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Sex contains all, bodies, souls,

Meanings, proofs, purities, delicacies, results, promulgations,

Songs, commands, health, pride, the maternal mystery, the seminal milk

All hopes, benefactions, bestowals, all the passions, loves, beauties,

delights of the earth,

All the governments, judges, gods, follow’d persons of the earth,

These are contain’d in sex as parts of itself and justifications of itself.




Without shame the man I like knows and avows the deliciousness    of his sex,

Without shame the woman I like knows and avows hers.

—Walt Whitman,

  from “A Woman Waits for Me”
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INTRODUCTION

by David Lehman




In My Secret Life (c. 1890), that classic work of late-Victorian pornography, the author, an anonymous gentleman with a raging libido and the compulsion to repeat and record his amatory adventures, writes, “Providence has made the continuation of the species depend on a process of coupling the sexes, called fucking…. It is not a graceful operation—in fact it is not more elegant than pissing, or shitting, and is more ridiculous; but it is one giving the intensest pleasure to the parties operating together, and most people try to do as much of it as they can.” The artless simplicity of these sentences is their charm, though they are more complicated than meets the eye. Notice the relation of “coupling” to the perpetuation of the species on the one hand and to superlative pleasure on the other. The conjugation of the bodies is the observance of a sacrament, a religious imperative, but it also involves the unrelentingly gross human body in an “operation” no finer than urination or defecation, and “more ridiculous.”

Call it fucking or call it making love: The “process of coupling” is the fact at the center of all erotic speculation. Fucking remains the ultimate profanity. The word’s effect is like that of the tarot card of the lovers dealt upside down: the same meaning in the form of its negative inversion. But any word or phrase for sexual intercourse, euphemistic and genteel, or clinical and precise, or lewd and graphic, will prove inadequate to the ramifications of the act. The many possible ways of talking about it, that great pronoun—or as Freud would have it, id—suggest that contradictory impulses are at work, or contradictory ways of presenting the same impulse. An instance of heterosexual love, for example, can be depicted as the union of yin and yang, husband and wife engaged in the blessed task of procreation, or contrarily, as an anomalous episode during a temporary truce in the battle between the sexes. In any case, we know that sexual desire is a drive that seems to trump all others and dictate human behavior, sometimes against all reason or beyond any rational explanation. We know that it is the most intense and irresistible of bawdy pleasures, that it makes fools and rascals and buffoons of us and often lowers the attitudinal level from tragic postures and epic vistas to bedroom farces and comedies of Eros. Yet as Anonymous noted in 1890, “most people try to do as much of it as they can,” and everyone thinks about it more than anyone will admit.

Classical images of Eros—or Cupid, as the Romans renamed him—show an infant archer or, in Jacques-Louis David’s famous painting, an impishly grinning young man with angel wings beside his sleeping beauty, Psyche, embodiment of the eternal feminine. It is not difficult to decode the symbolism. That Cupid is depicted as a baby points to the inevitable consequences of sex, and you are left to wonder whether the child to come is a penalty for a guilty pleasure, an extra mouth to feed, or a reward. According to Apuleius in The Golden Ass, Psyche can link with her lover Cupid only at night and on condition that she not see his face. Given that Psyche means mind or soul in Greek, can the myth be a parable in disguise? Not that use of a blindfold may produce excellent results, but that the soul’s yearning for erotic fulfillment can and does happen, albeit with strings attached that are easy to break, as Psyche learns to her consternation in Apuleius.

The familiar image of the “beast with two backs” is ridiculous but accurate and therefore a valuable corrective to high-minded or romantic representations of the theme. A more flattering image comes from George Bernard Shaw. Dancing, in Shaw’s words, is “a perpendicular expression of a horizontal desire.” (This is just one reason to lament the passing of an era when ballroom dancing was universal.) The subject of sex gives rise to elegant aphorism (“Sex is the lyricism of the masses,” Charles Baudelaire), extravagantly mixed metaphor (“Sex is a black tarantula and sex without religion is like an egg without salt,” Luis Buñuel), and exceedingly clever limerick (“An Argentine gaucho named Bruno/Declared there is one thing I do know:/A woman is fine,/A boy is divine,/But a llama is numero uno”). Sex in The Waste Land is a nightmare from which the typist may never recover, consisting of passionless caresses, “unreproved, if undesired,” from “the young man carbuncular”—surely the least desirable epithet ever conferred on a man. But then T. S. Eliot’s poem is an example of what Lee Upton calls “dyserotica,” which bears the same relation to the erotic as the worldview of 1984 or Brave New World does to Utopia.

