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    This Complete Works of Walt Whitman assembles the full span of a career that reshaped American literature. It presents his poetry in two landmark states, the original 1855 Leaves of Grass and the final lifetime edition, alongside a section of Other Poems. It gathers his fiction, including the novels Franklin Evans and Life and Adventures of Jack Engle, as well as a broad selection of short stories from his early magazine years. It further includes major prose collections—criticism, reminiscence, and cultural commentary—and significant correspondence, among them The Wound Dresser and The Letters of Anne Gilchrist and Walt Whitman. Together, these materials reveal the range and continuity of his artistic project.

The two Leaves of Grass volumes frame the arc of Whitman’s poetic endeavor. The 1855 edition, a slender debut, introduced his pioneering free-verse idiom and a public-spirited, intimate address. The final edition, issued near the end of his life, gathers decades of additions and revisions into a summative design. By presenting both, this collection allows readers to encounter the initial burst of experiment and the mature arrangement that Whitman ultimately sanctioned. The pairing clarifies how themes of personhood, democracy, mortality, and the natural world deepen across a lifetime of reworking and how form and voice evolve while remaining unmistakably his.

Because Whitman often drew later poems into successive editions of Leaves of Grass, many readers assume his verse exists only within that unfolding book. A section titled Other Poems acknowledges that Whitman also wrote and circulated poems outside the two versions presented here, including occasional or standalone pieces. While diverse in subject and circumstance, these poems sustain the larger Whitmanian enterprise: a commitment to the American idiom, an embrace of the body and the spirit, and a willingness to test the boundaries of poetic form. They complement the core volumes by showing his art in other venues and moments.

Whitman’s fiction, though less known than his poetry, provides important contexts for his development. Franklin Evans is a temperance novel that draws on urban milieus and the period’s reform discourse. Life and Adventures of Jack Engle, originally serialized, offers an energetic urban narrative shaped by the conventions of popular storytelling. Both works illuminate the journalist’s eye, a sympathy for working people, and an interest in the pressures of modernization. They also reveal how Whitman experimented with plot and character before consolidating his signature poetic mode, and how prose narrative supplied him with scenes, types, and rhythms later transformed in verse.

The short stories gathered here come largely from Whitman’s early career in newspapers and magazines, where he tested genres then in vogue. They range from frontier sketches to sentimental tales and urban vignettes, including pieces such as The Half-Breed, Bervance; or, Father and Son, The Tomb-Blossoms, The Last of the Sacred Army, The Child-Ghost, Reuben’s Last Wish, A Legend of Life and Love, The Angel of Tears, The Death of Wind-Foot, The Madman, Eris; A Spirit Record, and others. Read together, the stories display a flexible narrative voice, a habit of moral inquiry, and a growing fascination with sympathy as a literary and civic force.

Whitman’s essays and articles show his public-intellectual side and his restless habit of self-annotation. Manly Health and Training advances a journalistic program of bodily vigor and everyday regimen. Specimen Days gathers notes, memoir, wartime reflections, and nature entries. Collect brings together prefaces, assessments, and statements of poetics. Notes Left Over and Pieces in Early Youth preserve miscellany and juvenilia. November Boughs and Good-Bye My Fancy present late meditations, literary sketches, and afterthoughts, with Some Laggards Yet extending this reflective mode. These prose volumes reveal a writer who made commentary, memory, and criticism integral to the same lifelong endeavor as his poems.

The letters included here anchor Whitman’s public work in private communication. The Wound Dresser presents correspondence from the Civil War years, written during his sustained visits to hospitals in and around Washington, recording cares, conditions, and impressions of the wounded. The Letters of Anne Gilchrist and Walt Whitman records a transatlantic exchange with a perceptive reader and critic, tracing literary response, affection, and debate over poetics and reputation. Read alongside the poetry and prose, these letters clarify Whitman’s voice in an intimate key and document the networks of loyalty and readership that sustained his career.

Across all genres, Whitman’s unifying concerns are plain: the dignity of persons, the drama of a continental democracy, the interplay of body and soul, and the bonds that join strangers into communities. He writes of nature and the city, labor and leisure, love and bereavement, the exuberance of growth and the fact of death. The Civil War provides a crucible that tests his ideals and expands his compass of sympathy. Whether narrating, exhorting, or remembering, he returns to the question of how literature can broaden fellow feeling and affirm a common life without erasing individual difference.

Stylistically, Whitman pioneered a line and cadence that cast off strict meter for long, breathing units of speech. He favors catalogs, parallel structures, and accumulative syntax, drawing on the energies of oratory, scripture, journalism, and everyday talk. His poems often address the reader directly, inviting participation rather than passive reception. The prose shares similar traits: a forward, inclusive voice; a relish for concrete particulars; and an openness to digression that becomes method. This manner was controversial in his time and proved foundational for later poetry in English and beyond, especially in the development of free verse.

Part of Whitman’s distinctiveness lies in the way he fuses roles: poet, reporter, walker of city streets, lover of open spaces, witness to war’s devastations, and visitor in hospital wards. The experiences that feed Specimen Days and the Civil War letters inform the elegiac and compassionate strain in his verse. The urban observation that animates the fiction and journalism reappears as democratic panorama in the poetry. By keeping these modes in conversation, this collection shows how a single sensibility moves through many forms to make a coherent, evolving account of American life.

Whitman’s lasting significance resides not only in formal innovation but also in an ethical and civic ambition. He sought a literature equal to a diverse, expanding republic, a literature that could enlarge sympathy while resisting conformity. Readers have debated his frankness, his claims for the self, and his understanding of nationality, yet his influence on subsequent poets, essayists, and public writers is widely acknowledged. The work has proven adaptable to new eras and audiences, inviting reinterpretation without surrendering its core commitments to candor, inclusiveness, and the everyday sublime.

To present all these texts together is to restore Whitman to his full creative scale. The poems gain texture when set beside the stories and letters; the novels and journalism gain resonance when read with the essays and late notes. The 1855 and final Leaves of Grass outline a central axis, while the other sections reveal diversions, preparations, and returns. Readers may follow chronology or explore by genre; either way, this collection foregrounds continuity amid change. Its purpose is simple: to give clear access to the whole undertaking, so that Whitman’s many voices can be heard in concert and in depth.
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    Walt Whitman (1819–1892) stands as a foundational American poet, bridging the antebellum republic, the Civil War crisis, and the Gilded Age. Celebrated for inventing an expansive free-verse idiom, he fused democratic idealism with frank attention to the body, labor, and the everyday. His life’s central project, Leaves of Grass, issued first in 1855 and revised across his career to a final deathbed edition, reimagined what a national poetry could be. Around that core, Whitman wrote journalism, short fiction, and prose reflections—works such as Specimen Days, Collect, and Manly Health and Training—that reveal the breadth of his curiosity and his faith in a capacious American culture.

