for me, and your body for you, be hung our divinest
aromas,

Thrive, cities — bring your freight, bring your shows, ample and
sufficient rivers,

Expand, being than which none else is perhaps more spiritual,

Keep your places, objects than which none else is more lasting.

You have waited, you always wait, you dumb, beautiful ministers,

We receive you with free sense at last, and are insatiate henceforward,

Not you any more shall be able to foil us, or withhold yourselves from us,

We use you, and do not cast you aside ~— we plant you permanently
within us,

We fathom you not — we love you — there is perfection in you also,

You furnish your parts toward eternity,

Great or small, you furnish your parts toward the soul.
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Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking

Out of the cradle endlessly rocking,

Out of the mocking-bird’s throat, the musical shuttle,

Out of the Ninth-month midnight,

Opver the sterile sands and the fields beyond, where the child leaving his
bed wander’d alone, bareheaded, barefoot,

Down from the shower’d halo,

Up from the mystic play of shadows twining and twisting as if they
were alive,

Out from the patches of briers and blackberries,

From the memories of the bird that chanted to me,

From your memories sad brother, from the fitful risings and fallings I heard,

From under that yellow half-moon late-risen and swollen as if with tears,

From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in the mist,

From the thousand responses of my heart never to cease,

From the myriad thence-arous’d words,

From the word stronger and more delicious than any,

From such as now they start the scene revisiting,

As a flock, twittering, rising, or overhead passing,

Borne hither, ere all eludes me, hurriedly,

A man, yet by these tears a little boy again,

Throwing myself on the sand, confronting the waves,

I, chanter of pains and joys, uniter of here and hereafter,

Taking all hints to use them, but swiftly leaping beyond them,

A reminiscence sing.

Once Paumanok,

When the lilac-scent was in the air and Fifth-month grass was growing,
Up this seashore in some briers,

Two feather’d guests from Alabama, two together,

And their nest, and four light-green eggs spotted with brown,

And every day the he-bird to and fro near at hand,

And every day the she-bird crouch’d on her nest, silent, with bright eyes,
And every day I, a curious boy, never too close, never disturbing them,
Cautiously peering, absorbing, translating.

Shine! shine! shine!
Pour down your warmth, great sun!
While we bask, we two together!

Two together!

Winds blow south, or winds blow north,
Day come white, or night come black,
Home, or rivers and mountains from home,
Singing all time, minding no time,

While we two keep together.
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Till of a sudden,

May-be kill’d, unknown to her mate,

One forenoon the she-bird crouch’d not on the nest,
Nor return’d that afternoon, nor the next,

Nor ever appear’d again.

And thenceforward all summer in the sound of the sea,
And at night under the full of the moon in calmer weather,
Over the hoarse surging of the sea,

Of flitting from brier to brier by day,

I saw, I heard at intervals the remaining one, the he-bird,
The solitary guest from Alabama.

Blow! blow! blow!
Blow up sea-winds along Paumanok’s shore;
Iwait and 1 wait till you blow my mate to me.

Yes when the stars glisten’d,

All night long on the prong of a moss-scallop’d stake,
Down almost amid the slapping waves,

Sat the lone singer wonderful causing tears.

He call’d on his mate,
He pour’d forth the meanings which I of all men know.

Yes, my brother I know,

The rest might not, but I have treasur’d every note,

For more than once dimly down to the beach gliding,

Silent, avoiding the moonbeams, blending myself with the shadows,

Recalling now the obscure shapes, the echoes, the sounds and sights
after their sorts,

The white arms out in the breakers tirelessly tossing,

I, with bare feet, a child, the wind wafting my hair,

Listen’d long and long.

Listen’d to keep, to sing, now translating the notes,
Following you my brother.

Soothe! soothe! soothe!

Close on its wave soothes the wave bebind,

And again another bebind embracing and lapping, every one close,
But my love soothes not me, not me.

Low bangs the moon, it rose late,
It is lagging — O I think it is beavy with love, with love.

O madly the sea pushes upon the land,
With love, with love.

137



138 WALT WHITMAN

O night! do I not see my love fluttering out among the breakers?
What is that little black thing I see there in the white?

Loud! loud! loud!
Loud I call to you, my love!

High and clear I shoot my voice over the waves,
Surely you must know who is bere, is bere,
You must know who I am, my love.

Low-banging moon!

What is that dusky spot in your brown yellow?
O it is the shape, the shape of my mate!

O moon do not keep ber from me any longer.

Land! land! O land!

Whichever way I turn, O I think you could give me my mate back again
if you only would,

For I am almost sure I see her dimly whichever way I look.

O rising stars!
Perbaps the one I want so much will rise, will rise with some of you.

O throat! O trembling throat!

Sound clearer through the atmosphere!

Pierce the woods, the earth,

Somewhere listening to catch you must be the one I want.

Shake out carols!

Solitary bere, the night’s carols!

Carols of lonesome love! death’s carols!

Carols under that lagging, yellow, waning moon!

O under that moon where she droops almost down into the sea!
O reckless despairing carols.

But soft! sink low!

Soft! let me just murmur,

And do you wait a moment you husky-nois’d sea,

For somewbere I believe I heard my mate vesponding to me,

So faint, I must be still, be still ro listen,

But not altogether still, for then she might not come immediately to me.

Hither my love!

Here I am! here!

With this just-sustain’d note I announce myself to you,
This gentle call is for you my love, for you.

Do not be decoy’d elsewbere,
That is the whistle of the wind, it is not my voice,
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That is the fluttering, the fluttering of the spray,
Those are the shadows of leaves.

O darkness! O in vain!
O 1 am very sick and sorvowful.

O brown balo in the sky near the moon, drooping upon the sea!
O troubled reflection in the sea!

O throat! O throbbing heart!

And 1 singing uselessly, uselessly all the night.

O past! O happy life! O songs of joy!

In the air; in the woods, over fields,
Loved! loved! loved! loved! loved!

But my mate no more, no move with me!
We two together no more.

The aria sinking,

All else continuing, the stars shining,

The winds blowing, the notes of the bird continuous echoing,

With angry moans the fierce old mother incessantly moaning,

On the sands of Paumanok’s shore gray and rustling,

The yellow half-moon enlarged, sagging down, drooping, the face of the
sea almost touching,

The boy ecstatic, with his bare feet the waves, with his hair the
atmosphere dallying,

The love in the heart long pent, now loose, now at last tumultuously
bursting,

The aria’s meaning, the ears, the soul, swiftly depositing,

The strange tears down the cheeks coursing,

The colloquy there, the trio, each uttering,

The undertone, the savage old mother incessantly crying,

To the boy’s soul’s questions sullenly timing, some drown’d secret
hissing,

To the outsetting bard.