Sex entered literature from the first. Look at Homer. The event propelling The Iliad is a conflict between two warriors over the sexual favors of a concubine, as if the abduction of Helen by Paris—the cause of the entire Trojan War—was pretty much standard practice for that time and place. The hero of The Odyssey, the apotheosis of the Greek masculine ideal, is so magnificent a specimen that goddesses, demigoddesses, and daughters of kings love him, wish to possess him, and do not want to let him go. You can blame Poseidon, god of the sea, for the twenty years it takes Odysseus to reach Ithaka and reclaim his Penelope. But I think the wiles and designs of Calypso and Circe had something to do with it as well.

English lyric poetry (excluded from this anthology for practical considerations but not for lack of love) got its start with the conventions of courtly love, one prime manifestation of Eros. The greatly undervalued Fulke Greville writes with zest of his darling Cynthia, “naked on a bed of play.” The seventeenth-century Cavalier poet Robert Herrick has a phrase as sexy as any I have heard about the effect of clothes on the body of the beloved: “When as in silks my Julia goes,/Then, then (me thinks) how sweetly flowes/That liquefaction of her clothes.” From plainspoken Philip Larkin (1922–1985), who fancied himself “less deceived” than most, we get a rueful little history lesson: “Sexual intercourse began/In nineteen sixty-three/(Which was rather late for me)—/Between the end of the Chatterley ban/And the Beatles’ first LP.” From the Earl of Rochester’s sharp pen comes a rake’s raunchy oath: “O that I now could, by some chemic art,/To sperm convert my vitals and my heart,/That at one thrust I might my soul translate,/And in the womb myself regenerate:/There steep’d in lust, nine months I would remain;/Then boldly fuck my passage out again.”

In the English canon, I have a special affection for the seduction poems of John Donne and Andrew Marvell. Donne issued robust commands and adorned them in the most outlandish of poetic conceits. The female body becomes the map of the world: “License my roving hands, and let them go/Before, behind, between, above, below./O my America! my new-found-land.” Marvell’s “To His Coy Mistress” is a monument to Latin logic (we’re young, time’s flying, act now) and features the sort of naughty pun that has delighted generations of English majors. Having praised his lady hyperbolically in the poem’s first stanza, Marvell heartlessly threatens her in the next with an image of untimely death: “then worms shall try/That long-preserved virginity,/And your quaint honor turn to dust,/And into ashes all my lust.” The pun on quaint—from the medieval queinte, the word from which cunt derives—enhances a poem that epitomizes seventeenth-century metaphysical wit. You’re meant to hear an echo of “The Miller’s Tale,” the bawdiest of Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, in which a cunning clerk catches a lithesome lass “by the queinte.” Chaucer is writing a ribald and bawdy narrative, Marvell a seduction poem with a carpe diem argument. The two works couldn’t differ more dramatically. Yet I would not hesitate to characterize each as erotic—as is, for that matter, the Song of Songs in the Old Testament: “Thou hast ravished my heart, my sister, my spouse; thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eyes, with one bead of thy necklace. How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse! how much better is thy love than wine! And the smell of thine ointments than all spices!”

In the realm of the erotic, the sacred and the profane converge, and so do the sublime and the ridiculous. The overlapping of sexual and religious impulses in art and literature is too marked to go unnoticed. Take, for example, Donne’s “holy sonnet” beginning “Batter my heart, three-personed God.” The poet presents his relation to God as that of a submissive lover begging to be overmastered. He concludes with rapid-fire paradoxes and pleas: “Take me to You, imprison me, for I,/Except You enthrall me, never shall be free,/Nor ever chaste, except You ravish me.” In some of Emily Dickinson’s poems, as in the Donne sonnet, the sexual imagery serves a religious intent, yet the reader suspects that if you flip the terms sexual and religious in that clause, it would work equally well. The erotically obsessed Graham Greene, a sincere Catholic and unreformed adulterer, has a remarkable novel, The End of the Affair, in which the hero loses his lover not to her husband but to a much more formidable adversary—the divinity whom she worships devoutly in church. It’s as if to say that Augustine (as he implies in his Confessions) could as easily have been a sinner as a saint, and with equal passion. For sex is as ancient a ritual, as formidable an imperative, and as elemental an instinct as the impulses to worship and to pray.

