Econony

Wen | wote the follow ng pages, or rather the bulk of them I
lived alone, in the woods, a mle fromany neighbor, in a house
which | had built nyself, on the shore of \Wal den Pond, in Concord,
Massachusetts, and earned ny living by the labor of ny hands only.

I lived there two years and two months. At present | am a soj ourner
incivilized Iife again.

I should not obtrude ny affairs so nmuch on the notice of ny
readers if very particular inquiries had not been nmade by ny
townsnmen concerning nmy node of life, which sone woul d cal
i mpertinent, though they do not appear to me at all inpertinent,
but, considering the circunstances, very natural and pertinent.

Sone have asked what | got to eat; if |I did not feel |onesone; if I
was not afraid; and the like. Ohers have been curious to learn
what portion of ny income | devoted to charitabl e purposes; and
some, who have large fanmilies, how nany poor children | naintained.
I will therefore ask those of ny readers who feel no particul ar
interest in ne to pardon ne if | undertake to answer sonme of these
questions in this book. In nost books, the I, or first person, is
omitted; inthis it will be retained; that, in respect to egotism
is the min difference. W comonly do not renenber that it is,
after all, always the first person that is speaking. | should not
tal k so much about nyself if there were anybody el se whom | knew as
well. Unfortunately, I amconfined to this thene by the narrowness
of nmy experience. Mreover, |, on ny side, require of every witer,
first or last, a sinple and sincere account of his own |life, and not
merely what he has heard of other men's lives; sone such account as
he woul d send to his kindred froma distant land; for if he has
lived sincerely, it nmust have been in a distant land to nme. Perhaps

these pages are nore particularly addressed to poor students. As



for the rest of ny readers, they will accept such portions as apply
to them | trust that none will stretch the seams in putting on the
coat, for it may do good service to himwhomit fits.

I would fain say somet hing, not so nuch concerning the Chinese
and Sandwi ch | sl anders as you who read these pages, who are said to
live in New Engl and; sonething about your condition, especially your
outward condition or circunstances in this world, in this town, what
it is, whether it is necessary that it be as bad as it is, whether
it cannot be inproved as well as not. | have travelled a good dea
in Concord; and everywhere, in shops, and offices, and fields, the
i nhabi tants have appeared to me to be doi ng penance in a thousand
remar kabl e ways. What | have heard of Bramins sitting exposed to
four fires and looking in the face of the sun; or hangi ng suspended,
with their heads downward, over flanes; or |ooking at the heavens
over their shoulders "until it becones inpossible for themto resune
their natural position, while fromthe twi st of the neck nothing but
liquids can pass into the stomach"; or dwelling, chained for life,
at the foot of a tree; or nmeasuring with their bodies, like
caterpillars, the breadth of vast enpires; or standing on one |leg on
the tops of pillars -- even these forns of consci ous penance are
hardly nore incredible and astonishing than the scenes which | daily
witness. The twelve |abors of Hercules were trifling in conparison
with those which ny nei ghbors have undertaken; for they were only
twel ve, and had an end; but | could never see that these nen slew or
captured any nonster or finished any |labor. They have no friend
lolaus to burn with a hot iron the root of the hydra's head, but as
soon as one head is crushed, two spring up

| see young men, ny townsmen, whose misfortune it is to have
i nherited farms, houses, barns, cattle, and farming tools; for these
are nore easily acquired than got rid of. Better if they had been
born in the open pasture and suckled by a wolf, that they m ght have
seen with clearer eyes what field they were called to labor in. Wo

made them serfs of the soil? Wy should they eat their sixty acres



when man is condemmed to eat only his peck of dirt? Wy should they
begi n digging their graves as soon as they are born? They have got
tolive a man's life, pushing all these things before them and get
on as well as they can. How nmany a poor imortal soul have | net
wel | -ni gh crushed and snothered under its | oad, creeping down the
road of life, pushing before it a barn seventy-five feet by forty,
its Augean stabl es never cleansed, and one hundred acres of | and,
tillage, now ng, pasture, and woodlot! The portionless, who
struggle with no such unnecessary inherited encunbrances, find it
| abor enough to subdue and cultivate a few cubic feet of flesh

But nen | abor under a mistake. The better part of the man is
soon plowed into the soil for conpost. By a seenming fate, conmonly
call ed necessity, they are enployed, as it says in an old book
| aying up treasures which nmoth and rust will corrupt and thieves
break through and steal. It is a fool's life, as they will find
when they get to the end of it, if not before. It is said that
Deucal i on and Pyrrha created nen by throw ng stones over their heads

behi nd t hem - -

I nde genus durum sunus, experiensque | aborum

Et docunenta danus qua sinmus origine nati.

O, as Raleigh rhynmes it in his sonorous way, --

"Fromthence our kind hard-hearted is, enduring pain and care,

Approvi ng that our bodies of a stony nature are."

So nuch for a blind obedience to a blundering oracle, throw ng the
stones over their heads behind them and not seeing where they fell
Most nen, even in this conparatively free country, through nere
i gnorance and mi stake, are so occupied with the factitious cares and
superfluously coarse labors of life that its finer fruits cannot be
pl ucked by them Their fingers, fromexcessive toil, are too clunsy

and trenble too nmuch for that. Actually, the |aboring man has not



|l eisure for a true integrity day by day; he cannot afford to sustain
the manliest relations to nmen; his |abor would be depreciated in the
market. He has no time to be anything but a machine. How can he
renenber well his ignorance -- which his growth requires -- who has
so often to use his know edge? W should feed and cl othe him
gratuitously sonmetines, and recruit himw th our cordials, before we
judge of him The finest qualities of our nature, |ike the bloomon
fruits, can be preserved only by the nost delicate handling. Yet we
do not treat ourselves nor one another thus tenderly.

Sone of you, we all know, are poor, find it hard to live, are
sometines, as it were, gasping for breath. | have no doubt that
some of you who read this book are unable to pay for all the dinners
whi ch you have actually eaten, or for the coats and shoes which are
fast wearing or are already worn out, and have conme to this page to
spend borrowed or stolen tine, robbing your creditors of an hour
It is very evident what nmean and sneaking lives nmany of you Ilive,
for my sight has been whetted by experience; always on the linits,
trying to get into business and trying to get out of debt, a very
anci ent slough, called by the Latins aes alienum another's brass,
for some of their coins were nade of brass; still living, and dying,
and buried by this other's brass; always promising to pay, prom sing
to pay, tonorrow, and dying today, insolvent; seeking to curry
favor, to get custom by how nany nodes, only not state-prison
of fenses; lying, flattering, voting, contracting yourselves into a
nutshell of civility or dilating into an atnosphere of thin and
vaporous generosity, that you may persuade your nei ghbor to let you
make his shoes, or his hat, or his coat, or his carriage, or inport
his groceries for him naking yourselves sick, that you may lay up
somet hi ng agai nst a sick day, sonething to be tucked away in an old
chest, or in a stocking behind the plastering, or, nore safely, in
the brick bank; no matter where, no matter how much or how little.

| sonetines wonder that we can be so frivolous, | may al nost

say, as to attend to the gross but sonmewhat foreign form of



servitude called Negro Slavery, there are so many keen and subtle
masters that enslave both North and South. It is hard to have a
Sout hern overseer; it is worse to have a Northern one; but worst of
all when you are the slave-driver of yourself. Talk of a divinity
in man! Look at the teanster on the highway, wending to market by
day or night; does any divinity stir within hin? H s highest duty
to fodder and water his horses! What is his destiny to himconpared
with the shipping interests? Does not he drive for Squire
Make-a-stir? How godlike, howimmortal, is he? See how he cowers
and sneaks, how vaguely all the day he fears, not being i mortal nor
di vine, but the slave and prisoner of his own opinion of hinself, a
fame won by his own deeds. Public opinion is a weak tyrant conpared
with our own private opinion. Wat a man thinks of hinmself, that it
is which determ nes, or rather indicates, his fate.

Sel f - ermanci pation even in the West I|ndian provinces of the fancy and
i magi nation -- what Wl berforce is there to bring that about?

Thi nk, also, of the ladies of the | and weaving toil et cushions
against the last day, not to betray too green an interest in their
fates! As if you could kill time without injuring eternity.

The mass of men |lead |ives of quiet desperation. What is called
resignation is confirmed desperation. Fromthe desperate city you
go into the desperate country, and have to console yourself with the
bravery of mnks and muskrats. A stereotyped but unconscious
despair is conceal ed even under what are called the ganmes and
anusenments of mankind. There is no play in them for this cones
after work. But it is a characteristic of wisdomnot to do
desper at e things.

When we consider what, to use the words of the catechism is the
chief end of man, and what are the true necessaries and neans of
life, it appears as if nen had deliberately chosen the conmobn node
of living because they preferred it to any other. Yet they honestly
think there is no choice left. But alert and healthy natures

renenber that the sun rose clear. It is never too late to give up



our prejudices. No way of thinking or doing, however ancient, can
be trusted w thout proof. What everybody echoes or in silence
passes by as true to-day may turn out to be fal sehood to-norrow,
nmere snmoke of opinion, which sone had trusted for a cloud that woul d
sprinkle fertilizing rain on their fields. What old people say you
cannot do, you try and find that you can. d d deeds for old people
and new deeds for new. O d people did not know enough once,
perchance, to fetch fresh fuel to keep the fire a-going; new people
put a little dry wood under a pot, and are whirled round the gl obe
with the speed of birds, in a way to kill old people, as the phrase
is. Age is no better, hardly so well, qualified for an instructor
as youth, for it has not profited so nmuch as it has lost. One nay
al rost doubt if the wi sest nan has | earned anything of absolute
value by living. Practically, the old have no very inportant advice
to give the young, their own experience has been so partial, and
their lives have been such niserable failures, for private reasons,
as they nust believe; and it may be that they have sone faith left
whi ch belies that experience, and they are only | ess young than they
were. | have lived some thirty years on this planet, and | have yet
to hear the first syllable of valuable or even earnest advice from
my seniors. They have told ne nothing, and probably cannot tell ne
anything to the purpose. Here is life, an experinment to a great
extent untried by nme; but it does not avail nme that they have tried
it. If | have any experience which | think valuable, | amsure to
reflect that this nmy Mentors said nothing about.

One farmer says to ne, "You cannot |ive on vegetable food
solely, for it furnishes nothing to nake bones with"; and so he
religiously devotes a part of his day to supplying his systemwth
the raw material of bones; walking all the while he tal ks behind his
oxen, which, with vegetabl e-nmade bones, jerk himand his | unbering
plow along in spite of every obstacle. Some things are really
necessaries of life in sone circles, the nost hel pl ess and di seased,

which in others are luxuries nerely, and in others still are



entirely unknown.

The whol e ground of human life seens to sone to have been gone
over by their predecessors, both the heights and the valleys, and
all things to have been cared for. According to Evelyn, "the w se
Sol onon prescri bed ordi nances for the very distances of trees; and
the Ronman praetors have deci ded how often you may go into your
nei ghbor's land to gather the acorns which fall on it without
trespass, and what share belongs to that neighbor.” Hippocrates has
even left directions how we should cut our nails; that is, even with
the ends of the fingers, neither shorter nor |onger. Undoubtedly
the very tediumand ennui which presune to have exhausted the
variety and the joys of |life are as old as Adam But nman's
capacities have never been measured; nor are we to judge of what he
can do by any precedents, so little has been tried. Whatever have
been thy failures hitherto, "be not afflicted, nmy child, for who
shall assign to thee what thou hast |eft undone?”

We mght try our lives by a thousand sinple tests; as, for
i nstance, that the same sun which ripens ny beans illunines at once
a systemof earths like ours. |If | had renmenbered this it would
have prevented sone m stakes. This was not the light in which I
hoed them The stars are the apexes of what wonderful triangles!
What distant and different beings in the various mansions of the
uni verse are contenplating the sane one at the sanme nmonent! Nature
and human life are as various as our several constitutions. Who
shal | say what prospect life offers to another? Could a greater
mracle take place than for us to | ook through each other's eyes for
an instant? W should live in all the ages of the world in an hour;
ay, in all the worlds of the ages. History, Poetry, Mthology! -- |
know of no reading of another's experience so startling and
informng as this woul d be.

The greater part of what my nei ghbors call good | believe in ny
soul to be bad, and if | repent of anything, it is very likely to be

my good behavior. Wat denon possessed ne that | behaved so well?



You nmay say the wisest thing you can, old man -- you who have lived
seventy years, not w thout honor of a kind -- | hear an irresistible
voi ce which invites ne away fromall that. One generation abandons
the enterprises of another |ike stranded vessels.

I think that we may safely trust a good deal nore than we do.
We nmay wai ve just so nuch care of ourselves as we honestly bestow
el sewhere. Nature is as well adapted to our weakness as to our
strength. The incessant anxiety and strain of some is a well-nigh
i ncurable formof disease. W are nmade to exaggerate the inportance
of what work we do; and yet how nuch is not done by us! or, what if
we had been taken sick? How vigilant we are! determ ned not to live
by faith if we can avoid it; all the day long on the alert, at night
we unwi llingly say our prayers and conmit ourselves to
uncertainties. So thoroughly and sincerely are we conpelled to
live, reverencing our life, and denying the possibility of change.
This is the only way, we say; but there are as many ways as there
can be drawn radii fromone centre. Al change is a mracle to
contenplate; but it is a niracle which is taking place every
instant. Confucius said, "To know that we know what we know, and
that we do not know what we do not know, that is true know edge."”
When one man has reduced a fact of the inagination to be a fact to
his understanding, | foresee that all nmen at length establish their
Iives on that basis.

Let us consider for a nonent what nost of the trouble and
anxi ety which | have referred to is about, and how nmuch it is
necessary that we be troubled, or at least careful. It would be
sonme advantage to live a primtive and frontier life, though in the
nm dst of an outward civilization, if only to |learn what are the
gross necessaries of |life and what nethods have been taken to obtain
them or even to | ook over the old day-books of the nerchants, to
see what it was that nmen nost comonly bought at the stores, what
they stored, that is, what are the grossest groceries. For the

i mprovenents of ages have had but little influence on the essential



|l aws of man's existence; as our skel etons, probably, are not to be
di stingui shed fromthose of our ancestors.

By the words, necessary of life, | nmean whatever, of all that
man obtains by his own exertions, has been fromthe first, or from
| ong use has becone, so inportant to human life that few, if any,
whet her from savageness, or poverty, or philosophy, ever attenpt to
do without it. To many creatures there is in this sense but one
necessary of life, Food. To the bison of the prairie it is a few
i nches of palatable grass, with water to drink; unless he seeks the
Shelter of the forest or the nountain's shadow. None of the brute
creation requires nore than Food and Shelter. The necessaries of
life for man in this clinmate may, accurately enough, be distributed
under the several heads of Food, Shelter, d othing, and Fuel; for
not till we have secured these are we prepared to entertain the true
problens of life with freedomand a prospect of success. Man has
i nvented, not only houses, but clothes and cooked food; and possibly
fromthe accidental discovery of the warnth of fire, and the
consequent use of it, at first a luxury, arose the present necessity
to sit by it. W observe cats and dogs acquiring the same second
nature. By proper Shelter and Clothing we legitimately retain our
own internal heat; but with an excess of these, or of Fuel, that is,
with an external heat greater than our own internal, nay not cookery
properly be said to begin? Darwin, the naturalist, says of the
i nhabitants of Tierra del Fuego, that while his own party, who were
well clothed and sitting close to a fire, were far fromtoo warm
t hese naked savages, who were farther off, were observed, to his
great surprise, "to be streamng with perspiration at undergoi ng
such a roasting." So, we are told, the New Hol |l ander goes naked
with inpunity, while the European shivers in his clothes. 1Is it
i mpossi bl e to conbi ne the hardi ness of these savages with the
intell ectual ness of the civilized man? According to Liebig, man's
body is a stove, and food the fuel which keeps up the interna

conbustion in the lungs. |In cold weather we eat nore, in warm| ess.



The animal heat is the result of a slow combustion, and di sease and
death take place when this is too rapid; or for want of fuel, or
fromsone defect in the draught, the fire goes out. O course the
vital heat is not to be confounded with fire; but so nuch for

anal ogy. It appears, therefore, fromthe above list, that the
expression, animal life, is nearly synonynous with the expression
ani mal heat; for while Food may be regarded as the Fuel which keeps
up the fire within us -- and Fuel serves only to prepare that Food
or to increase the warnth of our bodies by addition fromw thout --
Shelter and Clothing also serve only to retain the heat thus

gener ated and absor bed.

The grand necessity, then, for our bodies, is to keep warm to
keep the vital heat in us. What pains we accordingly take, not only
with our Food, and C othing, and Shelter, but with our beds, which
are our night-clothes, robbing the nests and breasts of birds to
prepare this shelter within a shelter, as the nole has its bed of
grass and |l eaves at the end of its burrow The poor man is wont to
complain that this is a cold world; and to cold, no | ess physica
than social, we refer directly a great part of our ails. The
sumrer, in sonme climtes, nmakes possible to man a sort of Elysian
life. Fuel, except to cook his Food, is then unnecessary; the sun
is his fire, and many of the fruits are sufficiently cooked by its
rays; while Food generally is nore various, and nore easily
obt ai ned, and dothing and Shelter are wholly or half unnecessary.
At the present day, and in this country, as | find by my own
experience, a few inplements, a knife, an axe, a spade, a
wheel barrow, etc., and for the studious, |lanplight, stationery, and
access to a few books, rank next to necessaries, and can all be
obtained at a trifling cost. Yet some, not wise, go to the other
side of the gl obe, to barbarous and unheal thy regi ons, and devote
thenselves to trade for ten or twenty years, in order that they may
live -- that is, keep confortably warm-- and die in New Engl and at

last. The luxuriously rich are not sinply kept confortably warm



but unnaturally hot; as | inplied before, they are cooked, of course
a | a node.

Most of the luxuries, and nany of the so-called conforts of
life, are not only not indispensable, but positive hindrances to the
el evation of mankind. Wth respect to luxuries and conforts, the
wi sest have ever lived a nore sinple and neagre |life than the poor
The anci ent phil osophers, Chinese, Hi ndoo, Persian, and G eek, were
a class than whi ch none has been poorer in outward riches, none so
rich in inward. W know not nuch about them It is renmarkable that
we know so nmuch of themas we do. The sane is true of the nore
nmodern reforners and benefactors of their race. None can be an
impartial or w se observer of human |ife but fromthe vantage ground
of what we should call voluntary poverty. O a life of luxury the
fruit is luxury, whether in agriculture, or comrerce, or literature,
or art. There are nowadays professors of philosophy, but not
phi |l osophers. Yet it is adnmirable to profess because it was once
admrable to live. To be a phil osopher is not nerely to have subtle
t houghts, nor even to found a school, but so to | ove wisdomas to
live according to its dictates, a life of sinplicity, independence,
magnanimty, and trust. It is to solve some of the problenms of
life, not only theoretically, but practically. The success of great
scholars and thinkers is commonly a courtier-1like success, not
kingly, not manly. They make shift to live nerely by confornity,
practically as their fathers did, and are in no sense the
progenitors of a noble race of nmen. But why do nen degenerate ever?
VWhat makes families run out? What is the nature of the [ uxury which
enervates and destroys nations? Are we sure that there is none of
it in our ow lives? The philosopher is in advance of his age even
in the outward formof his life. He is not fed, sheltered, clothed,
warned, |ike his contenporaries. How can a nman be a phil osopher and
not maintain his vital heat by better nethods than other nmen?

When a man is warnmed by the several nodes which I have

descri bed, what does he want next? Surely not nore warnth of the



same kind, as nore and richer food, |larger and nore splendid houses,
finer and nore abundant cl ot hing, nore nunerous, incessant, and
hotter fires, and the like. Wen he has obtained those things which
are necessary to life, there is another alternative than to obtain
the superfluities; and that is, to adventure on life now, his
vacation from hunbler toil having commenced. The soil, it appears,
is suited to the seed, for it has sent its radicle dowmward, and it
may now send its shoot upward also with confidence. Wy has man
rooted hinself thus firmy in the earth, but that he may rise in the
same proportion into the heavens above? -- for the nobler plants are

valued for the fruit they bear at last in the air and light, far

fromthe ground, and are not treated |ike the hunbler escul ents,
whi ch, though they may be biennials, are cultivated only till they
have perfected their root, and often cut down at top for this
pur pose, so that nost would not know themin their flowering season
I do not nmean to prescribe rules to strong and valiant natures,
who will mind their own affairs whether in heaven or hell, and
perchance build nore magnificently and spend nore lavishly than the
richest, wi thout ever inpoverishing thenselves, not know ng how t hey
live -- if, indeed, there are any such, as has been dreaned; nor to
those who find their encouragenent and inspiration in precisely the
present condition of things, and cherish it with the fondness and
ent husi asm of |lovers -- and, to sone extent, | reckon nyself in this
nunber; | do not speak to those who are well enployed, in whatever
ci rcunst ances, and they know whether they are well enpl oyed or not;
-- but mainly to the mass of men who are discontented, and idly
conpl ai ning of the hardness of their lot or of the tines, when they
m ght inprove them There are sone who conplain nost energetically
and inconsol ably of any, because they are, as they say, doing their
duty. | also have in ny nind that seeningly wealthy, but nost
terribly inpoverished class of all, who have accunul ated dross, but

know not how to use it, or get rid of it, and thus have forged their



own gol den or silver fetters

If | should attenpt to tell how | have desired to spend ny life
in years past, it would probably surprise those of ny readers who
are sonewhat acquainted with its actual history; it would certainly
astoni sh those who know nothing about it. | will only hint at some
of the enterprises which | have cheri shed.

In any weather, at any hour of the day or night, | have been
anxious to inprove the nick of time, and notch it on ny stick too;
to stand on the neeting of two eternities, the past and future,
which is precisely the present nonent; to toe that Iine. You wll
pardon some obscurities, for there are nore secrets in ny trade than
in nmost men's, and yet not voluntarily kept, but inseparable from
its very nature. | would gladly tell all that | know about it, and
never paint "No Adnmittance" on mny gate.

I long ago | ost a hound, a bay horse, and a turtle dove, and am
still on their trail. Many are the travellers | have spoken
concerning them describing their tracks and what calls they
answered to. | have nmet one or two who had heard the hound, and the
tranp of the horse, and even seen the dove di sappear behind a cloud,
and they seened as anxious to recover themas if they had | ost them
t hensel ves

To anticipate, not the sunrise and the dawn nerely, but, if
possi bl e, Nature herself! How many norni ngs, sumer and wi nter
bef ore yet any nei ghbor was stirring about his business, have | been
about mne! No doubt, many of ny townsnen have net ne returning
fromthis enterprise, farmers starting for Boston in the twlight,
or woodchoppers going to their work. It is true, | never assisted
the sun materially in his rising, but, doubt not, it was of the |ast
i mportance only to be present at it.

So many autumm, ay, and w nter days, spent outside the town,
trying to hear what was in the wind, to hear and carry it express!

I well-nigh sunk all ny capital init, and lost ny own breath into

the bargain, running in the face of it. |If it had concerned either



of the political parties, depend upon it, it would have appeared in
the CGazette with the earliest intelligence. At other times watching
fromthe observatory of sonme cliff or tree, to tel egraph any new
arrival; or waiting at evening on the hill-tops for the sky to fall
that | might catch sonething, though I never caught ruch, and that,
manna-w se, woul d dissolve again in the sun

For along tine | was reporter to a journal, of no very w de
circul ati on, whose editor has never yet seen fit to print the bulk
of nmy contributions, and, as is too common with witers, | got only
my |abor for nmy pains. However, in this case ny pains were their
own reward.

For many years | was sel f-appointed i nspector of snow stormnms and
rain-stornms, and did nmy duty faithfully; surveyor, if not of
hi ghways, then of forest paths and all across-lot routes, keeping
them open, and ravines bridged and passable at all seasons, where
the public heel had testified to their utility.

| have | ooked after the wild stock of the town, which give a
faithful herdsman a good deal of trouble by |eaping fences; and
have had an eye to the unfrequented nooks and corners of the farm
though | did not always know whet her Jonas or Sol onon worked in a
particular field to-day; that was none of mny business. | have
wat ered the red huckl eberry, the sand cherry and the nettle-tree,
the red pine and the black ash, the white grape and the yell ow
violet, which nmight have withered else in dry seasons

In short, | went on thus for a long tine (I my say it wthout
boasting), faithfully mnding ny business, till it becanme nore and
nmore evident that nmy townsmen would not after all admit ne into the
list of town officers, nor make ny place a sinecure with a noderate
al | omance. M accounts, which | can swear to have kept faithfully,
I have, indeed, never got audited, still |less accepted, still |ess
paid and settled. However, | have not set ny heart on that.

Not |ong since, a strolling Indian went to sell baskets at the

house of a well-known | awyer in ny neighborhood. "Do you wish to



buy any baskets?" he asked. "No, we do not want any," was the
reply. "Wat!" exclaimed the Indian as he went out the gate, "do

you mean to starve us?" Having seen his industrious white neighbors

so well off -- that the |lawer had only to weave argunents, and, by
some magic, wealth and standing followed -- he had said to hinself:
I will go into business; | will weave baskets; it is a thing which I

can do. Thinking that when he had nade the baskets he woul d have
done his part, and then it would be the white man's to buy them He
had not discovered that it was necessary for himto nmake it worth
the other's while to buy them or at |east nmake himthink that it
was so, or to nmake sonething el se which it would be worth his while
to buy. | too had woven a kind of basket of a delicate texture, but
I had not nade it worth any one's while to buy them Yet not the
less, inmy case, did | think it worth ny while to weave them and
i nstead of studying how to nmake it worth nen's while to buy ny
baskets, | studied rather how to avoid the necessity of selling
them The life which nmen praise and regard as successful is but one
kind. Wiy should we exaggerate any one kind at the expense of the
ot hers?

Finding that ny fellowcitizens were not likely to offer ne any
roomin the court house, or any curacy or living anywhere el se, but
I nust shift for nyself, | turned ny face nore exclusively than ever
to the woods, where | was better known. | determined to go into
busi ness at once, and not wait to acquire the usual capital, using
such sl ender neans as | had already got. M purpose in going to
Wal den Pond was not to live cheaply nor to live dearly there, but to
transact sone private business with the fewest obstacles; to be
hi ndered from acconplishing which for want of a little conmon sense,
alittle enterprise and business talent, appeared not so sad as
fool i sh.

| have al ways endeavored to acquire strict business habits; they
are indispensable to every man. If your trade is with the Celestia

Empire, then sone small counting house on the coast, in some Sal em



harbor, will be fixture enough. You will export such articles as
the country affords, purely native products, nuch ice and pine
tinber and a little granite, always in native bottonms. These wll
be good ventures. To oversee all the details yourself in person; to
be at once pilot and captain, and owner and underwriter; to buy and
sell and keep the accounts; to read every letter received, and wite
or read every letter sent; to superintend the discharge of inports
ni ght and day; to be upon many parts of the coast alnpbst at the same
time -- often the richest freight will be discharged upon a Jersey
shore; -- to be your own tel egraph, unweariedly sweeping the
hori zon, speaking all passing vessels bound coastwi se; to keep up a
steady despatch of commodities, for the supply of such a distant and
exorbitant market; to keep yourself informed of the state of the
mar kets, prospects of war and peace everywhere, and anticipate the
tendencies of trade and civilization -- taking advantage of the
results of all exploring expeditions, using new passages and al
i mprovenents in navigation; -- charts to be studied, the position of
reefs and new |lights and buoys to be ascertained, and ever, and
ever, the logarithnmc tables to be corrected, for by the error of
some cal cul ator the vessel often splits upon a rock that shoul d have
reached a friendly pier -- there is the untold fate of La Prouse;
-- universal science to be kept pace with, studying the lives of al
great discoverers and navigators, great adventurers and nerchants,
from Hanno and the Phoenicians down to our day; in fine, account of
stock to be taken fromtine to tinme, to know how you stand. It is a
| abor to task the faculties of a man -- such problens of profit and
|l oss, of interest, of tare and tret, and gauging of all kinds init,
as denmand a universal know edge.

| have thought that WAl den Pond woul d be a good pl ace for
busi ness, not solely on account of the railroad and the ice trade;
it offers advantages which it may not be good policy to divulge; it
is a good port and a good foundation. No Neva narshes to be filled;

t hough you nust everywhere build on piles of your own driving. It



is said that a flood-tide, with a westerly wind, and ice in the
Neva, would sweep St. Petersburg fromthe face of the earth

As this business was to be entered into w thout the usua
capital, it nmay not be easy to conjecture where those neans, that
will still be indispensable to every such undertaking, were to be
obtained. As for Clothing, to come at once to the practical part of
the question, perhaps we are | ed oftener by the |ove of novelty and
a regard for the opinions of men, in procuring it, than by a true
utility. Let himwho has work to do recollect that the object of
clothing is, first, toretain the vital heat, and secondly, in this
state of society, to cover nakedness, and he may judge how nuch of
any necessary or inportant work may be acconplished w t hout adding
to his wardrobe. Kings and queens who wear a suit but once, though
made by sone tailor or dressnaker to their majesties, cannot know
the confort of wearing a suit that fits. They are no better than
wooden horses to hang the clean clothes on. Every day our garnents
beconme nore assinilated to ourselves, receiving the inpress of the
wearer's character, until we hesitate to lay them aside w thout such
del ay and nedi cal appliances and sone such solemity even as our
bodies. No man ever stood the lower in nmy estimation for having a
patch in his clothes; yet | amsure that there is greater anxiety,
commonly, to have fashionable, or at |east clean and unpatched
clothes, than to have a sound conscience. But even if the rent is
not nended, perhaps the worst vice betrayed is inprovidence.
sonmetines try ny acquai ntances by such tests as this -- Wo could
wear a patch, or two extra seanms only, over the knee? Mst behave
as if they believed that their prospects for life would be ruined if
they should do it. It would be easier for themto hobble to town
with a broken leg than with a broken pantaloon. Oten if an
acci dent happens to a gentleman's |egs, they can be nended; but if a
simlar accident happens to the |l egs of his pantal oons, there is no
help for it; for he considers, not what is truly respectable, but

what is respected. W know but few nmen, a great many coats and



breeches. Dress a scarecrow in your last shift, you standing

shiftl ess by, who would not soonest salute the scarecrow? Passing a
cornfield the other day, close by a hat and coat on a stake, |
recogni zed the owner of the farm He was only a little nore

weat her - beaten than when | saw himlast. | have heard of a dog that
barked at every stranger who approached his master's prem ses with
clothes on, but was easily quieted by a naked thief. It is an

i nteresting question how far men would retain their relative rank if
they were divested of their clothes. Could you, in such a case,
tell surely of any conpany of civilized nmen which bel onged to the
nmost respected class? Wen Madam Pfeiffer, in her adventurous
travel s round the world, fromeast to west, had got so near hone as
Asi atic Russia, she says that she felt the necessity of wearing
other than a travelling dress, when she went to neet the
authorities, for she "was nowin a civilized country, where ..
peopl e are judged of by their clothes.” Even in our denocratic New
Engl and towns the accidental possession of wealth, and its

mani festation in dress and equi page al one, obtain for the possessor
al nost universal respect. But they yield such respect, nunerous as
they are, are so far heathen, and need to have a nissionary sent to
them Beside, clothes introduced sewi ng, a kind of work which you
may call endl ess; a wonan's dress, at |east, is never done.

A man who has at length found sonething to do will not need to
get a new suit to do it in; for himthe old will do, that has lain
dusty in the garret for an indeterninate period. Od shoes wll
serve a hero longer than they have served his valet -- if a hero
ever has a valet -- bare feet are ol der than shoes, and he can nake
themdo. Only they who go to soires and |legislative balls nust
have new coats, coats to change as often as the man changes in them
But if ny jacket and trousers, ny hat and shoes, are fit to worship
God in, they will do; will they not? Wo ever saw his old clothes
-- his old coat, actually worn out, resolved into its prinmtive

el ements, so that it was not a deed of charity to bestow it on some



poor boy, by him perchance to be bestowed on sone poorer still, or
shall we say richer, who could do with less? | say, beware of all
enterprises that require new clothes, and not rather a new wearer of
clothes. |If there is not a new man, how can the new cl ot hes be made
to fit? |If you have any enterprise before you, try it in your old
clothes. Al nen want, not sonething to do with, but sonething to
do, or rather sonething to be. Perhaps we should never procure a
new suit, however ragged or dirty the old, until we have so
conducted, so enterprised or sailed in some way, that we feel |ike
new nen in the old, and that to retain it would be |ike keepi ng new
wine in old bottles. Qur moulting season, like that of the fow s,
must be a crisis in our lives. The loon retires to solitary ponds
to spend it. Thus also the snake casts its slough, and the
caterpillar its worny coat, by an internal industry and expansi on;
for clothes are but our outnobst cuticle and nortal coil. O herw se
we shall be found sailing under false colors, and be inevitably
cashiered at last by our own opinion, as well as that of mankind.

We don garnent after garnent, as if we grew |ike exogenous
pl ants by addition without. Qur outside and often thin and fancifu
clothes are our epiderm s, or false skin, which partakes not of our
life, and may be stripped off here and there without fatal injury;
our thicker garments, constantly worn, are our cellular integunent,
or cortex; but our shirts are our liber, or true bark, which cannot
be renmoved without girdling and so destroying the man. | believe
that all races at sone seasons wear sonething equivalent to the
shirt. It is desirable that a man be clad so sinply that he can |ay
his hands on hinself in the dark, and that he live in all respects
so conpactly and preparedly that, if an eneny take the town, he can
like the old phil osopher, wal k out the gate enpty-handed wi thout
anxiety. Wiile one thick garment is, for nost purposes, as good as
three thin ones, and cheap clothing can be obtained at prices really
to suit custoners; while a thick coat can be bought for five

dollars, which will last as many years, thick pantal oons for two



dol l ars, cowhide boots for a dollar and a half a pair, a sumrer hat
for a quarter of a dollar, and a winter cap for sixty-two and a half
cents, or a better be nade at hone at a nominal cost, where is he so
poor that, clad in such a suit, of his own earning, there will not
be found wi se men to do himreverence?

When | ask for a garment of a particular form ny tailoress
tells ne gravely, "They do not make them so now, " not enphasizing
the "They" at all, as if she quoted an authority as inpersonal as
the Fates, and | find it difficult to get nade what | want, sinply
because she cannot believe that | nmean what | say, that | am so
rash. Vhen | hear this oracular sentence, | amfor a nonent
absorbed in thought, enphasizing to nmyself each word separately that
| may cone at the neaning of it, that | may find out by what degree
of consanguinity They are related to nme, and what authority they
may have in an affair which affects ne so nearly; and, finally, | am
inclined to answer her with equal mystery, and w thout any nore
enphasis of the "they" -- "It is true, they did not nmake them so
recently, but they do now."™ O what use this neasuring of ne if she
does not neasure ny character, but only the breadth of ny shoul ders,
as it were a peg to bang the coat on? W worship not the G aces,
nor the Parcae, but Fashion. She spins and weaves and cuts with
full authority. The head nonkey at Paris puts on a traveller's cap
and all the nonkeys in America do the same. | sonetinmes despair of
getting anything quite sinple and honest done in this world by the
hel p of men. They woul d have to be passed through a powerful press
first, to squeeze their old notions out of them so that they would
not soon get upon their |egs again;, and then there would be sone one
in the conpany with a maggot in his head, hatched froman egg
deposited there nobody knows when, for not even fire kills these
things, and you woul d have | ost your |abor. Nevertheless, we wll
not forget that sonme Egyptian wheat was handed down to us by a
munmy.

On the whole, | think that it cannot be maintained that dressing



has in this or any country risen to the dignity of an art. At
present men make shift to wear what they can get. Like shipwecked
sailors, they put on what they can find on the beach, and at a
little distance, whether of space or time, |augh at each other's
masquer ade. Every generation |aughs at the old fashions, but
follows religiously the new W are amused at behol ding the costune
of Henry VIII, or Queen Elizabeth, as nuch as if it was that of the
King and Queen of the Cannibal Islands. All costunme off a man is
pitiful or grotesque. 1t is only the serious eye peering from and
the sincere life passed within it which restrain laughter and
consecrate the costunme of any people. Let Harlequin be taken with a
fit of the colic and his trappings will have to serve that nood too.
When the soldier is hit by a cannonball, rags are as becomning as
purpl e.

The childi sh and savage taste of nmen and wonmen for new patterns
keeps how nany shaki ng and squinting through kal ei doscopes that they
may di scover the particular figure which this generation requires
today. The manufacturers have learned that this taste is nerely
whinsical. O two patterns which differ only by a few threads nore
or less of a particular color, the one will be sold readily, the
other lie on the shelf, though it frequently happens that after the
| apse of a season the |latter becones the nost fashi onabl e.
Conparatively, tattooing is not the hideous customwhich it is
called. It is not barbarous nerely because the printing is
ski n-deep and unal terabl e.

I cannot believe that our factory systemis the best node by
whi ch nmen may get clothing. The condition of the operatives is
becom ng every day nore like that of the English; and it cannot be
wondered at, since, as far as | have heard or observed, the
principal object is, not that mankind may be well and honestly cl ad,
but, unquestionably, that corporations nmay be enriched. 1In the |ong
run men hit only what they aimat. Therefore, though they should

fail inmediately, they had better aimat sonething high



As for a Shelter, | will not deny that this is now a necessary
of life, though there are instances of men having done w thout it
for long periods in colder countries than this. Samuel Laing says
that "the Laplander in his skin dress, and in a skin bag which he
puts over his head and shoul ders, will sleep night after night on
the snow ... in a degree of cold which would extinguish the life of
one exposed to it in any woollen clothing." He had seen them asl eep
thus. Yet he adds, "They are not hardier than other people." But,
probably, man did not live long on the earth w thout discovering the
conveni ence which there is in a house, the donestic conforts, which
phrase may have originally signified the satisfactions of the house
more than of the famly; though these nust be extrenely partial and
occasional in those climtes where the house is associated in our
thoughts with winter or the rainy season chiefly, and two thirds of
the year, except for a parasol, is unnecessary. |In our climate, in
the sunmer, it was fornmerly al nost solely a covering at night. In
the Indian gazettes a wi gnam was the synbol of a day's nmarch, and a
row of themcut or painted on the bark of a tree signified that so
many tines they had canped. Man was not nade so |arge |inbed and
robust but that he nust seek to narrow his world and wall in a space
such as fitted him He was at first bare and out of doors; but
though this was pl easant enough in serene and warm weat her, by
daylight, the rainy season and the winter, to say nothing of the
torrid sun, would perhaps have nipped his race in the bud if he had
not made haste to clothe hinmself with the shelter of a house. Adam
and Eve, according to the fable, wore the bower before other
clothes. Man wanted a hone, a place of warnth, or confort, first of
warnth, then the warnth of the affections.

We nmay imagine a tine when, in the infancy of the human race,
some enterprising nortal crept into a hollowin a rock for shelter.
Every child begins the world again, to sonme extent, and |l oves to
stay outdoors, even in wet and cold. It plays house, as well as

horse, having an instinct for it. Wo does not remenber the



interest with which, when young, he | ooked at shelving rocks, or any
approach to a cave? It was the natural yearning of that portion

any portion of our nost primtive ancestor which still survived in
us. Fromthe cave we have advanced to roofs of palmleaves, of bark
and boughs, of Iinen woven and stretched, of grass and straw, of
boards and shingles, of stones and tiles. At |ast, we know not what
it istolive in the open air, and our lives are donestic in nore
senses than we think. Fromthe hearth the field is a great

di stance. It would be well, perhaps, if we were to spend nore of
our days and nights without any obstruction between us and the
celestial bodies, if the poet did not speak so nmuch from under a
roof, or the saint dwell there so long. Birds do not sing in caves,
nor do doves cherish their innocence in dovecots.

However, if one designs to construct a dwelling-house, it
behooves himto exercise a little Yankee shrewdness, |lest after al
he find hinself in a workhouse, a | abyrinth without a clue, a
museum an al nshouse, a prison, or a splendid nmausol eum i nst ead.
Consider first how slight a shelter is absolutely necessary. | have
seen Penobscot Indians, in this town, living in tents of thin cotton
cloth, while the snow was nearly a foot deep around them and
t hought that they would be glad to have it deeper to keep out the
wind. Formerly, when howto get ny living honestly, with freedom
left for nmy proper pursuits, was a question which vexed me even nore
than it does now, for unfortunately | am becone sonewhat call ous,
used to see a large box by the railroad, six feet long by three
wi de, in which the |aborers |locked up their tools at night; and it
suggested to ne that every man who was hard pushed night get such a
one for a dollar, and, having bored a few auger holes in it, to
admt the air at least, get into it when it rained and at night, and
hook down the lid, and so have freedomin his love, and in his sou
be free. This did not appear the worst, nor by any neans a
despicable alternative. You could sit up as late as you pl eased,

and, whenever you got up, go abroad w thout any |andlord or



house-1 ord dogging you for rent. Many a nan is harassed to death to
pay the rent of a larger and nore | uxurious box who woul d not have
frozen to death in such a box as this. | amfar fromjesting.
Econony is a subject which adnits of being treated with levity, but
it cannot so be disposed of. A confortable house for a rude and
hardy race, that lived nostly out of doors, was once made here

al nrost entirely of such materials as Nature furnished ready to their
hands. Gookin, who was superintendent of the Indians subject to the
Massachusetts Colony, witing in 1674, says, "The best of their
houses are covered very neatly, tight and warm with barks of trees,
slipped fromtheir bodies at those seasons when the sap is up, and
made into great flakes, with pressure of weighty tinber, when they
are green.... The neaner sort are covered with mats which they nake

of a kind of bulrush, and are also indifferently tight and warm but

not so good as the fornmer.... Sone | have seen, sixty or a hundred
feet long and thirty feet broad.... | have often lodged in their
wi gwans, and found them as warm as the best English houses."” He

adds that they were conmonly carpeted and lined within with

wel | -wrought enbroi dered mats, and were furni shed with various
utensils. The Indians had advanced so far as to regulate the effect
of the wind by a mat suspended over the hole in the roof and noved
by a string. Such a lodge was in the first instance constructed in
a day or two at nost, and taken down and put up in a few hours; and
every famly owned one, or its apartment in one.

In the savage state every famly owns a shelter as good as the
best, and sufficient for its coarser and sinpler wants; but | think
that | speak within bounds when | say that, though the birds of the
air have their nests, and the foxes their holes, and the savages
their wigwans, in nodern civilized society not nore than one half
the fanmilies own a shelter. In the large towns and cities, where
civilization especially prevails, the nunber of those who own a
shelter is a very small fraction of the whole. The rest pay an

annual tax for this outside garnment of all, becone indispensable



sunmmrer and winter, which would buy a village of Indian w gwans, but
now hel ps to keep them poor as long as they live. | do not mean to
insist here on the disadvantage of hiring conpared wi th owning, but
it is evident that the savage owns his shelter because it costs so
little, while the civilized nman hires his conmonly because he cannot
afford to own it; nor can he, in the long run, any better afford to
hire. But, answers one, by nerely paying this tax, the poor
civilized man secures an abode which is a pal ace conpared with the
savage's. An annual rent of fromtwenty-five to a hundred dollars
(these are the country rates) entitles himto the benefit of the
i mprovenents of centuries, spacious apartnents, clean paint and
paper, Runford fire-place, back plastering, Venetian blinds, copper
punp, spring | ock, a conmodi ous cellar, and nmany other things. But
how happens it that he who is said to enjoy these things is so
commonly a poor civilized man, while the savage, who has them not,
is rich as a savage? |If it is asserted that civilization is a rea
advance in the condition of man -- and | think that it is, though
only the wi se inprove their advantages -- it nmust be shown that it
has produced better dwellings w thout naking themnore costly; and
the cost of a thing is the amount of what | will call life whichis
required to be exchanged for it, imediately or in the long run. An
average house in this nei ghborhood costs perhaps ei ght hundred
dollars, and to lay up this sumw |l take fromten to fifteen years
of the laborer's Iife, even if he is not encunbered with a famly --
estimating the pecuniary value of every man's |abor at one dollar a
day, for if sone receive nore, others receive less; -- so that he
must have spent nore than half his life commonly before his w gwam
will be earned. |If we suppose himto pay a rent instead, this is
but a doubtful choice of evils. Wuld the savage have been w se to
exchange his wi gwam for a pal ace on these terns?

It may be guessed that | reduce al nbst the whol e advant age of
hol di ng this superfluous property as a fund in store against the

future, so far as the individual is concerned, mainly to the



defraying of funeral expenses. But perhaps a nan is not required to
bury hinself. Nevertheless this points to an inportant distinction
between the civilized man and the savage; and, no doubt, they have
designs on us for our benefit, in nmaking the life of a civilized
people an institution, in which the life of the individual is to a
great extent absorbed, in order to preserve and perfect that of the
race. But | wish to show at what a sacrifice this advantage is at
present obtained, and to suggest that we nmay possibly so live as to
secure all the advantage wi thout suffering any of the di sadvantage.
What nmean ye by saying that the poor ye have always with you, or
that the fathers have eaten sour grapes, and the children's teeth
are set on edge?

"As | live, saith the Lord God, ye shall not have occasi on any
more to use this proverb in Israel.

"Behold all souls are mne; as the soul of the father, so also
the soul of the son is mne: the soul that sinneth, it shall die."

When | consider ny neighbors, the farners of Concord, who are at
| east as well off as the other classes, | find that for the nost
part they have been toiling twenty, thirty, or forty years, that
they may becone the real owners of their farns, which commonly they
have inherited with encunbrances, or el se bought with hired nmoney --
and we may regard one third of that toil as the cost of their houses
-- but commmonly they have not paid for themyet. It is true, the
encunbrances sonetines outwei gh the value of the farm so that the
farmitself becones one great encunbrance, and still a man is found
to inherit it, being well acquainted with it, as he says. n
applying to the assessors, | amsurprised to | earn that they cannot
at once nane a dozen in the town who own their farns free and clear
If you would know the history of these homesteads, inquire at the
bank where they are nortgaged. The nman who has actually paid for
his farmwith labor on it is so rare that every nei ghbor can point
to him | doubt if there are three such nen in Concord. What has

been said of the nerchants, that a very large nmajority, even



ni nety-seven in a hundred, are sure to fail, is equally true of the
farmers. Wth regard to the nerchants, however, one of them says
pertinently that a great part of their failures are not genuine
pecuniary failures, but nerely failures to fulfil their engagenents,
because it is inconvenient; that is, it is the noral character that
breaks down. But this puts an infinitely worse face on the matter
and suggests, beside, that probably not even the other three succeed
in saving their souls, but are perchance bankrupt in a worse sense
than they who fail honestly. Bankruptcy and repudiation are the
springboards from which much of our civilization vaults and turns
its sonmersets, but the savage stands on the unelastic plank of
famne. Yet the Mddl esex Cattle Show goes off here with eclat
annually, as if all the joints of the agricultural nachi ne were
suent .

The farmer is endeavoring to solve the problemof a livelihood
by a formula nore conplicated than the problemitself. To get his
shoestrings he speculates in herds of cattle. Wth consummate skil
he has set his trap with a hair spring to catch confort and
i ndependence, and then, as he turned away, got his own leg into it.
This is the reason he is poor; and for a sinmlar reason we are all
poor in respect to a thousand savage conforts, though surrounded by

| uxuries. As Chapnan si ngs,

"The fal se society of nen --
-- for earthly greatness

Al'l heavenly conforts rarefies to air."

And when the farner has got his house, he may not be the richer
but the poorer for it, and it be the house that has got him As |
understand it, that was a valid objection urged by Mymus agai nst the
house whi ch M nerva nade, that she "had not nmade it novable, by
whi ch neans a bad nei ghborhood mi ght be avoided"; and it may stil

be urged, for our houses are such unwi eldy property that we are



often inprisoned rather than housed in them and the bad
nei ghborhood to be avoided is our own scurvy selves. | know one or
two fanmilies, at least, in this town, who, for nearly a generation
have been wishing to sell their houses in the outskirts and nove
into the village, but have not been able to acconplish it, and only
death will set themfree

Granted that the majority are able at last either to own or hire
the nmodern house with all its inprovenents. Wile civilization has
been inproving our houses, it has not equally inproved the nen who
are to inhabit them It has created palaces, but it was not so easy
to create noblenmen and kings. And if the civilized man's pursuits
are no worthier than the savage's, if he is enployed the greater
part of his life in obtaining gross necessaries and conforts nerely,
why shoul d he have a better dwelling than the forner?

But how do the poor minority fare? Perhaps it will be found
that just in proportion as sone have been placed in outward
ci rcunmst ances above the savage, others have been degraded bel ow hi m
The luxury of one class is counterbal anced by the indigence of
another. On the one side is the palace, on the other are the
al mshouse and "silent poor." The nyriads who built the pyramids to
be the tonbs of the Pharaohs were fed on garlic, and it may be were
not decently buried thenselves. The nmason who finishes the cornice
of the palace returns at night perchance to a hut not so good as a
wigwam It is a mstake to suppose that, in a country where the
usual evidences of civilization exist, the condition of a very large
body of the inhabitants rmay not be as degraded as that of savages.
| refer to the degraded poor, not now to the degraded rich. To know
this | should not need to | ook farther than to the shanties which
everywhere border our railroads, that |ast inprovenent in
civilization; where | see in ny daily wal ks human beings living in
sties, and all winter with an open door, for the sake of |ight,
wi t hout any visible, often inmaginable, wood-pile, and the forns of

both old and young are permanently contracted by the |long habit of



shrinking fromcold and misery, and the devel opnent of all their
linbs and faculties is checked. It certainly is fair to | ook at
that class by whose | abor the works which distinguish this
generation are acconplished. Such too, to a greater or |ess extent,
is the condition of the operatives of every denonination in England,
which is the great workhouse of the world. O | could refer you to
Ireland, which is nmarked as one of the white or enlightened spots on
the map. Contrast the physical condition of the Irish with that of
the North Anerican Indian, or the South Sea I|slander, or any other
savage race before it was degraded by contact with the civilized
man. Yet | have no doubt that that people's rulers are as wi se as
the average of civilized rulers. Their condition only proves what
squal i dness nay consist with civilization. | hardly need refer now
to the laborers in our Southern States who produce the staple
exports of this country, and are thenselves a staple production of
the South. But to confine nyself to those who are said to be in
noder ate circunst ances

Mbst nen appear never to have considered what a house is, and
are actually though needl essly poor all their |ives because they
think that they nust have such a one as their neighbors have. As if
one were to wear any sort of coat which the tailor m ght cut out for
him or, gradually leaving off palmleaf hat or cap of woodchuck
skin, conplain of hard tinmes because he could not afford to buy him
a crom! It is possible to invent a house still nore conveni ent and
| uxurious than we have, which yet all would admit that man coul d not
afford to pay for. Shall we always study to obtain nore of these
things, and not sonetinmes to be content with |l ess? Shall the
respectable citizen thus gravely teach, by precept and exanple, the
necessity of the young man's providing a certain nunber of
superfl uous gl owshoes, and unbrellas, and enpty guest chanbers for
enpty guests, before he dies? Wy should not our furniture be as
simple as the Arab's or the Indian's? Wen | think of the

benefactors of the race, whom we have apot heosi zed as nessengers



from heaven, bearers of divine gifts to nan, | do not see in ny nind
any retinue at their heels, any carload of fashionable furniture.

O what if | were to allow -- would it not be a singular allowance?
-- that our furniture should be nore conplex than the Arab's, in
proportion as we are norally and intellectually his superiors! At
present our houses are cluttered and defiled with it, and a good
housewi fe woul d sweep out the greater part into the dust hole, and
not | eave her norning' s work undone. Mrning work! By the bl ushes
of Aurora and the nusic of Memmon, what should be man's norni ng work
inthis world? | had three pieces of |linestone on ny desk, but I
was terrified to find that they required to be dusted daily, when
the furniture of my mind was all undusted still, and threw t hem out
the wi ndow in disgust. How, then, could | have a furnished house?

I would rather sit in the open air, for no dust gathers on the
grass, unless where man has broken ground.

It is the luxurious and di ssipated who set the fashi ons which
the herd so diligently follow The traveller who stops at the best
houses, so called, soon discovers this, for the publicans presume
himto be a Sardanapalus, and if he resigned hinself to their tender
nmerci es he woul d soon be conpletely emasculated. | think that in
the railroad car we are inclined to spend nore on |uxury than on
safety and convenience, and it threatens wi thout attaining these to
becone no better than a nodern drawi ng-room wth its divans, and
ottomans, and sun-shades, and a hundred other oriental things, which
we are taking west with us, invented for the | adies of the harem and
the effemi nate natives of the Celestial Enpire, which Jonathan
shoul d be ashaned to know the nanmes of. | would rather sit on a
punpkin and have it all to nyself than be crowded on a vel vet
cushion. | would rather ride on earth in an ox cart, with a free
circulation, than go to heaven in the fancy car of an excursion
train and breathe a nalaria all the way.

The very sinplicity and nakedness of nman's life in the prinitive

ages inply this advantage, at least, that they left himstill but a



sojourner in nature. Wen he was refreshed with food and sl eep, he
contenpl ated his journey again. He dwelt, as it were, in atent in
this world, and was either threading the valleys, or crossing the
plains, or clinmbing the nountain-tops. But |o! nen have becone the
tools of their tools. The man who independently plucked the fruits
when he was hungry is becone a farner; and he who stood under a tree
for shelter, a housekeeper. W now no |onger canp as for a night,
but have settled down on earth and forgotten heaven. W have
adopted Christianity nmerely as an inproved nethod of agri-culture.
We have built for this world a fanmly mansion, and for the next a
famly tonb. The best works of art are the expression of man's
struggle to free hinself fromthis condition, but the effect of our
art is nmerely to nake this |ow state confortable and that higher
state to be forgotten. There is actually no place in this village
for a work of fine art, if any had cone down to us, to stand, for
our lives, our houses and streets, furnish no proper pedestal for
it. There is not a nail to hang a picture on, nor a shelf to
receive the bust of a hero or a saint. Wen | consider how our
houses are built and paid for, or not paid for, and their interna
econony managed and sustained, | wonder that the floor does not give
way under the visitor while he is admiring the gewgaws upon the
mant el pi ece, and let himthrough into the cellar, to sone solid and
honest though earthy foundation. | cannot but perceive that this
so-called rich and refined life is a thing junped at, and | do not
get on in the enjoynent of the fine arts which adorn it, ny
attention being wholly occupied with the junp; for | renmenber that
the greatest genuine | eap, due to human nuscl es al one, on record, is
that of certain wandering Arabs, who are said to have cl eared
twenty-five feet on level ground. Wthout factitious support, nan
is sure to come to earth again beyond that distance. The first
question which | amtenpted to put to the proprietor of such great
impropriety is, Who bolsters you? Are you one of the ninety-seven

who fail, or the three who succeed? Answer ne these questions, and



then perhaps | may | ook at your bawbles and find them ornanental .
The cart before the horse is neither beautiful nor useful. Before
we can adorn our houses with beautiful objects the walls nust be
stripped, and our lives nust be stripped, and beautiful housekeeping
and beautiful living be laid for a foundation: now, a taste for the
beautiful is nost cultivated out of doors, where there is no house
and no housekeeper.

a d Johnson, in his "Wnder-Wrking Providence," speaking of the
first settlers of this town, with whom he was contenporary, tells us
that "they burrow thenselves in the earth for their first shelter
under sone hillside, and, casting the soil aloft upon tinber, they
make a snmoky fire against the earth, at the highest side." They did

not "provide them houses," says he, "till the earth, by the Lord's
bl essing, brought forth bread to feed them" and the first year's
crop was so light that "they were forced to cut their bread very
thin for a |long season." The secretary of the Province of New

Net herland, witing in Dutch, in 1650, for the information of those
who wi shed to take up land there, states nore particularly that
"those in New Netherland, and especially in New Engl and, who have no
means to build farnmhouses at first according to their wi shes, dig a
square pit in the ground, cellar fashion, six or seven feet deep, as
I ong and as broad as they think proper, case the earth inside with
wood all round the wall, and line the wood with the bark of trees or
somet hing else to prevent the caving in of the earth; floor this
cellar with plank, and wai nscot it overhead for a ceiling, raise a
roof of spars clear up, and cover the spars with bark or green sods,
so that they can live dry and warmin these houses with their entire
famlies for two, three, and four years, it being understood that
partitions are run through those cellars which are adapted to the
size of the famly. The wealthy and principal nmen in New Engl and

in the beginning of the colonies, conmenced their first

dwel I'i ng-houses in this fashion for two reasons: firstly, in order

not to waste tine in building, and not to want food the next season



secondly, in order not to discourage poor |aboring people whomthey
brought over in nunbers from Fatherland. In the course of three or
four years, when the country becanme adapted to agriculture, they
built thensel ves handsone houses, spending on them severa

t housands. "

In this course which our ancestors took there was a show of
prudence at least, as if their principle were to satisfy the nore
pressing wants first. But are the nore pressing wants satisfied
now? Wen | think of acquiring for nyself one of our |uxurious
dwellings, | amdeterred, for, so to speak, the country is not yet
adapted to human culture, and we are still forced to cut our
spiritual bread far thinner than our forefathers did their wheaten
Not that all architectural ornanent is to be neglected even in the
rudest periods; but let our houses first be lined with beauty, where
they conme in contact with our lives, |like the tenenent of the
shel I fish, and not overlaid with it. But, alas! |I have been inside
one or two of them and know what they are lined wth.

Though we are not so degenerate but that we mght possibly live
in a cave or a wigwam or wear skins today, it certainly is better to
accept the advantages, though so dearly bought, which the invention
and industry of mankind offer. In such a neighborhood as this,
boards and shingles, Iine and bricks, are cheaper and nore easily
obt ai ned than suitable caves, or whole logs, or bark in sufficient
quantities, or even well-tenpered clay or flat stones. | speak
understandingly on this subject, for | have nade nysel f acquainted
with it both theoretically and practically. Wth a little nore wit
we m ght use these materials so as to becone richer than the richest
now are, and nmake our civilization a blessing. The civilized nman is
a nmore experienced and wi ser savage. But to make haste to ny own
experi nent.

Near the end of March, 1845, | borrowed an axe and went down to
t he woods by Wal den Pond, nearest to where | intended to build ny

house, and began to cut down sone tall, arrowy white pines, still in



their youth, for tinber. It is difficult to begin wthout
borrowi ng, but perhaps it is the nbst generous course thus to pernit
your fellowmen to have an interest in your enterprise. The owner
of the axe, as he released his hold onit, said that it was the
apple of his eye; but |I returned it sharper than | received it. It
was a pleasant hillside where | worked, covered wth pine woods,

t hrough which | | ooked out on the pond, and a snall open field in

t he woods where pines and hickories were springing up. The ice in
the pond was not yet dissolved, though there were sone open spaces,
and it was all dark-colored and saturated with water. There were
some slight flurries of snow during the days that | worked there;
but for the nost part when | came out on to the railroad, on ny way
hone, its yell ow sand heap stretched away gl eami ng in the hazy

at nosphere, and the rails shone in the spring sun, and | heard the

| ark and pewee and other birds already cone to commence anot her year
with us. They were pleasant spring days, in which the winter of
man' s di scontent was thawing as well as the earth, and the life that
had lain torpid began to stretch itself. One day, when ny axe had
come off and | had cut a green hickory for a wedge, driving it with
a stone, and had placed the whole to soak in a pond-hole in order to
swell the wood, | saw a striped snake run into the water, and he |ay
on the bottom apparently w thout inconvenience, as long as | stayed
there, or nore than a quarter of an hour; perhaps because he had not
yet fairly conme out of the torpid state. It appeared to ne that for
a like reason nen remain in their present low and prinmtive
condition; but if they should feel the influence of the spring of
springs arousing them they would of necessity rise to a higher and
nmore ethereal life. | had previously seen the snakes in frosty
nmornings in nmy path with portions of their bodies still nunb and
inflexible, waiting for the sun to thaw them On the 1st of Apri

it rained and nelted the ice, and in the early part of the day,

whi ch was very foggy, | heard a stray goose gropi ng about over the

pond and cackling as if lost, or like the spirit of the fog.



So | went on for sone days cutting and hewi ng tinber, and al so
studs and rafters, all with nmy narrow axe, not having nmany

communi cabl e or schol ar-1ike thoughts, singing to nyself, --

Men say they know nmany things;
But |o! they have taken w ngs --
The arts and sci ences,

And a thousand appli ances;

The wi nd that bl ows

Is all that any body knows.

