
Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 

 

 

WHEN I HEARD THE LEARN'D ASTRONOMER.  

(1865) 

 

WHEN I heard the learn'd astronomer, 

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me, 

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and  

measure them, 

When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much  

applause in the lecture-room, 

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. 

 

                                                                        (By the Roadside) 

 



HUSH'D BE THE CAMPS TO-DAY. 
(May 4, 1865.) 

 

HUSH'D be the camps to-day, 

And soldiers let us drape our war-worn weapons, 

And each with musing soul retire to celebrate, 

Our dear commander's death. 

 

No more for him life's stormy conflicts, 

Nor victory, nor defeat—no more time's dark events, 

Charging like ceaseless clouds across the sky. 

 

But sing poet in our name, 

Sing of the love we bore him—because you, dweller in camps, 

know it truly. 

 

As they invault the coffin there, 

Sing—as they close the doors of earth upon him—one verse, 

For the heavy hearts of soldiers. 

 

                                                                   (Memories of President Lincoln) 

 