Nin Andrews remembers the first time she heard of Eros. Nin was in first grade, and her mother would read aloud to her at night, alternating Bible stories and Greek myths. “One night Mom read of Hades kidnapping Persephone,” she recalls. “Another night King David saw Bathsheba bathing. ‘Why are these men so bad?’ I asked. My mother’s answer: ‘It’s when they’re bad that the story is good, isn’t it?’” Yes, bad behavior is almost always more erotic than good. “Christianity,” according to the French novelist Anatole France, “has done a great deal for love by making a sin out of it.” The transgressive nature of much sexual behavior acts more often as an inducement than as a deterrent, and though some very good poems about lawful wedded bliss do get written, an atmosphere of sinfulness and secrecy, of clandestine assignations and furtive infidelities, permeates much of the best erotic writing. In Greene’s novels, for example, espionage is either an excuse for sexual adventure or a metaphor for it, danger fused with thrill. The id is a rebel angel. Though God instructs Adam to “be fruitful and multiply”—it is the first commandment in Genesis—the sexual means to this end are associated with disobedience. The act of linking their bodies is what Adam and Eve do to consummate their original sin of eating from the tree of knowledge, and carnal knowledge is a beautiful euphemism for copulation considered as a way of passing forbidden knowledge between bodies. And after Adam and Eve have sex and sleep it off, they wake to the consciousness of guilt and the end of public nudity.

The nature of desire, that force or drive that overpowers the will, blinds the eyes, and clouds the rational mind, is a subject in many poems of Eros. Strict constructionists of the erotic argue for the centrality of longing and desire. They feel instinctively that for a poem to qualify as erotic, it has to lead to arousal or quicken desire. I favor a more elastic definition. There is room here for love and wanton lust; for the imp of the perverse, all forms of ardor, all manner of fetish; for rhapsodies of wild nights and rapturous dawns. But I grant the larger point: The heart of the erotic lies not in fulfillment but in desire. As Barbara Lazear Ascher puts it in her book Dancing in the Dark (1999), the erotic heat is “in the longing not the humping.” Desire: It is a peculiarity of the word that it rhymes with fire (as in Robert Frost’s end-of-the-world poem “Fire and Ice”) and with a synonym for need. Let William Blake demonstrate in his four-line poem “The Question Answered”: “What is it men in women do require?/The lineaments of Gratified Desire./What is it women in men do require?/The lineaments of Gratified Desire.”



The idea for this book springs from twin observations about American poetry. Even before launching an annual anthology monitoring the contemporary scene, I couldn’t help noticing that poets, especially younger poets, and younger women above all, were writing with unusual candor and passion and often with intelligence and wit about their sexual relationships. It was all fair game, the whole erotic circle leading from initial attraction to bittersweet after-the-fact rumination and back, with plenty of stops along the way for insults, quarrels, kisses, morals, seduction, foreplay, coition, orgasm, and postcoital tristesse. The tendency has grown even bolder in the last twenty years. Poets are examining the erotic life from all angles and every point of view. They are writing poems based on autobiographical episodes and flamboyant fantasies, poems about body parts and about the very vocabulary we use for our sexual organs, and they are using all the devices at their disposal. They are writing sonnets and sestinas, pantoums and prose poems, ballads and blues. In these pages you will encounter all of the above plus a villanelle, an epigram, an ode to semen, more than one meditation on masturbation, an aubade to greet the dawn and a “late” aubade to justify staying in bed, letters from lover to lover, a dream of universal nudity, and a dream song to infiltrate the sleeping mind in much the way that Cupid joined Pysche in the deepest dark of the night.