Born on Long Island and raised in Brooklyn, Whitman received limited formal schooling but apprenticed as a printer and pursued self-education through reading, theater, and work in bustling newsrooms. By the 1840s he was teaching, reporting, and editing, including a term at the Brooklyn Daily Eagle and a formative sojourn in New Orleans. Those experiences broadened his sense of the nation’s regions and sharpened his views on human bondage and labor. Transcendentalist currents, especially Ralph Waldo Emerson’s call for a distinctly American voice, encouraged Whitman’s experimental aims. Early notebook jottings and juvenilia later gathered in Pieces in Early Youth show him testing forms and subjects before the decisive turn to poetry.

Before his poetic breakthrough, Whitman wrote popular prose. Franklin Evans, a temperance novel, found a wide readership, though he later judged it slight. The rediscovered Life and Adventures of Jack Engle reveals his knack for serialized urban narrative. He also produced dozens of short tales and sketches—among them The Half-Breed, Bervance; or, Father and Son, The Madman, The Child-Ghost, and The Death of Wind-Foot—often mixing sentiment, melodrama, and social observation. Some Fact-Romances like The Shadow and the Light of a Young Man’s Soul blur reportage and fiction. These works explore identity, moral testing, and frontier or city settings, prefiguring concerns that reappear in his mature verse.

In 1855 Whitman self-published the first Leaves of Grass, a slim, audacious book whose long-lined cadences, catalogs, and intimate first person defied conventional meter and decorum. Emerson’s famous letter of welcome helped attract notice, while controversy grew around the book’s sexual candor and egalitarian claims. Whitman repeatedly expanded and rearranged the collection, incorporating new clusters and refining earlier poems, until the Final Edition near the end of his life. The Original 1855 Edition and the Final Edition, read together, display a career-long pursuit: to fuse the individual body with a democratic cosmos, making a poetry at once national in scope and radically personal in address.

The Civil War redirected Whitman’s energies. After learning his brother had been wounded, he traveled to the front and then spent years in Washington hospitals visiting soldiers, bringing small gifts, writing letters, and offering comfort. This volunteer service, recorded in journals and correspondence later gathered in The Wound Dresser, deepened his compassion and altered his art. Specimen Days, his memoiristic prose of nature, war, and city life, preserves vivid scenes of the era. War experience entered subsequent editions of Leaves of Grass, where elegy, comradeship, and a haunted national consciousness complicate earlier exuberance while sustaining his belief in a democratic union of persons.

Whitman’s plain yet oracular style won fervent admirers and fierce detractors. He faced professional setbacks, including dismissal from a federal post and censorship pressures, notably the suppression of an edition in Boston in the 1880s. Health crises—most gravely a stroke in the 1870s—led him to settle in Camden, New Jersey, where friends and readers supported his work. There he issued late prose and verse meditations: November Boughs, Good-Bye My Fancy, Some Laggards Yet, Collect, Notes Left Over, and revised printings of Leaves of Grass. His guidance in Manly Health and Training reflects period interests in regimen and vigor, reframed by his enduring celebration of embodied life.

Whitman died in 1892, leaving behind an American epic whose open forms and democratic aspiration shaped modern poetry worldwide. The Final Edition of Leaves of Grass remains his monument, but his letters and prose, including The Letters of Anne Gilchrist and Walt Whitman and Specimen Days, reveal the dialogic Whitman—engaged with readers, critics, and the texture of daily life. His innovations in free verse, address to common experience, and insistence on plurality influenced generations from late nineteenth-century realists to twentieth-century modernists and beyond. Read today, across the Original 1855 Edition and the culminating version, his work continues to pose capacious questions of self, society, and care.
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    Walt Whitman’s career unfolded across the most convulsive decades of nineteenth-century America, and this collection spans that long arc: from the bustling antebellum press and reform movements of the 1840s, through the Civil War and Reconstruction, into the Gilded Age’s industrial modernity. Its poetry, fiction, essays, and letters register the pressures of urbanization, the expansion of mass print culture, the fight over slavery, and the forging of new democratic ideals. The two bookends of Leaves of Grass—the roughcast 1855 debut and the carefully curated final edition of 1891–92—frame an oeuvre that repeatedly revises itself in response to national crisis, technological change, and shifting cultural debates about the body, labor, and citizenship.

Whitman’s apprenticeship to the printing trade and his early work as a journalist placed him at the heart of the penny press revolution. He edited the Brooklyn Daily Eagle (1846–1848), then briefly worked in New Orleans in 1848, encountering the slave system and the cosmopolitan culture of a growing port city. These experiences sharpened his commitment to a broadly inclusive democratic vision shaped by Jacksonian politics and free-soil sentiment. The speed of news transmission, the spread of cheap newspapers, and the rhetoric of popular sovereignty furnished both the medium and the language for Whitman’s emerging poetic project: to register the nation’s multiplicity in a form expansive enough to hold it.

Franklin Evans; or, The Inebriate (1842) belongs to the antebellum temperance movement, one of the era’s most visible reform causes. Distributed through mass-market weeklies and book agents, temperance narratives aligned moral suasion with the expanding infrastructure of cheap print. Whitman later distanced himself from the book, but its success reveals how reform culture and commercial publishing overlapped. The novel participates in a broader rhetoric of self-discipline and social uplift, and it illuminates the distance Whitman would travel—stylistically and philosophically—between conventional didactic fiction and the experimental democratic address that culminates in Leaves of Grass.

Whitman’s short stories of the 1840s appeared in the energetic ecosystem of New York periodicals, which favored sentimental domestic tales, Gothic episodes, adventure sketches, and timely “fact-romances.” Pieces such as The Half-Breed, The Fireman’s Dream, The Child-Ghost, and Some Fact-Romances reflect the city’s obsessions: volunteer fire companies, sensational crime, frontier violence, philanthropy, and the moral education of children. The stories mirror common representational patterns of the day, including stereotypes and melodramatic plotting, while experimenting with voice and scene. Their periodical context—written to deadline, keyed to topicality—helps explain the mix of immediacy and moral imperative that also animates Whitman’s later prose.

The rediscovered Life and Adventures of Jack Engle (serialized 1852; identified in 2017) shows Whitman navigating the Dickensian terrain of midcentury urban fiction: orphans, wills, and the scramble for property in a rapidly commercializing society. Its publication in a Sunday paper fits a culture of serialized narratives designed for crowded omnibuses and parlor reading. The novel’s scenes of legal maneuvering and civic corruption speak to anxieties about urban growth and the vulnerability of the poor within a speculative marketplace. Jack Engle underscores Whitman’s intimate knowledge of popular narrative conventions even as, a few years later, he would revolt against them in poetry.