I hewed the main tinbers six inches square, nost of the studs on
two sides only, and the rafters and floor tinbers on one side,
| eaving the rest of the bark on, so that they were just as straight
and nmuch stronger than sawed ones. Each stick was carefully
nmortised or tenoned by its stunp, for |I had borrowed other tools by
this tine. M days in the woods were not very |ong ones; yet |
usual ly carried my dinner of bread and butter, and read the
newspaper in which it was wapped, at noon, sitting am d the green
pi ne boughs which | had cut off, and to ny bread was inparted sone
of their fragrance, for nmy hands were covered with a thick coat of
pitch. Before | had done | was nore the friend than the foe of the
pine tree, though I had cut down sone of them having becone better
acquainted with it. Sometines a ranbler in the wood was attracted
by the sound of ny axe, and we chatted pl easantly over the chips
whi ch | had nade.

By the middle of April, for | nmade no haste in ny work, but
rather nmade the nost of it, ny house was franmed and ready for the
raising. | had already bought the shanty of James Collins, an
I ri shman who worked on the Fitchburg Railroad, for boards. Janes
Col lins' shanty was considered an unconmonly fine one. When
called to see it he was not at home. | wal ked about the outside, at

first unobserved fromw thin, the wi ndow was so deep and high. It



was of snmall dinensions, with a peaked cottage roof, and not nuch
el se to be seen, the dirt being raised five feet all around as if it
were a conpost heap. The roof was the soundest part, though a good
deal warped and nmade brittle by the sun. Doorsill there was none,
but a perenni al passage for the hens under the door board. Ms. C
cane to the door and asked nme to viewit fromthe inside. The hens
were driven in by ny approach. 1t was dark, and had a dirt fl oor
for the nost part, dank, clammy, and aguish, only here a board and
there a board which would not bear renoval. She lighted a lanmp to
show ne the inside of the roof and the walls, and also that the
board fl oor extended under the bed, warning me not to step into the
cellar, a sort of dust hole two feet deep. |In her own words, they
were "good boards overhead, good boards all around, and a good
wi ndow' -- of two whole squares originally, only the cat had passed
out that way lately. There was a stove, a bed, and a place to sit,
an infant in the house where it was born, a silk parasol
gilt-framed | ooki ng-gl ass, and a patent new coffee-mill nailed to an
oak sapling, all told. The bargain was soon concluded, for Janes
had in the neanwhile returned. | to pay four dollars and
twenty-five cents tonight, he to vacate at five tonorrow norning
selling to nobody el se meanwhile: | to take possession at six. It
were well, he said, to be there early, and anticipate certain
i ndistinct but wholly unjust clains on the score of ground rent and
fuel. This he assured nme was the only encunbrance. At six | passed
himand his family on the road. One large bundle held their all --
bed, coffee-mIl, |ooking-glass, hens -- all but the cat; she took
to the woods and becane a wild cat, and, as | |earned afterward,
trod in a trap set for woodchucks, and so becanme a dead cat at |ast.
I took down this dwelling the sane norning, drawi ng the nails,
and renoved it to the pond-side by small cartl oads, spreading the
boards on the grass there to bleach and warp back again in the sun
One early thrush gave ne a note or two as | drove al ong the woodl and

path. | was informed treacherously by a young Patrick that nei ghbor



Seel ey, an Irishman, in the intervals of the carting, transferred
the still tolerable, straight, and drivable nails, staples, and

spi kes to his pocket, and then stood when | canme back to pass the
tinme of day, and | ook freshly up, unconcerned, with spring thoughts,
at the devastation; there being a dearth of work, as he said. He
was there to represent spectatordom and help make this seemngly
insignificant event one with the renoval of the gods of Troy.

I dug ny cellar in the side of a hill sloping to the south,
where a woodchuck had formerly dug his burrow, down through sumach
and bl ackberry roots, and the | owest stain of vegetation, six feet
square by seven deep, to a fine sand where potatoes would not freeze

in any winter. The sides were left shelving, and not stoned; but

the sun having never shone on them the sand still keeps its place.
It was but two hours' work. | took particular pleasure in this
breaki ng of ground, for in alnost all latitudes nmen dig into the

earth for an equable tenperature. Under the nost splendid house in
the city is still to be found the cellar where they store their
roots as of old, and long after the superstructure has di sappeared
posterity remark its dent in the earth. The house is still but a
sort of porch at the entrance of a burrow

At length, in the beginning of May, with the hel p of sone of ny
acquai ntances, rather to inprove so good an occasion for
nei ghborliness than fromany necessity, | set up the frame of ny
house. No man was ever nore honored in the character of his raisers
than |. They are destined, | trust, to assist at the raising of
loftier structures one day. | began to occupy my house on the 4th
of July, as soon as it was boarded and roofed, for the boards were
carefully feather-edged and | apped, so that it was perfectly
i mpervious to rain, but before boarding | laid the foundation of a
chi mey at one end, bringing two cartloads of stones up the hil
fromthe pond in my arnms. | built the chimmey after ny hoeing in
the fall, before a fire becanme necessary for warnth, doing ny

cooking in the meanwhil e out of doors on the ground, early in the



nmor ni ng: which node | still think is in some respects nore
conveni ent and agreeabl e than the usual one. VWhen it storned before
my bread was baked, | fixed a few boards over the fire, and sat
under themto watch ny | oaf, and passed sone pl easant hours in that
way. In those days, when ny hands were nuch enployed, | read but
little, but the | east scraps of paper which lay on the ground, ny
hol der, or tablecloth, afforded me as nmuch entertai nment, in fact
answered the same purpose as the Iliad.

It would be worth the while to build still nore deliberately
than | did, considering, for instance, what foundation a door, a
wi ndow, a cellar, a garret, have in the nature of man, and perchance
never raising any superstructure until we found a better reason for
it than our tenporal necessities even. There is sone of the sanme
fitness in a man's building his own house that there is in a bird's
building its own nest. Wo knows but if nen constructed their
dwel lings with their own hands, and provided food for thensel ves and
famlies sinply and honestly enough, the poetic faculty would be
uni versal ly devel oped, as birds universally sing when they are so
engaged? But alas! we do like cowbirds and cuckoos, which lay their
eggs in nests which other birds have built, and cheer no traveller
with their chattering and unnusical notes. Shall we forever resign
the pl easure of construction to the carpenter? Wat does
architecture anount to in the experience of the nass of nen? |
never in all nmy wal ks came across a nman engaged in so sinple and
natural an occupation as building his house. W belong to the
conmunity. It is not the tailor alone who is the ninth part of a
man; it is as nmuch the preacher, and the nerchant, and the farner.
Where is this division of labor to end? and what object does it
finally serve? No doubt another may also think for me; but it is
not therefore desirable that he should do so to the exclusion of ny
thinking for nyself.

True, there are architects so called in this country, and | have

heard of one at |east possessed with the idea of naking



architectural ornanments have a core of truth, a necessity, and hence
a beauty, as if it were a revelation to him Al very well perhaps
fromhis point of view, but only alittle better than the commobn
dilettantism A sentinental reforner in architecture, he began at
the cornice, not at the foundation. It was only howto put a core
of truth within the ornanents, that every sugarplum in fact, mght
have an al nond or caraway seed in it -- though | hold that al nonds
are nost whol esome without the sugar -- and not how the inhabitant,
the indweller, mght build truly within and without, and let the
ornaments take care of thenselves. Wat reasonable man ever
supposed that ornaments were sonething outward and in the skin
merely -- that the tortoise got his spotted shell, or the shell-fish
its nother-o'-pearl tints, by such a contract as the inhabitants of
Broadway their Trinity Church? But a man has no nmore to do with the
style of architecture of his house than a tortoise with that of its
shell: nor need the soldier be so idle as to try to paint the
precise color of his virtue on his standard. The eneny will find it
out. He may turn pale when the trial cones. This nan seened to ne
to | ean over the cornice, and tinidly whisper his half truth to the
rude occupants who really knew it better than he. What of
architectural beauty | now see, | know has gradually grown from
within outward, out of the necessities and character of the

i ndwel l er, who is the only builder -- out of some unconscious
trut hf ul ness, and nobl eness, wi thout ever a thought for the
appearance and whatever additional beauty of this kind is destined
to be produced will be preceded by a |ike unconsci ous beauty of
life. The nost interesting dwellings in this country, as the

pai nter knows, are the nost unpretending, hunble |og huts and
cottages of the poor commnly; it is the life of the inhabitants
whose shells they are, and not any peculiarity in their surfaces
merely, which makes them picturesque; and equally interesting wll
be the citizen's suburban box, when his life shall be as sinple and

as agreeable to the inmagination, and there is as little straining



after effect in the style of his dwelling. A great proportion of
architectural ornanents are literally hollow, and a Septenber gale
woul d strip themoff, |ike borrowed plunes, without injury to the
substantials. They can do wi thout architecture who have no olives
nor wines in the cellar. Wat if an equal ado were nade about the
ornanents of style in literature, and the architects of our bibles
spent as nuch tinme about their cornices as the architects of our
churches do? So are nmade the belles-lettres and the beaux-arts and
their professors. Mich it concerns a man, forsooth, how a few
sticks are slanted over himor under him and what col ors are daubed
upon his box. It would signify somewhat, if, in any earnest sense

he sl anted them and daubed it; but the spirit having departed out of

the tenant, it is of a piece with constructing his own coffin -- the
architecture of the grave -- and "carpenter" is but another nanme for
"coffin-maker."” One man says, in his despair or indifference to

life, take up a handful of the earth at your feet, and paint your
house that color. |Is he thinking of his |ast and narrow house?
Toss up a copper for it as well. What an abundance of |eisure be
must have! Wiy do you take up a handful of dirt? Better paint your
house your own conplexion; let it turn pale or blush for you. An
enterprise to inprove the style of cottage architecture! Wen you
have got ny ornanments ready, | will wear them

Before winter | built a chimmey, and shingled the sides of ny
house, which were already inpervious to rain, with inperfect and
sappy shingles made of the first slice of the | og, whose edges | was
obliged to straighten with a pl ane.

I have thus a tight shingled and pl astered house, ten feet w de
by fifteen long, and eight-feet posts, with a garret and a closet, a
| arge wi ndow on each side, two trap doors, one door at the end, and
a brick fireplace opposite. The exact cost of ny house, paying the
usual price for such materials as | used, but not counting the work,
all of which was done by nyself, was as follows; and | give the

details because very few are able to tell exactly what their houses



cost, and fewer still, if any, the separate cost of the various

mat eri al s whi ch conpose them - -

Boards ............ ... . ... ... ..., $ 8.03+, nostly shanty boards.
Ref use shingles for roof sides ... 4.00
Laths ... ... . 1.25

Two second- hand wi ndows

with glass .................... 2.43
One thousand old brick ........... 4.00
Two casks of lime ................ 2.40 That was high
Hair ... ... . 0.31 Mre than | needed.
Mantle-tree iron ................. 0.15
Nails ... ... .. . 3.90
Hi nges and screws ................ 0.14
Latch ... .. . 0.10
Chalk ....... . . . 0.01
Transportation ................... 1.40 | carried a good part

——————— on ny back.
Inall ...................... $28. 12+

These are all the materials, excepting the tinber, stones, and
sand, which | claimed by squatter's right. | have also a small
woodshed adj oi ning, nmade chiefly of the stuff which was left after
bui | di ng the house.

|l intend to build ne a house which will surpass any on the main
street in Concord in grandeur and luxury, as soon as it pl eases ne
as much and will cost ne no nore than ny present one.

I thus found that the student who w shes for a shelter can
obtain one for a lifetime at an expense not greater than the rent
whi ch he now pays annually. If | seemto boast nore than is
becom ng, ny excuse is that | brag for humanity rather than for
mysel f; and ny shortcom ngs and i nconsi stencies do not affect the

truth of ny statenent. Notw thstanding nuch cant and hypocrisy --



chaff which I find it difficult to separate frommy wheat, but for
which | amas sorry as any man -- | will breathe freely and stretch
myself in this respect, it is such a relief to both the noral and
physical system and | amresolved that | will not through humlity
beconme the devil's attorney. | wll endeavor to speak a good word
for the truth. At Canbridge College the nmere rent of a student's
room which is only alittle larger than ny own, is thirty dollars
each year, though the corporation had the advantage of building
thirty-two side by side and under one roof, and the occupant suffers
the i nconveni ence of many and noi sy nei ghbors, and perhaps a
residence in the fourth story. | cannot but think that if we had
more true wi sdomin these respects, not only |ess education would be
needed, because, forsooth, nore would al ready have been acquired,

but the pecuniary expense of getting an education would in a great
measure vani sh. Those conveni ences which the student requires at
Canbri dge or el sewhere cost himor sonebody else ten tines as great
a sacrifice of life as they would wi th proper nanagenent on both
sides. Those things for which the nost noney is denanded are never
the things which the student nbst wants. Tuition, for instance, is
an inportant itemin the termbill, while for the far nore val uabl e
educati on which he gets by associating with the nost cultivated of
his contenporaries no charge is nade. The node of founding a
college is, commonly, to get up a subscription of dollars and cents,
and then, following blindly the principles of a division of |abor to
its extrene -- a principle which should never be followed but with
circumspection -- to call in a contractor who nakes this a subject
of specul ation, and he enploys Irishmen or other operatives actually
to lay the foundations, while the students that are to be are said
to be fitting thenselves for it; and for these oversights successive
generations have to pay. | think that it would be better than this,
for the students, or those who desire to be benefited by it, even to
| ay the foundation thenselves. The student who secures his coveted

| eisure and retirement by systematically shirking any | abor



necessary to man obtains but an ignoble and unprofitable |eisure,
defraudi ng hinmself of the experience which alone can make | eisure
fruitful. "But," says one, "you do not nean that the students
should go to work with their hands instead of their heads?" | do
not mean that exactly, but | mean somethi ng which he might think a
good deal like that; | mean that they should not play life, or study
it merely, while the conmunity supports themat this expensive gane,
but earnestly live it frombeginning to end. How could youths
better learn to live than by at once trying the experinent of
living? Methinks this would exercise their nminds as nmuch as

mat hematics. |If | wi shed a boy to know sonet hi ng about the arts and
sci ences, for instance, | would not pursue the common course, which
is nmerely to send himinto the nei ghborhood of sone professor, where
anything is professed and practised but the art of life; -- to
survey the world through a tel escope or a mcroscope, and never wth
his natural eye; to study chemistry, and not |learn how his bread is
made, or mechanics, and not learn howit is earned; to discover new
satellites to Neptune, and not detect the notes in his eyes, or to
what vagabond he is a satellite hinself; or to be devoured by the
nonsters that swarmall around him while contenplating the nonsters
in a drop of vinegar. Wich would have advanced the nost at the end
of a nonth -- the boy who had nade his own jackknife fromthe ore
whi ch he had dug and snelted, reading as nuch as woul d be necessary
for this -- or the boy who had attended the | ectures on netall urgy
at the Institute in the neanwhile, and had received a Rodgers
penknife fromhis father? Which would be nost likely to cut his
fingers?... To ny astonishnment | was informed on | eaving coll ege
that | had studied navigation! -- why, if | had taken one turn down
the harbor | shoul d have known nore about it. Even the poor student
studies and is taught only political econony, while that economny of
living which is synonynmous with philosophy is not even sincerely
professed in our colleges. The consequence is, that while he is

readi ng Adam Smith, Ricardo, and Say, he runs his father in debt



irretrievably.

As with our colleges, so with a hundred "nodern inprovenments"”;
there is an illusion about them there is not always a positive
advance. The devil goes on exacting conpound interest to the |ast
for his early share and nunerous succeedi ng i nvestnents in them
Qur inventions are wont to be pretty toys, which distract our
attention fromserious things. They are but inproved neans to an
uni nproved end, an end which it was already but too easy to arrive
at; as railroads lead to Boston or New York. W are in great haste
to construct a nmagnetic telegraph from Mai ne to Texas; but Miine and
Texas, it may be, have nothing inportant to communicate. Either is
in such a predicanent as the man who was earnest to be introduced to
a di stingui shed deaf woman, but when he was presented, and one end
of her ear trunpet was put into his hand, had nothing to say. As if
the main object were to talk fast and not to talk sensibly. W are
eager to tunnel under the Atlantic and bring the Ad Wrld sone
weeks nearer to the New, but perchance the first news that will [|eak
through into the broad, flapping Anerican ear will be that the
Princess Adel ai de has the whooping cough. After all, the man whose
horse trots a mle in a nminute does not carry the nost inportant
messages; he is not an evangelist, nor does he cone round eating
| ocusts and wild honey. | doubt if Flying Childers ever carried a
peck of corn to mll.

One says to nme, "I wonder that you do not lay up noney; you |ove
to travel; you might take the cars and go to Fitchburg today and see
the country.” But | amwi ser than that. | have learned that the
swiftest traveller is he that goes afoot. | say to ny friend,
Suppose we try who will get there first. The distance is thirty
mles; the fare ninety cents. That is alnobst a day's wages. |
remenber when wages were sixty cents a day for |aborers on this very
road. Well, | start now on foot, and get there before night; | have
travelled at that rate by the week together. You will in the

meanwhi | e have earned your fare, and arrive there sone tine



tonorrow, or possibly this evening, if you are |ucky enough to get a
job in season. Instead of going to Fitchburg, you will be working
here the greater part of the day. And so, if the railroad reached
round the world, | think that | should keep ahead of you; and as for
seeing the country and getting experience of that kind, |I should
have to cut your acquai ntance altogether.

Such is the universal |aw, which no man can ever outwt, and
with regard to the railroad even we may say it is as broad as it is
long. To make a railroad round the world available to all nankind
is equivalent to grading the whole surface of the planet. Men have
an indistinct notion that if they keep up this activity of joint
stocks and spades |ong enough all will at length ride sonewhere, in
next to no time, and for nothing; but though a crowd rushes to the
depot, and the conductor shouts "All aboard!" when the snoke is
bl omn away and the vapor condensed, it will be perceived that a few
are riding, but the rest are run over -- and it will be called, and
will be, "A nmelancholy accident."” No doubt they can ride at |ast
who shall have earned their fare, that is, if they survive so |ong,
but they will probably have lost their elasticity and desire to
travel by that time. This spending of the best part of one's life
earning noney in order to enjoy a questionable liberty during the
| east valuable part of it rem nds me of the Englishman who went to
India to make a fortune first, in order that he mght return to

Engl and and live the life of a poet. He should have gone up garret

at once. "What!" exclaima mllion Irishmen starting up from al
the shanties in the land, "is not this railroad which we have built
a good thing?" Yes, | answer, conparatively good, that is, you

m ght have done worse; but | wi sh, as you are brothers of nine, that
you coul d have spent your tinme better than digging in this dirt.
Before | finished ny house, wishing to earn ten or twelve
dol l ars by sonme honest and agreeable nmethod, in order to neet ny
unusual expenses, | planted about two acres and a half of light and

sandy soil near it chiefly with beans, but also a small part with



pot at oes, corn, peas, and turnips. The whole |ot contains el even
acres, nostly growing up to pines and hickories, and was sold the
precedi ng season for eight dollars and eight cents an acre. One
farner said that it was "good for nothing but to rai se cheeping
squirrels on." | put no nmanure whatever on this |and, not being the
owner, but nerely a squatter, and not expecting to cultivate so nuch
again, and | did not quite hoe it all once. | got out several cords
of stunps in plow ng, which supplied me with fuel for a long tine,
and left small circles of virgin nould, easily distinguishable
through the summer by the greater |uxuriance of the beans there.

The dead and for the nost part unmerchantabl e wood behi nd ny house,
and the driftwood fromthe pond, have supplied the reminder of ny
fuel. | was obliged to hire a teamand a nan for the plow ng,
though | held the plow nyself. M farmoutgoes for the first season
were, for inplenments, seed, work, etc., $14.72+. The seed corn was
given ne. This never costs anything to speak of, unless you plant
nmore than enough. | got twelve bushels of beans, and ei ghteen
bushel s of potatoes, beside sone peas and sweet corn. The yellow
corn and turnips were too late to conme to anything. M whol e incone

fromthe farm was

$ 23.44
Deducting the outgoes ............ 14. 72+
There are left .................. $ 8.71+

besi de produce consuned and on hand at the tinme this estimte was
made of the value of $4.50 -- the amount on hand nuch nore than

bal ancing a little grass which | did not raise. Al things
considered, that is, considering the inportance of a man's soul and
of today, notw thstanding the short time occupied by ny experinent,
nay, partly even because of its transient character, | believe that
that was doing better than any farnmer in Concord did that year

The next year | did better still, for | spaded up all the I and



which | required, about a third of an acre, and | |earned fromthe
experience of both years, not being in the | east awed by many

cel ebrated works on husbandry, Arthur Young anong the rest, that if
one would live sinply and eat only the crop which he raised, and
rai se no nore than he ate, and not exchange it for an insufficient
quantity of nore |uxurious and expensive things, he would need to
cultivate only a few rods of ground, and that it woul d be cheaper to
spade up that than to use oxen to plowit, and to select a fresh
spot fromtime to time than to manure the old, and he could do all
his necessary farmwork as it were with his left hand at odd hours
in the sumrer; and thus he would not be tied to an ox, or horse, or
cow, or pig, as at present. | desire to speak inpartially on this
point, and as one not interested in the success or failure of the
present economni cal and social arrangenents. | was nore independent
than any farmer in Concord, for I was not anchored to a house or
farm but could follow the bent of ny genius, which is a very
crooked one, every nonment. Beside being better off than they
already, if ny house had been burned or ny crops had failed, I
shoul d have been nearly as well off as before.

I amwont to think that men are not so nuch the keepers of herds
as herds are the keepers of men, the forner are so nuch the freer
Men and oxen exchange work; but if we consider necessary work only,
the oxen will be seen to have greatly the advantage, their farmis
so much the larger. Man does sone of his part of the exchange work
in his six weeks of haying, and it is no boy's play. Certainly no
nation that lived sinply in all respects, that is, no nation of
phi | osophers, would commit so great a blunder as to use the | abor of
animals. True, there never was and is not |likely soon to be a
nati on of philosophers, nor am| certain it is desirable that there
shoul d be. However, | should never have broken a horse or bull and
taken himto board for any work he mght do for nme, for fear
shoul d becone a horserman or a herdsnman nerely; and if society seens

to be the gainer by so doing, are we certain that what is one man's



gain is not another's |loss, and that the stabl e-boy has equal cause
with his master to be satisfied? Ganted that some public works
woul d not have been constructed without this aid, and | et man share
the glory of such with the ox and horse; does it follow that he
coul d not have acconplished works yet nore worthy of himself in that
case? Wen nen begin to do, not nmerely unnecessary or artistic, but
luxurious and idle work, with their assistance, it is inevitable
that a few do all the exchange work with the oxen, or, in other

wor ds, becone the slaves of the strongest. Man thus not only works
for the animal within him but, for a synbol of this, he works for
the animal without him Though we have nany substantial houses of
brick or stone, the prosperity of the farnmer is still neasured by
the degree to which the barn overshadows the house. This town is
said to have the | argest houses for oxen, cows, and horses
hereabouts, and it is not behindhand in its public buildings; but
there are very few halls for free worship or free speech in this
county. It should not be by their architecture, but why not even by
their power of abstract thought, that nations should seek to
commenor at e t hensel ves? How nmuch nore admirabl e the Bhagvat - Geet a
than all the ruins of the East! Towers and tenples are the |uxury
of princes. A sinple and independent nind does not toil at the

bi ddi ng of any prince. Genius is not a retainer to any enperor, nor
isits material silver, or gold, or marble, except to a trifling
extent. To what end, pray, is so nmuch stone hamered? In Arcadia,
when | was there, | did not see any hammering stone. Nations are
possessed with an insane anbition to perpetuate the nmenory of

t hensel ves by the anobunt of hammered stone they | eave. Wat if
equal pains were taken to snooth and polish their manners? One

pi ece of good sense would be nore menorabl e than a nonunment as high
as the nmoon. | love better to see stones in place. The grandeur of
Thebes was a vul gar grandeur. NMbdre sensible is a rod of stone wall
that bounds an honest man's field than a hundred-gated Thebes that

has wandered farther fromthe true end of Iife. The religion and



civilization which are barbaric and heat henish build spl endid
tenpl es; but what you might call Christianity does not. Mbst of the
stone a nation hanmers goes toward its tonmb only. It buries itself
alive. As for the Pyramds, there is nothing to wonder at in them
so much as the fact that so many nmen coul d be found degraded enough
to spend their lives constructing a tonb for sonme anbitious booby,
whomit would have been w ser and manlier to have drowned in the
Nile, and then given his body to the dogs. | might possibly invent
sone excuse for themand him but |I have no tine for it. As for the
religion and | ove of art of the builders, it is nuch the sane all
the world over, whether the building be an Egyptian tenple or the
United States Bank. It costs nore than it comes to. The mainspring
is vanity, assisted by the love of garlic and bread and butter. M.
Bal com a prom sing young architect, designs it on the back of his
Vitruvius, with hard pencil and ruler, and the job is let out to
Dobson & Sons, stonecutters. Wen the thirty centuries begin to
| ook down on it, mankind begin to look up at it. As for your high
towers and nonunents, there was a crazy fellow once in this town who
undertook to dig through to China, and he got so far that, as he
sai d, he heard the Chinese pots and kettles rattle; but | think that
I shall not go out of nmy way to adnmire the hole which he nade. Many
are concerned about the monunents of the West and the East -- to
know who built them For ny part, | should like to know who in
those days did not build them-- who were above such trifling. But
to proceed with ny statistics.

By surveying, carpentry, and day-labor of various other kinds in
the village in the neanwhile, for | have as many trades as fingers,
I had earned $13.34. The expense of food for eight nonths, nanely,
fromJuly 4th to March 1st, the time when these estinmates were made
though | lived there nore than two years -- not counting potatoes, a
little green corn, and sone peas, which | had raised, nor

considering the value of what was on hand at the | ast date -- was



Rice ..., $1.73 1/2
Molasses ................. 1.73 Cheapest form of the

sacchari ne.

Rye neal ................. 1.04 3/4
Indian meal .............. 0.99 3/4 Cheaper than rye.
Pork ..... ... .. ... ... ... 0.22

Flour .................... 0.88 Costs nore than |Indi an neal,

bot h noney and troubl e.

Sugar ... 0. 80
Lard ...... ... . 0. 65
Apples ... ... ... . 0.25
Dried apple .............. 0.22
Sweet potatoes ........... 0.10
One punpkin .............. 0. 06
One waternmelon ........... 0. 02
Salt ....... ... .. .. .. ... 0.03

Yes, | did eat $8.74, all told; but |I should not thus unblushingly
publish my guilt, if I did not know that nost of ny readers were
equally guilty with nmyself, and that their deeds would | ook no
better in print. The next year | sonetinmes caught a nmess of fish
for my dinner, and once | went so far as to slaughter a woodchuck
whi ch ravaged ny bean-field -- effect his transmigration, as a
Tartar would say -- and devour him partly for experinent's sake;
but though it afforded ne a nonentary enjoynent, notw thstanding a
musky flavor, | saw that the | ongest use would not nake that a good
practice, however it mght seemto have your woodchucks ready
dressed by the village butcher

Cl othing and sone incidental expenses within the sane dates,

though little can be inferred fromthis item anounted to

$ 8.40-3/4



O | and sone household utensils ........ 2.00

So that all the pecuniary outgoes, excepting for washing and
nmendi ng, which for the nost part were done out of the house, and
their bills have not yet been received -- and these are all and nore

than all the ways by which noney necessarily goes out in this part

of the world -- were
House . ... ... . . . . . . $ 28.12+
Farmone year ........... .. ... .. 14. 72+
Food eight nonths ....................... 8.74
Clothing, etc., eight months ............ 8.40-3/4
Gl, etc., eight nonths ................. 2.00
Inall ... . $ 61.99-3/4

| address nyself now to those of ny readers who have a living to

get. And to neet this | have for farm produce sold

$ 23.44
Earned by day-labor .................... 13. 34
Inall ... . . $ 36. 78,

whi ch subtracted fromthe sum of the outgoes | eaves a bal ance of
$25.21 3/4 on the one side -- this being very nearly the neans with
which | started, and the nmeasure of expenses to be incurred -- and
on the other, beside the |eisure and i ndependence and heal th thus
secured, a confortable house for ne as long as | choose to occupy
it.

These statistics, however accidental and therefore uninstructive
they may appear, as they have a certain conpl eteness, have a certain
val ue also. Nothing was given nme of which | have not rendered sone

account. It appears fromthe above estimate, that ny food al one



cost me in noney about twenty-seven cents a week. It was, for
nearly two years after this, rye and Indian neal w thout yeast,
potatoes, rice, a very little salt pork, nolasses, and salt; and ny
drink, water. It was fit that | should live on rice, mainly, who

| ove so well the philosophy of India. To nmeet the objections of
some inveterate cavillers, | may as well state, that if | dined out
occasionally, as | always had done, and | trust shall have
opportunities to do again, it was frequently to the detrinment of ny
domestic arrangenments. But the dining out, being, as | have stated,
a constant elenent, does not in the |least affect a conparative
statenment like this.

| learned fromny two years' experience that it would cost
incredibly little trouble to obtain one's necessary food, even in
this latitude; that a man may use as sinple a diet as the ani mal s,
and yet retain health and strength. | have nade a satisfactory
di nner, satisfactory on several accounts, sinply off a dish of
pursl ane (Portul aca ol eracea) which | gathered in my cornfield,
boiled and salted. | give the Latin on account of the savoriness of
the trivial name. And pray what nore can a reasonable man desire,
in peaceful times, in ordinary noons, than a sufficient nunber of
ears of green sweet corn boiled, with the addition of salt? Even
the little variety which | used was a yielding to the demands of
appetite, and not of health. Yet nmen have cone to such a pass that
they frequently starve, not for want of necessaries, but for want of
luxuries; and | know a good woman who thinks that her son lost his
Iife because he took to drinking water only.

The reader will perceive that | amtreating the subject rather
froman econonmic than a dietetic point of view, and he will not
venture to put ny abstem ousness to the test unless he has a
wel | - st ocked | arder.

Bread | at first nmade of pure Indian nmeal and salt, genuine
hoe- cakes, which |I baked before ny fire out of doors on a shingle or

the end of a stick of tinber sawed off in building nmy house; but it



was wont to get smoked and to have a piny flavor, | tried flour

al so; but have at last found a m xture of rye and |Indian neal nost
conveni ent and agreeable. In cold weather it was no little
amusenment to bake several small |oaves of this in succession,
tending and turning themas carefully as an Egyptian his hatching
eggs. They were a real cereal fruit which I ripened, and they had
to ny senses a fragrance like that of other noble fruits, which

kept in as long as possible by wapping themin cloths. | nade a
study of the ancient and indi spensable art of bread-naking,

consul ting such authorities as offered, going back to the primtive
days and first invention of the unleavened kind, when fromthe

wi | dness of nuts and nmeats nen first reached the mldness and
refinement of this diet, and travelling gradually down in ny studies
t hrough that accidental souring of the dough which, it is supposed,
taught the | eavening process, and through the various fernentations
thereafter, till | cane to "good, sweet, whol esone bread," the staff
of life. Leaven, which some deemthe soul of bread, the spiritus
which fills its cellular tissue, which is religiously preserved |ike
the vestal fire -- sone precious bottleful, | suppose, first brought

over in the Mayflower, did the business for Anerica, and its

influence is still rising, swelling, spreading, in cerealian billows
over the land -- this seed | regularly and faithfully procured from
the village, till at length one norning I forgot the rules, and

scal ded ny yeast; by which accident | discovered that even this was
not indispensable -- for ny discoveries were not by the synthetic
but anal ytic process -- and | have gladly omtted it since, though
nost housew ves earnestly assured ne that safe and whol esone bread
wi t hout yeast night not be, and el derly people prophesied a speedy
decay of the vital forces. Yet |I find it not to be an essentia
ingredient, and after going without it for a year amstill in the
land of the living; and | amglad to escape the trivial ness of
carrying a bottleful in ny pocket, which would sonetines pop and

di scharge its contents to ny disconfiture. It is sinpler and nore



respectable to onit it. Man is an animal who nore than any other
can adapt hinself to all climtes and circunstances. Neither did
put any sal -soda, or other acid or alkali, into ny bread. It would
seemthat | made it according to the reci pe which Marcus Porcius
Cat o gave about two centuries before Christ. "Panem depsticiumsic
facito. Manus nortariungue bene lavato. Farinamin nortarium

i ndito, aquae paul ati m addito, subigitoque pulchre. Ubi bene
subegeris, defingito, coquitoque sub testu.” Wich | take to mean,
-- "Make kneaded bread thus. Wash your hands and trough well. Put
the meal into the trough, add water gradually, and knead it

t horoughly. When you have kneaded it well, nmould it, and bake it
under a cover," that is, in a baking kettle. Not a word about

|l eaven. But | did not always use this staff of life. At one tine,
owing to the enptiness of ny purse, | saw none of it for nore than a
nont h.

Every New Engl ander might easily raise all his own breadstuffs
inthis land of rye and Indian corn, and not depend on distant and
fluctuating markets for them Yet so far are we fromsinplicity and
i ndependence that, in Concord, fresh and sweet neal is rarely sold
in the shops, and hominy and corn in a still coarser formare hardly
used by any. For the nost part the farmer gives to his cattle and
hogs the grain of his own producing, and buys flour, which is at
| east no nore whol esome, at a greater cost, at the store. | saw
that | could easily raise ny bushel or two of rye and Indian corn
for the former will grow on the poorest land, and the latter does
not require the best, and grind themin a hand-mll, and so do
without rice and pork; and if | nust have sone concentrated sweet, |
found by experinent that | could nake a very good nol asses either of
punpki ns or beets, and | knew that | needed only to set out a few
mapl es to obtain it nore easily still, and while these were grow ng
| could use various substitutes beside those which | have naned.

"For," as the Forefathers sang,--



"we can make liquor to sweeten our |ips

O punpki ns and parsnips and wal nut-tree chips."”

Finally, as for salt, that grossest of groceries, to obtain this
m ght be a fit occasion for a visit to the seashore, or, if | did
without it altogether, | should probably drink the I ess water. | do
not |learn that the Indians ever troubled thenselves to go after it.
Thus | could avoid all trade and barter, so far as ny food was
concerned, and having a shelter already, it would only remain to get
clothing and fuel. The pantal oons which I now wear were woven in a
farnmer's family -- thank Heaven there is so nmuch virtue still in
man; for | think the fall fromthe farner to the operative as great
and nenorable as that fromthe man to the farner; -- and in a new

country, fuel is an encunbrance. As for a habitat, if | were not

permitted still to squat, | might purchase one acre at the sane
price for which the land I cultivated was sold -- nanely, eight
dollars and eight cents. But as it was, | considered that |

enhanced the value of the |and by squatting on it.

There is a certain class of unbelievers who sonetines ask ne
such questions as, if | think that | can |ive on vegetable food
alone; and to strike at the root of the matter at once -- for the
root is faith -- I am accustomed to answer such, that | can live on
board nails. |f they cannot understand that, they cannot understand
much that | have to say. For ny part, | amglad to bear of
experinents of this kind being tried; as that a young man tried for
a fortnight to live on hard, raw corn on the ear, using his teeth
for all nmortar. The squirrel tribe tried the same and succeeded.
The human race is interested in these experinents, though a few old
wonen who are incapacitated for them or who own their thirds in
mlls, may be al arned.

My furniture, part of which | nmade myself -- and the rest cost
me not hing of which | have not rendered an account -- consisted of a

bed, a table, a desk, three chairs, a |ooking-glass three inches in



dianmeter, a pair of tongs and andirons, a kettle, a skillet, and a
frying-pan, a dipper, a wash-bow, two knives and forks, three

pl ates, one cup, one spoon, a jug for oil, a jug for nol asses, and a
japanned |l anp. None is so poor that he need sit on a punpkin. That
is shiftlessness. There is a plenty of such chairs as | |ike best
inthe village garrets to be had for taking themaway. Furniture!
Thank God, | can sit and | can stand without the aid of a furniture
war ehouse. What man but a phil osopher would not be ashamed to see
his furniture packed in a cart and going up country exposed to the
Iight of heaven and the eyes of nmen, a beggarly account of enpty
boxes? That is Spaulding's furniture. | could never tell from

i nspecting such a | oad whether it belonged to a so-called rich nman
or a poor one; the owner always seened poverty-stricken. |ndeed,
the nmore you have of such things the poorer you are. Each |oad
looks as if it contained the contents of a dozen shanties; and if
one shanty is poor, this is a dozen tines as poor. Pray, for what
do we nove ever but to get rid of our furniture, our exuvioe: at
last to go fromthis world to another newy furnished, and | eave
this to be burned? It is the same as if all these traps were
buckled to a man's belt, and he could not nove over the rough
country where our lines are cast w thout dragging them-- dragging
his trap. He was a lucky fox that left his tail in the trap. The
muskrat will gnaw his third leg off to be free. No wonder nan has
lost his elasticity. How often he is at a dead set! "Sir, if | may
be so bold, what do you nean by a dead set?" |If you are a seer
whenever you neet a man you will see all that he owns, ay, and nuch
that he pretends to disown, behind him even to his kitchen
furniture and all the trunpery which he saves and will not burn, and
he will appear to be harnessed to it and naki ng what headway he can
I think that the man is at a dead set who has got through a
knot - hol e or gateway where his sledge | oad of furniture cannot
follow him | cannot but feel conpassion when I hear some trig,

conpact -1 ooki ng man, seenmingly free, all girded and ready, speak of



his "furniture,” as whether it is insured or not. "But what shall
do with ny furniture?" -- My gay butterfly is entangled in a
spider's web then. Even those who seemfor a long while not to have
any, if you inquire nore narromy you will find have sonme stored in
somebody's barn. | ook upon England today as an ol d gentl eman who
is travelling with a great deal of baggage, trunpery which has
accunul ated from | ong housekeepi ng, which he has not the courage to
burn; great trunk, little trunk, bandbox, and bundle. Throw away
the first three at least. It would surpass the powers of a well nan
nowadays to take up his bed and wal k, and | should certainly advise
a sick one to lay down his bed and run. Wen | have net an
immgrant tottering under a bundl e which contained his all --

| ooking Ii ke an enornous wen which had grown out of the nape of his
neck -- | have pitied him not because that was his all, but because
he had all that to carry. |If |I have got to drag ny trap, | wll
take care that it be a light one and do not nip nme in a vital part.
But perchance it would be wi sest never to put one's pawinto it.

I woul d observe, by the way, that it costs nme nothing for
curtains, for | have no gazers to shut out but the sun and noon, and
I amw lling that they should look in. The noon will not sour mlk
nor taint neat of mne, nor will the sun injure ny furniture or fade
my carpet; and if he is sonetines too warma friend, | find it stil
better econony to retreat behind sonme curtain which nature has
provided, than to add a single itemto the details of housekeeping.
A lady once offered me a mat, but as | had no roomto spare within
the house, nor time to spare within or without to shake it, I
declined it, preferring to wipe ny feet on the sod before ny door.

It is best to avoid the begi nnings of evil
Not long since | was present at the auction of a deacon's

effects, for his |ife had not been ineffectual:--

"The evil that nen do lives after them"



As usual, a great proportion was trunpery which had begun to
accunul ate in his father's day. Anong the rest was a dried
tapeworm And now, after lying half a century in his garret and
ot her dust holes, these things were not burned; instead of a
bonfire, or purifying destruction of them there was an auction, or
i ncreasing of them The nei ghbors eagerly collected to view them
bought themall, and carefully transported themto their garrets and
dust holes, to lie there till their estates are settled, when they
will start again. Wen a man dies he kicks the dust.

The custons of some savage nations night, perchance, be
profitably imtated by us, for they at |east go through the
senbl ance of casting their slough annually; they have the idea of
the thing, whether they have the reality or not. Wuld it not be
well if we were to celebrate such a "busk," or "feast of first
fruits," as Bartram describes to have been the custom of the
Miccl asse | ndians? "Wen a town cel ebrates the busk," says he,
"havi ng previously provided thenmsel ves with new cl ot hes, new pots,
pans, and other household utensils and furniture, they collect all
their worn out clothes and other despicable things, sweep and
cl eanse their houses, squares, and the whole town of their filth,
which with all the remaining grain and other old provisions they
cast together into one conmon heap, and consume it with fire. After
havi ng taken nedicine, and fasted for three days, all the fire in
the town is extinguished. During this fast they abstain fromthe
gratification of every appetite and passion whatever. A genera
ammesty is proclainmed; all nalefactors may return to their town."

"On the fourth norning, the high priest, by rubbing dry wood
toget her, produces new fire in the public square, fromwhence every
habitation in the town is supplied with the new and pure flame."

They then feast on the new corn and fruits, and dance and sing
for three days, "and the four foll owing days they receive visits and
rejoice with their friends from nei ghboring towns who have in |ike

manner purified and prepared thensel ves."



The Mexicans al so practised a similar purification at the end of
every fifty-two years, in the belief that it was time for the world
to come to an end.

| have scarcely heard of a truer sacranment, that is, as the
dictionary defines it, "outward and visible sign of an i nward and
spiritual grace," than this, and | have no doubt that they were
originally inspired directly from Heaven to do thus, though they
have no Biblical record of the revelation

For nore than five years | nmintained nyself thus solely by the

| abor of ny hands, and | found that, by working about six weeks in a

year, | could neet all the expenses of living. The whole of ny
winters, as well as nost of ny summers, | had free and clear for
study. | have thoroughly tried school -keeping, and found that ny

expenses were in proportion, or rather out of proportion, to ny
incone, for | was obliged to dress and train, not to say think and
believe, accordingly, and | lost ny tine into the bargain. As | did
not teach for the good of my fellow nen, but sinply for a
l'ivelihood, this was a failure. | have tried trade but | found that
it would take ten years to get under way in that, and that then
shoul d probably be on ny way to the devil. | was actually afraid
that | nmight by that tinme be doing what is called a good business.
When formerly | was | ooking about to see what | could do for a
living, sone sad experience in conformng to the wishes of friends
being fresh in ny mind to tax ny ingenuity, | thought often and
seriously of picking huckl eberries; that surely | could do, and its
smal |l profits mght suffice -- for ny greatest skill has been to
want but little -- so little capital it required, so little
distraction fromny wonted nmoods, | foolishly thought. Wile ny
acquai nt ances went unhesitatingly into trade or the professions, |
contenpl ated this occupation as nost like theirs; ranging the hills
all sumrer to pick the berries which came in ny way, and thereafter
carel essly dispose of them so, to keep the flocks of Adnetus.

al so dreaned that | might gather the wild herbs, or carry evergreens



to such villagers as loved to be reninded of the woods, even to the
city, by hay-cart loads. But | have since |earned that trade curses
everything it handles; and though you trade in nessages from heaven
the whol e curse of trade attaches to the business.

As | preferred some things to others, and especially valued ny
freedom as | could fare hard and yet succeed well, | did not w sh
to spend nmy tinme in earning rich carpets or other fine furniture, or
delicate cookery, or a house in the Gecian or the Gothic style just
yet. |If there are any to whomit is no interruption to acquire
t hese things, and who know how to use them when acquired, |

relinquish to themthe pursuit. Sonme are "industrious,” and appear
to love labor for its own sake, or perhaps because it keeps them out
of worse mischief; to such | have at present nothing to say. Those
who woul d not know what to do with nore |eisure than they now enjoy,
I mght advise to work twice as hard as they do -- work till they
pay for thenselves, and get their free papers. For myself | found
that the occupation of a day-I|aborer was the nost independent of
any, especially as it required only thirty or forty days in a year
to support one. The laborer's day ends with the goi ng down of the
sun, and he is then free to devote hinself to his chosen pursuit,

i ndependent of his labor; but his enployer, who specul ates from
month to nmonth, has no respite fromone end of the year to the

ot her.

In short, I am convinced, both by faith and experience, that to
mai ntain one's self on this earth is not a hardship but a pastine,
if we will live sinply and wisely; as the pursuits of the sinpler
nations are still the sports of the nore artificial. It is not
necessary that a man should earn his living by the sweat of his
brow, unless he sweats easier than | do.

One young nman of ny acquai ntance, who has inherited sonme acres,
told me that he thought he should live as | did, if he had the
means. | would not have any one adopt ny node of living on any

account; for, beside that before he has fairly learned it | may have



found out another for mnyself, | desire that there nay be as many
different persons in the world as possible; but I would have each
one be very careful to find out and pursue his own way, and not his
father's or his nother's or his neighbor's instead. The youth nmay
build or plant or sail, only let himnot be hindered from doing that
which he tells nme he would Iike to do. It is by a nmathemati cal
point only that we are wise, as the sailor or the fugitive slave
keeps the polestar in his eye; but that is sufficient guidance for
all our life. We may not arrive at our port within a cal cul abl e
period, but we would preserve the true course.

Undoubtedly, in this case, what is true for one is truer stil
for a thousand, as a |large house is not proportionally nore
expensive than a snall one, since one roof may cover, one cellar
underlie, and one wall separate several apartnents. But for ny
part, | preferred the solitary dwelling. Moreover, it will conmonly
be cheaper to build the whol e yourself than to convince another of
the advantage of the common wall; and when you have done this, the
common partition, to be nmuch cheaper, nust be a thin one, and that
other may prove a bad nei ghbor, and al so not keep his side in
repair. The only co-operation which is commonly possible is
exceedingly partial and superficial; and what little true
co-operation there is, is as if it were not, being a harnony
inaudible to men. If a man has faith, he will co-operate with equa
faith everywhere; if he has not faith, he will continue to live like
the rest of the world, whatever conpany he is joined to. To
co-operate in the highest as well as the | owest sense, neans to get
our living together. | heard it proposed lately that two young nen
shoul d travel together over the world, the one w thout noney,
earning his neans as he went, before the mast and behind the pl ow,
the other carrying a bill of exchange in his pocket. It was easy to
see that they could not |ong be conpanions or co-operate, since one
woul d not operate at all. They would part at the first interesting

crisis in their adventures. Above all, as | have inplied, the nan



who goes al one can start today; but he who travels w th another nust
wait till that other is ready, and it may be a long time before they
get off.

But all this is very selfish, | have heard some of ny townsnen
say. | confess that | have hitherto indulged very little in
philanthropic enterprises. | have nmade sone sacrifices to a sense
of duty, and anong ot hers have sacrificed this pleasure also. There
are those who have used all their arts to persuade ne to undertake
the support of some poor fanmily in the town; and if | had nothing to
do -- for the devil finds enploynent for the idle -- | might try ny
hand at sonme such pastine as that. However, when | have thought to
i ndul ge nyself in this respect, and lay their Heaven under an
obligation by maintaining certain poor persons in all respects as
confortably as I maintain nyself, and have even ventured so far as
to nake themthe offer, they have one and all unhesitatingly
preferred to remain poor. VWhile nmy townsnmen and wonen are devoted
in so many ways to the good of their fellows, | trust that one at
| east nmay be spared to other and | ess humane pursuits. You nust
have a genius for charity as well as for anything else. As for
Doi ng-good, that is one of the professions which are full.

Moreover, | have tried it fairly, and, strange as it nmay seem am
satisfied that it does not agree with ny constitution. Probably I
shoul d not consciously and deliberately forsake ny particul ar
calling to do the good which society demands of ne, to save the

uni verse fromanni hilation; and | believe that a like but infinitely
greater steadfastness el sewhere is all that now preserves it. But
woul d not stand between any man and his genius; and to hi mwho does
this work, which | decline, with his whole heart and soul and life,

I woul d say, Persevere, even if the world call it doing evil, as it
is nost likely they will.

I amfar from supposing that nmy case is a peculiar one; no doubt
many of my readers would nake a simlar defence. At doing sonething

-- | will not engage that ny nei ghbors shall pronounce it good --



do not hesitate to say that | should be a capital fellowto hire;
but what that is, it is for ny enployer to find out. What good
do, in the common sense of that word, nust be aside fromny nain
path, and for the nobst part wholly uni ntended. Men say,
practically, Begin where you are and such as you are, w thout aimng
mai nly to beconme of nore worth, and with kindness aforethought go
about doing good. |If |I were to preach at all in this strain, |
shoul d say rather, Set about being good. As if the sun should stop
when he had kindled his fires up to the splendor of a noon or a star
of the sixth magnitude, and go about |ike a Robin Goodfell ow,
peeping in at every cottage wi ndow, inspiring lunatics, and tainting
meats, and neki ng darkness visible, instead of steadily increasing
hi s genial heat and beneficence till he is of such brightness that
no nortal can look himin the face, and then, and in the nmeanwhile
too, going about the world in his own orbit, doing it good, or
rather, as a truer philosophy has di scovered, the world going about
himgetting good. Wen Phaeton, wi shing to prove his heavenly birth
by his beneficence, had the sun's chariot but one day, and drove out
of the beaten track, he burned several blocks of houses in the | ower
streets of heaven, and scorched the surface of the earth, and dried
up every spring, and nmade the great desert of Sahara, till at length
Jupiter hurled himheadlong to the earth with a thunderbolt, and the
sun, through grief at his death, did not shine for a year

There is no odor so bad as that which arises from goodness
tainted. It is human, it is divine, carrion. |If | knew for a
certainty that a man was comng to ny house with the conscious
design of doing nme good, | should run for ny life, as fromthat dry
and parching wind of the African deserts called the sinobom which
fills the mouth and nose and ears and eyes with dust till you are
suffocated, for fear that | should get some of his good done to ne
-- sonme of its virus mingled with ny blood. No -- in this case
woul d rather suffer evil the natural way. A nman is not a good nan

to ne because he will feed me if | should be starving, or warmne if



I should be freezing, or pull me out of a ditch if | should ever

fall into one. | can find you a Newfoundl and dog that will do as
much. Philanthropy is not love for one's fellownan in the broadest
sense. Howard was no doubt an exceedingly kind and worthy man in
his way, and has his reward; but, conparatively speaking, what are a
hundred Howards to us, if their philanthropy do not help us in our
best estate, when we are nost worthy to be helped? | never heard of
a philanthropic nmeeting in which it was sincerely proposed to do any
good to ne, or the like of ne.

The Jesuits were quite bal ked by those |Indi ans who, being burned
at the stake, suggested new nodes of torture to their tormentors.
Bei ng superior to physical suffering, it sonetines chanced that they
were superior to any consol ati on which the m ssionaries could offer
and the law to do as you would be done by fell with |ess
per suasi veness on the ears of those who, for their part, did not
care how they were done by, who loved their enenies after a new
fashi on, and canme very near freely forgiving themall they did.

Be sure that you give the poor the aid they nbst need, though it
be your exanple which | eaves them far behind. |f you give noney,
spend yourself with it, and do not nerely abandon it to them W
make curious m stakes sonetines. Oten the poor nan is not so cold
and hungry as he is dirty and ragged and gross. It is partly his
taste, and not nerely his msfortune. |If you give himnoney, he
wi Il perhaps buy nore rags with it. | was wont to pity the clunsy
Irish | aborers who cut ice on the pond, in such mean and ragged
clothes, while | shivered in ny nore tidy and sonewhat nore
fashi onabl e garnents, till, one bitter cold day, one who had slipped
into the water cane to ny house to warmhim and | saw himstrip off
three pairs of pants and two pairs of stockings ere he got down to
the skin, though they were dirty and ragged enough, it is true, and
that he could afford to refuse the extra garments which | offered
him he had so many intra ones. This ducking was the very thing he

needed. Then | began to pity nyself, and | saw that it would be a



greater charity to bestow on ne a flannel shirt than a whole

sl op-shop on him There are a thousand hacking at the branches of
evil to one who is striking at the root, and it nmay be that he who
bestows the | argest anmount of tinme and noney on the needy is doing
the nmost by his node of |ife to produce that nisery which he strives
invaintorelieve. It is the pious slave-breeder devoting the
proceeds of every tenth slave to buy a Sunday's liberty for the
rest. Some show their kindness to the poor by enploying themin
their kitchens. Wuld they not be kinder if they enployed

t hensel ves there? You boast of spending a tenth part of your incone
in charity; maybe you should spend the nine tenths so, and done with
it. Society recovers only a tenth part of the property then. |Is
this owing to the generosity of himin whose possession it is found,
or to the renmissness of the officers of justice?

Philanthropy is alnobst the only virtue which is sufficiently
appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly overrated; and it is our
sel fi shness which overrates it. A robust poor man, one sunny day
here in Concord, praised a fellowtownsnman to ne, because, as he
said, he was kind to the poor; meaning hinself. The kind uncles and
aunts of the race are nore esteened than its true spiritual fathers
and nothers. | once heard a reverend | ecturer on England, a nan of
| earning and intelligence, after enunerating her scientific,
literary, and political worthies, Shakespeare, Bacon, Crommell,

M 1lton, Newton, and others, speak next of her Christian heroes,
whom as if his profession required it of him he elevated to a

pl ace far above all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They
were Penn, Howard, and Ms. Fry. Every one nust feel the fal sehood
and cant of this. The |ast were not England' s best nmen and wonen;
only, perhaps, her best phil anthropists.

I would not subtract anything fromthe praise that is due to
phi | ant hropy, but nmerely denmand justice for all who by their lives
and works are a blessing to mankind. | do not value chiefly a man's

upri ght ness and benevol ence, which are, as it were, his stemand



| eaves. Those plants of whose greenness w thered we nmake herb tea
for the sick serve but a hunble use, and are nost enpl oyed by
quacks. | want the flower and fruit of a man; that some fragrance
be wafted over fromhimto ne, and sone ripeness flavor our
intercourse. Hi s goodness nmust not be a partial and transitory act,
but a constant superfluity, which costs himnothing and of which he
is unconscious. This is a charity that hides a nmultitude of sins.
The philanthropist too often surrounds manki nd with the renenbrance
of his own castoff griefs as an atnosphere, and calls it synpathy.
We shoul d inpart our courage, and not our despair, our health and
ease, and not our disease, and take care that this does not spread
by contagion. From what southern plains cones up the voice of
wai | ing? Under what |atitudes reside the heathen to whom we woul d
send light? Wo is that intenperate and brutal nman whom we woul d
redeen? |f anything ail a nman, so that he does not performhis
functions, if he have a pain in his bowels even -- for that is the
seat of synmpathy -- he forthwith sets about reformng -- the world.
Bei ng a nicrocosm hinsel f, he discovers -- and it is a true
di scovery, and he is the man to make it -- that the world has been
eating green apples; to his eyes, in fact, the globe itself is a
great green apple, which there is danger awful to think of that the
children of men will nibble before it is ripe; and strai ghtway his
drastic philanthropy seeks out the Esqui mau and the Patagoni an, and
enbraces the popul ous Indian and Chinese villages; and thus, by a
few years of philanthropic activity, the powers in the neanwhile
using himfor their own ends, no doubt, he cures hinself of his
dyspepsia, the globe acquires a faint blush on one or both of its
cheeks, as if it were beginning to be ripe, and life loses its
crudity and is once nore sweet and whol esone to live. | never
dreaned of any enormity greater than | have committed. | never
knew, and never shall know, a worse man than mnyself.

| believe that what so saddens the reformer is not his synpathy

with his fellows in distress, but, though he be the holiest son of



God, is his private ail. Let this be righted, let the spring cone
to him the nmorning rise over his couch, and he will forsake his
generous conpani ons w t hout apol ogy. M excuse for not |ecturing
agai nst the use of tobacco is, that | never chewed it, that is a
penalty which refornmed tobacco-chewers have to pay; though there are
t hi ngs enough | have chewed which | could |l ecture against. |[|f you
shoul d ever be betrayed into any of these philanthropies, do not |et
your |eft hand know what your right hand does, for it is not worth
knowi ng. Rescue the drowning and tie your shoestrings. Take your
time, and set about some free |abor.

Qur manners have been corrupted by comruni cation with the
saints. Qur hymm-books resound with a nel odi ous cursing of God and
enduring Hmforever. One would say that even the prophets and
redeeners had rather consoled the fears than confirned the hopes of
man. There is nowhere recorded a sinple and irrepressible
satisfaction with the gift of life, any nenorabl e praise of Cod.

Al'l health and success does nme good, however far off and w thdrawn
it may appear; all disease and failure helps to make ne sad and does
me evil, however nuch synpathy it may have with me or | with it.

If, then, we would indeed restore mankind by truly Indian, botanic,
magnetic, or natural neans, let us first be as sinple and well as
Nat ure oursel ves, dispel the clouds which hang over our own brows,
and take up a little life into our pores. Do not stay to be an
overseer of the poor, but endeavor to becone one of the worthies of
the worl d.

I read in the @ulistan, or Flower Garden, of Sheik Sadi of
Shiraz, that "they asked a wise man, saying: O the many cel ebrated
trees which the Mbst High God has created | ofty and unbrageous, they
call none azad, or free, excepting the cypress, which bears no
fruit; what nmystery is there in this? He replied, Each has its
appropriate produce, and appoi nted season, during the continuance of
which it is fresh and bl oom ng, and during their absence dry and

withered; to neither of which states is the cypress exposed, being



al ways flourishing; and of this nature are the azads, or religious
i ndependents. -- Fix not thy heart on that which is transitory; for
the Dijlah, or Tigris, will continue to flow through Bagdad after
the race of caliphs is extinct: if thy hand has plenty, be libera
as the date tree; but if it affords nothing to give away, be an

azad, or free nman, |like the cypress."”

COVPLEMENTAL VERSES
The Pretensions of Poverty

Thou dost presune too nuch, poor needy wetch,
To claima station in the firmanment
Because thy hunbl e cottage, or thy tub,
Nurses sone | azy or pedantic virtue
In the cheap sunshine or by shady springs,
Wth roots and pot-herbs; where thy right hand,
Teari ng those humane passions fromthe m nd,
Upon whose stocks fair bloomng virtues flourish
Degradet h nature, and benunbeth sense,
And, Corgon-like, turns active nmen to stone.
We not require the dull society
O your necessitated tenperance,
O that unnatural stupidity
That knows nor joy nor sorrow, nor your forc'd
Fal sel y exal ted passive fortitude
Above the active. This |ow abject brood,
That fix their seats in nediocrity,
Becone your servile mnds; but we advance
Such virtues only as adnmit excess,
Brave, bounteous acts, regal nagnificence,
Al'l -seei ng prudence, maghanimty
That knows no bound, and that heroic virtue
For which antiquity hath left no nane,

But patterns only, such as Hercul es,



Achilles, Theseus. Back to thy loath'd cell;
And when thou seest the new enlightened sphere,
Study to know but what those worthies were.

T. CAREW

Where | Lived, and What | Lived For

At a certain season of our life we are accustonmed to consider
every spot as the possible site of a house. | have thus surveyed
the country on every side within a dozen niles of where | live. In
i magi nati on | have bought all the farnms in succession, for all were
to be bought, and I knew their price. | wal ked over each farner's
preni ses, tasted his wild apples, discoursed on husbandry with him

took his farmat his price, at any price, nortgaging it to himin ny

m nd; even put a higher price on it -- took everything but a deed of
it -- took his word for his deed, for | dearly love to talk --
cultivated it, and himtoo to some extent, | trust, and w thdrew

when | had enjoyed it | ong enough, leaving himto carry it on. This
experience entitled me to be regarded as a sort of real-estate
broker by ny friends. \herever | sat, there | nmight live, and the

| andscape radi ated fromme accordingly. What is a house but a
sedes, a seat? -- better if a country seat. | discovered many a
site for a house not likely to be soon inproved, which some night
have t hought too far fromthe village, but to ny eyes the village
was too far fromit. Well, there | might live, | said; and there
did live, for an hour, a summer and a winter life; saw how | could
let the years run off, buffet the winter through, and see the spring
come in. The future inhabitants of this regi on, wherever they nay
pl ace their houses, nmay be sure that they have been anticipated. An

afternoon sufficed to lay out the land into orchard, wood-1ot, and



pasture, and to decide what fine oaks or pines should be left to
stand before the door, and whence each blasted tree could be seen to
the best advantage; and then | let it lie, fallow perchance, for a
man is rich in proportion to the nunber of things which he can
afford to et al one.

My inmagination carried ne so far that | even had the refusal of
several farnms -- the refusal was all | wanted -- but | never got ny
fingers burned by actual possession. The nearest that | cane to
actual possession was when | bought the Hollowel| place, and had
begun to sort ny seeds, and collected materials with which to nake a
wheel barrow to carry it on or off with; but before the owner gave ne
a deed of it, his wife -- every man has such a wife -- changed her
nmind and wi shed to keep it, and he offered ne ten dollars to rel ease
him Now, to speak the truth, | had but ten cents in the world, and
it surpassed nmy arithmetic to tell, if I was that man who had ten
cents, or who had a farm or ten dollars, or all together. However,
I let himkeep the ten dollars and the farmtoo, for | had carried
it far enough; or rather, to be generous, | sold himthe farmfor
just what | gave for it, and, as he was not a rich man, made hima
present of ten dollars, and still had ny ten cents, and seeds, and
materials for a wheelbarrow left. | found thus that | had been a
rich man without any danage to nmy poverty. But | retained the
| andscape, and | have since annually carried off what it yielded

wi t hout a wheel barrow. Wth respect to | andscapes,

"I am nonarch of all | survey,

My right there is none to dispute.”