Demon or bird (said the boy’s soul,)

Is it indeed toward your mate you sing? or is it really to me?

For I, that was a child, my tongue’s use sleeping, now I have heard you,

Now in a moment I know what I am for, I awake,

And already a thousand singers, a thousand, songs, clearer, louder and
more sorrowful than yours,

A thousand warbling echoes have started to life within me, never to die.

O you singer solitary, singing by yourself, projecting me,

O solitary me listening, never more shall I cease perpetuating you,
Never more shall T escape, never more the reverberations,

Never more the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from me,
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Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was before what there
in the night,

By the sea under the yellow and sagging moon,

The messenger there arous’d, the fire, the sweet hell within,

The unknown want, the destiny of me.

O give me the clew! (it lurks in the night here somewhere,)
O if I am to have so much, let me have more!

A word then, (for I will conquer it,)

The word final, superior to all,

Subtle, sent up — what is it? — I listen;

Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, you sea-waves?
Is that it from your liquid rims and wet sands?

Whereto answering, the sea,

Delaying not, hurrying not,

Whisper’d me through the night, and very plainly before daybreak,
Lisp’d to me the low and delicious word death,

And again death, death, death, death,

Hissing melodious, neither like the bird nor like my arous’d child’ heart,
But edging near as privately for me rustling at my feet,

Creeping thence steadily up to my ears and laving me softly all over,

Death, death, death, death, death.

Which I do not forget,

But fuse the song of my dusky demon and brother,

That he sang to me in the moonlight on Paumanok’s gray beach,

With the thousand responsive songs at random,

My own songs awaked from that hour,

And with them the key, the word up from the waves,

The word of the sweetest song and all songs,

That strong and delicious word which, creeping to my feet,

(Or like some old crone rocking the cradle, swathed in sweet garments,
bending aside,)

The sea whisper’d me.

1859

As 1 Ebb’d with the Ocean of Life

I
As I ebb’d with the ocean of life,
As I wended the shores I know,
As I walk’d where the ripples continually wash you Paumanok,
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 southward,
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Held by this electric self out of the pride of which I utter poems,

Was seiz’d by the spirit that trails in the lines underfoot,

The rim, the sediment that stands for all the water and all the land of
the globe.

Fascinated, my eyes reverting from the south, dropt, to follow those
slender windrows,

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 I walk’d with that electric self seeking types.

II
As I wend to the shores I know not,
As I list to the dirge, the voices of men and women wreck’d,
As Iinhale the impalpable breezes that set in upon me,
As the ocean so mysterious rolls toward me closer and closer,
I too but signify at the utmost a little wash’d-up drift,
A few sands and dead leaves to gather,
Gather, and merge myself as part of the sands and drift.

O baffled, balk’d, bent to the very earth,

Oppress’d with myself that I have dared to open my mouth,

Aware now that amid all that blab whose echoes recoil upon me I have
not once had the least idea who or what I am,

But that before all my arrogant poems the real Me stands yet untouch’d,
untold, altogether unreach’d,

Withdrawn far, mocking me with mock-congratulatory signs and bows,

With peals of distant ironical laughter at every word I have written,

Pointing in silence to these songs, and then to the sand beneath.

I perceive I have not really understood any thing, not a single object,
and that no man ever can,

Nature here in sight of the sea taking advantage of me to dart upon me
and sting me,

Because I have dared to open my mouth to sing at all.

111
You oceans both, I close with you,
We murmur alike reproachfully rolling sands and drift, knowing not
why,
These little shreds indeed standing for you and me and all.

You friable shore with trails of debris,
You fish-shaped island, I take what is underfoot,
What is yours is mine my father.
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I too Paumanok,

I too have bubbled up, floated the measureless float, and been wash’d
on your shores,

I too am but a trail of drift and debris,

I too leave little wrecks upon you, you fish-shaped island.

I throw myself upon your breast my father,

I cling to you so that you cannot unloose me,

I hold you so firm till you answer me something.

Kiss me my father,

Touch me with your lips as I touch those I love,

Breathe to me while I hold you close the secret of the murmuring I envy.

v
Ebb, ocean of life, (the flow will return,)
Cease not your moaning you fierce old mother,
Endlessly cry for your castaways, but fear not, deny not me,
Rustle not up so hoarse and angry against my feet as I touch you or
gather from you.

I mean tenderly by you and all,
I gather for myself and for this phantom looking down where we lead,
and following me and mine.

Me and mine, loose windrows, little corpses,

Froth, snowy white, and bubbles,

(See, from my dead lips the ooze exuding at last,

See, the prismatic colors glistening and rolling,)

Tufts of straw, sands, fragments,

Buoy’d hither from many moods, one contradicting another,

From the storm, the long calm, the darkness, the swell,

Musing, pondering, a breath, a briny tear, a dab of liquid or soil,

Up just as much out of fathomless workings fermented and thrown,

A limp blossom or two, torn, just as much over waves floating, drifted
at random,

Just as much for us that sobbing dirge of Nature,

Just as much whence we come that blare of the cloud-trumpets,

We, capricious, brought hither we know not whence, spread out before
you,

You up there walking or sitting,

Whoever you are, we too lie in drifts at your feet.

1860

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,
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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 wonder’d 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.

1860

Scented Herbage of My Breast

Scented herbage of my breast,

Leaves from you I glean, I write, to be perused best afterwards,

Tomb-leaves, body-leaves growing up above me above death,

Perennial roots, tall leaves, O the winter shall not freeze you
delicate leaves,

Every year shall you bloom again, out from where you retired you
shall emerge again;

O I do not know whether many passing by will discover you or
inhale your faint odor, but I believe a few will;

O slender leaves! O blossoms of my blood! I permit you to tell
in your own way of the heart that is under you,

O I do not know what you mean there underneath yourselves, you
are not happiness,

You are often more bitter than I can bear, you burn and sting me,

Yet you are beautiful to me you faint tinged roots, you make me
think of death,

Death is beautiful from you, (what indeed is finally beautiful except
death and love?)