Leaves of Grass (1855) emerged from this print-saturated world as a radical experiment in voice and bookmaking. Self-published, with a workingman’s portrait as frontispiece, the volume presented free-verse cadences and a national “I” that fused bodily candor with civic prophecy. Ralph Waldo Emerson’s admiring 1855 letter signaled how the book engaged Transcendentalist currents while breaking formal precedent. Whitman supervised typography and sequencing, treating the book as an evolving organism. The 1855 preface and poems register the confidence of a young republic, the dignity of labor, and a poetics calibrated to the speed and plurality of modern American life.

Successive editions—especially the expansive 1860 Leaves—arrived amid intensifying sectional strife. The 1860 volume, issued by Boston reform publishers Thayer and Eldridge, introduced new clusters that probed intimacy, comradeship, and erotic candor alongside public themes of union and destiny. Debates over slavery, the Dred Scott decision, and the collapse of political compromise formed the charged backdrop. Whitman’s evolving text sought a style adequate to fracture and multiplicity, positioning poetic intimacy not as retreat but as civic resource. The edition’s commercial hopes were soon overtaken by war, but its experiment in democratic address would shape his wartime and postwar revisions.

The Civil War transformed Whitman’s vocation. Beginning in late 1862 he visited soldiers in Washington hospitals, offering small gifts and companionship while keeping detailed notes. Drum-Taps (1865) and its Sequel (including “When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d” and “O Captain! My Captain!”) register the logistics and grief of mass, industrialized warfare, the assassination of Lincoln, and the challenge of national mourning. The Wound Dresser gathers letters from this period, documenting the daily realities of hospital work and the emotional bonds formed there. These writings entered Leaves of Grass, binding Whitman’s democratic idealism to the intimate care labor of wartime.

Postwar editions of Leaves (1867 and after) grappled with reunion, the fate of veterans, and the uncertain trajectory of Reconstruction. Whitman’s federal clerkships in Washington, his dismissal from the Interior Department in 1865 over alleged obscenity, and subsequent defense by friends like William D. O’Connor formed a public controversy about literature, morality, and state power. The poems negotiate competing demands: celebrating Union victory while sensing the unfinished work of equality. Their texture reflects a culture of commemorations and soldier reminiscence, and a shifting constitutional order marked by emancipation and new amendments whose promises were unevenly enforced.

Specimen Days (1882–1883) and related prose—Collect and Notes Left Over—assemble wartime memoranda, nature notes, travel sketches, and literary portraits from Whitman’s later years in Camden, New Jersey. After a debilitating stroke in 1873, he cultivated a notebook-based, observational prose that moved between the Delaware River’s ecology and meditations on national character. The mosaic form mirrors the scrapbook practices of nineteenth-century readers and the miscellany of the press. These books register a Gilded Age in which railroads, trusts, and vast cities reconfigured daily life, even as Whitman found in birds, tides, and seasons a counterweight to urban acceleration.

Manly Health and Training (1858), published under the pseudonym “Mose Velsor” and rediscovered in 2016, situates Whitman within nineteenth-century health reform, a milieu that included hydropathy, diet regimens, and muscular self-improvement. Written for a general newspaper audience, it promotes outdoor exercise, fresh air, bathing, and habits of self-care, linking bodily vigor to civic vitality. Although its prescriptions reflect contemporary assumptions, the series clarifies how Whitman’s investment in the democratic body was practical as well as poetic. It also shows him as a cultural broker, translating medical and popular advice literature into accessible, motivational prose.

Late prose and annexes—November Boughs (1888), Good-Bye My Fancy (1891), and clusters such as Some Laggards Yet—extend Whitman’s self-commentary on aging, publication, and posterity. They appeared as Boston authorities moved against an 1881 edition of Leaves of Grass, leading the publisher to withdraw it; a Philadelphia edition in 1882 then sold briskly. The controversy reveals evolving obscenity law and the contested boundaries of public morality. These late writings also register new communications technologies, the consolidation of a national reading market, and the emergence of a nostalgic culture of Civil War memory that coexisted with rapid urban and industrial change.

The final, 1891–1892 “deathbed” edition of Leaves of Grass gathered a life’s revisions into a single statement. Whitman treated the book as an ongoing democratic artifact—continually reordered, expanded, and glossed. The late annexes, brief lyrics, and retrospective notes reaffirm poetry’s role in stitching together body and polity, private memory and public history. The edition’s careful self-curation, assisted by devoted friends and disciples, exemplifies nineteenth-century authors’ increasing control over their literary brands, while also acknowledging the collaborative labor of editors, printers, and readers who made and remade the text in successive printings.

The letters in this collection map Whitman’s networks: family correspondence; exchanges with reformers, editors, and veterans; and transatlantic dialogues. The Wound Dresser letters show hospital routines and bureaucratic negotiations; the correspondence with Anne Gilchrist records the reception of Whitman’s work among British readers sympathetic to new forms of poetry and social thought. Other letters engage figures such as John Addington Symonds and William Michael Rossetti, documenting how Leaves of Grass circulated through English debates about democracy, sexuality, and aesthetics. Together, the letters reveal the infrastructures—postal systems, periodicals, salons—through which nineteenth-century literary reputations were built.

Collect gathers essays including Democratic Vistas (written 1860s–1870s), in which Whitman confronts Reconstruction’s failures and Gilded Age materialism. He proposes a cultural and spiritual complement to political democracy, urging national renewal through literature and the arts. Notes Left Over and related pieces ruminate on theatre, oratory, and American character, blending quotation, anecdote, and aphorism in a style indebted to the commonplace book. These essays situate Whitman among contemporary public intellectuals who criticized corruption and inequality while attempting to articulate a democratic culture commensurate with the country’s unprecedented scale and diversity.

The short stories listed here also register broader currents in religion and imagination. Shirval: A Tale of Jerusalem draws on nineteenth-century fascination with the ancient Near East and biblical settings, common in historical romances and Sunday-school literature. Titles like Eris; A Spirit Record suggest the era’s porous boundaries between journalism, fiction, and the supernatural, amid widespread interest in mesmerism and, later, spiritualism. While the stories do not announce a doctrinal stance, they demonstrate how periodicals exploited readers’ appetites for moral exempla, exotic pasts, and speculative wonder—materials Whitman later reframed within a civic and corporeal poetics.