I have frequently seen a poet w thdraw, having enjoyed the nost
val uable part of a farm while the crusty farner supposed that he
had got a feww ld apples only. Wy, the owner does not know it for
many years when a poet has put his farmin rhyne, the nost admirable

kind of invisible fence, has fairly inpounded it, mlked it, skinmred



it, and got all the cream and left the farner only the skinmed
m | k.

The real attractions of the Hollowell farm to nme, were: its
complete retirement, being, about two niles fromthe village, half a
mle fromthe nearest neighbor, and separated fromthe hi ghway by a
broad field; its bounding on the river, which the owner said
protected it by its fogs fromfrosts in the spring, though that was
nothing to nme; the gray color and ruinous state of the house and
barn, and the dil api dated fences, which put such an interval between
me and the last occupant; the hollow and |ichen-covered apple trees,
nawed by rabbits, show ng what kind of neighbors | should have; but
above all, the recollection | had of it fromny earliest voyages up
the river, when the house was conceal ed behind a dense grove of red
mapl es, through which | heard the house-dog bark. | was in haste to
buy it, before the proprietor finished getting out sone rocks,
cutting down the holl ow apple trees, and grubbing up some young
bi rches which had sprung up in the pasture, or, in short, had nade
any nore of his inprovenents. To enjoy these advantages | was ready
to carry it on; like Atlas, to take the world on ny shoulders -- |
never heard what conpensation he received for that -- and do al
those t hings which had no other notive or excuse but that | mght
pay for it and be unnolested in ny possession of it; for | knew all
the while that it would yield the nost abundant crop of the kind
wanted, if | could only afford to let it alone. But it turned out
as | have said.

Al'l that | could say, then, with respect to farmng on a |large
scale -- | have always cultivated a garden -- was, that | had had ny
seeds ready. Many think that seeds inprove with age. | have no

doubt that time discrimnates between the good and the bad; and when

at last | shall plant, | shall be less likely to be di sappointed.
But | would say to ny fellows, once for all, As long as possible
live free and uncommitted. It makes but little difference whether

you are committed to a farmor the county jail.



A d Cato, whose "De Re Rustica" is ny "Cultivator," says -- and
the only translation I have seen makes sheer nonsense of the passage
-- "When you think of getting a farmturn it thus in your mnd, not
to buy greedily; nor spare your pains to look at it, and do not
think it enough to go round it once. The oftener you go there the
nmore it will please you, if it is good." | think I shall not buy
greedily, but go round and round it as long as | live, and be buried
init first, that it may please nme the nore at |ast.

The present was ny next experinment of this kind, which | purpose
to describe nore at length, for convenience putting the experience
of two years into one. As | have said, | do not propose to wite an
ode to dejection, but to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the
nmor ni ng, standing on his roost, if only to wake nmy nei ghbors up

When first | took up ny abode in the woods, that is, began to
spend ny nights as well as days there, which, by accident, was on
I ndependence Day, or the Fourth of July, 1845, ny house was not
finished for winter, but was nerely a defence agai nst the rain,
wi t hout plastering or chimmey, the walls being of rough
weat her - st ai ned boards, with wi de chinks, which made it cool at
night. The upright white hewn studs and freshly planed door and
wi ndow casings gave it a clean and airy | ook, especially in the
norni ng, when its tinbers were saturated with dew, so that | fancied
that by noon sonme sweet gum woul d exude fromthem To ny
i magi nation it retained throughout the day nore or less of this
auroral character, remnding me of a certain house on a nountain
which | had visited a year before. This was an airy and unpl astered
cabin, fit to entertain a travelling god, and where a goddess ni ght
trail her garnents. The w nds which passed over ny dwelling were
such as sweep over the ridges of nountains, bearing the broken
strains, or celestial parts only, of terrestrial nusic. The norning
wi nd forever blows, the poem of creation is uninterrupted; but few
are the ears that hear it. Odynpus is but the outside of the earth

ever ywher e.



The only house | had been the owner of before, if | except a
boat, was a tent, which | used occasionally when nmaki ng excursions
in the sumer, and this is still rolled up in ny garret; but the
boat, after passing fromhand to hand, has gone down the stream of
time. Wth this nore substantial shelter about nme, | had nade sone
progress toward settling in the world. This frame, so slightly
clad, was a sort of crystallization around ne, and reacted on the
builder. 1t was suggestive sonmewhat as a picture in outlines.

did not need to go outdoors to take the air, for the atnosphere
within had | ost none of its freshness. It was not so nmuch within
doors as behind a door where | sat, even in the rainiest weather
The Harivansa says, "An abode without birds is |like a neat w thout
seasoning." Such was not ny abode, for | found nyself suddenly
nei ghbor to the birds; not by having inprisoned one, but having
caged nyself near them | was not only nearer to sone of those

whi ch commonly frequent the garden and the orchard, but to those

smal ler and nore thrilling songsters of the forest which never, or
rarely, serenade a villager -- the wood thrush, the veery, the
scarl et tanager, the field sparrow, the whip-poor-will, and many
ot hers.

I was seated by the shore of a small pond, about a nile and a
hal f south of the village of Concord and sonewhat higher than it, in
the midst of an extensive wood between that town and Lincoln, and
about two nmiles south of that our only field known to fane, Concord
Battle Ground; but I was so lowin the woods that the opposite
shore, half a mle off, like the rest, covered with wood, was ny
nost distant horizon. For the first week, whenever | |ooked out on
the pond it inpressed me like a tarn high up on the side of a
nmountain, its bottomfar above the surface of other |akes, and, as
the sun arose, | saw it throwing off its nightly clothing of nist
and here and there, by degrees, its soft ripples or its snooth
reflecting surface was reveal ed, while the msts, |ike ghosts, were

stealthily withdrawing in every direction into the woods, as at the



breaki ng up of some nocturnal conventicle. The very dew seened to
hang upon the trees later into the day than usual, as on the sides
of mount ai ns.

This small | ake was of nost value as a neighbor in the intervals
of a gentle rain-stormin August, when, both air and water being
perfectly still, but the sky overcast, nid-afternoon had all the
serenity of evening, and the wood thrush sang around, and was heard
fromshore to shore. A lake like this is never snoother than at
such a tine; and the clear portion of the air above it being,
shal | ow and darkened by cl ouds, the water, full of light and
reflections, becones a | ower heaven itself so nuch the nore
important. Froma hill-top near by, where the wood had been
recently cut off, there was a pleasing vista southward across the
pond, through a wide indentation in the hills which formthe shore
there, where their opposite sides sloping toward each other
suggested a streamflowing out in that direction through a wdoded
val |l ey, but streamthere was none. That way | |ooked between and
over the near green hills to sone distant and hi gher ones in the
hori zon, tinged with blue. Indeed, by standing on tiptoe | could
catch a glinpse of sonme of the peaks of the still bluer and nore
di stant nmountain ranges in the northwest, those true-blue coins from
heaven's own nmint, and also of sonme portion of the village. But in
other directions, even fromthis point, |I could not see over or
beyond the woods which surrounded ne. It is well to have sone water
i n your nei ghborhood, to give buoyancy to and float the earth. One
val ue even of the smallest well is, that when you look into it you
see that earth is not continent but insular. This is as inportant
as that it keeps butter cool. Wen | |ooked across the pond from
this peak toward the Sudbury neadows, which in tinme of flood
di stingui shed el evated perhaps by a nmirage in their seething valley,
like a coinin a basin, all the earth beyond the pond appeared like
a thin crust insulated and fl oated even by this small sheet of

interverting water, and | was rem nded that this on which | dwelt



was but dry | and.

Though the view fromny door was still nore contracted, | did
not feel crowded or confined in the least. There was pasture enough
for my imagination. The |ow shrub oak plateau to which the opposite
shore arose stretched away toward the prairies of the Wst and the
steppes of Tartary, affording anple roomfor all the roving famlies
of men. "There are none happy in the world but bei ngs who enjoy
freely a vast horizon" -- said Danodara, when his herds required new
and | arger pastures.

Both place and time were changed, and | dwelt nearer to those
parts of the universe and to those eras in history which had nost
attracted ne. Wuere | lived was as far off as many a region vi ewed
nightly by astronomers. W are wont to inmgine rare and del ectabl e
pl aces in sone renote and nore cel estial corner of the system
behi nd the constellation of Cassiopeia's Chair, far from noise and
di sturbance. | discovered that my house actually had its site in
such a wi thdrawn, but forever new and unprofaned, part of the
universe. If it were worth the while to settle in those parts near
to the Pleiades or the Hyades, to Al debaran or Altair, then | was
really there, or at an equal renoteness fromthe life which | had
| eft behind, dwindled and twinkling with as fine a ray to ny nearest
nei ghbor, and to be seen only in noonless nights by him Such was

that part of creation where | had squatted;

"There was a shepherd that did live,
And hel d his thoughts as high
As were the mounts whereon his flocks

Did hourly feed himby."

What should we think of the shepherd' s life if his flocks al ways
wandered to hi gher pastures than his thoughts?
Every norning was a cheerful invitation to nake ny life of equa

simplicity, and | may say innocence, with Nature herself. 1 have



been as sincere a worshipper of Aurora as the G eeks. | got up
early and bathed in the pond; that was a religious exercise, and one
of the best things which | did. They say that characters were
engraven on the bathing tub of King Tchingthang to this effect:
"Renew t hyself conpletely each day; do it again, and again, and
forever again." | can understand that. Morning brings back the
heroic ages. | was as nuch affected by the faint hum of a nobsquito
making its invisible and uni magi nabl e tour through ny apartnent at
earliest dawn, when | was sitting with door and wi ndows open, as
could be by any trunpet that ever sang of fame. It was Honmer's
requiem itself an Iliad and Odyssey in the air, singing its own
wrath and wanderings. There was sonething cosnical about it; a
standi ng advertisenent, till forbidden, of the everlasting vigor and
fertility of the world. The norning, which is the nost menorabl e
season of the day, is the awakening hour. Then there is |east
somol ence in us; and for an hour, at least, sonme part of us awakes
whi ch slunbers all the rest of the day and night. Little is to be
expected of that day, if it can be called a day, to which we are not
awakened by our GCenius, but by the nechani cal nudgi ngs of sone
servitor, are not awakened by our own newly acquired force and
aspirations fromw thin, acconpanied by the undul ati ons of celestia
nmusi c, instead of factory bells, and a fragrance filling the air --
to a higher life than we fell asleep from and thus the darkness
bear its fruit, and prove itself to be good, no less than the |ight.
That man who does not believe that each day contains an earlier

nmore sacred, and auroral hour than he has yet profaned, has
despaired of life, and is pursuing a descendi ng and dar keni ng way.
After a partial cessation of his sensuous life, the soul of man, or
its organs rather, are reinvigorated each day, and his Genius tries
again what noble life it can make. Al nenorable events, | should
say, transpire in norning time and in a norning atnmosphere. The
Vedas say, "All intelligences awake with the norning." Poetry and

art, and the fairest and nost nenorable of the actions of nen, date



from such an hour. All poets and heroes, |ike Menmmon, are the
children of Aurora, and enmit their nusic at sunrise. To hi mwhose
el astic and vi gorous thought keeps pace with the sun, the day is a
perpetual norning. It matters not what the clocks say or the
attitudes and | abors of men. Mrning is when | am awake and there
is adawn in me. Mral reformis the effort to throw off sleep

Way is it that nmen give so poor an account of their day if they have
not been slunbering? They are not such poor calculators. |If they
had not been overcone with drowsi ness, they would have perforned
somet hing. The millions are awake enough for physical |abor; but
only one in a mllion is awake enough for effective intellectua
exertion, only one in a hundred mllions to a poetic or divine life.
To be awake is to be alive. | have never yet nmet a man who was

qui te awake. How could |I have | ooked himin the face?

We nust |earn to reawaken and keep oursel ves awake, not by
mechani cal aids, but by an infinite expectation of the dawn, which
does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. | know of no nore
encouragi ng fact than the unquestionable ability of man to el evate
his Iife by a conscious endeavor. It is sonething to be able to
paint a particular picture, or to carve a statue, and so to make a
few objects beautiful; but it is far nore glorious to carve and
pai nt the very atnosphere and medi um through whi ch we | ook, which
morally we can do. To affect the quality of the day, that is the
hi ghest of arts. Every nman is tasked to nake his life, even inits
details, worthy of the contenplation of his nost el evated and
critical hour. |If we refused, or rather used up, such paltry
informati on as we get, the oracles would distinctly informus how
this m ght be done.

I went to the woods because | wi shed to live deliberately, to
front only the essential facts of life, and see if | could not |earn
what it had to teach, and not, when | canme to die, discover that I
had not lived. | did not wish to |live what was not life, living is

so dear; nor did | wish to practise resignation, unless it was quite



necessary. | wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of
life, tolive so sturdily and Spartan-like as to put to rout all

that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave cl ose, to drive
life into a corner, and reduce it to its lowest terns, and, if it
proved to be mean, why then to get the whol e and genui ne neanness of
it, and publish its neanness to the world; or if it were subline, to
know it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in
my next excursion. For nost men, it appears to ne, are in a strange
uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have
somewhat hastily concluded that it is the chief end of man here to
"glorify God and enjoy himforever."

Still we live neanly, like ants; though the fable tells us that
we were |ong ago changed into nen; |ike pygnies we fight with
cranes; it is error upon error, and clout upon clout, and our best
virtue has for its occasion a superfluous and evitable wetchedness.
Qur life is frittered away by detail. An honest nman has hardly need
to count nore than his ten fingers, or in extrene cases he may add
his ten toes, and lunp the rest. Sinplicity, sinplicity,
sinplicity! | say, let your affairs be as two or three, and not a
hundred or a thousand; instead of a million count half a dozen, and
keep your accounts on your thunb-nail. |In the mdst of this
chopping sea of civilized life, such are the clouds and stornms and
qui cksands and t housand-and-one itens to be allowed for, that a man
has to live, if he would not founder and go to the bottom and not
make his port at all, by dead reckoning, and he nust be a great
cal cul ator indeed who succeeds. Sinplify, sinplify. Instead of
three neals a day, if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a
hundred di shes, five; and reduce other things in proportion. Cur
life is like a German Confederacy, made up of petty states, with its
boundary forever fluctuating, so that even a German cannot tell you
how it is bounded at any nonent. The nation itself, with all its
so-called internal inprovenents, which, by the way are all externa

and superficial, is just such an unw el dy and over grown



establishment, cluttered with furniture and tripped up by its own
traps, ruined by luxury and heedl ess expense, by want of cal cul ation
and a worthy aim as the nillion households in the Iand; and the
only cure for it, as for them is in a rigid econony, a stern and
nmore than Spartan sinplicity of life and el evati on of purpose. It
lives too fast. Men think that it is essential that the Nation have
comrerce, and export ice, and talk through a tel egraph, and ride
thirty mles an hour, w thout a doubt, whether they do or not; but
whet her we should live |ike baboons or like nen, is alittle
uncertain. If we do not get out sleepers, and forge rails, and
devote days and nights to the work, but go to tinkering upon our
lives to inprove them who will build railroads? And if railroads
are not built, how shall we get to heaven in season? But if we stay
at home and mind our business, who will want railroads? W do not
ride on the railroad; it rides upon us. Did you ever think what
those sleepers are that underlie the railroad? Each one is a man,
an Irishman, or a Yankee man. The rails are laid on them and they
are covered with sand, and the cars run snoothly over them They
are sound sl eepers, | assure you. And every few years a newlot is
| aid down and run over; so that, if sone have the pleasure of riding
on a rail, others have the msfortune to be ridden upon. And when
they run over a man that is walking in his sleep, a supernunerary

sl eeper in the wong position, and wake hi mup, they suddenly stop
the cars, and nake a hue and cry about it, as if this were an
exception. | amglad to know that it takes a gang of nen for every
five mles to keep the sleepers down and level in their beds as it
is, for this is a sign that they nay sonetine get up again.

Wiy should we live with such hurry and waste of life? W are
determned to be starved before we are hungry. Men say that a
stitch in tinme saves nine, and so they take a thousand stitches
today to save nine tonorrow. As for work, we haven't any of any
consequence. W have the Saint Vitus' dance, and cannot possibly

keep our heads still. If | should only give a few pulls at the



parish bell-rope, as for a fire, that is, wthout setting the bell,
there is hardly a man on his farmin the outskirts of Concord,
notwi t hstandi ng that press of engagenents which was his excuse so
many tines this norning, nor a boy, nor a woman, | m ght al nost say,
but would forsake all and follow that sound, not mainly to save
property fromthe flames, but, if we will confess the truth, nuch
nore to see it burn, since burn it nust, and we, be it known, did
not set it on fire -- or to see it put out, and have a hand in it,
if that is done as handsonely; yes, even if it were the parish
church itself. Hardly a man takes a half-hour's nap after dinner
but when he wakes he holds up his head and asks, "Wiat's the news?"
as if the rest of mankind had stood his sentinels. Sone give
directions to be waked every hal f-hour, doubtless for no other
purpose; and then, to pay for it, they tell what they have dreaned.
After a night's sleep the news is as indispensable as the breakfast.
"Pray tell me anything new that has happened to a nman anywhere on
this globe" -- and he reads it over his coffee and rolls, that a man
has had his eyes gouged out this norning on the Wachito River; never
dreaning the while that he lives in the dark unfathomed manmoth cave
of this world, and has but the rudinent of an eye hinself.

For ny part, | could easily do without the post-office. | think
that there are very few inportant comunications rmade through it
To speak critically, | never received nore than one or two letters
innm life -- | wote this sone years ago -- that were worth the
postage. The penny-post is, comonly, an institution through which
you seriously offer a man that penny for his thoughts which is so
often safely offered in jest. And | amsure that | never read any
menorabl e news in a newspaper. |If we read of one man robbed, or
murdered, or killed by accident, or one house burned, or one vesse
wr ecked, or one steanboat blown up, or one cow run over on the
Western Railroad, or one nad dog killed, or one |ot of grasshoppers
in the winter -- we never need read of another. One is enough. |If

you are acquainted with the principle, what do you care for a nyriad



i nstances and applications? To a philosopher all news, as it is
called, is gossip, and they who edit and read it are old wonen over
their tea. Yet not a few are greedy after this gossip. There was
such a rush, as | hear, the other day at one of the offices to learn
the foreign news by the last arrival, that several |arge squares of
pl ate gl ass belonging to the establishnent were broken by the
pressure -- news which | seriously think a ready wit might wite a
twel ve-nmonth, or twelve years, beforehand with sufficient accuracy.
As for Spain, for instance, if you know how to throw in Don Carl os

and the Infanta, and Don Pedro and Seville and Granada, fromtine to

time in the right proportions -- they may have changed the nanes a
little since | saw the papers -- and serve up a bull-fight when
other entertainments fail, it will be true to the letter, and give

us as good an idea of the exact state or ruin of things in Spain as
the nost succinct and lucid reports under this head in the
newspapers: and as for England, alnpost the |last significant scrap of
news fromthat quarter was the revolution of 1649; and if you have

| earned the history of her crops for an average year, you never need
attend to that thing again, unless your speculations are of a nerely
pecuni ary character. |If one may judge who rarely |ooks into the
newspapers, hothi ng new does ever happen in foreign parts, a French
revol uti on not excepted.

What news! how nmuch nore inportant to know what that is which
was never old! "Kieou-he-yu (great dignitary of the state of Wi)
sent a man to Khoung-tseu to know his news. Khoung-tseu caused the
messenger to be seated near him and questioned himin these terns:
What is your master doing? The nessenger answered with respect: MW
master desires to dimninish the nunber of his faults, but he cannot
come to the end of them The nessenger being gone, the phil osopher
remarked: Wiat a worthy nessenger! Wiat a worthy nessenger!" The
preacher, instead of vexing the ears of drowsy farmers on their day
of rest at the end of the week -- for Sunday is the fit conclusion

of an ill-spent week, and not the fresh and brave begi nning of a new



one -- with this one other draggle-tail of a sernon, should shout
wi th thundering voice, "Pausel Avast! Wy so seem ng fast, but
deadly sl ow?"

Shans and del usions are esteened for soundest truths, while
reality is fabulous. [If nen would steadily observe realities only,
and not all ow thenselves to be deluded, life, to conpare it with
such things as we know, would be like a fairy tale and the Arabian
Ni ghts' Entertainnments. |If we respected only what is inevitable and
has a right to be, nusic and poetry woul d resound al ong the streets.
When we are unhurried and wi se, we perceive that only great and
wort hy things have any permanent and absol ute existence, that petty
fears and petty pleasures are but the shadow of the reality. This
is always exhilarating and sublinme. By closing the eyes and
sl umberi ng, and consenting to be deceived by shows, men establish
and confirmtheir daily life of routine and habit everywhere, which
still is built on purely illusory foundations. Children, who play
life, discernits true law and relations nore clearly than nen, who
fail tolive it worthily, but who think that they are w ser by
experience, that is, by failure. | have read in a Hi ndoo book, that
"there was a king's son, who, being expelled in infancy fromhis
native city, was brought up by a forester, and, growing up to
maturity in that state, inmagined hinmself to belong to the barbarous
race with which he lived. One of his father's mnisters having
di scovered him revealed to hi mwhat he was, and the m sconception
of his character was renoved, and he knew hinself to be a prince

So soul ," continues the H ndoo phil osopher, "fromthe circunstances
in which it is placed, nistakes its own character, until the truth
is revealed to it by sone holy teacher, and then it knows itself to
be Brahne." | perceive that we inhabitants of New England live this
mean |ife that we do because our vision does not penetrate the
surface of things. W think that that is which appears to be. If a

man shoul d wal k through this town and see only the reality, where,

think you, would the "M II-danf go to? |If he should give us an



account of the realities he beheld there, we should not recognize
the place in his description. Look at a neeting-house, or a
court-house, or a jail, or a shop, or a dwelling-house, and say what
that thing really is before a true gaze, and they would all go to
pi eces in your account of them Men esteemtruth renote, in the
outskirts of the system behind the farthest star, before Adam and
after the last man. In eternity there is indeed sonmething true and
sublinme. But all these tinmes and pl aces and occasi ons are now and
here. God hinself culminates in the present nonent, and will never
be nore divine in the lapse of all the ages. And we are enabled to
apprehend at all what is subline and noble only by the perpetua
instilling and drenching of the reality that surrounds us. The
uni verse constantly and obediently answers to our conceptions;
whet her we travel fast or slow, the track is laid for us. Let us
spend our lives in conceiving then. The poet or the artist never
yet had so fair and noble a design but some of his posterity at
| east could acconplish it

Let us spend one day as deliberately as Nature, and not be
throwmn off the track by every nutshell and nmobsquito's w ng that
falls on the rails. Let us rise early and fast, or break fast,
gently and without perturbation; |et conpany cone and | et conpany
go, let the bells ring and the children cry -- deternined to nake a
day of it. Wy should we knock under and go with the strean? Let
us not be upset and overwhelned in that terrible rapid and whirl pool
called a dinner, situated in the neridian shallows. Wather this
danger and you are safe, for the rest of the way is down hill. Wth
unrel axed nerves, with norning vigor, sail by it, |ooking another
way, tied to the mast like Uysses. |If the engine whistles, let it
whistle till it is hoarse for its pains. |If the bell rings, why
should we run? W will consider what kind of nusic they are like.
Let us settle ourselves, and work and wedge our feet downward
t hrough the mud and sl ush of opinion, and prejudice, and tradition,

and del usi on, and appearance, that alluvion which covers the gl obe,



through Paris and London, through New York and Boston and Concord,

t hrough Church and State, through poetry and phil osophy and
religion, till we cone to a hard bottom and rocks in place, which we
can call reality, and say, This is, and no nistake; and then begin,
havi ng a point d'appui, below freshet and frost and fire, a place
where you might found a wall or a state, or set a | anp-post safely,
or perhaps a gauge, not a N loneter, but a Realoneter, that future
ages m ght know how deep a freshet of shams and appearances had
gathered fromtinme to tinme. |If you stand right fronting and face to
face to a fact, you will see the sun glimer on both its surfaces,
as if it were a cineter, and feel its sweet edge dividing you
through the heart and marrow, and so you w Il happily conclude your
nortal career. Be it life or death, we crave only reality. If we
are really dying, let us hear the rattle in our throats and fee

cold in the extrenities; if we are alive, let us go about our

busi ness.

Time is but the stream!|l go a-fishing in. | drink at it; but
while | drink | see the sandy bottom and detect how shallow it is.
Its thin current slides away, but eternity remains. | would drink
deeper; fish in the sky, whose bottomis pebbly with stars.
cannot count one. | know not the first letter of the al phabet.
have al ways been regretting that | was not as wi se as the day | was
born. The intellect is a cleaver; it discerns and rifts its way
into the secret of things. | do not wish to be any nore busy with
my hands than is necessary. M/ head is hands and feet. | feel al
my best faculties concentrated init. M instinct tells me that ny
head is an organ for burrowi ng, as sone creatures use their snout
and fore paws, and with it | would nine and burrow ny way through
these hills. | think that the richest vein is sonewhere hereabouts;
so by the divining-rod and thin rising vapors | judge; and here

will begin to mine.



Readi ng

Wth a little nore deliberation in the choice of their pursuits,
all nmen woul d perhaps becone essentially students and observers, for
certainly their nature and destiny are interesting to all alike. 1In
accunul ating property for ourselves or our posterity, in founding a
famly or a state, or acquiring fane even, we are nortal; but in
dealing with truth we are inmortal, and need fear no change nor
accident. The ol dest Egyptian or Hi ndoo phil osopher raised a corner
of the veil fromthe statue of the divinity; and still the trenbling
robe remains raised, and | gaze upon as fresh a glory as he did,
since it was | in himthat was then so bold, and it is he in ne that
now reviews the vision. No dust has settled on that robe; no tine
has el apsed since that divinity was reveal ed. That tine which we
really inprove, or which is inprovable, is neither past, present,
nor future.

My residence was nore favorable, not only to thought, but to
serious reading, than a university; and though | was beyond the
range of the ordinary circulating library, | had nore than ever cone
within the influence of those books which circulate round the world,
whose sentences were first witten on bark, and are now nerely
copied fromtine to tine on to linen paper. Says the poet M
Udd, "Being seated, to run through the region of the
spiritual world; | have had this advantage in books. To be
i ntoxi cated by a single glass of wine; | have experienced this
pl easure when | have drunk the liquor of the esoteric doctrines.” |
kept Honer's Iliad on ny table through the sumer, though | | ooked
at his page only now and then. |Incessant |abor with ny hands, at
first, for I had my house to finish and ny beans to hoe at the sane
tinme, nade nore study inpossible. Yet | sustained nyself by the
prospect of such reading in future. | read one or two shall ow books

of travel in the intervals of ny work, till that enploynent nmade me



ashaned of nyself, and | asked where it was then that | |ived

The student may read Homer or AEschylus in the Geek w thout
danger of dissipation or |uxuriousness, for it inplies that he in
some neasure enul ate their heroes, and consecrate norning hours to
their pages. The heroic books, even if printed in the character of
our nother tongue, will always be in a | anguage dead to degenerate
times; and we nust | aboriously seek the neani ng of each word and
line, conjecturing a | arger sense than conmon use pernits out of
what wi sdom and val or and generosity we have. The nodern cheap and
fertile press, with all its translations, has done little to bring
us nearer to the heroic witers of antiquity. They seem as
solitary, and the letter in which they are printed as rare and
curious, as ever. It is worth the expense of youthful days and
costly hours, if you learn only some words of an ancient |anguage,
whi ch are raised out of the trivialness of the street, to be
per petual suggestions and provocations. It is not in vain that the
farmer remenbers and repeats the few Latin words which he has heard.
Men sonetines speak as if the study of the classics would at |ength
make way for nore nodern and practical studies; but the adventurous
student will always study classics, in whatever |anguage they may be
witten and however ancient they nmay be. For what are the classics
but the nobl est recorded thoughts of man? They are the only oracles
whi ch are not decayed, and there are such answers to the nost nodern
inquiry in themas Del phi and Dodona never gave. W might as well
omt to study Nature because she is old. To read well, that is, to
read true books in a true spirit, is a noble exercise, and one that
will task the reader nore than any exercise which the custons of the
day esteem It requires a training such as the athletes underwent,
the steady intention alnost of the whole life to this object. Books
must be read as deliberately and reservedly as they were witten.
It is not enough even to be able to speak the | anguage of that
nation by which they are witten, for there is a nenorable interva

bet ween the spoken and the witten | anguage, the | anguage heard and



the | anguage read. The one is conmonly transitory, a sound, a
tongue, a dialect nerely, alnost brutish, and we learn it
unconsciously, like the brutes, of our nothers. The other is the
maturity and experience of that; if that is our nother tongue, this
is our father tongue, a reserved and sel ect expression, too
significant to be heard by the ear, which we nust be born again in
order to speak. The crowds of nmen who nerely spoke the G eek and
Latin tongues in the Mddl e Ages were not entitled by the accident
of birth to read the works of genius witten in those | anguages; for
these were not witten in that Geek or Latin which they knew, but
in the select |anguage of literature. They had not |earned the
nobl er dialects of Greece and Rone, but the very naterials on which
they were witten were waste paper to them and they prized instead
a cheap contenporary literature. But when the several nations of
Eur ope had acquired distinct though rude witten | anguages of their
own, sufficient for the purposes of their rising literatures, then
first learning revived, and scholars were enabled to discern from
that renoteness the treasures of antiquity. Wat the Roman and
G ecian nmultitude could not hear, after the | apse of ages a few
schol ars read, and a few scholars only are still reading it.

However nuch we nay adnire the orator's occasional bursts of
el oquence, the noblest witten words are commonly as far behind or
above the fleeting spoken | anguage as the firmanent with its stars
is behind the clouds. There are the stars, and they who can nay
read them The astrononers forever coment on and observe them
They are not exhal ations |ike our daily colloquies and vaporous
breath. What is called eloquence in the forumis comonly found to
be rhetoric in the study. The orator yields to the inspiration of a
transi ent occasion, and speaks to the nmob before him to those who
can hear him but the witer, whose nore equable life is his
occasi on, and who woul d be distracted by the event and the crowd
which inspire the orator, speaks to the intellect and health of

mankind, to all in any age who can understand him



No wonder that Al exander carried the Iliad with himon his

expeditions in a precious casket. A witten word is the choicest of

relics. It is sonething at once nore intimate with us and nore

uni versal than any other work of art. It is the work of art nearest
tolife itself. It may be translated into every |anguage, and not
only be read but actually breathed fromall human lips; -- not be

represented on canvas or in marble only, but be carved out of the
breath of life itself. The synbol of an ancient nan's thought
becones a nodern man's speech. Two thousand summers have inparted
to the monunments of Grecian literature, as to her marbles, only a
mat urer gol den and autummal tint, for they have carried their own
serene and cel estial atnosphere into all |ands to protect them
agai nst the corrosion of tine. Books are the treasured wealth of
the world and the fit inheritance of generations and nations.
Books, the oldest and the best, stand naturally and rightfully on
the shelves of every cottage. They have no cause of their own to
pl ead, but while they enlighten and sustain the reader his comon
sense will not refuse them Their authors are a natural and
irresistible aristocracy in every society, and, nore than kings or
enperors, exert an influence on mankind. Wen the illiterate and
per haps scornful trader has earned by enterprise and industry his
coveted | eisure and i ndependence, and is adnitted to the circles of
weal th and fashion, he turns inevitably at last to those stil
hi gher but yet inaccessible circles of intellect and genius, and is
sensible only of the inperfection of his culture and the vanity and
insufficiency of all his riches, and further proves his good sense
by the pains which be takes to secure for his children that
intellectual culture whose want he so keenly feels; and thus it is
that he becomes the founder of a fanily.

Those who have not learned to read the ancient classics in the
| anguage in which they were witten nmust have a very inperfect
know edge of the history of the human race; for it is remarkable

that no transcript of them has ever been nade into any nodern



tongue, unless our civilization itself may be regarded as such a
transcript. Homer has never yet been printed in English, nor
AEschyl us, nor Virgil even -- works as refined, as solidly done, and
as beautiful alnmost as the norning itself; for later witers, say
what we will of their genius, have rarely, if ever, equalled the

el aborate beauty and finish and the lifelong and heroic literary

| abors of the ancients. They only talk of forgetting them who never
knew them It will be soon enough to forget them when we have the

| earning and the genius which will enable us to attend to and
appreciate them That age will be rich i ndeed when those relics
which we call Classics, and the still older and nore than cl assic
but even | ess known Scriptures of the nations, shall have stil
further accumul ated, when the Vaticans shall be filled with Vedas
and Zendavestas and Bi bles, with Honers and Dantes and Shakespeares,
and all the centuries to cone shall have successively deposited
their trophies in the forumof the world. By such a pile we may
hope to scal e heaven at |ast.

The works of the great poets have never yet been read by
manki nd, for only great poets can read them They have only been
read as the nultitude read the stars, at nost astrologically, not
astronomically. Mst nen have learned to read to serve a paltry
conveni ence, as they have learned to cipher in order to keep
accounts and not be cheated in trade; but of reading as a noble
intellectual exercise they know little or nothing; yet this only is
reading, in a high sense, not that which lulls us as a luxury and
suffers the nobler faculties to sleep the while, but what we have to
stand on tip-toe to read and devote our nost alert and wakeful hours
to.

I think that having |l earned our letters we should read the best
that is in literature, and not be forever repeating our a-b-abs, and
words of one syllable, in the fourth or fifth classes, sitting on
the | owest and forenpst formall our lives. Mst nen are satisfied

if they read or hear read, and perchance have been convicted by the



wi sdom of one good book, the Bible, and for the rest of their lives
vegetate and dissipate their faculties in what is called easy
reading. There is a work in several volunes in our Circul ating
Library entitled "Little Reading," which | thought referred to a
town of that nanme which I had not been to. There are those who,
Iike cornorants and ostriches, can digest all sorts of this, even
after the fullest dinner of nmeats and vegetables, for they suffer
nothing to be wasted. |If others are the machines to provide this
provender, they are the nachines to read it. They read the nine

t housandth tal e about Zebul on and Sophronia, and how they | oved as
none had ever |oved before, and neither did the course of their true
| ove run snooth -- at any rate, howit did run and stunble, and get
up again and go on! how sonme poor unfortunate got up on to a
steepl e, who had better never have gone up as far as the belfry; and
t hen, having needl essly got himup there, the happy novelist rings
the bell for all the world to cone together and hear, O dear! how he
did get down again! For ny part, | think that they had better

met anor phose all such aspiring heroes of universal novel dominto nman
weat her - cocks, as they used to put heroes anobng the constell ations,
and et themswing round there till they are rusty, and not come
down at all to bother honest nmen with their pranks. The next tine
the novelist rings the bell I will not stir though the neeting-house
burn down. "The Skip of the Tip-Toe-Hop, a Romance of the Mddle
Ages, by the celebrated author of "Tittle-Tol-Tan,' to appear in
monthly parts; a great rush; don't all cone together.”" Al this
they read with saucer eyes, and erect and primtive curiosity, and
with unwearied gizzard, whose corrugati ons even yet need no

shar pening, just as sone little four-year-old bencher his two-cent
gilt-covered edition of Cinderella -- w thout any inprovenent, that

I can see, in the pronunciation, or accent, or enphasis, or any nore
skill in extracting or inserting the noral. The result is dul ness
of sight, a stagnation of the vital circulations, and a genera

del i qui um and sl oughing off of all the intellectual faculties. This



sort of gingerbread is baked daily and nore sedul ously than pure
wheat or rye-and-Indian in alnost every oven, and finds a surer
mar ket .

The best books are not read even by those who are call ed good
readers. \What does our Concord culture anmount to? There is in this
town, with a very few exceptions, no taste for the best or for very
good books even in English literature, whose words all can read and
spell. Even the college-bred and so-called |liberally educated nen
here and el sewhere have really little or no acquaintance with the
English classics; and as for the recorded wi sdom of nankind, the
anci ent classics and Bibles, which are accessible to all who will
know of them there are the feeblest efforts anywhere nade to becone
acquainted with them | know a woodchopper, of niddle age, who
takes a French paper, not for news as he says, for he is above that,

but to "keep hinself in practice," he being a Canadian by birth; and
when | ask hi mwhat he considers the best thing he can do in this
worl d, he says, beside this, to keep up and add to his English

This is about as much as the college-bred generally do or aspire to
do, and they take an English paper for the purpose. One who has
just cone fromreadi ng perhaps one of the best English books will
find how many wi th whom he can converse about it? O suppose he
comes fromreading a Geek or Latin classic in the original, whose
praises are famliar even to the so-called illiterate; he will find
nobody at all to speak to, but nust keep silence about it. |ndeed
there is hardly the professor in our colleges, who, if he has
mastered the difficulties of the | anguage, has proportionally
mastered the difficulties of the wit and poetry of a Greek poet, and
has any synpathy to inpart to the alert and heroic reader; and as
for the sacred Scriptures, or Bibles of mankind, who in this town
can tell ne even their titles? Mst nen do not know that any nation
but the Hebrews have had a scripture. A man, any man, will go
considerably out of his way to pick up a silver dollar; but here are

gol den words, which the wisest nen of antiquity have uttered, and



whose worth the wi se of every succeedi ng age have assured us of; --
and yet we learn to read only as far as Easy Reading, the priners
and cl ass-books, and when we | eave school, the "Little Reading," and
story-books, which are for boys and begi nners; and our reading, our
conversation and thinking, are all on a very low level, wrthy only
of pygm es and mani ki ns.

| aspire to be acquainted with wi ser men than this our Concord
soi |l has produced, whose nanes are hardly known here. O shall I
hear the nane of Plato and never read his book? As if Plato were ny
townsman and | never saw him-- ny next nei ghbor and | never heard
hi m speak or attended to the wi sdom of his words. But how actually
is it? H s Dialogues, which contain what was imortal in him lie

on the next shelf, and yet | never read them W are underbred and

lowlived and illiterate; and in this respect | confess | do not
make any very broad distinction between the illiterateness of ny
townsman who cannot read at all and the illiterateness of himwho

has learned to read only what is for children and feeble intellects.
We should be as good as the worthies of antiquity, but partly by
first knowi ng how good they were. W are a race of tit-nmen, and
soar but little higher in our intellectual flights than the col umms
of the daily paper

It is not all books that are as dull as their readers. There
are probably words addressed to our condition exactly, which, if we
could really hear and understand, would be nore salutary than the
morning or the spring to our lives, and possibly put a new aspect on
the face of things for us. How nmany a man has dated a new era in
his life fromthe reading of a book! The book exists for us,
perchance, which will explain our miracles and reveal new ones. The
at present unutterable things we may find somewhere uttered. These
same questions that disturb and puzzle and confound us have in their
turn occurred to all the wise nen; not one has been onitted; and
each has answered them according to his ability, by his words and

his life. Moreover, with wisdomwe shall learn liberality. The



solitary hired man on a farmin the outskirts of Concord, who has
had his second birth and peculiar religious experience, and is
driven as he believes into the silent gravity and excl usi veness by
his faith, may think it is not true; but Zoroaster, thousands of
years ago, travelled the sane road and had the sanme experience; but
he, being wise, knewit to be universal, and treated his nei ghbors
accordingly, and is even said to have invented and established

wor shi p anong nen. Let him hunbly commune with Zoroaster then, and
through the liberalizing influence of all the worthies, with Jesus

Chr

st himself, and let "our church" go by the board.

We boast that we belong to the Nineteenth Century and are naking
the nost rapid strides of any nation. But consider how little this
village does for its own culture. | do not wish to flatter ny
townsnmen, nor to be flattered by them for that will not advance
either of us. W need to be provoked -- goaded |ike oxen, as we
are, into atrot. W have a conparatively decent system of conmon
school s, schools for infants only; but excepting the half-starved
Lyceumin the winter, and latterly the puny beginning of a library
suggested by the State, no school for ourselves. W spend nore on
al rost any article of bodily alinent or ailnent than on our nental
aliment. It is tine that we had uncomon schools, that we did not

| eave of f our education when we begin to be nmen and wonen. It is
time that villages were universities, and their elder inhabitants
the fellows of universities, with leisure -- if they are, indeed, so
well off -- to pursue liberal studies the rest of their lives.

Shall the world be confined to one Paris or one Oxford forever?
Cannot students be boarded here and get a |iberal education under
the skies of Concord? Can we not hire sone Abelard to lecture to
us? Alas! what with foddering the cattle and tending the store, we
are kept from school too Iong, and our education is sadly negl ected.
In this country, the village should in sone respects take the place
of the nobleman of Europe. It should be the patron of the fine

arts. It is rich enough. It wants only the magnanimty and



refinement. It can spend noney enough on such things as farmers and
traders value, but it is thought U opian to propose spendi ng noney
for things which nore intelligent nen know to be of far nore worth.
This town has spent seventeen thousand dollars on a town-house,
thank fortune or politics, but probably it will not spend so nuch on
living wit, the true nmeat to put into that shell, in a hundred
years. The one hundred and twenty-five dollars annually subscribed
for a Lyceumin the winter is better spent than any other equal sum
raised in the towm. |If we live in the Nineteenth Century, why
shoul d we not enjoy the advantages which the Ni neteenth Century

of fers? Wiy should our life be in any respect provincial? If we
will read newspapers, why not skip the gossip of Boston and take the
best newspaper in the world at once? -- not be sucking the pap of

"neutral famly" papers, or browsing "Aive Branches"” here in New
Engl and. Let the reports of all the | earned societies cone to us,
and we will see if they know anything. Wy should we leave it to
Harper & Brothers and Redding & Co. to select our reading? As the

nobl eman of cultivated taste surrounds hinself w th whatever

conduces to his culture -- genius -- learning -- wit -- books --
pai ntings -- statuary -- nusic -- philosophical instrunents, and the
like; so let the village do -- not stop short at a pedagogue, a

parson, a sexton, a parish library, and three sel ectnmen, because our
Pilgrimforefathers got through a cold winter once on a bl eak rock
with these. To act collectively is according to the spirit of our
institutions; and | am confident that, as our circunstances are nore
flourishing, our nmeans are greater than the nobleman's. New Engl and

can hire all the wise nen in the wrld to cone and teach her, and

board themround the while, and not be provincial at all. That is
the uncommon school we want. |Instead of noblemen, | et us have noble
villages of nmen. |If it is necessary, omt one bridge over the

river, go round a little there, and throw one arch at |east over the

darker gulf of ignorance which surrounds us.



Sounds

But while we are confined to books, though the nost select and
classic, and read only particular witten | anguages, which are
t hensel ves but dial ects and provincial, we are in danger of
forgetting the | anguage which all things and events speak wi thout
met aphor, which alone is copious and standard. Mich is published,
but little printed. The rays which streamthrough the shutter wll
be no | onger renenbered when the shutter is wholly renoved. No
met hod nor discipline can supersede the necessity of being forever
on the alert. What is a course of history or philosophy, or poetry,
no matter how well selected, or the best society, or the nobst
admrable routine of life, conpared with the discipline of |ooking
al ways at what is to be seen? WII| you be a reader, a student
merely, or a seer? Read your fate, see what is before you, and wal k
oninto futurity.

| did not read books the first sunmer; | hoed beans. Nay, |
often did better than this. There were tines when | coul d not
afford to sacrifice the bloomof the present nonent to any work,
whet her of the head or hands. | love a broad margin to ny life.
Sonetinmes, in a summer norning, having taken nmy accustoned bat h,
sat in nmy sunny doorway fromsunrise till noon, rapt in a revery,
am dst the pines and hickories and sunmachs, in undisturbed solitude
and stillness, while the birds sing around or flitted noisel ess
through the house, until by the sun falling in at ny west w ndow, or
the noi se of sonme traveller's wagon on the distant highway, | was
rem nded of the lapse of time. | grewin those seasons like corn in
the night, and they were far better than any work of the hands woul d
have been. They were not time subtracted fromny life, but so nuch

over and above ny usual allowance. | realized what the Orientals



mean by contenpl ation and the forsaking of works. For the nost
part, | ninded not how the hours went. The day advanced as if to

light some work of mine; it was norning, and lo, nowit is evening,

and not hing nenorable is acconplished. Instead of singing |ike the
birds, | silently smiled at ny incessant good fortune. As the
sparrow had its trill, sitting on the hickory before ny door, so had

I ny chuckle or suppressed warble which he night hear out of ny
nest. M days were not days of the week, bearing the stanp of any
heat hen deity, nor were they mnced into hours and fretted by the
ticking of a clock; for I lived like the Puri |Indians, of whomit is
said that "for yesterday, today, and tonorrow they have only one
word, and they express the variety of meaning by pointing backward
for yesterday forward for tonorrow, and overhead for the passing

day. This was sheer idleness to ny fell owtownsnen, no doubt; but
if the birds and flowers had tried nme by their standard, | should
not have been found wanting. A nman nust find his occasions in
hinself, it is true. The natural day is very calm and will hardly
reprove his indol ence.

| had this advantage, at least, in ny node of life, over those
who were obliged to | ook abroad for anusenent, to society and the
theatre, that ny life itself was becone ny anusenent and never
ceased to be novel. It was a drana of nmany scenes and w thout an
end. |If we were always, indeed, getting our living, and regul ating
our lives according to the |ast and best node we had | earned, we
shoul d never be troubled with ennui. Follow your genius closely
enough, and it will not fail to show you a fresh prospect every
hour. Housework was a pleasant pastinme. Wen nmy floor was dirty,
rose early, and, setting all ny furniture out of doors on the grass,
bed and bedstead naki ng but one budget, dashed water on the floor
and sprinkled white sand fromthe pond on it, and then with a broom
scrubbed it clean and white; and by the tinme the villagers had
broken their fast the nmorning sun had dried nmy house sufficiently to

allow ne to nove in again, and nmy neditations were al nost



uninterupted. It was pleasant to see ny whol e househol d effects out
on the grass, naking a little pile like a gypsy's pack, and ny
three-legged table, fromwhich | did not renmove the books and pen
and ink, standing am d the pines and hickories. They seened glad to
get out thenmselves, and as if unwilling to be brought in. | was
sometines tenpted to stretch an awni ng over them and take ny seat
there. It was worth the while to see the sun shine on these things,
and hear the free wind blow on them so nmuch nore interesting nost
fam liar objects | ook out of doors than in the house. A bird sits
on the next bough, life-everlasting grows under the table, and

bl ackberry vines run round its | egs; pine cones, chestnut burs, and
strawberry | eaves are strewn about. It |looked as if this was the
way these forns canme to be transferred to our furniture, to tables,
chairs, and bedsteads -- because they once stood in their mdst.

My house was on the side of a hill, inmediately on the edge of
the larger wood, in the mdst of a young forest of pitch pines and
hi ckories, and half a dozen rods fromthe pond, to which a narrow
footpath Ied down the hill. In ny front yard grew the strawberry,
bl ackberry, and life-everlasting, johnswort and gol denrod, shrub
oaks and sand cherry, blueberry and groundnut. Near the end of My,
the sand cherry (Cerasus punila) adorned the sides of the path with
its delicate flowers arranged in unbels cylindrically about its
short stens, which last, in the fall, weighed down w th goodsized
and handsome cherries, fell over in weaths |like rays on every side.
| tasted themout of conplinment to Nature, though they were scarcely
pal atabl e. The sumach (Rhus gl abra) grew luxuriantly about the
house, pushing up through the enbanknent which | had nmade, and
growing five or six feet the first season. |Its broad pinnate
tropi cal | eaf was pleasant though strange to ook on. The large
buds, suddenly pushing out late in the spring fromdry sticks which
had seened to be dead, devel oped thenselves as by magic into
graceful green and tender boughs, an inch in dianmeter; and

sometines, as | sat at my wi ndow, so heedlessly did they grow and



tax their weak joints, | heard a fresh and tender bough suddenly
fall like a fan to the ground, when there was not a breath of air
stirring, broken off by its own weight. |In August, the |arge masses
of berries, which, when in flower, had attracted nmany wi |l d bees,
gradual Iy assuned their bright velvety crimson hue, and by their

wei ght again bent down and broke the tender |inbs.

As | sit at nmy window this sumrer afternoon, hawks are circling
about ny clearing; the tantivy of wild pigeons, flying by tw and
threes athwart ny view, or perching restless on the white pine
boughs behi nd nmy house, gives a voice to the air; a fish hawk
di mpl es the glassy surface of the pond and brings up a fish; a mnk
steals out of the marsh before ny door and seizes a frog by the
shore; the sedge is bendi ng under the weight of the reed-birds
flitting hither and thither; and for the last half-hour | have heard
the rattle of railroad cars, now dying away and then reviving like
the beat of a partridge, conveying travellers from Boston to the
country. For | did not live so out of the world as that boy who, as
| hear, was put out to a farnmer in the east part of the town, but
ere long ran away and cane hone again, quite down at the heel and
honesi ck. He had never seen such a dull and out-of-the-way pl ace;
the fol ks were all gone off; why, you couldn't even hear the

whistle! | doubt if there is such a place in Massachusetts now - -

“In truth, our village has becone a butt
For one of those fleet railroad shafts, and o'er

Qur peaceful plain its soothing sound is -- Concord."”

The Fitchburg Railroad touches the pond about a hundred rods
south of where | dwell. | usually go to the village along its
causeway, and am as it were, related to society by this link. The
men on the freight trains, who go over the whole length of the road,
bow to ne as to an ol d acquai ntance, they pass ne so often, and

apparently they take me for an enployee; and so |l am | too would



fain be a track-repairer sonewhere in the orbit of the earth

The whistle of the | oconotive penetrates nmy woods sumer and
wi nter, sounding |like the screamof a hawk sailing over sone
farnmer's yard, infornming ne that nmany restless city nerchants are
arriving within the circle of the town, or adventurous country
traders fromthe other side. As they cone under one horizon, they
shout their warning to get off the track to the other, heard
sonetines through the circles of two towns. Here cone your
groceries, country; your rations, countrymen! Nor is there any man
so i ndependent on his farmthat he can say themnay. And here's
your pay for them screans the countryman's whistle; tinber |ike
I ong battering-rans going twenty mles an hour against the city's
wal | s, and chairs enough to seat all the weary and heavy-1aden that
dwell within them Wth such huge and lunbering civility the
country hands a chair to the city. Al the Indian huckleberry hills
are stripped, all the cranberry neadows are raked into the city. Up
comes the cotton, down goes the woven cloth; up cones the silk, down
goes the woollen; up come the books, but down goes the wit that
wites them

When | nmeet the engine with its train of cars noving off with
pl anetary notion -- or, rather, like a conet, for the behol der knows
not if with that velocity and with that direction it will ever

revisit this system since its orbit does not |ook |ike a returning

curve -- with its steamcloud |ike a banner stream ng behind in
gol den and silver weaths, |ike many a downy cloud which | have
seen, high in the heavens, unfolding its masses to the light -- as

if this traveling dem god, this cloud-conpeller, would ere |ong take
the sunset sky for the livery of his train; when | hear the iron
horse make the hills echo with his snort |ike thunder, shaking the
earth with his feet, and breathing fire and snoke fromhis nostrils
(what kind of winged horse or fiery dragon they will put into the
new Mythology | don't know), it seens as if the earth had got a race

now worthy to inhabit it. |If all were as it seens, and nen made the



el ements their servants for noble ends! |If the cloud that hangs
over the engine were the perspiration of heroic deeds, or as
beneficent as that which floats over the farnmer's fields, then the
el ements and Nature herself would cheerfully acconpany nen on their
errands and be their escort.

I watch the passage of the nmorning cars with the sanme feeling
that | do the rising of the sun, which is hardly nore regul ar
Their train of clouds stretching far behind and rising higher and
hi gher, going to heaven while the cars are going to Boston, conceals
the sun for a mnute and casts ny distant field into the shade, a
celestial train beside which the petty train of cars which hugs the
earth is but the barb of the spear. The stabler of the iron horse
was up early this winter norning by the Iight of the stars am d the
nmount ai ns, to fodder and harness his steed. Fire, too, was awakened
thus early to put the vital heat in himand get himoff. |If the
enterprise were as innocent as it is early! |If the snow lies deep
they strap on his snowshoes, and, with the giant plow, plow a furrow
fromthe nountains to the seaboard, in which the cars, like a
following drill-barrow, sprinkle all the restless nen and fl oating
nmer chandi se in the country for seed. Al day the fire-steed flies
over the country, stopping only that his master may rest, and | am
awakened by his tranp and defiant snort at midnight, when in sone
remote glen in the woods he fronts the elenments incased in ice and
snow, and he will reach his stall only with the norning star, to
start once nore on his travels wi thout rest or slunmber. O
perchance, at evening, | hear himin his stable blowi ng off the
superfl uous energy of the day, that he may cal mhis nerves and coo
his liver and brain for a few hours of iron slunber. |If the
enterprise were as heroic and commanding as it is protracted and
unweari ed!

Far through unfrequented woods on the confines of towns, where
once only the hunter penetrated by day, in the darkest night dart

these bright saloons wi thout the know edge of their inhabitants;



this monent stopping at sone brilliant station-house in town or
city, where a social crowd is gathered, the next in the D sma
Swanmp, scaring the ow and fox. The startings and arrivals of the
cars are now the epochs in the village day. They go and cone with
such regularity and precision, and their whistle can be heard so
far, that the farmers set their clocks by them and thus one

wel | -conducted institution regulates a whole country. Have not nen
i mproved somewhat in punctuality since the railroad was invented?
Do they not talk and think faster in the depot than they did in the

stage-office? There is sonething electrifying in the atnosphere of

the former place. | have been astonished at the nmiracles it has
wrought; that sone of ny neighbors, who, | should have prophesied,
once for all, would never get to Boston by so pronpt a conveyance,

are on hand when the bell rings. To do things "railroad fashion" is
now the byword; and it is worth the while to be warned so often and
so sincerely by any power to get off its track. There is no
stopping to read the riot act, no firing over the heads of the nob,
in this case. W have constructed a fate, an Atropos, that never
turns aside. (Let that be the nane of your engine.) Men are
advertised that at a certain hour and minute these bolts will be
shot toward particular points of the conpass; yet it interferes with
no man's business, and the children go to school on the other track
W live the steadier for it. W are all educated thus to be sons of
Tell. The air is full of invisible bolts. Every path but your own
is the path of fate. Keep on your own track, then

What reconmends conmerce to nme is its enterprise and bravery.
It does not clasp its hands and pray to Jupiter. | see these nen
every day go about their business with nore or |ess courage and
content, doing nmore even than they suspect, and perchance better
enpl oyed than they could have consciously devised. | am|less
affected by their heroismwho stood up for half an hour in the front
line at Buena Vista, than by the steady and cheerful valor of the

men who inhabit the snowplow for their winter quarters; who have not



merely the three-o'-cl ock-in-the-norni ng courage, which Bonaparte
t hought was the rarest, but whose courage does not go to rest so
early, who go to sleep only when the storm sl eeps or the sinews of
their iron steed are frozen. On this norning of the G eat Snow,
perchance, which is still raging and chilling nen's blood, | bear
the muffled tone of their engine bell fromout the fog bank of their
chilled breath, which announces that the cars are comi ng, without
| ong del ay, notwithstanding the veto of a New Engl and nort heast
snowstorm and | behold the plowren covered with snow and ri ne,
their heads peering, above the noul d-board which is turning down
ot her than daisies and the nests of field nmice, |Iike bow ders of the
Si erra Nevada, that occupy an outside place in the universe.
Conmerce i s unexpectedly confident and serene, alert,
adventurous, and unwearied. It is very natural in its methods
withal, far nore so than many fantastic enterprises and senti nmental
experinents, and hence its singular success. | amrefreshed and
expanded when the freight train rattles past ne, and | snell the
stores which go dispensing their odors all the way from Long Wharf
to Lake Chanplain, rem nding ne of foreign parts, of coral reefs,
and | ndi an oceans, and tropical clines, and the extent of the gl obe.
| feel nore like a citizen of the world at the sight of the
pal m | eaf which will cover so many flaxen New Engl and heads the next
sunmer, the Manilla henp and cocoanut husks, the old junk, gunny
bags, scrap iron, and rusty nails. This carload of torn sails is
nmore |l egible and interesting now than if they should be wought into
paper and printed books. Wo can wite so graphically the history
of the stornms they have weathered as these rents have done? They
are proof-sheets which need no correction. Here goes |unber from
t he Mai ne woods, which did not go out to sea in the last freshet,
risen four dollars on the thousand because of what did go out or was
split up; pine, spruce, cedar -- first, second, third, and fourth
qualities, so lately all of one quality, to wave over the bear, and

nmoose, and caribou. Next rolls Thomaston lime, a prinme |ot, which



will get far anong the hills before it gets slacked. These rags in
bal es, of all hues and qualities, the |owest condition to which
cotton and linen descend, the final result of dress -- of patterns
whi ch are now no | onger cried up, unless it be in MIwaukee, as
those splendid articles, English, French, or American prints,

gi nghans, mnuslins, etc., gathered fromall quarters both of fashion
and poverty, going to becone paper of one color or a few shades
only, on which, forsooth, will be witten tales of real life, high
and | ow, and founded on fact! This closed car snells of salt fish,
the strong New Engl and and commercial scent, rem nding ne of the

G and Banks and the fisheries. Wo has not seen a salt fish
thoroughly cured for this world, so that nothing can spoil it, and
putting, the perseverance of the saints to the blush? with which you
may sweep or pave the streets, and split your kindlings, and the
teanster shelter hinself and his |ading agai nst sun, wind, and rain
behind it -- and the trader, as a Concord trader once did, hang it
up by his door for a sign when he conmences business, until at |ast
hi s ol dest customer cannot tell surely whether it be animal,
vegetable, or nmineral, and yet it shall be as pure as a snowf | ake,
and if it be put into a pot and boiled, will conme out an excell ent
dun-fish for a Saturday's dinner. Next Spanish hides, with the
tails still preserving their twist and the angle of elevation they
had when the oxen that wore them were careering over the panpas of
the Spanish Main -- a type of all obstinacy, and evincing how al nost
hopel ess and incurable are all constitutional vices. | confess,
that practically speaking, when | have learned a man's rea

di sposition, | have no hopes of changing it for the better or worse
inthis state of existence. As the Oientals say, "Acur's tail may
be warnmed, and pressed, and bound round with ligatures, and after a
twel ve years' |abor bestowed upon it, still it will retainits
natural form" The only effectual cure for such inveteracies as
these tails exhibit is to make glue of them which | believe is what

is usually done with them and then they will stay put and stick



Here is a hogshead of nol asses or of brandy directed to John Smith,
Cuttingsville, Vernont, sone trader anmong the G een Muntains, who
imports for the farmers near his clearing, and now perchance stands
over his bul khead and thinks of the last arrivals on the coast, how
they may affect the price for him telling his customers this
monent, as he has told themtwenty tinmes before this norning, that
he expects sonme by the next train of prime quality. It is
advertised in the Cuttingsville Tines.

Wil e these things go up other things cone down. Warned by the
whi zzi ng sound, | look up fromny book and see sone tall pine, hewn
on far northern hills, which has winged its way over the G een
Mount ai ns and the Connecticut, shot |ike an arrow t hrough the
township within ten nminutes, and scarce another eye beholds it;
goi ng

"to be the mast

O sone great ammiral . "

And hark! here conmes the cattle-train bearing the cattle of a
thousand hills, sheepcots, stables, and cowvyards in the air,
drovers with their sticks, and shepherd boys in the mdst of their
flocks, all but the nountain pastures, whirled along |ike | eaves

bl owmn fromthe nountains by the Septenber gales. The air is filled
with the bleating of calves and sheep, and the hustling of oxen, as
if a pastoral valley were going by. Wen the old bell-wether at the
head rattles his bell, the nountains do indeed skip |like rans and
the little hills like lambs. A carload of drovers, too, in the
mdst, on a level with their droves now, their vocation gone, but
still clinging to their useless sticks as their badge of office.

But their dogs, where are they? It is a stanpede to them they are
quite thrown out; they have | ost the scent. Methinks | hear them
bar ki ng behind the Peterboro' Hills, or panting up the western sl ope
of the Green Muuntains. They will not be in at the death. Their

vocation, too, is gone. Their fidelity and sagacity are bel ow par



now. They will slink back to their kennels in disgrace, or
perchance run wild and strike a | eague with the wolf and the fox.
So is your pastoral life whirled past and away. But the bell rings,

and | nust get off the track and let the cars go by;--

What's the railroad to ne?

| never go to see

VWhere it ends.