O I think it is not for life I am chanting here my chant of lovers,
I think it must be for death,

For how calm, how solemn it grows to ascend to the atmosphere
of lovers,

Death or life I am then indifferent, my soul declines to prefer,

(T am not sure but the high soul of lovers welcomes death most,)

Indeed O death, I think now these leaves mean precisely the same
as you mean,

Grow up taller sweet leaves that I may see! grow up out of my breast!
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Spring away from the conceal’d heart there!
Do not fold yourself so in your pink-tinged roots timid leaves!
Do not remain down there so ashamed, herbage of my breast!
Come I am determin’d to unbare this broad breast of mine, I
have long enough stifled and choked;
Emblematic and capricious blades I leave you, now you serve me
not,
I will say what I have to say by itself,
I will sound myself and comrades only, I will never again utter a
call only their call,
I will raise with it immortal reverberations through the States,
I will give an example to lovers to take permanent shape and
will through the States,
Through me shall the words be said to make death exhilarating,
Give me your tone therefore O death, that I may accord with it,
Give me yourself, for I see that you belong to me now above all, and are
folded inseparably together, you love and death are,
Nor will I allow you to balk me any more with what I was calling life,
For now it is convey’d to me that you are the purports essential,
That you hide in these shifting forms of life, for reasons, and that
they are mainly for you,
That you beyond them come forth to remain, the real reality,
That behind the mask of materials you patiently wait, no matter
how long,
That you will one day perhaps take control of all,
That you will perhaps dissipate this entire show of appearance,
That may-be you are what it is all for, but it does not last so very long,
But you will last very long.

1860

1o a Stranger

Passing stranger! you do not know how longingly I look upon you,

You must be he I was seeking, or she I was seeking, (it comes to me
as of a dream,)

I have somewhere surely lived a life of joy with you,

All is recall’d as we flit by each other, fluid, affectionate, chaste, matured,

You grew up with me, were a boy with me or a girl with me,

I ate with you and slept with you, your body has become not yours only
nor left my body mine only,

You give me the pleasure of your eyes, face, flesh, as we pass, you take
of my beard, breast, hands, in return,

T am not to speak to you, I am to think of you when I sit alone or wake
at night alone,

I am to wait, I do not doubt I am to meet you again,

I am to see to it that I do not lose you.

1860
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When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer

When I heard the learn’d astronomer,

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns
before me,

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide,
and measure them,

When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured
with much applause in the lecture-room,

How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick,

Till rising and gliding out I wander’d off by myself,

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,

Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars.

1865

Reconciliation

Word over all, beautiful as the sky,

Beautiful that war and all its deeds of carnage must in time be utterly
lost,

That the hands of the sisters Death and Night incessantly softly wash
again, and ever again, this soil’d world;

For my enemy is dead, a man divine as myself is dead,

I look where he lies white-faced and still in the coffin — I draw near,

Bend down and touch lightly with my lips the white face in the coffin.

1865

When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d

I
When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d,
And the great star early droop’d in the western sky in the night,
I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,
Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west,
And thought of him I love.

II
O powerful western fallen star!
O shades of night — O moody, tearful night!
O great star disappear’d — O the black murk that hides the star!
O cruel hands that hold me powerless — O helpless soul of me!
O harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul.
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m
In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white-wash’d
palings,
Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the perfume strong
I love,
With every leaf a miracle — and from this bush in the dooryard,
With delicate-color’d blossoms and heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
A sprig with its flower I break.

v
In the swamp in secluded recesses,
A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song.

Solitary the thrush,
The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settlements,
Sings by himself a song.

Song of the bleeding throat,
Death’s outlet song of life, (for well dear brother I know,
If thou wast not granted to sing thou would’st surely die.)

v

Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities,

Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets peep’d from
the ground, spotting the gray debris,

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing the endless
grass,

Passing the yellow-spear’d wheat, every grain from its shroud in the dark-
brown fields uprisen,

Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards,

Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave,

Night and day journeys a coffin.

VI
Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,
Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the land,
With the pomp of the inloop’d flags with the cities draped in black,
With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veil’d women
standing,
With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of the night,
With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces and the
unbared heads,
With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,
With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong
and solemn,
With all the mournful voices of the dirges pour’d around the coffin,
The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs — where amid these
you journey,
With the tolling tolling bells’ perpetual clang,
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Here, coffin that slowly passes,
I give you my sprig of lilac.

VIl
(Nor for you, for one alone,
Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring,

For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for you O sane and
sacred death.

All over bouquets of roses,

O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies,
But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,
Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes,
With loaded arms I come, pouring for you,

For you and the coffins all of you O death.)

VIII

O western orb sailing the heaven,

Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I walk’d,

As I walk’d in silence the transparent shadowy night,

As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after night,

As you droop’d from the sky low down as if to my side, (while the
other stars all look’d on,)

As we wander’d together the solemn night, (for something I know not
what kept me from sleep,)

As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full you
were of woe,

As I stood on the rising ground in the breeze in the cool transparent
night,

As I watch’d where you pass’d and was lost in the netherward black of
the night,

As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you sad orb,

Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone.

IX
Sing on there in the swamp,
O singer bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear your call,
I hear, I come presently, I understand you,
But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detain’d me,
The star my departing comrade holds and detains me.

X
O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved?
And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone?
And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love?
Sea-winds blown from east and west,
Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till there
on the prairies meeting,
These and with these and the breath of my chant,
T'll perfume the grave of him I love.
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XI
O what shall I hang on the chamber walls?
And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls,
To adorn the burial-house of him I love?

Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes,

With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the gray smoke lucid and
bright,

With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent, sinking sun,
burning, expanding the air,

With the fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale green leaves of
the trees prolific,

In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, with a wind-
dapple here and there,

With ranging hills on the banks, with many a line against the sky, and
shadows,

And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks of chimneys,

And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the workmen home-

ward returning.

XII
Lo, body and soul — this land,
My own Manhattan with spires, and the sparkling and hurrying tides,
and the ships,
The varied and ample land, the South and the North in the light, Ohio’s
shores and flashing Missouri,
And ever the far-spreading prairies cover’d with grass and corn.

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty,

The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes,

The gentle soft-born measureless light,

The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfill’d noon,

The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the stars,
Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land.

X111
Sing on, sing on you gray-brown bird,
Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from the bushes,
Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines.

Sing on dearest brother, warble your reedy song,
Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe.

O liquid and free and tender!

O wild and loose to my soul — O wondrous singer!

You only I hear — yet the star holds me, (but will soon depart,)
Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me.
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XIv

Now while I sat in the day and look’d forth,

In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and the
farmers preparing their crops,

In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and forests,

In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb’d winds and the
storms,)

Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing, and the voices
of children and women,

The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they sail’d,

And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields all busy with
labor,

And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on, each with its
meals and minutia of daily usages,

And the streets how their throbbings throbb’d, and the cities pent —
lo, then and there,

Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping me with the rest,

Appear’d the cloud, appear’d the long black trail,

And I knew death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of death.

Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me,

And the thought of death close-walking the other side of me,

And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hands of
companions,

I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not,

Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the dimness,

To the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so still.

And the singer so shy to the rest receiv’d me,
The gray-brown bird I know receiv’d us comrades three,
And he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love.

From deep secluded recesses,
From the fragrant cedars and the ghostly pines so still,
Came the carol of the bird.

And the charm of the carol rapt me,
As I held as if by their hands my comrades in the night,
And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird.

Come lovely and soothing death,

Undulate vound the world, sevenely arriving, arriving,
In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or later delicate death.

Prais’d be the fathomless universe,

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,
And for love, sweet love — but praise! praise! praise!
For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding death.
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Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet,

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome?

Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all,

I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfal-
teringly.

Approach strong deliveress,

When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing the dead,
Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,

Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death.

From me to thee glad serenades,

Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and feastings for
thee,

And the sights of the open landscape and the bigh-spread sky ave fitting,

And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night.

The night in silence under many a stav,

The ocean shore and the busky whispering wave whose voice I know,
And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veil’d death,

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee.

Over the tree-tops I float thee a song,

Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields and the prairies
wide,

Over the dense-pack’d cities all and the teeming wharves and ways,

I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee O death.

XV
To the tally of my soul,
Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird,
With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night.

Loud in the pines and cedars dim,
Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume,
And I with my comrades there in the night.

While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed,
As to long panoramas of visions.

And I saw askant the armies,

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,

Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc’d with missiles I saw
them,

And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and bloody,

And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs, (and all in silence,)

And the staffs all splinter’d and broken.
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I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them,

I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the war,
But I saw they were not as was thought,

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer’d not,

The living remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d,

And the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffer’d,
And the armies that remain’d suffer’d.

XVI
Passing the visions, passing the night,
Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades’ hands,
Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of my soul,
Victorious song, death’s outlet song, yet varying ever-altering song,
As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, flooding the
night,
Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again burst-
ing with joy,
Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven,
As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses,
Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,
I leave thee there in the door-yard, blooming, returning with spring.

I cease from my song for thee,
From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, communing with
thee,

O comrade lustrous with silver face in the night.

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night,

The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird,

And the tallying chant, the echo arous’d in my soul,

With the lustrous and drooping star with the countenance full of woe,

With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the bird,

Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep,
for the dead I loved so well,

For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands — and this for his
dear sake,

Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul,

There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim.

1865

A Noiseless Patient Spider

A noiseless patient spider,

1 mark’d where on a little promontory it stood isolated,
Mark’d how to explore the vacant vast surrounding,

It launch’d forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself,
Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.
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And you O my soul where you stand,

Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space,

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect
them,

Till the bridge you will need be form’d, till the ductile anchor hold,

Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul.

1868

HERMAN MELVILLE (1819-1891)

“Failure is the true test of greatness,” Herman Melville wrote, and it was a test fate compelled
him to meet. His first novels were successes, but Moby-Dick (1851) had an unenthusiastic recep-
tion and Pierre a year later was savaged by the critics. “Herman has taken to writing poetry,”
wrote his wife in 1859. He collected his poems about the Civil War in Battle-Pieces and Aspects
of the War (1866). In July 1863, he wrote “The House-Top” when Irish mobs in New York City,
rioting against military conscription, lynched black men and hanged them from lampposts.
Whitman (in such poems as “Reconciliation” and “Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One
Night”) wrote about soldiers and wounds, close up; Melville wrote about the “great historic
tragedy” from a distance. In Call Me Ishmael (1947), a personal reverie based on an academic
undertaking, Charles Olson wrote: “The man made a mess of things. He got all balled up with
Christ. He made a white marriage. He had one son die of tuberculosis, the other shoot himself.
He only rode his own space once—Moby-Dick. He had to be wild or he was nothing in partic-
ular. He had to go fast, like an American, or he was all torpor. Half horse half alligator.” (A
“white marriage” is an unconsummated one.) “After the Pleasure Party,” a late poem, presents
Melville’s dark vision of the relations between man and woman. In his copy of Emerson’s Essays,
where Emerson had written, “Trust men, and they will be true to you,” Melville wrote in the
margin, “God help the poor fellow who squares his life according to this.”

The Portent

Hanging from the beam,
Slowly swaying (such the law),
Gaunt the shadow on your green,
Shenandoah!
The cut is on the crown
(Lo, John Brown),
And the stabs shall heal no more.

Hidden in the cap
Is the anguish none can draw;
So your future veils its face,
Shenandoah!
But the streaming beard is shown
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(Weird John Brown),
The meteor of the war.

1859

Misgivings
‘When ocean-clouds over inland hills
Sweep storming in late autumn brown,
And horror the sodden valley fills,
And the spire falls crashing in the town,
I muse upon my country’s ills —
The tempest bursting from the waste of Time
On the world’s fairest hope linked with man’s foulest crime.

Nature’s dark side is heeded now —
(Ah! optimist-cheer disheartened flown) —
A child may read the moody brow
Of yon black mountain lone.
With shouts the torrents down the gorges go,
And storms are formed behind the storm we feel:
The hemlock shakes in the rafter, the oak in the driving keel.

1860

Ball’s Bluff

A Reverie
(October, 1861)

One noonday, at my window in the town,
I saw a sight — saddest that eyes can see —
Young soldiers marching lustily
Unto the wars,
With fifes, and flags in mottoed pageantry;
While all the porches, walks, and doors
Were rich with ladies cheering royally.

They moved like Juny morning on the wave,
Their hearts were fresh as clover in its prime
(It was the breezy summer time),
Life throbbed so strong,
How should they dream that Death in a rosy clime
Would come to thin their shining throng?
Youth feels immortal, like the gods sublime.
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Weeks passed; and at my window, leaving bed,
By night I mused, of easeful sleep bereft,
On those brave boys (Ah War! thy theft);

Some marching feet

Found pause at last by cliffs Potomac cleft;
Wakeful I mused, while in the street

Far footfalls died away till none were left.

1861

Shilob
A Requiem

Skimming lightly, wheeling sdill,
The swallows fly low
Over the field in clouded days,
The forest-field of Shiloh —
Over the field where April rain
Solaced the parched ones stretched in pain
Through the pause of night
That followed the Sunday fight
Around the church of Shiloh —
The church so lone, the log-built one,
That echoed to many a parting groan
And natural prayer
Of dying foemen mingled there —
Foemen at morn, but friends at eve —
Fame or country least their care:
(What like a bullet can undeceive!)
But now they lie low,
While over them the swallows skim,
And all is hushed at Shiloh.

