










We announce a great Philosopher—perhaps a great Poet—in every

way an original man. It is Walt Whitman. The proof of his greatness

is in his book; and there is proof enough.

The intellectual attitude expressed in these Leaves of Grass, is

grand with the grandeur of independent strength, and beautiful with

the beauty of serene repose. It is the attitude of a proud, noble, vig-

orous life. A human heart is here in these pages—large, wild,

comprehensive—beating with all throbs of passion—enjoying all of

bliss—suffering all of sorrow that is possible to humanity.96

The review proceeded along these lines for nearly two full columns,

heaping the praise on Whitman himself (“No man could utter himself

more fully and truly”), his book (“No book exists anywhere more beau-

tifully in earnest than this”), and even his eccentric poetics (“It rises and

melts into sweet and thrilling music whenever impelled by the beautiful

impulse of a grand thought or emotion”).

At the close of the review, however, probably in an effort to temper his

praise, Clapp quoted Edward Everett Hale’s sole disappointment in Leaves
of Grass when it first appeared in 1855: that it contained “one or two lines

which he would not address to a woman.” From the time that Emerson

first voiced his reservation that “men would not buy the book and give it

to women,” Thayer & Eldridge had feared this sort of criticism more than

any other. And rightly so. In the coming months the discussion of Leaves
of Grass would be dominated by allegations of obscenity that would so con-

sume both the Saturday Press and Thayer & Eldridge that neither would

survive.
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