It fills a few holl ows,

And makes banks for the swall ows,
It sets the sand a-bl ow ng,

And the bl ackberries a-grow ng,

but | cross it like a cart-path in the woods. | will not have ny
eyes put out and ny ears spoiled by its smoke and steam and hi ssi ng.

Now that the cars are gone by and all the restless world with
them and the fishes in the pond no longer feel their runbling, | am
nmore al one than ever. For the rest of the |long afternoon, perhaps,
my meditations are interrupted only by the faint rattle of a
carriage or team al ong the distant highway.

Sonetinmes, on Sundays, | heard the bells, the Lincoln, Acton
Bedford, or Concord bell, when the wind was favorable, a faint,
sweet, and, as it were, natural nelody, worth inporting into the
wil derness. At a sufficient distance over the woods this sound
acquires a certain vibratory hum as if the pine needles in the
hori zon were the strings of a harp which it swept. Al sound heard
at the greatest possible distance produces one and the sane effect,
a vibration of the universal lyre, just as the intervening
at nrosphere nmakes a distant ridge of earth interesting to our eyes by
the azure tint it inparts to it. There canme to me in this case a
mel ody which the air had strai ned, and which had conversed with
every | eaf and needl e of the wood, that portion of the sound which

the el ements had taken up and nodul ated and echoed fromvale to



vale. The echo is, to sone extent, an original sound, and therein
is the magic and charmof it. It is not nmerely a repetition of what
was worth repeating in the bell, but partly the voice of the wood;
the sane trivial words and notes sung by a wood- nynph.

At evening, the distant |owi ng of some cow in the horizon beyond
t he woods sounded sweet and nel odi ous, and at first | would m stake
it for the voices of certain mnstrels by whom | was sonetines
ser enaded, who might be straying over hill and dale; but soon | was
not unpl easantly di sappointed when it was prolonged into the cheap
and natural nusic of the cow | do not mean to be satirical, but to
express my appreciation of those youths' singing, when | state that
| perceived clearly that it was akin to the nusic of the cow, and
they were at length one articulation of Nature.

Regul arly at hal f-past seven, in one part of the sumer, after
the evening train had gone by, the whip-poor-wills chanted their
vespers for half an hour, sitting on a stunp by ny door, or upon the
ri dge-pol e of the house. They would begin to sing alnmost with as
much precision as a clock, within five mnutes of a particular tinme,
referred to the setting of the sun, every evening. | had a rare
opportunity to becone acquainted with their habits. Sonetines |
heard four or five at once in different parts of the wood, by
acci dent one a bar behind another, and so near ne that |
di stingui shed not only the cluck after each note, but often that
singul ar buzzing sound like a fly in a spider's web, only
proportionally |ouder. Sonetines one would circle round and round
me in the woods a few feet distant as if tethered by a string, when
probably | was near its eggs. They sang at intervals throughout the
ni ght, and were again as nusical as ever just before and about dawn.

When other birds are still, the screech owls take up the strain,
i ke mourning wonmen their ancient u-lu-lu. Their dismal screamis
truly Ben Jonsonian. Wse midnight hags! It is no honest and bl unt
tu-whit tu-who of the poets, but, without jesting, a nbst solem

graveyard ditty, the nutual consol ations of suicide |overs



renenbering the pangs and the delights of supernal love in the
infernal groves. Yet | love to hear their wailing, their dolefu
responses, trilled along the woodsi de; rem nding ne sonetimes of
musi ¢ and singing birds; as if it were the dark and tearful side of
nmusic, the regrets and sighs that would fain be sung. They are the
spirits, the low spirits and nel ancholy forebodi ngs, of fallen souls
that once in human shape ni ght-wal ked the earth and did the deeds of
darkness, now expiating their sins with their wailing hyms or
threnodies in the scenery of their transgressions. They give nme a
new sense of the variety and capacity of that nature which is our
commn dwelling. ©Oh-o0-0-0-0 that | never had been bor-r-r-r-n
sighs one on this side of the pond, and circles with the
restl essness of despair to sone new perch on the gray oaks. Then --
that | never had been bor-r-r-r-n! echoes another on the farther
side with tremul ous sincerity, and -- bor-r-r-r-n! cones faintly
fromfar in the Lincoln woods

I was al so serenaded by a hooting owm. Near at hand you could
fancy it the nost nelancholy sound in Nature, as if she meant by
this to stereotype and nake permanent in her choir the dying npans
of a human being -- sone poor weak relic of nortality who has left
hope behi nd, and how s like an animal, yet with human sobs, on
entering the dark valley, nade nore awful by a certain gurgling
nmel odi ousness -- | find nmyself beginning with the letters gl when
try to imtate it -- expressive of a mnd which has reached the
gel atinous, nildewy stage in the nortification of all healthy and
courageous thought. It reninded ne of ghouls and idiots and insane
how i ngs. But now one answers fromfar woods in a strain nmade
really nel odi ous by distance -- Hoo hoo hoo, hoorer hoo; and indeed
for the nost part it suggested only pleasing associations, whether
heard by day or night, summer or wnter

|l rejoice that there are owls. Let themdo the idiotic and
mani acal hooting for men. It is a sound admirably suited to swanps

and tw light woods which no day illustrates, suggesting a vast and



undevel oped nature whi ch nen have not recogni zed. They represent
the stark twilight and unsatisfied thoughts which all have. Al day
the sun has shone on the surface of some savage swanp, where the
single spruce stands hung with usnea |lichens, and snall hawks

circul ate above, and the chickadee Iisps anm d the evergreens, and
the partridge and rabbit skul k beneath; but now a nore dismal and
fitting day dawns, and a different race of creatures awakes to
express the neaning of Nature there.

Late in the evening | heard the distant runbling of wagons over
bridges -- a sound heard farther than al nost any other at night --
t he baying of dogs, and sonetinmes again the | ow ng of some
di sconsol ate cow in a distant barn-yard. |In the nmean-while all the
shore rang with the trunp of bullfrogs, the sturdy spirits of
anci ent wi ne-bi bbers and wassailers, still unrepentant, trying to
sing a catch in their Stygian |ake -- if the Walden nynphs wil |
pardon the conparison, for though there are al nobst no weeds, there
are frogs there -- who would fain keep up the hilarious rul es of
their old festal tables, though their voices have waxed hoarse and
sol enmly grave, nocking at mirth, and the wine has lost its flavor
and becone only liquor to distend their paunches, and sweet
i ntoxi cation never comes to drown the nenory of the past, but nere
saturati on and wat erl oggedness and di stention. The nost al dernanic,
with his chin upon a heart-1leaf, which serves for a napkin to his
drool i ng chaps, under this northern shore quaffs a deep draught of
the once scorned water, and passes round the cup with the
ejaculation tr-r-r-oonk, tr-r-r--oonk, tr-r-r-oonk! and strai ghtway
comes over the water from some di stant cove the sane password
repeat ed, where the next in seniority and girth has gul ped down to
his mark; and when this observance has nade the circuit of the
shores, then ejaculates the master of cerenpnies, with satisfaction
tr-r-r-oonk! and each in his turn repeats the same down to the | east
di stended, |eakiest, and flabbi est paunched, that there be no

m st ake; and then the how goes round again and again, until the sun



di sperses the norning mst, and only the patriarch is not under the
pond, but vainly bellow ng troonk fromtine to tinme, and pausing for
a reply.

| amnot sure that | ever heard the sound of cock-crowi ng from
ny clearing, and | thought that it m ght be worth the while to keep
a cockerel for his nusic nerely, as a singing bird. The note of
this once wild Indian pheasant is certainly the nost renarkabl e of
any bird's, and if they could be naturalized w thout being
donesticated, it would soon becone the nost fanbus sound in our
woods, surpassing the clangor of the goose and the hooting of the
ow ; and then imagi ne the cackling of the hens to fill the pauses
when their lords' clarions rested! No wonder that nman added this
bird to his tame stock -- to say nothing of the eggs and drunsti cks.
To walk in a winter norning in a wood where these birds abounded,
their native woods, and hear the wild cockerels crow on the trees,
clear and shrill for mles over the resounding earth, drowning the
feebl er notes of other birds -- think of it! It would put nations
on the alert. Wo would not be early to rise, and rise earlier and
earlier every successive day of his life, till he became unspeakably
heal t hy, wealthy, and wise? This foreign bird' s note is celebrated
by the poets of all countries along with the notes of their native
songsters. All climtes agree with brave Chanticleer. He is nore
i ndi genous even than the natives. His health is ever good, his
lungs are sound, his spirits never flag. Even the sailor on the
Atlantic and Pacific is awakened by his voice; but its shrill sound
never roused nme frommy slunmbers. | kept neither dog, cat, cow,
pi g, nor hens, so that you would have said there was a deficiency of
domesti ¢ sounds; neither the churn, nor the spinning-wheel, nor even
the singing of the kettle, nor the hissing of the urn, nor children
crying, to confort one. An old-fashioned man woul d have lost his
senses or died of ennui before this. Not even rats in the wall, for
they were starved out, or rather were never baited in -- only

squirrels on the roof and under the floor, a whip-poor-will on the



ridge-pole, a blue jay screani ng beneath the wi ndow, a hare or
woodchuck under the house, a screech oW or a cat oW behind it, a
flock of wild geese or a laughing |oon on the pond, and a fox to
bark in the night. Not even a lark or an oriole, those mld

pl antation birds, ever visited nmy clearing. No cockerels to crow
nor hens to cackle in the yard. No yard! but unfenced nature
reaching up to your very sills. A young forest growi ng up under
your neadows, and wild sumachs and bl ackberry vines breaking through
into your cellar; sturdy pitch pines rubbing and creaki ng agai nst
the shingles for want of room their roots reaching quite under the
house. Instead of a scuttle or a blind blown off in the gale -- a

pi ne tree snapped off or torn up by the roots behind your house for

fuel. Instead of no path to the front-yard gate in the Geat Snow
-- no gate -- no front-yard -- and no path to the civilized world.
Sol i t ude

This is a delicious evening, when the whol e body is one sense,
and i nbi bes delight through every pore. | go and cone with a
strange liberty in Nature, a part of herself. As | walk along the
stony shore of the pond in ny shirt-sleeves, though it is cool as
well as cloudy and wi ndy, and | see nothing special to attract ne,
all the elenents are unusually congenial to me. The bullfrogs trunp
to usher in the night, and the note of the whip-poor-will is borne
on the rippling wind fromover the water. Synpathy with the
fluttering al der and popl ar | eaves al nost takes away ny breath; yet,
like the lake, ny serenity is rippled but not ruffled. These snall
waves rai sed by the evening wind are as renote fromstorm as the
snoot h refl ecting surface. Though it is now dark, the wind stil

blows and roars in the wood, the waves still dash, and some



creatures lull the rest with their notes. The repose is never
conplete. The wildest aninmals do not repose, but seek their prey
now, the fox, and skunk, and rabbit, now roamthe fields and woods
without fear. They are Nature's watchmen -- |inks which connect the
days of animated life.

When | return to nmy house | find that visitors have been there
and left their cards, either a bunch of flowers, or a weath of
evergreen, or a nane in pencil on a yellow wal nut [eaf or a chinp.
They who cone rarely to the woods take some little piece of the
forest into their hands to play with by the way, which they |eave,
either intentionally or accidentally. One has peeled a w |l ow wand,
woven it into a ring, and dropped it on ny table. | could always
tell if visitors had called in ny absence, either by the bended
twigs or grass, or the print of their shoes, and generally of what
sex or age or quality they were by sonme slight trace left, as a
fl ower dropped, or a bunch of grass plucked and thrown away, even as
far off as the railroad, half a mile distant, or by the lingering
odor of a cigar or pipe. Nay, | was frequently notified of the
passage of a traveller along the highway sixty rods off by the scent
of his pipe.

There is conmmonly sufficient space about us. Qur horizon is
never quite at our elbows. The thick wood is not just at our door
nor the pond, but sonewhat is always clearing, faniliar and worn by
us, appropriated and fenced in sone way, and reclained from Nature.
For what reason have | this vast range and circuit, some square
m |l es of unfrequented forest, for my privacy, abandoned to ne by
men? My nearest neighbor is a mle distant, and no house is visible
fromany place but the hill-tops within half a mle of ny owm. |
have ny horizon bounded by woods all to nyself; a distant view of
the railroad where it touches the pond on the one hand, and of the
fence which skirts the woodland road on the other. But for the nost
part it is as solitary where | live as on the prairies. It is as

much Asia or Africa as New England. | have, as it were, ny own sun



and noon and stars, and a little world all to nyself. At night
there was never a traveller passed nmy house, or knocked at mny door
nmore than if | were the first or last man; unless it were in the
spring, when at long intervals sone cane fromthe village to fish
for pouts -- they plainly fished much nore in the Wal den Pond of
their own natures, and baited their hooks with darkness -- but they
soon retreated, usually with |light baskets, and left "the world to
darkness and to nme," and the bl ack kernel of the night was never
prof aned by any human nei ghborhood. | believe that nen are
generally still a little afraid of the dark, though the witches are
all hung, and Christianity and candl es have been introduced.

Yet | experienced sonetines that the nost sweet and tender, the
nmost i nnocent and encouragi ng society nmay be found in any natura
obj ect, even for the poor nisanthrope and nost nel ancholy man.

There can be no very black nelancholy to himwho lives in the m dst

of Nature and has his senses still. There was never yet such a
stormbut it was AEolian nusic to a healthy and innocent ear

Not hing can rightly conpel a sinple and brave man to a vul gar
sadness. Wiile | enjoy the friendship of the seasons | trust that
not hing can nake life a burden to me. The gentle rain which waters
my beans and keeps ne in the house today is not drear and

mel ancholy, but good for ne too. Though it prevents ny hoeing them
it is of far nore worth than my hoeing. |If it should continue so
long as to cause the seeds to rot in the ground and destroy the
potatoes in the low lands, it would still be good for the grass on
t he upl ands, and, being good for the grass, it would be good for ne.
Sonetinmes, when | conpare nyself with other nen, it seens as if |
were nmore favored by the gods than they, beyond any deserts that |
am conscious of; as if | had a warrant and surety at their hands
which ny fell ows have not, and were especially guided and guarded.

I do not flatter nyself, but if it be possible they flatter ne. |
have never felt |onesone, or in the | east oppressed by a sense of

sol i tude, but once, and that was a few weeks after | cane to the



woods, when, for an hour, | doubted if the near nei ghborhood of man
was not essential to a serene and healthy life. To be al one was
somet hing unpl easant. But | was at the sane tinme conscious of a
slight insanity in ny nood, and seened to foresee ny recovery. In
the mdst of a gentle rain while these thoughts prevailed, | was
suddenly sensi bl e of such sweet and beneficent society in Nature, in
the very pattering of the drops, and in every sound and si ght around
my house, an infinite and unaccountable friendliness all at once

I i ke an at nosphere sustaining ne, as nade the fanci ed advant ages of
human nei ghbor hood insignificant, and | have never thought of them
since. Every little pine needle expanded and swelled w th synpathy
and befriended me. | was so distinctly nade aware of the presence
of something kindred to nme, even in scenes which we are accustoned
to call wild and dreary, and al so that the nearest of blood to ne
and humanest was not a person nor a villager, that | thought no

pl ace coul d ever be strange to ne again.

"Mourning untinely consunes the sad;
Few are their days in the land of the living,

Beauti ful daughter of Toscar."

Sone of mny pleasantest hours were during the long rain-storns in
the spring or fall, which confined me to the house for the afternoon
as well as the forenoon, soothed by their ceasel ess roar and
pelting; when an early twilight ushered in a |long evening in which
many thoughts had time to take root and unfold thenselves. |In those

driving northeast rains which tried the village houses so, when the

mai ds stood ready with nop and pail in front entries to keep the
del uge out, | sat behind ny door in nmy little house, which was al
entry, and thoroughly enjoyed its protection. |In one heavy

t hunder - shower the lightning struck a large pitch pine across the
pond, meking a very conspi cuous and perfectly regular spiral groove

fromtop to bottom an inch or nore deep, and four or five inches



wi de, as you woul d groove a wal king-stick. | passed it again the
other day, and was struck with awe on | ooking up and behol di ng that
mark, now nore distinct than ever, where a terrific and resistless
bolt cane down out of the harm ess sky eight years ago. Men
frequently say to nme, "I should think you would feel |onesome down
there, and want to be nearer to fol ks, rainy and snow days and
nights especially." | amtenpted to reply to such -- This whol e
earth which we inhabit is but a point in space. How far apart,
think you, dwell the two nost distant inhabitants of yonder star
the breadth of whose di sk cannot be appreciated by our instrunents?
Why should | feel lonely? is not our planet in the MIky Way? This
whi ch you put seens to nme not to be the nobst inportant question
What sort of space is that which separates a nan fromhis fell ows
and makes himsolitary? | have found that no exertion of the |egs
can bring two mnds nuch nearer to one another. Wat do we want
most to dwell near to? Not to many nen surely, the depot, the
post-office, the bar-room the neeting-house, the school -house, the
grocery, Beacon Hill, or the Five Points, where nen nost congregate,
but to the perennial source of our life, whence in all our

experi ence we have found that to issue, as the willow stands near
the water and sends out its roots in that direction. This will vary

with different natures, but this is the place where a wise man wll

dig his cellar.... | one evening overtook one of ny townsnmen, who
has accunul ated what is called "a handsone property" -- though |
never got a fair viewof it -- on the Walden road, driving a pair of

cattle to market, who inquired of me how |l could bring ny mind to
give up so many of the conforts of life. | answered that | was very
sure | liked it passably well; | was not joking. And so | went hone
to ny bed, and left himto pick his way through the darkness and the
mud to Brighton -- or Bright-town -- which place he would reach sone
time in the norning.

Any prospect of awakening or coming to life to a dead man nakes

indifferent all times and places. The place where that may occur is



al ways the sanme, and indescribably pleasant to all our senses. For
the nmost part we allow only outlying and transient circunstances to
make our occasions. They are, in fact, the cause of our
distraction. Nearest to all things is that power which fashions
their being. Next to us the grandest |aws are continually being
executed. Next to us is not the workman whom we have hired, with
whom we | ove so well to talk, but the workman whose work we are

"How vast and profound is the influence of the subtile powers of
Heaven and of Earth!"

"W seek to perceive them and we do not see them we seek to
hear them and we do not hear them identified with the substance of
things, they cannot be separated fromthem"

"They cause that in all the universe nen purify and sanctify
their hearts, and clothe thenselves in their holiday garments to
of fer sacrifices and oblations to their ancestors. It is an ocean
of subtile intelligences. They are everywhere, above us, on our
left, on our right; they environ us on all sides."

We are the subjects of an experinent which is not alittle
interesting to ne. Can we not do without the society of our gossips
alittle while under these circunstances -- have our own thoughts to
cheer us? Confucius says truly, "Virtue does not renain as an
abandoned orphan; it nust of necessity have nei ghbors."

Wth thinking we may be beside ourselves in a sane sense. By a
conscious effort of the nind we can stand al oof from actions and
their consequences; and all things, good and bad, go by us like a
torrent. We are not wholly involved in Nature. | may be either the
driftwood in the stream or Indra in the sky |ooking down on it. |
may be affected by a theatrical exhibition; on the other hand, | may
not be affected by an actual event which appears to concern me nuch
more. | only know nyself as a hunman entity; the scene, so to speak
of thoughts and affections; and am sensible of a certain doubl eness
by which | can stand as remote fromnyself as from another. However

i ntense nmy experience, | am conscious of the presence and criticism



of a part of me, which, as it were, is not a part of ne, but
spectator, sharing no experience, but taking note of it, and that is
no nore | than it is you. Wen the play, it nmay be the tragedy, of
life is over, the spectator goes his way. It was a kind of fiction
a work of the imagination only, so far as he was concerned. This
doubl eness may easily nake us poor nei ghbors and friends sonetines.

I find it wholesome to be alone the greater part of the tine.
To be in conpany, even with the best, is soon weari sone and
dissipating. | love to be alone. | never found the conpani on that
was so conpani onable as solitude. W are for the nobst part nore
| onely when we go abroad anong nen than when we stay in our
chanmbers. A man thinking or working is always al one, |et himbe
where he will. Solitude is not neasured by the niles of space that
i ntervene between a man and his fellows. The really diligent
student in one of the crowded hives of Canbridge College is as
solitary as a dervish in the desert. The farmer can work alone in
the field or the woods all day, hoeing or chopping, and not fee
| onesone, because he is enployed; but when he cones hone at night he
cannot sit down in a room alone, at the nmercy of his thoughts, but
nmust be where he can "see the folks," and recreate, and, as he
thinks, rermunerate hinself for his day's solitude; and hence he
wonders how the student can sit alone in the house all night and
nmost of the day w thout ennui and "the blues"; but he does not
realize that the student, though in the house, is still at work in
his field, and chopping in his woods, as the farnmer in his, and in
turn seeks the same recreation and society that the latter does,
though it may be a nore condensed formof it.

Society is commonly too cheap. W neet at very short intervals,
not having had tine to acquire any new value for each other. W
nmeet at neals three tines a day, and give each other a new taste of
that old nusty cheese that we are. W have had to agree on a
certain set of rules, called etiquette and politeness, to nmake this

frequent neeting tolerable and that we need not cone to open war.



We neet at the post-office, and at the sociable, and about the
fireside every night; we live thick and are in each other's way, and
stunbl e over one another, and | think that we thus | ose sone respect
for one another. Certainly less frequency would suffice for al
i nportant and hearty conmuni cations. Consider the girls in a
factory -- never alone, hardly in their dreams. |t would be better
if there were but one inhabitant to a square nmile, as where | Iive.
The value of a man is not in his skin, that we should touch him

| have heard of a man lost in the woods and dying of fam ne and
exhaustion at the foot of a tree, whose |oneliness was relieved by
the grotesque visions with which, owing to bodily weakness, his
di seased i magi nati on surrounded him and which he believed to be
real. So also, owing to bodily and nental health and strength, we
may be continually cheered by a like but nore normal and natura
society, and conme to know that we are never al one.

| have a great deal of conpany in ny house; especially in the
nmor ni ng, when nobody calls. Let ne suggest a few conparisons, that
some one nmay convey an idea of ny situation. | amno nore |onely
than the loon in the pond that |aughs so |oud, or than Wl den Pond
itself. \What conpany has that lonely |lake, | pray? And yet it has
not the blue devils, but the blue angels in it, in the azure tint of
its waters. The sun is alone, except in thick weather, when there
someti nes appear to be two, but one is a nock sun. God is alone --
but the devil, he is far frombeing al one; he sees a great deal of
company; he is legion. | amno nore lonely than a single mullein or
dandelion in a pasture, or a bean leaf, or sorrel, or a horse-fly,
or a bunblebee. | amno nore lonely than the MII Brook, or a
weat hercock, or the north star, or the south wind, or an Apri
shower, or a January thaw, or the first spider in a new house.

I have occasional visits in the |ong winter evenings, when the
snow falls fast and the wind hows in the wood, froman old settler
and original proprietor, who is reported to have dug Wal den Pond,

and stoned it, and fringed it with pine woods; who tells ne stories



of old tine and of new eternity; and between us we nanhage to pass a
cheerful evening with social mrth and pl easant views of things,
even w thout apples or cider -- a nost w se and hunorous friend,
whom | | ove nmuch, who keeps hinself nore secret than ever did CGoffe
or Whalley; and though he is thought to be dead, none can show where
he is buried. An elderly dane, too, dwells in nmy nei ghborhood,
invisible to nost persons, in whose odorous herb garden | love to
stroll sonetinmes, gathering sinples and listening to her fables; for
she has a genius of unequalled fertility, and her nenory runs back
farther than nythol ogy, and she can tell ne the original of every
fable, and on what fact every one is founded, for the incidents
occurred when she was young. A ruddy and lusty old dane, who
delights in all weathers and seasons, and is likely to outlive all
her children yet.

The indescribabl e i nnocence and beneficence of Nature -- of sun
and wind and rain, of sumrer and winter -- such health, such cheer,
they afford forever! and such synpathy have they ever with our race,
that all Nature would be affected, and the sun's brightness fade,
and the wi nds would sigh humanely, and the clouds rain tears, and
the woods shed their | eaves and put on nmourning in mdsunmer, if any
man shoul d ever for a just cause grieve. Shall | not have
intelligence with the earth? Am| not partly | eaves and vegetable
moul d nysel f?

What is the pill which will keep us well, serene, contented?

Not nmy or thy great-grandfather's, but our great-grandnother

Nat ure's uni versal, vegetabl e, botanic nedicines, by which she has
kept herself young al ways, outlived so nany old Parrs in her day,
and fed her health with their decaying fatness. For ny panacea,

i nstead of one of those quack vials of a m xture di pped from Acheron
and the Dead Sea, which cone out of those |ong shall ow

bl ack- schooner | ooki ng wagons which we sonetinmes see made to carry
bottles, let me have a draught of undiluted norning air. Morning

air! If nmen will not drink of this at the fountai nhead of the day,



why, then, we nust even bottle up sonme and sell it in the shops, for
the benefit of those who have lost their subscription ticket to
morning tine in this world. But renmenber, it will not keep quite
till noonday even in the coolest cellar, but drive out the stopples
long ere that and foll ow westward the steps of Aurora. | amno
wor shi pper of Hygeia, who was the daughter of that ol d herb-doctor
AEscul api us, and who is represented on nonunments hol ding a serpent
in one hand, and in the other a cup out of which the serpent
sonetines drinks; but rather of Hebe, cup-bearer to Jupiter, who was
t he daughter of Juno and wild | ettuce, and who had the power of
restoring gods and nen to the vigor of youth. She was probably the
only thoroughly sound-conditioned, healthy, and robust young | ady

that ever wal ked the gl obe, and wherever she cane it was spring.

Visitors

I think that | |love society as nuch as nost, and am ready enough
to fasten nyself |ike a bl oodsucker for the time to any full -bl ooded
man that cones in ny way. | amnaturally no hermt, but might
possibly sit out the sturdiest frequenter of the bar-room if ny
busi ness called ne thither

| had three chairs in nmy house; one for solitude, two for
friendship, three for society. Wen visitors canme in |arger and
unexpect ed nunbers there was but the third chair for themall, but
they generally economized the roomby standing up. It is surprising
how many great nen and wonen a snmall house will contain. | have had
twenty-five or thirty souls, with their bodies, at once under ny
roof, and yet we often parted wi thout being aware that we had cone

very near to one another. Many of our houses, both public and



private, with their al nost innunerable apartnents, their huge halls
and their cellars for the storage of wines and other nunitions of
peace, appear to be extravagantly large for their inhabitants. They
are so vast and magnificent that the latter seemto be only vernin
which infest them | am surprised when the herald blows his sumons
before some Trenont or Astor or M ddl esex House, to see come
creeping out over the piazza for all inhabitants a ridicul ous nouse,
whi ch soon again slinks into sone hole in the pavenent.

One inconvenience | sonetinmes experienced in so small a house,
the difficulty of getting to a sufficient distance frommy guest
when we began to utter the big thoughts in big words. You want room
for your thoughts to get into sailing trimand run a course or two
before they nake their port. The bullet of your thought nust have
overcone its lateral and ricochet notion and fallen into its | ast
and steady course before it reaches the ear of the hearer, else it
may pl ow out again through the side of his head. Al so, our
sentences wanted roomto unfold and formtheir colums in the
interval. Individuals, like nations, nust have suitable broad and

nat ural boundaries, even a considerabl e neutral ground, between

them | have found it a singular luxury to talk across the pond to
a conpani on on the opposite side. In ny house we were so near that
we could not begin to hear -- we could not speak | ow enough to be

heard; as when you throw two stones into cal mwater so near that
they break each other's undulations. |If we are nerely |oquacious
and loud tal kers, then we can afford to stand very near together,
cheek by jow, and feel each other's breath; but if we speak
reservedly and thoughtfully, we want to be farther apart, that al

ani mal heat and noisture nay have a chance to evaporate. [If we
woul d enjoy the nost intimate society with that in each of us which
is without, or above, being spoken to, we nmust not only be silent,
but comonly so far apart bodily that we cannot possibly hear each
other's voice in any case. Referred to this standard, speech is for

the conveni ence of those who are hard of hearing; but there are many



fine things which we cannot say if we have to shout. As the
conversation began to assune a |l oftier and grander tone, we
gradual Iy shoved our chairs farther apart till they touched the wall
in opposite corners, and then commonly there was not room enough

My "best" room however, ny wi thdrawi ng room always ready for
company, on whose carpet the sun rarely fell, was the pine wood
behi nd ny house. Thither in sunmmer days, when distingui shed guests
came, | took them and a pricel ess donestic swept the floor and
dusted the furniture and kept the things in order

I f one guest cane he sonetines partook of nmy frugal neal, and it
was no interruption to conversation to be stirring a hasty-puddi ng,
or watching the rising and maturing of a | oaf of bread in the ashes,
in the neanwhile. But if twenty canme and sat in ny house there was
not hi ng sai d about dinner, though there might be bread enough for
two, nore than if eating were a forsaken habit; but we naturally
practised abstinence; and this was never felt to be an of fence
agai nst hospitality, but the nost proper and consi derate course.
The waste and decay of physical life, which so often needs repair,
seenmed miraculously retarded in such a case, and the vital vigor
stood its ground. | could entertain thus a thousand as well as
twenty; and if any ever went away di sappointed or hungry from ny
house when they found nme at hone, they nmay depend upon it that |
synmpat hi zed with themat least. So easy is it, though many
housekeepers doubt it, to establish new and better custons in the
pl ace of the old. You need not rest your reputation on the dinners
you give. For nmy own part, | was never so effectually deterred from
frequenting a man's house, by any kind of Cerberus whatever, as by
t he parade one nmade about dining ne, which | took to be a very
polite and roundabout hint never to trouble himso again. | think
shal |l never revisit those scenes. | should be proud to have for the
nmotto of ny cabin those |lines of Spenser which one of ny visitors

inscribed on a yellow wal nut leaf for a card:--



"Arrived there, the little house they fill,
Ne | ooke for entertai nment where none was;
Rest is their feast, and all things at their wll:

The nobl est nmind the best contentnent has."

When W nsl ow, afterward governor of the Plynouth Col ony, went
with a conpanion on a visit of cerenpbny to Massasoit on foot through
the woods, and arrived tired and hungry at his | odge, they were well
recei ved by the king, but nothing was said about eating that day.
When the night arrived, to quote their own words -- "He laid us on
the bed with hinself and his wife, they at the one end and we at the
other, it being only planks laid a foot fromthe ground and a thin
mat upon them Two nore of his chief nen, for want of room pressed
by and upon us; so that we were worse weary of our |odging than of
our journey." At one o'clock the next day Massasoit "brought two
fishes that he had shot," about thrice as big as a bream "These
being boiled, there were at |least forty | ooked for a share in them
the nost eat of them This neal only we had in two nights and a
day; and had not one of us bought a partridge, we had taken our
journey fasting." Fearing that they would be |ight-headed for want
of food and al so sleep, owing to "the savages' barbarous singing,
(for they use to sing thenselves asleep,)" and that they night get
hone while they had strength to travel, they departed. As for
lodging, it is true they were but poorly entertained, though what
they found an inconveni ence was no doubt intended for an honor; but
as far as eating was concerned, | do not see how the Indians could
have done better. They had nothing to eat thenselves, and they were
wi ser than to think that apol ogies could supply the place of food to
their guests; so they drewtheir belts tighter and said not hing
about it. Another tinme when Wnslow visited them it being a season
of plenty with them there was no deficiency in this respect.

As for men, they will hardly fail one anywhere. | had nore

visitors while | lived in the woods than at any other period in ny



life; | mean that | had some. | met several there under nore
favorabl e circunstances than | could anywhere el se. But fewer cane
to see nme on trivial business. In this respect, ny conpany was

wi nnowed by nmy nere distance fromtown. | had withdrawn so far
within the great ocean of solitude, into which the rivers of society
enpty, that for the nost part, so far as ny needs were concerned,
only the finest sediment was deposited around ne. Beside, there
were wafted to nme evidences of unexplored and uncul tivated
continents on the other side.

Who shoul d cone to ny lodge this norning but a true Honeric or
Paphl agoni an nan -- he had so suitable and poetic a nane that | am
sorry | cannot print it here -- a Canadi an, a woodchopper and
post - maker, who can hole fifty posts in a day, who made his | ast
supper on a woodchuck which his dog caught. He, too, has heard of
Honer, and, "if it were not for books," would "not know what to do

rai ny days," though perhaps he has not read one wholly through for
many rainy seasons. Sone priest who could pronounce the G eek
itself taught himto read his verse in the Testanent in his native
parish far away; and now | nust translate to him while he holds the

book, Achilles' reproof to Patroclus for his sad countenance. --

"Why are you in tears, Patroclus, like a young girl?"
"Or have you al one heard sone news from Phthi a?
They say that Menoetius |ives yet, son of Actor
And Pel eus |ives, son of AEacus, anong the Myrm dons,

Ei t her of whom having died, we should greatly grieve."

He says, "That's good." He has a great bundl e of white oak bark
under his armfor a sick man, gathered this Sunday norning. "I
suppose there's no harmin going after such a thing to-day," says
he. To him Homer was a great witer, though what his witing was
about he did not know. A nore sinple and natural man it would be

hard to find. Vice and disease, which cast such a sonbre noral hue



over the world, seened to have hardly any existance for him He was
about twenty-eight years old, and had left Canada and his father's
house a dozen years before to work in the States, and earn noney to
buy a farmwith at last, perhaps in his native country. He was cast
in the coarsest mould; a stout but sluggish body, yet gracefully
carried, with a thick sunburnt neck, dark bushy hair, and dul

sl eepy bl ue eyes, which were occasionally lit up with expression

He wore a flat gray cloth cap, a dingy wool -col ored greatcoat, and
cowhi de boots. He was a great consumer of neat, usually carrying
his dinner to his work a couple of miles past ny house -- for he
chopped all sunmer -- in atin pail; cold neats, often cold
woodchucks, and coffee in a stone bottle which dangled by a string
fromhis belt; and sonetines he offered ne a drink. He cane al ong
early, crossing ny bean-field, though wi thout anxiety or haste to
get to his work, such as Yankees exhibit. He wasn't a-going to hurt
hinself. He didn't care if he only earned his board. Frequently he
woul d | eave his dinner in the bushes, when his dog had caught a
woodchuck by the way, and go back a mile and a half to dress it and
leave it in the cellar of the house where he boarded, after
deliberating first for half an hour whether he could not sink it in
the pond safely till nightfall -- loving to dwell |ong upon these
thenes. He would say, as he went by in the norning, "How thick the
pi geons are! |If working every day were not ny trade, | could get
all the nmeat | should want by hunting-pi geons, woodchucks, rabbits,
partridges -- by gosh! | could get all | should want for a week in
one day."

He was a skilful chopper, and indulged in sone flourishes and
ornanents in his art. He cut his trees |level and close to the
ground, that the sprouts which canme up afterward ni ght be nore
vigorous and a sled mght slide over the stunps; and instead of
| eaving a whole tree to support his corded wood, he would pare it
away to a slender stake or splinter which you could break off with

your hand at | ast.



He interested ne because he was so quiet and solitary and so
happy withal; a well of good hunor and contentment which overfl owed
at his eyes. His mrth was without alloy. Sonetinmes | saw him at
his work in the woods, felling trees, and he would greet ne with a
I augh of inexpressible satisfaction, and a salutation in Canadi an
French, though he spoke English as well. Wen | approached him he
woul d suspend his work, and with hal f-suppressed nirth lie along the
trunk of a pine which he had felled, and, peeling off the inner
bark, roll it up into a ball and chew it while he | aughed and
tal ked. Such an exuberance of aninmal spirits had he that he
sonetines tunbl ed down and rolled on the ground with | aughter at
anyt hi ng whi ch made himthink and tickled him Looking round upon
the trees he would exclaim -- "By George! | can enjoy nyself well
enough here chopping; | want no better sport." Sonetines, when at
| ei sure, he amused hinmself all day in the woods with a pocket
pistol, firing salutes to hinself at regular intervals as he wal ked.
In the winter he had a fire by which at noon he warnmed his coffee in
a kettle; and as he sat on a log to eat his dinner the chickadees
woul d sonetines cone round and alight on his armand peck at the
potato in his fingers; and he said that he "liked to have the little
fellers about him™

In himthe aninmal nman chiefly was devel oped. |n physica
endurance and contentnment he was cousin to the pine and the rock. |
asked himonce if he was not sonetines tired at night, after working
all day; and he answered, with a sincere and serious | ook
"CGorrappit, | never was tired in my life." But the intellectual and
what is called spiritual man in himwere slunbering as in an infant.
He had been instructed only in that innocent and ineffectual way in
which the Catholic priests teach the aborigi nes, by which the pupi
is never educated to the degree of consciousness, but only to the
degree of trust and reverence, and a child is not nmade a man, but
kept a child. Wen Nature made him she gave hima strong body and

contentment for his portion, and propped himon every side with



reverence and reliance, that he mght live out his threescore years
and ten a child. He was so genuine and unsophi sticated that no
i ntroduction would serve to introduce him nore than if you
i ntroduced a woodchuck to your neighbor. He had got to find himout
as you did. He would not play any part. Men paid hi mwages for
wor k, and so helped to feed and clothe him but he never exchanged
opinions with them He was so sinply and naturally hunble -- if he
can be called hunbl e who never aspires -- that humility was no
distinct quality in him nor could he conceive of it. Wser nen
were denmigods to him |If you told himthat such a one was coning,
he did as if he thought that anything so grand woul d expect not hing
of hinmself, but take all the responsibility onitself, and et him
be forgotten still. He never heard the sound of praise. He
particularly reverenced the witer and the preacher. Their
performances were nmiracles. Wiwen | told himthat | wote
consi derably, he thought for a long tinme that it was nerely the
handwiting which |I neant, for he could wite a remarkably good hand
hinself. | sonetinmes found the name of his native parish handsonely
witten in the snow by the highway, with the proper French accent,
and knew that he had passed. | asked himif he ever wished to wite
his thoughts. He said that he had read and witten letters for
those who could not, but he never tried to wite thoughts -- no, he
could not, he could not tell what to put first, it would kill him
and then there was spelling to be attended to at the sane tine!

I heard that a distinguished wise nman and reforner asked himif
he did not want the world to be changed; but he answered with a
chuckl e of surprise in his Canadian accent, not knowi ng that the
question had ever been entertained before, "No, | like it well
enough." It woul d have suggested many things to a phil osopher to
have dealings with him To a stranger he appeared to know not hi ng
of things in general; yet | sonetines saw in hima nan whom | had
not seen before, and | did not know whether he was as wi se as

Shakespeare or as sinply ignorant as a child, whether to suspect him



of a fine poetic consciousness or of stupidity. A townsnan told ne
that when he net himsauntering through the village in his snall
close-fitting cap, and whistling to hinself, he rem nded himof a
prince in disguise

H s only books were an almanac and an arithnetic, in which |ast
he was considerably expert. The fornmer was a sort of cyclopaedia to
him which he supposed to contain an abstract of human know edge, as
indeed it does to a considerable extent. | loved to sound himon
the various refornms of the day, and he never failed to | ook at them
in the nost sinple and practical light. He had never heard of such
things before. Could he do without factories? | asked. He had
worn the hone-nmade Vernont gray, he said, and that was good. Could
he di spense with tea and coffee? D d this country afford any
beverage beside water? He had soaked hem ock | eaves in water and
drank it, and thought that was better than water in warm weat her
When | asked himif he could do without noney, he showed the
conveni ence of nmoney in such a way as to suggest and coincide with
the nmost phil osophi cal accounts of the origin of this institution
and the very derivation of the word pecunia. If an ox were his
property, and he wished to get needles and thread at the store, he
thought it would be inconvenient and inpossible soon to go on
nort gagi ng sone portion of the creature each tine to that anount.
He coul d defend nmany institutions better than any phil osopher
because, in describing themas they concerned him he gave the true
reason for their preval ence, and specul ation had not suggested to
himany other. At another tinme, hearing Plato's definition of a man
-- a biped without feathers -- and that one exhibited a cock plucked
and called it Plato's nan, he thought it an inportant difference
that the knees bent the wong way. He would sonetinmes exclaim "How
I love to talk! By Ceorge, | could talk all day!" | asked him
once, when | had not seen himfor nmany nonths, if he had got a new
idea this summer. "Good Lord" -- said he, "a man that has to work

as | do, if he does not forget the ideas he has had, he will do



well. May be the man you hoe with is inclined to race; then, by
gorry, your mind nmust be there; you think of weeds." He would
sometinmes ask ne first on such occasions, if | had nade any

i mprovenent. One winter day | asked himif he was al ways satisfied
with hinself, w shing to suggest a substitute within himfor the
priest wi thout, and sone higher notive for living. "Satisfied!"
said he; "sonme nmen are satisfied with one thing, and some with
another. One nman, perhaps, if he has got enough, will be satisfied
to sit all day with his back to the fire and his belly to the table,
by George!" Yet | never, by any nanoeuvring, could get himto take
the spiritual view of things; the highest that he appeared to
concei ve of was a sinple expediency, such as you m ght expect an
animal to appreciate; and this, practically, is true of nobst nen.

If | suggested any inprovenent in his node of life, he nerely
answered, w thout expressing any regret, that it was too late. Yet
he thoroughly believed in honesty and the |like virtues.

There was a certain positive originality, however slight, to be
detected in him and | occasionally observed that he was thinking
for hinself and expressing his own opinion, a phenonenon so rare
that | would any day walk ten nmiles to observe it, and it anounted
to the re-origination of many of the institutions of society.

Though he hesitated, and perhaps failed to express hinself
distinctly, he always had a presentabl e thought behind. Yet his
thinking was so prinmtive and imersed in his animal life, that,
though nore promising than a nerely learned man's, it rarely ripened
to anyt hing which can be reported. He suggested that there m ght be
men of genius in the | owest grades of |life, however permanently
hunble and illiterate, who take their own view al ways, or do not
pretend to see at all; who are as bottonl ess even as Wal den Pond was
t hought to be, though they may be dark and nuddy.

Many a traveller canme out of his way to see ne and the inside of
my house, and, as an excuse for calling, asked for a glass of water.

| told themthat | drank at the pond, and pointed thither, offering



to lend thema dipper. Far off as | lived, | was not exenpted from
the annual visitation which occurs, nethinks, about the first of
April, when everybody is on the nove; and | had ny share of good

| uck, though there were sone curious speci mens anong ny visitors.

Hal f-witted men fromthe al nehouse and el sewhere cane to see me; but
| endeavored to make them exercise all the wit they had, and make
their confessions to ne; in such cases naking wit the thenme of our
conversation; and so was conpensated. |ndeed, | found sonme of them
to be wiser than the so-called overseers of the poor and sel ect nen
of the town, and thought it was tine that the tables were turned.
Wth respect to wit, |I learned that there was not nuch difference
between the half and the whole. One day, in particular, an

i nof fensi ve, sinple-mnded pauper, whomwith others | had often seen
used as fencing stuff, standing or sitting on a bushel in the fields
to keep cattle and hinself fromstraying, visited ne, and expressed
awishtoliveas | did. He told ne, with the utnost sinplicity and
truth, quite superior, or rather inferior, to anything that is
called humlity, that he was "deficient in intellect.” These were

his words. The Lord had nade himso, yet he supposed the Lord cared

as much for himas for another. "I have al ways been so," said he,
"fromny childhood; | never had nuch mind; | was not |ike other
children; | amweak in the head. It was the Lord's will, |
suppose.” And there he was to prove the truth of his words. He was
a met aphysi cal puzzle to nme. | have rarely nmet a fell owman on such
promising ground -- it was so sinple and sincere and so true al

that he said. And, true enough, in proportion as he appeared to
hunmbl e hinsel f was he exalted. | did not know at first but it was
the result of a wise policy. It seened that fromsuch a basis of
truth and frankness as the poor weak-headed pauper had laid, our
intercourse mght go forward to something better than the
i ntercourse of sages.

I had sone guests fromthose not reckoned conmonly anong the

town's poor, but who should be; who are anong the world' s poor, at



any rate; guests who appeal, not to your hospitality, but to your
hospitalality; who earnestly wish to be hel ped, and preface their
appeal with the information that they are resolved, for one thing,
never to help thenselves. | require of a visitor that he be not
actual ly starving, though he may have the very best appetite in the
wor| d, however he got it. Objects of charity are not guests. Men
who did not know when their visit had termi nated, though | went
about ny business again, answering themfromgreater and greater
renot eness. Men of al nost every degree of wit called on ne in the
m grating season. Sone who had nore wits than they knew what to do
with; runaway slaves with plantation nmanners, who listened fromtine
totime, like the fox in the fable, as if they heard the hounds
a-baying on their track, and | ooked at ne beseechingly, as nmuch as

to say, --

"O Christian, will you send nme back?

One real runaway slave, anong the rest, whom | helped to forward
toward the north star. Men of one idea, |like a hen with one

chi cken, and that a duckling; nen of a thousand ideas, and unkenpt

heads, |ike those hens which are nade to take charge of a hundred
chi ckens, all in pursuit of one bug, a score of themlost in every
nmorning's dew -- and becone frizzled and nangy i n consequence; nen

of ideas instead of legs, a sort of intellectual centipede that nade
you craw all over. One man proposed a book in which visitors
should wite their nanes, as at the Wite Muntains; but, alas!

have too good a nenory to make that necessary.

I could not but notice sonme of the peculiarities of ny visitors.
Grls and boys and young wonen generally seened glad to be in the
woods. They | ooked in the pond and at the flowers, and inproved
their tine. Men of business, even farmers, thought only of solitude
and enpl oynent, and of the great distance at which | dwelt from

somet hing or other; and though they said that they loved a ranble in



the woods occasionally, it was obvious that they did not. Restless
conmitted nen, whose tinme was an taken up in getting a living or
keeping it; mnisters who spoke of God as if they enjoyed a nmonopoly
of the subject, who could not bear all kinds of opinions; doctors,

| awyers, uneasy housekeepers who pried into ny cupboard and bed when
| was out -- how came Ms. -- to know that ny sheets were not as
clean as hers? -- young nen who had ceased to be young, and had
concluded that it was safest to follow the beaten track of the
professions -- all these generally said that it was not possible to
do so nuch good in ny position. Ay! there was the rub. The old and
infirmand the timd, of whatever age or sex, thought nobst of

si ckness, and sudden acci dent and death; to themlife seened full of
danger -- what danger is there if you don't think of any? -- and

t hey thought that a prudent man would carefully select the safest
position, where Dr. B. might be on hand at a nonment's warning. To
themthe village was literally a community, a |eague for nutual
defence, and you woul d suppose that they woul d not go

a- huckl eberrying wi thout a nedicine chest. The amount of it is, if
a man is alive, there is always danger that he nmay die, though the
danger nust be allowed to be less in proportion as he is
dead-and-alive to begin with. A man sits as many risks as he runs.
Finally, there were the self-styled refornmers, the greatest bores of

all, who thought that | was forever singing,--

This is the house that | built;

This is the man that lives in the house that | built

but they did not know that the third |ine was,

These are the folks that worry the man

That lives in the house that | built.

| did not fear the hen-harriers, for | kept no chickens; but |

feared the nen-harriers rather



I had nore cheering visitors than the last. Children cone
a-berrying, railroad nmen taking a Sunday nmorning walk in clean
shirts, fishernen and hunters, poets and phil osophers; in short, al
honest pilgrinms, who cane out to the woods for freedom s sake, and
really left the village behind, | was ready to greet with --

"Wl cone, Englishnen! wel cone, Englishnen!" for |I had had

conmuni cation with that race.

The Bean-Field

Meanwhi | e ny beans, the | ength of whose rows, added together
was seven miles already planted, were inpatient to be hoed, for the
earliest had grown considerably before the |atest were in the
ground; indeed they were not easily to be put off. Wat was the
meani ng of this so steady and self-respecting, this small Hercul ean
| abor, I knew not. | canme to |love ny rows, ny beans, though so many
nmore than | wanted. They attached ne to the earth, and so | got
strength |like Antaeus. But why should | raise then? Only Heaven
knows. This was ny curious |abor all sumer -- to make this portion
of the earth's surface, which had yielded only cinquefoil,

bl ackberries, johnswort, and the |ike, before, sweet wild fruits and

pl easant flowers, produce instead this pulse. Wat shall | learn of
beans or beans of me? | cherish them | hoe them early and late
have an eye to them and this is ny day's work. 1t is a fine broad

leaf to look on. M auxiliaries are the dews and rains which water
this dry soil, and what fertility is in the soil itself, which for
the nmost part is lean and effete. M enenies are worns, cool days,

and nost of all woodchucks. The |ast have nibbled for me a quarter



of an acre clean. But what right had | to oust johnswort and the
rest, and break up their ancient herb garden? Soon, however, the
remai ni ng beans will be too tough for them and go forward to neet
new f oes.

When | was four years old, as | well renenber, | was brought
fromBoston to this ny native town, through these very woods and
this field, to the pond. It is one of the ol dest scenes stanped on
my menory. And now to-night my flute has waked the echoes over that
very water. The pines still stand here older than I; or, if sone
have fallen, | have cooked ny supper with their stunps, and a new
growmh is rising all around, preparing another aspect for new infant
eyes. Alnost the same johnswort springs fromthe same perennial
root in this pasture, and even | have at |ength hel ped to clothe
that fabul ous | andscape of ny infant dreans, and one of the results
of nmy presence and influence is seen in these bean | eaves, corn
bl ades, and potato vines.

| planted about two acres and a half of upland; and as it was
only about fifteen years since the |and was cleared, and | nyself
had got out two or three cords of stunps, | did not give it any
manure; but in the course of the sumer it appeared by the
arrowheads which |I turned up in hoeing, that an extinct nation had
anciently dwelt here and planted corn and beans ere white nmen cane
to clear the land, and so, to sone extent, had exhausted the soi
for this very crop

Bef ore yet any woodchuck or squirrel had run across the road, or
the sun had got above the shrub oaks, while all the dew was on,
though the farmers warned nme against it -- | would advise you to do
all your work if possible while the dewis on -- | began to |eve
the ranks of haughty weeds in ny bean-field and throw dust upon
their heads. Early in the norning | worked barefooted, dabbling
like a plastic artist in the dewy and crunbling sand, but later in
the day the sun blistered ny feet. There the sun lighted ne to hoe

beans, pacing slowy backward and forward over that yellow gravelly



upl and, between the long green rows, fifteen rods, the one end
terminating in a shrub oak copse where | could rest in the shade,
the other in a blackberry field where the green berries deepened
their tints by the tine | had nmade another bout. Renoving the
weeds, putting fresh soil about the bean stens, and encouraging this
weed which I had sown, meking the yellow soil express its summer

t hought in bean | eaves and bl ossons rather than in wor mwod and
piper and millet grass, making the earth say beans instead of grass
-- this was ny daily work. As | had little aid from horses or
cattle, or hired nen or boys, or inproved inplenents of husbandry,
was much sl ower, and becane nmuch nore intimate with nmy beans than
usual . But | abor of the hands, even when pursued to the verge of
drudgery, is perhaps never the worst formof idleness. It has a
constant and inperishable noral, and to the scholar it yields a
classic result. A very agricola |aboriosus was |I to travellers
bound westward through Lincoln and Wayl and to nobody knows where;
they sitting at their ease in gigs, with el bows on knees, and reins
| oosely hanging in festoons; | the home-staying, |aborious native of
the soil. But soon ny homestead was out of their sight and thought.
It was the only open and cultivated field for a great distance on
either side of the road, so they made the nost of it; and sonetines
the man in the field heard nore of travellers' gossip and coment
than was neant for his ear: "Beans so late! peas so late!" -- for |
continued to plant when others had begun to hoe -- the mnisterial
husbandman had not suspected it. "Corn, ny boy, for fodder; corn

for fodder. "Does he live there?" asks the black bonnet of the
gray coat; and the hard-featured farmer reins up his grateful dobbin
to inquire what you are doi ng where he sees no manure in the furrow,
and recormends a little chip dirt, or any little waste stuff, or it
may be ashes or plaster. But here were two acres and a half of
furrows, and only a hoe for cart and two hands to draw it -- there

being an aversion to other carts and horses -- and chip dirt far

away. Fellowtravellers as they rattled by conpared it aloud with



the fields which they had passed, so that | came to know how | stood
in the agricultural world. This was one field not in M. Coleman's
report. And, by the way, who estimates the value of the crop which
nature yields in the still wilder fields uninproved by man? The
crop of English hay is carefully weighed, the noisture cal cul ated,
the silicates and the potash; but in all dells and pond-holes in the
woods and pastures and swanps grows a rich and various crop only
unreaped by man. Mne was, as it were, the connecting |ink between
wild and cultivated fields; as sone states are civilized, and others
hal f-civilized, and others savage or barbarous, so ny field was,
though not in a bad sense, a half-cultivated field. They were beans
cheerfully returning to their wild and primtive state that I
cultivated, and ny hoe played the Rans des Vaches for them

Near at hand, upon the topnost spray of a birch, sings the brown
thrasher -- or red mavis, as sone love to call him-- all the
nmorni ng, glad of your society, that would find out another farner's
field if yours were not here. While you are planting the seed, he
cries -- "Drop it, drop it -- cover it up, cover it up -- pull it
up, pull it up, pull it up." But this was not corn, and so it was
safe from such enenmi es as he. You may wonder what his rigmarole,
hi s amat eur Pagani ni performances on one string or on twenty, have

to do with your planting, and yet prefer it to | eached ashes or

plaster. It was a cheap sort of top dressing in which | had entire
faith.
As | drew a still fresher soil about the rows with nmy hoe, |

di sturbed the ashes of unchronicled nations who in prineval years
Iived under these heavens, and their small inplenents of war and
hunting were brought to the light of this nodern day. They |ay
nmngled with other natural stones, sone of which bore the narks of
havi ng been burned by Indian fires, and some by the sun, and al so
bits of pottery and gl ass brought hither by the recent cultivators
of the soil. When ny hoe tinkled against the stones, that nusic

echoed to the woods and the sky, and was an acconpani nent to ny



| abor which yielded an instant and i nmeasurable crop. It was no

| onger beans that | hoed, nor | that hoed beans; and | renenbered
with as nuch pity as pride, if | remenbered at all, ny acquaintances
who had gone to the city to attend the oratorios. The ni ght hawk
circled overhead in the sunny afternoons -- for | sonetines nmade a
day of it -- like a note in the eye, or in heaven's eye, falling
fromtine to tine with a swoop and a sound as if the heavens were
rent, torn at last to very rags and tatters, and yet a seamnl ess cope
remai ned; small inps that fill the air and lay their eggs on the
ground on bare sand or rocks on the tops of hills, where few have
found them graceful and slender like ripples caught up fromthe
pond, as |leaves are raised by the wind to float in the heavens; such
kindredship is in nature. The hawk is aerial brother of the wave
whi ch he sails over and surveys, those his perfect air-inflated

Wi ngs answering to the el enental unfledged pinions of the sea. O
sonmetines | watched a pair of hen-hawks circling high in the sky,
alternately soaring and descendi ng, approaching, and | eaving one
another, as if they were the enbodi nent of ny own thoughts. O |
was attracted by the passage of wild pigeons fromthis wood to that,
with a slight quivering winnowi ng sound and carrier haste; or from
under a rotten stunp my hoe turned up a sluggi sh portentous and
out | andi sh spotted sal amander, a trace of Egypt and the Nile, yet
our contenporary. Wien | paused to |l ean on ny hoe, these sounds and
sights | heard and saw anywhere in the row, a part of the

i nexhausti bl e entertai nnent which the country offers.

On gala days the town fires its great guns, which echo like
popguns to these woods, and sone waifs of martial nusic occasionally
penetrate thus far. To ne, away there in ny bean-field at the other
end of the town, the big guns sounded as if a puffball had burst;
and when there was a mlitary turnout of which | was ignorant, |
have sonetinmes had a vague sense all the day of sone sort of itching
and di sease in the horizon, as if some eruption would break out

there soon, either scarlatina or canker-rash, until at |ength some



nmore favorabl e puff of wind, nmaking haste over the fields and up the
Wayl and road, brought me information of the "trainers." It seened
by the distant humas if sonebody's bees had swarned, and that the
nei ghbors, according to Virgil's advice, by a faint tintinnabulum
upon the nost sonorous of their domestic utensils, were endeavoring
to call themdown into the hive again. And when the sound died

qui te away, and the hum had ceased, and the nost favorable breezes
told no tale, | knew that they had got the | ast drone of them al
safely into the M ddl esex hive, and that now their m nds were bent
on the honey with which it was sneared.

| felt proud to know that the liberties of Massachusetts and of
our fatherland were in such safe keeping; and as | turned to ny
hoeing again | was filled with an inexpressible confidence, and
pursued my | abor cheerfully with a calmtrust in the future.

Wien there were several bands of nusicians, it sounded as if al
the village was a vast bellows and all the buil dings expanded and
coll apsed alternately with a din. But sonetinmes it was a really
nobl e and inspiring strain that reached these woods, and the trunpet
that sings of fane, and | felt as if | could spit a Mexican with a
good relish -- for why should we always stand for trifles? -- and
| ooked round for a woodchuck or a skunk to exercise ny chivalry
upon. These martial strains seened as far away as Pal estine, and
rem nded me of a march of crusaders in the horizon, with a slight
tantivy and trenul ous notion of the elmtree tops which overhang the
village. This was one of the great days; though the sky had from ny
clearing only the same everlastingly great look that it wears daily,
and | saw no difference init.

It was a singular experience that |ong acquai ntance which |
cultivated with beans, what with planting, and hoeing, and
harvesting, and threshing, and picking over and selling them-- the
| ast was the hardest of all -- | mght add eating, for | did taste.
I was determ ned to know beans. When they were growing, | used to

hoe fromfive o' clock in the nmorning till noon, and conmonly spent



the rest of the day about other affairs. Consider the intimte and
curious acquai ntance one nakes with various kinds of weeds -- it
will bear some iteration in the account, for there was no little
iteration in the labor -- disturbing their delicate organizations so
rut hl essly, and making such invidious distinctions with his hoe,
| evel i ng whol e ranks of one species, and sedul ously cultivating
another. That's Roman wormwod -- that's pigweed -- that's sorre
-- that's piper-grass -- have at him chop himup, turn his roots
upward to the sun, don't let himhave a fibre in the shade, if you
do he'll turn hinmself t' other side up and be as green as a leek in
two days. A long war, not with cranes, but with weeds, those
Troj ans who had sun and rain and dews on their side. Daily the
beans saw nme cone to their rescue armed with a hoe, and thin the
ranks of their enenies, filling up the trenches with weedy dead.
Many a lusty crest -- waving Hector, that towered a whole foot above
his crowdi ng conrades, fell before nmy weapon and rolled in the dust.
Those sunmer days which sone of ny contenporaries devoted to the
fine arts in Boston or Rome, and others to contenplation in India,
and others to trade in London or New York, | thus, with the other
farmers of New Engl and, devoted to husbandry. Not that | wanted
beans to eat, for | amby nature a Pythagorean, so far as beans are
concerned, whether they nmean porridge or voting, and exchanged them
for rice; but, perchance, as sonme nmust work in fields if only for
the sake of tropes and expression, to serve a parabl e-maker one day.
It was on the whole a rare anusenent, which, continued too |ong,
m ght have becone a dissipation. Though | gave them no manure, and
did not hoe themall once, | hoed them unusualy well as far as
went, and was paid for it in the end, "there being in truth," as
Evel yn says, "no conpost or |aetation whatsoever conparable to this
continual notion, repastination, and turning of the mould with the
spade."” "The earth," he adds el sewhere, "especially if fresh, has a
certain magnetismin it, by which it attracts the salt, power, or

virtue (call it either) which gives it life, and is the logic of all



the | abor and stir we keep about it, to sustain us; all dungings and
other sordid tenperings being but the vicars succedaneous to this
i nprovenent." Mreover, this being one of those "worn-out and
exhausted lay fields which enjoy their sabbath," had perchance, as
Sir Kenel m Digby thinks likely, attracted "vital spirits" fromthe
air. | harvested twelve bushel s of beans.

