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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 Ioved them,
It may be you are from old people, or from offspring taken soon out of

their mothers' laps
And here you are the mothers' laps. ut

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. r20

I rvish 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.

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, 12;

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 ceas'd the moment life appear'd.

, All goes onward and outward, nothing collapses,
-t And to die is different from what any one supposed, and luckier. r30
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. Has any one supposed it luckl 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-wash'd babe, and am
not contain'd 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. r35

I am not an earth nor an adjunct of an earth,
I am the mate and companion of people, all just as immortal and fath-

omless 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 those that have been boys and that love women, r,r0

For me the man that is proud and feels how it stings to be slighted,
For me the sweet-heart and the old maid, for me mothers and the moth-

ers of mothers,
For me lips that have smiled, eyes that have shed tears,
For me children and the begetters of children.
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ape! you are not guilty to me, nor stale nor discarded,
lhrough the broadcloth and gingham whether or no,

;.1:.to""0, 
tenacious, acquisitive, tireless, and cannot be shaken
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irnle one sleeps in its cradle,
lhe gauze and look a long time, and silently brush away flies with
nv hand.

loungster and the red-faced girl turn aside up the bushy hill,
From the top.ringly üew them

'uicide sprawls on the bloody floor of the bedroom,
the corpse with its dabbled hair, I note where the pistol has

iallen.

blab of the pave,8 tires of carts, sluff of boot-soles, talk of the prom-
enaders,
heary omnibus, the driver with his interrogating thumb, the clank
of the shod horses on the granite floor,
snow-sleighs, clinking, shouted jokes, pelts of snow-balls,
hurrahs for popular favorites, the fury of rous'd mobs,
tlap of the curtain'd litter, a sick man inside borne to the hospital,
rneeting of enemies, the sudden oath, the blows and fall,
ercited crowd, the policeman with his star quickly working his pas-
sage to the centre of the crowd,
impassive stones that receive and return so many echoes,

groans of over-fed or half-starv'd who fall sunstruck or in fits,
h¿t exclamations of women taken suddenly who hurry home and give

birth to babes,
liüng and buried speech is always vibrating here, what howls

restrain'd by decorum,
s of criminals, slights, adulterous offers made, acceptances, rejec- r65

tions with convex lips,
m;¡d them or the show or resonance of them-I come and I depart,

ilhc big doors of the country barn stand open and ready,
The dried grass of the harvest-time loads the slow-drawn wagon,
llfre clear light plays on the brown gray and green intertinged,
"!he armfuls are pack'd to the sagging mow.

I arn there, I help, I came stretch'd atop of the load,
[ íelt its soft jolts, one leg reclined on the other,
l-lump from the cross-beams and seize the clover and timothy,e
;lrnd roll head over heels and tangle my hair full of wisps.

ü he idle talk of the streets 9, Grass used as hay
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None far in the wilds and mountains I hunt,
Wandering amazed at my own lightness and giee,
In the late afternoon choosing a saf'e spot to pass the night,
Kindling a fire and broiling the fresh-kill'd game,
Falling asleep on the gather'd leaves w,ith mv dog and gun by my side.

The Yankee clipper is under her sky-sails, she cuts the sparkle and scud,t
My eyes settle the land, I bend at her prow or shout joyously from the

deck.

The boatmen and clam-diggers arose early and stopt for me,
I tuck'd my trowser-ends in my boots and rvent and had a good time;
You should have been with us that da,v round the chowder-kettle.

I sau' the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far west, the
bride w.as a red girl,

Her f'ather and his friends sat near cross-legged and dumbly smokin¡a,
they had moccasins to their feet and large thick blankets hanging
from their shoulders,

On a bank lounged the trapper, he u.as drest mostlv in skins, his luxu-
riant beard and curls protected his neck, he held his bride by the
hand,

She had long eyelashes, her head was bare, her coarse straight locks
descended upon her voluptuous limbs and reach'd to her feet.

