And the perfection of things just as they are . . .
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Walt Whitman
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When I heard the learn’d astronomer

When I heard the learn’d astronomer,
When the proofs, the figures, were ranged
in columns before me . . .
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How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick,
Till rising and gliding out I wander’d off by myself,
In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,
Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars.
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Walt pix

3/18/22

5

z

Walt facts
§ Writes from with an experience of himself as not-different from everything he

sees . . .
§ BUT does not dissolve diversity into oneness; instead celebrates the

preciousness of each irreducibly diverse thing . . . . “I hear America singing”
§ Celebrates all the bodies that he sees and feels and touches and smells.
§ Sees humans, himself, as inseparable from the natural and material

world, yet also immortal and each perfect within itself.
§ Brooklyn, Lincoln, sexuality, Civil War . . . 1819-1892
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§ With Harry Stafford

With Peter Doyle
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wandering off . . .

§ And looking in silence at

the stars: . . . . excerpts
from “Song of Myself”
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In the game: Nonduality

I CELEBRATE 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, observing a spear of summer
grass.
3/18/22

Singing the body electric
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Divine am I inside and out, and I make holy whatever I
touch or am touched from;
The scent of these arm-pits is aroma finer than prayer,

This head is more than churches or bibles or creeds.
I dote on myself . . . there is that lot of me, and all so
luscious,
Each moment and whatever happens thrills me with joy.
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There will never be any more perfection than there is now,
Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.
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Claiming the best and dividing it from the worst, each vexes the
other, but
Knowing the perfect fitness and equanimity of things, while they
discuss I am silent, and go bathe and admire myself.
Welcome is every organ and attribute of me, and of anyone ... Not
an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be less
familiar than the rest.
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In all people
I see myself, none more and not one a barleycorn
z
less,
And the good or bad I say of myself I say of them.
And I know I am solid and sound . . . .
Not a mutineer walks handcuffed to the jail, but I am handcuffed
to him and walk by his side,
Not a youngster is taken for larceny, but I go up too and am tried
and sentenced.
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Not a cholera patient lies at the last gasp, but I also lie at the
last gasp . . .
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……And out of the game
People I meet . . . . . The latest news . . . . discoveries, inventions,
The real or fancied indifference of some man or woman I love,
They come to me . . . and go from me again,

But they are not the Me myself . . .
Apart from the pulling and hauling stands what I am,
Stands amused, compassionating, curious what will come next,
Both in and out of the game, and watching and wondering at it.
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Singing the soul immortal
A child said, What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands;
How could I answer the child? . . . . I do not know what it is any more
than he.
Now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves . . .
What do you think has become of the young and the old?
They are alive and well somewhere; the smallest sprout shows there
is really no death.
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I pass death with the dying, and birth with the new-washed babe . . . .
and am not contained between my hat and boots,
And peruse manifold objects, no two alike, and every one good,

I am the mate and companion of people, all just as immortal and
fathomless as myself;
They do not know how immortal, but I know.
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I do not trouble my spirit to vindicate itself or to be understood,
Seeing that the elementary laws of the universe never apologize,
I reckon I behave no prouder than the tools by which I build my house,
after all.

So as to you death . . . it is idle to try to alarm me.
There is that in me . . . I do not know what it is but I know it is in me.
It is not in any dictionary or utterance or symbol.
Perhaps I might tell more . . . .
Do you see O my brothers and sisters?
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Tenderly, Resisting Not my diversity . . .
The runaway slave came to my house and stopped outside,
I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile,
And went where he sat on a log, and led him in and assured him,
And brought water and filled a tub for his sweated body and bruised feet,
And gave him a room that entered from my own, and gave him clean
clothes,
And I bandaged the sores on his neck and ankles;
He staid with me a week, sitting at my table, before he was recuperated
and passed north . . .
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In me there is the caresser of life wherever it is moving: . . . .what is that
you express in your eyes?
It seems to me more than all the print I have read in my life.

My tread scares the wood-drake and wood-duck,
. . . . I believe in those winged purposes,
I acknowledge the red yellow and white playing within me,

And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not something else,
and the look of the bay mare shames silliness out of me.
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Of every hue and trade and rank, of every caste and religion,
Not merely of the New World but of Africa Europe or Asia
A farmer, mechanic, or artist . . . . a gentleman, sailor, lover or
quaker,
A prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician or priest.
I resist anything better than my own diversity . . .
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This is the meal pleasantly set . . . .
Do you guess I have some intricate purpose?
Well I have . . . . just as does the April rain, and
the mica on the side of a rock.
Do you take it I would astonish?

Does the daylight astonish? or the early red bird
warbling through the woods? Do I astonish more
than they?
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Open your eyes to life . . .
Hurray for positive science! Long live exact demonstration!
This is the geologist, and this works with the scalpel, and this is a
mathematician.
I receive you, and clasp hands with you,
These facts are useful and real . . . . they are not my dwelling . . . .
yet I enter by them to an area of the dwelling.
I am less the reminder of property or qualities, and more the
reminder of life
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And go out on the square for my own sake and for others' sakes . . .
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My faith is the greatest of faiths and the least of faiths,
Enclosing all worship ancient and modern,
Yet you are asking me questions, and I hear you;
I answer that I cannot answer . . . . you must find out for yourself.
Long enough have you dreamed contemptible dreams,
Now I wash the gum from your eyes,
You must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light and of every
moment of your life.
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Where to find him . . .

.. . . who can stray from me?
I follow you whoever you are
I do not say these things for a dollar, or to fill up the time
while I wait for a boat;
It is you talking just as much as myself . . . . I act as your
tongue
It was bound in your mouth . . . . in mine it begins to be
loosened.

24

z

….whoever walks a furlong without sympathy walks to his own funeral,
dressed in his shroud,
….I understand God not in the least,
Why should I wish to see God better than this day?
I see something of God each each moment,
In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in the
glass;
I find letters from God dropped in the street, and every one is signed by
God's name,
And I leave them where they are, for I know that others will punctually
come forever and ever.
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Do I contradict myself? Very well then . . I contradict myself;
I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world.

If you want me again look for me under your bootsoles.
You will hardly know who I am or what I mean,
But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,
Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged,
Missing me one place search another,
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I stop some where waiting for you.
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Conclusion . . . .
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§ WW sees humans, himself, us, as absolutely inseparable from

the natural and material world, yet also immortal and each
perfect within itself.
§ “There will never be any more perfection than there is right now.”
§ When we see as WW sees, we cannot walk without natural

sympathy,
§ As distinct from some sympathy strained out of elaborate

rationalization . . .
§ Loving care is attention the diversity of life (OUR life) as it

exists right now.
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