O Captain! Ny Captain!

by Wall Whitman

O CEPIASIU my Captain! our fearful tip is done;
SE@QMMW%M'&WM%WO%,WWW&WW%WML;
Fhe port o neas, the bells S hear, the people all exulling,
TWOhile follow oyes the steady feel, the sessel quim and daring:

Buk O heart! heart! heart!

O the blecding drops of xed,
Where on the deck my Captain fies,
Fallen cofd and dead.

Rise up-for you the flag is flung-for you the bugle tills; 10
gmwgwbdaan&wg/&mé Wa%a—-ﬁomﬂzm%@oﬂuwwa-m&w;

Here Caplain! dear father!
Thio arm beneath your head;
You'se fallen cold and dead.
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Exult, © shores, and ving, © Lollb!
But S, with mownful lread,
Wtk the deck my Caplain lics,

Fallen cold and dead.