But to be nore particular, for it is conplained that M. Col eman
has reported chiefly the expensive experinents of gentlenen farnmers,

my outgoes were, - -

For a hoe . ... . $ 0.54
Pl owi ng, harrowing, and furrowing ............ 7.50 Too nuch.
Beans for seed ........ ... . ... . ... .. 3. 12+
Potatoes for seed ......... ... ... . ... ... .. ... 1.33
Peas for seed ........ ... ... . . . . ... .. 0. 40
Turnip seed ....... .. 0. 06
Wiite line for crowfence .................... 0. 02
Horse cultivator and boy three hours ......... 1.00
Horse and cart to get crop ................... 0.75
Inall $14. 72+

My income was (patremfanilias vendacem non emacem esse

oportet), from

Ni ne bushels and twel ve quarts of beans sold .. $16.94
Five " large potatoes ..................... 2.50
Ni ne " smal | ... 2.25
G ASS . i 1.00
Stal ks ... 0.75

In all ... $23. 44

Leaving a pecuniary profit,



as | have el sewhere said, of .............. $ 8.71+

This is the result of my experience in raising beans: Plant the
conmon smal |l white bush bean about the first of June, in rows three
feet by eighteen inches apart, being careful to select fresh round
and unm xed seed. First ook out for wornms, and supply vacanci es by
pl anting anew. Then | ook out for woodchucks, if it is an exposed
pl ace, for they will nibble off the earliest tender |eaves al npst
clean as they go; and again, when the young tendrils nake their
appear ance, they have notice of it, and will shear themoff wth
bot h buds and young pods, sitting erect like a squirrel. But above
all harvest as early as possible, if you woul d escape frosts and
have a fair and sal abl e crop; you may save nuch | oss by this nmeans.

This further experience also | gained: | said to nyself, | wll
not plant beans and corn with so nuch industry another sunmer, but
such seeds, if the seed is not lost, as sincerity, truth,
simplicity, faith, innocence, and the like, and see if they will not
grow in this soil, even with less toil and nmanurance, and sustain
me, for surely it has not been exhausted for these crops. Alas! |
said this to nyself; but now another summer is gone, and anot her
and another, and | amobliged to say to you, Reader, that the seeds
which | planted, if indeed they were the seeds of those virtues,
were worneaten or had lost their vitality, and so did not cone up
Conmmonly nmen will only be brave as their fathers were brave, or
timd. This generation is very sure to plant corn and beans each
new year precisely as the Indians did centuries ago and taught the
first settlers to do, as if there were a fate init. | sawan old
man the other day, to nmy astoni shnent, naking the holes with a hoe
for the seventieth tine at least, and not for hinself to |lie down
in!' But why should not the New Engl ander try new adventures, and
not lay so rmuch stress on his grain, his potato and grass crop, and
his orchards -- raise other crops than these? Wy concern ourselves

so nmuch about our beans for seed, and not be concerned at all about



a new generation of men? W should really be fed and cheered if
when we net a nman we were sure to see that sone of the qualities
whi ch | have nanmed, which we all prize nore than those other
productions, but which are for the nost part broadcast and fl oating
in the air, had taken root and grown in him Here conmes such a
subtile and ineffable quality, for instance, as truth or justice,

t hough the slightest amount or new variety of it, along the road.
Qur anbassadors should be instructed to send honme such seeds as
these, and Congress help to distribute themover all the land. W
shoul d never stand upon cerenony with sincerity. W should never
cheat and insult and bani sh one another by our nmeanness, if there
were present the kernel of worth and friendliness. W should not
meet thus in haste. Most nen | do not neet at all, for they seem
not to have time; they are busy about their beans. W would not
deal with a man thus plodding ever, |eaning on a hoe or a spade as a
staff between his work, not as a nushroom but partially risen out
of the earth, sonmething nore than erect, like swallows alighted and

wal ki ng on the ground: - -

"And as he spake, his w ngs would now and t hen

Spread, as he neant to fly, then close again --

so that we shoul d suspect that we might be conversing with an angel
Bread may not al ways nourish us; but it always does us good, it even
takes stiffness out of our joints, and makes us supple and buoyant,
when we knew not what ailed us, to recognize any generosity in nan
or Nature, to share any unmi xed and heroic joy.

Anci ent poetry and nythol ogy suggest, at |east, that husbandry
was once a sacred art; but it is pursued with irreverent haste and
heedl essness by us, our object being to have large farns and | arge
crops nerely. W have no festival, nor procession, nor cerenony,
not excepting our cattle-shows and so-call ed Thanksgi vings, by which

the farmer expresses a sense of the sacredness of his calling, or is



rem nded of its sacred origin. It is the prenmiumand the feast
which tenpt him He sacrifices not to Ceres and the Terrestrial
Jove, but to the infernal Plutus rather. By avarice and

sel fishness, and a grovelling habit, fromwhich none of us is free,
of regarding the soil as property, or the nmeans of acquiring
property chiefly, the | andscape is defornmed, husbandry is degraded
with us, and the farner |eads the neanest of lives. He knows Nature
but as a robber. Cato says that the profits of agriculture are
particul arly pious or just (nmaxinmeque pius quaestus), and according
to Varro the old Romans “called the same earth Mdther and Ceres, and
t hought that they who cultivated it led a pious and useful life, and
that they alone were left of the race of King Saturn."

W are wont to forget that the sun | ooks on our cultivated
fields and on the prairies and forests w thout distinction. They
all reflect and absorb his rays alike, and the former nmake but a
smal | part of the glorious picture which he beholds in his daily
course. In his viewthe earth is all equally cultivated like a
garden. Therefore we should receive the benefit of his |light and
heat with a corresponding trust and nagnanimty. Wat though I
val ue the seed of these beans, and harvest that in the fall of the
year? This broad field which | have | ooked at so | ong | ooks not to
me as the principal cultivator, but away fromne to influences nore
genial to it, which water and nake it green. These beans have
results which are not harvested by nme. Do they not grow for
woodchucks partly? The ear of wheat (in Latin spica, obsoletely
speca, from spe, hope) should not be the only hope of the
husbandman; its kernel or grain (granumfrom gerendo, bearing) is
not all that it bears. How, then, can our harvest fail? Shall
not rejoice also at the abundance of the weeds whose seeds are the
granary of the birds? It matters little conparatively whether the
fields fill the farner's barns. The true husbandman will cease from
anxiety, as the squirrels mani fest no concern whether the woods will

bear chestnuts this year or not, and finish his |labor with every



day, relinquishing all claimto the produce of his fields, and

sacrificing in his nmind not only his first but his last fruits also.

The Vill age

After hoeing, or perhaps reading and witing, in the forenoon, |
usual Iy bathed again in the pond, swi mmng across one of its coves
for a stint, and washed the dust of |abor fromny person, or
snoot hed out the last wrinkle which study had nmade, and for the
aft ernoon was absolutely free. Every day or two | strolled to the
village to hear sonme of the gossip which is incessantly going on
there, circulating either fromnmouth to nouth, or from newspaper to
newspaper, and which, taken in honoeopathic doses, was really as
refreshing in its way as the rustle of |eaves and the peepi ng of
frogs. As | walked in the woods to see the birds and squirrels, so
I walked in the village to see the men and boys; instead of the w nd
anong the pines | heard the carts rattle. 1n one direction fromny
house there was a colony of nuskrats in the river neadows; under the
grove of elnms and buttonwoods in the other horizon was a village of
busy nmen, as curious to me as if they had been prairie-dogs, each
sitting at the mouth of its burrow, or running over to a neighbor's
to gossip. | went there frequently to observe their habits. The
vill age appeared to me a great news room and on one side, to
support it, as once at Redding & Conpany's on State Street, they
kept nuts and raisins, or salt and neal and other groceries. Sone
have such a vast appetite for the former comodity, that is, the
news, and such sound di gestive organs, that they can sit forever in
public avenues without stirring, and let it sinmer and whisper

through themlike the Etesian winds, or as if inhaling ether, it



only produci ng nunbness and insensibility to pain -- otherwise it
woul d often be painful to bear -- without affecting the

consci ousness. | hardly ever failed, when |I ranbled through the
village, to see a row of such worthies, either sitting on a | adder
sunni ng thensel ves, with their bodies inclined forward and their
eyes glancing along the line this way and that, fromtinme to tine,
with a vol uptuous expression, or else | eaning against a barn with
their hands in their pockets, like caryatides, as if to prop it up
They, being commonly out of doors, heard whatever was in the w nd.
These are the coarsest mlls, in which all gossip is first rudely

di gested or cracked up before it is enptied into finer and nore
delicate hoppers within doors. | observed that the vitals of the
village were the grocery, the bar-room the post-office, and the
bank; and, as a necessary part of the machinery, they kept a bell, a
big gun, and a fire-engine, at convenient places; and the houses
were so arranged as to nake the nost of nankind, in |anes and
fronting one another, so that every traveller had to run the
gauntlet, and every man, wonman, and child mght get a lick at him

O course, those who were stationed nearest to the head of the Iine,
where they could nost see and be seen, and have the first bl ow at
him paid the highest prices for their places; and the few
straggling inhabitants in the outskirts, where long gaps in the line
began to occur, and the traveller could get over walls or turn aside
into cow paths, and so escape, paid a very slight ground or w ndow
tax. Signs were hung out on all sides to allure him sonme to catch
himby the appetite, as the tavern and victualling cellar; some by
the fancy, as the dry goods store and the jeweller's; and others by
the hair or the feet or the skirts, as the barber, the shoenaker,

or the tailor. Besides, there was a still nore terrible standing
invitation to call at every one of these houses, and conpany
expected about these tines. For the nost part | escaped wonderfully
fromthese dangers, either by proceeding at once boldly and without

del i beration to the goal, as is recommended to those who run the



gauntlet, or by keeping ny thoughts on high things, |ike O pheus,
who, "loudly singing the praises of the gods to his lyre, drowned
the voices of the Sirens, and kept out of danger." Sonetines I

bol ted suddenly, and nobody could tell mnmy whereabouts, for | did not
stand nuch about graceful ness, and never hesitated at a gap in a
fence. | was even accustoned to make an irruption into sone houses,
where | was well entertained, and after |earning the kernels and
very last sieveful of news -- what had subsided, the prospects of
war and peace, and whether the world was likely to hold together
much longer -- | was let out through the rear avenues, and so
escaped to the woods again.

It was very pleasant, when | stayed late in town, to |aunch
myself into the night, especially if it was dark and tenpestuous,
and set sail fromsonme bright village parlor or lecture room wth a
bag of rye or Indian nmeal upon ny shoul der, for ny snug harbor in
t he woods, having made all tight w thout and wi thdrawn under hatches
with a merry crew of thoughts, leaving only nmy outer nan at the
helm or even tying up the helmwhen it was plain sailing. 1 had
many a genial thought by the cabin fire "as | sailed." | was never
cast away nor distressed in any weather, though I encountered sone
severe storms. It is darker in the woods, even in comon nights,
than nost suppose. | frequently had to | ook up at the opening
between the trees above the path in order to learn ny route, and,
where there was no cart-path, to feel with nmy feet the faint track
which | had worn, or steer by the known relation of particular trees
which | felt with ny hands, passing between two pines for instance,
not nore than eighteen inches apart, in the nmidst of the woods,
invariably, in the darkest night. Sonetines, after com ng hone thus
late in a dark and rmuggy night, when ny feet felt the path which ny
eyes could not see, dream ng and absent-m nded all the way, until |
was aroused by having to raise ny hand to |ift the latch, | have not
been able to recall a single step of my wal k, and | have thought

that perhaps ny body would find its way hone if its master should



forsake it, as the hand finds its way to the nouth w t hout

assi stance. Several times, when a visitor chanced to stay into
evening, and it proved a dark night, | was obliged to conduct himto
the cart-path in the rear of the house, and then point out to him
the direction he was to pursue, and in keeping which he was to be
gui ded rather by his feet than his eyes. One very dark night |
directed thus on their way two young nmen who had been fishing in the
pond. They lived about a mile off through the woods, and were quite
used to the route. A day or two after one of themtold nme that they
wander ed about the greater part of the night, close by their own
premni ses, and did not get hone till toward norning, by which tineg,
as there had been several heavy showers in the neanwhile, and the

| eaves were very wet, they were drenched to their skins. | have
heard of many going astray even in the village streets, when the
darkness was so thick that you could cut it with a knife, as the
saying is. Sone who live in the outskirts, having cone to town
a-shopping in their wagons, have been obliged to put up for the

ni ght; and gentlenen and | adies nmaking a call have gone half a mle
out of their way, feeling the sidewalk only with their feet, and not
knowi ng when they turned. It is a surprising and nmenorable, as well
as val uabl e experience, to be lost in the woods any time. Oten in
a snowstorm even by day, one will conme out upon a well-known road
and yet find it inmpossible to tell which way |l eads to the village.
Though he knows that he has travelled it a thousand tinmes, he cannot
recognize a feature in it, but it is as strange to himas if it were
aroad in Siberia. By night, of course, the perplexity is
infinitely greater. In our nost trivial wal ks, we are constantly,

t hough unconsciously, steering like pilots by certain well-known
beacons and headl ands, and if we go beyond our usual course we stil
carry in our mnds the bearing of some neighboring cape; and not

till we are conpletely lost, or turned round -- for a nman needs only
to be turned round once with his eyes shut in this world to be | ost

-- do we appreciate the vastness and strangeness of nature. Every



man has to |learn the points of conpass again as often as be awakes,
whet her from sleep or any abstraction. Not till we are lost, in
other words not till we have lost the world, do we begin to find
oursel ves, and realize where we are and the infinite extent of our
rel ations.

One afternoon, near the end of the first sumer, when | went to
the village to get a shoe fromthe cobbler's, | was seized and put
into jail, because, as | have elsewhere related, | did not pay a tax
to, or recognize the authority of, the State which buys and sells
nmen, wonen, and children, like cattle, at the door of its
senat e-house. | had gone down to the woods for other purposes.

But, wherever a man goes, nen will pursue and paw himwith their
dirty institutions, and, if they can, constrain himto belong to
their desperate odd-fellow society. It is true, | mght have
resisted forcibly with nore or less effect, nmight have run "anok"”
agai nst society; but | preferred that society should run "anpok"
against nme, it being the desperate party. However, | was rel eased
the next day, obtained ny nended shoe, and returned to the woods in
season to get ny dinner of huckleberries on Fair Haven Hill. | was
never nol ested by any person but those who represented the State. |
had no | ock nor bolt but for the desk which held ny papers, not even
a nail to put over ny latch or windows. | never fastened ny door

ni ght or day, though | was to be absent several days; not even when
the next fall | spent a fortnight in the woods of Miine. And yet ny
house was nore respected than if it had been surrounded by a file of
soldiers. The tired ranmbler could rest and warm hinmself by ny fire,
the literary anmuse hinself with the few books on ny table, or the
curious, by opening ny closet door, see what was | eft of ny dinner
and what prospect | had of a supper. Yet, though many peopl e of
every class cane this way to the pond, | suffered no serious

i nconveni ence fromthese sources, and | never nmi ssed anything but
one small book, a volune of Honer, which perhaps was inproperly

gilded, and this I trust a soldier of our canmp has found by this



time. | amconvinced, that if all nmen were to live as sinply as
then did, thieving and robbery would be unknown. These take place
only in comunities where some have got nore than is sufficient
whi | e others have not enough. The Pope's Honmers woul d soon get

properly distributed.

"Nec bella fuerunt,
Fagi nus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes.™
"Nor wars did nen nol est,

When only beechen bowl s were in request.”

"You who govern public affairs, what need have you to enpl oy

puni shrents? Love virtue, and the people will be virtuous. The
virtues of a superior nman are like the wind; the virtues of a conmmon
man are like the grass -- | the grass, when the wi nd passes over it,

bends. "

The Ponds

Sonetinmes, having had a surfeit of human society and gossip, and
worn out all ny village friends, | ranbled still farther westward
than | habitually dwell, into yet nore unfrequented parts of the
town, "to fresh woods and pastures new," or, while the sun was
setting, nade ny supper of huckl eberries and bl ueberries on Fair
Haven Hill, and laid up a store for several days. The fruits do not
yield their true flavor to the purchaser of them nor to himwho
raises themfor the market. There is but one way to obtain it, yet
few take that way. If you would know the flavor of huckl eberries,
ask the cowboy or the partridge. It is a vulgar error to suppose

that you have tasted huckl eberries who never plucked them A



huckl eberry never reaches Boston; they have not been known there
since they grew on her three hills. The anbrosial and essenti al
part of the fruit is lost with the bloomwhich is rubbed off in the
mar ket cart, and they becone nere provender. As |long as Eterna
Justice reigns, not one innocent huckleberry can be transported
thither fromthe country's hills

Cccasionally, after ny hoeing was done for the day, | joined
sone inpatient conpani on who had been fishing on the pond since
nmorning, as silent and notionless as a duck or a floating |eaf, and,
after practising various kinds of philosophy, had concl uded
commonly, by the tine | arrived, that he belonged to the ancient
sect of Coenobites. There was one older man, an excellent fisher
and skilled in all kinds of woodcraft, who was pleased to | ook upon
my house as a building erected for the conveni ence of fishermen; and
I was equally pleased when he sat in ny doorway to arrange his
lines. Once in a while we sat together on the pond, he at one end
of the boat, and | at the other; but not many words passed between
us, for he had grown deaf in his |later years, but he occasionally
hunmed a psal m which harnoni zed well enough with nmy phil osophy.

Qur intercourse was thus altogether one of unbroken harnony, far
nmore pleasing to renmenber than if it had been carried on by speech
When, as was commonly the case, | had none to conmune with, | used
to raise the echoes by striking with a paddl e on the side of ny
boat, filling the surrounding woods with circling and dilating
sound, stirring themup as the keeper of a nenagerie his wld
beasts, until | elicited a grow from every wooded val e and
hil | si de.

In warmevenings | frequently sat in the boat playing the flute,
and saw the perch, which | seemto have charned, hovering around ne,
and the noon travelling over the ribbed bottom which was strewed
with the wecks of the forest. Formerly | had cone to this pond
adventurously, fromtine to tine, in dark sumrer nights, with a

compani on, and, making a fire close to the water's edge, which we



thought attracted the fishes, we caught pouts with a bunch of worns
strung on a thread, and when we had done, far in the night, threw
the burning brands high into the air |ike skyrockets, which, com ng
down into the pond, were quenched with a | oud hissing, and we were
suddenly groping in total darkness. Through this, whistling a tune,
we took our way to the haunts of men again. But now | had made ny
hone by the shore.

Sometimes, after staying in a village parlor till the famly had
all retired, I have returned to the woods, and, partly with a view
to the next day's dinner, spent the hours of nidnight fishing froma
boat by moonlight, serenaded by ow s and foxes, and hearing, from
time to time, the creaking note of sone unknown bird cl ose at hand.
These experiences were very nenorable and valuable to nme -- anchored
in forty feet of water, and twenty or thirty rods fromthe shore,
surrounded sonetines by thousands of small perch and shiners,
dimpling the surface with their tails in the nmoonlight, and
communi cating by a long flaxen line with mysterious nocturnal fishes
which had their dwelling forty feet bel ow, or sonetines dragging
sixty feet of line about the pond as | drifted in the gentle night
breeze, now and then feeling a slight vibration along it, indicative
of some life prowing about its extremty, of dull uncertain
bl undering purpose there, and slowto nake up its nmnd. At length
you slowy raise, pulling hand over hand, some horned pout squeaking
and squirmng to the upper air. 1t was very queer, especially in
dark ni ghts, when your thoughts had wandered to vast and cosnogonal
themes in other spheres, to feel this faint jerk, which cane to
interrupt your dreans and link you to Nature again. It seened as if
I mght next cast ny line upward into the air, as well as downward
into this element, which was scarcely nore dense. Thus | caught two
fishes as it were with one hook.

The scenery of Walden is on a hunble scale, and, though very
beautiful, does not approach to grandeur, nor can it much concern

one who has not long frequented it or lived by its shore; yet this



pond is so remarkable for its depth and purity as to nerit a
particul ar description. It is a clear and deep green well, half a
mle long and a mle and three quarters in circunference, and
contai ns about sixty-one and a half acres; a perennial spring in the
nm dst of pine and oak woods, w thout any visible inlet or outlet
except by the clouds and evaporation. The surrounding hills rise
abruptly fromthe water to the height of forty to eighty feet,

t hough on the southeast and east they attain to about one hundred
and one hundred and fifty feet respectively, within a quarter and a
third of a mile. They are exclusively woodland. Al our Concord
wat ers have two colors at |east; one when viewed at a distance, and
anot her, nore proper, close at hand. The first depends nore on the
light, and follows the sky. |In clear weather, in summer, they
appear blue at a little distance, especially if agitated, and at a
great distance all appear alike. |In stornmy weather they are
sonetines of a dark slate-color. The sea, however, is said to be

bl ue one day and green another w thout any perceptible change in the
atmosphere. | have seen our river, when, the | andscape being
covered with snow, both water and ice were al nbst as green as grass.
Some consider blue "to be the color of pure water, whether liquid or
solid.” But, looking directly down into our waters from a boat,
they are seen to be of very different colors. Walden is blue at one
time and green at another, even fromthe sanme point of view Lying
between the earth and the heavens, it partakes of the color of both.
Viewed froma hilltop it reflects the color of the sky; but near at
hand it is of a yellow sh tint next the shore where you can see the
sand, then a light green, which gradually deepens to a uniform dark
green in the body of the pond. In sone |lights, viewed even froma
hilltop, it is of a vivid green next the shore. Sone have referred
this to the reflection of the verdure; but it is equally green there
agai nst the railroad sandbank, and in the spring, before the | eaves
are expanded, and it rmay be sinply the result of the prevailing blue

m xed with the yellow of the sand. Such is the color of its iris.



This is that portion, also, where in the spring, the ice being
warmed by the heat of the sun reflected fromthe bottom and al so
transmtted through the earth, nelts first and forns a narrow cana
about the still frozen mddle. Like the rest of our waters, when
much agitated, in clear weather, so that the surface of the waves
may reflect the sky at the right angle, or because there is nore
light mixed with it, it appears at a little distance of a darker
blue than the sky itself; and at such a time, being on its surface,
and | ooking with divided vision, so as to see the reflection, | have
di scerned a matchl ess and indescribable |ight blue, such as watered
or changeabl e sil ks and sword bl ades suggest, nore cerul ean than the
sky itself, alternating with the original dark green on the opposite
sides of the waves, which |ast appeared but nuddy in conparison. It
is a vitreous greenish blue, as | renmenber it, |ike those patches of
the winter sky seen through cloud vistas in the west before sundown.
Yet a single glass of its water held up to the light is as colorless
as an equal quantity of air. It is well known that a | arge plate of
glass will have a green tint, owing, as the makers say, to its
"body," but a small piece of the sane will be colorless. How large
a body of Walden water would be required to reflect a green tint |
have never proved. The water of our river is black or a very dark
brown to one | ooking directly dowmn on it, and, |ike that of nobst
ponds, inparts to the body of one bathing in it a yellow sh tinge;
but this water is of such crystalline purity that the body of the
bat her appears of an al abaster whiteness, still nore unnatural
which, as the linbs are nagnified and distorted withal, produces a
monstrous effect, making fit studies for a M chael Angelo.

The water is so transparent that the bottom can easily be
di scerned at the depth of twenty-five or thirty feet. Paddling over
it, you may see, many feet beneath the surface, the schools of perch
and shiners, perhaps only an inch long, yet the fornmer easily
di stingui shed by their transverse bars, and you think that they nust

be ascetic fish that find a subsistence there. Once, in the winter



many years ago, when | had been cutting holes through the ice in
order to catch pickerel, as | stepped ashore | tossed my axe back on
to the ice, but, as if some evil genius had directed it, it slid
four or five rods directly into one of the holes, where the water
was twenty-five feet deep. Qut of curiosity, | lay down on the ice
and | ooked through the hole, until |I sawthe axe a little on one
side, standing on its head, with its helve erect and gently swaying
to and fro with the pulse of the pond; and there it might have stood
erect and swaying till in the course of time the handle rotted off,
if | had not disturbed it. Mking another hole directly over it
with an ice chisel which | had, and cutting down the | ongest birch
which | could find in the neighborhood with ny knife, I made a
slip-noose, which | attached to its end, and, letting it down
carefully, passed it over the knob of the handle, and drew it by a
line along the birch, and so pulled the axe out again.

The shore is conposed of a belt of snmooth rounded white stones
I i ke pavi ng-stones, excepting one or two short sand beaches, and is
So steep that in nmany places a single leap will carry you into water

over your head; and were it not for its remarkabl e transparency,

that would be the last to be seen of its bottomtill it rose on the
opposite side. Some think it is bottomless. It is nowhere nuddy,
and a casual observer would say that there were no weeds at all in

it; and of noticeable plants, except in the little neadows recently
overfl owed, which do not properly belong to it, a closer scrutiny
does not detect a flag nor a bulrush, nor even a lily, yellow or
white, but only a few small heart-| eaves and pot anpget ons, and
perhaps a water-target or two; all which however a bather m ght not
perceive; and these plants are clean and bright like the el enent
they grow in. The stones extend a rod or two into the water, and
then the bottomis pure sand, except in the deepest parts, where
there is usually a little sedinment, probably fromthe decay of the

| eaves whi ch have been wafted on to it so many successive falls, and

a bright green weed is brought up on anchors even in mdw nter.



We have one other pond just like this, Wiite Pond, in N ne Acre
Corner, about two and a half miles westerly; but, though I am
acquainted with nost of the ponds within a dozen mles of this
centre | do not know a third of this pure and well-Iike character
Successi ve nations perchance have drank at, admired, and fathoned
it, and passed away, and still its water is green and pellucid as
ever. Not an intermtting spring! Perhaps on that spring norning
when Adam and Eve were driven out of Eden Wal den Pond was already in
exi stence, and even then breaking up in a gentle spring rain
acconpanied with nist and a southerly wind, and covered with nyriads
of ducks and geese, which had not heard of the fall, when still such
pure | akes sufficed them Even then it had comenced to rise and
fall, and had clarified its waters and col ored them of the hue they
now wear, and obtained a patent of Heaven to be the only Wl den Pond
in the world and distiller of celestial dews. Wo knows in how many
unrenmenbered nations' literatures this has been the Castalian
Fountai n? or what nynphs presided over it in the Golden Age? It is
a gemof the first water which Concord wears in her coronet.

Yet perchance the first who cane to this well have |eft sone
trace of their footsteps. | have been surprised to detect
encircling the pond, even where a thick wood has just been cut down
on the shore, a narrow shelf-like path in the steep hillside,
alternately rising and falling, approaching and receding fromthe
water's edge, as old probably as the race of man here, worn by the
feet of aboriginal hunters, and still fromtine to tine unwittingly
trodden by the present occupants of the land. This is particularly
distinct to one standing on the mddle of the pond in winter, just
after a light snow has fallen, appearing as a clear undulating white
Iine, unobscured by weeds and tw gs, and very obvious a quarter of a
mle off in many places where in summer it is hardly distinguishable
close at hand. The snowreprints it, as it were, in clear white
type alto-relievo. The ornanmented grounds of villas which will one

day be built here may still preserve sone trace of this.



The pond rises and falls, but whether regularly or not, and
wi t hi n what period, nobody knows, though, as usual, many pretend to
know. It is conmonly higher in the winter and | ower in the sunmer,

t hough not corresponding to the general wet and dryness. | can
remenber when it was a foot or two lower, and al so when it was at

| east five feet higher, than when | lived by it. There is a narrow
sand-bar running into it, with very deep water on one side, on which
| hel ped boil a kettle of chowder, sone six rods fromthe main
shore, about the year 1824, which it has not been possible to do for
twenty-five years; and, on the other hand, ny friends used to listen
with incredulity when | told them that a few years later | was
accustonmed to fish froma boat in a secluded cove in the woods
fifteen rods fromthe only shore they knew, which place was |ong
since converted into a meadow. But the pond has risen steadily for
two years, and now, in the sumrer of '52, is just five feet higher
than when | lived there, or as high as it was thirty years ago, and
fishing goes on again in the neadow. This nmakes a difference of

| evel, at the outside, of six or seven feet; and yet the water shed
by the surrounding hills is insignificant in anount, and this
overflow nmust be referred to causes which affect the deep springs.
This same summer the pond has begun to fall again. It is remarkable
that this fluctuation, whether periodical or not, appears thus to
requi re many years for its acconplishnment. | have observed one rise
and a part of two falls, and | expect that a dozen or fifteen years
hence the water will again be as |low as | have ever known it.
Flint's Pond, a nile eastward, allow ng for the disturbance
occasioned by its inlets and outlets, and the snmaller internediate
ponds al so, synpathize with Wal den, and recently attained their
greatest height at the sanme tine with the latter. The sane is true
as far as my observation goes, of Wite Pond.

This rise and fall of Walden at long intervals serves this use
at least; the water standing at this great height for a year or

nmore, though it makes it difficult to walk round it, kills the



shrubs and trees which have sprung up about its edge since the |ast
rise -- pitch pines, birches, alders, aspens, and others -- and,
falling again, |eaves an unobstructed shore; for, unlike many ponds
and all waters which are subject to a daily tide, its shore is
cl eanest when the water is lowest. On the side of the pond next ny
house a row of pitch pines, fifteen feet high, has been killed and
ti pped over as if by a lever, and thus a stop put to their
encroachnents; and their size indicates how many years have el apsed
since the last rise to this height. By this fluctuation the pond
asserts its title to a shore, and thus the shore is shorn, and the
trees cannot hold it by right of possession. These are the lips of
the | ake, on which no beard grows. It licks its chaps fromtine to
time. Wen the water is at its height, the alders, willows, and
mapl es send forth a mass of fibrous red roots several feet long from
all sides of their stens in the water, and to the height of three or
four feet fromthe ground, in the effort to naintain thenselves; and
I have known the high blueberry bushes about the shore, which
commonl y produce no fruit, bear an abundant crop under these
ci rcunst ances

Some have been puzzled to tell how the shore becane so regularly
paved. My townsmen have all heard the tradition -- the ol dest
people tell ne that they heard it in their youth -- that anciently
the I ndians were holding a powwow upon a hill here, which rose as
hi gh into the heavens as the pond now sinks deep into the earth, and
they used nmuch profanity, as the story goes, though this vice is one
of which the Indians were never guilty, and while they were thus
engaged the hill shook and suddenly sank, and only one ol d squaw,
naned Wal den, escaped, and from her the pond was naned. It has been
conjectured that when the hill shook these stones rolled down its
side and becane the present shore. It is very certain, at any rate,
that once there was no pond here, and now there is one; and this
I ndian fable does not in any respect conflict with the account of

that ancient settler whom | have nentioned, who renenbers so well



when he first cane here with his divining-rod, saw a thin vapor
rising fromthe sward, and the hazel pointed steadily downward, and
he concluded to dig a well here. As for the stones, many stil
think that they are hardly to be accounted for by the action of the
waves on these hills; but | observe that the surrounding hills are
remarkably full of the sane kind of stones, so that they have been
obliged to pile themup in walls on both sides of the railroad cut
nearest the pond; and, noreover, there are nost stones where the
shore is nost abrupt; so that, unfortunately, it is no |longer a
mystery to ne. | detect the paver. |f the nane was not derived
fromthat of sonme English locality -- Saffron Wal den, for instance
-- one might suppose that it was called originally Walled-in Pond.
The pond was ny well ready dug. For four nonths in the year its
water is as cold as it is pure at all times; and | think that it is
then as good as any, if not the best, in the town. In the winter
all water which is exposed to the air is colder than springs and
wells which are protected fromit. The tenperature of the pond
wat er which had stood in the roomwhere | sat fromfive o' 'clock in
the afternoon till noon the next day, the sixth of March, 1846, the
t her monet er having been up to 65x or 70x some of the tine, ow ng
partly to the sun on the roof, was 42x, or one degree col der than
the water of one of the coldest wells in the village just drawn.
The tenperature of the Boiling Spring the same day was 45x, or the
war nest of any water tried, though it is the coldest that |I know of
in sunmer, when, beside, shallow and stagnant surface water is not
mingled with it. Mreover, in sunmer, Wl den never becomes so warm
as nost water which is exposed to the sun, on account of its depth.
In the warnest weather | usually placed a pailful in my cellar
where it becane cool in the night, and remai ned so during the day;
though | also resorted to a spring in the neighborhood. It was as
good when a week old as the day it was di pped, and had no taste of
the punp. Whoever canps for a week in sunmer by the shore of a

pond, needs only bury a pail of water a few feet deep in the shade



of his canp to be independent of the luxury of ice.

There have been caught in WAl den pickerel, one weighing seven
pounds -- to say nothing of another which carried off a reel with
great velocity, which the fisherman safely set down at eight pounds
because he did not see him-- perch and pouts, sonme of each weighing
over two pounds, shiners, chivins or roach (Leuciscus pulchellus), a
very few breans, and a couple of eels, one weighing four pounds -- |
am thus particul ar because the weight of a fish is commonly its only
title to fane, and these are the only eels | have heard of here; --
also, | have a faint recollection of alittle fish some five inches
long, with silvery sides and a greenish back, somewhat dace-like in
its character, which I nention here chiefly to link nmy facts to
fable. Nevertheless, this pond is not very fertile in fish. |Its
pi ckerel, though not abundant, are its chief boast. | have seen at
one tine lying on the ice pickerel of at least three different
kinds: a long and shal |l ow one, steel-colored, nost |ike those caught
in the river; a bright golden kind, with greenish reflections and
remar kably deep, which is the nost common here; and anot her
gol den-col ored, and shaped |ike the |l ast, but peppered on the sides
with small dark brown or black spots, interm xed with a few faint
bl ood-red ones, very much like a trout. The specific nane
reticulatus would not apply to this; it should be guttatus rather
These are all very firmfish, and weigh nore than their size
prom ses. The shiners, pouts, and perch also, and indeed all the
fishes which inhabit this pond, are nmuch cl eaner, handsomer, and
firmer-fleshed than those in the river and nost other ponds, as the
water is purer, and they can easily be distinguished fromthem
Probably many ichthyol ogi sts woul d neke new varieties of sone of
them There are also a clean race of frogs and tortoises, and a few
nmussels in it; nuskrats and minks |eave their traces about it, and
occasionally a travelling nud-turtle visits it. Sonetines, when
pushed off mnmy boat in the nmorning, | disturbed a great mud-turtle

whi ch had secreted hinself under the boat in the night. Ducks and



geese frequent it in the spring and fall, the white-bellied swall ows
(Hirundo bicolor) skimover it, and the peetweets (Totanus
macul arius) "teeter"” along its stony shores all sumer. | have
sonmetines disturbed a fish hawk sitting on a white pine over the
water; but | doubt if it is ever profaned by the wind of a gull
like Fair Haven. At nost, it tolerates one annual |oon. These are
all the animals of consequence which frequent it now

You may see froma boat, in cal mweather, near the sandy
eastern shore, where the water is eight or ten feet deep, and al so
in sone other parts of the pond, sone circular heaps half a dozen
feet in dianeter by a foot in height, consisting of snmall stones
Il ess than a hen's egg in size, where all around is bare sand. At
first you wonder if the Indians could have forned themon the ice
for any purpose, and so, when the ice nelted, they sank to the
bottom but they are too regular and some of themplainly too fresh
for that. They are simlar to those found in rivers; but as there
are no suckers nor |anpreys here, | know not by what fish they could
be made. Perhaps they are the nests of the chivin. These lend a
pl easi ng nystery to the bottom

The shore is irregular enough not to be nmonotonous. | have in
my mind s eye the western, indented with deep bays, the bol der
northern, and the beautifully scall oped southern shore, where
successi ve capes overlap each other and suggest unexpl ored coves
between. The forest has never so good a setting, nor is so
distinctly beautiful, as when seen fromthe nmddle of a small |ake
amid hills which rise fromthe water's edge; for the water in which
it is reflected not only nakes the best foreground in such a case,
but, with its winding shore, the nbost natural and agreeabl e boundary
toit. There is no rawness nor inperfection in its edge there, as
where the axe has cleared a part, or a cultivated field abuts on it.
The trees have anple roomto expand on the water side, and each
sends forth its nmost vigorous branch in that direction. There

Nat ure has woven a natural selvage, and the eye rises by just



gradations fromthe | ow shrubs of the shore to the highest trees.
There are few traces of man's hand to be seen. The water |aves the
shore as it did a thousand years ago.

A lake is the | andscape's nost beautiful and expressive feature.
It is earth's eye; |ooking into which the behol der nmeasures the
depth of his own nature. The fluviatile trees next the shore are
the sl ender eyel ashes which fringe it, and the wooded hills and
cliffs around are its overhangi ng brows.

St andi ng on the snooth sandy beach at the east end of the pond,
in a cal m Septenber afternoon, when a slight haze nakes the opposite
shore-line indistinct, | have seen whence came the expression, "the
gl assy surface of a lake." Wen you invert your head, it |ooks |ike
a thread of finest gossamer stretched across the valley, and
gl eani ng agai nst the distant pine woods, separating one stratum of
the atnosphere from another. You would think that you could wal k
dry under it to the opposite hills, and that the swall ows which skim
over mght perch on it. |Indeed, they sonetinmes dive belowthis
line, as it were by m stake, and are undeceived. As you |ook over
the pond westward you are obliged to enploy both your hands to
defend your eyes against the reflected as well as the true sun, for
they are equally bright; and if, between the two, you survey its
surface critically, it is literally as snooth as glass, except where
the skater insects, at equal intervals scattered over its whole
extent, by their notions in the sun produce the finest inaginable
sparkle on it, or, perchance, a duck plunes itself, or, as | have
said, a swallow skinms so low as to touch it. It may be that in the
di stance a fish describes an arc of three or four feet in the air,
and there is one bright flash where it energes, and another where it
strikes the water; sonetimes the whole silvery arc is reveal ed; or
here and there, perhaps, is a thistle-down floating on its surface,
which the fishes dart at and so dinple it again. It is like nolten
gl ass cool ed but not congeal ed, and the few notes in it are pure and

beautiful like the inperfections in glass. You may often detect a



yet snoot her and darker water, separated fromthe rest as if by an

i nvi si bl e cobweb, boom of the water nynphs, resting onit. Froma
hilltop you can see a fish leap in alnost any part; for not a

pi ckerel or shiner picks an insect fromthis snoboth surface but it
mani festly disturbs the equilibriumof the whole lake. It is
wonderful with what el aborateness this sinple fact is advertised --
this piscine nurder will out -- and fromny distant perch

di stinguish the circling undul ati ons when they are half a dozen rods
in dianmeter. You can even detect a water-bug (Gyrinus) ceasel essly
progressi ng over the snooth surface a quarter of a mle off; for
they furrow the water slightly, naking a conspi cuous ripple bounded
by two diverging lines, but the skaters glide over it w thout
rippling it perceptibly. Wen the surface is considerably agitated
there are no skaters nor water-bugs on it, but apparently, in calm
days, they |leave their havens and adventurously glide forth fromthe
shore by short inmpulses till they conpletely cover it. It is a
soot hi ng enpl oynment, on one of those fine days in the fall when all
the warnth of the sun is fully appreciated, to sit on a stunp on
such a height as this, overlooking the pond, and study the dinpling
circles which are incessantly inscribed on its otherw se invisible
surface amd the reflected skies and trees. Over this great expanse
there is no disturbance but it is thus at once gently snoothed away
and assuaged, as, when a vase of water is jarred, the trenbling
circles seek the shore and all is snooth again. Not a fish can | eap
or an insect fall on the pond but it is thus reported in circling
dinples, in lines of beauty, as it were the constant welling up of
its fountain, the gentle pulsing of its life, the heaving of its
breast. The thrills of joy and thrills of pain are

undi sti ngui shabl e. How peaceful the phenonena of the |ake! Again
the works of man shine as in the spring. Ay, every leaf and tw g
and stone and cobweb sparkl es now at m d-afternoon as when covered
with dewin a spring norning. Every notion of an oar or an insect

produces a flash of light; and if an oar falls, how sweet the echo!



In such a day, in Septenber or Cctober, Walden is a perfect
forest mirror, set round with stones as precious to ny eye as if
fewer or rarer. Nothing so fair, so pure, and at the same tinme so
| arge, as a | ake, perchance, lies on the surface of the earth. Sky
water. It needs no fence. Nations come and go without defiling it.
It is a mrror which no stone can crack, whose quicksilver wll
never wear off, whose gilding Nature continually repairs; no storns,
no dust, can dimits surface ever fresh; -- a mirror in which al
inmpurity presented to it sinks, swept and dusted by the sun's hazy
brush -- this the Iight dust-cloth -- which retains no breath that
is breathed on it, but sends its own to float as clouds high above
its surface, and be reflected in its bosomstill.

A field of water betrays the spirit that is in the air. It is
continually receiving new life and notion fromabove. It is
intermediate in its nature between |land and sky. On land only the
grass and trees wave, but the water itself is rippled by the wi nd.

| see where the breeze dashes across it by the streaks or flakes of

light. It is remarkable that we can | ook down on its surface. W
shal |, perhaps, |ook down thus on the surface of air at |ength, and
mark where a still subtler spirit sweeps over it.

The skaters and water-bugs finally disappear in the latter part
of Cctober, when the severe frosts have cone; and then and in
Novenber, usually, in a calmday, there is absolutely nothing to
ripple the surface. One Novenber afternoon, in the calmat the end
of a rain-stormof several days' duration, when the sky was stil
compl etely overcast and the air was full of mist, | observed that
the pond was remarkably smooth, so that it was difficult to
di stinguish its surface; though it no |onger reflected the bright
tints of Cctober, but the sonbre Novenber colors of the surrounding
hills. Though | passed over it as gently as possible, the slight
undul ati ons produced by ny boat extended al nost as far as | could
see, and gave a ribbed appearance to the reflections. But, as | was

| ooki ng over the surface, | saw here and there at a distance a faint



glimer, as if sone skater insects which had escaped the frosts
m ght be collected there, or, perchance, the surface, being so
snoot h, betrayed where a spring welled up fromthe bottom Paddling
gently to one of these places, | was surprised to find nyself
surrounded by nyriads of small perch, about five inches long, of a
rich bronze color in the green water, sporting there, and constantly
rising to the surface and dinpling it, sonetines |eaving bubbles on
it. In such transparent and seemingly bottom ess water, reflecting
the clouds, | seenmed to be floating through the air as in a balloon
and their swimm ng inpressed nme as a kind of flight or hovering, as
if they were a conpact flock of birds passing just beneath ny |eve
on the right or left, their fins, like sails, set all around them
There were nany such schools in the pond, apparently inproving the
short season before winter would draw an icy shutter over their
broad skylight, sometinmes giving to the surface an appearance as if
a slight breeze struck it, or a fewrain-drops fell there. Wen I
approached carel essly and al arned them they made a sudden spl ash
and rippling with their tails, as if one had struck the water with a
brushy bough, and instantly took refuge in the depths. At length
the wind rose, the nist increased, and the waves began to run, and
the perch | eaped much hi gher than before, half out of water, a
hundred bl ack points, three inches |long, at once above the surface.
Even as late as the fifth of Decenber, one year, | saw sone dinples
on the surface, and thinking it was going to rain hard i nmedi ately,
the air being fun of mst, | nade haste to take nmy place at the oars
and row homeward; already the rain seened rapidly increasing, though
I felt none on ny cheek, and | anticipated a thorough soaking. But
suddenly the di npl es ceased, for they were produced by the perch
whi ch the noise of ny oars had seared into the depths, and | saw
their schools dimy disappearing; so | spent a dry afternoon after
all.

An ol d man who used to frequent this pond nearly sixty years

ago, when it was dark with surrounding forests, tells me that in



those days he sonetines saw it all alive with ducks and ot her
water-fowl , and that there were nany eagles about it. He cane here
a-fishing, and used an old | og canoe which he found on the shore.

It was made of two white pine |ogs dug out and pi nned together, and
was cut off square at the ends. It was very clunsy, but lasted a
great many years before it became water-|ogged and perhaps sank to
the bottom He did not know whose it was; it belonged to the pond.
He used to make a cable for his anchor of strips of hickory bark
tied together. An old man, a potter, who |lived by the pond before
the Revolution, told himonce that there was an iron chest at the
bottom and that he had seen it. Sonetines it would cone floating
up to the shore; but when you went toward it, it would go back into
deep water and di sappear. | was pleased to hear of the old | og
canoe, which took the place of an Indian one of the sane nateria
but nore graceful construction, which perchance had first been a
tree on the bank, and then, as it were, fell into the water, to
float there for a generation, the nost proper vessel for the | ake.

I remenber that when |I first |ooked into these depths there were
many | arge trunks to be seen indistinctly lying on the bottom which
had either been blown over fornerly, or left on the ice at the |ast
cutting, when wood was cheaper; but now they have nostly

di sappear ed.

When | first paddl ed a boat on Walden, it was conpletely
surrounded by thick and | ofty pine and oak woods, and in sonme of its
coves grape-vines had run over the trees next the water and forned
bowers under which a boat could pass. The hills which formits
shores are so steep, and the woods on them were then so high, that,
as you | ooked down fromthe west end, it had the appearance of an
anphitheatre for sone | and of sylvan spectacle. | have spent nmany
an hour, when |I was younger, floating over its surface as the zephyr
wi || ed, having paddled ny boat to the mddle, and |ying on ny back
across the seats, in a sumer forenoon, dreaning awake, until | was

aroused by the boat touching the sand, and | arose to see what shore



my fates had inpelled ne to; days when idl eness was the nost
attractive and productive industry. Many a forenoon have | stolen
away, preferring to spend thus the nost valued part of the day; for
I was rich, if not in noney, in sunny hours and sunmmer days, and
spent themlavishly; nor do | regret that | did not waste nore of
themin the workshop or the teacher's desk. But since |I left those
shores the woodchoppers have still further laid themwaste, and now
for many a year there will be no nore ranbling through the aisles of
the wood, with occasional vistas through which you see the water.

My Muse nay be excused if she is silent henceforth. How can you
expect the birds to sing when their groves are cut down?

Now the trunks of trees on the bottom and the old | og canoe,
and t he dark surroundi ng woods, are gone, and the villagers, who
scarcely know where it lies, instead of going to the pond to bathe
or drink, are thinking to bring its water, which should be as sacred
as the Ganges at least, to the village in a pipe, to wash their
dishes with! -- to earn their Walden by the turning of a cock or
drawi ng of a plug! That devilish Iron Horse, whose ear-rending
neigh is heard t hroughout the town, has nuddi ed the Boiling Spring
with his foot, and he it is that has browsed off all the woods on
Wal den shore, that Trojan horse, with a thousand nmen in his belly,

i ntroduced by nercenary Greeks! \Wiere is the country's chanpion,
the Moore of Moore Hill, to neet himat the Deep Cut and thrust an
avengi ng | ance between the ribs of the bl oated pest?

Neverthel ess, of all the characters |I have known, perhaps Wl den
wears best, and best preserves its purity. Many nmen have been
likened to it, but few deserve that honor. Though the woodchoppers
have laid bare first this shore and then that, and the Irish have
built their sties by it, and the railroad has infringed on its
border, and the ice-men have skimed it once, it is itself
unchanged, the sane water which ny youthful eyes fell on; all the
change is in me. It has not acquired one permanent winkle after

all its ripples. It is perennially young, and | may stand and see a



swal | ow di p apparently to pick an insect fromits surface as of
yore. It struck ne again tonight, as if | had not seen it al nost
daily for nmore than twenty years -- Wiy, here is Walden, the sane
woodl and | ake that | discovered so nany years ago; where a forest
was cut down | ast winter another is springing up by its shore as
lustily as ever; the sanme thought is welling up to its surface that
was then; it is the same liquid joy and happiness to itself and its
Maker, ay, and it may be to nme. It is the work of a brave man
surely, in whomthere was no guile! He rounded this water with his
hand, deepened and clarified it in his thought, and in his wll
bequeathed it to Concord. | see by its face that it is visited by

the sane reflection; and | can al nost say, Walden, is it you?

It is no dream of m ne,

To ornanment a |ine;

| cannot conme nearer to God and Heaven
Than | live to Wil den even

I amits stony shore,

And the breeze that passes o'er

In the hollow of ny hand

Are its water and its sand,

And its deepest resort

Lies high in ny thought.

The cars never pause to look at it; yet |I fancy that the
engi neers and firenmen and brakenen, and those passengers who have a
season ticket and see it often, are better men for the sight. The
engi neer does not forget at night, or his nature does not, that he
has beheld this vision of serenity and purity once at |east during
the day. Though seen but once, it helps to wash out State Street
and the engine's soot. One proposes that it be called "God's Drop."

| have said that \Walden has no visible inlet nor outlet, but it

is on the one hand distantly and indirectly related to Flint's Pond,



which is nore elevated, by a chain of small ponds coming fromthat
quarter, and on the other directly and nmanifestly to Concord River
which is lower, by a simlar chain of ponds through which in sone
other geological period it nmay have flowed, and by a little digging,
which God forbid, it can be made to flow thither again. |[|f by
living thus reserved and austere, like a hernmit in the woods, so
long, it has acquired such wonderful purity, who would not regret
that the conparatively inpure waters of Flint's Pond should be
mngled with it, or itself should ever go to waste its sweetness in
t he ocean wave?

Flint's, or Sandy Pond, in Lincoln, our greatest |ake and inland
sea, lies about a mle east of Walden. It is nuch larger, being
said to contain one hundred and ni nety-seven acres, and is nore
fertile in fish; but it is conparatively shallow, and not remarkably
pure. A walk through the woods thither was often nmy recreation. It
was worth the while, if only to feel the wind blow on your cheek
freely, and see the waves run, and renenber the life of mariners.
went a-chestnutting there in the fall, on w ndy days, when the nuts
were dropping into the water and were washed to nmy feet; and one
day, as | crept along its sedgy shore, the fresh spray blowing in ny
face, | canme upon the noul dering weck of a boat, the sides gone,
and hardly nore than the inpression of its flat bottomleft amd the
rushes; yet its nodel was sharply defined, as if it were a |arge
decayed pad, with its veins. It was as inpressive a weck as one
could i magi ne on the seashore, and had as good a noral. It is by
this time mere vegetabl e nmould and undi sti ngui shabl e pond shore,

t hrough whi ch rushes and fl ags have pushed up. | used to admire the
ripple marks on the sandy bottom at the north end of this pond,
made firmand hard to the feet of the wader by the pressure of the
wat er, and the rushes which grewin Indian file, in waving |lines,
corresponding to these nmarks, rank behind rank, as if the waves had
planted them There also | have found, in considerable quantities,

curious balls, conposed apparently of fine grass or roots, of



pi pewort perhaps, fromhalf an inch to four inches in dianmeter, and
perfectly spherical. These wash back and forth in shall ow water on
a sandy bottom and are sonetines cast on the shore. They are
either solid grass, or have a little sand in the mddle. At first
you woul d say that they were forned by the action of the waves, |ike
a pebble; yet the smallest are made of equally coarse material s,

hal f an inch long, and they are produced only at one season of the
year. Moreover, the waves, | suspect, do not so nmuch construct as
wear down a material which has already acquired consistency. They
preserve their formwhen dry for an indefinite period.

Flint's Pond! Such is the poverty of our nonenclature. What
right had the unclean and stupid farner, whose farmabutted on this
sky water, whose shores he has ruthlessly laid bare, to give his
name to it? Sone skin-flint, who |oved better the reflecting
surface of a dollar, or a bright cent, in which he could see his own
brazen face; who regarded even the wild ducks which settled in it as
trespassers; his fingers grown into crooked and bony talons fromthe
| ong habit of grasping harpy-like; -- so it is not nanmed for nme. |
go not there to see himnor to hear of him who never sawit, who
never bathed in it, who never loved it, who never protected it, who
never spoke a good word for it, nor thanked God that He had made it.
Rather let it be named fromthe fishes that swmin it, the wild
fow or quadrupeds which frequent it, the wild flowers which grow by
its shores, or sone wild man or child the thread of whose history is
interwoven with its own; not from himwho could show no title to it
but the deed which a |ike-minded neighbor or |egislature gave him --
hi m who thought only of its noney val ue; whose presence perchance
cursed all the shores; who exhausted the land around it, and would
fain have exhausted the waters within it; who regretted only that it
was not English hay or cranberry meadow -- there was nothing to
redeemit, forsooth, in his eyes -- and would have drained and sold
it for the nud at its bottom It did not turn his nmll, and it was

no privilege to himto behold it. | respect not his labors, his



farm where everything has its price, who would carry the |andscape,
who would carry his CGod, to market, if he could get anything for
him who goes to market for his god as it is; on whose farm nothing
grows free, whose fields bear no crops, whose neadows no flowers
whose trees no fruits, but dollars; who |oves not the beauty of his
fruits, whose fruits are not ripe for himtill they are turned to
dollars. Gve ne the poverty that enjoys true wealth. Farners are
respectable and interesting to me in proportion as they are poor --
poor farmers. A nodel farm where the house stands like a fungus in
a muckheap, chanbers for nen horses, oxen, and swi ne, cleansed and
uncl eansed, all contiguous to one another! Stocked with nmen! A
great grease-spot, redolent of manures and butterm | k! Under a high
state of cultivation, being manured with the hearts and brains of
men! As if you were to raise your potatoes in the churchyard! Such
is a nodel farm

No, no; if the fairest features of the | andscape are to be naned
after nen, let them be the noblest and worthiest nmen alone. Let our
| akes receive as true nanes at |east as the Icarian Sea, where
"still the shore" a "brave attenpt resounds."”

Goose Pond, of small extent, is on ny way to Flint's; Fair
Haven, an expansion of Concord River, said to contain sonme seventy
acres, is a nile southwest; and Wiite Pond, of about forty acres, is
a mle and a half beyond Fair Haven. This is ny |ake country.
These, with Concord River, are ny water privileges; and night and
day, year in year out, they grind such grist as | carry to them

Since the wood-cutters, and the railroad, and I nyself have
pr of aned Wal den, perhaps the nost attractive, if not the nobst
beautiful, of all our |akes, the gemof the woods, is Wite Pond; --
a poor nane fromits commonness, whether derived fromthe remarkable
purity of its waters or the color of its sands. 1In these as in
other respects, however, it is a lesser twin of Walden. They are so
much alike that you would say they nust be connected under ground.

It has the sane stony shore, and its waters are of the sanme hue. As



at Walden, in sultry dog-day weather, |ooking down through the woods
on sonme of its bays which are not so deep but that the reflection
fromthe bottomtinges them its waters are of a misty bl uish-green
or glaucous color. Many years since | used to go there to collect
the sand by cartl oads, to make sandpaper with, and | have conti nued
to visit it ever since. One who frequents it proposes to call it
Virid Lake. Perhaps it might be called Yell ow Pine Lake, fromthe
foll owi ng circunstance. About fifteen years ago you could see the
top of a pitch pine, of the kind called yell ow pi ne hereabouts,
though it is not a distinct species, projecting above the surface in
deep water, many rods fromthe shore. It was even supposed by somne
that the pond had sunk, and this was one of the primtive forest
that fornerly stood there. | find that even so long ago as 1792, in
a "Topographi cal Description of the Town of Concord," by one of its
citizens, in the Collections of the Massachusetts Historica

Soci ety, the author, after speaking of Wal den and Wi te Ponds, adds,
"In the middle of the latter may be seen, when the water is very
low, a tree which appears as if it grewin the place where it now
stands, although the roots are fifty feet bel ow the surface of the
water; the top of this tree is broken off, and at that place
measures fourteen inches in dianeter.” |In the spring of '49

talked with the man who |ives nearest the pond in Sudbury, who told
me that it was he who got out this tree ten or fifteen years before.
As near as he could remenber, it stood twelve or fifteen rods from
the shore, where the water was thirty or forty feet deep. It was in
the winter, and he had been getting out ice in the forenoon, and had
resolved that in the afternoon, with the aid of his neighbors, he
woul d take out the old yellow pine. He sawed a channel in the ice
toward the shore, and hauled it over and along and out on to the ice
wi th oxen; but, before he had gone far in his work, he was surprised
to find that it was wong end upward, with the stunps of the
branches pointing down, and the snmall end firmy fastened in the

sandy bottom It was about a foot in dianmeter at the big end, and



he had expected to get a good sawlog, but it was so rotten as to be
fit only for fuel, if for that. He had some of it in his shed then
There were marks of an axe and of woodpeckers on the butt. He
thought that it m ght have been a dead tree on the shore, but was
finally blown over into the pond, and after the top had becone

wat er -1 ogged, while the butt-end was still dry and Iight, had
drifted out and sunk wong end up. His father, eighty years old,
could not renenber when it was not there. Several pretty large |ogs
may still be seen Iying on the bottom where, owing to the

undul ation of the surface, they | ook |ike huge water snakes in
not i on.

This pond has rarely been profaned by a boat, for there is
little init to tenpt a fisherman. Instead of the white lily, which
requi res nmud, or the conmon sweet flag, the blue flag (Iris
versicolor) grows thinly in the pure water, rising fromthe stony
bottomall around the shore, where it is visited by hunmingbirds in
June; and the color both of its bluish blades and its flowers and
especially their reflections, is in singular harnony with the
gl aucous wat er.

White Pond and WAl den are great crystals on the surface of the
earth, Lakes of Light. |If they were permanently congeal ed, and
smal | enough to be clutched, they woul d, perchance, be carried off
by slaves, like precious stones, to adorn the heads of enperors; but
being liquid, and anple, and secured to us and our successors
forever, we disregard them and run after the dianmond of Kohi noor
They are too pure to have a market value; they contain no nuck. How
much nore beautiful than our lives, how nmuch nore transparent than
our characters, are they! W never |earned neanness of them How
much fairer than the pool before the farmers door, in which his
ducks swim Hither the clean wild ducks come. Nature has no human
i nhabi tant who appreciates her. The birds with their plunage and
their notes are in harnmony with the flowers, but what youth or

mai den conspires with the wild | uxuriant beauty of Nature? She



flourishes nost alone, far fromthe towns where they reside. Talk

of heaven! ye disgrace earth

Baker Farm

Sonetinmes | ranbled to pine groves, standing like tenples, or
like fleets at sea, full-rigged, with wavy boughs, and rippling with
light, so soft and green and shady that the Drui ds would have
forsaken their oaks to worship in them or to the cedar wood beyond
Flint's Pond, where the trees, covered with hoary blue berries,
spiring higher and higher, are fit to stand before Val halla, and the
creeping juniper covers the ground with weaths full of fruit; or to
swanps where the usnea lichen hangs in festoons fromthe white
spruce trees, and toadstools, round tables of the swanp gods, cover
the ground, and nore beautiful fungi adorn the stunps, like
butterflies or shells, vegetable w nkles; where the swanp-pink and
dogwood grow, the red al derberry glows |ike eyes of inps, the
waxwor k grooves and crushes the hardest woods in its folds, and the
wild holly berries nake the behol der forget his hone with their
beauty, and he is dazzled and tenpted by nanel ess other wild
forbidden fruits, too fair for nortal taste. Instead of calling on
some scholar, | paid many a visit to particular trees, of kinds
which are rare in this nei ghborhood, standing far away in the niddle
of some pasture, or in the depths of a wood or swanp, or on a
hilltop; such as the black birch, of which we have sonme handsone
specinmens two feet in dianeter; its cousin, the yellow birch, with
its loose golden vest, perfuned like the first; the beech, which has
so neat a bole and beautifully lichen-painted, perfect in all its
details, of which, excepting scattered specinens, | know but one

smal |l grove of sizable trees left in the township, supposed by some



to have been planted by the pigeons that were once baited with
beechnuts near by; it is worth the while to see the silver grain
sparkl e when you split this wood; the bass; the hornbeam the Celtis
occidentalis, or false elm of which we have but one well -grown;
some taller mast of a pine, a shingle tree, or a nore perfect
hem ock than usual, standing |like a pagoda in the midst of the
woods; and nany others | could nmention. These were the shrines
visited both summer and winter

Once it chanced that | stood in the very abutnment of a rainbow s

arch, which filled the | ower stratum of the atnosphere, tinging the

grass and | eaves around, and dazzling ne as if | | ooked through
colored crystal. It was a | ake of rainbow light, in which, for a
short while, | lived like a dolphin. |If it had |asted |longer it

ni ght have tinged ny enploynents and life. As | wal ked on the
railroad causeway, | used to wonder at the halo of |ight around ny
shadow, and would fain fancy nyself one of the elect. One who
visited me declared that the shadows of sone Irishnen before himhad
no hal o about them that it was only natives that were so
di stinguished. Benvenuto Cellini tells us in his nmenoirs, that,
after a certain terrible dream or vision which he had during his
confinement in the castle of St. Angelo a resplendent |ight appeared
over the shadow of his head at norning and eveni ng, whether he was
inltaly or France, and it was particularly conspicuous when the
grass was moist with dew. This was probably the sane phenonenon to
which | have referred, which is especially observed in the norning,
but also at other tines, and even by noonlight. Though a constant
one, it is not conmonly noticed, and, in the case of an excitable
i magination like Cellini's, it would be basis enough for
superstition. Beside, he tells us that he showed it to very few
But are they not indeed distingui shed who are consci ous that they
are regarded at all?

| set out one afternoon to go a-fishing to Fair Haven, through

the woods, to eke out mny scanty fare of vegetables. M way |ed



t hrough Pl easant Meadow, an adjunct of the Baker Farm that retreat

of which a poet has since sung, beginning,--

"Thy entry is a pleasant field,

Wi ch sone nossy fruit trees yield
Partly to a ruddy brook,

By gliding nmusquash undert ook,

And nercurial trout,

Darting about."