Whitman’s engagement with visual and material culture was inseparable from his texts. The worker’s-garb portrait in the 1855 Leaves frontispiece aligned author and artisan, courting a democratic readership. Throughout his career he capitalized on the era’s expanding technologies—stereography, photography, and new printing methods—to fashion a public persona. His iterative book design, rearranged clusters, and revised prefaces reflect a belief that the volume itself could model a living republic. This attention to format and circulation places Whitman within a transatlantic marketplace of editions, piracies, and reprints, where authorship, readership, and commodity culture converged in unprecedented ways for American literature at midcentury and after.
The short fiction centered on urban crowds, volunteer fire companies, and immigrant neighborhoods speaks to the social infrastructures of antebellum New York. Stories such as The Fireman’s Dream and The Little Sleighers draw on civic rituals and seasonal festivities that organized public life, while Bervance; or, Father and Son and Richard Parker’s Widow reflect sentimental conventions that mediated grief and paternal authority. The Half-Breed and The Death of Wind-Foot reveal contemporary frontier and Indigenous representations, often shaped by expansionist myth. Read alongside Whitman’s journalism, these pieces expose how the penny press framed social problems—poverty, crime, and vice—as narrative puzzles legible to a mass audience.
Pieces in Early Youth, a posthumous gathering of Whitman’s juvenilia and periodical work, restores the laboratory in which his later modes were tested. Brief sketches, moral paragraphs, and scene-painting developed in a culture of editors’ columns, reader correspondence, and clip-file recycling. That ecology of snippets and reprints trained Whitman in the collage aesthetics later visible in Specimen Days and in the mosaic organization of Leaves. It also shows him writing to and through reform cultures—temperance, education, benevolence—whose institutional networks of lectures, lyceums, and associations made literature a civic instrument during an age that prized improvement and uplift.
The collection’s recurring attention to bodies—wounded, working, exercising, aging—tracks nineteenth-century conversations about health, disability, and labor. Hospital letters and Civil War poems detail improvised care practices in overcrowded wards; Manly Health and Training translates reform-era regimen into everyday counsel; late prose remembers strokes and convalescence without surrendering public voice. Together, these texts register the emergence of modern medical infrastructures and public health concerns in rapidly growing cities. They also insist that embodiment is not merely private: for Whitman, the citizen’s body is a political fact, the site where democracy is either realized in dignity or betrayed by neglect.
Industrialization, the telegraph, railroads, and an expanding postal system altered time, distance, and community—conditions central to Whitman’s poetics of simultaneity. Journalism taught him to write for deadlines and crowds; war taught him to write for the wounded and the dead; the late Gilded Age taught him to write for posterity. Censorship battles around Leaves of Grass in the 1880s reveal shifting standards of public decency and the power of local authorities over national circulation. Meanwhile, unprecedented reprint networks moved his lines into schools, scrapbooks, and commemorations, making Whitman both a controversial figure and a staple of civic ceremony in the decades after Appomattox.
As a whole, this collection functions as serial commentary on the nineteenth century’s experiments and failures. Early fiction records the pulse of city streets and reform rhetoric; the Civil War writings witness mass democratic suffering; the late prose measures the costs and consolations of modernization. Later readers have continued to reinterpret Whitman: modernists praised his formal freedom; mid-twentieth-century critics canonized his national voice; recent scholarship has probed his racial politics, sexuality, textual revisions, and material bookmaking. New discoveries—Manly Health and Training in 2016, Jack Engle in 2017—and digital archives have further clarified how deeply Whitman’s works are entangled with the public life of his era.
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    Leaves of Grass: The Original 1855 Edition and the Final Edition
Across its earliest and latest authorial visions, Leaves of Grass unfolds a capacious first-person song that fuses body and spirit, individual and collective. The Original 1855 Edition announces a pioneering free-verse voice that catalogs American scenes and desire with exuberant candor, while the Final Edition enlarges the work’s democratic address, elegiac range, and cosmic perspective. Together they chart a movement from youthful proclamation to reflective amplitude without surrendering the signature cadence or embrace of the everyday.
Other Poems
This gathering complements the central project with shorter lyrics and occasional pieces that test different measures and moods. Themes of companionship, mortality, labor, patriotism, and nature appear in concentrated form, often with songlike rhythm and pointed imagery. The result broadens the poet’s democratic sympathy while displaying a versatile ear for the intimate and the ceremonial.
Early Novels: Franklin Evans; Life and Adventures of Jack Engle
These novels explore moral testing and social mobility in bustling American settings, blending reformist purpose with popular narrative. Characters move through temptation, alliances, and sudden reversals, with incident-driven plots that prize public life and ethical choice over interior analysis. The tone is brisk and didactic yet curious about ordinary manners, foreshadowing later commitments to the common crowd.
Frontier and Conflict Tales: The Half-Breed; The Last of the Sacred Army; The Death of Wind-Foot
Set against contested landscapes and communal loyalties, these tales stage clashes of identity, honor, and belonging. Action and pathos drive decisive turns as stark scenery frames the costs of vengeance or fidelity. The tone mixes melodrama with a measured attention to fate and cultural crossing.
Domestic and Sentimental Stories: Bervance; or, Father and Son; The Tomb-Blossoms; The Child-Ghost; Reuben's Last Wish; The Angel of Tears; Richard Parker's Widow
Focused on households, grief, and reconciliation, these stories trace the bonds—and strains—among parents, children, and spouses. Emotional climaxes arrive through bedside scenes, letters, and moral recognitions, inviting sympathy without intricate plotting. The mood is tender and admonitory, attentive to sacrifice, remembrance, and the dignity of ordinary feeling.
Visionary, Allegorical, and Historical Romances: A Legend of Life and Love; The Madman; Eris; A Spirit Record; Shirval: A Tale of Jerusalem
These pieces turn toward parable, mystical visitations, and distant times to consider destiny, faith, and the soul’s turbulence. Symbols and dreamlike episodes resolve in moral or philosophical insights rather than strictly realistic closure. The style is ornate and lyrical, experimenting with prophecy-like cadence and religious imagery.
Urban Sketches and Working Lives: My Boys and Girls; The Fireman's Dream; The Little Sleighers; Some Fact-Romances; The Shadow and the Light of a Young Man's Soul
Drawing on city scenes and practical trades, these sketches observe crowd energies, children at play, and the perils and pride of labor. Plots hinge on accidents, avocations, and youthful awakenings, balancing anecdote with ethical reflection. The voice is brisk and reportorial yet affectionate, seeking meaning in ordinary bustle.
Manly Health and Training
This work proposes bodily discipline, diet, and daily habit as the foundation for vigor and character. Practical counsel is joined to a philosophy of self-reliance and public spiritedness, presenting health as a civic as well as personal good. The tone is forthright and prescriptive, framing regimen as a pathway to wholeness.
Specimen Days
A notebook-like sequence of scenes and reflections that records landscapes, encounters, and the rhythms of a working life. Observation outweighs argument, finding emblematic meaning in weather, travel, and passing figures. The tone is meditative and episodic, with a diarist’s eye for small particulars that open onto larger ideals.
Collect
A miscellany that gathers statements on poetry, culture, and national character alongside personal recollections. The pieces probe the mission of an American literature and the responsibilities of a public voice. The tone is programmatic yet companionable, merging manifesto with memoir.
Notes Left Over
Brief jottings, anecdotes, and afterthoughts that preserve marginal insights on art, people, and place. Suggestiveness replaces system, sketching a mind at work between larger projects. The mood is exploratory and unguarded, hospitable to fragment and aside.
Pieces in Early Youth
Sketches and essays that show the writer trying out voices, subjects, and narrative stances. Friendship, aspiration, and local color surface in compact forms that reveal apprenticeship in public prose. The tone is earnest and experimental, testing techniques later refined elsewhere.
November Boughs
Autumnal essays weigh memory, reading, and the state of letters with seasoned calm. Observations of nature and culture sit beside assessments of style and influence. The cadence is reflective and unhurried, favoring balance over dispute.
Good-Bye My Fancy
A late cluster of brief pieces that mingle farewell, curiosity, and flashes of humor. Subjects range from passing scenes to crisp critical notes, unified by a valedictory poise. The style is spare and direct, leaving space for the reader’s echo.
Some Laggards Yet
Addenda that return to lingering topics—art, democracy, personal habit—with compact emphasis. The entries read as postscripts and clarifications rather than full-dress essays. The voice is cordial and undogmatic, intent on finishing the thought.
The Wound Dresser
Letters that render caregiving as an ethic and an art, attentive to bodies, suffering, and the consolations of presence. Observational detail and compassionate address shape intimate portraits without sensationalism. The tone is steadfast and humane, translating private service into quiet testimony.
The Letters of Anne Gilchrist and Walt Whitman
A correspondence that stages an evolving conversation about poetry, faith, and affection across distance. The exchange balances admiration with candid dissent, letting both writers test ideas of selfhood and the claims of art. The tone is thoughtful and courtly, revealing the social life of thought.
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America does not repel the past or what it has produced under its forms or amid other politics or the idea of castes or the old religions... accepts the lesson with calmness... is not so impatient as has been supposed that the slough still sticks to opinions and manners and literature while the life which served its requirements has passed into the new life of the new forms... perceives that the corpse is slowly borne from the eating and sleeping rooms of the house... perceives that it waits a little while in the door... that it was fittest for its days... that its action has descended to the stalwart and wellshaped heir who approaches... and that he shall be fittest for his days.