The second observation from which this book springs is the recognition that there exists a vital American tradition of erotic poetry. I am thinking of Walt Whitman celebrating the human body and Emily Dickinson contemplating the nectars of Eden, of Edgar Allan Poe’s obsession with another man’s bride and Edith Wharton’s postscript to a night of abandon, of Emma Lazarus’s dream of a secret kiss and Gertrude Stein’s hymn to “lifting belly.” As I read for this book, works of superb sensuality surfaced from sources expected (E. E. Cummings) and unlikely if known at all (Isabella Stewart Gardner). A poem by Francis Scott Key in appreciation of a nubile young woman espied in the nudity of her “shower bath” came as a big surprise. Nor had I previously encountered the suite of short poems written by the aging Kenneth Rexroth in the voice of a young Japanese woman. Among my favorite works in The Best American Erotic Poems is one that Hart Crane wrote at the age of twenty about a man bandaging the hand of a man injured in a factory accident. The subject of “Episode of Hands” is medical. But in its language and imagery, it is extraordinarily erotic: “The gash was bleeding, and a shaft of sun/That glittered in and out among the wheels,/Fell lightly, warmly, down into the wound.” I agree with Ron Horning’s assessment: “‘Episode of Hands’ is as close to Cavafy as any American has ever gotten.”

W. H. Auden’s “The Platonic Blow” is a camp classic, an over-the-top ballad portraying the ideal blowjob. Auden wrote it in New York in 1948 and relished its composition, but he later disavowed it and never claimed copyright. With its flourishes of rhyme and rhetoric, the poem survived for a long time on its underground circulation. But the impulse to censor or self-censor is much less strong today than when Auden began his poem with the smell of the locker room on a spring day, making it “a day for a lay” or “a day to blow or get blown.” I didn’t think twice about including “The Platonic Blow,” which is so well crafted that it blurs any line you can draw between erotica and pornography. The case against Robert Frost’s “The Subverted Flower” is that the scenario described therein will not quicken your libido or warm your heart. But I contend that sexual failure, as common as it is unfortunate, has its place in the literature of Eros. And this dark and uncanny poem begs to be read, interpreted, and discussed in the context of the erotic.

Readers of pornography on the judicial bench claim that they can’t define it but know it when they see it. That is as good an approach as any and has the virtue of implying that all the verbiage on the subject has left us little wiser. You can safely say that pornography “appeals to the prurient interest,” whereas erotica has “literary or artistic value.” The key word in that formulation is “value,” and certainly, in the making of this book, I wanted poems that have added value to our lives and our culture. As I always do when working on an anthology, I welcomed suggestions from friends, colleagues, and students, and what amazed me was how little agreement there was. The disputes were less about the literary quality of the work in review than about whether it was sufficiently erotic. One person recommended Robert Lowell’s “Man and Wife,” in which the married couple has taken tranquilizers, the woman is asleep with her back to the man, and there is a heavy sadness in the air that I took as the very antithesis of the erotic. I know that readers will approach the contents of this book with its title in mind and that therefore poems of a certain subtlety or covert sexual agenda will fit nicely. But I also know that no definition will come in handy to justify my decision to include Frost’s “Subverted Flower” and not Lowell’s “Man and Wife.” It is finally a matter of judgment, instinct, and nerve, and the editor has no choice but to trust his own responses to the serious contenders. Every poem in this book has given me pleasure, most of them have taught me something, and the general assembly delights me with its variety and energy.

Following William Gass in On Being Blue (1976), I believe there are multiple ways that sex can enter a work of writing, including “direct depiction,” the use of “sexual words,” “displacement” (the use of metaphor), and “the use of language like a lover.” I wanted examples of all these. Gass’s idea that the act of writing can itself be erotic makes a lot of sense to me. There are poems that display, in his words, “not the language of love, but the love of language, not matter, but meaning, not what the tongue touches, but what it forms, not lips and nipples, but nouns and verbs.” I am partial to wit in poetry and was intent on including comic and satiric poems in a variety of registers, but I was also deeply attracted to poems that had the sort of hot-blooded passion that you find superbly in D. H. Lawrence. “Be still when you have nothing to say,” Lawrence wrote. “When genuine passion moves you, say what you’ve got to say, and say it hot.”

