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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 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.  
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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, buzz'd whispers, love-root, silk-thread, 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  

dark-color'd sea-rocks, and of hay in the barn,  

 

The sound of the belch'd words of my voice loos'd 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 hill-sides,  

The feeling of health, the full-noon trill, the song of me rising  

from bed and meeting the sun.  

 

Have you reckon'd a thousand acres much? have you reckon'd the earth much?  

Have you practis'd 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 your self.  
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I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the  

beginning and the end,  

But I do not talk of the beginning or the end.  

 

There was never any more inception than there is now,  

Nor any more youth or age than there is now,  

And will never be any more perfection than there is now,  

Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.  

 

Urge and urge and urge,  

Always the procreant urge of the world.  

 

Out of the dimness opposite equals advance, always substance and  

increase, always sex,  

Always a knit of identity, always distinction, always a breed of life.  

To elaborate is no avail, learn'd and unlearn'd feel that it is so.  

 

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 the hugging and loving bed-fellow sleeps at my side through the night,  

and withdraws at the peep of the day with stealthy tread,  

Leaving me baskets cover'd with white towels swelling 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 value of one and exactly the value of two, and which is ahead?  
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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,  

Stuff'd with the stuff that is coarse and stuff'd with the stuff  

that is fine,  

One of 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 down by the Oconee I live,  

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 deer-skin  

leggings, a Louisianian or Georgian,  

A boatman over lakes or bays or along coasts, a Hoosier, Badger, Buckeye;  

At home on Kanadian snow-shoes or up in the bush, or with fishermen  

off Newfoundland,  

At home in the fleet of ice-boats, 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 North-Westerners, (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 thoughtfullest,  

A novice beginning yet experient of myriads of seasons,  

Of every hue and caste am I, of every rank and religion,  

A farmer, mechanic, artist, gentleman, sailor, quaker,  

Prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician, priest.  

 

I resist any thing better than my own diversity,  

Breathe the air but leave plenty after me,  

And am not stuck up, and am in my place.  

 

(The moth and the fish-eggs are in their place,  

The bright suns I see and the dark suns I cannot see are in their place,  

The palpable is in its place and the impalpable is in its place.)  
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These are really 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 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 the common air that bathes the globe.  
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With music strong I come, with my cornets and my drums,  

I play not marches for accepted victors only, I play marches for  

conquer'd 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 beat and pound for the dead,  

I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them.  

 

Vivas to those who have fail'd!  

And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea!  

And to 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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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 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 the chant of dilation or pride,  

We have had ducking and deprecating about enough,  

I show that size is only development.  

 

Have you outstript the rest? are you the President?  

It is a trifle, they will more than arrive there every one, and  

still pass on.  

 

I am he that walks with the tender and growing night,  

I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night.  

 

Press close bare-bosom'd 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 cool-breath'd earth!  

Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees!  

Earth of 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 elbow'd earth--rich apple-blossom'd earth!  

Smile, for your lover comes.  

 

Prodigal, you have given me love--therefore I to you give love!  

O unspeakable passionate love.  
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Walt Whitman, a kosmos, of Manhattan the son,  

Turbulent, fleshy, 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.  

 

Through me the afflatus surging and surging, through me the current  

and index.  

 

I speak the pass-word primeval, I give the sign of democracy,  

By God! I will accept nothing which all cannot have their  

counterpart of on the same terms.  

 

Through me many long dumb voices,  

Voices of the interminable generations of prisoners and slaves,  

Voices of the diseas'd 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  

father-stuff,  

And of the rights of them the others are down upon,  

Of the deform'd, trivial, flat, foolish, despised,  

Fog in the air, beetles rolling balls of dung… 

 

I believe in the flesh and the appetites,  

Seeing, hearing, 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  

touch'd from,  

The scent of these arm-pits aroma finer than prayer,  

This head more than churches, bibles, and all the creeds.  

 

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.  

 

That I walk up my stoop, I pause to consider if it really be,  

A morning-glory at my window satisfies me more than the metaphysics  

of books.  

 

To behold the day-break!  

The little light fades the immense and diaphanous shadows,  

The air tastes good to my palate.  

 

Hefts of the moving world at innocent gambols silently 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 heav'd challenge from the east that moment over my head,  

The mocking taunt, See then whether you shall be master!  
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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 sharp steel 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 the beard and faces pitted with small-pox over  

all latherers,  

And those well-tann'd to those that keep out of the sun.  

 

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, I act as the tongue of you,  

Tied in your mouth, in mine it begins to be loosen'd.)  

 

I swear I will never again mention love or death inside a house,  

And I swear I will never 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 motion of waves key,  

The maul, the oar, the hand-saw, second my words.  

 

No shutter'd 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 well,  

The woodman that takes his axe and jug with him shall take me with  

him all day,  

The farm-boy ploughing in the field feels good at the sound of my voice,  

In vessels that sail my words sail, I go with fishermen and seamen  

and love them.  

 

The soldier camp'd or upon the march is mine,  

On the night ere the pending battle many seek me, and I do not fail them,  

On that solemn night (it may be their last) those that know me seek me.  

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 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.  
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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 elder-hand 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 sweet-scented and growing… 

 

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 any thing how can I say any thing?  

 

Of the turbid pool that lies in the autumn forest,  

Of the moon that descends the steeps of the soughing twilight,  

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.  

 

I ascend from the moon, I ascend from the night,  



I perceive that the ghastly glimmer is noonday sunbeams reflected,  

And debouch to the steady and central from the offspring great or small.  
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The past and present wilt--I have fill'd them, emptied them.  

And proceed to fill my next fold of the future.  

 

Listener up there! what have you to confide to me?  

Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening,  

(Talk honestly, no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute longer.)  

 

Do I contradict myself?  

Very well then I contradict myself,  

(I am large, I contain multitudes.)  

 

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

 

Who has done his day's work? who 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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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 shadow'd 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 boot-soles.  

 

You will hardly know who I am or what I mean,  

But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,  

And filter and fibre your blood.  

 



Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged,  

Missing me one place search another,  

I stop somewhere waiting for you.  

 


