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Song of Myself (1892 version) 

1 
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. 
 
10 
Alone far in the wilds and mountains I hunt, 
Wandering amazed at my own lightness and glee, 
In the late afternoon choosing a safe spot to pass the night, 
Kindling a fire and broiling the fresh-kill’d game, 
Falling asleep on the gather’d leaves with my dog and gun by my side. 
 
The Yankee clipper is under her sky-sails, she cuts the sparkle and scud, 
 
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 went and had a good time; 
You should have been with us that day round the chowder-kettle. 
 
I saw the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far west, the bride was a red 

girl, 
Her father and his friends sat near cross-legged and dumbly smoking, they had 

moccasins to their feet and large thick blankets hanging from their shoulders, 
On a bank lounged the trapper, he was drest mostly in skins, his luxuriant 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 swung half-door of the kitchen I saw him limpsy and weak, 
And went where he sat on a log and led him in and assured him, 
And brought 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 perfectly well his revolving eyes and his awkwardness, 
And remember putting plasters on the galls of his neck and ankles; 
He staid with me a week before he was recuperated and pass’d north, 
I had him sit next me at table, my fire-lock lean’d in the corner. 
 
14 
The wild gander leads his flock through the cool night, 
Ya-honk he says, and sounds it down to me like an invitation, 
The pert may suppose it meaningless, but I 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 chickadee, 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 growing 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, and the 

drivers of horses, 
I can eat and sleep with them week in and week out. 
 
What is commonest, cheapest, nearest, easiest, is Me, 
Me going in for my chances, spending for vast returns, 
Adorning myself to bestow myself on the first that will take me, 
Not asking the sky to come down to my good will, 
Scattering it freely forever. 
 
24 
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. 
 
Through me forbidden voices, 
Voices of sexes and lusts, voices veil’d and I remove the veil, 



Voices indecent by me clarified and transfigur’d. 
 
I do not press my fingers across my mouth, 
I keep as delicate around the bowels as around the head and heart, 
Copulation is no more rank to me than death is. 
 
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. 
 
If I worship one thing more than another it shall be the spread of my own body, or 

any part of it, 
Translucent mould of me it shall be you! 
Shaded ledges and rests it shall be you! 
Firm masculine colter it shall be you! 
Whatever goes to the tilth of me it shall be you! 
You my rich blood! your milky stream pale strippings of my life! 
Breast that presses against other breasts it shall be you! 
My brain it shall be your occult convolutions! 
Root of wash’d sweet-flag! timorous pond-snipe! nest of guarded duplicate eggs! it 

shall be you! 
Mix’d tussled hay of head, beard, brawn, it shall be you! 
Trickling sap of maple, fibre of manly wheat, it shall be you! 
Sun so generous it shall be you! 
Vapors lighting and shading my face it shall be you! 
You sweaty brooks and dews it shall be you! 
Winds whose soft-tickling genitals rub against me it shall be you! 
Broad muscular fields, branches of live oak, loving lounger in my winding paths, it 

shall be you! 
Hands I have taken, face I have kiss’d, mortal I have ever touch’d, it shall be you. 
 
I dote on myself, there is that lot of me and all so luscious, 
Each moment and whatever happens thrills me with joy, 
I cannot tell how my ankles bend, nor whence the cause of my faintest wish, 
Nor the cause of the friendship I emit, nor the cause of the friendship I take again. 
 
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! 

 

Summary 

This poem had no title in the first (1855) edition of Leaves of Grass. In 1856 it was 
called "A Poem of Walt Whitman, an American" and in 1860 it was simply termed 
"Walt Whitman." Whitman changed the title to "Song of Myself" in 1881. The 
changes in the title are significant in indicating the growth of the meaning of the 
poem. 

There are three important themes: the idea of the self, the identification of the self 
with other selves, and the poet's relationship with the elements of nature and the 
universe. Houses and rooms represent civilization; perfumes signify individual 
selves; and the atmosphere symbolizes the universal self. The self is conceived of 
as a spiritual entity which remains relatively permanent in and through the 
changing flux of ideas and experiences which constitute its conscious life. The self 
comprises ideas, experiences, psychological states, and spiritual insights. The 
concept of self is the most significant aspect of Whitman's mind and art. 

To Whitman, the self is both individual and universal. Man has an individual self, 
whereas the world, or cosmos, has a universal or cosmic self. The poet wishes to 
maintain the identity of his individual self, and yet he desires to merge it with the 
universal self, which involves the identification of the poet's self with mankind and 
the mystical union of the poet with God, the Absolute Self. Sexual union is a 
figurative anticipation of spiritual union. Thus the poet's ecstasy is both physical 



and spiritual, and he develops a sense of loving brotherhood with God and with all 
mankind. Even the most commonplace objects, such as Leaves, ants, and stones, 
contain the infinite universe. 

"Song of Myself' is a good example of the stylistic features of Leaves of Grass. 
Whitman's style reflects his individualism. He once wrote to Horace Traubel, his 
biographer: "I sometimes think the Leaves is only a language experiment." Words, 
for Whitman, have both a "natural" and a "spiritual" significance. Colloquial words 
unite the natural with the spiritual, and therefore he uses many colloquial 
expressions. He is also fond of using foreign words. The catalog is another special 
characteristic of Whitman's poetic technique. He uses numerous images, usually 
drawn from nature, to suggest and heighten the impression of a poetic idea. These 
images appear to have no clear organization; yet, in effect, they have a basic 
underlying unity, usually involving a spiritual concept, which gives meaning and 
coherence to the apparently disconnected images or scenes. 
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