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INTRODUCTION
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By Zachary Turpin


Microfilm is full of surprises, the discovery of Walt Whitman’s “Manly Health and Training” series being only one of them. The first time I held a spool of it, I was surprised to find that microfilm is heavy, a bit like a hockey puck—if it were made of one hundred feet of wound-up polyester. Those hundred feet are surprisingly durable; their primary purpose, after all, is to last. The pages of old books and newspapers may be more of a treat for the senses, brittle and musty and delicious, but microfilm, properly stored, will last half a millennium. And thank goodness for that, because squirreled away on microfilm are uncountably more surprises. “Surprise” just barely describes the feeling of finding “Manly Health and Training.” For me, looking for the lost writings of Walt Whitman had begun almost as a joke. I’d already uncovered work by the poet Emma Lazarus, the novelist Rebecca Harding Davis, and the fantasy writer L. Frank Baum, each of whom had been very, very prolific. (Davis and Baum wrote at least a book a year.) As I looked, it slowly occurred to me that every great American writer might have written something that is now lost. But Walt Whitman? The man whose Leaves of Grass might be the most important book of poetry ever written in America? Whose face is, second to Abraham Lincoln’s, maybe the most recognizable of the nineteenth century? Whose poems—“Song of Myself,” “I Sing the Body Electric,” “O Captain! My Captain!”—have so saturated our literature, songs, movies, and culture that they help define what it means to be American? No. Absolutely not. It was impossible.


I couldn’t resist.


Literary research is about pursuit first, pay dirt last (if at all). The pleasure of being a researcher is in every little thing that turns up along the way, a principle that scholar Stephen Ramsay calls “the hermeneutics of screwing around.” Indeed, the best treasures are always found in reading and writing. Walt Disney once said that “there is more treasure in books than in all the pirate’s loot on Treasure Island,” and, while I agree, when the adventure began I don’t think I honestly expected to find anything in particular. Adventures often reveal themselves as such after the fact; until then, we insult them with the word “work.”


The months went by slowly. As it usually happens, nothing turned up. Nothing, nothing, nothing, nothing, nothing. And then something, with no warning whatever. I doubt that most true discoveries are glamorous moments—this one wasn’t: a hot July morning, a library basement, a cup of coffee, a loaded microfilm reader. Inside, though, I was vibrating with anticipation. These are the moments a researcher lives for. Based on a clue found in a newspaper clipping, I knew that the film I was looking at had something by Walt Whitman hidden in it, but as I scrolled, my best guess was that it would be a couple of short articles at most, a pleasant curiosity or two. Then, after a minute or so, the words I was looking for whirred into view: “Manly Health and Training.” This was it—and it was, indeed, an article. (I kept scrolling.) Actually, two articles! (I kept scrolling.) No, three articles! I’d officially been wrong. (I kept scrolling.) Four articles! Long ones, at that. (More scrolling.) Five articles! Six! Seven! Eight! By the time I came to the thirteenth and final article in the series, I was in what I’m sure was a state of shock. Here was the largest cache of Whitman’s work to come to light in half a century. To be the only person alive to know it existed, what amounted to a book by Walt Whitman, lost since 1858: this was more than a surprise. It was a thunderclap. Disney is right: there are untold riches in the written word—and “best of all,” he adds, “you can enjoy these riches every day of your life.” The book you are holding is proof that there are many more treasures out there, waiting to be found, shared, enjoyed. They may have disappeared, but as Whitman reminds us, “Nothing is ever really lost, or can be lost.”


About his own disappearance, the otherwise self-confident Whitman could be surprisingly anxious, despite nearly everything he ever said in poetry. “Some day I’ll die,” he reminded his friend Horace Traubel, “maybe surprise you all by a sudden disappearance: then where’ll my book be? That’s the one thing that excites me: most authors have the same dread—the dread that something or other essential that they have written may somehow become side-tracked, lost—lost forever.” And indeed, it turned out that quite a bit of his writing was lost, despite the efforts of generations of scholars to find it. He simply wrote too much. Some of his works were bound to sink from sight—with Whitman occasionally trying to scuttle them himself, anxieties be damned. His early short stories, for example, embarrassed him dreadfully: “My serious wish,” he confessed in Specimen Days and Collect (1882), “were to have all those crude and boyish pieces quietly dropp’d in oblivion.” In the end, Whitman only collected them “to avoid the annoyance of their surreptitious issue.” Other early writings were less persistently annoying, and so less fortunate. Whitman’s freelance journalism was particularly unfortunate in this regard. Published during the early years of Leaves of Grass (1855 to 1860), often anonymously or under pen names, much of it fell into near-total obscurity after the poet’s death. It’s taken more than a century and a half of work to recover, with plenty left to be found. Whitman himself encourages us: “Missing me one place,” he writes in Leaves of Grass, “search another.” The most recent result of the search is the book you hold in your hands, Walt Whitman’s lost guide to living healthily in America.