The Americans of all nations at any time upon the earth have probably the fullest poetical nature. The United States themselves are essentially the greatest poem. In the history of the earth hitherto the largest and most stirring appear tame and orderly to their ampler largeness and stir. Here at last is something in the doings of man that corresponds with the broadcast doings of the day and night. Here is not merely a nation but a teeming nation of nations. Here is action untied from strings necessarily blind to particulars and details magnificently moving in vast masses. Here is the hospitality which forever indicates heroes.... Here are the roughs and beards and space and ruggedness and nonchalance that the soul loves. Here the performance disdaining the trivial unapproached in the tremendous audacity of its crowds and groupings and the push of its perspective spreads with crampless and flowing breadth and showers its prolific and splendid extravagance. One sees it must indeed own the riches of the summer and winter, and need never be bankrupt while corn grows from the ground or the orchards drop apples or the bays contain fish or men beget children upon women.

Other states indicate themselves in their deputies... but the genius of the United States is not best or most in its executives or legislatures, nor in its ambassadors or authors or colleges or churches or parlors, nor even in its newspapers or inventors... but always most in the common people. Their manners speech dress friendships — the freshness and candor of their physiognomy — the picturesque looseness of their carriage... their deathless attachment to freedom — their aversion to anything indecorous or soft or mean — the practical acknowledgment of the citizens of one state by the citizens of all other states — the fierceness of their roused resentment — their curiosity and welcome of novelty — their self-esteem and wonderful sympathy — their susceptibility to a slight — the air they have of persons who never knew how it felt to stand in the presence of superiors — the fluency of their speech — their delight in music, the sure symptom of manly tenderness and native elegance of soul... their good temper and open-handedness — the terrible significance of their elections — the President’s taking off his hat to them not they to him — these too are unrhymed poetry. It awaits the gigantic and generous treatment worthy of it.

The largeness of nature or the nation were monstrous without a corresponding largeness and generosity of the spirit of the citizen. Not nature nor swarming states nor streets and steamships nor prosperous business nor farms nor capital nor learning may suffice for the ideal of man... nor suffice the poet. No reminiscences may suffice either. A live nation can always cut a deep mark and can have the best authority the cheapest... namely from its own soul. This is the sum of the profitable uses of individuals or states and of present action and grandeur and of the subjects of poets. — As if it were necessary to trot back generation after generation to the eastern records! As if the beauty and sacredness of the demonstrable must fall behind that of the mythical! As if men do not make their mark out of any times! As if the opening of the western continent by discovery and what has transpired since in North and South America were less than the small theatre of the antique or the aimless sleepwalking of the middle ages! The pride of the United States leaves the wealth and finesse of the cities and all returns of commerce and agriculture and all the magnitude of geography or shows of exterior victory to enjoy the breed of fullsized men or one fullsized man unconquerable and simple.