1862

The House-"Top
A Night Piece

No sleep. The sultriness pervades the air

And binds the brain — a dense oppression, such
As tawny tigers feel in matted shades,

Vexing their blood and making apt for ravage.
Beneath the stars the roofy desert spreads
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Vacant as Libya. All is hushed near by.

Yet fitfully from far breaks a mixed surf

Of muffled sound, the Atheist roar of riot.
Yonder, where parching Sirius set in drought,
Balefully glares red Arson — there — and there.
The Town is taken by its rats — ship-rats

And rats of the wharves. All civil charms

And priestly spells which late held hearts in awe —
Fear-bound, subjected to a better sway

Than sway of self; these like a dream dissolve,
And man rebounds whole zons back in nature.
Hail to the low dull rumble, dull and dead,

And ponderous drag that shakes the wall.

Wise Draco comes, deep in the midnight roll
Of black artillery; he comes, though late;

In code corroborating Calvin’s creed

And cynic tyrannies of honest kings;

He comes, nor parlies; and the Town, redeemed,
Gives thanks devout; nor, being thankful, heeds
The grimy slur on the Republic’s faith implied,
Which holds that Man is naturally good,

And — more — is Nature’s Roman, never to be scourged.

1863

The Maldive Shark

About the Shark, phlegmatical one,

Pale sot of the Maldive sea,

The sleek little pilot-fish, azure and slim,

How alert in attendance be.

From his saw-pit of mouth, from his charnel of maw
They have nothing of harm to dread,

But liquidly glide on his ghastly flank

Or before his Gorgonian head;

Or lurk in the port of serrated teeth

In white triple tiers of glittering gates,

And there find a haven when peril’s aboard,

An asylum in jaws of the Fates!

They are friends; and friendly they guide him to prey,
Yet never partake of the treat —

Eyes and brains to the dotard lethargic and dull,
Pale ravener of horrible meat.

1888

155



156 HERMAN MELVILLE

After the Pleasure Party

LINES TRACED
UNDER AN IMAGE OF
AMOR THREATENING

Fear me, virgin whosoever
Taking pride from love exempt,
Fear me, slighted. Never, never
Brave me, nor my fury tempt:
Downy wings, but wroth they beat
Tempest even in veason’s seat.

Behind the house the upland falls
With many an odorous tree —
White marbles gleaming through green halls —
"Terrace by terrace, down and down,
And meets the star-lit Mediterranean Sea.

"Tis Paradise. In such an hour
Some pangs that rend might take release.
Nor less perturbed who keeps this bower
Of balm, nor finds balsamic peace?
From whom the passionate words in vent
After long revery’s discontent?

“Tired of the homeless deep,
Look how their flight yon hurrying billows urge
Hitherward but to reap
Passive repulse from the iron-bound verge!
Insensate, can they never know
"Tis mad to wreck the impulsion so?

“An art of memory is, they tell:
But to forget! forget the glade
Wherein Fate sprung Love’s ambuscade,
To flout pale years of cloistral life
And flush me in this sensuous strife.
"Tis Vesta struck with Sappho’s smart.
No fable her delirious leap:
With more of cause in desperate heart,
Miyself could take it — but to sleep!

“Now first I feel, what all may ween,
That soon or late, if faded e’en,
One’s sex asserts itself. Desire,
The dear desire through love to sway,
Is like the Geysers that aspire —
Through cold obstruction win their fervid way.
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But baffled here — to take disdain,

To feel rule’s instinct, yet not reign;

To dote, to come to this drear shame —
Hence the winged blaze that sweeps my soul
Like prairie-fires that spurn control,

Where withering weeds incense the flame.

“And kept I long heaven’s watch for this,
Contemning love, for this, even this?
O terrace chill in Northern air,
O reaching ranging tube I placed
Against yon skies, and fable chased
Till, fool, I hailed for sister there
Starred Cassiopea in Golden Chair.
In dream I throned me, nor I saw
In cell the idiot crowned with straw.

“And yet, ah yet, scarce ill I reigned,
Through self-illusion self-sustained,
When now — enlightened, undeceived —
What gain I, barrenly bereaved!

Than this can be yet lower decline —
Envy and spleen, can these be mine?

“The peasant-girl demure that trod
Beside our wheels that climbed the way,
And bore along a blossoming rod
That looked the sceptre of May-Day —
On her — to fire this petty hell,

His softened glance how moistly fell!

The cheat! on briers her buds were strung;
And wiles peeped forth from mien how meek.
The innocent bare-foot! young, so young!

To girls, strong man’s a novice weak.

To tell such beads! And more remain,

Sad rosary of belittling pain.

“When after lunch and sallies gay
Like the Decameron folk we lay
In sylvan groups; and I — let be!
O, dreams he, can he dream that one
Because not roseate feels no sun?
The plain lone bramble thrills with Spring
As much as vines that grapes shall bring.

“Me now fair studies charm no more.
Shall great thoughts writ, or high themes sung
Damask wan cheeks — unlock his arm
About some radiant ninny flung?
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How glad, with all my starry lore,
I'd buy the veriest wanton’s rose
Would but my bee therein repose.

“Could I remake me! or set free
This sexless bound in sex, then plunge
Deeper than Sappho, in a lunge
Piercing Pan’s paramount mystery!
For, Nature, in no shallow surge
Against thee either sex may urge,
Why hast thou made us but in halves —
Co-relatives? This makes us slaves.
If these co-relatives never meet
Self-hood itself seems incomplete.
And such the dicing of blind fate
Few matching halves here meet and mate.
What Cosmic jest or Anarch blunder
The human integral clove asunder
And shied the fractions through life’s gate?

“Ye stars that long your votary knew
Rapt in her vigil, see me here!
Whither is gone the spell ye threw
When rose before me Cassiopea?
Usurped on by love’s stronger reign —
But, lo, your very selves do wane:
Light breaks — truth breaks! Silvered no more,
But chilled by dawn that brings the gale
Shivers yon bramble above the vale,
And disillusion opens all the shore.”

One knows not if Urania yet
The pleasure-party may forget;
Or whether she lived down the strain
Of turbulent heart and rebel brain;
For Amor so resents a slight,
And hers had been such haught disdain,
He long may wreak his boyish spite,
And boy-like, little reck the pain.