If you haven’t already skipped ahead to it, you may be wondering: what is “Manly Health and Training,” anyway? It’s a good question, and there’s more than one good answer. “Manly Health” is part guest editorial, part self-help column, first published as a weekly serial in the New York Atlas newspaper. It begins as a fairly straightforward diet-and-exercise guide for men, but, as you will see, it gradually becomes much more: an essay on male beauty, a chauvinistic screed, a sports almanac, a eugenics manifesto, a description of New York daily life, an anecdotal history of longevity, a pseudoscientific tract, and a fitness manual for the nation. Apparently, few topics were out of bounds for Whitman: he writes about not only diet and exercise but also physical beauty, manly comradeship, sex and reproduction, socialization, race, eugenics, war, climate, longevity, bathing, prizefighting, gymnastics, baseball, footwear, facial hair, depression, alcohol, and prostitution. At times, this book is an eyebrow raiser, not least because it sheds more light on a period (1860–61) in which Whitman was also writing dozens of new poems for the third edition of Leaves of Grass. Manly Health and Training also helps us understand Whitman’s transition from a career journalist to one of the premier poets of America. And it provides some much-needed information about Whitman’s life at that time.


In the chronology of his life, 1858 is something of an absent year, though from the little scholars have found, it probably wasn’t a good one. The year before, Whitman had found steady work harder to come by, thanks to the Panic of 1857. In Leaves of Grass, he describes himself as a poet, a dreamer, an inspired “loafer,” but in 1858, Whitman the wage earner had to scrape by as a writer-editor for the Brooklyn Daily Times. This is also the year when Whitman first felt his health slip, when he suffered some sort of event, a “sunstroke,” due to high blood pressure or overwork. One of the few things we know for sure about Whitman in 1858 is that he was seriously depressed, for reasons that can only be guessed at. It may have been lovesickness, or anxiety about his sexuality. Of the few poems scholars have dated to this year, his most celebrated—titled “Live Oak with Moss”—captures the joys and sorrows of a relationship with another man. Whomever he loved and lost, Whitman clearly felt he had no one to talk to about it: “I dare not tell it in words,” he writes in “Live Oak,” “not even in these songs.”
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WALT WHITMAN IN 1855 (FROM THE FIRST EDITION OF LEAVES OF GRASS).







Family relationships probably worsened his depression. Whitman’s beloved brother Jeff was then growing closer with his sweetheart and soon-to-be wife, Martha Mitchell—leaving him less time to spend with his brother. Likewise, the death of Whitman’s unpleasant father three years earlier, while liberating, may have left him aching just the same. Walter Sr. had softened toward the end, but he was nevertheless a stubborn, lifelong alcoholic. This is why in many of Whitman’s early writings you will find a commitment, however superficial, to abstinence from alcohol. But by 1858, Whitman made few pretenses to teetotalism. In fact, he spent many of his nights drinking at Pfaff’s beer hall in Manhattan, a popular spot for New York’s young bohemians, freethinkers, and writers. Some of this was calculated. Of his uncharacteristic night-owling, Whitman scholars Ed Folsom and Kenneth Price note that he “was clearly remaking his image, going to bars more often than he had since he left New Orleans a decade earlier.” His time at Pfaff’s, that is, seems to have been the poet’s effort at rebranding, not recovering. There, Whitman quietly greeted friends and enemies alike, and occasionally heard his Leaves of Grass made the butt of less-than-subtle jokes. Public reviews of the collection from this period were disheartening; an especially vicious review in the Long-Islander, a paper Whitman himself had founded, disposed of Leaves of Grass as “a repulsive and nasty book.”