The American poets are to enclose old and new for America is the race of races. Of them a bard is to be commensurate with a people. To him the other continents arrive as contributions... he gives them reception for their sake and his own sake. His spirit responds to his country’s spirit.... he incarnates its geography and natural life and rivers and lakes. Mississippi with annual freshets and changing chutes, Missouri and Columbia and Ohio and Saint Lawrence with the falls and beautiful masculine Hudson, do not embouchure where they spend themselves more than they embouchure into him. The blue breadth over the inland sea of Virginia and Maryland and the sea off Massachusetts and Maine and over Manhattan bay and over Champlain and Erie and over Ontario and Huron and Michigan and Superior, and over the Texan and Mexican and Floridian and Cuban seas and over the seas off California and Oregon, is not tallied by the blue breadth of the waters below more than the breadth of above and below is tallied by him. When the long Atlantic coast stretches longer and the Pacific coast stretches longer he easily stretches with them north or south. He spans between them also from east to west and reflects what is between them. On him rise solid growths that offset the growths of pine and cedar and hemlock and liveoak and locust and chestnut and cypress and hickory and limetree and cottonwood and tuliptree and cactus and wildvine and tamarind and persimmon... and tangles as tangled as any canebrake or swamp... and forests coated with transparent ice and icicles hanging from the boughs and crackling in the wind... and sides and peaks of mountains... and pasturage sweet and free as savannah or upland or prairie... with flights and songs and screams that answer those of the wildpigeon and highhold and orchard-oriole and coot and surf-duck and redshouldered-hawk and fish-hawk and white- ibis and indian-hen and cat-owl and water-pheasant and qua-bird and pied-sheldrake and blackbird and mockingbird and buzzard and condor and night-heron and eagle. To him the hereditary countenance descends both mother’s and father’s. To him enter the essences of the real things and past and present events — of the enormous diversity of temperature and agriculture and mines — the tribes of red aborigines — the weather-beaten vessels entering new ports or making landings on rocky coasts — the first settlements north or south — the rapid stature and muscle — the haughty defiance of ‘76, and the war and peace and formation of the constitution... the union always surrounded by blatherers and always calm and impregnable — the perpetual coming of immigrants — the wharfhem’d cities and superior marine — the unsurveyed interior — the log-houses and clearings and wild animals and hunters and trappers... the free commerce — the fisheries and whaling and gold- digging — the endless gestation of new states — the convening of Congress every December, the members duly coming up from all climates and the uttermost parts... the noble character of the young mechanics and of all free American workmen and workwomen... the general ardor and friendliness and enterprise — the perfect equality of the female with the male... the large amativeness — the fluid movement of the population — the factories and mercantile life and laborsaving machinery — the Yankee swap — the New York firemen and the target excursion — the southern plantation life — the character of the northeast and of the northwest and southwest — slavery and the tremulous spreading of hands to protect it, and the stern opposition to it which shall never cease till it ceases or the speaking of tongues and the moving of lips cease. For such the expression of the American poet is to be transcendant and new. It is to be indirect and not direct or descriptive or epic. Its quality goes through these to much more. Let the age and wars of other nations be chanted and their eras and characters be illustrated and that finish the verse. Not so the great psalm of the republic. Here the theme is creative and has vista. Here comes one among the wellbeloved stonecutters and plans with decision and science and sees the solid and beautiful forms of the future where there are now no solid forms.

Of all nations the United States with veins full of poetical stuff most need poets and will doubtless have the greatest and use them the greatest. Their Presidents shall not be their common referee so much as their poets shall. Of all mankind the great poet is the equable man. Not in him but off from him things are grotesque or eccentric or fail of their sanity. Nothing out of its place is good and nothing in its place is bad. He bestows on every object or quality its fit proportions neither more nor less. He is the arbiter of the diverse and he is the key. He is the equalizer of his age and land... he supplies what wants supplying and checks what wants checking. If peace is the routine out of him speaks the spirit of peace, large, rich, thrifty, building vast and populous cities, encouraging agriculture and the arts and commerce — lighting the study of man, the soul, immortality — federal, state or municipal government, marriage, health, freetrade, intertravel by land and sea... nothing too close, nothing too far off... the stars not too far off. In war he is the most deadly force of the war. Who recruits him recruits horse and foot... he fetches parks of artillery the best that engineer ever knew. If the time becomes slothful and heavy he knows how to arouse it... he can make every word he speaks draw blood. Whatever stagnates in the flat of custom or obedience or legislation he never stagnates. Obedience does not master him, he masters it. High up out of reach he stands turning a concentrated light... he turns the pivot with his finger... he baffles the swiftest runners as he stands and easily overtakes and envelops them. The time straying toward infidelity and confections and persiflage he withholds by his steady faith... he spreads out his dishes... he offers the sweet firmfibred meat that grows men and women. His brain is the ultimate brain. He is no arguer... he is judgment. He judges not as the judge judges but as the sun falling around a helpless thing. As he sees the farthest he has the most faith. His thoughts are the hymns of the praise of things. In the talk on the soul and eternity and God off of his equal plane he is silent. He sees eternity less like a play with a prologue and denouement... he sees eternity in men and women... he does not see men and women as dreams or dots. Faith is the antiseptic of the soul... it pervades the common people and preserves them... they never give up believing and expecting and trusting. There is that indescribable freshness and unconsciousness about an illiterate person that humbles and mocks the power of the noblest expressive genius. The poet sees for a certainty how one not a great artist may be just as sacred and perfect as the greatest artist.... The power to destroy or remould is freely used by him but never the power of attack. What is past is past. If he does not expose superior models and prove himself by every step he takes he is not what is wanted. The presence of the greatest poet conquers... not parleying or struggling or any prepared attempts. Now he has passed that way see after him! there is not left any vestige of despair or misanthropy or cunning or exclusiveness or the ignominy of a nativity or color or delusion of hell or the necessity of hell... and no man thenceforward shall be degraded for ignorance or weakness or sin.

The greatest poet hardly knows pettiness or triviality. If he breathes into any thing that was before thought small it dilates with the grandeur and life of the universe. He is a seer... he is individual... he is complete in himself... the others are as good as he, only he sees it and they do not. He is not one of the chorus... he does not stop for any regulation... he is the president of regulation. What the eyesight does to the rest he does to the rest. Who knows the curious mystery of the eyesight? The other senses corroborate themselves, but this is removed from any proof but its own and foreruns the identities of the spiritual world. A single glance of it mocks all the investigations of man and all the instruments and books of the earth and all reasoning. What is marvellous? what is unlikely? what is impossible or baseless or vague? after you have once just opened the space of a peachpit and given audience to far and near and to the sunset and had all things enter with electric swiftness softly and duly without confusion or jostling or jam.

