
Song of Myself (2025 adaptation)

By: Walt Whitman

I sing a song about myself, 

Because I’m glad to be alive. 

Everything I see, touch, smell, and hear 

Becomes part of me. 

We all share this world— The air, the sun, the stars. 

What I feel, others feel too. 



I am just one person, 
But inside me are many things— 
Memories, dreams, 
hopes, and thoughts. 
You have them too. 
We are different, but also the same.



I go outside and feel the wind. 

I lie in the grass and watch the clouds. 

Even the tiniest ant has a purpose. 

The earth whispers to me:

 “You belong.”



I don’t hurry through life. 

I stop and listen. 

A drop of water, a breeze through the trees— 

Each one has something to teach me



I believe no one is too small to matter.

 A farmer, a dancer, a teacher, a child— 

All have stories worth hearing. 

All are important.



 The grass grows for everyone.

 It doesn’t choose favorites. 

It grows under your feet and mine. 

It grows where people laugh, 

And where they cry.



I ask big questions: 

Where did I come from? 

What am I here to do? 

Why does the world feel so big sometimes, 

And so close other times?



I trust myself. 

And I trust the world, 

Even when it’s confusing. 

Even when it’s hard. 

I believe each day brings something new,

 If I’m open to see it.



 I am not afraid to be myself. 

I walk with my head up. 

I greet the birds, the trees, the sky— 

Like old friends



I know I will change. 

I will grow older. 

But a part of me will always Be wild and free 

Like the wind across the open field.



If you’re wondering who I am, 

Don’t look far.

 I’m in the sound of a song, 

The shade of a tree, 

The smile of someone who truly sees you. 



And if you ever feel lost, 

Just stop. Breathe. 

Feel your heart. 

You’ll find me there. 

And maybe, 

You’ll find yourself too.
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