I thought of living there before | went to Wal den. | "hooked" the

appl es, | eaped the brook, and scared the musquash and the trout. It

was one of those afternoons which seemindefinitely |ong before one,

in which many events may happen, a large portion of our natura

life,

though it was already half spent when | started. By the way

there cane up a shower, which conpelled ne to stand half an hour

under a pine, piling boughs over ny head, and wearing ny

handkerchi ef for a shed; and when at length | had nmade one cast over

the pickerel weed, standing up to my nmiddle in water, |I found nyself

suddenly in the shadow of a cloud, and the thunder began to runble

with
gods
poor

hut ,

such enphasis that | could do no nore than listen to it. The
must be proud, thought I, with such forked flashes to rout a
unarnmed fisherman. So | nmade haste for shelter to the nearest

whi ch stood half a nile fromany road, but so nmuch the nearer

to the pond, and had | ong been uni nhabited:--

"And here a poet buil ded,
In the conpl eted years,
For behold a trivial cabin

That to destruction steers."

So the Muse fabl es. But therein, as | found, dwelt now John Field,

an Irishman, and his wife, and several children, fromthe

broad-faced boy who assisted his father at his work, and now came



running by his side fromthe bog to escape the rain, to the

wri nkl ed, sibyl-like, cone-headed infant that sat upon its father's
knee as in the pal aces of nobles, and | ooked out fromits hone in
the mdst of wet and hunger inquisitively upon the stranger, wth
the privilege of infancy, not knowi ng but it was the last of a noble
line, and the hope and cynosure of the world, instead of John
Field s poor starveling brat. There we sat together under that part
of the roof which |eaked the least, while it showered and thundered
without. | had sat there many tinmes of old before the ship was
built that floated his family to America. An honest, hard-working,
but shiftless man plainly was John Field; and his w fe, she too was
brave to cook so many successive dinners in the recesses of that

| ofty stove; with round greasy face and bare breast, still thinking
to improve her condition one day; with the never absent nmop in one
hand, and yet no effects of it visible anywhere. The chickens,

whi ch had al so taken shelter here fromthe rain, stalked about the
roomlike nenbers of the family, too humani zed, methought, to roast
well. They stood and | ooked in ny eye or pecked at ny shoe
significantly. Meanwhile ny host told ne his story, how hard he

wor ked "boggi ng" for a neighboring farmer, turning up a neadow with
a spade or bog hoe at the rate of ten dollars an acre and the use of
the land with manure for one year, and his little broad-faced son
wor ked cheerfully at his father's side the while, not knowi ng how
poor a bargain the latter had made. | tried to help himwth ny
experience, telling himthat he was one of ny nearest neighbors, and
that | too, who came a-fishing here, and | ooked like a |oafer, was
getting ny living like hinmself; that I lived in a tight, light, and
cl ean house, which hardly cost nore than the annual rent of such a
ruin as his comonly amounts to; and how, if he chose, he might in a
month or two build hinmself a palace of his own; that | did not use
tea, nor coffee, nor butter, nor milk, nor fresh neat, and so did
not have to work to get them again, as | did not work hard, | did

not have to eat hard, and it cost me but a trifle for ny food; but



as he began with tea, and coffee, and butter, and nilk, and beef, he
had to work hard to pay for them and when he had worked hard he had
to eat hard again to repair the waste of his system-- and so it was
as broad as it was long, indeed it was broader than it was long, for
he was di scontented and wasted his life into the bargain; and yet he
had rated it as a gain in conming to Anerica, that here you could get
tea, and coffee, and neat every day. But the only true America is
that country where you are at liberty to pursue such a node of life
as may enable you to do without these, and where the state does not
endeavor to conpel you to sustain the slavery and war and ot her
superfl uous expenses which directly or indirectly result fromthe
use of such things. For | purposely talked to himas if he were a
phi | osopher, or desired to be one. | should be glad if all the
meadows on the earth were left in a wild state, if that were the
consequence of men's beginning to redeemthenselves. A nan will not
need to study history to find out what is best for his own culture.
But alas! the culture of an Irishman is an enterprise to be
undertaken with a sort of noral bog hoe. | told him that as he

wor ked so hard at boggi ng, he required thick boots and stout

cl ot hi ng, which yet were soon soiled and worn out, but | wore light
shoes and thin clothing, which cost not half so nuch, though he

m ght think that | was dressed |ike a gentleman (which, however, was
not the case), and in an hour or two, without |abor, but as a
recreation, | could, if |I wshed, catch as many fish as | should
want for two days, or earn enough noney to support me a week. |If he
and his famly would live sinmply, they might all go a-huckl eberrying
in the sumer for their anusenent. John heaved a sigh at this, and
his wife stared with arns a-kinbo, and both appeared to be wondering
if they had capital enough to begin such a course with, or
arithnmetic enough to carry it through. It was sailing by dead
reckoning to them and they saw not clearly how to nake their port
so; therefore |I suppose they still take life bravely, after their

fashion, face to face, giving it tooth and nail, not having skill to



split its massive columms with any fine entering wedge, and rout it
in detail; -- thinking to deal with it roughly, as one should handl e
a thistle. But they fight at an overwhel ni ng di sadvant age --

living, John Field, alas! without arithnetic, and failing so.

"Do you ever fish?" | asked. "Oh yes, | catch a nmess now and
then when | amlying by; good perch | catch. -- "Wat's your bait?"
"I catch shiners with fishworms, and bait the perch with them"
"You'd better go now, John," said his wife, with glistening and
hopeful face; but John denurred.

The shower was now over, and a rainbow above the eastern woods
prom sed a fair evening; so | took ny departure. Wen | had got
wi thout | asked for a drink, hoping to get a sight of the well
bottom to complete ny survey of the premises; but there, alas! are
shal | ows and qui cksands, and rope broken wi thal, and bucket
irrecoverable. Meanwhile the right culinary vessel was sel ected,
water was seenmingly distilled, and after consultation and | ong del ay
passed out to the thirsty one -- not yet suffered to cool, not yet
to settle. Such gruel sustains |ife here, | thought; so, shutting
my eyes, and excluding the notes by a skilfully directed
undercurrent, | drank to genuine hospitality the heartiest draught I
could. | amnot squeani sh in such cases when manners are concerned

As | was leaving the Irishman's roof after the rain, bending ny
steps again to the pond, ny haste to catch pickerel, wading in
retired nmeadows, in sloughs and bog-holes, in forlorn and savage
pl aces, appeared for an instant trivial to ne who had been sent to
school and college; but as I ran down the hill toward the reddening
west, with the rai nbow over ny shoul der, and sone faint tinkling
sounds borne to ny ear through the cleansed air, froml| know not
what quarter, ny Good Genius seened to say -- Go fish and hunt far
and wi de day by day -- farther and wi der -- and rest thee by nany
brooks and hearth-sides w thout msgiving. Renenber thy Creator in
the days of thy youth. Rise free fromcare before the dawn, and

seek adventures. Let the noon find thee by other |akes, and the



ni ght overtake thee everywhere at honme. There are no larger fields
than these, no worthier ganes than may here be played. Gowwld
according to thy nature, |ike these sedges and brakes, which will
never becone English bay. Let the thunder runble; what if it
threaten ruin to farmers' crops? That is not its errand to thee.
Take shelter under the cloud, while they flee to carts and sheds.
Let not to get a living be thy trade, but thy sport. Enjoy the

I and, but own it not. Through want of enterprise and faith nmen are
where they are, buying and selling, and spending their lives |ike

serfs.

O Baker Farm
"Landscape where the richest el enent
Is alittle sunshine innocent."
"No one runs to reve
On thy rail-fenced lea.”
"Debate with no man hast thou
Wth questions art never perpl exed,
As tame at the first sight as now,
In thy plain russet gabardine dressed."”
"Come ye who | ove
And ye who hate
Children of the Holy Dove,
And CGuy Faux of the state,

And hang conspiraci es

Fromthe tough rafters of the trees!”

Men come tanmely hone at night only fromthe next field or
street, where their househol d echoes haunt, and their life pines
because it breathes its own breath over again; their shadows,
nmor ni ng and eveni ng, reach farther than their daily steps. W
shoul d come hone fromfar, fromadventures, and perils, and

di scoveries every day, with new experience and character



Before | had reached the pond some fresh inpul se had brought out
John Field, with altered mnd, letting go "bogging" ere this sunset.
But he, poor nan, disturbed only a couple of fins while | was
catching a fair string, and he said it was his |uck; but when we
changed seats in the boat |uck changed seats too. Poor John Field!
-- | trust he does not read this, unless he will inprove by it --
thinking to live by some derivative old-country node in this
primtive new country -- to catch perch with shiners. It is good
bait sonetines, | allow Wth his horizon all his own, yet he a
poor man, born to be poor, with his inherited Irish poverty or poor
life, his Adam s grandnother and boggy ways, not to rise in this
worl d, he nor his posterity, till their wadi ng webbed bog-trotting

feet get talaria to their heels.

Hi gher Laws

As | cane honme through the woods with nmy string of fish
trailing nmy pole, it being now quite dark, | caught a glinpse of a
woodchuck stealing across ny path, and felt a strange thrill of
savage delight, and was strongly tenpted to seize and devour him
raw;, not that | was hungry then, except for that w |l dness which he
represented. Once or tw ce, however, while | lived at the pond,
found nyself ranging the woods, |ike a half-starved hound, with a
strange abandonment, seeking some kind of venison which I m ght

devour, and no norsel could have been too savage for ne. The

wi | dest scenes had becone unaccountably famliar. | found in
mysel f, and still find, an instinct toward a higher, or, as it is
naned, spiritual life, as do nost nmen, and another toward a
primtive rank and savage one, and | reverence themboth. | Iove

the wild not |less than the good. The w | dness and adventure that



are in fishing still recormended it to nme. | |ike sonmetinmes to take
rank hold on life and spend ny day nore as the animals do. Perhaps
I have owed to this enploynent and to hunting, when quite young, ny
cl osest acquaintance with Nature. They early introduce us to and
detain us in scenery with which otherw se, at that age, we should
have little acquai ntance. Fishernen, hunters, woodchoppers, and
others, spending their lives in the fields and woods, in a peculiar
sense a part of Nature thenselves, are often in a nore favorable
nmood for observing her, in the intervals of their pursuits, than
phi | osophers or poets even, who approach her with expectation. She
is not afraid to exhibit herself to them The traveller on the
prairie is naturally a hunter, on the head waters of the M ssouri
and Col unbia a trapper, and at the Falls of St. Mary a fishernman.
He who is only a traveller learns things at second-hand and by the
hal ves, and is poor authority. W are nost interested when science
reports what those nmen already know practically or instinctively,
for that alone is a true humanity, or account of human experience.

They mi stake who assert that the Yankee has few anusenents,
because he has not so many public holidays, and men and boys do not
pl ay so many ganes as they do in England, for here the nore
primtive but solitary anusenents of hunting, fishing, and the like
have not yet given place to the former. Al nost every New Engl and
boy anong ny contenporaries shoul dered a fow i ng-pi ece between the
ages of ten and fourteen; and his hunting and fishing grounds were
not limted, like the preserves of an English nobl eman, but were
nmor e boundl ess even than those of a savage. No wonder, then, that
he did not oftener stay to play on the conmon. But already a change
is taking place, owing, not to an increased humanity, but to an
i ncreased scarcity of ganme, for perhaps the hunter is the greatest
friend of the animals hunted, not excepting the Hunane Soci ety.

Mor eover, when at the pond, | w shed sonetinmes to add fish to ny
fare for variety. | have actually fished fromthe same kind of

necessity that the first fishers did. Watever humanity | m ght



conjure up against it was all factitious, and concerned ny

phil osophy nore than nmy feelings. | speak of fishing only now, for

I had long felt differently about fowing, and sold ny gun before
went to the woods. Not that | amless humane than others, but | did
not perceive that ny feelings were nuch affected. | did not pity
the fishes nor the worns. This was habit. As for fowing, during
the last years that | carried a gun ny excuse was that | was
studyi ng ornithol ogy, and sought only new or rare birds. But |
confess that | amnowinclined to think that there is a finer way of
studying ornithology than this. It requires so nuch cl oser
attention to the habits of the birds, that, if for that reason only,
| have been willing to omt the gun. Yet notw thstanding the

obj ection on the score of humanity, | amconpelled to doubt if
equal Iy val uabl e sports are ever substituted for these; and when
some of ny friends have asked ne anxi ously about their boys, whether
they should let themhunt, | have answered, yes -- renenbering that
it was one of the best parts of ny education -- make them hunters,

t hough sportsnen only at first, if possible, mghty hunters at |ast,
so that they shall not find gane |arge enough for themin this or
any vegetable wilderness -- hunters as well as fishers of nen. Thus

far 1| amof the opinion of Chaucer's nun, who

"yave not of the text a pulled hen

That saith that hunters ben not holy nen."

There is a period in the history of the individual, as of the race,
when the hunters are the "best nmen," as the Al gonquins called them
We cannot but pity the boy who has never fired a gun; he is no nore
humane, while his education has been sadly neglected. This was ny
answer with respect to those youths who were bent on this pursuit,
trusting that they would soon outgrow it. No hunane being, past the
t hought | ess age of boyhood, will wantonly nurder any creature which

holds its life by the sanme tenure that he does. The hare inits



extremity cries like a child. | warn you, nothers, that ny
synpat hi es do not al ways make t he usual philanthropic distinctions.

Such is oftenest the young man's introduction to the forest, and
the nost original part of hinmself. He goes thither at first as a
hunter and fisher, until at last, if he has the seeds of a better
life in him he distinguishes his proper objects, as a poet or
naturalist it may be, and | eaves the gun and fish-pole behind. The
mass of men are still and always young in this respect. In sone
countries a hunting parson is no uncomon sight. Such a one m ght
make a good shepherd's dog, but is far from being the Good Shepherd.
I have been surprised to consider that the only obvious enpl oynent,
except wood-chopping, ice-cutting, or the like business, which ever
to my know edge detai ned at Wal den Pond for a whole hal f-day any of
my fellowcitizens, whether fathers or children of the town, with
just one exception, was fishing. Commonly they did not think that
they were lucky, or well paid for their time, unless they got a |ong
string of fish, though they had the opportunity of seeing the pond
all the while. They might go there a thousand tines before the
sedi nent of fishing would sink to the bottom and | eave their purpose
pure; but no doubt such a clarifying process would be going on al
the while. The Governor and his Council faintly remenber the pond,
for they went a-fishing there when they were boys; but now they are
too old and dignified to go a-fishing, and so they know it no nore
forever. Yet even they expect to go to heaven at last. |If the
| egislature regards it, it is chiefly to regulate the nunber of
hooks to be used there; but they know nothing about the hook of
hooks with which to angle for the pond itself, inpaling the
legislature for a bait. Thus, even in civilized comunities, the
enbryo man passes through the hunter stage of devel opnent.

| have found repeatedly, of late years, that | cannot fish
without falling a little in self-respect. | have tried it again and
again. | have skill at it, and, like many of nmy fellows, a certain

instinct for it, which revives fromtine to tine, but always when |



have done | feel that it would have been better if |I had not fished.
I think that | do not mistake. It is a faint intimtion, yet so are
the first streaks of norning. There is unquestionably this instinct
in me which belongs to the lower orders of creation; yet with every
year | amless a fisherman, though w thout nmore humanity or even

wi sdom at present | amno fisherman at all. But | see that if |
were to live in a wilderness | should again be tenpted to becone a
fisher and hunter in earnest. Beside, there is sonething
essentially unclean about this diet and all flesh, and | began to
see where housework conmences, and whence the endeavor, which costs
so much, to wear a tidy and respectabl e appearance each day, to keep
the house sweet and free fromall ill odors and sights. Having been
nmy own butcher and scullion and cook, as well as the gentlenan for
whom t he di shes were served up, | can speak from an unusually

conpl ete experience. The practical objection to animal food in ny
case was its uncl eanness; and besides, when | had caught and cl eaned
and cooked and eaten ny fish, they seened not to have fed ne
essentially. It was insignificant and unnecessary, and cost nore

than it came to. A little bread or a few potatoes would have done

as well, with less trouble and filth. Like many of ny
contenporaries, | had rarely for many years used aninal food, or
tea, or coffee, etc.; not so nuch because of any ill effects which

had traced to them as because they were not agreeable to ny

i magi nati on. The repugnance to aninmal food is not the effect of
experience, but is an instinct. 1t appeared nore beautiful to live
Il ow and fare hard in many respects; and though | never did so,

went far enough to please ny inmagination. | believe that every nman
who has ever been earnest to preserve his higher or poetic faculties
in the best condition has been particularly inclined to abstain from
ani mal food, and fromnuch food of any kind. It is a significant
fact, stated by entonologists -- | find it in Kirby and Spence --
that "sone insects in their perfect state, though furnished with

organs of feeding, nmake no use of then'; and they lay it down as "a



general rule, that alnost all insects in this state eat nuch | ess
than in that of |arvae. The voracious caterpillar when transforned
into a butterfly ... and the gl uttonous naggot when becone a fly"
content thenmselves with a drop or two of honey or some other sweet
liquid. The abdonen under the wings of the butterfly stil
represents the larva. This is the tidbit which tenpts his
i nsectivorous fate. The gross feeder is a man in the larva state;
and there are whole nations in that condition, nations w thout fancy
or inmgination, whose vast abdonmens betray them

It is hard to provide and cook so sinple and clean a diet as
will not offend the imagination; but this, | think, is to be fed
when we feed the body; they should both sit down at the sane table.
Yet perhaps this may be done. The fruits eaten tenperately need not
make us ashaned of our appetites, nor interrupt the worthiest
pursuits. But put an extra condinent into your dish, and it will
poi son you. It is not worth the while to live by rich cookery.
Most nen woul d feel shane if caught preparing with their own hands
preci sely such a dinner, whether of aninmal or vegetable food, as is
every day prepared for themby others. Yet till this is otherw se
we are not civilized, and, if gentlenen and | adies, are not true nen
and wonen. This certainly suggests what change is to be nmade. It
may be vain to ask why the inagination will not be reconciled to
flesh and fat. | amsatisfied that it is not. Is it not a reproach
that man is a carnivorous animal? True, he can and does live, in a
great neasure, by preying on other aninmals; but this is a niserable
way -- as any one who will go to snaring rabbits, or slaughtering
| anbs, may learn -- and he will be regarded as a benefactor of his
race who shall teach man to confine hinself to a nore innocent and
whol esone diet. Whatever ny own practice may be, | have no doubt
that it is a part of the destiny of the human race, in its gradua
i mprovenent, to |leave off eating aninals, as surely as the savage
tribes have left off eating each other when they came in contact

with the nore civilized



If one listens to the faintest but constant suggestions of his
geni us, which are certainly true, he sees not to what extrenes, or
even insanity, it may lead him and yet that way, as he grows nore
resolute and faithful, his road lies. The faintest assured
obj ection which one healthy man feels will at Iength prevail over
the argunents and custons of nmankind. No nman ever followed his
genius till it msled him Though the result were bodily weakness
yet perhaps no one can say that the consequences were to be
regretted, for these were a life in confornmity to higher principles.
If the day and the night are such that you greet themwth joy, and
life emts a fragrance like flowers and sweet-scented herbs, is nore
elastic, nore starry, nore imortal -- that is your success. Al
nature i s your congratulation, and you have cause nonentarily to
bl ess yourself. The greatest gains and values are farthest from
bei ng appreciated. W easily cone to doubt if they exist. W soon
forget them They are the highest reality. Perhaps the facts nost
ast oundi ng and nost real are never comunicated by nan to man. The
true harvest of ny daily life is somewhat as intangible and
i ndescribable as the tints of norning or evening. It is alittle
star-dust caught, a segment of the rainbow which | have cl utched.

Yet, for ny part, | was never unusually squeam sh; | could
sonetines eat a fried rat with a good relish, if it were necessary.
I amglad to have drunk water so long, for the sane reason that I
prefer the natural sky to an opiumeater's heaven. | would fain
keep sober always; and there are infinite degrees of drunkenness.
believe that water is the only drink for a wise man; wine is not so
noble a liquor; and think of dashing the hopes of a norning with a
cup of warmcoffee, or of an evening with a dish of tea! Ah, how
lowl fall when | amtenpted by them Even nusic nmay be
i ntoxicating. Such apparently slight causes destroyed G eece and
Ronme, and will destroy England and Anerica. O all ebriosity, who
does not prefer to be intoxicated by the air he breathes? 1 have

found it to be the nost serious objection to coarse |abors |ong



continued, that they conpelled nme to eat and drink coarsely al so

But to tell the truth, I find nyself at present sonewhat |ess
particular in these respects. | carry less religion to the table,
ask no bl essing; not because | amw ser than | was, but, | am

obliged to confess, because, however nmuch it is to be regretted,
with years | have grown nore coarse and indifferent. Perhaps these
questions are entertained only in youth, as nost believe of poetry.
My practice is "nowhere,”™ ny opinion is here. Nevertheless | amfar
fromregarding nyself as one of those privil eged ones to whomthe
Ved refers when it says, that "he who has true faith in the

Omi present Suprene Being nmay eat all that exists,” that is, is not
bound to inquire what is his food, or who prepares it; and even in
their case it is to be observed, as a Hi ndoo conmentator has
remarked, that the Vedant limts this privilege to "the time of

di stress.”

Who has not sonetinmes derived an inexpressible satisfaction from
his food in which appetite had no share? | have been thrilled to
think that | owed a nental perception to the comonly gross sense of
taste, that | have been inspired through the palate, that somne
berries which | had eaten on a hillside had fed ny genius. "The

soul not being mstress of herself," says Thseng-tseu, "one | ooks,
and one does not see; one listens, and one does not hear; one eats,
and one does not know the savor of food." He who distinguishes the
true savor of his food can never be a glutton; he who does not
cannot be otherwise. A puritan may go to his brown-bread crust with
as gross an appetite as ever an alderman to his turtle. Not that
food which entereth into the nouth defileth a man, but the appetite
with which it is eaten. It is neither the quality nor the quantity,
but the devotion to sensual savors; when that which is eaten is not
a viand to sustain our aninal, or inspire our spiritual life, but
food for the worns that possess us. |If the hunter has a taste for

mud-turtles, muskrats, and other such savage tidbits, the fine |ady

i ndulges a taste for jelly made of a calf's foot, or for sardi nes



fromover the sea, and they are even. He goes to the nmill-pond, she
to her preserve-pot. The wonder is how they, how you and I, can
live this slinmy, beastly life, eating and drinking.

Qur whole life is startlingly noral. There is never an
instant's truce between virtue and vice. Goodness is the only
i nvestnent that never fails. In the nusic of the harp which
trenmbles round the world it is the insisting on this which thrills
us. The harp is the travelling patterer for the Universe's
I nsurance Conpany, recomending its laws, and our little goodness is
all the assessnent that we pay. Though the youth at |ast grows
indifferent, the laws of the universe are not indifferent, but are
forever on the side of the nbst sensitive. Listen to every zephyr
for some reproof, for it is surely there, and he is unfortunate who
does not hear it. W cannot touch a string or nove a stop but the
charnming noral transfixes us. Many an irksone noise, go a | ong way
off, is heard as nusic, a proud, sweet satire on the neanness of our
l'ives.

We are conscious of an animal in us, which awakens in proportion
as our higher nature slunbers. It is reptile and sensual, and
per haps cannot be wholly expelled; like the worns which, even in
life and health, occupy our bodies. Possibly we nmay w thdraw from
it, but never change its nature. | fear that it nmay enjoy a certain
health of its own; that we may be well, yet not pure. The other day
| picked up the lower jaw of a hog, with white and sound teeth and

tusks, which suggested that there was an aninmal health and vigor

distinct fromthe spiritual. This creature succeeded by ot her neans
than tenperance and purity. "That in which nmen differ frombrute
beasts," says Mencius, "is a thing very inconsiderable; the conmon
herd |l ose it very soon; superior nen preserve it carefully.” Wo

knows what sort of life would result if we had attained to purity?
If I knew so wise a man as could teach ne purity | would go to seek
himforthwith. "A command over our passions, and over the externa

senses of the body, and good acts, are declared by the Ved to be



i ndi spensable in the mind s approximation to God." Yet the spirit
can for the tine pervade and control every nenmber and function of
the body, and transnute what in formis the grossest sensuality

into purity and devotion. The generative energy, which, when we are
| oose, dissipates and makes us uncl ean, when we are conti nent
invigorates and inspires us. Chastity is the flowering of nan; and
what are called Genius, Heroism Holiness, and the |ike, are but
various fruits which succeed it. Man flows at once to God when the
channel of purity is open. By turns our purity inspires and our
inmpurity casts us down. He is blessed who is assured that the
animal is dying out in himday by day, and the divine being
established. Perhaps there is none but has cause for shane on
account of the inferior and brutish nature to which he is allied.
fear that we are such gods or dem gods only as fauns and satyrs, the
divine allied to beasts, the creatures of appetite, and that, to

sone extent, our very life is our disgrace.--

"How happy's he who hath due place assigned

To his beasts and di safforested his m nd!

Can use this horse, goat, wolf, and ev'ry beast,
And is not ass hinself to all the rest!
El se man not only is the herd of sw ne,
But he's those devils too which did incline

Themto a headl ong rage, and nade them worse."

Al'l sensuality is one, though it takes many forns; all purity is
one. It is the sane whether a man eat, or drink, or cohabit, or
sl eep sensually. They are but one appetite, and we only need to see
a person do any one of these things to know how great a sensuali st
he is. The inpure can neither stand nor sit with purity. Wen the
reptile is attacked at one mouth of his burrow, he shows hinself at

another. If you would be chaste, you nust be tenperate. What is



chastity? How shall a man know if he is chaste? He shall not know
it. W have heard of this virtue, but we know not what it is. W
speak confornably to the runor which we have heard. From exertion
come wi sdom and purity; fromsloth ignorance and sensuality. 1In the
student sensuality is a sluggish habit of mnd. An unclean person
is universally a slothful one, one who sits by a stove, whomthe sun
shines on prostrate, who reposes w thout being fatigued. |If you
woul d avoi d uncl eanness, and all the sins, work earnestly, though it
be at cleaning a stable. Nature is hard to be overcone, but she
nmust be overcone. VWhat avails it that you are Christian, if you are
not purer than the heathen, if you deny yourself no nore, if you are
not nore religious? | know of nany systens of religion esteened
heat heni sh whose precepts fill the reader with shame, and provoke

hi mto new endeavors, though it be to the performance of rites
nmerely.

| hesitate to say these things, but it is not because of the
subject -- | care not how obscene ny words are -- but because
cannot speak of themwi thout betraying nmy inpurity. W discourse
freely w thout shame of one formof sensuality, and are silent about
another. W are so degraded that we cannot speak sinply of the
necessary functions of human nature. |In earlier ages, in sone
countries, every function was reverently spoken of and regul ated by
law. Nothing was too trivial for the H ndoo | awgiver, however
offensive it nmay be to nodern taste. He teaches how to eat, drink
cohabit, void excrenment and urine, and the like, elevating what is
mean, and does not falsely excuse hinself by calling these things
trifles.

Every man is the builder of a tenmple, called his body, to the
god he worships, after a style purely his own, nor can he get off by
hanmering narble instead. W are all scul ptors and painters, and
our material is our own flesh and bl ood and bones. Any nobl eness
begins at once to refine a man's features, any neanness or

sensuality to inbrute them



John Farner sat at his door one Septenber evening, after a hard
day's work, his mind still running on his |abor nore or Iess.
Havi ng bat hed, he sat down to re-create his intellectual nman. It
was a rather cool evening, and sone of his neighbors were
apprehending a frost. He had not attended to the train of his
t hought s | ong when he heard sonme one playing on a flute, and that
sound harnoni zed with his nmood. Still he thought of his work; but
the burden of his thought was, that though this kept running in his
head, and he found hinself planning and contriving it against his
will, yet it concerned himvery little. It was no nore than the
scurf of his skin, which was constantly shuffled off. But the notes
of the flute came honme to his ears out of a different sphere from
that he worked in, and suggested work for certain faculties which
slunmbered in him They gently did away with the street, and the
village, and the state in which he lived. A voice said to him--
Why do you stay here and live this mean moiling life, when a
gl orious existence is possible for you? Those same stars tw nkle
over other fields than these. -- But how to cone out of this
condition and actually migrate thither? Al that he could think of
was to practise some new austerity, to let his mnd descend into his

body and redeemit, and treat hinself with ever increasing respect.

Brut e Nei ghbors

Sonmetimes | had a companion in ny fishing, who canme through the
village to ny house fromthe other side of the town, and the
catching of the dinner was as nuch a social exercise as the eating
of it.

Hermit. | wonder what the world is doing now | have not heard



so much as a | ocust over the sweet-fern these three hours. The

pi geons are all asleep upon their roosts -- no flutter fromthem
Was that a farmer's noon horn which sounded from beyond t he woods
just now? The hands are coming in to boiled salt beef and cider and
Indian bread. Wy will nen worry thensel ves so? He that does not
eat need not work. | wonder how nuch they have reaped. Wo would
live there where a body can never think for the barking of Bose?

And oh, the housekeeping! to keep bright the devil's door-knobs, and
scour his tubs this bright day! Better not keep a house. Say, sone
holl ow tree; and then for norning calls and dinner-parties! Only a

woodpecker tapping. ©Ch, they swarm the sun is too warmthere; they

are born too far into life for me. | have water fromthe spring,
and a | oaf of brown bread on the shelf. -- Hark! | hear a rustling
of the leaves. Is it sone ill-fed village hound yielding to the

instinct of the chase? or the lost pig which is said to be in these
woods, whose tracks | saw after the rain? It conmes on apace; ny
sumachs and sweetbriers trenble. -- Eh, M. Poet, is it you? How do
you like the world to-day?

Poet. See those clouds; how they hang! That's the greatest
thing | have seen to-day. There's nothing like it in old paintings,
nothing like it in foreign lands -- unless when we were off the
coast of Spain. That's a true Mediterranean sky. | thought, as
have nmy living to get, and have not eaten to-day, that | night go
a-fishing. That's the true industry for poets. It is the only
trade | have learned. Cone, let's along.

Hermit. | cannot resist. M brown bread will soon be gone. |
will go with you gladly soon, but I amjust concluding a serious
neditation. | think that | amnear the end of it. Leave me al one,
then, for a while. But that we may not be del ayed, you shall be
digging the bait neanwhile. Angleworns are rarely to be nmet with in
these parts, where the soil was never fattened with manure; the race
is nearly extinct. The sport of digging the bait is nearly equal to

that of catching the fish, when one's appetite is not too keen; and



this you may have all to yourself today. | would advise you to set
in the spade down yonder anobng the ground-nuts, where you see the
johnswort waving. | think that | may warrant you one wormto every
three sods you turn up, if you look well in anbng the roots of the
grass, as if you were weeding. O, if you choose to go farther, it
will not be unwise, for | have found the increase of fair bait to be
very nearly as the squares of the distances.

Hermit alone. Let ne see; where was |1? Methinks | was nearly
inthis frame of mnd; the world | ay about at this angle. Shall |
go to heaven or a-fishing? |If | should soon bring this neditation
to an end, woul d another so sweet occasion be likely to offer?
was as near being resolved into the essence of things as ever | was
innm life. | fear ny thoughts will not conme back to ne. |If it
woul d do any good, | would whistle for them Wen they nmake us an
offer, is it wiseto say, We will think of it? M thoughts have
left no track, and | cannot find the path again. Wat was it that |
was thinking of? It was a very hazy day. | will just try these
three sentences of Confutsee; they may fetch that state about again.
| know not whether it was the dunps or a budding ecstasy. Mem
There never is but one opportunity of a kind.

Poet. How now, Hermt, is it too soon? | have got just
thirteen whol e ones, beside several which are inperfect or
undersi zed; but they will do for the smaller fry; they do not cover
up the hook so nuch. Those village wornms are quite too |large; a
shiner may make a neal off one w thout finding the skewer.

Hermit. Well, then, let's be off. Shall we to the Concord?
There's good sport there if the water be not too high

Why do precisely these objects which we behold nake a worl d?
Why has man just these species of aninmals for his neighbors; as if
not hi ng but a nmouse could have filled this crevice? | suspect that
Pil pay & Co. have put aninmals to their best use, for they are all
beasts of burden, in a sense, nmade to carry sone portion of our

t hought s.



The mi ce which haunted nmy house were not the common ones, which
are said to have been introduced into the country, but a wild native
kind not found in the village. | sent one to a distinguished
naturalist, and it interested himmuch. Wen | was buil ding, one of
these had its nest underneath the house, and before |I had laid the
second floor, and swept out the shavings, would cone out regularly
at lunch tinme and pick up the crunbs at ny feet. |t probably had

never seen a man before; and it soon becane quite faniliar, and

woul d run over ny shoes and up ny clothes. It could readily ascend
the sides of the roomby short inpulses, like a squirrel, which it
resenbled in its notions. At length, as | |leaned with ny el bow on

the bench one day, it ran up ny clothes, and along nmy sl eeve, and
round and round the paper which held ny dinner, while | kept the
latter close, and dodged and pl ayed at bopeep with it; and when at
last | held still a piece of cheese between ny thunb and finger, it
came and nibbled it, sitting in ny hand, and afterward cleaned its
face and paws, like a fly, and wal ked away.

A phoebe soon built in ny shed, and a robin for protection in a
pi ne which grew agai nst the house. In June the partridge (Tetrao
unmbel lus), which is so shy a bird, |led her brood past ny w ndows,
fromthe woods in the rear to the front of my house, clucking and
calling to themlike a hen, and in all her behavior proving herself
the hen of the woods. The young suddenly di sperse on your approach
at a signal fromthe nother, as if a whirlw nd had swept them away,
and they so exactly resenble the dried | eaves and twigs that nany a
travel er has placed his foot in the midst of a brood, and heard the
whir of the old bird as she flew off, and her anxious calls and
mewi ng, or seen her trail her wings to attract his attention
wi t hout suspecting their neighborhood. The parent will sonetines
roll and spin round before you in such a dishabille, that you
cannot, for a few nonents, detect what kind of creature it is. The
young squat still and flat, often running their heads under a |eaf,

and mind only their nmother's directions given froma distance, nor



wi || your approach nake themrun again and betray thenselves. You
may even tread on them or have your eyes on themfor a mnute,
wi t hout discovering them | have held themin ny open hand at such
atine, and still their only care, obedient to their nother and
their instinct, was to squat there without fear or trenbling. So
perfect is this instinct, that once, when | had laid themon the
| eaves again, and one accidentally fell on its side, it was found
with the rest in exactly the same position ten mnutes afterward.
They are not callow |like the young of nost birds, but nore perfectly
devel oped and precocious even than chickens. The remarkably adult
yet innocent expression of their open and serene eyes is very
menorable. Al intelligence seens reflected in them They suggest
not nerely the purity of infancy, but a wisdomclarified by
experience. Such an eye was not born when the bird was, but is
coeval with the sky it reflects. The woods do not yield another
such a gem The traveller does not often look into such a linpid
well. The ignorant or reckless sportsman often shoots the parent at
such a tine, and | eaves these innocents to fall a prey to sone
prow i ng beast or bird, or gradually mingle with the decaying | eaves
whi ch they so nmuch resenble. It is said that when hatched by a hen
they will directly disperse on some alarm and so are lost, for they
never hear the nother's call which gathers themagain. These were
ny hens and chi ckens.

It is remarkabl e how many creatures live wild and free though
secret in the woods, and still sustain thenselves in the
nei ghbor hood of towns, suspected by hunters only. How retired the
otter manages to live here! He grows to be four feet long, as big
as a snmall boy, perhaps without any hunan being getting a glinpse of
him | fornerly saw the raccoon in the woods behi nd where ny house
is built, and probably still heard their whinnering at night.
Commonly | rested an hour or two in the shade at noon, after
pl anting, and ate ny lunch, and read a little by a spring which was

the source of a swanp and of a brook, oozing fromunder Brister's



H1l, half amle fromny field. The approach to this was through a
successi on of descending grassy hollows, full of young pitch pines,
into a | arger wood about the swanp. There, in a very secluded and
shaded spot, under a spreading white pine, there was yet a clean
firmsward to sit on. | had dug out the spring and made a well of
clear gray water, where | could dip up a pailful without roiling it,
and thither I went for this purpose al nbst every day in m dsumer,
when the pond was warnest. Thither, too, the woodcock |ed her

brood, to probe the nud for wornms, flying but a foot above them down
the bank, while they ran in a troop beneath; but at |ast, spying ne,
she woul d | eave her young and circle round and round ne, nearer and
nearer till within four or five feet, pretending broken w ngs and

l egs, to attract ny attention, and get off her young, who would

al ready have taken up their march, with faint, wiry peep, single
file through the swanp, as she directed. O | heard the peep of the
young when | could not see the parent bird. There too the turtle
doves sat over the spring, or fluttered frombough to bough of the
soft white pines over ny head; or the red squirrel, coursing down

t he nearest bough, was particularly famliar and inquisitive. You
only need sit still Iong enough in some attractive spot in the woods
that all its inhabitants may exhibit thenselves to you by turns.

I was witness to events of a | ess peaceful character. One day
when | went out to ny wood-pile, or rather my pile of stunps, |
observed two |l arge ants, the one red, the other nuch |arger, nearly
hal f an inch Iong, and black, fiercely contending with one another
Havi ng once got hold they never let go, but struggled and westled
and rolled on the chips incessantly. Looking farther, | was
surprised to find that the chips were covered with such conbatants,
that it was not a duellum but a bellum a war between two races of
ants, the red always pitted agai nst the black, and frequently two
red ones to one black. The |egions of these Myrm dons covered all
the hills and vales in nmy wood-yard, and the ground was al ready

strewn with the dead and dying, both red and black. It was the only



battle which | have ever witnessed, the only battle-field |I ever
trod while the battle was raging; internecine war; the red
republicans on the one hand, and the black inperialists on the
other. On every side they were engaged in deadly conbat, yet

wi t hout any noise that | could hear, and human sol di ers never fought
so resolutely. | watched a couple that were fast |ocked in each
other's enbraces, in alittle sunny valley am d the chips, now at
noonday prepared to fight till the sun went down, or life went out.
The small er red chanpion had fastened hinself like a vice to his
adversary's front, and through all the tunblings on that field never
for an instant ceased to gnaw at one of his feelers near the root,
havi ng al ready caused the other to go by the board; while the
stronger bl ack one dashed himfromside to side, and, as | saw on

| ooki ng nearer, had already divested himof several of his nenbers.
They fought with nore pertinacity than bulldogs. Neither manifested
the | east disposition to retreat. It was evident that their
battle-cry was "Conquer or die." 1In the neanwhile there cane al ong
a single red ant on the hillside of this valley, evidently full of
excitenent, who either had despatched his foe, or had not yet taken
part in the battle; probably the latter, for he had | ost none of his
i nbs; whose nother had charged himto return with his shield or
upon it. O perchance he was sone Achilles, who had nourished his
wath apart, and had now conme to avenge or rescue his Patroclus. He
saw t hi s unequal conbat fromafar -- for the blacks were nearly
twice the size of the red -- he drew near with rapid pace till be
stood on his guard within half an inch of the conbatants; then

wat chi ng his opportunity, he sprang upon the black warrior, and
commrenced his operations near the root of his right fore |eg,

| eaving the foe to select anong his own nenbers; and so there were
three united for life, as if a new kind of attraction had been

i nvented which put all other |ocks and cenents to shanme. | should
not have wondered by this time to find that they had their

respective nusical bands stationed on sone eninent chip, and playing



their national airs the while, to excite the slow and cheer the
dyi ng conbatants. | was nyself excited somewhat even as if they had
been men. The nore you think of it, the less the difference. And
certainly there is not the fight recorded in Concord history, at
least, if in the history of America, that will bear a noment's
comparison with this, whether for the nunbers engaged in it, or for
the patriotismand heroi smdisplayed. For nunbers and for carnage
it was an Austerlitz or Dresden. Concord Fight! Two killed on the
patriots' side, and Luther Blanchard wounded! Wy here every ant
was a Buttrick -- "Fire! for God's sake fire!" -- and thousands
shared the fate of Davis and Hosmer. There was not one hireling
there. | have no doubt that it was a principle they fought for, as
much as our ancestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax on their
tea; and the results of this battle will be as inportant and
menor abl e to those whomit concerns as those of the battle of Bunker
Hill, at |east.

| took up the chip on which the three | have particularly
descri bed were struggling, carried it into ny house, and placed it
under a tunbler on ny windowsill, in order to see the issue.
Hol ding a microscope to the first-mentioned red ant, | saw that,
t hough he was assi duously gnawi ng at the near fore I eg of his eneny,
havi ng severed his remaining feeler, his own breast was all torn
away, exposing what vitals he had there to the jaws of the black
warrior, whose breastplate was apparently too thick for himto
pi erce; and the dark carbuncles of the sufferer's eyes shone with
ferocity such as war only could excite. They struggled half an hour
| onger under the tunbler, and when | | ooked again the black sol dier
had severed the heads of his foes fromtheir bodies, and the stil
I'iving heads were hanging on either side of himlike ghastly
trophies at his saddle-bow, still apparently as firmy fastened as
ever, and he was endeavoring with feeble struggles, being wthout
feelers and with only the remant of a leg, and I know not how many

ot her wounds, to divest hinself of them which at length, after half



an hour nore, he acconplished. | raised the glass, and he went off
over the windowsill in that crippled state. Wether he finally
survived that conbat, and spent the remainder of his days in sone
Hotel des Invalides, | do not know, but | thought that his industry
woul d not be worth nuch thereafter. | never |earned which party was
victorious, nor the cause of the war; but | felt for the rest of
that day as if | had had nmy feelings excited and harrowed by

wi tnessing the struggle, the ferocity and carnage, of a hunan battle
bef ore ny door.

Kirby and Spence tell us that the battles of ants have | ong been
cel ebrated and the date of themrecorded, though they say that Huber
is the only nodern author who appears to have wi tnessed them
"AEneas Sylvius," say they, "after giving a very circunstanti al
account of one contested with great obstinacy by a great and small
species on the trunk of a pear tree,"” adds that "this action was
fought in the pontificate of Eugenius the Fourth, in the presence of
Ni chol as Pistoriensis, an emnminent |awer, who related the whol e,
history of the battle with the greatest fidelity.” A simlar
engagenent between great and snall ants is recorded by O aus Magnus
in which the small ones, being victorious, are said to have buried
the bodies of their own soldiers, but left those of their giant
enemies a prey to the birds. This event happened previous to the
expul sion of the tyrant Christiern the Second from Sweden."” The
battle which | witnessed took place in the Presidency of Polk, five
years before the passage of Wbster's Fugitive-Slave Bill

Many a village Bose, fit only to course a nud-turtle in a
victualling cellar, sported his heavy quarters in the woods, wthout
the know edge of his master, and ineffectually snelled at ol d fox
burrows and woodchucks' hol es; |ed perchance by sone slight cur
whi ch ninbly threaded the wood, and might still inspire a natura
terror in its denizens; -- now far behind his guide, barking like a
canine bull toward sone small squirrel which had treed itself for

scrutiny, then, cantering off, bending the bushes with his weight,



imgining that he is on the track of some stray nenber of the
jerbilla famly. Once | was surprised to see a cat wal ki ng al ong
the stony shore of the pond, for they rarely wander so far from
hone. The surprise was nutual. Neverthel ess the nost donestic cat,
which has lain on a rug all her days, appears quite at home in the
woods, and, by her sly and stealthy behavior, proves herself nore
native there than the regular inhabitants. Once, when berrying, |
met with a cat with young kittens in the woods, quite wild, and they
all, like their nother, had their backs up and were fiercely
spitting at me. A few years before | lived in the woods there was
what was called a "winged cat" in one of the farm houses in Lincoln
nearest the pond, M. Glian Baker's. Wwen | called to see her in
June, 1842, she was gone a-hunting in the woods, as was her wont (I
am not sure whether it was a male or female, and so use the nore
comon pronoun), but her nmistress told nme that she cane into the
nei ghborhood a little nore than a year before, in April, and was
finally taken into their house; that she was of a dark browni sh-gray
color, with a white spot on her throat, and white feet, and had a
| arge bushy tail like a fox; that in the winter the fur grew thick
and flatted out along her sides, fornming stripes ten or twelve
inches long by two and a half wi de, and under her chin like a nuff,
the upper side |oose, the under natted like felt, and in the spring
t hese appendages dropped off. They gave nme a pair of her "w ngs,"
which | keep still. There is no appearance of a nenbrane about
them Sonme thought it was part flying squirrel or sone other wld
ani mal, which is not inpossible, for, according to naturalists,
prolific hybrids have been produced by the union of the marten and
domestic cat. This would have been the right kind of cat for nme to
keep, if | had kept any; for why should not a poet's cat be w nged
as well as his horse?

In the fall the Ioon (Colynbus glacialis) cane, as usual, to
moult and bathe in the pond, making the woods ring with his wld

| aughter before | had risen. At runor of his arrival all the



M1 I -dam sportsnen are on the alert, in gigs and on foot, two by two
and three by three, with patent rifles and conical balls and

spy-gl asses. They cone rustling through the woods |ike autumm

| eaves, at least ten men to one loon. Some station thenselves on
this side of the pond, some on that, for the poor bird cannot be
omi present; if he dive here he nust conme up there. But now the
kind October wind rises, rustling the | eaves and rippling the
surface of the water, so that no | oon can be heard or seen, though
his foes sweep the pond with spy-gl asses, and nake the woods resound
with their discharges. The waves generously rise and dash angrily,
taking sides with all water-fow, and our sportsmen nust beat a
retreat to town and shop and unfini shed jobs. But they were too
often successful. Wien | went to get a pail of water early in the
morning | frequently saw this stately bird sailing out of nmy cove
within a fewrods. |[If | endeavored to overtake himin a boat, in
order to see how he woul d manoeuvre, he woul d dive and be conpletely
lost, so that | did not discover himagain, sonetinmes, till the
|latter part of the day. But | was nore than a match for himon the
surface. He commonly went off in a rain.

As | was paddling along the north shore one very cal m Cct ober
afternoon, for such days especially they settle on to the |akes,
like the m | kweed down, having | ooked in vain over the pond for a
| oon, suddenly one, sailing out fromthe shore toward the nmiddle a
fewrods in front of ne, set up his wild |laugh and betrayed hinsel f.
| pursued with a paddle and he dived, but when he cane up | was
nearer than before. He dived again, but | mscalculated the
direction he would take, and we were fifty rods apart when he cane
to the surface this time, for | had helped to widen the interval
and agai n he |l aughed long and | oud, and with nore reason than
before. He manoeuvred so cunningly that | could not get within half
a dozen rods of him Each tine, when he cane to the surface,
turning his head this way and that, he cooly surveyed the water and

the | and, and apparently chose his course so that he nmight come up



where there was the w dest expanse of water and at the greatest

di stance fromthe boat. 1t was surprising how qui ckly he made up
his mnd and put his resolve into execution. He led nme at once to
the wi dest part of the pond, and could not be driven fromit. Wile
he was thinking one thing in his brain, I was endeavoring to divine
his thought in mne. It was a pretty gane, played on the snooth
surface of the pond, a nman against a |loon. Suddenly your
adversary's checker di sappears beneath the board, and the problemis
to place yours nearest to where his will appear again. Sonetinmes he
woul d cone up unexpectedly on the opposite side of me, having
apparently passed directly under the boat. So |ong-w nded was he
and so unweari able, that when he had swum farthest he woul d

i medi atel y plunge again, neverthel ess; and then no wit could divine
where in the deep pond, beneath the snooth surface, he m ght be
speeding his way like a fish, for he had tine and ability to visit
the bottomof the pond in its deepest part. It is said that |oons
have been caught in the New York | akes eighty feet beneath the
surface, with hooks set for trout -- though Walden is deeper than
that. How surprised nust the fishes be to see this ungainly visitor
from anot her sphere speeding his way anid their schools! Yet he
appeared to know his course as surely under water as on the surface,
and swam nuch faster there. Once or twice | saw a ripple where he
approached the surface, just put his head out to reconnoitre, and
instantly dived again. | found that it was as well for ne to rest
on ny oars and wait his reappearing as to endeavor to calcul ate
where he would rise; for again and again, when | was straining ny
eyes over the surface one way, | would suddenly be startled by his
unearthly laugh behind ne. But why, after displaying so nuch
cunning, did he invariably betray hinself the nonent he came up by
that loud laugh? Did not his white breast enough betray hin? He
was indeed a silly loon, | thought. | could comonly hear the

spl ash of the water when he cane up, and so al so detected him But

after an hour he seened as fresh as ever, dived as willingly, and



swam yet farther than at first. It was surprising to see how
serenely he sailed off with unruffled breast when he cane to the
surface, doing all the work with his webbed feet beneath. His usua
note was this denoniac | aughter, yet sonmewhat |ike that of a

wat er-fowl ; but occasionally, when he had bal ked nme nost
successfully and cone up a long way off, he uttered a | ong-drawn
unearthly howl, probably nore like that of a wolf than any bird; as
when a beast puts his nuzzle to the ground and deliberately how s.
This was his |looning -- perhaps the wildest sound that is ever heard
here, making the woods ring far and wide. | concluded that he

| aughed in derision of ny efforts, confident of his own resources.
Though the sky was by this tine overcast, the pond was so snooth
that | could see where he broke the surface when | did not hear him
Hi s white breast, the stillness of the air, and the snoothness of
the water were all against him At length having cone up fifty rods
of f, he uttered one of those prolonged hows, as if calling on the
god of loons to aid him and inmediately there cane a wind fromthe
east and rippled the surface, and filled the whole air with msty
rain, and | was inpressed as if it were the prayer of the |oon
answered, and his god was angry with me; and so | left him

di sappearing far away on the tumnul tuous surface.

For hours, in fall days, | watched the ducks cunningly tack and
veer and hold the middle of the pond, far fromthe sportsman; tricks
which they will have | ess need to practise in Louisiana bayous.

When conpelled to rise they would sonetines circle round and round
and over the pond at a considerable height, fromwhich they could
easily see to other ponds and the river, like black notes in the
sky; and, when | thought they had gone off thither |ong since, they
woul d settle down by a slanting flight of a quarter of a mle on to
a distant part which was left free; but what beside safety they got
by sailing in the niddle of Walden | do not know, unless they |ove

its water for the sane reason that | do.



House- War i ng

In Cctober | went a-graping to the river nmeadows, and | oaded
myself with clusters nore precious for their beauty and fragrance
than for food. There, too, | adnired, though | did not gather, the
cranberries, small waxen gens, pendants of the meadow grass, pearly
and red, which the farner plucks with an ugly rake, |eaving the
snoot h meadow in a snarl, heedl essly neasuring them by the bushe
and the dollar only, and sells the spoils of the neads to Boston and
New York; destined to be jamed, to satisfy the tastes of |overs of
Nature there. So butchers rake the tongues of bison out of the
prairie grass, regardless of the torn and drooping plant. The
barberry's brilliant fruit was |ikewi se food for ny eyes nerely; but
I collected a snmall store of wild apples for coddling, which the

proprietor and travellers had overl ooked. Wen chestnuts were ripe

| laid up half a bushel for winter. It was very exciting at that
season to roamthe then boundl ess chestnut woods of Lincoln -- they
now sl eep their long sleep under the railroad -- with a bag on ny

shoul der, and a stick to open burs with in ny hand, for I did not

al ways wait for the frost, amd the rustling of |eaves and the | oud
reproofs of the red squirrels and the jays, whose hal f-consunmed nuts
| sonetines stole, for the burs which they had sel ected were sure to
contain sound ones. Cccasionally | clinbed and shook the trees.
They grew al so behind ny house, and one |arge tree, which al nost
overshadowed it, was, when in flower, a bouquet which scented the
whol e nei ghbor hood, but the squirrels and the jays got nost of its
fruit; the last conming in flocks early in the norning and picking
the nuts out of the burs before they fell, | relinquished these
trees to themand visited the nore distant woods conposed whol Iy of

chestnut. These nuts, as far as they went, were a good substitute



for bread. Many other substitutes night, perhaps, be found.

Di ggi ng one day for fishworms, | discovered the ground-nut (Apios
tuberosa) on its string, the potato of the aborigines, a sort of
fabul ous fruit, which | had begun to doubt if | had ever dug and
eaten in childhood, as | had told, and had not dreaned it. | had
often since seen its crunpled red velvety bl ossom supported by the
stems of other plants without knowing it to be the sane.

Cultivation has well-nigh exterminated it. It has a sweetish taste
much like that of a frost-bitten potato, and | found it better

boil ed than roasted. This tuber seened like a faint prom se of
Nature to rear her own children and feed themsinply here at sone
future period. In these days of fatted cattle and wavi ng
grain-fields this hunble root, which was once the totem of an |ndian
tribe, is quite forgotten, or known only by its flowering vine; but
let wild Nature reign here once nore, and the tender and | uxurious
English grains will probably di sappear before a nyriad of foes, and
wi thout the care of man the crow may carry back even the |ast seed
of corn to the great cornfield of the Indian's God in the sout hwest,
whence he is said to have brought it; but the now al nost

exterm nated ground-nut will perhaps revive and flourish in spite of
frosts and wildness, prove itself indigenous, and resune its ancient
i mportance and dignity as the diet of the hunter tribe. Sone Indian
Ceres or M nerva nust have been the inventor and bestower of it; and
when the reign of poetry conmences here, its | eaves and string of
nuts nmay be represented on our works of art.

Already, by the first of Septenber, | had seen two or three
smal | maples turned scarlet across the pond, beneath where the white
stems of three aspens diverged, at the point of a pronontory, next
the water. Ah, many a tale their color told! And gradually from
week to week the character of each tree canme out, and it admred
itself reflected in the snooth mirror of the lake. Each norning the
manager of this gallery substituted sone new picture, distinguished

by nore brilliant or harnonious coloring, for the old upon the



wal |'s.

The wasps came by thousands to ny |odge in COctober, as to wi nter
quarters, and settled on ny windows within and on the walls
over head, sonetines deterring visitors fromentering. Each norning,
when they were nunbed with cold, | swept some of themout, but | did
not trouble nyself nmuch to get rid of them | even felt conplinented
by their regarding ny house as a desirable shelter. They never
mol ested nme seriously, though they bedded with me; and they
gradual | y di sappeared, into what crevices | do not know, avoiding
wi nter and unspeakabl e col d.

Li ke the wasps, before |I finally went into winter quarters in
Novenber, | used to resort to the northeast side of Wl den, which
the sun, reflected fromthe pitch pine woods and the stony shore,
made the fireside of the pond; it is so nmuch pleasanter and
whol esoner to be warned by the sun while you can be, than by an
artificial fire. | thus warmed nyself by the still gl ow ng enbers
whi ch the sumer, like a departed hunter, had left.

When | came to build ny chimey | studied nmasonry. M bricks,
bei ng second-hand ones, required to be cleaned with a trowel, so
that | learned nore than usual of the qualities of bricks and
trowels. The nortar on themwas fifty years old, and was said to be
still growing harder; but this is one of those sayings which nen
| ove to repeat whether they are true or not. Such sayings
t hensel ves grow harder and adhere nore firmy with age, and it would
take many blows with a trowel to clean an old w seacre of them
Many of the villages of Mesopotam a are built of second-hand bricks
of a very good quality, obtained fromthe ruins of Babylon, and the
cement on themis ol der and probably harder still. However that may
be, I was struck by the peculiar toughness of the steel which bore
so many violent blows without being worn out. As ny bricks had been
in a chimey before, though | did not read the nanme of
Nebuchadnezzar on them | picked out its many fireplace bricks as

could find, to save work and waste, and | filled the spaces between



the bricks about the fireplace with stones fromthe pond shore, and
al so made nmy nortar with the white sand fromthe sane place. |

I ingered nost about the fireplace, as the nost vital part of the
house. Indeed, | worked so deliberately, that though | commenced at
the ground in the norning, a course of bricks raised a few inches
above the floor served for ny pillow at night; yet | did not get a
stiff neck for it that | renenber; ny stiff neck is of older date.

| took a poet to board for a fortnight about those tinmes, which
caused nme to be put to it for room He brought his own knife,
though | had two, and we used to scour them by thrusting theminto
the earth. He shared with ne the |abors of cooking. | was pleased
to see ny work rising so square and solid by degrees, and reflected,
that, if it proceeded slowy, it was calculated to endure a |ong
time. The chimey is to some extent an independent structure,
standing on the ground, and rising through the house to the heavens;
even after the house is burned it still stands sonetines, and its

i nportance and i ndependence are apparent. This was toward the end
of summer. It was now Novenber.

The north wind had al ready begun to cool the pond, though it
took many weeks of steady blowing to acconplish it, it is so deep
When | began to have a fire at evening, before | plastered nmy house,
the chimey carried snoke particularly well, because of the numerous
chi nks between the boards. Yet | passed sone cheerful evenings in
that cool and airy apartnent, surrounded by the rough brown boards
full of knots, and rafters with the bark on high overhead. M house
never pleased ny eye so nuch after it was plastered, though |I was
obliged to confess that it was nore confortable. Should not every
apartment in which man dwells be lofty enough to create sone
obscurity overhead, where flickering shadows may play at evening
about the rafters? These forns are nore agreeable to the fancy and
i magi nati on than fresco paintings or other the nost expensive
furniture. | now first began to inhabit my house, | may say, when |

began to use it for warnth as well as shelter. | had got a couple



of old fire-dogs to keep the wood fromthe hearth, and it did ne
good to see the soot formon the back of the chimmey which | had
built, and | poked the fire with nore right and nore satisfaction
than usual. M dwelling was small, and | could hardly entertain an
echo init; but it seened larger for being a single apartment and
renote from neighbors. Al the attractions of a house were
concentrated in one room it was kitchen, chanmber, parlor, and
keepi ng-room and what ever satisfaction parent or child, naster or
servant, derive fromliving in a house, | enjoyed it all. Cato
says, the master of a family (patrenfanilias) nust have in his
rustic villa "cellamoleariam vinariam dolia nmulta, uti |ubeat
caritatem expectare, et rei, et virtuti, et gloriae erit," that is,
"an oil and wi ne cellar, many casks, so that it nmay be pleasant to
expect hard tines; it will be for his advantage, and virtue, and
glory.” | had in ny cellar a firkin of potatoes, about two quarts
of peas with the weevil in them and on ny shelf alittle rice, a
jug of nolasses, and of rye and Indian neal a peck each

| sonetines dream of a |arger and nore popul ous house, standing
in a golden age, of enduring materials, and w thout gingerbread
wor k, which shall still consist of only one room a vast, rude,
substantial, primtive hall, without ceiling or plastering, with
bare rafters and purlins supporting a sort of |ower heaven over
one's head -- useful to keep off rain and snow, where the king and
queen posts stand out to receive your honage, when you have done
reverence to the prostrate Saturn of an ol der dynasty on stepping
over the sill; a cavernous house, wherein you nmust reach up a torch
upon a pole to see the roof; where sone may live in the fireplace,
sone in the recess of a window, and sone on settles, some at one end
of the hall, some at another, and some aloft on rafters with the
spiders, if they choose; a house which you have got into when you
have opened the outside door, and the ceremony is over; where the
weary traveller may wash, and eat, and converse, and sleep, wthout

further journey; such a shelter as you would be glad to reach in a



t enpest uous ni ght, containing all the essentials of a house, and
not hi ng for house-keepi ng; where you can see all the treasures of
the house at one view, and everything hangs upon its peg, that a nman
shoul d use; at once kitchen, pantry, parlor, chanber, storehouse,
and garret; where you can see so necessary a thing, as a barrel or a
| adder, so convenient a thing as a cupboard, and hear the pot boil,
and pay your respects to the fire that cooks your dinner, and the
oven that bakes your bread, and the necessary furniture and utensils
are the chief ornanents; where the washing is not put out, nor the
fire, nor the nmistress, and perhaps you are sonetines requested to
move from off the trap-door, when the cook would descend into the
cellar, and so | earn whether the ground is solid or hollow beneath
you w t hout stanping. A house whose inside is as open and manif est
as a bird' s nest, and you cannot go in at the front door and out at
the back without seeing sone of its inhabitants; where to be a guest
is to be presented with the freedom of the house, and not to be
carefully excluded from seven eighths of it, shut up in a particular
cell, and told to nmake yourself at honme there -- in solitary
confinement. Nowadays the host does not admit you to his hearth,
but has got the mason to build one for yourself somewhere in his
all ey, and hospitality is the art of keeping you at the greatest
di stance. There is as much secrecy about the cooking as if he had a
design to poison you. | amaware that | have been on many a nman's
preni ses, and m ght have been legally ordered off, but | am not
aware that | have been in many nmen's houses. | might visit in ny
old clothes a king and queen who lived sinply in such a house as
have described, if | were going their way; but backing out of a
nmodern palace will be all that | shall desire to learn, if ever I am
caught in one.