Over a hundred years after Freud and his disciples argued for the centrality of sex in the formation of the human personality, what was once a contention has become an axiom. Hormones reign and sex sells. If anything, the amount of sex in our cultural life has grown. Nudity onstage in theatrical productions of Marat/Sade and Oh! Calcutta! was sensational in the 1960s but is no big deal today. We are, says the New Republic columnist Britt Peterson, “awash in raunch culture.” She tells of “alt-porn, a new hipster genre” of movie, in which “the smut itself is becoming more upper-middle-class: urbane, ironic, self-aware, and intellectually as well as sexually titillating.”1 Eve Fairbanks, another New Republic diarist, is okay with the knowledge that if you Google her name, you get links to “rambling, bawdy paragraphs done in a stream-of-consciousness, misspelled, arbitrarily capitalized style, like a dirty parody of Finnegans Wake.” The Internet has lifted veils, opened closets, and made a host of fetishes and perversities seem not exactly normal or routine but ubiquitous and therefore legitimate. If every individual can aspire to his or her own website, the value has to be on disclosure, not reticence. “Teens blog details, true or made up, about their personal lives that their elders would have blushed to put in their diaries.”2 Women’s erotica has taken off as a publishing category somewhere between mass romance and outright porn. Sample titles: Bound, Big Guns out of Uniform, and Gotta Have It.3 In The Atlantic, Caitlin Flanagan reports on the “teenage oral-sex craze” and wonders how it came about that America’s girls are “on their knees.” All over Chicago, where Flanagan lives, “in the very best schools, in the nicest families, in the leafiest neighborhoods, twelve-and thirteen-year-old girls are performing oral sex on as many boys as they can.”4 Flanagan is appalled at the phenomenon. Christopher Hitchens in Vanity Fair is breezy in contrast as he propounds the view that the blowjob is America’s “signature sex act.” Hitchens talks about Deep Throat, Portnoy’s Complaint, Lolita, and The Godfather, not to mention the fabled Oval Office vestibule in the Clinton White House, in pursuit of his story: “how America grabbed the Olympic scepter of the blowjob and held on tight.”5

In this context it is not a surprise that poets would write openly and rhapsodically about their sexual lives and dreams. What is eye-opening are the lusty freedom and literary skill with which they have celebrated their erotic imaginations. When I am asked to talk about new trends, the emergence of a voluptuous body of erotic poems is almost always first on my list. It seems that nothing is off-limits to the contemporary poet. Office sex, first sex, oral sex, cybersex (“in a tangle of Internet”), solo sex, sex from the other’s point of view, voyeurism, bondage, parables of gardens with snakes, allegories of flowers and bees, dreams of horses or swans, and the use of a gin bottle as a surrogate lover: They’re all here. And no terms are forbidden from use. There is almost a mini-genre of poems devoted to the attractions and drawbacks of such words as fuck, cunt, pussy, and orgasm. Not that the liberal sprinkling of profanities assures anyone of anything. “I cannot honestly say I see any noteworthy improvement in our life, thought, or writing, now that ‘fuck’ can be heard and seen in public,” William Gass wrote in On Being Blue, “because its appearance is as unmeant and hypocritical as its former absence was. We fear to seem a prude.” Point well taken: Marlon Brando in an undershirt clinching with Eva Marie Saint in a slip (in On the Waterfront, 1954), or Rita Hayworth and Orson Welles embracing on a yacht (in The Lady from Shanghai, 1948), will get your blood going faster than any number of nude scenes in more recent films. Nevertheless, the greater freedom of vocabulary in tandem with a loosening of moral or religious restraint has spurred poets to tackle subjects formerly taboo, and they have done so with such freshness and style that you can’t help taking notice.

For the sake of inclusiveness and variety, I decided to limit each poet (except Emily Dickinson) to one poem. For reasons of space, the unkindest cuts of all had to be made at the last minute. I had to shelve so many worthy poems that I could have made a second anthology approximately the length of this one. The dates given in parentheses following the poems refer usually to year of publication, easier to ascertain than year of composition. In lieu of the conventional biographical note, I have asked the contributors to write a paragraph about their all-time favorite work of erotic writing, any genre, any language, any period. The preferences registered thus far include the Song of Songs, The Tale of Genji, The Story of O, Shakespeare, “No Platonic Love” by the seventeenth-century poet William Cartwright, Robert Herrick, John Donne, Andrew Marvell, Rainer Maria Rilke, Pablo Neruda, E. E. Cummings, Vladimir Nabokov, Anaïs Nin, Marguerite Duras, Frank O’Hara, and Edward Gorey. Seven of the poems in this volume have been named as contributors’ personal favorites: W. H. Auden’s “The Platonic Blow,” Emily Dickinson’s “Come slowly—Eden!” and “Wild Nights—Wild Nights!,” Galway Kinnell’s “Last Gods,” Adrienne Rich’s “(The Floating Poem, Unnumbered),” Charles Simic’s “Breasts,” and Gertrude Stein’s Lifting Belly. Other contributors (such as Walt Whitman, E. E. Cummings, Dennis Cooper, Jennifer L. Knox, Paul Muldoon, John Updike, and Sharon Olds) are also cited as exemplars. The range of opinion is wide, and it’s my hope that people will consult these notes as one would consult an annotated reading list on this most irresistible of subjects.