One knows not, no. But late in Rome
(For queens discrowned a congruous home)
Entering Albani’s porch she stood
Fixed by an antique pagan stone
Colossal carved. No anchorite seer,

Not Thomas a2 Kempis, monk austere,
Religious more are in their tone;
Yet far, how far from Christian heart
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That form august of heathen Art.
Swayed by its influence, long she stood,
Till surged emotion seething down,
She rallied and this mood she won:

“Languid in frame for me,
To-day by Mary’s convent-shrine,
Touched by her picture’s moving plea
In that poor nerveless hour of mine,
I'mused — A wanderer still must grieve.
Half I resolved to kneel and believe,
Believe and submit, the veil take on.
But thee, arm’d Virgin! less benign,
Thee now I invoke, thou mightier one.
Helmeted woman — if such term
Befit thee, far from strife
Of that which makes the sexual feud
And clogs the aspirant life —
O self-reliant, strong and free,
Thou in whom power and peace unite,
Transcender! raise me up to thee,
Raise me and arm me!”

Fond appeal.
For never passion peace shall bring,
Nor Art inanimate for long
Inspire. Nothing may help or heal
While Amor incensed remembers wrong.
Vindictive, not himself he’ll spare;
For scope to give his vengeance play
Himself he’ll blaspheme and betray.

Then for Urania, virgins everywhere,
O pray! Example take too, and have care.

1891

FREDERICK GODDARD TUCKERMAN (1821-1873)

Frederick Goddard Tuckerman was born in Boston, a merchant’s son. He gave up a law prac-
tice to pursue studies in astronomy, botany, and literature, with the result that he published
astronomical observations, gained recognition as an authority on local flora, and had his Poerms
printed privately in 1860. Tuckerman was forgotten after his death until the poet Witter Bynner
took up his banner in 1931. Yvor Winters declared that only Wordsworth among the Romantics
surpassed Tuckerman “in the description of natural detail.”
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Dank fens of cedar, bemlock branches gray

Dank fens of cedar, hemlock branches gray
With trees and trail of mosses, wringing-wet;
Beds of the black pitchpine in dead leaves set
Whose wasted red has wasted to white away;
Remnants of rain and droppings of decay, —
Why hold ye so my heart, nor dimly let
Through your deep leaves the light of yesterday,
The faded glimmer of a sunshine set?

Is it that in your darkness, shut from strife,
The bread of tears becomes the bread of life?
Far from the roar of day, beneath your boughs
Fresh griefs beat tranquilly, and loves and vows
Grow green in your gray shadows, dearer far
Even than all lovely lights and roses are?

1860

An upper chamber in a darkened house

An upper chamber in a darkened house,

Where, ere his footsteps reached ripe manhood’s brink,
Terror and anguish were his lot to drink, —

I cannot rid the thought nor hold it close;

But dimly dream upon that man alone; —

Now though the autumn clouds most softly pass;
The cricket chides beneath the doorstep stone,
And greener than the season grows the grass.

Nor can I drop my lids nor shade my brows,

But there he stands beside the lifted sash;

And — with a swooning of the heart, I think
Where the black shingles slope to meet the boughs,
And — shattered on the roof like smallest snows —
The tiny petals of the mountain-ash.

1860

How oft in schoolboy-days

How oft in schoolboy-days, from the school’s sway
Have I run forth to Nature as to a friend, —

With some pretext of o’erwrought sight, to spend
My school-time in green meadows far away!
Careless of summoning bell, or clocks that strike,
I marked with flowers the minutes of my day:

For still the eye that shrank from hated hours,
Dazzled with decimal and dividend,

Knew each bleached alder-root that plashed across
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The bubbling brook, and every mass of moss;
Could tell the month, too, by the vervain-spike, —
How far the ring of purple tiny flowers

Had climbed; just starting, may-be, with the May,
Half-high, or tapering off at Summer's end.

1860

Sometimes I walk where the deep water dips

Sometimes I walk where the deep water dips
Against the land. Or on where fancy drives

I walk and muse aloud, like one who strives

To tell his half-shaped thought with stumbling lips,
And view the ocean sea, the ocean ships,

With joyless heart: still but myself I find

And restless phantoms of my restless mind:
Only the moaning of my wandering words,
Only the wailing of the wheeling plover,

And this high rock beneath whose base the sea
Has wormed long caverns, like my tears in me:
And hard like this I stand, and beaten and blind,
This desolate rock with lichens rusted over,
Hoar with salt-sleet and chalkings of the birds.

1860

HENRY TIMROD (1828-1867)

Henry Timrod was born in Charleston, South Carolina. He enlisted in the confederate army
but was discharged because of ill health; he suffered from and eventually died of tuberculosis.
As a war correspondent for the Charleston Mercury, he witnessed the retreat from Shiloh. In
1950, F. O. Matthiessen wrote that Timrod’s “few war poems, which state the Southern cause
with deep conviction, endure with a classic hardness. I am encouraged in the belief that Timrod
is the best Southern poet of his time by knowing that it is also held by the leading Southern
poets of our time, [John Crowe] Ransom and [Allen] Tate.”

Charleston

Calm as that second summer which precedes
The first fall of the snow,

In the broad sunlight of heroic deeds,
The City bides the foe.

As yet, behind their ramparts stern and proud,
Her bolted thunders sleep —



162 HENRY TIMROD

Dark Sumter, like a battlemented cloud,
Looms o’er the solemn deep.

No Calpe frowns from lofty cliff or scar
To guard the holy strand;

But Moultrie holds in leash her dogs of war
Above the level sand.

And down the dunes a thousand guns lie couched,
Unseen, beside the flood —

Like tigers in some Orient jungle crouched
That wait and watch for blood.

Meanwhile, through streets still echoing with trade,
Walk grave and thoughtful men,

Whose hands may one day wield the patriot’s blade
As lightly as the pen.

And maidens, with such eyes as would grow dim
Opver a bleeding hound,

Seem each one to have caught the strength of him
Whose sword she sadly bound.

Thus girt without and garrisoned at home,
Day patient following day,

Old Charleston looks from roof, and spire, and dome,
Across her tranquil bay.

Ships, through a hundred foes, from Saxon lands
And spicy Indian ports,

Bring Saxon steel and iron to her hands,
And Summer to her courts.

But still, along yon dim Atlantic line,
The only hostile smoke

Creeps like a harmless mist above the brine,
From some frail, floating oak.

Shall the Spring dawn, and she still clad in smiles,
And with an unscathed brow,

Rest in the strong arms of her palm-crowned isles,
As fair and free as now?