It’s easy to see why Whitman might have questioned his calling as a poet. In “As I Ebb’d with the Ocean of Life,” a poem written around this period, he expresses this anxiety:


I have not once had the least idea who or what I am,


But that before all my insolent poems the real ME still stands untouched, untold, altogether unreached,


Withdrawn far, mocking me with mock-congratulatory signs and bows,


With peals of distant ironical laughter at every word I have written or shall write,


Striking me with insults till I fall helpless upon the sand.


Clearly, Whitman was suffering some sort of identity crisis in 1858 and felt the need to test other outlets, social or sexual. It is during this same period that Whitman joined the Fred Gray Association, an unofficial, underground gay men’s society. But beyond that, Whitman would later recall this period as a time of conformity, in which he drank like other writers, talked like them, even dressed like them. In a photograph from this period (see following page), we see Whitman wearing a dark, baggy suit, with pin-striped vest and pants, the kind worn by bohemian writers and dandies of the day. Little wonder that, looking at the portrait thirty years later, Whitman said, “It is me, me, unformed, undeveloped,” that it “hits off phases not common in [his] photos.”


In a life mostly defined by self-assurance, 1858 was an unusual time for Whitman. It was a year of self-questioning.
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WALT WHITMAN IN 1859–1860.








Today, we know Whitman as one of America’s greatest and most radical poets, but in 1858 he was toying with the idea of changing his profession altogether. In a letter draft dated July 28, 1857, he admits, “I have thought, for some time past, of beginning the use of myself as a public Speaker, teacher, or lecturer.” The next spring, on his thirty-ninth birthday, Whitman expands on this in a notebook, framing his calling as not just a personal but a national imperative:


May 31. ’58


It seems to me called for to inaugurate a revolution in American oratory, to change it from the excessively diffuse and impromptu character it has, (an ephemeral readiness, surface animation, the stamp of the daily newspaper, to be dismissed as soon as the next day’s paper appears.)—and to make it the means of the grand modernized delivery of live modern orations, appropriate to America, appropriate to the world.—(May 31–2) This change is a serious one, and, if to be done at all cannot be done easily.—A great leading representative man, with perfect power, perfect confidence in his power, persevering, with repeated specimens, ranging up and down The States—such a man, above all things, would give it a fair start.—What are your theories?—Let us have the practical sample of a thing, and look upon it, and listen to it, and turn it about for to examine it.—


Washington made free the body of America, for that was first in order—Now comes one who will make free the American soul.


It should probably go without saying that Whitman’s “great leading representative man” is himself. It’s not all that surprising that Whitman briefly imagined himself as the next Emerson or Webster, the great orator of his age. His attachment to oratory began early, when as a boy he heard the great Quaker speaker Elias Hicks deliver a commanding sermon in Brooklyn. His love of the voice later became a passion, when he began attending Italian opera. In his notebooks, he wrote reminder after reminder to himself to enrich the timbre of his voice, and expand his chest, and “restrain gesture,” so that audiences would find him irresistible. By 1858, Whitman was so committed to transforming himself into a national orator that he decided privately, “Lecturing, (my own way,) [is] henceforth my employment, my means of earning my living.” He even drafted programs for a lecture series, the subject being nothing less than the entire nation.


As far as anyone knows, Whitman never gave any such lectures. Besides a few early political speeches, and his reminiscences of Abraham Lincoln given later in life, his employment as a lecturer was infrequent. Skepticism of his own speaking ability may have had something to do with this. For all his excitement at the idea of lecturing on America, Whitman apparently doubted that he would get his ideas across, considering his odd notion that his words would have to be “carefully perused afterward, to be understood.” (Of course, he may simply have been fishing for extra cash, since, as he adds, “I personally sell the printed copies.”) Still, the reality of these lectures matters less than Whitman’s desire to lecture. At this time in his life, he was tiring of the next-to-meaningless “stamp of the daily newspaper,” as he called it, “to be dismissed as soon as the next day’s paper appears.” And his Daily Times editorials from this period are, indeed, pretty unrewarding reading. From what little we know of Whitman in 1858, he must have longed to escape this “surface animation” of journalism, to “make free the American soul”—and his own soul in the process. But, as his poetry and notebooks insist, to free the soul one must begin by freeing the body, “for that [is] first in order.”