The land and sea, the animals fishes and birds, the sky of heaven and the orbs, the forests mountains and rivers, are not small themes... but folks expect of the poet to indicate more than the beauty and dignity which always attach to dumb real objects... they expect him to indicate the path between reality and their souls. Men and women perceive the beauty well enough... probably as well as he. The passionate tenacity of hunters, woodmen, early risers, cultivators of gardens and orchards and fields, the love of healthy women for the manly form, seafaring persons, drivers of horses, the passion for light and the open air, all is an old varied sign of the unfailing perception of beauty and of a residence of the poetic in outdoor people. They can never be assisted by poets to perceive... some may but they never can. The poetic quality is not marshalled in rhyme or uniformity or abstract addresses to things nor in melancholy complaints or good precepts, but is the life of these and much else and is in the soul. The profit of rhyme is that it drops seeds of a sweeter and more luxuriant rhyme, and of uniformity that it conveys itself into its own roots in the ground out of sight. The rhyme and uniformity of perfect poems show the free growth of metrical laws and bud from them as unerringly and loosely as lilacs or roses on a bush, and take shapes as compact as the shapes of chestnuts and oranges and melons and pears, and shed the perfume impalpable to form. The fluency and ornaments of the finest poems or music or orations or recitations are not independent but dependent. All beauty comes from beautiful blood and a beautiful brain. If the greatnesses are in conjunction in a man or woman it is enough... the fact will prevail through the universe... but the gaggery and gilt of a million years will not prevail. Who troubles himself about his ornaments or fluency is lost. 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 poem 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 —

The poet shall not spend his time in unneeded work. He shall know that the ground is always ready ploughed and manured... others may not know it but he shall. He shall go directly to the creation. His trust shall master the trust of everything he touches... and shall master all attachment.

The known universe has one complete lover and that is the greatest poet. He consumes an eternal passion and is indifferent which chance happens and which possible contingency of fortune or misfortune and persuades daily and hourly his delicious pay. What balks or breaks others is fuel for his burning progress to contact and amorous joy. Other proportions of the reception of pleasure dwindle to nothing to his proportions. All expected from heaven or from the highest he is rapport with in the sight of the daybreak or a scene of the winter woods or the presence of children playing or with his arm round the neck of a man or woman. His love above all love has leisure and expanse... he leaves room ahead of himself. He is no irresolute or suspicious lover... he is sure... he scorns intervals. His experience and the showers and thrills are not for nothing. Nothing can jar him... suffering and darkness cannot — death and fear cannot. To him complaint and jealousy and envy are corpses buried and rotten in the earth... he saw them buried. The sea is not surer of the shore or the shore of the sea than he is of the fruition of his love and of all perfection and beauty.

The fruition of beauty is no chance of hit or miss... it is inevitable as life... it is exact and plumb as gravitation. From the eyesight proceeds another eyesight and from the hearing proceeds another hearing and from the voice proceeds another voice eternally curious of the harmony of things with man. To these respond perfections not only in the committees that were supposed to stand for the rest but in the rest themselves just the same. These understand the law of perfection in masses and floods... that its finish is to each for itself and onward from itself... that it is profuse and impartial... that there is not a minute of the light or dark nor an acre of the earth or sea without it — nor any direction of the sky nor any trade or employment nor any turn of events. This is the reason that about the proper expression of beauty there is precision and balance... one part does not need to be thrust above another. The best singer is not the one who has the most lithe and powerful organ... the pleasure of poems is not in them that take the handsomest measure and similes and sound.

Without effort and without exposing in the least how it is done the greatest poet brings the spirit of any or all events and passions and scenes and persons some more and some less to bear on your individual character as you hear or read. To do this well is to compete with the laws that pursue and follow time. What is the purpose must surely be there and the clue of it must be there... and the faintest indication is the indication of the best and then becomes the clearest indication. Past and present and future are not disjoined but joined. The greatest poet forms the consistence of what is to be from what has been and is. He drags the dead out of their coffins and stands them again on their feet... he says to the past, Rise and walk before me that I may realize you. He learns the lesson... he places himself where the future becomes present. The greatest poet does not only dazzle his rays over character and scenes and passions... he finally ascends and finishes all... he exhibits the pinnacles that no man can tell what they are for or what is beyond... he glows a moment on the extremest verge. He is most wonderful in his last half-hidden smile or frown... by that flash of the moment of parting the one that sees it shall be encouraged or terrified afterward for many years. The greatest poet does not moralize or make applications of morals... he knows the soul. The soul has that measureless pride which consists in never acknowledging any lessons but its own. But it has sympathy as measureless as its pride and the one balances the other and neither can stretch too far while it stretches in company with the other. The inmost secrets of art sleep with the twain. The greatest poet has lain close betwixt both and they are vital in his style and thoughts.

The art of art, the glory of expression and the sunshine of the light of letters is simplicity. Nothing is better than simplicity... nothing can make up for excess or for the lack of definiteness. To carry on the heave of impulse and pierce intellectual depths and give all subjects their articulations are powers neither common nor very uncommon. But to speak in literature with the perfect rectitude and insousiance of the movements of animals and the unimpeachableness of the sentiment of trees in the woods and grass by the roadside is the flawless triumph of art. If you have looked on him who has achieved it you have looked on one of the masters of the artists of all nations and times. You shall not contemplate the flight of the graygull over the bay or the mettlesome action of the blood horse or the tall leaning of sunflowers on their stalk or the appearance of the sun journeying through heaven or the appearance of the moon afterward with any more satisfaction than you shall contemplate him. The greatest poet has less a marked style and is more the channel of thoughts and things without increase or diminution, and is the free channel of himself. He swears to his art, I will not be meddlesome, will not have in my writing any elegance or effect or originality to hang in the way between me and the rest like curtains. I will have nothing hang in the way, not the richest curtains. What I tell I tell for precisely what it is. Let who may exalt or startle or fascinate or soothe I will have purposes as health or heat or snow has and be as regardless of observation. What I experience or portray shall go from my composition without a shred of my composition. You shall stand by my side and look in the mirror with me.

The old red blood and stainless gentility of great poets will be proved by their unconstraint. A heroic person walks at his ease through and out of that custom or precedent or authority that suits him not. Of the traits of the brotherhood of writers savans musicians inventors and artists nothing is finer than silent defiance advancing from new free forms. In the need of poems philosophy politics mechanism science behaviour, the craft of art, an appropriate native grand-opera, shipcraft, or any craft, he is greatest forever and forever who contributes the greatest original practical example. The cleanest expression is that which finds no sphere worthy of itself and makes one.

The messages of great poets to each man and woman are, Come to us on equal terms, Only then can you understand us, We are no better than you, What we enclose you enclose, What we enjoy you may enjoy. Did you suppose there could be only one Supreme? We affirm there can be unnumbered Supremes, and that one does not countervail another any more than one eyesight countervails another... and that men can be good or grand only of the consciousness of their supremacy within them. What do you think is the grandeur of storms and dismemberments and the deadliest battles and wrecks and the wildest fury of the elements and the power of the sea and the motion of nature and of the throes of human desires and dignity and hate and love? It is that something in the soul which says, Rage on, Whirl on, I tread master here and everywhere, Master of the spasms of the sky and of the shatter of the sea, Master of nature and passion and death, And of all terror and all pain.