We know not; in the temple of the Fates
God has inscribed her doom;

And, all untroubled in her faith, she waits
The triumph or the tomb.

published 1873
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EMILY DICKINSON (1830-1886)

Emily Dickinson was born in Amherst, Massachusetts, and spent nearly all her life within its
confines. The death-obsessed recluse who seldom left her house had this criterion for judging
a poem: “If I read a book [and] it makes my whole body so cold no fire can ever warm me I
know that is poetry. If I feel physically as if the top of my head were taken off, I know that is
poetry. These are the only way [sic] I know it. Is there any other way.” Only seven of her 1,775
poems were published in her lifetime, none with her full consent. Not until 1890, four years
after her death, did a selection of her poems appear in print. During the years 1862 and 1863,
as the Civil War raged, she wrote approximately one poem a day, none of them dealing direct-
ly with that terrible conflict. She wrote in a letter: “Life is a spell so exquisite that everything
conspires to break it.” Some of her poems are soluble riddles, but her insoluble ones are even
more compelling, as she explained herself: “The Riddle we can guess/We speedily despise — /
Not anything is stale so long/As Yesterday’s surprise —” (#1,222). She and Walt Whitman are
our two poetic grandparents, yet he had never heard of her, and she, when asked for her opin-
ion of Leaves of Grass, said of Whitman, “I never read his book — but was told that he was dis-
graceful.” Charles Simic has written: “Whitman and Dickinson are the prototypes of what an
American poet could be, a bard commensurate in optimism with his people versus a recluse and
a secret blasphemer.” (See Donald Hall’s poem “The Impossible Marriage,” about these two
unwed poets on their imaginary wedding day, in this volume.) From Dickinson’s poems one
might derive the illusion that she had died and written them posthumously. “To have been
immortal transcends to become so,” she wrote, as though having been in both positions.

Success is counted sweetest (67)

Success is counted sweetest
By those who ne’er succeed.
To comprehend a nectar
Requires sorest need.

Not one of all the purple Host
Who took the Flag today

Can tell the definition

So clear of Victory

As he defeated — dying —
On whose forbidden ear

The distant strains of triumph
Burst agonized and clear!

1859

“Faith” is a fine invention (185)

“Faith” is a fine invention
When Gentlemen can see —
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But Microscopes are prudent
In an Emergency.

1860

I taste a liqguor never brewed (214)

I taste a liquor never brewed —
From Tankards scooped in Pearl —
Not all the Frankfort Berries

Yield such an Alcohol!

Inebriate of Air — am I —

And Debauchee of Dew —

Reeling — thro endless summer days —
From inns of Molten Blue —

When “Landlords” turn the drunken Bee

Out of the Foxglove’s door —

When Butterflies — renounce their “drams” —
I shall but drink the more!

Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats —
And Saints — to windows run —

To see the little Tippler

From Manzanilla come!

1860

Safe in their Alabaster Chambers (216)

Safe in their Alabaster Chambers —

Untouched by Morning

And untouched by Noon —

Sleep the meek members of the Resurrection —
Rafter of satin,

And Roof of stone.

Light laughs the breeze

In her Castle above them —

Babbles the Bee in a stolid Ear,

Pipe the Sweet Birds in ignorant cadence —
Ah, what sagacity perished here!

1859
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Safe in their Alabaster Chambers —
Untouched by Morning —

And untouched by Noon —

Lie the meek members of the Resurrection —
Rafter of Satin — and Roof of Stone!

Grand go the Years — in the Crescent — above them —
Worlds scoop their Arcs —

And Firmaments — row —

Diadems — drop — and Doges — surrender —
Soundless as dots — on a Disc of Snow —

1861

Wild Nights —Wild Nights! (249)

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!

1861

“Hope” is the thing with feathers (254)

“Hope” is the thing with feathers —
That perches in the soul —

And sings the tune without the words —
And never stops — at all —

And sweetest — in the Gale — is heard —
And sore must be the storm —

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm —

I’ve heard it in the chillest land —
And on the strangest Sea —
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Yet, never, in Extremity,
It asked a crumb — of Me.

1861

There’s a certain Slant of light (258)

There’s a certain Slant of light,
Winter Afternoons —

That oppresses, like the Heft
Of Cathedral Tunes —

Heavenly Hurt, it gives us —
We can find no scar,

But internal difference,
Where the Meanings, are —

None may teach it — Any —
"Tis the Seal Despair —

An imperial affliction

Sent us of the Air —

When it comes, the Landscape listens —
Shadows — hold their breath —

When it goes, ’tis like the Distance

On the look of Death —

1861

I felt a Funeral, in my Brain (280)

I felt a Funeral, in my Brain,

And Mourners to and fro

Kept treading — treading — till it seemed
That Sense was breaking through —

And when they all were seated,

A Service, like a Drum —

Kept beating — beating — dill I thought
My Mind was going numb —

And then I heard them lift a Box

And creak across my Soul

With those same Boots of Lead, again,
Then Space — began to toll,
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As all the Heavens were a Bell,

And Being, but an Ear,

And I, and Silence, some strange Race
Wrecked, solitary, here —

And then a Plank in Reason, broke,
And I dropped down, and down —
And hit a World, at every plunge,
And Finished knowing — then —

1861

I'm Nobody! Who are you? (288)

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 June —
"To an admiring Bog!

1861

The Soul selects ber own Society (303)

The Soul selects her own Society —
Then — shuts the Door —
To her divine Majority —

Present no more —

Unmoved — she notes the Chariots — pausing —
At her low Gate —

Unmoved — an Emperor be kneeling

Upon her Mat —

I've known her — from an ample nation —
Choose One —

Then — close the Valves of her attention —
Like Stone —

1862
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A Bird came down the Walk (328)

A Bird came down the Walk —
He did not know I saw —

He bit an Angleworm in halves
And ate the fellow, raw,

And then he drank a Dew

From a convenient Grass —

And then hopped sidewise to the Wall
To let a Beetle pass —

He glanced with rapid eyes
That hurried all around —
They looked like frightened Beads, I thought —
He stirred his Velvet Head

Like one in danger, Cautious,
I offered him a Crumb

And he unrolled his feathers
And rowed him softer home —

Than Oars divide the Ocean,
Too silver for a seam —

Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon
Leap, plashless as they swim.

1862

After great pain, a formal feeling comes (341)

After great pain, a formal feeling comes —
The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs —
The stiff Heart questions was it He, that bore,
And Yesterday, or Centuries before?

The Feet, mechanical, go round —
Of Ground, or Air, or Ought —

A Wooden way

Regardless grown,

A Quartz contentment, like a stone —

This is the Hour of Lead —

Remembered, if outlived,

As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow —

First — Chill — then Stupor — then the letting go —

1862
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Dare you see a Soul at the White Heat? (365)

Dare you see a Soul 4t the White Heat? —
Then crouch within the door —
Red — is the Fire’s common tint —
But when the vivid Ore

Has vanquished Flame’s conditions,
It quivers from the Forge

Without a color, but the light

Of unanointed Blaze.