The runaway slave came to my house and stopt outside,
I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile,
Through the s$,ung half-door of the kitchen I sau, him limpsy, and weak,
And went where he sat on a log and led him in and assured him,
And bror-rght water and fill'd a tub for his sweated body and bruis'd feet,
And gave him a room that enter'd from my own, and gave him some

coarse clean clothes,
And remember perfectlv 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 u.'as recuperated and pass'd north,
I had him sit next me at table, my fire-lock lean'd in the corner.
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Twenty-eight young men bathe bv the shore,
Twenty-eight -young men and all so friendly;
Twenty-eight years of u,omanlv life and all so lonesome.

She orvns the fine house by the rise of the bank,
She hides handsome and richly drest aft the blinds of the windoll'.

Which of the young men does she like the best?
Ah the homeliest of them is beautiful to her.

L Sea foam. ]'ar¿Lee cl|yycer: swift,full-riggedmer- the mast.
chant ship. S/<r-sai/.s: the light sails near the top of 2. I-imp,

t-
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W:ere are you off to, lady? for I see you'
!ut- splash in the water there, yet stay stock still in your room.

&encing and laughing along the beach came the twenty-ninth bather'
lTlte rest did not see her, but she saw them and loved them.

!$m beards of the young men glisten'd with wet, it ran from their long zrr

hair,
ll,¡nle streams pass'd all over their bodies.

rnseen hand also pass'd over their bodies,
ü oo-scended tremblingly from their temples and ribs.

\oung men float on their backs, their white bellies bulge to the sun,
ther. do not ask who seizes fast to them,

ffico do not know who puffs and declines with pendant and bending 215

arch,
ffir¿r do not think whom they souse with spray.
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xl¡r* 5utcher-boy puts off his killing-clothes, or sharpens his knife at the
:tali in the market,

J1:ner enjoying his repartee and his shuffle and break-down.'

ü¿,:lsmiths with grimed and hairy chests enüron the anüI,
[¡s:: has his main-sledge, they are all out, there is a great heat in the

ire.

[¡r;n:r the cinder-strew'd threshold I follow their movements,
lithe sheer of their waists plays even with their massive arms,
Aand the hammers swing, overhand so slow' overhand so sure'

do not hasten, each man hits in his place.

13

negro holds firmly the reins of his four horses, the block swags 225

underneath on its tied-over chain,
negro that drives the long dray of the stone-yard, steady and tall he
stands pois'd on one leg on the string-piece,a

ls blue shirt exposes his ample neck and breast and loosens over his
hip-band,

Eb ¿lance is calm and commanding, he tosses the slouch of his hat
as'ay from his forehead,
sun'falls on his crispy hair and mustache, falls on the black of his
polish'd and perfect limbs.

ü ln*nold the picturesque giant and love him, and I do not stop there,
t g: *ith the team also.

li - u : ministrel-show dances: the first slow and
*r#fir"::. the second fast and frenetic.

4. Long, heavy timber used to keep a load in place.
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In me the caresser of life wherever moving, backrtvard as well as forward
sluing,

To niches aside and junior5 bending, not a person or object missing,
Absorbing all to myself and for this song.

Oxen that rattle the yoke and chain or halt in the leafi' 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 n'ood-drake and wood-duck on my distant and day-
long ramble,

They rise together, they slowly circle around.

I believe in those wing'd purposes,
And acknor,'r4eclge red, yellow, white, playing within me,
And consider green and üolet and the tufted crown6 intentional,
And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not something else,

And the jay in the u'oods never studied the gamut,T yet trills pretty well
to me,

And the look of the bay mare shames silliness out of me.

t4

The u-ild gander leads his flock through the cool night,
Ya-komk he says, and sounds it down to me iike an invitation,
The pert may suppose it meaningless, but I listening close,
Find its purpose and place up there toward the wintry, sky.

The sharp-hoof'd moose of the north, the cat on the house-sill, the chick-
adee, the prairie-dog,

The litter of the grunting sow as they tug at her teats,
The brood of the turkey-hen and she with her half-spread 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 enamour'd of grou'ing out-doors,
Of men that live among cattle or taste of the ocean or woods,
Of the builders and steerers of ships and the wielders of axes and mauls'8

and the drivers of horses,
I can eat and sleep with them u'eek in and u'eek out.

What is commonest, cheapest, nearest, easiest, is NIe,
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 dor,r'n to my good u'ill,
Scattering it freely forever.