Although there is plenty of competition, I would cast my own vote for the modern Greek poet C. P. Cavafy (1863–1933). I have long loved such of his poems as “Days of 1908” (trans. James Merrill), “The Next Table” and “Body, Remember…” (trans. Edmund Keeley and Philip Sherrard), and “The Tobacco Shop Window” and “Their Origin” (trans. Theoharis C. Theoharis). Gore Vidal calls Cavafy “the Pindar of the one-night stand between males.” I admire the frank sensuality of Cavafy’s poems, the way he balances memory and desire. He can capture remembered lovers and affairs without falling into the usual traps; he doesn’t overwrite or sentimentalize his feelings. He is a truth-teller. There is a little poem entitled “One Night” in which Cavafy quite characteristically contrasts the gorgeous fever of lovemaking with the humble or seedy circumstances in which it takes place. Emboldened by Nin Andrews, who composed her note on César Vallejo in verse, I have done the same in crafting this imitation of “One Night”:

POEM IN THE MANNER OF C. P. CAVAFY


The room had a bed with torn sheets

above the bar where I met her

on Tuesdays in June and July.

And the light was bad, and there were

holes in the screens in the windows

where flies and mosquitoes

came in with the heat

and the laughter of the workers

playing poker downstairs.




And in that narrow room stinking

of cigarette smoke I breathed in

the bliss that only the young

and invincible know when

her young breasts rose and pressed

against my chest, and I was drunk

on her kisses and all these years later

I am drunk again though alone

as I think of those nights with her.



Ithaca, NY

July 2007







THE BEST AMERICAN EROTIC POEMS






FRANCIS SCOTT KEY (1780–1843)

On a Young Lady’s Going into a Shower Bath





“O that this too too solid flesh would melt

Thaw and resolve itself” to water clear,

And pure as that which flows through flowery vales

Of Arcady, and stays its gentle wave

To kiss the budding blossoms on its brink,

Or to encircle in its fond embrace

Some trembling, blushing maid, who doubting stands,

And hopes and fears to trust the smiling stream!

Then, as the amorous rise of Gods and men

From Heav’n descended in a golden show’r

To Danaë’s open arms, another heav’n

So from the bath, that o’er the shrinking charms

Of Sweet Nerea hung, would I more blest

Than rapturous love, upon a form more fair

Than Danaë’s a silver show’r descends.

O then those charms of which the lighted touch

Would fire the frozen blood of apathy,

Each drop of me should touch, should eager run

Down her fair forehead, down her blushing cheek

To taste the more inviting sweets beneath,

Should trickle down her neck, should slowly wind,

In silver circles round those hills of snow,

Or lingering steal through the sweet vale between

And when at length perplex’d with the rich store

Of nature’s varied, most luxuriant charms,

Amid the circling tendrils which entwine

An altar form’d for love’s soft sacrifice,

Insinuating creep, there as a bee

In a fresh rosebud hid, a refuge find

From the rude napkin’s sacrilegious touch.



(1857)









EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809–1849)

Song





I saw thee on thy bridal day—

When a burning blush came o’er thee,

Though happiness around thee lay,

The world all love before thee:




And in thine eye a kindling light

(Whatever it might be)

Was all on Earth my aching sight

Of Loveliness could see.




That blush, perhaps, was maiden shame—

As such it well may pass—

Though its glow hath raised a fiercer flame

In the breast of him, alas!




Who saw thee on that bridal day,

When that deep blush would come o’er thee,

Though happiness around thee lay,

The world all love before thee.



(1827)









WALT WHITMAN (1819–1892)

I Sing the Body Electric




1


The bodies of men and women engirth me, and I engirth them,

They will not let me off nor I them till I go with them and respond

to them and love them.
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