This may explain why, in 1858, Whitman drafted up a pair of ads for a newspaper series on the subject of “manly health and training.” These promised a series “not only original and of a high degree of literary merit, but go[ing] into full practical details, giving that specific advice in all departments of general training for health, whose result, if faithfully followed, would be, for every man who reads it, A NOBLE AND ROBUST PHYSIQUE.” Scholars have been aware of these handwritten drafts since at least 1898, but their ultimate fate has always been uncertain. Did Whitman begin a series, only to have it fall through? Or, in writing a lecture on men’s physiques, had he fiddled with the idea of making it into articles instead? (After all, he went so far as to draft a program for nonexistent lectures.) Without additional evidence, there has been no way to hazard a guess.
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DRAFT OF AN ADVERTISEMENT FOR APLANNED LECTURE SERIES.
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MANUSCRIPT DRAFT FOR “MANLY HEALTH” ANNOUNCEMENT.







The evidence, it turns out, lay shut away in the New York Atlas, a weekly newspaper printed in Manhattan, now long defunct. Here is the notice that appeared in it, just once, on September 12, 1858:
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ADVERTISEMENT FOR “MANLY HEALTH” IN THE NEW YORK ATLAS.








The notice matches Whitman’s “Manly Training” manuscript to a T. Without a doubt, it is his, and so is the series that follows, commencing that week in the Atlas under the title “Manly Health and Training, with Off-Hand Hints Toward Their Conditions.” The author calls himself “Mose Velsor, of Brooklyn.”


Of his many pen names, “Mose Velsor” was one of his favorites. By 1858, he’d used it numerous times, signing it to articles on everything from “the Opera” to the “b’hoys of the Bowery.” (Whitman created the pseudonym by joining “Mose,” a common “Bowery b’hoy” name, and “Van Velsor,” his mother’s maiden name.) Under the guise of “Mose,” Whitman, it must be admitted, occasionally plagiarizes shamelessly; at times, “Manly Health and Training” is chockablock with outright theft from other periodicals. Of course, most installments of “Manly Health and Training” are in Whitman’s own words. Only in a few of them does Whitman brazenly plagiarize. But why, in “Manly Health and Training,” is Whitman so unconscientious? If nothing else, this haphazardness tells us a little bit about the circumstances behind the series.


First, it’s clear that Whitman wrote hastily. His output in this period (1857–1860), between the second and third editions of Leaves of Grass, was already prolific, even for him. In 1857 alone, Whitman wrote close to seventy new poems. He also spent a great deal of energy trying to get out a new edition of Leaves, though it wasn’t until three years later that any publisher would agree to it. Additionally, Whitman was editing and writing for the Brooklyn Daily Times, to the tune of several hundred (or even thousand) words per day, six days a week, for two straight years. Since there is no obvious break in his Daily Times editorials during the run of “Manly Health and Training,” it’s clear that he created the series in addition to his daily duties—no mean feat, considering that the series added at least three thousand words to Whitman’s weekly workload. It’s little wonder that no correspondence to or from Whitman exists for this period. He can hardly have had left any time, energy, or ink.


Overall, Whitman’s motives for writing “Manly Health and Training” must have been at least partly financial. The first edition of Leaves of Grass (1855) had sold poorly; many of the copies that exist today were probably given away to friends or reviewers, rather than sold. The second edition (1856) fared even worse; it’s been called, and rightly so, “Whitman’s greatest publishing failure.” It couldn’t have helped that its publishers and retailers, Fowler and Wells, weren’t poets by any measure; they specialized in books on phrenology, physiology, and self-culture for young people. Thus, “Manly Health and Training” was probably a side project, one of several freelance jobs Whitman took on during this period for extra cash. Of what interest is it today? Certainly it contributes to our understanding of a dim period in Whitman’s life. But what makes this series especially important is the poet’s thoughts on manhood, strength, personal health, and national character. To him, these are inseparable—but, in the end, they all relate back to the body. By Whitman’s lights, the body is the most perfectible part of the American (the American man, anyway), and he is just the man to tell you how to do it. You may notice, as you read through this book, how often Whitman’s suggestions sound like the diets and fitness regimens of today. Indeed, to read “Manly Health and Training” is to realize just how old the self-improvement industry is. Diets, workouts, nutritional supplements, homeopathic pills, colonics, tanning, cosmetic surgery, shape-slimming clothing, self-help books, baldness cures—almost all of these existed in Whitman’s day. It’s no accident that his meaty breakfasts, lunches, and dinners sound more than a little like today’s Paleolithic diet, and his exercise regimen looks here and there like the weight and interval training that millions of Americans do every day. Since the time of Benjamin Franklin (who famously set himself the challenge of living “without committing any fault at any time,” and spent thirteen weeks trying to do so), self-improvement has been a part of what it means to be American. “Manly Health and Training” is proof that while we have come a long, long way, we do not change as much as we think we do.