It would seemas if the very | anguage of our parlors would | ose
all its nerve and degenerate into pal aver wholly, our lives pass at
such renoteness fromits synbols, and its netaphors and tropes are

necessarily so far fetched, through slides and dunb-waiters, as it



were; in other words, the parlor is so far fromthe kitchen and

wor kshop. The dinner even is only the parable of a dinner
commnly. As if only the savage dwelt near enough to Nature and
Truth to borrow a trope fromthem How can the scholar, who dwells
away in the North West Territory or the Isle of Man, tell what is
parlianmentary in the kitchen?

However, only one or two of ny guests were ever bold enough to
stay and eat a hasty-pudding with nme; but when they saw that crisis
approaching they beat a hasty retreat rather, as if it would shake
the house to its foundations. Nevertheless, it stood through a
great many hasty- puddi ngs.

| did not plaster till it was freezing weather. | brought over
some whiter and cleaner sand for this purpose fromthe opposite
shore of the pond in a boat, a sort of conveyance whi ch woul d have
tenpted ne to go nmuch farther if necessary. M house had in the
meanwhi | e been shingled down to the ground on every side. In
lathing I was pleased to be able to send honme each nail with a
single blow of the hamtmer, and it was ny anbition to transfer the
pl aster fromthe board to the wall neatly and rapidly. | remenbered
the story of a conceited fellow, who, in fine clothes, was wont to
| ounge about the village once, giving advice to worknmen. Venturing
one day to substitute deeds for words, he turned up his cuffs,
sei zed a plasterer's board, and having | oaded his trowel w thout
m shap, with a conplacent | ook toward the |athing overhead, nmade a
bol d gesture thitherward; and straightway, to his conplete
di sconfiture, received the whole contents in his ruffled bosom |
adm red anew the econony and conveni ence of plastering, which so
effectually shuts out the cold and takes a handsome finish, and
| earned the various casualties to which the plasterer is liable. |
was surprised to see how thirsty the bricks were which drank up all
the moisture in ny plaster before | had snoothed it, and how many
pailfuls of water it takes to christen a new hearth. | had the

previous winter nade a snall quantity of line by burning the shells



of the Unio fluviatilis, which our river affords, for the sake of
the experinment; so that | knew where ny materials cane from |
m ght have got good |linmestone within a nile or two and burned it
myself, if | had cared to do so.

The pond had in the nmeanwhil e ski med over in the shadi est and
shal | owest coves, sone days or even weeks before the genera
freezing. The first ice is especially interesting and perfect,
bei ng hard, dark, and transparent, and affords the best opportunity
that ever offers for exam ning the bottomwhere it is shallow, for
you can lie at your length on ice only an inch thick, like a skater
insect on the surface of the water, and study the bottom at your
| eisure, only two or three inches distant, like a picture behind a
glass, and the water is necessarily always smooth then. There are
many furrows in the sand where sone creature has travell ed about and
doubl ed on its tracks; and, for wecks, it is strewn with the cases
of caddi s-wornms made of minute grains of white quartz. Perhaps
these have creased it, for you find some of their cases in the
furrows, though they are deep and broad for themto make. But the
ice itself is the object of nobst interest, though you nust inprove
the earliest opportunity to study it. [If you exanmine it closely the
nmorning after it freezes, you find that the greater part of the
bubbl es, which at first appeared to be within it, are against its
under surface, and that nore are continually rising fromthe bottom
while the ice is as yet conparatively solid and dark, that is, you
see the water through it. These bubbles are froman eightieth to an
eighth of an inch in dianmeter, very clear and beautiful, and you see
your face reflected in themthrough the ice. There may be thirty or
forty of themto a square inch. There are also already within the
i ce narrow obl ong perpendi cul ar bubbl es about half an inch | ong,
sharp cones with the apex upward; or oftener, if the ice is quite
fresh, minute spherical bubbles one directly above another, like a
string of beads. But these within the ice are not so nunerous nor

obvi ous as those beneath. | sonetines used to cast on stones to try



the strength of the ice, and those which broke through carried in
air with them which formed very | arge and conspi cuous white bubbles
beneath. One day when | cane to the same place forty-ei ght hours
afterward, | found that those | arge bubbles were still perfect,
though an inch nore of ice had fornmed, as |I could see distinctly by
the seamin the edge of a cake. But as the last two days had been
very warm |like an Indian sumer, the ice was not now transparent,
showi ng the dark green color of the water, and the bottom but
opaque and whitish or gray, and though twi ce as thick was hardly
stronger than before, for the air bubbles had greatly expanded under
this heat and run together, and lost their regularity; they were no
| onger one directly over another, but often like silvery coins
poured from a bag, one overlapping another, or in thin flakes, as if
occupyi ng slight cleavages. The beauty of the ice was gone, and it
was too late to study the bottom Being curious to know what
position nmy great bubbles occupied with regard to the newice, |
broke out a cake containing a mddling sized one, and turned it
bottom upward. The new ice had fornmed around and under the bubbl e,
so that it was included between the two ices. It was wholly in the
| ower ice, but close against the upper, and was flattish, or perhaps
slightly lenticular, with a rounded edge, a quarter of an inch deep
by four inches in dianmeter; and | was surprised to find that
directly under the bubble the ice was nelted with great regularity
in the formof a saucer reversed, to the height of five eighths of
an inch in the niddle, Ieaving a thin partition there between the
wat er and the bubble, hardly an eighth of an inch thick; and in many
pl aces the snmall bubbles in this partition had burst out downward,
and probably there was no ice at all under the | argest bubbles,
which were a foot in diameter. | inferred that the infinite nunber
of minute bubbles which | had first seen agai nst the under surface
of the ice were now frozen in likewi se, and that each, inits
degree, had operated like a burning-glass on the ice beneath to nelt

and rot it. These are the little air-guns which contribute to nake



the ice crack and whoop

At length the winter set in good earnest, just as | had finished
pl astering, and the wi nd began to howl around the house as if it had
not had permission to do so till then. N ght after night the geese
came lunbering in the dark with a clangor and a whistling of w ngs,
even after the ground was covered with snow, sone to alight in
Wal den, and some flying | ow over the woods toward Fair Haven, bound
for Mexico. Several tinmes, when returning fromthe village at ten
or eleven o'clock at night, | heard the tread of a fl ock of geese,
or else ducks, on the dry leaves in the woods by a pond-hol e behind
my dwel ling, where they had cone up to feed, and the faint honk or
quack of their |eader as they hurried off. |n 1845 Wal den froze
entirely over for the first tine on the night of the 22d of
Decenber, Flint's and other shall ower ponds and the river having
been frozen ten days or nore; in '46, the 16th; in '49, about the
31st; and in '50, about the 27th of Decenber; in '52, the 5th of
January; in '53, the 31st of Decenmber. The snow had al ready covered
the ground since the 25th of Novenber, and surrounded ne suddenly
with the scenery of winter. | withdrew yet farther into ny shell,
and endeavored to keep a bright fire both within my house and wthin
my breast. M enploynent out of doors now was to collect the dead
wood in the forest, bringing it in my hands or on ny shoul ders, or
sometines trailing a dead pine tree under each armto ny shed. An
old forest fence which had seen its best days was a great haul for
me. | sacrificed it to Vulcan, for it was past serving the god
Term nus. How nmuch nore interesting an event is that man's supper
who has just been forth in the snow to hunt, nay, you might say,
steal, the fuel to cook it with! H's bread and neat are sweet.
There are enough fagots and waste wood of all kinds in the forests
of nmost of our towns to support many fires, but which at present
war m none, and, somne think, hinder the growth of the young wood.
There was al so the driftwood of the pond. 1In the course of the

sumrer | had discovered a raft of pitch pine logs with the bark on



pi nned together by the Irish when the railroad was built. This
haul ed up partly on the shore. After soaking two years and then
lying high six nonths it was perfectly sound, though waterl ogged
past drying. | anused nyself one winter day with sliding this
pi eceneal across the pond, nearly half a nmile, skating behind with
one end of a log fifteen feet long on ny shoul der, and the other on
the ice; or | tied several logs together with a birch withe, and
then, with a longer birch or al der which had a book at the end,
dragged them across. Though conpletely waterl ogged and al nost as
heavy as |l ead, they not only burned |ong, but nade a very hot fire;
nay, | thought that they burned better for the soaking, as if the
pitch, being confined by the water, burned |longer, as in a | anp.

Glpin, in his account of the forest borderers of England, says
that "the encroachnments of trespassers, and the houses and fences
thus raised on the borders of the forest," were "considered as great
nui sances by the old forest law, and were severely puni shed under
the nane of purprestures, as tending ad terroremferarum-- ad
nocunentum forestae, etc.," to the frightening of the gane and the
detriment of the forest. But | was interested in the preservation
of the venison and the vert nore than the hunters or woodchoppers,
and as much as though | had been the Lord Warden hinself; and if any
part was burned, though | burned it nyself by accident, | grieved
with a grief that |lasted | onger and was nore inconsol able than that
of the proprietors; nay, | grieved when it was cut down by the
proprietors thenselves. | would that our farnmers when they cut down
a forest felt some of that awe which the old Romans did when they
came to thin, or let inthe light to, a consecrated grove (lucum
conlucare), that is, would believe that it is sacred to sone god
The Roman made an expiatory offering, and prayed, \Watever god or
goddess thou art to whomthis grove is sacred, be propitious to ne,
ny family, and children, etc.

It is remarkable what a value is still put upon wood even in

this age and in this new country, a val ue nore pernanent and



uni versal than that of gold. After all our discoveries and
inventions no man will go by a pile of wood. It is as precious to
us as it was to our Saxon and Nornman ancestors. |If they nade their
bows of it, we nake our gun-stocks of it. Mchaux, nmore than thirty
years ago, says that the price of wood for fuel in New York and
Phi | adel phia "nearly equals, and sonetines exceeds, that of the best
wood in Paris, though this imense capital annually requires nore
than three hundred thousand cords, and is surrounded to the distance
of three hundred niles by cultivated plains.”" |In this tow the
price of wood rises alnost steadily, and the only question is, how
much higher it is to be this year than it was the last. Mechanics
and tradesnmen who cone in person to the forest on no other errand,
are sure to attend the wood auction, and even pay a high price for
the privilege of gleaning after the woodchopper. It is now many
years that nen have resorted to the forest for fuel and the
materials of the arts: the New Engl ander and the New Hol | ander, the
Parisian and the Celt, the farmer and Robi n Hood, Goody Bl ake and
Harry GI1l; in nost parts of the world the prince and the peasant,
the schol ar and the savage, equally require still a few sticks from
the forest to warmthem and cook their food. Neither could I do
Wi t hout them

Every man | ooks at his wood-pile with a kind of affection. |
| ove to have m ne before ny window, and the nore chips the better to
remind ne of nmy pleasing work. | had an ol d axe whi ch nobody
clainmed, with which by spells in winter days, on the sunny side of
the house, | played about the stunps which | had got out of ny
bean-field. As ny driver prophesied when | was plow ng, they warned
me twice -- once while | was splitting them and agai n when they
were on the fire, so that no fuel could give out nore heat. As for
the axe, | was advised to get the village blacksnith to "jump" it;
but | jumped him and, putting a hickory helve fromthe woods into
it, mde it do. |If it was dull, it was at |east hung true.

A few pieces of fat pine were a great treasure. It is



interesting to renmenber how nuch of this food for fire is stil
concealed in the bowels of the earth. |In previous years | had often
gone prospecting over sone bare hillside, where a pitch pine wood
had fornerly stood, and got out the fat pine roots. They are al nost
i ndestructible. Stunps thirty or forty years old, at |east, wll
still be sound at the core, though the sapwood has all becone

veget abl e noul d, as appears by the scales of the thick bark formng
aring level with the earth four or five inches distant fromthe
heart. Wth axe and shovel you explore this nmine, and follow the
marrowy store, yellow as beef tallow, or as if you had struck on a
vein of gold, deep into the earth. But commonly | kindled nmy fire
with the dry | eaves of the forest, which | had stored up in ny shed
before the snow cane. Geen hickory finely split makes the
woodchopper' s kindlings, when he has a canp in the woods. Once in a
while | got alittle of this. Wen the villagers were |ighting
their fires beyond the horizon, | too gave notice to the various

wi ld inhabitants of Walden vale, by a snoky streaner from ny

chi mey, that | was awake. --

Li ght -w nged Snoke, I|carian bird,

Melting thy pinions in thy upward flight,
Lark w thout song, and nessenger of dawn,
Crcling above the hamlets as thy nest;

O else, departing dream and shadowy form
O midnight vision, gathering up thy skirts;
By night star-veiling, and by day

Dar kening the light and blotting out the sun
Go thou my incense upward fromthis hearth

And ask the gods to pardon this clear flane.

Hard green wood just cut, though | used but little of that,
answered ny purpose better than any other. | sonetines left a good

fire when | went to take a walk in a winter afternoon; and when



returned, three or four hours afterward, it would be still alive and
glowi ng. M/ house was not enpty though | was gone. It was as if |
had | eft a cheerful housekeeper behind. It was | and Fire that
lived there; and commonly ny housekeeper proved trustworthy. One
day, however, as | was splitting wood, | thought that | would just
look in at the window and see if the house was not on fire; it was
the only tine | remenber to have been particularly anxi ous on this
score; so | |looked and saw that a spark had caught ny bed, and

went in and extinguished it when it had burned a place as big as ny
hand. But ny house occupi ed so sunny and sheltered a position, and
its roof was so low, that | could afford to let the fire go out in
the mddl e of alnbst any w nter day.

The mol es nested in ny cellar, nibbling every third potato, and
maki ng a snug bed even there of some hair left after plastering and
of brown paper; for even the wildest aninmals |ove confort and warnth
as well as man, and they survive the winter only because they are so
careful to secure them Sone of ny friends spoke as if | was coning
to the woods on purpose to freeze nyself. The aninal nerely nakes a
bed, which he warms with his body, in a sheltered place; but man,
havi ng di scovered fire, boxes up sone air in a spacious apartnent,
and warns that, instead of robbing hinmself, nmakes that his bed, in
whi ch he can nove about divested of nore cunbrous clothing, maintain
a kind of sunmer in the midst of winter, and by neans of w ndows
even adnmit the light, and with a | anp | engthen out the day. Thus he
goes a step or two beyond instinct, and saves a little time for the
fine arts. Though, when | had been exposed to the rudest blasts a
long tine, ny whol e body began to grow torpid, when | reached the
geni al atnmosphere of ny house | soon recovered ny faculties and
prolonged ny life. But the nost |uxuriously housed has little to
boast of in this respect, nor need we trouble ourselves to specul ate
how t he human race nmay be at |ast destroyed. It would be easy to
cut their threads any tine with a little sharper blast fromthe

north. W go on dating from Cold Fridays and Great Snows; but a



little colder Friday, or greater snow would put a period to man's
exi stence on the gl obe.

The next winter | used a small cooki ng-stove for econony, since
I did not own the forest; but it did not keep fire so well as the
open fireplace. Cooking was then, for the nost part, no |longer a
poetic, but nerely a chenmic process. It will soon be forgotten, in
these days of stoves, that we used to roast potatoes in the ashes,
after the Indian fashion. The stove not only took up room and
scented the house, but it concealed the fire, and | felt as if | had
| ost a conpanion. You can always see a face in the fire. The
| aborer, looking into it at evening, purifies his thoughts of the
dross and earthi ness which they have accunul ated during the day.
But | could no longer sit and look into the fire, and the pertinent

words of a poet recurred to me with new force. --

"Never, bright flame, may be denied to me

Thy dear, life inmaging, close synpathy.

What but my hopes shot upward e'er so bright?
What but ny fortunes sunk so |l ow in night?

Way art thou bani shed fromour hearth and hall,
Thou who art wel comed and bel oved by all?

Was thy existence then too fanciful

For our life's common light, who are so dull?
Did thy bright gleam nysterious converse hold
Wth our congenial souls? secrets too bol d?
Well, we are safe and strong, for now we sit
Besi de a hearth where no di m shadows flit,

Where not hing cheers nor saddens, but a fire
Warns feet and hands -- nor does to nore aspire;
By whose conpact utilitarian heap

The present may sit down and go to sleep

Nor fear the ghosts who fromthe di mpast wal ked

And with us by the unequal light of the old wood fire tal ked."



Former Inhabitants and Wnter Visitors

| weathered sone nmerry snow storns, and spent sone cheerfu
winter evenings by ny fireside, while the snow whirled wildly
wi t hout, and even the hooting of the oW was hushed. For many weeks
I net no one in ny wal ks but those who cane occasionally to cut wood
and sled it to the village. The elenments, however, abetted nme in
maki ng a path through the deepest snow in the woods, for when | had
once gone through the wind blew the oak | eaves into nmy tracks, where
they | odged, and by absorbing the rays of the sun nelted the snow,
and so not only made a nmy bed for ny feet, but in the night their
dark line was ny guide. For human society | was obliged to conjure
up the former occupants of these woods. Wthin the nenory of many
of nmy townsnmen the road near which ny house stands resounded with
the | augh and gossip of inhabitants, and the woods which border it
were notched and dotted here and there with their little gardens and
dwel I i ngs, though it was then nuch nore shut in by the forest than
now. |In sone places, within my own renenbrance, the pines would
scrape both sides of a chaise at once, and wonen and chil dren who
were conpelled to go this way to Lincoln alone and on foot did it
with fear, and often ran a good part of the distance. Though nainly
but a humble route to neighboring villages, or for the woodnan's
team it once anused the traveller nore than now by its variety, and
lingered longer in his nenory. Were now firmopen fields stretch
fromthe village to the woods, it then ran through a naple swanp on
a foundation of |ogs, the remants of which, doubtless, stil

underlie the present dusty highway, fromthe Stratton, now the



Al ns- House Farm to Brister's Hill.

East of ny bean-field, across the road, |lived Cato |ngraham
sl ave of Duncan | ngraham Esquire, gentleman, of Concord village,
who built his slave a house, and gave himpernission to live in
Wal den Wods; -- Cato, not Uticensis, but Concordiensis. Sonme say
that he was a GQuinea Negro. There are a few who remenber his little
patch anong the wal nuts, which he let growup till he should be old
and need them but a younger and whiter specul ator got themat |ast.
He too, however, occupies an equally narrow house at present.

Cato's half-obliterated cellar-hole still remains, though known to
few, being concealed fromthe traveller by a fringe of pines. It is
now filled with the smooth sumach (Rhus gl abra), and one of the
earliest species of goldenrod (Solidago stricta) grows there

[ uxuriantly.

Here, by the very corner of ny field, still nearer to town,
Zi |l pha, a colored woman, had her little house, where she spun linen
for the townsfolk, making the Wal den Wods ring with her shril
singing, for she had a | oud and notable voice. At length, in the
war of 1812, her dwelling was set on fire by English soldiers,
prisoners on parole, when she was away, and her cat and dog and hens
were all burned up together. She led a hard life, and sonmewhat
i nhumane. One ol d frequenter of these woods renenbers, that as he
passed her house one noon he heard her nuttering to herself over her
gurgling pot -- "Ye are all bones, bones!™ | have seen bricks anmd
the oak copse there

Down the road, on the right hand, on Brister's Hill, lived
Bri ster Freeman, "a handy Negro,"” slave of Squire Cunm ngs once --
there where grow still the apple trees which Brister planted and
tended; large old trees now, but their fruit still wild and ciderish
to ny taste. Not long since | read his epitaph in the old Lincoln
burying-ground, a little on one side, near the unmarked graves of
some British grenadiers who fell in the retreat from Concord --

where he is styled "Sippio Brister" -- Scipio Africanus he had sone



title to be called -- "a man of color," as if he were discol ored.
It also told ne, with staring enphasis, when he died; which was but
an indirect way of informng me that he ever lived. Wth himdwelt
Fenda, his hospitable wife, who told fortunes, yet pleasantly --

| arge, round, and bl ack, blacker than any of the children of night,
such a dusky orb as never rose on Concord before or since.

Farther down the hill, on the left, on the old road in the
woods, are nmarks of some honestead of the Stratton fanmily; whose
orchard once covered all the slope of Brister's Hll, but was |ong
since killed out by pitch pines, excepting a few stunps, whose old
roots furnish still the wild stocks of many a thrifty village tree.

Nearer yet to town, you cone to Breed' s |ocation, on the other
side of the way, just on the edge of the wood; ground fanous for the
pranks of a dermon not distinctly named in old nythol ogy, who has
acted a prom nent and astounding part in our New England life, and
deserves, as nmuch as any nythol ogi cal character, to have his
bi ography written one day; who first comes in the guise of a friend
or hired man, and then robs and nurders the whole famly --

New- Engl and Rum  But history nust not yet tell the tragedies
enacted here; let tinme intervene in sone neasure to assuage and | end
an azure tint to them Here the nost indistinct and dubi ous
tradition says that once a tavern stood; the well the same, which
tenpered the traveller's beverage and refreshed his steed. Here
then nen sal uted one another, and heard and told the news, and went
their ways agai n.

Breed's hut was standing only a dozen years ago, though it had
| ong been unoccupied. 1t was about the size of mine. It was set on
fire by m schievous boys, one Election night, if | do not m stake.

I lived on the edge of the village then, and had just |ost nyself
over Davenant's "Condi bert," that winter that | |abored with a

| ethargy -- which, by the way, | never knew whether to regard as a
fam |y conpl aint, having an uncle who goes to sl eep shaving hinself,

and is obliged to sprout potatoes in a cellar Sundays, in order to



keep awake and keep the Sabbath, or as the consequence of ny attenpt
to read Chal mers' collection of English poetry w thout skipping. It
fairly overcame ny Nervii. | had just sunk ny head on this when the
bells rung fire, and in hot haste the engines rolled that way, |ed
by a straggling troop of nen and boys, and | anobng the forenost, for
| had | eaped the brook. W thought it was far south over the woods
-- we who had run to fires before -- barn, shop, or dwelling-house,
or all together. "It's Baker's barn,"” cried one. "It is the Codnman
pl ace,"” affirmed another. And then fresh sparks went up above the
wood, as if the roof fell in, and we all shouted "Concord to the
rescue!" Wagons shot past with furious speed and crushi ng | oads,
bearing, perchance, ampong the rest, the agent of the |Insurance
Conpany, who was bound to go however far; and ever and anon the

engi ne bell tinkled behind, nore slow and sure; and rearnost of all
as it was afterward whi spered, cane they who set the fire and gave
the alarm Thus we kept on like true idealists, rejecting the

evi dence of our senses, until at a turn in the road we heard the
crackling and actually felt the heat of the fire fromover the wall
and realized, alas! that we were there. The very nearness of the
fire but cooled our ardor. At first we thought to throw a frog-pond
on to it; but concluded to let it burn, it was so far gone and so
worthl ess. So we stood round our engine, jostled one anot her,
expressed our sentinents through speaking-trunpets, or in |ower tone
referred to the great conflagrations which the world has w tnessed,

i ncludi ng Basconis shop, and, between ourselves, we thought that,
were we there in season with our "tub," and a full frog-pond by, we
could turn that threatened | ast and universal one into another
flood. W finally retreated wi thout doing any mschief -- returned
to sleep and "Gondi bert." But as for "CGondibert,"” | would except
that passage in the preface about wit being the soul's powder --
"but nost of nmankind are strangers to wit, as Indians are to
powder . "

It chanced that | wal ked that way across the fields the



foll owi ng night, about the sane hour, and hearing a | ow npbani ng at
this spot, | drew near in the dark, and discovered the only survivor
of the famly that | know, the heir of both its virtues and its

vi ces, who alone was interested in this burning, lying on his
stomach and | ooking over the cellar wall at the still snoul dering
cinders beneath, nuttering to hinself, as is his wont. He had been
working far off in the river neadows all day, and had inproved the
first moments that he could call his own to visit the home of his
fathers and his youth. He gazed into the cellar fromall sides and
points of view by turns, always lying down to it, as if there was
sonme treasure, which he renenbered, conceal ed between the stones
where there was absolutely nothing but a heap of bricks and ashes.
The house bei ng gone, he | ooked at what there was left. He was
soot hed by the synpathy which ny nmere presence, inplied, and showed
me, as well as the darkness pernitted, where the well was covered
up; which, thank Heaven, could never be burned; and he groped | ong
about the wall to find the well-sweep which his father had cut and
mounted, feeling for the iron hook or staple by which a burden had
been fastened to the heavy end -- all that he could nowcling to --
to convince me that it was no comon "rider." | felt it, and stil

remark it alnost daily in nmy wal ks, for by it hangs the history of a

famly.
Once nore, on the left, where are seen the well and lil ac bushes
by the wall, in the now open field, lived Nutting and Le G osse.

But to return toward Lincoln.

Farther in the woods than any of these, where the road
approaches nearest to the pond, Wnan the potter squatted, and
furni shed his townsnen with earthenware, and left descendants to
succeed him Neither were they rich in worldly goods, holding the
| and by sufferance while they lived; and there often the sheriff

came in vain to collect the taxes, and "attached a chip," for fornis
sake, as | have read in his accounts, there being nothing el se that

he could lay his hands on. One day in mdsummer, when | was hoeing,



a man who was carrying a |load of pottery to market stopped his horse
against ny field and inquired concerning Wman the younger. He had
| ong ago bought a potter's wheel of him and w shed to know what had
becone of him | had read of the potter's clay and wheel in
Scripture, but it had never occurred to me that the pots we use were
not such as had conme down unbroken fromthose days, or grown on
trees |like gourds sonewhere, and | was pleased to hear that so
fictile an art was ever practiced in ny nei ghborhood.

The | ast inhabitant of these woods before nme was an Irishnan,
Hugh Quoil (if | have spelt his nane with coil enough), who occupied
Wman's tenement -- Col. Quoil, he was called. Runor said that he
had been a soldier at Waterloo. |If he had lived |I should have nade
himfight his battles over again. Hi s trade here was that of a
ditcher. Napoleon went to St. Helena; Quoil canme to Wal den Wods.
Al'l 1 know of himis tragic. He was a man of manners, |ike one who
had seen the world, and was capable of nore civil speech than you
could well attend to. He wore a greatcoat in m dsunmer, being
affected with the trenbling delirium and his face was the col or of
carmne. He died in the road at the foot of Brister's Hill shortly
after | cane to the woods, so that | have not renmenbered himas a
nei ghbor. Before his house was pulled down, when his conrades
avoided it as "an unlucky castle,"” | visited it. There lay his old
clothes curled up by use, as if they were hinmself, upon his raised
pl ank bed. His pipe |ay broken on the hearth, instead of a bow
broken at the fountain. The last could never have been the synbol
of his death, for he confessed to nme that, though he had heard of
Brister's Spring, he had never seen it; and soiled cards, kings of
di anonds, spades, and hearts, were scattered over the floor. One
bl ack chi cken which the administrator could not catch, black as
ni ght and as silent, not even croaking, awaiting Reynard, still went
to roost in the next apartnent. |In the rear there was the dim
outline of a garden, which had been planted but had never received

its first hoeing, owing to those terrible shaking fits, though it



was now harvest time. |t was overrun with Roman wor mwod and
beggar-ticks, which last stuck to my clothes for all fruit. The
skin of a woodchuck was freshly stretched upon the back of the
house, a trophy of his last Waterloo; but no warmcap or mttens
woul d he want nore.

Now only a dent in the earth marks the site of these dwellings,
with buried cellar stones, and strawberries, raspberries,
t hi mbl e-berries, hazel -bushes, and sunachs growing in the sunny
sward there; some pitch pine or gnarled oak occupi es what was the
chi mey nook, and a sweet-scented bl ack birch, perhaps, waves where
t he door-stone was. Sonetinmes the well dent is visible, where once
a spring oozed; now dry and tearless grass; or it was covered deep
-- not to be discovered till sone late day -- with a flat stone
under the sod, when the last of the race departed. What a sorrowf ul
act nust that be -- the covering up of wells! coincident with the
opening of wells of tears. These cellar dents, |ike deserted fox

burrows, old holes, are all that is |eft where once were the stir

and bustle of human life, and "fate, free will, foreknow edge
absolute," in some formand dialect or other were by turns

di scussed. But all | can learn of their conclusions amounts to just
this, that "Cato and Brister pulled wool"; which is about as

edifying as the history of nore fanous schools of phil osophy.

Still grows the vivacious lilac a generation after the door and
lintel and the sill are gone, unfolding its sweet-scented fl owers
each spring, to be plucked by the nusing traveller; planted and
tended once by children's hands, in front-yard plots -- now standing
by wallsides in retired pastures, and giving place to newrising
forests; -- the last of that stirp, sole survivor of that famly
Little did the dusky children think that the puny slip with its two
eyes only, which they stuck in the ground in the shadow of the house
and daily watered, would root itself so, and outlive them and house
itself in the rear that shaded it, and grown man's garden and

orchard, and tell their story faintly to the |one wanderer a



hal f-century after they had grown up and died -- blossoning as fair,
and snmelling as sweet, as in that first spring. | mark its stil
tender, civil, cheerful lilac colors.

But this small village, germof sonething nore, why did it fai
whi | e Concord keeps its ground? Were there no natural advantages --
no water privileges, forsooth? Ay, the deep Wil den Pond and coo
Brister's Spring -- privilege to drink |ong and heal thy draughts at
these, all uninproved by these nmen but to dilute their glass. They
were universally a thirsty race. M ght not the basket,
st abl e-broom nmat-neking, corn-parching, |inen-spinning, and pottery
busi ness have thrived here, naking the wilderness to blossomlike
the rose, and a nunerous posterity have inherited the land of their
fathers? The sterile soil would at | east have been proof against a
| ow- I and degeneracy. Alas! howlittle does the menory of these
human i nhabitants enhance the beauty of the | andscape! Again,
perhaps, Nature will try, with me for a first settler, and ny house
raised |l ast spring to be the oldest in the hamlet.

I am not aware that any man has ever built on the spot which |
occupy. Deliver ne froma city built on the site of a nore ancient
city, whose materials are ruins, whose gardens ceneteries. The soi
i s blanched and accursed there, and before that becones necessary
the earth itself will be destroyed. Wth such renini scences
repeopl ed the woods and lulled nyself asleep

At this season | seldomhad a visitor. Wen the snow | ay
deepest no wanderer ventured near ny house for a week or fortnight
at atime, but there | lived as snug as a neadow nouse, or as cattle
and poultry which are said to have survived for a long tinme buried
indrifts, even without food; or like that early settler's famly in
the town of Sutton, in this State, whose cottage was conpletely
covered by the great snow of 1717 when he was absent, and an I ndian
found it only by the hole which the chimey's breath nade in the
drift, and so relieved the family. But no friendly Indian concerned

hi nrsel f about ne; nor needed he, for the naster of the house was at



home. The Great Snow How cheerful it is to hear of! When the
farnmers could not get to the woods and swanps with their teams, and
were obliged to cut down the shade trees before their houses, and,
when the crust was harder, cut off the trees in the swanps, ten feet
fromthe ground, as it appeared the next spring.

In the deepest snows, the path which | used fromthe highway to
my house, about half a nmile |ong, mght have been represented by a
meandering dotted line, with wide intervals between the dots. For a
week of even weather | took exactly the sane nunber of steps, and of
the sane | ength, coning and going, stepping deliberately and with
the precision of a pair of dividers in my own deep tracks -- to such
routine the winter reduces us -- yet often they were filled with
heaven's own blue. But no weather interfered fatally with ny wal ks,
or rather my going abroad, for | frequently tranped eight or ten
m | es through the deepest snow to keep an appointnment with a beech
tree, or a yellow birch, or an old acquai ntance anong the pines;
when the ice and snow causing their linbs to droop, and so
sharpening their tops, had changed the pines into fir trees; wading
to the tops of the highest hills when the show was nearly two feet
deep on a level, and shaking down another snow storm on ny head at
every step; or sonetinmes creeping and floundering thither on ny
hands and knees, when the hunters had gone into winter quarters.
One afternoon | anused nyself by watching a barred oW (Strix
nebul osa) sitting on one of the |lower dead |linbs of a white pine,
close to the trunk, in broad daylight, | standing within a rod of
him He could hear ne when | nmoved and cronched the snow with ny
feet, but could not plainly see ne. Wen | nade nost noise he would
stretch out his neck, and erect his neck feathers, and open his eyes
wi de; but their lids soon fell again, and he began to nod. | too
felt a slunberous influence after watching himhalf an hour, as he
sat thus with his eyes half open, like a cat, w nged brother of the
cat. There was only a narrow slit left between their lids, by which

be preserved a pennisular relation to ne; thus, with hal f-shut eyes,



| ooking out fromthe | and of dreans, and endeavoring to realize ne,
vague object or note that interrupted his visions. At length, on
some | ouder noi se or ny nearer approach, he would grow uneasy and
sl uggi shly turn about on his perch, as if inpatient at having his
dreans di sturbed; and when he | aunched hinself off and fl apped
through the pines, spreading his wings to unexpected breadth, I
could not hear the slightest sound fromthem Thus, guided am d the
pi ne boughs rather by a delicate sense of their neighborhood than by
sight, feeling his twilight way, as it were, with his sensitive
pi ni ons, he found a new perch, where he might in peace await the
dawni ng of his day.

As | wal ked over the | ong causeway made for the railroad through
t he nmeadows, | encountered nany a bl ustering and nipping wi nd, for

nowhere has it freer play; and when the frost had smitten ne on one

cheek, heathen as | was, | turned to it the other also. Nor was it
much better by the carriage road fromBrister's Hll. For |I cane to
town still, like a friendly Indian, when the contents of the broad

open fields were all piled up between the walls of the Wal den road,
and half an hour sufficed to obliterate the tracks of the |ast
traveller. And when | returned new drifts would have forned,

t hrough which | floundered, where the busy northwest wi nd had been
depositing the powdery snow round a sharp angle in the road, and not
a rabbit's track, nor even the fine print, the small type, of a
meadow nouse was to be seen. Yet | rarely failed to find, even in
m dwi nter, some warm and springly swanp where the grass and the
skunk- cabbage still put forth with perennial verdure, and sone
hardi er bird occasionally awaited the return of spring.

Soneti nes, notwi thstanding the snow, when | returned fromny
wal k at evening | crossed the deep tracks of a woodchopper |eading
fromny door, and found his pile of whittlings on the hearth, and ny
house filled with the odor of his pipe. O on a Sunday afternoon
if I chanced to be at home, | heard the cronching of the snow nade

by the step of a |ong-headed farmer, who fromfar through the woods



sought ny house, to have a social "crack"; one of the few of his
vocation who are "men on their farnms"; who donned a frock instead of
a professor's gown, and is as ready to extract the noral out of
church or state as to haul a load of manure fromhis barn-yard. W
tal ked of rude and sinple tinmes, when men sat about large fires in
cold, bracing weather, with clear heads; and when ot her dessert
failed, we tried our teeth on many a nut which wise squirrels have

| ong since abandoned, for those which have the thickest shells are
commonly enpty.

The one who cane fromfarthest to ny | odge, through deepest
snows and nost di snmal tenpests, was a poet. A farner, a hunter, a
sol dier, a reporter, even a philosopher, may be daunted; but nothing
can deter a poet, for he is actuated by pure |love. W can predict
his comi ngs and goings? His business calls himout at all hours,
even when doctors sleep. W nade that small house ring with
boi sterous mirth and resound with the nurmur of nuch sober talk,
maki ng amends then to Wal den vale for the long silences. Broadway
was still and deserted in conparison. At suitable intervals there
were regul ar salutes of |aughter, which nmght have been referred
indifferently to the last-uttered or the forth-coning jest. W nade
many a "bran new' theory of life over a thin dish of gruel, which
conbi ned the advantages of conviviality with the clear-headedness
whi ch phil osophy requires.

I should not forget that during nmy last winter at the pond there
was anot her wel come visitor, who at one tine cane through the
village, through snow and rain and darkness, till he saw ny |anp

through the trees, and shared with me sone | ong w nter evenings.

One of the last of the phil osophers -- Connecticut gave himto the
world -- he peddled first her wares, afterwards, as he declares, his
brains. These he peddles still, pronpting God and di sgraci ng man,
bearing for fruit his brain only, like the nut its kernel. | think

that he nmust be the man of the nost faith of any alive. H s words

and attitude al ways suppose a better state of things than other nen



are acquainted with, and he will be the last nan to be di sappoi nted
as the ages revolve. He has no venture in the present. But though
compar atively di sregarded now, when his day comes, |aws unsuspected
by nost will take effect, and nmasters of famlies and rulers will

cone to himfor advice

"How blind that cannot see serenity!"

A true friend of man; alnost the only friend of human progress. An
ad Mrtality, say rather an Inmortality, with unwearied patience
and faith making plain the i nage engraven in nmen's bodies, the God
of whom they are but defaced and | eani ng monunents. Wth his
hospitable intell ect he enbraces children, beggars, insane, and
schol ars, and entertains the thought of all, adding to it commonly
some breadth and el egance. | think that he should keep a
caravansary on the world' s hi ghway, where phil osophers of all
nations mght put up, and on his sign should be printed,
"Entertai nment for man, but not for his beast. Enter ye that have
| ei sure and a quiet mnd, who earnestly seek the right road." He is
per haps the sanest man and has the fewest crotchets of any | chance
to know, the sanme yesterday and tonmorrow. O yore we had sauntered
and tal ked, and effectually put the world behind us; for he was
pl edged to no institution in it, freeborn, ingenuus. Wichever way
we turned, it seemed that the heavens and the earth had net
toget her, since he enhanced the beauty of the | andscape. A
bl ue-robed nman, whose fittest roof is the overarchi ng sky which
reflects his serenity. | do not see how he can ever die; Nature
cannot spare him

Havi ng each sone shingles of thought well dried, we sat and
whittled them trying our knives, and admiring the clear yellow sh
grain of the punpkin pine. W waded so gently and reverently, or we
pul I ed together so snoothly, that the fishes of thought were not

scared fromthe stream nor feared any angler on the bank, but came



and went grandly, like the clouds which float through the western
sky, and the nother-o' -pearl flocks which sonmetines form and

di ssolve there. There we worked, revising nythology, rounding a
fabl e here and there, and building castles in the air for which
earth offered no worthy foundation. Geat Looker! Geat Expecter
to converse with whom was a New England Night's Entertai nment. Ah!
such di scourse we had, hernit and phil osopher, and the old settler
have spoken of -- we three -- it expanded and racked ny little
house; | should not dare to say how many pounds' wei ght there was
above the atnospheric pressure on every circular inch; it opened its
seanms so that they had to be cal ked with nuch dul ness thereafter to
stop the consequent |eak; -- but | had enough of that kind of oakum
al ready pi cked.

There was one other with whom | had "solid seasons," long to be
renmenbered, at his house in the village, and who | ooked in upon ne
fromtine to tinme; but | had no nore for society there

There too, as everywhere, | sonetinmes expected the Visitor who
never comes. The Vishnu Purana says, "The house-holder is to remain
at eventide in his courtyard as long as it takes to nmilk a cow, or
longer if he pleases, to await the arrival of a guest.” | often
performed this duty of hospitality, waited | ong enough to mlk a

whol e herd of cows, but did not see the nman approaching fromthe

t own.

W nter Aninmals

When the ponds were firmy frozen, they afforded not only new
and shorter routes to many points, but new views fromtheir surfaces
of the fam liar |andscape around them Wen | crossed Flint's Pond,

after it was covered with snow, though | had often paddl ed about and



skated over it, it was so unexpectedly wi de and so strange that |
could think of nothing but Baffin's Bay. The Lincoln hills rose up
around nme at the extremty of a snowy plain, in which I did not
remenber to have stood before; and the fishermen, at an

i ndet erm nabl e di stance over the ice, noving slowy about with their
wol fi sh dogs, passed for sealers, or Esquinmaux, or in msty weather

| ooned |i ke fabul ous creatures, and | did not know whet her they were
giants or pygmies. | took this course when | went to lecture in
Lincoln in the evening, travelling in no road and passing no house
between nmy own hut and the lecture room |n Goose Pond, which |ay
in my way, a colony of nuskrats dwelt, and raised their cabins high
above the ice, though none could be seen abroad when | crossed it.
Wal den, being like the rest usually bare of snow, or with only
shallow and interrupted drifts on it, was ny yard where | could wal k
freely when the snow was nearly two feet deep on a | evel elsewhere
and the villagers were confined to their streets. There, far from
the village street, and except at very long intervals, fromthe
jingle of sleigh-bells, I slid and skated, as in a vast noose-yard
wel | trodden, overhung by oak woods and sol erm pi nes bent down with
snow or bristling with icicles.

For sounds in winter nights, and often in winter days, | heard
the forlorn but nel odious note of a hooting ow indefinitely far
such a sound as the frozen earth would yield if struck with a
suitable plectrum the very lingua vernacul a of Wal den Wod, and
quite famliar to ne at last, though | never saw the bird while it
was making it. | seldom opened ny door in a wi nter evening wthout
hearing it; Hoo hoo hoo, hoorer, hoo, sounded sonorously, and the
first three syllables accented sonewhat |ike how der do; or
soneti nes hoo, hoo only. One night in the beginning of wnter
before the pond froze over, about nine o' clock, | was startled by
the | oud honki ng of a goose, and, stepping to the door, heard the
sound of their wings like a tenpest in the woods as they flew | ow

over ny house. They passed over the pond toward Fair Haven



seemngly deterred fromsettling by nmy light, their conmodore
honking all the while with a regular beat. Suddenly an unni stakabl e
cat-owm fromvery near me, with the nost harsh and trenendous voice
| ever heard from any inhabitant of the woods, responded at regul ar
intervals to the goose, as if determined to expose and di sgrace this
i ntruder from Hudson's Bay by exhibiting a greater conpass and

vol une of voice in a native, and boo-hoo hi mout of Concord horizon
What do you mean by alarnming the citadel at this time of night
consecrated to me? Do you think I am ever caught napping at such an
hour, and that | have not got lungs and a larynx as well as
yoursel f? Boo-hoo, boo-hoo, boo-hoo! It was one of the nost
thrilling discords | ever heard. And yet, if you had a
discrimnating ear, there were in it the elenents of a concord such
as these plains never saw nor heard.

| also heard the whooping of the ice in the pond, ny great
bed-fellow in that part of Concord, as if it were restless inits
bed and would fain turn over, were troubled with flatul ency and had
dreans; or | was waked by the cracking of the ground by the frost,
as if some one had driven a team agai nst my door, and in the norning
would find a crack in the earth a quarter of a mle long and a third
of an inch wi de.

Sonetinmes | heard the foxes as they ranged over the snowcrust,
in moonlight nights, in search of a partridge or other gane, barking
raggedl y and denoniacally |ike forest dogs, as if laboring with sone
anxi ety, or seeking expression, struggling for light and to be dogs
outright and run freely in the streets; for if we take the ages into
our account, may there not be a civilization going on anong brutes
as well as nen? They seened to ne to be rudinental, burrow ng nen,
still standing on their defence, awaiting their transformation.
Sonetimes one came near to ny wi ndow, attracted by ny |ight, barked
a vul pine curse at ne, and then retreated.

Usually the red squirrel (Sciurus Hudsonius) waked me in the

dawn, coursing over the roof and up and down the sides of the house,



as if sent out of the woods for this purpose. |In the course of the
winter | threw out half a bushel of ears of sweet corn, which had
not got ripe, on to the snowcrust by ny door, and was anused by

wat chi ng the notions of the various animals which were baited by it.
In the twilight and the night the rabbits cane regularly and made a
hearty neal. Al day long the red squirrels came and went, and

af forded ne nuch entertai nnent by their nanoeuvres. One would
approach at first warily through the shrub oaks, running over the
snowcrust by fits and starts like a | eaf blown by the wi nd, now a
few paces this way, with wonderful speed and waste of energy, naking

i nconcei vabl e haste with his "trotters,"” as if it were for a wager,
and now as many paces that way, but never getting on nore than half
arod at a tinme; and then suddenly pausing with a |udicrous
expression and a gratuitous sonerset, as if all the eyes in the

uni verse were eyed on him-- for all the notions of a squirrel, even
in the nost solitary recesses of the forest, inply spectators as
much as those of a dancing girl -- wasting nore tine in delay and

ci rcunspection than woul d have sufficed to wal k the whol e distance

-- | never saw one wal k -- and then suddenly, before you could say

Jack Robinson, he would be in the top of a young pitch pine, w nding

up his clock and chiding all imaginary spectators, solil oquizing and
talking to all the universe at the sane tine -- for no reason that |
coul d ever detect, or he himself was aware of, | suspect. At length

he woul d reach the corn, and selecting a suitable ear, frisk about
in the sanme uncertain trigononetrical way to the topnost stick of ny
wood- pi l e, before nmy wi ndow, where he | ooked ne in the face, and
there sit for hours, supplying hinself with a new ear fromtine to
time, nibbling at first voraciously and throw ng the hal f-naked cobs
about; till at length he grew nore dainty still and played with his
food, tasting only the inside of the kernel, and the ear, which was
hel d bal anced over the stick by one paw, slipped fromhis careless
grasp and fell to the ground, when he would | ook over at it with a

| udi crous expression of uncertainty, as if suspecting that it had



life, with a mind not made up whether to get it again, or a new one,
or be off; now thinking of corn, then listening to hear what was in
the wind. So the little inpudent fell ow woul d waste nany an ear in
a forenoon; till at last, seizing sone |onger and plunper one,

consi derably bigger than hinself, and skilfully balancing it, he
woul d set out with it to the woods, like a tiger with a buffalo, by
the sane zi g-zag course and frequent pauses, scratching along with
it asif it were too heavy for himand falling all the while, naking
its fall a diagonal between a perpendi cul ar and horizontal, being
determined to put it through at any rate; -- a singularly frivol ous
and whinsical fellow, -- and so he would get off with it to where he
lived, perhaps carry it to the top of a pine tree forty or fifty
rods distant, and | would afterwards find the cobs strewn about the
woods in various directions.

At length the jays arrive, whose discordant screans were heard
| ong before, as they were warily naking their approach an ei ghth of
amle off, and in a stealthy and sneaki ng manner they flit from
tree to tree, nearer and nearer, and pick up the kernels which the
squirrels have dropped. Then, sitting on a pitch pine bough, they
attenpt to swallow in their haste a kernel which is too big for
their throats and chokes them and after great |abor they disgorge
it, and spend an hour in the endeavor to crack it by repeated bl ows
with their bills. They were nmanifestly thieves, and | had not rnuch
respect for them but the squirrels, though at first shy, went to
work as if they were taking what was their own.

Meanwhi | e al so canme the chickadees in flocks, which, picking up
the crunbs the squirrels had dropped, flewto the nearest twi g and,
pl aci ng them under their claws, hamrered away at themw th their
little bills, as if it were an insect in the bark, till they were
sufficiently reduced for their slender throats. Alittle flock of
these titmce cane daily to pick a dinner out of ny woodpile, or the
crunbs at ny door, with faint flitting |isping notes, like the

tinkling of icicles in the grass, or else with sprightly day day



day, or nore rarely, in spring-like days, a wiry sunmery phe-be
fromthe woodside. They were so fanmiliar that at |ength one
alighted on an arnful of wood which | was carrying in, and pecked at
the sticks without fear. | once had a sparrow alight upon ny

shoul der for a noment while | was hoeing in a village garden, and
felt that I was nore distinguished by that circunstance than

shoul d have been by any epaulet | could have worn. The squirrels

al so grew at last to be quite fam liar, and occasionally stepped
upon ny shoe, when that was the nearest way.

When the ground was not yet quite covered, and again near the
end of winter, when the snow was nelted on nmy south hillside and
about ny wood-pile, the partridges cane out of the woods norning and
evening to feed there. \Whichever side you walk in the woods the
partridge bursts away on whirring wings, jarring the snow fromthe
dry | eaves and tw gs on high, which cones sifting down in the
sunbeans |i ke golden dust, for this brave bird is not to be scared
by winter. It is frequently covered up by drifts, and, it is said,
"sonmetimes plunges fromon wing into the soft snow, where it remains
concealed for a day or two." | used to start themin the open | and
al so, where they had come out of the woods at sunset to "bud" the
wild apple trees. They will conme regularly every evening to
particul ar trees, where the cunning sportsman lies in wait for them
and the distant orchards next the woods suffer thus not a little.
amglad that the partridge gets fed, at any rate. It is Nature's
own bird which Iives on buds and diet drink

In dark winter nmornings, or in short winter afternoons, |
someti nes heard a pack of hounds threading all the woods with
houndi ng cry and yelp, unable to resist the instinct of the chase,
and the note of the hunting-horn at intervals, proving that man was
in the rear. The woods ring again, and yet no fox bursts forth on
to the open |l evel of the pond, nor follow ng pack pursuing their
Actaeon. And perhaps at evening | see the hunters returning with a

single brush trailing fromtheir sleigh for a trophy, seeking their



inn. They tell nme that if the fox would remain in the bosom of the
frozen earth he would be safe, or if be would run in a straight line
away no foxhound coul d overtake him but, having left his pursuers
far behind, he stops to rest and listen till they conme up, and when
he runs he circles round to his old haunts, where the hunters await
him Sometines, however, he will run upon a wall many rods, and
then leap off far to one side, and he appears to know that water
will not retain his scent. A hunter told me that he once saw a fox
pursued by hounds burst out on to Wl den when the ice was covered
with shal |l ow puddl es, run part way across, and then return to the
sane shore. Ere long the hounds arrived, but here they lost the
scent. Sometines a pack hunting by thensel ves woul d pass ny door
and circle round ny house, and yel p and hound wi t hout regardi ng ne,
as if afflicted by a species of nmadness, so that nothing could
divert themfromthe pursuit. Thus they circle until they fall upon
the recent trail of a fox, for a wise hound will forsake everything
else for this. One day a man cane to ny hut from Lexington to
inquire after his hound that nmade a large track, and had been
hunting for a week by hinself. But | fear that he was not the w ser
for all I told him for every tine | attenpted to answer his
questions he interrupted ne by asking, "Wat do you do here?" He
had | ost a dog, but found a nan.

One old hunter who has a dry tongue, who used to cone to bathe
in Wal den once every year when the water was warnmest, and at such
tinmes | ooked in upon ne, told me that many years ago he took his gun
one afternoon and went out for a cruise in Walden Wod; and as he
wal ked the Wayl and road he heard the cry of hounds approachi ng, and
ere long a fox | eaped the wall into the road, and as quick as
t hought | eaped the other wall out of the road, and his swift bullet
had not touched him Sonme way behind canme an ol d hound and her
three pups in full pursuit, hunting on their own account, and
di sappeared again in the woods. Late in the afternoon, as he was

resting in the thick woods south of Wal den, he heard the voice of



the hounds far over toward Fair Haven still pursuing the fox; and on
they came, their hounding cry which nmade all the woods ring soundi ng
nearer and nearer, now from Well Meadow, now from the Baker Farm

For a long tine he stood still and listened to their nusic, so sweet
to a hunter's ear, when suddenly the fox appeared, threading the

sol emm aisles with an easy coursing pace, whose sound was conceal ed
by a synpathetic rustle of the | eaves, swift and still, keeping the
round, |eaving his pursuers far behind; and, |eaping upon a rock
am d the woods, he sat erect and listening, with his back to the
hunter. For a nonent conpassion restrained the latter's arn but

that was a short-lived nood, and as qui ck as thought can follow

t hought his piece was | evelled, and whang! -- the fox, rolling over
the rock, lay dead on the ground. The hunter still kept his place
and listened to the hounds. Still on they came, and now the near

woods resounded through all their aisles with their denoniac cry.

At length the old hound burst into view with nuzzle to the ground,
and snapping the air as if possessed, and ran directly to the rock;
but, spying the dead fox, she suddenly ceased her hounding as if
struck dunmb with amazenent, and wal ked round and round himin

sil ence; and one by one her pups arrived, and, like their nother,
were sobered into silence by the nmystery. Then the hunter cane
forward and stood in their nidst, and the nystery was solved. They
waited in silence while he skinned the fox, then followed the brush
a while, and at length turned off into the woods again. That
evening a Weston squire cane to the Concord hunter's cottage to
inquire for his hounds, and told how for a week they had been
hunting on their own account from Weston woods. The Concord hunter
told hi mwhat he knew and offered himthe skin; but the other
declined it and departed. He did not find his hounds that night,
but the next day |earned that they had crossed the river and put up
at a farmhouse for the night, whence, having been well fed, they
took their departure early in the norning.

The hunter who told me this could renmenber one Sam Nutting, who



used to hunt bears on Fair Haven Ledges, and exchange their skins
for rumin Concord village; who told him even, that he had seen a
moose there. Nutting had a fanmous foxhound naned Burgoyne -- he
pronounced it Bugine -- which ny informant used to borrow. 1In the
"Wast Book" of an old trader of this town, who was also a captain,
town-clerk, and representative, | find the following entry. Jan
18th, 1742-3, "John Melven Cr. by 1 G ey Fox 0--2--3"; they are not
now found here; and in his |edger, Feb, 7th, 1743, Hezekiah Stratton
has credit "by 1/2 a Catt skin 0--1--4+"; of course, a wild-cat, for
Stratton was a sergeant in the old French war, and woul d not have
got credit for hunting | ess noble game. Credit is given for
deerskins also, and they were daily sold. One man still preserves
the horns of the |ast deer that was killed in this vicinity, and
anot her has told ne the particulars of the hunt in which his uncle
was engaged. The hunters were fornmerly a numerous and nerry crew
here. | renmenber well one gaunt N nrod who would catch up a | eaf by
the roadside and play a strain on it wilder and nore nel odious, if
my menory serves ne, than any hunting-horn

At m dni ght, when there was a noon, | sonetinmes net with hounds
in ny path prow ing about the woods, which would skul k out of ny
way, as if afraid, and stand silent anmid the bushes till | had
passed.

Squirrels and wild mice disputed for nmy store of nuts. There
were scores of pitch pines around ny house, fromone to four inches
in dianmeter, which had been gnawed by mice the previous winter -- a
Norwegi an wi nter for them for the snow lay |ong and deep, and they
were obliged to mx a large proportion of pine bark with their other
diet. These trees were alive and apparently flourishing at
nm dsummer, and many of them had grown a foot, though conpletely
girdled; but after another wi nter such were w thout exception dead.
It is remarkabl e that a single nobuse should thus be allowed a whol e
pine tree for its dinner, gnawi ng round instead of up and down it;

but perhaps it is necessary in order to thin these trees, which are



wont to grow up densely.

The hares (Lepus Americanus) were very fanmiliar. One had her
formunder ny house all wi nter, separated fromnme only by the
flooring, and she startled nme each norning by her hasty departure
when | began to stir -- thunp, thunp, thunp, striking her head
against the floor tinbers in her hurry. They used to cone round ny
door at dusk to nibble the potato parings which | had thrown out,
and were so nearly the color of the ground that they could hardly be
di stingui shed when still. Sonetinmes in the twilight | alternately
| ost and recovered sight of one sitting notionless under ny w ndow.
When | opened ny door in the evening, off they would go with a
squeak and a bounce. Near at hand they only excited ny pity. One
eveni ng one sat by ny door two paces fromne, at first trenbling
with fear, yet unwilling to nove; a poor wee thing, |ean and bony,
with ragged ears and sharp nose, scant tail and slender paws. It
| ooked as if Nature no |onger contained the breed of nobler bl oods,
but stood on her last toes. |Its |arge eyes appeared young and
unheal thy, alnost dropsical. | took a step, and lo, away it scud
with an elastic spring over the snowcrust, straightening its body
and its linmbs into graceful |ength, and soon put the forest between
me and itself -- the wild free venison, asserting its vigor and the
dignity of Nature. Not without reason was its sl enderness. Such
then was its nature. (Lepus, levipes, light-foot, sone think.)

What is a country without rabbits and partridges? They are
anong the nost sinple and indi genous ani mal products; ancient and
venerable famlies known to antiquity as to nodern tines; of the
very hue and substance of Nature, nearest allied to | eaves and to
the ground -- and to one another; it is either winged or it is
legged. It is hardly as if you had seen a wild creature when a
rabbit or a partridge bursts away, only a natural one, as nuch to be
expected as rustling |leaves. The partridge and the rabbit are stil
sure to thrive, like true natives of the soil, whatever revolutions

occur. If the forest is cut off, the sprouts and bushes which



spring up afford them conceal nent, and they becone nore numerous
than ever. That must be a poor country indeed that does not support
a hare. Qur woods teemwi th them both, and around every swanp may
be seen the partridge or rabbit wal k, beset with tw ggy fences and

horse-hair snares, which some cow boy tends.

The Pond in Wnter

After a still winter night | awke with the inpression that sone
question had been put to ne, which I had been endeavoring in vain to
answer in ny sleep, as what -- how -- when -- where? But there was
dawni ng Nature, in whomall creatures live, |ooking in at nmy broad
wi ndows with serene and satisfied face, and no question on her |ips.
| awoke to an answered question, to Nature and daylight. The snow
lying deep on the earth dotted with young pines, and the very sl ope
of the hill on which ny house is placed, seemed to say, Forward!
Nature puts no question and answers none which we nortals ask. She
has | ong ago taken her resolution. "O Prince, our eyes contenplate
with admiration and transmt to the soul the wonderful and varied
spectacle of this universe. The night veils wi thout doubt a part of
this glorious creation; but day cones to reveal to us this great
wor k, which extends fromearth even into the plains of the ether.”

Then to ny norning work. First | take an axe and pail and go in
search of water, if that be not a dream After a cold and snowy
night it needed a divining-rod to find it. Every winter the liquid
and trenbling surface of the pond, which was so sensitive to every
breath, and reflected every |light and shadow, becomes solid to the
depth of a foot or a foot and a half, so that it will support the
heavi est teans, and perchance the snow covers it to an equal depth

and it is not to be distinguished fromany level field. Like the



marnots in the surrounding hills, it closes its eyelids and becones
dormant for three nonths or nore. Standing on the snow covered
plain, as if in a pasture amd the hills, | cut ny way first through
a foot of snow, and then a foot of ice, and open a wi ndow under ny
feet, where, kneeling to drink, | look down into the quiet parlor of
the fishes, pervaded by a softened |ight as through a w ndow of
ground glass, with its bright sanded floor the same as in summer;
there a perennial wavel ess serenity reigns as in the anmber twilight
sky, corresponding to the cool and even tenperanent of the
i nhabi tants. Heaven is under our feet is well as over our heads.
Early in the norning, while all things are crisp with frost, nen
come with fishing-reels and slender lunch, and let down their fine
lines through the snow field to take pickerel and perch; wld nen,
who instinctively follow other fashions and trust other authorities
than their townsnen, and by their goings and com ngs stitch towns
together in parts where else they would be ripped. They sit and eat
their luncheon in stout fear-naughts on the dry oak | eaves on the
shore, as wise in natural lore as the citizen is in artificial
They never consulted with books, and know and can tell nuch |ess
than they have done. The things which they practice are said not
yet to be known. Here is one fishing for pickerel with grown perch
for bait. You look into his pail with wonder as into a sumrer pond,
as if he kept summer |ocked up at home, or knew where she had
retreated. How, pray, did he get these in mdwinter? ©h, he got
worns out of rotten |logs since the ground froze, and so he caught
them Hs life itself passes deeper in nature than the studies of
the naturalist penetrate; hinself a subject for the naturalist. The
|atter raises the noss and bark gently with his knife in search of
insects; the former | ays open logs to their core with his axe, and
nmoss and bark fly far and wide. He gets his living by barking
trees. Such a man has sone right to fish, and | love to see nature
carried out in him The perch swallows the grub-worm the pickere

swal l ows the perch, and the fisher-man swall ows the pickerel; and so



all the chinks in the scale of being are filled.

When | strolled around the pond in nisty weather | was sonetines
anused by the prinitive node which sone ruder fisherman had adopt ed
He woul d perhaps have placed al der branches over the narrow holes in
the ice, which were four or five rods apart and an equal distance
fromthe shore, and having fastened the end of the line to a stick
to prevent its being pulled through, have passed the slack |ine over
atwig of the alder, a foot or nore above the ice, and tied a dry
oak leaf to it, which, being pulled down, would show when he had a
bite. These alders |ooned through the mst at regular intervals as
you wal ked hal f way round the pond.