5.
6.

7. \'Iusic¿rl scale.
8. Hean nrallets.

t:

Smaller. .Slaingr turning.
()f the *ood dr¿rke. a male duck
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ü r¡os I have the best of time and space, and was never measured and
never will be measured.

I r'amp a perpetual journey, (come listen alll)
l['. signs are a rain-proof coat, good shoes, and a staff cut from the

rvoods,
tr foend of mine takes his ease in my chair,
0 t¿re no chair, no church, no philosophy,
I s¿d no man to a dinner-table, library, exchange,e
Or¿: each man and each woman of you I lead upon a knoll,
tlú'. -eft hand hooking you round the waist,
'ltú'. ight hand pointing to landscapes of continents and the public road.

I. not any one else can travel that road for you,
must travel it for yourself"

h s not far, it is within reach,
Mraps you have been on it since you were born and did not know,
k:haps it is everywhere on water and on land.

l9n*iulder your dudst dear son, and I will mine, and let us hasten forth,
rfi :nderful cities and free nations we shall fetch as we go.

Irou tire, give me both burdens, and rest the chuff, of your hand on
my hip,
in due time you shall repay the same service to me,

Sun after we start we never lie by again.

ü'l-s day before dawn I ascended a hill and look'd at the crowded heaven, 1220

\lr
üruu

I said to my spirit Wken we become tloe enfolders of tkose orbs, and
the pleaswre and knowledge of euery t'hing in tkem, shall we be fiIl'd
and satisfied. thenT
my spirit said l{o, ue bwt leyel that lffi to pass and contimue beyond.

are also asking me questions and I hear you,
l! ¿nsn'er that I cannot answer, you must find out for yourself.

¿ while dear son,
are biscuits to eat and here is milk to drink,

as soon as you sleep and renew yourself in sweet clothes, I kiss you
with a good-by kiss and open the gate for your egress hence.

g enough have you dream'd contemptible dreams,
I wash the gum from your eyes,

must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light and of every moment rzro
of your life.

i:rck exchange
ill --othes and personal belongings.

2. That is, heel.
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Long have vou timidly vvaded holding a plank bv the shore,
Novv I u'ill you to be a bold su'immer,
To jump off in the midst of the sea, rise again, nod to me, shout, and

laughingly dash rvith vour hair.
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I am the teacher of athletes,
F{e that bv me spreads a r,vider breast than my o\,'n proves the width of rz¡s

my own,
He most honors my style who learns under it to destrov the teacher.

The boy I love, the same becomes a man not through derived pou,er, but
in his ovyn right,

Wicked rather than virtuous out of conformity or fear,
Fond of his sweetheart, relishing u'ell his steak,
Unrequited love or a slight cutting him u,orse than sharp steel cuts, r2,+0

First-rate to ride, to fight, to hit the bull's eye, to sail a skiff, to sing a
song or plav on the banjo,

Preferring scars and the beard and faces pitted with small-pox over all
latherers,

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

I teach straying from me, yet who can strav from me?
I follorv you vl'hoever you are from the present hour, t24i
N'Iv rvords itch at vour ears till you understand them.

I do not say these things for a dollar or to fill up the time n'hile I u,ait
for a boat,

(It is you talking just as much as myself, I act as the tongue of vou,
Tied in vour mouth, in mine it begins to be loosen'd.)

I su,ear I rvill never again mention love or death inside a house, r2r0

And I su'ear I u'ill never translate myself at all, only to him or her u,ho
privatelv stays 'n'ith me in the open air.

If vou rn'ouid understand me go to the heights or .r,r,ater-shore,

The nearest gnat is an explanation, and a drop or motion of waves a key,
'Ihe maul, the oar, the hand-saw, second my n'ords.

No shutter'd room or school can commune u,ith me, 1255

But roughs and little children better than they.

The voung mechanic is closest to me, he knou's me well,
The vyoodman that takes his axe and jug with him shall take me with

him all day,
The farm-bov ploughing in the field feels good at the sound of mv voice,
In r.essels that sail mv words sail, I go u'ith fishermen and seamen and ruoo

love them.