In part, the book you hold is a response to change. In Whitman’s day, deep shifts were taking place in science, society, and politics. Keep in mind that Whitman wrote “Manly Health and Training” less than three years before the secession of the South, and in an atmosphere of political tension he seems to have felt that America was short on muscle, both physiologically and politically. This is probably the reason why Whitman uses the eighth installment of “Manly Health” to advocate for prizefighting. Here, he insists on “the necessity of those means that help to develope [sic] a hardy, robust and combative nation [. . .] We do not think that community able to take care of its rights, and defend them successfully against all odds, where there exist only peaceful, pious, respectable and orthodox citizens. There must be something more.” That “something more” is “a race of men who could and would fight, not by rote merely, but for the love of fight.” As an example of what he means, Whitman describes a bare-knuckle match that had just taken place in Ontario. It’s unlikely that Whitman attended the match; he wouldn’t travel to Canada for years. Bare-knuckle boxing was outlawed in the United States at the time, yet, in this installment, Whitman passionately argues for its reinstatement. Noting that “even Rome itself, in time, [. . .] fell a prey to outside invaders far inferior to itself,” he suggests that:


In robust training for this life, which is itself a continual fight with some form or adversary or other, the aim should be to form that solid and adamantine fibre which will endure long and serious attacks upon it, and come out unharmed from them, rather than the ability to perform sudden and brilliant feats, which often exhaust the powers in show, without doing any substantial good.


His example is Morrissey, who apparently endured terrible punishment in the eleven-round fight before knocking out Heenan. As Whitman would later write in “Poems of Joy” (1867), the fighter is “strong-brawn’d [. . .], towering in the arena, in perfect condition, conscious of power, thirsting to meet his opponent.” But he is also gentlemanly. For Whitman, a boxer is a hero, but with a “brute” or “animal” aspect to his strength:


Just in the way as the institution of the horse-race, and nothing less than that, brings the breed of the horse up to a far, very far, higher pitch of physical perfection than could be attained by any other means known or possible upon earth—just exactly in the same way, [. . .] it remains to be distinctly confessed that nothing short of these fierce manly contests, in ancient and modern times, has led to the mightiest and most perfect development of the masculine frame, and proved what are the real rules consonant with its soundest physiology. Therefore, in opposition to the views expressed by the editors of the American newspapers, (the Atlas, we believe, among the rest,) we say a stern word or two, not in defence of these fights only, but in deliberate advocacy of them.


Whitman would eventually serve as a nurse during the Civil War. He would witness things that forever changed his stance on fighting, making his argument for prizefighting, in retrospect, a bit shocking. But regardless, it is clear that in 1858 he did not feel like compromising on the subject of the American fighting spirit. Whitman does warn against the initial “splurge”—the desire to attack immediately and unthinkingly. He also notes that “the actual necessity of this kind of training, for fighting purposes, will never be the rule, but only the exception.” Even so, he is adamant here that “nothing short of a prize-fight will ever bring the rules of manly health and training to that systematic perfection which they are attaining, and out of which we, among the rest, have been able to write these articles for popular use.” Overall, the prizefighter is a stand-in for what Whitman thought the whole nation should be and do, with the “prize” apparently being the frontier, with all the size and strength its annexation would confer upon America:


The nation is passing through several important physiological processes and combinations. To a great degree, it is yet getting acclimated—especially in the West, and on the Pacific coast, which latter is destined to have a huge influence on the future physique of America. [. . .] Here the air is dry and antiseptic—everything grows to a size, strength and expanse, unknown in the Northern and Eastern States. Nature is on a large scale; and here, in time to come, will be found a wonderful race of men.


Whitman’s focus on the “Northern and Eastern States” and his thoughts on “race[s] of men” suggest that he may have had in mind an impending conflict: the Civil War. Political and racial tensions, as well as the threat of Southern secession, likely explain his concerns about outlasting a long and bloody conflict. Here, perhaps, is this book’s deeper theme. The fitness of American democracy would, after all, soon be tested, even threatened with annihilation. The men of the Northeastern states apparently needed strengthening not only for their own health, but so that they might endure those “indescribably strong and bloody attacks, blows, and bruises” that would come in the fight for national unity. The “lesson” of such a fight, Whitman concludes, is that “he wins who can ‘best stand grief’  ”—a lesson the poet would soon learn all too well.