The American bards shall be marked for generosity and affection and for encouraging competitors... They shall be kosmos... without monopoly or secrecy... glad to pass any thing to any one... hungry for equals night and day. They shall not be careful of riches and privilege... they shall be riches and privilege... they shall perceive who the most affluent man is. The most affluent man is he that confronts all the shows he sees by equivalents out of the stronger wealth of himself. The American bard shall delineate no class of persons nor one or two out of the strata of interests nor love most nor truth most nor the soul most nor the body most... and not be for the eastern states more than the western or the northern states more than the southern.

Exact science and its practical movements are no checks on the greatest poet but always his encouragement and support. The outset and remembrance are there... there the arms that lifted him first and brace him best... there he returns after all his goings and comings. The sailor and traveler... the anatomist chemist astronomer geologist phrenologist spiritualist mathematician historian and lexicographer are not poets, but they are the lawgivers of poets and their construction underlies the structure of every perfect poem. No matter what rises or is uttered they sent the seed of the conception of it... of them and by them stand the visible proofs of souls... always of their fatherstuff must be begotten the sinewy races of bards. If there shall be love and content between the father and the son and if the greatness of the son is the exuding of the greatness of the father there shall be love between the poet and the man of demonstrable science. In the beauty of poems are the tuft and final applause of science.

Great is the faith of the flush of knowledge and of the investigation of the depths of qualities and things. Cleaving and circling here swells the soul of the poet yet is president of itself always. The depths are fathomless and therefore calm. The innocence and nakedness are resumed... they are neither modest nor immodest. The whole theory of the special and supernatural and all that was twined with it or educed out of it departs as a dream. What has ever happened... what happens and whatever may or shall happen, the vital laws enclose all... they are sufficient for any case and for all cases... none to be hurried or retarded... any miracle of affairs or persons inadmissible in the vast clear scheme where every motion and every spear of grass and the frames and spirits of men and women and all that concerns them are unspeakably perfect miracles all referring to all and each distinct and in its place. It is also not consistent with the reality of the soul to admit that there is anything in the known universe more divine than men and women.

Men and women and the earth and all upon it are simply to be taken as they are, and the investigation of their past and present and future shall be unintermitted and shall be done with perfect candor. Upon this basis philosophy speculates ever looking toward the poet, ever regarding the eternal tendencies of all toward happiness never inconsistent with what is clear to the senses and to the soul. For the eternal tendencies of all toward happiness make the only point of sane philosophy. Whatever comprehends less than that... whatever is less than the laws of light and of astronomical motion... or less than the laws that follow the thief the liar the glutton and the drunkard through this life and doubtless afterward... or less than vast stretches of time or the slow formation of density or the patient upheaving of strata — is of no account. Whatever would put God in a poem or system of philosophy as contending against some being or influence is also of no account. Sanity and ensemble characterise the great master... spoilt in one principle all is spoilt. The great master has nothing to do with miracles. He sees health for himself in being one of the mass... he sees the hiatus in singular eminence. To the perfect shape comes common ground. To be under the general law is great for that is to correspond with it. The master knows that he is unspeakably great and that all are unspeakably great... that nothing for instance is greater than to conceive children and bring them up well... that to be is just as great as to perceive or tell.

In the make of the great masters the idea of political liberty is indispensible. Liberty takes the adherence of heroes wherever men and women exist... but never takes any adherence or welcome from the rest more than from poets. They are the voice and exposition of liberty. They out of ages are worthy the grand idea... to them it is confided and they must sustain it. Nothing has precedence of it and nothing can warp or degrade it. The attitude of great poets is to cheer up slaves and horrify despots. The turn of their necks, the sound of their feet, the motions of their wrists, are full of hazard to the one and hope to the other. Come nigh them awhile and though they neither speak or advise you shall learn the faithful American lesson. Liberty is poorly served by men whose good intent is quelled from one failure or two failures or any number of failures, or from the casual indifference or ingratitude of the people, or from the sharp show of the tushes of power, or the bringing to bear soldiers and cannon or any penal statutes. Liberty relies upon itself, invites no one, promises nothing, sits in calmness and light, is positive and composed, and knows no discouragement. The battle rages with many a loud alarm and frequent advance and retreat... the enemy triumphs... the prison, the handcuffs, the iron necklace and anklet, the scaffold, garrote and leadballs do their work... the cause is asleep... the strong throats are choked with their own blood... the young men drop their eyelashes toward the ground when they pass each other... and is liberty gone out of that place? No never. When liberty goes it is not the first to go nor the second or third to go... it waits for all the rest to go... it is the last.... When the memories of the old martyrs are faded utterly away... when the large names of patriots are laughed at in the public halls from the lips of the orators... when the boys are no more christened after the same but christened after tyrants and traitors instead... when the laws of the free are grudgingly permitted and laws for informers and bloodmoney are sweet to the taste of the people... when I and you walk abroad upon the earth stung with compassion at the sight of numberless brothers answering our equal friendship and calling no man master — and when we are elated with noble joy at the sight of slaves... when the soul retires in the cool communion of the night and surveys its experience and has much extasy over the word and deed that put back a helpless innocent person into the gripe of the gripers or into any cruel inferiority... when those in all parts of these states who could easier realize the true American character but do not yet — when the swarms of cringers, suckers, doughfaces, lice of politics, planners of sly involutions for their own preferment to city offices or state legislatures or the judiciary or congress or the presidency, obtain a response of love and natural deference from the people whether they get the offices or no... when it is better to be a bound booby and rogue in office at a high salary than the poorest free mechanic or farmer with his hat unmoved from his head and firm eyes and a candid and generous heart... and when servility by town or state or the federal government or any oppression on a large scale or small scale can be tried on without its own punishment following duly after in exact proportion against the smallest chance of escape... or rather when all life and all the souls of men and women are discharged from any part of the earth — then only shall the instinct of liberty be discharged from that part of the earth.

As the attributes of the poets of the kosmos concentre in the real body and soul and in the pleasure of things they possess the superiority of genuineness over all fiction and romance. As they emit themselves facts are showered over with light... the daylight is lit with more volatile light... also the deep between the setting and rising sun goes deeper many fold. Each precise object or condition or combination or process exhibits a beauty... the multiplication table its — old age its — the carpenter’s trade its — the grand-opera its... the hugehulled cleanshaped New York clipper at sea under steam or full sail gleams with unmatched beauty... the American circles and large harmonies of government gleam with theirs... and the commonest definite intentions and actions with theirs. The poets of the kosmos advance through all interpositions and coverings and turmoils and stratagems to first principles. They are of use... they dissolve poverty from its need and riches from its conceit. You large proprietor they say shall not realize or perceive more than any one else. The owner of the library is not
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