Least Village has its Blacksmith
Whose Anvil’s even ring

Stands symbol for the finer Forge
That soundless tugs — within —
Refining these impatient Ores
With Hammer, and with Blaze
Untl the Designated Light
Repudiate the Forge —

1862

Much Madness is divinest Sense (435)

Much Madness is divinest Sense —

To a discerning Eye —

Much Sense — the starkest Madness —
"Tis the Majority

In this, as All, prevail —

Assent — and you are sane —

Demur — you’re straightway dangerous —

And handled with a Chain —

1862

This was a Poet — It is That (448)

This was a Poet — It is That
Distills amazing sense

From ordinary Meanings —
And Attar so immense

From the familiar species

That perished by the Door —
We wonder it was not Ourselves
Arrested it — before —
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Of Pictures, the Discloser —
The Poet — it is He —
Entitles Us — by Contrast —
To ceaseless Poverty —

Of Portion — so unconscious —
The Robbing — could not harm —
Himself — to Him — a Fortune —
Exterior — to Time —

1862

I died for Beauty — but was scarce (449)

I died for Beauty — but was scarce
Adjusted in the Tomb

When One who died for Truth, was lain
In an adjoining Room —

He questioned softly “Why I failed”?

“For Beauty”, I replied —

“And I — for Truth — Themself are One —
We Bretheren, are”, He said —

And so, as Kinsmen, met a Night —
We talked between the Rooms —
Untl the Moss had reached our lips —
And covered up — our names —

1862

I heard a Fly buzz — when I died (465)

I heard a Fly buzz — when I died —
The Stillness in the Room

Was like the Stillness in the Air —
Between the Heaves of Storm —

The Eyes around — had wrung them dry —
And Breaths were gathering firm

For that last Onset — when the King

Be witnessed — in the Room —

I willed my Keepsakes — Signed away
What portion of me be

Assignable — and then it was

There interposed a Fly —
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With Blue — uncertain stumbling Buzz —
Between the light — and me —
And then the Windows failed — and then

I could not see to see —

1862

I am alive — I guess (470)

I am alive—I guess —

The Branches on my Hand
Are full of Morning Glory —
And at my finger’s end —

The Carmine — tingles warm —
And if T hold a Glass

Across my Mouth — it blurs it —
Physician’s — proof of Breath —

I am alive — because

I am not in a Room —

The Parlor — Commonly — it is —
So Visitors may come —

And lean — and view it sidewise —

And add “How cold — it grew” —

And “Was it conscious — when it stepped
In Immortality?”

I am alive — because

1 do not own a House —
Entdtled to myself — precise —
And fitting no one else —

And marked my Girlhood’s name —

So Visitors may know

Which Door is mine — and not mistake —
And try another Key —

1862

I would not paint — a picture (505)

I would not paint — a picture —
I’d rather be the One

It’s bright impossibility

To dwell — delicious — on —
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And wonder how the fingers feel
Whose rare — celestial — stir —
Evokes so sweet a Torment —
Such sumptuous — Despair —

I would not talk, like Cornets —
I’d rather be the One

Raised softly to the Ceilings —
And out, and easy on —
Through Villages of Ether —
Myself endued Balloon

By but a lip of Metal —

The pier to my Pontoon —

Nor would I be a Poet —

It’s finer — own the Ear —
Enamored — impotent — content —
The License to revere,

A privilege so awful

What would the Dower be,

Had I the Art to stun myself

With Bolts of Melody!

1862

It was mot Death, for I stood up (510)

It was not Death, for I stood up,
And all the Dead, lie down —

It was not Night, for all the Bells
Put out their Tongues, for Noon.

It was not Frost, for on my Flesh

I felt Siroccos — crawl —

Nor Fire — for just my Marble feet
Could keep a Chancel, cool —

And yet, it tasted, like them all,
The Figures I have seen

Set orderly, for Burial,
Reminded me, of mine —

As if my life were shaven,

And fitted to a frame,

And could not breathe without a key,
And ’twas like Midnight, some —
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When everything that ticked — has stopped —
And Space stares all around —

Or Grisly frosts — first Autumn morns,
Repeal the Beating Ground —

But, most, like Chaos — Stopless — cool —
Without a Chance, or Spar —

Or even a Report of Land —

To justify — Despair.

1862

The Soul has Bandaged moments (512)

The Soul has Bandaged moments —
When too appalled to stir —

She feels some ghastly Fright come up
And stop to look at her —

Salute her — with long fingers —
Caress her freezing hair —

Sip, Goblin, from the very lips
The Lover — hovered — o’er —
Unworthy, that a thought so mean
Accost a Theme — so — fair —

The Soul has moments of Escape —
When bursting all the doors —

She dances like a Bomb, abroad,
And swings upon the Hours,

As do the Bee — delirious borne —
Long Dungeoned from his Rose —
Touch Liberty — then know no more,
But Noon, and Paradise —

The Soul’s retaken moments —
When, Felon led along,

With shackles on the plumed feet,
And staples, in the Song,

The Horror welcomes her, again,
These, are not brayed of Tongue —

1862
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The Heart asks Pleasure — first (536)

The Heart asks Pleasure — first —
And then — Excuse from Pain —
And then — those little Anodynes
That deaden suffering —

And then — to go to sleep —
And then — if it should be
The will of it’s Inquisitor
The privilege to die —

1862

1 reckon — when I count at all (569)

I reckon — when I count at all —

First — Poets — Then the Sun —

Then Summer — then the Heaven of God —
And then — the List is done —

But, looking back — the First so seems
To Comprehend the Whole —

The Others look a needless Show —
So I write — Poets — All —

Their Summer — lasts a Solid Year —
They can afford a Sun

The East — would deem extravagant —
And if the Further Heaven —

Be Beautiful as they prepare

For Those who worship Them —
It is too difficult a Grace —

To justify the Dream —

1862

I like to see it lap the Miles (585)

I like to see it lap the Miles —
And lick the Valleys up —

And stop to feed itself at Tanks
And then — prodigious step

Around a Pile of Mountains —
And supercilious peer
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In Shanties — by the sides of Roads
And then a Quarry pare

To fit it’s sides

And crawl between
Complaining all the while

In horrid — hooting stanza —
Then chase itself down Hill —

And neigh like Boanerges —
Then — prompter than a Star
Stop — docile and omnipotent
At it’s own stable door —

1862

They shut me up in Prose (613)

They shut me up in Prose —
As when a litte 