Whitman was never quite the same after the Civil War, but he did go on to live a relatively long and happy life, dying at the age of seventy-two, an internationally recognized poet and personage, his Leaves of Grass having gone through six American editions. It has since gone through many, many more. But even though Whitman died nearly 125 years ago, the full recovery of his writings is far from over. Like this book, many more lost documents may exist, published or unpublished, in climate-controlled archives or, just maybe, in your very own attic. New poems, journalism, interviews, letters, and marginalia by Whitman come to light all the time. Who knows where the next manuscript, notebook, or even novel might turn up? As with “Manly Health and Training,” we may find that it was just under our boot soles.
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ILLUSTRATION OF MANLY STRENGTH.










To you whose eye is arrested by the above headlines, and whom we hope to make a companion to the end of our series—to every man, rich or poor, worker or idler—to all ages of life, from the beginning to the end of it—certainly nothing comes closer home, or is, without any intermission, a topic of more controlling interest, than this we are going to present, through a few articles, some plain and we hope sensible hints toward the furtherance of—a sound and steady condition of manly health. We will not make any apology for devoting a portion of our columns to the discussion of this subject; nor, indeed, do we think it much more than necessary to state our theme, to be quite certain that we shall have an eager and multitudinous audience.


Manly health! Is there not a kind of charm—a fascinating magic in the words? We fancy we see the look with which the phrase is met by many a young man, strong, alert, vigorous, whose mind has always felt, but never formed in words, the ambition to attain to the perfection of his bodily powers—has realized to himself that all other goods of existence would hardly be goods, in comparison with a perfect body, perfect blood—no morbid humors, no weakness, no impotency or deficiency or bad stuff in him; but all running over with animation and ardor, all marked by herculean strength, suppleness, a clear complexion, and the rich results (which follow such causes) of a laughing voice, a merry song morn and night, a sparkling eye, and an ever-happy soul!


To such a young man—to all who read these lines—let us, with rapid pen, sketch some of the requisites toward this condition of sound health we talk of—a condition, we wish it distinctly understood, far easier to attain than is generally supposed; and which, even to many of those long wrenched by bad habits or by illness, must not be despaired of, but perseveringly striven for, as, in reason, probable and almost certain yet to attain.



EFFECTS OF A SOUND BODY.



Among the signs of manly health and perfect physique, internal and external, are a clear eye, a transparent and perhaps embrowned complexion (this latter not necessarily), an upright attitude, a springy step, a sweet breath, a ringing voice and little or nothing of irritability in the temper. With your choleric man, there is apt to be something wrong in the stomach, joints or blood. In nine cases out of ten, when this is obviated the disposition comes round.


We shall speak by and by of health as being the foundation of all real manly beauty. Perhaps, too, it has more to do than is generally supposed, with the capacity of being agreeable as a companion, a social visitor, always welcome—and with the divine joys of friendship. In these particulars (and they surely include a good part of the best blessings of existence), there is that subtle virtue in a sound body, with all its functions perfect, which nothing else can make up for, and which will itself make up for many other deficiencies, as of education, refinement, and the like.
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installments of the series were discov-
ered in the summer of 2015 by Zachary

A NOBLE Turpin, a graduate student in English at

the University of Houston. While new

AND ROBUST letters or single articles by Whitman
PHYSIQUE sometimes appear, rarely is there a

massive new infusion of work by one of
our major nineteenth-century authors.

MANLY VIGOR

ONCF MORE ia harmony

with the world, 2600

complctely enred men aro

singing Happy praises for
1 greatest, &

et and mnw.

it of thiswon-

acco
derful_discovery, in
‘book form, with ref-
5 ercnces and proofs,
will beeent. to suf-
fering men (sealed) free. Full manly vigor
permanently restored. Iailure impossible.

ERIE MEBICAL CO., BUFFALD,N.Y.

The articles, which we shall continuc merely for an occasion hero and there,

week after week contain many things

be more to a man than a perfect condition of
health and strength?

and Elderly I\Ien &c., &c, &c. To Health its due position, not as something these valuable articles, which wxll be

these—to all—the facts, laws, sugges-

tions, &, conveyed in the above work, INTRODUCTION by ZACHARY TURPIN

will be of priceless value. For what can

2 N
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