Ah, the pickerel of Walden! when | see themlying on the ice, or
in the well which the fishernan cuts in the ice, naking a little
hole to adnit the water, | am always surprised by their rare beauty,
as if they were fabulous fishes, they are so foreign to the streets,
even to the woods, foreign as Arabia to our Concord life. They
possess a quite dazzling and transcendent beauty which separates
themby a wide interval fromthe cadaverous cod and haddock whose
fame is trunpeted in our streets. They are not green like the
pi nes, nor gray like the stones, nor blue |like the sky; but they
have, to ny eyes, if possible, yet rarer colors, like flowers and
precious stones, as if they were the pearls, the aninalized nucl ei
or crystals of the Walden water. They, of course, are Wil den al
over and all through; are thenselves small WAl dens in the ani nal
ki ngdom Wal denses. It is surprising that they are caught here --
that in this deep and capacious spring, far beneath the rattling
teans and chai ses and tinkling sleighs that travel the Wal den road,
this great gold and enerald fish swinms. | never chanced to see its
kind in any market; it would be the cynosure of all eyes there.
Easily, with a few convul sive quirks, they give up their watery
ghosts, like a nortal translated before his tinme to the thin air of
heaven.

As | was desirous to recover the long | ost bottom of Wl den



Pond, | surveyed it carefully, before the ice broke up, early in
'"46, with conpass and chain and sounding |ine. There have been nmany
stories told about the bottom or rather no bottom of this pond,
whi ch certainly had no foundation for thenselves. It is renmarkable
how I ong men will believe in the bottonl essness of a pond without
taking the trouble to sound it. | have visited two such Bottonl ess
Ponds in one wal k in this neighborhood. WMany have believed that
Wal den reached quite through to the other side of the globe. Some
who have lain flat on the ice for a long time, |ooking down through
the illusive nedium perchance with watery eyes into the bargain,
and driven to hasty conclusions by the fear of catching cold in
their breasts, have seen vast holes "into which a | oad of hay m ght
be driven," if there were anybody to drive it, the undoubted source
of the Styx and entrance to the Infernal Regions fromthese parts.
O hers have gone down fromthe village with a "fifty-six” and a
wagon | oad of inch rope, but yet have failed to find any bottom for
while the "fifty-six" was resting by the way, they were payi ng out
the rope in the vain attenpt to fathomtheir truly imeasurable
capacity for nmarvell ousness. But | can assure ny readers that
Wal den has a reasonably tight bottomat a not unreasonable, though
at an unusual, depth. | fathoned it easily with a cod-line and a
stone wei ghi ng about a pound and a half, and could tell accurately
when the stone left the bottom by having to pull so nuch harder
before the water got underneath to help nme. The greatest depth was
exactly one hundred and two feet; to which nay be added the five
feet which it has risen since, making one hundred and seven. This
is a remarkabl e depth for so small an area; yet not an inch of it
can be spared by the inmagination. Wat if all ponds were shall ow?
Wuld it not react on the minds of nmen? | amthankful that this
pond was made deep and pure for a synbol. VWhile nmen believe in the
infinite some ponds will be thought to be bottonl ess.

A factory-owner, hearing what depth | had found, thought that it

could not be true, for, judging fromhis acquai ntance w th dans,



sand would not lie at so steep an angle. But the deepest ponds are
not so deep in proportion to their area as nost suppose, and, if

drai ned, would not |eave very remarkable valleys. They are not |ike
cups between the hills; for this one, which is so unusually deep for
its area, appears in a vertical section through its centre not
deeper than a shallow plate. Mst ponds, enptied, wuld | eave a
meadow no nore hollow than we frequently see. WIlliam G| pin, who
is so admirable in all that relates to | andscapes, and usually so
correct, standing at the head of Loch Fyne, in Scotland, which he
describes as "a bay of salt water, sixty or seventy fathons deep,
four miles in breadth," and about fifty niles |ong, surrounded by
mount ai ns, observes, "If we could have seen it imediately after the
di luvi an crash, or whatever convul sion of nature occasioned it,
before the waters gushed in, what a horrid chasmnust it have

appear ed!

"So high as heaved the tumid hills, so | ow
Down sunk a hol |l ow bottom broad and deep

Capaci ous bed of waters."

But if, using the shortest dianeter of Loch Fyne, we apply these
proportions to Wal den, which, as we have seen, appears already in a
vertical section only like a shallow plate, it will appear four
times as shallow. So much for the increased horrors of the chasm of
Loch Fyne when enptied. No doubt many a smiling valley with its
stretching cornfields occupies exactly such a "horrid chasm" from
whi ch the waters have receded, though it requires the insight and
the far sight of the geol ogist to convince the unsuspecting

i nhabitants of this fact. Oten an inquisitive eye nay detect the
shores of a primtive lake in the low horizon hills, and no
subsequent el evation of the plain have been necessary to concea
their history. But it is easiest, as they who work on the hi ghways

know, to find the hollows by the puddles after a shower. The anount



of it is, the imagination give it the least |icense, dives deeper
and soars higher than Nature goes. So, probably, the depth of the
ocean will be found to be very inconsiderable conpared with its

br eadt h.

As | sounded through the ice | could deternine the shape of the
bottomw th greater accuracy than is possible in surveying harbors
whi ch do not freeze over, and | was surprised at its genera
regularity. |In the deepest part there are several acres nore |eve
than al nost any field which is exposed to the sun, w nd, and pl ow.
In one instance, on a line arbitrarily chosen, the depth did not
vary nore than one foot in thirty rods; and generally, near the
nmiddle, | could calculate the variation for each one hundred feet in
any direction beforehand within three or four inches. Sone are
accustonmed to speak of deep and dangerous hol es even in quiet sandy
ponds like this, but the effect of water under these circunstances
is tolevel all inequalities. The regularity of the bottomand its
conformity to the shores and the range of the neighboring hills were
so perfect that a distant pronontory betrayed itself in the
soundi ngs quite across the pond, and its direction could be
det ermi ned by observing the opposite shore. Cape becones bar, and
pl ai n shoal, and valley and gorge deep water and channel

When | had napped the pond by the scale of ten rods to an inch
and put down the soundings, nore than a hundred in all, | observed
this remarkabl e coi nci dence. Having noticed that the nunber
i ndi cating the greatest depth was apparently in the centre of the
map, | laid a rule on the map | engthwi se, and then breadt hwi se, and
found, to ny surprise, that the line of greatest length intersected
the line of greatest breadth exactly at the point of greatest depth,
notw thstanding that the niddle is so nearly level, the outline of
the pond far fromregular, and the extrene | ength and breadth were
got by nmeasuring into the coves; and | said to nyself, W knows but
this hint would conduct to the deepest part of the ocean as well as

of a pond or puddle? 1Is not this the rule also for the height of



nmount ai ns, regarded as the opposite of valleys? W know that a hil
is not highest at its narrowest part.

O five coves, three, or all which had been sounded, were
observed to have a bar quite across their nmouths and deeper water
within, so that the bay tended to be an expansi on of water wthin
the land not only horizontally but vertically, and to forma basin
or independent pond, the direction of the two capes show ng the
course of the bar. Every harbor on the sea-coast, also, has its bar
at its entrance. |In proportion as the nouth of the cove was w der
conpared with its length, the water over the bar was deeper conpared
with that in the basin. Gven, then, the length and breadth of the
cove, and the character of the surrounding shore, and you have
al nost el ements enough to nmake out a fornula for all cases.

In order to see how nearly | could guess, with this experience,
at the deepest point in a pond, by observing the outlines of a
surface and the character of its shores alone, | nmade a plan of
White Pond, which contains about forty-one acres, and, like this,
has no island init, nor any visible inlet or outlet; and as the
line of greatest breadth fell very near the Iine of |east breadth,
where two opposite capes approached each other and two opposite bays
receded, | ventured to mark a point a short distance fromthe latter
line, but still on the Iine of greatest length, as the deepest. The
deepest part was found to be within one hundred feet of this, stil
farther in the direction to which I had inclined, and was only one
foot deeper, nanely, sixty feet. O course, a streamrunning
through, or an island in the pond, woul d nmake the problem nuch nore
conpl i cat ed.

If we knew all the |aws of Nature, we should need only one fact,
or the description of one actual phenonenon, to infer all the
particular results at that point. Now we know only a few | aws, and
our result is vitiated, not, of course, by any confusion or
irregularity in Nature, but by our ignorance of essential elenents

in the calculation. Qur notions of |aw and harnony are comonly



confined to those instances which we detect; but the harnony which
results froma far greater number of seemingly conflicting, but
really concurring, |aws, which we have not detected, is still nore
wonderful. The particular |laws are as our points of view, as, to
the traveller, a mountain outline varies with every step, and it has
an infinite nunber of profiles, though absolutely but one form

Even when cleft or bored through it is not conprehended in its
entireness.

What | have observed of the pond is no less true in ethics. It
is the | aw of average. Such a rule of the two diameters not only
gui des us toward the sun in the systemand the heart in man, but
draws |ines through the length and breadth of the aggregate of a
man's particular daily behaviors and waves of life into his coves
and inlets, and where they intersect will be the height or depth of
his character. Perhaps we need only to know how his shores trend
and his adjacent country or circunstances, to infer his depth and
conceal ed bottom If he is surrounded by nountai nous circunstances,
an Achillean shore, whose peaks overshadow and are reflected in his
bosom they suggest a corresponding depth in him But a | ow and
snoot h shore proves himshallow on that side. |In our bodies, a bold
projecting brow falls off to and indicates a correspondi ng depth of
thought. Also there is a bar across the entrance of our every cove,
or particular inclination; each is our harbor for a season, in which
we are detained and partially | and-l1ocked. These inclinations are
not whinsical usually, but their form size, and direction are
determined by the pronontories of the shore, the ancient axes of
el evation. Wen this bar is gradually increased by storns, tides,
or currents, or there is a subsidence of the waters, so that it
reaches to the surface, that which was at first but an inclination
in the shore in which a thought was harbored becones an indivi dua
| ake, cut off fromthe ocean, wherein the thought secures its own
conditions -- changes, perhaps, fromsalt to fresh, becones a sweet

sea, dead sea, or a marsh. At the advent of each individual into



this life, nmay we not suppose that such a bar has risen to the
surface sonewhere? It is true, we are such poor navigators that our
t houghts, for the nost part, stand off and on upon a harborl ess
coast, are conversant only with the bights of the bays of poesy, or
steer for the public ports of entry, and go into the dry docks of
sci ence, where they nerely refit for this world, and no natura
currents concur to individualize them

As for the inlet or outlet of Walden, | have not discovered any
but rain and snow and evaporation, though perhaps, with a
thernmoneter and a line, such places nmay be found, for where the
water flows into the pond it will probably be coldest in sumrer and
warnmest in winter. Wen the ice-nen were at work here in '46-7, the
cakes sent to the shore were one day rejected by those who were
stacking themup there, not being thick enough to lie side by side
with the rest; and the cutters thus discovered that the ice over a
smal | space was two or three inches thinner than el sewhere, which
made themthink that there was an inlet there. They also showed ne
i n anot her place what they thought was a "l each-hole,"” through which
the pond | eaked out under a hill into a neighboring nmeadow, pushing
me out on a cake of ice to see it. It was a small cavity under ten
feet of water; but | think that |I can warrant the pond not to need
soldering till they find a worse | eak than that. One has suggested,
that if such a "leach-hole" should be found, its connection with the
meadow, if any existed, might be proved by conveying sonme, colored
powder or sawdust to the nouth of the hole, and then putting a
strainer over the spring in the nmeadow, which would catch sone of
the particles carried through by the current.

While | was surveying, the ice, which was sixteen inches thick
undul ated under a slight wind like water. It is well known that a
| evel cannot be used on ice. At one rod fromthe shore its greatest
fluctuation, when observed by neans of a level on |and directed
toward a graduated staff on the ice, was three quarters of an inch

though the ice appeared firmy attached to the shore. It was



probably greater in the nmiddle. Wo knows but if our instrunments
were delicate enough we m ght detect an undulation in the crust of
the earth? Wen two |legs of ny |evel were on the shore and the
third on the ice, and the sights were directed over the latter, a
rise or fall of the ice of an alnost infinitesinmal anmount made a
difference of several feet on a tree across the pond. When | began
to cut holes for sounding there were three or four inches of water
on the ice under a deep snow which had sunk it thus far; but the
wat er began imediately to run into these holes, and continued to
run for two days in deep streans, which wore away the ice on every
side, and contributed essentially, if not mainly, to dry the surface
of the pond; for, as the water ran in, it raised and floated the
ice. This was sonewhat like cutting a hole in the bottomof a ship
to let the water out. Wen such holes freeze, and a rain succeeds,
and finally a new freezing forns a fresh snmooth ice over all, it is
beautifully nottled internally by dark figures, shaped sonmewhat |ike
a spider's web, what you may call ice rosettes, produced by the
channel s worn by the water flowing fromall sides to a centre
Sonetines, al so, when the ice was covered with shall ow puddl es,
saw a doubl e shadow of nyself, one standing on the head of the
other, one on the ice, the other on the trees or hillside.

Wiile yet it is cold January, and snow and ice are thick and
solid, the prudent |andlord cones fromthe village to get ice to
cool his sumrer drink; inpressively, even pathetically, wise, to
foresee the heat and thirst of July nowin January -- wearing a
thick coat and nmittens! when so many things are not provided for
It may be that he lays up no treasures in this world which will coo
his sumer drink in the next. He cuts and saws the solid pond,
unroofs the house of fishes, and carts off their very el enent and
air, held fast by chains and stakes |ike corded wood, through the
favoring winter air, to wintry cellars, to underlie the sunmrer
there. It looks like solidified azure, as, far off, it is drawn

through the streets. These ice-cutters are a merry race, full of



jest and sport, and when | went anbng themthey were wont to invite
me to saw pit-fashion with them | standing underneat h.

In the winter of '46-7 there cane a hundred nen of Hyperborean
extracti on swoop down on to our pond one norning, with many carl oads
of ungainly-1ooking farmng tools -- sleds, plows, drill-barrows,
turf-knives, spades, saws, rakes, and each man was arned with a
doubl e- poi nted pi ke-staff, such as is not described in the
New Engl and Farmer or the Cultivator. | did not know whether they
had conme to sow a crop of winter rye, or sonme other kind of grain
recently introduced fromlceland. As | saw no manure, | judged that
they neant to skimthe land, as | had done, thinking the soil was
deep and had lain fallow | ong enough. They said that a gentleman
farmer, who was behind the scenes, wanted to doubl e his noney,
whi ch, as | understood, ampunted to half a million already; but in
order to cover each one of his dollars with another, he took off the
only coat, ay, the skin itself, of Walden Pond in the nidst of a
hard winter. They went to work at once, plow ng, barrow ng,
rolling, furrowing, in admrable order, as if they were bent on
making this a nodel farm but when | was | ooking sharp to see what
ki nd of seed they dropped into the furrow, a gang of fellows by ny
si de suddenly began to hook up the virgin nould itself, with a
peculiar jerk, clean down to the sand, or rather the water -- for it
was a very springy soil -- indeed all the terra firma there was --
and haul it away on sleds, and then | guessed that they nust be
cutting peat in a bog. So they cane and went every day, with a
peculiar shriek fromthe | oconotive, fromand to sone point of the
polar regions, as it seemed to ne, like a flock of arctic
snow birds. But sonetinmes Squaw Wal den had her revenge, and a hired
man, wal ki ng behind his team slipped through a crack in the ground
down toward Tartarus, and he who was so brave before suddenly becane
but the ninth part of a man, al nbst gave up his ani nal heat, and was
glad to take refuge in ny house, and acknow edged that there was

some virtue in a stove; or sonetinmes the frozen soil took a piece of



steel out of a plowshare, or a plow got set in the furrow and had to
be cut out.

To speak literally, a hundred Irishmen, wth Yankee overseers,
came from Canbri dge every day to get out the ice. They divided it
into cakes by methods too well known to require description, and
these, being sledded to the shore, were rapidly hauled off on to an
ice platform and raised by grappling irons and bl ock and tackl e,
wor ked by horses, on to a stack, as surely as so many barrels of
flour, and there placed evenly side by side, and row upon row, as if
they forned the solid base of an obelisk designed to pierce the
clouds. They told ne that in a good day they could get out a
t housand tons, which was the yield of about one acre. Deep ruts and
"cradl e-hol es" were worn in the ice, as on terra firma, by the
passage of the sleds over the sanme track, and the horses invariably
ate their oats out of cakes of ice hollowed out |ike buckets. They
stacked up the cakes thus in the open air in a pile thirty-five feet
hi gh on one side and six or seven rods square, putting hay between
the outside |layers to exclude the air; for when the w nd, though
never so cold, finds a passage through, it will wear |large cavities,
| eaving slight supports or studs only here and there, and finally
topple it dowmm. At first it |ooked like a vast blue fort or
Val hal | a; but when they began to tuck the coarse neadow hay into the
crevices, and this became covered with rime and icicles, it |ooked
i ke a venerabl e noss-grown and hoary ruin, built of azure-tinted
marbl e, the abode of Wnter, that old man we see in the al manac --
his shanty, as if he had a design to estivate with us. They
cal cul ated that not twenty-five per cent of this would reach its
destination, and that two or three per cent would be wasted in the
cars. However, a still greater part of this heap had a different
destiny fromwhat was intended; for, either because the ice was
found not to keep so well as was expected, containing nore air than
usual , or for some other reason, it never got to market. This heap

made in the winter of '46-7 and estinmated to contain ten thousand



tons, was finally covered with hay and boards; and though it was
unroofed the following July, and a part of it carried off, the rest
remai ni ng exposed to the sun, it stood over that summer and the next
winter, and was not quite nelted till Septenber, 1848. Thus the
pond recovered the greater part.

Li ke the water, the Walden ice, seen near at hand, has a green
tint, but at a distance is beautifully blue, and you can easily tel
it fromthe white ice of the river, or the nerely greenish ice of
some ponds, a quarter of a mle off. Sonetimes one of those great
cakes slips fromthe ice-nan's sled into the village street, and
lies there for a week like a great enerald, an object of interest to
all passers. | have noticed that a portion of Wil den which in the
state of water was green will often, when frozen, appear fromthe
sane point of view blue. So the hollows about this pond will,
sometines, in the winter, be filled with a greeni sh water somewhat
like its own, but the next day will have frozen blue. Perhaps the
bl ue color of water and ice is due to the light and air they
contain, and the nost transparent is the bluest. Ilce is an
i nteresting subject for contenplation. They told ne that they had
some in the ice-houses at Fresh Pond five years old which was as
good as ever. Wy is it that a bucket of water soon becones putrid,
but frozen remains sweet forever? It is comonly said that this is
the difference between the affections and the intellect.

Thus for sixteen days | saw from ny wi ndow a hundred nen at work
i ke busy husbandnen, with teans and horses and apparently all the
i mpl ements of farm ng, such a picture as we see on the first page of
the al manac; and as often as | |ooked out | was reninded of the
fable of the lark and the reapers, or the parable of the sower, and
the like; and now they are all gone, and in thirty days nore,
probably, 1 shall ook fromthe same wi ndow on the pure sea-green
Wal den water there, reflecting the clouds and the trees, and sending
up its evaporations in solitude, and no traces will appear that a

man has ever stood there. Perhaps | shall hear a solitary |oon



| augh as he dives and plunes hinself, or shall see a lonely fisher
in his boat, like a floating |leaf, beholding his formreflected in
the waves, where lately a hundred nen securely | abored.

Thus it appears that the sweltering inhabitants of Charleston
and New Ol eans, of Madras and Bonbay and Cal cutta, drink at ny
well. In the nmorning | bathe my intellect in the stupendous and
cosnmogonal phil osophy of the Bhagvat-CGeeta, since whose conposition
years of the gods have el apsed, and in conparison with which our
modern world and its literature seem puny and trivial; and | doubt
i f that philosophy is not to be referred to a previous state of
exi stence, so renote is its sublimty fromour conceptions. | lay
down the book and go to ny well for water, and lo! there | neet the
servant of the Branmin, priest of Brahma and Vi shnu and | ndra, who
still sits in his tenple on the Ganges reading the Vedas, or dwells
at the root of a tree with his crust and water jug. | neet his
servant cone to draw water for his master, and our buckets as it
were grate together in the sane well. The pure Walden water is
mngled with the sacred water of the Ganges. Wth favoring winds it
is wafted past the site of the fabulous islands of Atlantis and the
Hesperi des, makes the periplus of Hanno, and, floating by Ternate
and Tidore and the nouth of the Persian Gulf, nelts in the tropic
gal es of the Indian seas, and is landed in ports of which Al exander

only heard the nanes.

Spring

The opening of large tracts by the ice-cutters commonly causes a
pond to break up earlier; for the water, agitated by the w nd, even
in cold weat her, wears away the surrounding ice. But such was not
the effect on Wal den that year, for she had soon got a thick new

garnment to take the place of the old. This pond never breaks up so



soon as the others in this neighborhood, on account both of its
greater depth and its having no stream passing through it to nelt or
wear away the ice. | never knew it to open in the course of a

wi nter, not excepting that of '52-3, which gave the ponds so severe
atrial. It commonly opens about the first of April, a week or ten
days later than Flint's Pond and Fair Haven, beginning to nelt on
the north side and in the shallower parts where it began to freeze.
It indicates better than any water hereabouts the absol ute progress
of the season, being |least affected by transient changes of
tenperature. A severe cold of a few days duration in March may very
much retard the opening of the former ponds, while the tenperature
of Wl den increases alnost uninterruptedly. A thernoneter thrust
into the mddl e of Walden on the 6th of March, 1847, stood at 32x,
or freezing point; near the shore at 33x; in the middle of Flint's
Pond, the sane day, at 32+x; at a dozen rods fromthe shore, in
shal | ow water, under ice a foot thick, at 36x. This difference of
three and a half degrees between the tenperature of the deep water
and the shallowin the latter pond, and the fact that a great
proportion of it is conparatively shallow, show why it should break
up so rmuch sooner than Walden. The ice in the shallowest part was
at this tine several inches thinner than in the mddle. In

m dwi nter the niddle had been the warmest and the ice thinnest
there. So, also, every one who has waded about the shores of the
pond in sunmer nust have perceived how nuch warnmer the water is
close to the shore, where only three or four inches deep, than a
little distance out, and on the surface where it is deep, than near
the bottom In spring the sun not only exerts an influence through
the increased tenperature of the air and earth, but its heat passes
through ice a foot or nmore thick, and is reflected fromthe bottom
in shallow water, and so also warns the water and nelts the under
side of the ice, at the sane tine that it is nelting it nore
directly above, making it uneven, and causing the air bubbles which

it contains to extend thensel ves upward and downward until it is



compl etely honeyconbed, and at |ast di sappears suddenly in a single
spring rain. Ice has its grain as well as wiod, and when a cake
begins to rot or "conb," that is, assune the appearance of
honeyconb, whatever nay be its position, the air cells are at right
angles with what was the water surface. Were there is a rock or a
log rising near to the surface the ice over it is nmuch thinner, and
is frequently quite dissolved by this reflected heat; and |I have
been told that in the experinent at Canbridge to freeze water in a
shal | ow wooden pond, though the cold air circul ated underneath, and
so had access to both sides, the reflection of the sun fromthe
bottom nore than counterbal anced this advantage. Wen a warmrain
in the nddle of the winter nelts off the snowice from Wal den, and
| eaves a hard dark or transparent ice on the nmiddle, there will be a
strip of rotten though thicker white ice, a rod or nore w de, about
the shores, created by this reflected heat. Also, as | have said,

t he bubbl es thensel ves within the ice operate as burning-glasses to
melt the ice beneath.

The phenonena of the year take place every day in a pond on a
smal |l scale. Every norning, generally speaking, the shall ow water
is being warned nore rapidly than the deep, though it nmay not be
made so warm after all, and every evening it is being cooled nore
rapidly until the nmorning. The day is an epitonme of the year. The
night is the winter, the norning and evening are the spring and
fall, and the noon is the sumer. The cracking and boom ng of the
ice indicate a change of tenperature. One pleasant norning after a
cold night, February 24th, 1850, having gone to Flint's Pond to
spend the day, | noticed with surprise, that when | struck the ice
with the head of my axe, it resounded like a gong for many rods
around, or as if | had struck on a tight drumhead. The pond began
to boom about an hour after sunrise, when it felt the influence of
the sun's rays slanted upon it fromover the hills; it stretched
itself and yawned |ike a waking man with a gradually increasing

turmul t, which was kept up three or four hours. It took a short



siesta at noon, and boomed once nore toward night, as the sun was
withdrawing his influence. 1In the right stage of the weather a pond
fires its evening gun with great regularity. But in the middle of
the day, being full of cracks, and the air also being | ess elastic,
it had conpletely lost its resonance, and probably fishes and
muskrats could not then have been stunned by a blowon it. The
fishernmen say that the "thundering of the pond" scares the fishes
and prevents their biting. The pond does not thunder every eveni ng,
and | cannot tell surely when to expect its thundering; but though
may perceive no difference in the weather, it does. Who would have
suspected so large and cold and thick-skinned a thing to be so
sensitive? Yet it has its law to which it thunders obedi ence when
it should as surely as the buds expand in the spring. The earth is
all alive and covered with papillae. The largest pond is as
sensitive to atnospheric changes as the globule of nercury inits

t ube.

One attraction in conmng to the woods to live was that | should
have | ei sure and opportunity to see the Spring cone in. The ice in
the pond at |ength begins to be honeyconbed, and | can set ny hee
init as | walk. Fogs and rains and warnmer suns are gradually
melting the snow, the days have grown sensibly longer; and | see how
| shall get through the winter without adding to nmy wood-pile, for
large fires are no |longer necessary. | amon the alert for the
first signs of spring, to hear the chance note of sone arriving
bird, or the striped squirrel's chirp, for his stores nust be now
nearly exhausted, or see the woodchuck venture out of his w nter
quarters. On the 13th of March, after | had heard the bl uebird,
song sparrow, and red-wing, the ice was still nearly a foot thick
As the weather grew warnmer it was not sensibly worn away by the
wat er, nor broken up and floated off as in rivers, but, though it
was conpletely nelted for half a rod in width about the shore, the
m ddl e was nerely honeyconbed and saturated with water, so that you

could put your foot through it when six inches thick; but by the



next day evening, perhaps, after a warmrain followed by fog, it
woul d have whol |y di sappeared, all gone off with the fog, spirited

away. One year | went across the niddle only five days before it

di sappeared entirely. In 1845 Wal den was first conpletely open on
the 1st of April; in '46, the 25th of March; in "47, the 8th of
April; in '51, the 28th of March; in '52, the 18th of April; in '53,

the 23d of March; in '54, about the 7th of April.

Every incident connected with the breaking up of the rivers and
ponds and the settling of the weather is particularly interesting to
us who live in a climte of so great extremes. Wien the warner days
come, they who dwell near the river hear the ice crack at night with
a startling whoop as loud as artillery, as if its icy fetters were
rent fromend to end, and within a few days see it rapidly going
out. So the alligator conmes out of the nud wth quakings of the
earth. One old man, who has been a cl ose observer of Nature, and
seenms as thoroughly wise in regard to all her operations as if she
had been put upon the stocks when he was a boy, and he had hel ped to
| ay her keel -- who has cone to his growh, and can hardly acquire
nore of natural lore if he should live to the age of Methuselah --
told me -- and | was surprised to hear himexpress wonder at any of
Nature's operations, for | thought that there were no secrets
bet ween them -- that one spring day he took his gun and boat, and
t hought that he would have a little sport with the ducks. There was
ice still on the neadows, but it was all gone out of the river, and
he dropped down wi thout obstruction from Sudbury, where he lived, to
Fair Haven Pond, which he found, unexpectedly, covered for the nobst
part with a firmfield of ice. It was a warmday, and he was
surprised to see so great a body of ice remaining. Not seeing any
ducks, he hid his boat on the north or back side of an island in the
pond, and then conceal ed hinmself in the bushes on the south side, to
await them The ice was nelted for three or four rods fromthe
shore, and there was a snooth and warm sheet of water, with a nuddy

bottom such as the ducks love, within, and he thought it likely



that some would be along pretty soon. After he had lain still there
about an hour he heard a | ow and seenmingly very distant sound, but
singularly grand and inpressive, unlike anything he had ever heard,
gradually swelling and increasing as if it would have a universa
and nenorabl e ending, a sullen rush and roar, which seenmed to him
all at once like the sound of a vast body of fow conming into
settle there, and, seizing his gun, he started up in haste and
excited; but he found, to his surprise, that the whole body of the
ice had started while he lay there, and drifted in to the shore, and
the sound he had heard was nade by its edge grating on the shore --
at first gently nibbled and crunmbled off, but at |ength heaving up
and scattering its wecks along the island to a consi derabl e hei ght
before it came to a standstill.

At length the sun's rays have attained the right angle, and warm
wi nds blow up nmist and rain and nelt the snowbanks, and the sun
di spersing the nmist, smles on a checkered | andscape of russet and
white snoking with incense, through which the traveller picks his
way fromislet to islet, cheered by the nusic of a thousand tinkling
rills and rivulets whose veins are filled with the bl ood of wi nter
whi ch they are bearing off.

Few phenonena gave nme nore delight than to observe the forns
whi ch thawi ng sand and clay assune in flowi ng down the sides of a
deep cut on the railroad through which | passed on ny way to the
vill age, a phenonenon not very common on so |large a scale, though
t he nunber of freshly exposed banks of the right material nust have
been greatly multiplied since railroads were invented. The materia
was sand of every degree of fineness and of various rich colors,
commnly mxed with a little clay. Wen the frost cones out in the
spring, and even in a thawing day in the winter, the sand begins to
fl ow down the slopes |like |lava, sonetines bursting out through the
snow and overflowing it where no sand was to be seen before.
Innunerable little streans overlap and interlace one w th another

exhibiting a sort of hybrid product, which obeys half way the |aw of



currents, and half way that of vegetation. As it flows it takes the
forns of sappy |eaves or vines, naking heaps of pulpy sprays a foot
or nore in depth, and resenbling, as you | ook down on them the

| aci ni ated, |obed, and inbricated thalluses of sone |ichens; or you
are rem nded of coral, of |leopard s paws or birds' feet, of brains
or lungs or bowels, and excrenments of all kinds. It is atruly
grot esque vegetation, whose fornms and color we see inmitated in
bronze, a sort of architectural foliage nore ancient and typica
than acant hus, chiccory, ivy, vine, or any vegetabl e | eaves;
destined perhaps, under sone circunstances, to becone a puzzle to
future geol ogists. The whole cut inpressed ne as if it were a cave
with its stalactites laid open to the light. The various shades of
the sand are singularly rich and agreeabl e, enbracing the different
iron colors, brown, gray, yellow sh, and reddish. Wen the flow ng
mass reaches the drain at the foot of the bank it spreads out
flatter into strands, the separate streans losing their

sem -cylindrical formand gradually becom ng nore flat and broad,

runni ng together as they are nore noist, till they forman al nost
flat sand, still variously and beautifully shaded, but in which you
can trace the original fornms of vegetation; till at length, in the
water itself, they are converted into banks, |ike those formed off

the mouths of rivers, and the forns of vegetation are lost in the
ripple marks on the bottom

The whol e bank, which is fromtwenty to forty feet high, is
sonetines overlaid with a nmass of this kind of foliage, or sandy
rupture, for a quarter of a mle on one or both sides, the produce
of one spring day. Wat nakes this sand foliage remarkable is its
springing into existence thus suddenly. When | see on the one side
the inert bank -- for the sun acts on one side first -- and on the
other this luxuriant foliage, the creation of an hour, | amaffected
as if in a peculiar sense | stood in the |aboratory of the Arti st
who made the world and nme -- had cone to where he was still at work

sporting on this bank, and with excess of energy strewing his fresh



designs about. | feel as if | were nearer to the vitals of the
gl obe, for this sandy overflow is something such a foliaceous mass
as the vitals of the animal body. You find thus in the very sands
an anticipation of the vegetable leaf. No wonder that the earth
expresses itself outwardly in |eaves, it so |labors with the idea
inwardly. The atons have already | earned this | aw, and are pregnant
by it. The overhanging | eaf sees here its prototype. Internally,
whether in the globe or animal body, it is a noist thick |obe, a
word especially applicable to the liver and lungs and the | eaves of
fat (jnai, labor, lapsus, to flow or slip downward, a |apsing;
jiais, globus, |obe, globe; also |ap, flap, and many ot her words);
externally a dry thin |eaf, even as the f and v are a pressed and
dried b. The radicals of |obe are Ib, the soft mass of the b
(single | obed, or B, double |obed), with the liquid | behind it
pressing it forward. |In globe, glb, the guttural g adds to the
meani ng the capacity of the throat. The feathers and wi ngs of birds
are still drier and thinner |eaves. Thus, also, you pass fromthe
| unpish grub in the earth to the airy and fluttering butterfly. The
very globe continually transcends and translates itself, and becones
winged inits orbit. Even ice begins with delicate crystal |eaves,
as if it had flowed into noulds which the fronds of waterplants have
i npressed on the watery mirror. The whole tree itself is but one
leaf, and rivers are still vaster |eaves whose pulp is intervening
earth, and towns and cities are the ova of insects in their axils.
When the sun withdraws the sand ceases to flow, but in the
morning the streans will start once nore and branch and branch again
into a nyriad of others. You here see perchance how bl ood-vessel s
are formed. |If you look closely you observe that first there pushes
forward fromthe thawi ng mass a stream of softened sand with a
drop-like point, like the ball of the finger, feeling its way slowy
and blindly downward, until at last with nore heat and noisture, as
the sun gets higher, the nost fluid portion, in its effort to obey

the law to which the nost inert also yields, separates fromthe



latter and forms for itself a neandering channel or artery within
that, in which is seen a little silvery streamglancing |ike
lightning fromone stage of pul py | eaves or branches to another, and
ever and anon swallowed up in the sand. It is wonderful how rapidly
yet perfectly the sand organizes itself as it flows, using the best
material its mass affords to formthe sharp edges of its channel
Such are the sources of rivers. |In the silicious matter which the
wat er deposits is perhaps the bony system and in the still finer
soil and organic natter the fleshy fibre or cellular tissue. What
is man but a mass of thawing clay? The ball of the human finger is
but a drop congeal ed. The fingers and toes flow to their extent
fromthe thawi ng mass of the body. Wo knows what the human body
woul d expand and flow out to under a nore genial heaven? |Is not the
hand a spreading palmleaf with its | obes and veins? The ear may be
regarded, fancifully, as a lichen, unbilicaria, on the side of the
head, with its |obe or drop. The lip -- labium fromlabor (?) --
| aps or | apses fromthe sides of the cavernous nouth. The nose is a
mani f est congeal ed drop or stalactite. The chinis a still larger
drop, the confluent dripping of the face. The cheeks are a slide
fromthe brows into the valley of the face, opposed and diffused by
the cheek bones. Each rounded | obe of the vegetable leaf, too, is a
thick and now loitering drop, larger or snaller; the Iobes are the
fingers of the leaf; and as many | obes as it has, in so many
directions it tends to flow, and nore heat or other genial
i nfluences woul d have caused it to flow yet farther

Thus it seened that this one hillside illustrated the principle
of all the operations of Nature. The Maker of this earth but
patented a leaf. What Chanpollion will decipher this hieroglyphic
for us, that we may turn over a new leaf at last? This phenonenon
is nore exhilarating to ne than the |uxuriance and fertility of
vineyards. True, it is somewhat excrementitious in its character
and there is no end to the heaps of liver, lights, and bowels, as if

the gl obe were turned wong side outward; but this suggests at |east



that Nature has some bowels, and there again is nother of humanity.
This is the frost comng out of the ground; this is Spring. It
precedes the green and flowery spring, as nythol ogy precedes regul ar
poetry. | know of nothing nore purgative of winter funes and

i ndigestions. It convinces ne that Earth is still in her
swaddl i ng-cl ot hes, and stretches forth baby fingers on every side.
Fresh curls spring fromthe bal dest brow There is nothing

i norganic. These foliaceous heaps lie along the bank |ike the slag
of a furnace, showing that Nature is "in full blast" within. The
earth is not a nmere fragment of dead history, stratum upon stratum
like the | eaves of a book, to be studied by geol ogi sts and
antiquaries chiefly, but living poetry like the |eaves of a tree,
whi ch precede flowers and fruit -- not a fossil earth, but a living
earth; conpared with whose great central life all animal and
vegetable life is nmerely parasitic. |Its throes will heave our
exuviae fromtheir graves. You may nmelt your netals and cast them
into the nost beautiful noulds you can; they will never excite me
like the forns which this nolten earth flows out into. And not only
it, but the institutions upon it are plastic like clay in the hands
of the potter.

Ere long, not only on these banks, but on every hill and plain
and in every hollow, the frost cones out of the ground like a
dormant quadruped fromits burrow, and seeks the sea with nusic, or
mgrates to other clinmes in clouds. Thaw with his gentle persuasion
is nore powerful than Thor with his hamer. The one nelts, the
ot her but breaks in pieces.

When the ground was partially bare of snow, and a few warm days
had dried its surface somewhat, it was pleasant to conpare the first
tender signs of the infant year just peeping forth with the stately
beauty of the withered vegetati on which had w thstood the
winter -- life-everlasting, goldenrods, pinweeds, and graceful wld
grasses, nore obvious and interesting frequently than in sumrer

even, as if their beauty was not ripe till then; even cotton-grass,



cat-tails, mulleins, johnswort, hard-hack, neadow sweet, and other
strong-stemed pl ants, those unexhausted granaries which entertain
the earliest birds -- decent weeds, at |east, which wi dowed Nature
wears. | amparticularly attracted by the arching and sheaf-Iike
top of the wool-grass; it brings back the sumer to our w nter
menories, and is anong the forns which art |oves to copy, and which,
in the vegetabl e kingdom have the sane relation to types already in
the mi nd of man that astronony has. It is an antique style, older
than Greek or Egyptian. Many of the phenonena of Wnter are
suggestive of an inexpressible tenderness and fragile delicacy. W
are accustoned to hear this king described as a rude and boi st erous
tyrant; but with the gentleness of a |over he adorns the tresses of
Sunmer .

At the approach of spring the red squirrels got under ny house,
two at atine, directly under nmy feet as | sat reading or witing,
and kept up the queerest chuckling and chirruping and voca
pirouetting and gurgling sounds that ever were heard; and when
stanped they only chirruped the |louder, as if past all fear and
respect in their mad pranks, defying humanity to stop them No, you
don't -- chickaree -- chickaree. They were wholly deaf to ny
argunents, or failed to perceive their force, and fell into a strain
of invective that was irresistible.

The first sparrow of spring! The year beginning with younger
hope than ever! The faint silvery warblings heard over the
partially bare and noist fields fromthe bluebird, the song sparrow,
and the red-wing, as if the last flakes of winter tinkled as they
fell! Wt at such a tine are histories, chronologies, traditions,
and all witten revelations? The brooks sing carols and glees to
the spring. The marsh hawk, sailing | ow over the neadow, is already
seeking the first sliny life that awakes. The sinking sound of
melting snowis heard in all dells, and the ice dissolves apace in
the ponds. The grass flames up on the hillsides like a spring fire

-- "et primtus oritur herba inbribus prinoribus evocata" -- as if



the earth sent forth an inward heat to greet the returning sun; not
yell ow but green is the color of its flane; -- the synbol of
perpetual youth, the grass-blade, |like a |long green ribbon, streans

fromthe sod into the sumrer, checked indeed by the frost, but anon

pushing on again, lifting its spear of last year's hay with the
fresh life below It grows as steadily as the rill oozes out of the
ground. It is alnost identical with that, for in the grow ng days

of June, when the rills are dry, the grass-blades are their
channel s, and fromyear to year the herds drink at this perennia
green stream and the nower draws fromit betines their wnter
supply. So our human life but dies down to its root, and still puts
forth its green blade to eternity.

Wal den is nmelting apace. There is a canal two rods w de al ong
the northerly and westerly sides, and wider still at the east end.
A great field of ice has cracked off fromthe main body. | hear a
song sparrow singing fromthe bushes on the shore -- olit, olit,
olit -- chip, chip, chip, che char -- che wiss, wiss, wiss. He too
is helping to crack it. How handsone the great sweeping curves in
the edge of the ice, answering sonewhat to those of the shore, but
more regular! It is unusually hard, owing to the recent severe but
transient cold, and all watered or waved |like a palace floor. But
the wind slides eastward over its opaque surface in vain, till it
reaches the living surface beyond. 1t is glorious to behold this
ri bbon of water sparkling in the sun, the bare face of the pond ful
of glee and youth, as if it spoke the joy of the fishes within it,
and of the sands on its shore -- a silvery sheen as fromthe scales
of a leuciscus, as it were all one active fish. Such is the
contrast between winter and spring. Walden was dead and is alive
again. But this spring it broke up nore steadily, as | have said.

The change fromstormand winter to serene and mld weather
from dark and sluggish hours to bright and elastic ones, is a
menorabl e crisis which all things proclaim It is seenmingly

i nstantaneous at last. Suddenly an influx of light filled ny house,



t hough the evening was at hand, and the clouds of winter stil
overhung it, and the eaves were dripping with sleety rain. | |ooked
out the window, and | o! where yesterday was cold gray ice there |ay
the transparent pond already calmand full of hope as in a sumrer
evening, reflecting a sumer evening sky in its bosom though none
was visible overhead, as if it had intelligence with sone renote
horizon. | heard a robin in the distance, the first | had heard for

many a thousand years, nethought, whose note | shall not forget for

many a thousand nore -- the sane sweet and powerful song as of yore.
O the evening robin, at the end of a New Engl and summer day! |If
could ever find the twig he sits upon! | nmean he; | nean the twg.

This at least is not the Turdus nmigratorius. The pitch pines and
shrub oaks about mnmy house, which had so | ong drooped, suddenly
resuned their several characters, |ooked brighter, greener, and nore
erect and alive, as if effectually cleansed and restored by the
rain. | knew that it would not rain any nore. You may tell by

| ooking at any twig of the forest, ay, at your very wood-pile,
whether its winter is past or not. As it grew darker, | was
startled by the honking of geese flying | ow over the woods, like
weary travellers getting in late from Sout hern | akes, and indul gi ng
at last in unrestrained conplaint and nutual consol ation. Standing
at ny door, | could bear the rush of their w ngs; when, driving
toward ny house, they suddenly spied ny light, and with hushed

cl amor wheel ed and settled in the pond. So | cane in, and shut the
door, and passed ny first spring night in the woods.

In the morning | watched the geese fromthe door through the
mst, sailing in the mddle of the pond, fifty rods off, so large
and tunul tuous that Wl den appeared like an artificial pond for
their anmusenent. But when | stood on the shore they at once rose up
with a great flapping of wings at the signal of their conmander, and
when they had got into rank circled about over my head, twenty-nine
of them and then steered straight to Canada, with a regul ar honk

fromthe | eader at intervals, trusting to break their fast in



muddi er pools. A "plump" of ducks rose at the sane tine and took
the route to the north in the wake of their noisier cousins.

For a week | heard the circling, groping clangor of sone
solitary goose in the foggy nornings, seeking its conpanion, and
still peopling the woods with the sound of a larger life than they
could sustain. In April the pigeons were seen again flying express
in small flocks, and in due tine | heard the martins twittering over
my clearing, though it had not seemed that the township contained so
many that it could afford me any, and | fancied that they were
peculiarly of the ancient race that dwelt in hollow trees ere white
men cane. In alnost all clines the tortoise and the frog are anong
the precursors and heralds of this season, and birds fly with song
and gl anci ng plumage, and plants spring and bl oom and w nds bl ow,
to correct this slight oscillation of the poles and preserve the
equi l i brium of nature.

As every season seens best to us in its turn, so the coning in
of spring is like the creation of Cosnos out of Chaos and the

realization of the Gol den Age.--

"Eurus ad Auroram Nabat haeaque regna recessit,

Persi daque, et radiis juga subdita matutinis."

"The East-Wnd withdrew to Aurora and t he Nabat hean ki ngdom

And the Persian, and the ridges placed under the norning rays.

Man was born. \Whether that Artificer of things,
The origin of a better world, made himfromthe divine seed;
O the earth, being recent and |l ately sundered fromthe high

Et her, retained sone seeds of cognate heaven."

A single gentle rain nakes the grass nmany shades greener. So

our prospects brighten on the influx of better thoughts. W should



be blessed if we lived in the present always, and took advantage of
every accident that befell us, like the grass which confesses the

i nfluence of the slightest dewthat falls on it; and did not spend
our tine in atoning for the neglect of past opportunities, which we
call doing our duty. We loiter in winter while it is already
spring. In a pleasant spring norning all nmen's sins are forgiven
Such a day is a truce to vice. Wile such a sun holds out to burn
the vilest sinner may return. Through our own recovered innocence
we di scern the innocence of our neighbors. You may have known your
nei ghbor yesterday for a thief, a drunkard, or a sensualist, and
nmerely pitied or despised him and despaired of the world; but the
sun shines bright and warmthis first spring norning, recreating the
worl d, and you neet himat sone serene work, and see howit is
exhaust ed and debauched veins expand with still joy and bless the
new day, feel the spring influence with the innocence of infancy,
and all his faults are forgotten. There is not only an atnosphere
of good will about him but even a savor of holiness groping for
expression, blindly and ineffectually perhaps, |like a new born
instinct, and for a short hour the south hill-side echoes to no

vul gar jest. You see sone innocent fair shoots preparing to burst
fromhis gnarled rind and try another year's life, tender and fresh

as the youngest plant. Even he has entered into the joy of his

Lord. Wiy the jailer does not |eave open his prison doors -- why
the judge does not disms his case -- why the preacher does not
di smiss his congregation! It is because they do not obey the hint

whi ch God gives them nor accept the pardon which he freely offers
to all.

"A return to goodness produced each day in the tranquil and
beneficent breath of the norning, causes that in respect to the |ove
of virtue and the hatred of vice, one approaches a little the
primtive nature of nman, as the sprouts of the forest which has been
felled. In like manner the evil which one does in the interval of a

day prevents the gerns of virtues which began to spring up again



from devel opi ng thensel ves and destroys them

"After the gerns of virtue have thus been prevented many tines
from devel opi ng thensel ves, then the beneficent breath of evening
does not suffice to preserve them As soon as the breath of evening
does not suffice longer to preserve them then the nature of nan
does not differ nmuch fromthat of the brute. Men seeing the nature
of this man |like that of the brute, think that he has never
possessed the innate faculty of reason. Are those the true and

natural sentinents of man?"

"The CGol den Age was first created, which w thout any avenger
Spont aneously without |aw cherished fidelity and rectitude.
Puni shment and fear were not; nor were threatening words read
On suspended brass; nor did the suppliant crowd fear
The words of their judge; but were safe w thout an avenger
Not yet the pine felled on its nountains had descended
To the liquid waves that it mght see a foreign world,

And nortal s knew no shores but their own.

There was eternal spring, and placid zephyrs with warm

Bl asts soothed the flowers born w thout seed."

On the 29th of April, as | was fishing fromthe bank of the
river near the N ne-Acre-Corner bridge, standing on the quaking
grass and willow roots, where the nuskrats lurk, | heard a singular
rattling sound, sonewhat |ike that of the sticks which boys play
with their fingers, when, |ooking up, | observed a very slight and
graceful hawk, like a nighthawk, alternately soaring like a ripple
and tunbling a rod or two over and over, show ng the under side of
its wings, which gleaned like a satin ribbon in the sun, or like the
pearly inside of a shell. This sight rem nded nme of falconry and
what nobl eness and poetry are associated with that sport. The

Merlin it seened to me it might be called: but | care not for its



nane. It was the nost ethereal flight | had ever witnessed. It did
not sinply flutter like a butterfly, nor soar like the |arger hawks,
but it sported with proud reliance in the fields of air; nounting
again and again with its strange chuckle, it repeated its free and
beautiful fall, turning over and over like a kite, and then

recovering fromits lofty tunbling, as if it had never set its foot

on terra firma. |t appeared to have no conpanion in the universe --
sporting there alone -- and to need none but the norning and the
ether with which it played. It was not |onely, but nmade all the

earth lonely beneath it. Were was the parent which hatched it, its
kindred, and its father in the heavens? The tenant of the air, it
seened related to the earth but by an egg hatched sonme time in the
crevice of a crag; -- or was its native nest nade in the angle of a
cl oud, woven of the rainbow s trinmngs and the sunset sky, and
lined with some soft m dsummrer haze caught up fromearth? Its eyry
now sone cliffy cloud.

Beside this | got a rare nmess of golden and silver and bright
cupreous fishes, which | ooked like a string of jewels. Ah! | have
penetrated to those neadows on the norning of many a first spring
day, junping from hunmock to hummock, fromw llow root to wllow
root, when the wild river valley and the woods were bathed in so
pure and bright a Iight as woul d have waked the dead, if they had
been slumbering in their graves, as sone suppose. There needs no
stronger proof of immortality. Al things nust live in such a
light. O Death, where was thy sting? O Grave, where was thy
victory, then?

Qur village life would stagnate if it were not for the
unexpl ored forests and neadows which surround it. W need the tonic
of wildness -- to wade sonetinmes in marshes where the bittern and
t he meadow hen lurk, and hear the boom ng of the snipe; to snell the
whi spering sedge where only sonme wilder and nore solitary fow
buil ds her nest, and the mnk crawls with its belly close to the

ground. At the same time that we are earnest to explore and | earn



all things, we require that all things be nysterious and
unexpl orable, that land and sea be infinitely wild, unsurveyed and
unf at honed by us because unfat homable. W can never have enough of
nature. W nust be refreshed by the sight of inexhaustible vigor
vast and titanic features, the sea-coast with its wecks, the
wilderness with its living and its decaying trees, the
t hunder-cloud, and the rain which |asts three weeks and produces
freshets. W need to witness our own linits transgressed, and sone
life pasturing freely where we never wander. W are cheered when we
observe the vulture feeding on the carrion which disgusts and
di sheartens us, and deriving health and strength fromthe repast.
There was a dead horse in the hollow by the path to ny house, which
conpel l ed ne sonetines to go out of nmy way, especially in the night
when the air was heavy, but the assurance it gave ne of the strong
appetite and inviolable health of Nature was ny conpensation for
this. | love to see that Nature is so rife with life that myri ads
can be afforded to be sacrificed and suffered to prey on one
anot her; that tender organizations can be so serenely squashed out
of existence like pulp -- tadpol es which herons gobble up, and
tortoi ses and toads run over in the road; and that sonetines it has
rained flesh and blood! Wth the liability to accident, we nmust see
how little account is to be nade of it. The inpression nade on a
wi se man is that of universal innocence. Poison is not poisonous
after all, nor are any wounds fatal. Conpassion is a very untenable
ground. It nust be expeditious. |Its pleadings will not bear to be
st er eot yped.

Early in May, the oaks, hickories, maples, and other trees, just
putting out am dst the pine woods around the pond, inparted a
bri ghtness |ike sunshine to the | andscape, especially in cloudy
days, as if the sun were breaking through mists and shining faintly
on the hillsides here and there. On the third or fourth of May |
saw a loon in the pond, and during the first week of the nmonth |

heard the whip-poor-will, the brown thrasher, the veery, the wood



pewee, the chewi nk, and other birds. | had heard the wood thrush
| ong before. The phoebe had al ready cone once nore and | ooked in at
my door and wi ndow, to see if ny house was cavern-1like enough for
her, sustaining herself on hunming wings with clinched talons, as if
she held by the air, while she surveyed the premnises. The
sul phur-1like pollen of the pitch pine soon covered the pond and the
stones and rotten wood al ong the shore, so that you could have
collected a barrelful. This is the "sul phur showers" we bear of.
Even in Calidas' drama of Sacontala, we read of "rills dyed yell ow
with the golden dust of the lotus." And so the seasons went rolling
on into sunmer, as one ranbles into higher and hi gher grass.

Thus was ny first year's life in the woods conpl eted; and the
second year was simlar toit. | finally left \Wal den Septenber 6th,

1847.

Concl usi on

To the sick the doctors wi sely recommend a change of air and
scenery. Thank Heaven, here is not all the world. The buckeye does
not grow in New England, and the nockingbird is rarely heard here.
The wild goose is nore of a cosnopolite than we; he breaks his fast
in Canada, takes a luncheon in the Chio, and plunes hinself for the
night in a southern bayou. Even the bison, to sone extent, keeps
pace with the seasons cropping the pastures of the Col orado only
till a greener and sweeter grass awaits himby the Yell owstone. Yet
we think that if rail fences are pulled down, and stone walls piled
up on our farms, bounds are henceforth set to our lives and our
fates decided. |If you are chosen town clerk, forsooth, you cannot
go to Tierra del Fuego this summer: but you may go to the |land of

infernal fire nevertheless. The universe is w der than our views of



Yet we shoul d oftener |ook over the tafferel of our craft, like
curious passengers, and not make the voyage like stupid sailors
pi cki ng oakum The other side of the globe is but the hone of our
correspondent. Qur voyaging is only great-circle sailing, and the
doctors prescribe for diseases of the skin nerely. One hastens to
southern Africa to chase the giraffe; but surely that is not the
game he would be after. How long, pray, would a man hunt giraffes
if he could? Snipes and woodcocks also may afford rare sport; but |

trust it would be nobler gane to shoot one's self.--

"Direct your eye right inward, and you'll find
A thousand regions in your nind
Yet undi scovered. Travel them and be

Expert in home-cosnography."”

What does Africa -- what does the West stand for? |s not our own
interior white on the chart? black though it may prove, like the
coast, when discovered. 1Is it the source of the Nile, or the N ger

or the M ssissippi, or a Northwest Passage around this continent,
that we would find? Are these the problens which nbst concern

manki nd? 1s Franklin the only man who is lost, that his wfe should
be so earnest to find hin? Does M. Ginnell know where he hinself
is? Be rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and O ark and Frobisher, of
your own streans and oceans; explore your own higher latitudes --

wi th shipl oads of preserved neats to support you, if they be
necessary; and pile the enpty cans sky-high for a sign. Wre
preserved neats invented to preserve neat merely? Nay, be a

Col unbus to whol e new continents and worlds w thin you, opening new
channel s, not of trade, but of thought. Every man is the lord of a
real m besi de which the earthly enpire of the Czar is but a petty
state, a humock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who

have no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They



| ove the soil which nakes their graves, but have no synpathy with
the spirit which may still animate their clay. Patriotismis a
maggot in their heads. Wat was the meaning of that South- Sea
Exploring Expedition, with all its parade and expense, but an
indirect recognition of the fact that there are continents and seas
in the noral world to which every man is an isthrmus or an inlet, yet
unexplored by him but that it is easier to sail nany thousand niles
t hrough cold and storm and cannibals, in a governnent ship, with
five hundred nen and boys to assist one, than it is to explore the

private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ccean of one's being al one.

"Erret, et extrenobs alter scrutetur |beros.

Pl us habet hic vitae, plus habet ille viae."

Let them wander and scrutinize the outl andi sh Australi ans.

I have nore of God, they nore of the road.

It is not worth the while to go round the world to count the cats in
Zanzibar. Yet do this even till you can do better, and you nay
perhaps find sone "Symes' Hole" by which to get at the inside at

|l ast. England and France, Spain and Portugal, Gold Coast and Sl ave
Coast, all front on this private sea; but no bark fromthem has
ventured out of sight of land, though it is w thout doubt the direct
way to India. |If you would learn to speak all tongues and conform
to the custons of all nations, if you would travel farther than all
travellers, be naturalized in all clines, and cause the Sphinx to
dash her head against a stone, even obey the precept of the old

phi | osopher, and Explore thyself. Herein are demanded the eye and
the nerve. Only the defeated and deserters go to the wars, cowards
that run away and enlist. Start now on that farthest western way,
whi ch does not pause at the M ssissippi or the Pacific, nor conduct
toward a wornout China or Japan, but |eads on direct, a tangent to

this sphere, sumer and wi nter, day and ni ght, sun down, noon down,



and at last earth down too.
It is said that Mrabeau took to highway robbery "to ascertain
what degree of resolution was necessary in order to place one's self
in formal opposition to the nost sacred |aws of society." He
declared that "a soldier who fights in the ranks does not require
hal f so much courage as a footpad" -- "that honor and religion have
never stood in the way of a well-considered and a firmresolve."
This was manly, as the world goes; and yet it was idle, if not

desperate. A saner man woul d have found hinself often enough "in

formal opposition" to what are deened "the nost sacred | aws of

society," through obedience to yet nore sacred | aws, and so have
tested his resolution wthout going out of his way. It is not for a
man to put hinmself in such an attitude to society, but to nmaintain
hinself in whatever attitude he find hinself through obedience to
the laws of his being, which will never be one of opposition to a
just governnent, if he should chance to neet with such

I left the woods for as good a reason as | went there. Perhaps

it seened to ne that | had several nore lives to live, and coul d not

spare any nore tine for that one. It is renarkable how easily and
insensibly we fall into a particular route, and make a beaten track
for ourselves. | had not lived there a week before ny feet wore a

path from ny door to the pond-side; and though it is five or six
years since | trod it, it is still quite distinct. It is true,
fear, that others may have fallen into it, and so helped to keep it
open. The surface of the earth is soft and inpressible by the feet
of men; and so with the paths which the mnd travels. How worn and
dusty, then, nust be the highways of the world, how deep the ruts of
tradition and confornmity! | did not wish to take a cabin passage,
but rather to go before the nast and on the deck of the world, for
there | could best see the noonlight amd the mountains. | do not
wi sh to go bel ow now.

I learned this, at |least, by nmy experinment: that if one advances

confidently in the direction of his dreans, and endeavors to live



the Iife which he has inmagined, he will neet with a success
unexpected in common hours. He will put sone things behind, wll
pass an invisible boundary; new, universal, and nore liberal |aws
will begin to establish thenselves around and within him or the old
| aws be expanded, and interpreted in his favor in a nore |ibera
sense, and he will live with the Iicense of a higher order of
beings. In proportion as he sinplifies his life, the |aws of the
uni verse will appear |less conplex, and solitude will not be
solitude, nor poverty poverty, nor weakness weakness. |f you have
built castles in the air, your work need not be lost; that is where
they should be. Now put the foundations under them

It is a ridicul ous demand whi ch Engl and and Anerica nake, that
you shall speak so that they can understand you. Neither nen nor
toadstools grow so. As if that were inportant, and there were not
enough to understand you without them As if Nature could support
but one order of understandings, could not sustain birds as well as
quadrupeds, flying as well as creeping things, and hush and whoa,
whi ch Bright can understand, were the best English. As if there
were safety in stupidity alone. | fear chiefly | est ny expression
may not be extravagant enough, may not wander far enough beyond the
narrow limts of ny daily experience, so as to be adequate to the
truth of which | have been convinced. Extra vagance! it depends on
how you are yarded. The migrating buffal o, which seeks new pastures
in another latitude, is not extravagant |ike the cow which kicks
over the pail, |eaps the coward fence, and runs after her calf, in
mlking time. | desire to speak sonewhere without bounds; like a
man in a waking monent, to nmen in their waking nonents; for | am
convinced that | cannot exaggerate enough even to lay the foundation
of a true expression. Who that has heard a strain of nusic feared
then |l est he shoul d speak extravagantly any nore forever? 1In view
of the future or possible, we should live quite |axly and undefi ned
in front, our outlines dimand nisty on that side; as our shadows

reveal an insensible perspiration toward the sun. The volatile



truth of our words should continually betray the inadequacy of the
residual statement. Their truth is instantly translated; its
literal monunent al one remains. The words which express our faith
and piety are not definite; yet they are significant and fragrant
i ke frankincense to superior natures.

Way | evel downward to our dullest perception always, and praise
that as common sense? The conmonest sense is the sense of nen
asl eep, which they express by snoring. Sonetines we are inclined to
cl ass those who are once-and-a-half-witted with the half-witted,
because we appreciate only a third part of their wit. Sone would
find fault with the norning red, if they ever got up early enough
"They pretend,” as | hear, "that the verses of Kabir have four
different senses; illusion, spirit, intellect, and the exoteric
doctrine of the Vedas"; but in this part of the world it is
considered a ground for conplaint if a man's witings admt of nore
than one interpretation. While England endeavors to cure the
potato-rot, will not any endeavor to cure the brain-rot, which
prevails so nuch nore widely and fatally?

I do not suppose that | have attained to obscurity, but | should
be proud if no nore fatal fault were found with ny pages on this
score than was found with the Walden ice. Southern custoners
objected to its blue color, which is the evidence of its purity, as
if it were nmuddy, and preferred the Canbridge ice, which is white,
but tastes of weeds. The purity nen love is like the m sts which
envelop the earth, and not |ike the azure ether beyond.

Sone are dinning in our ears that we Anericans, and noderns
generally, are intellectual dwarfs conpared with the ancients, or
even the Elizabethan nen. But what is that to the purpose? A
living dog is better than a dead lion. Shall a man go and hang
hi nsel f because he belongs to the race of pygm es, and not be the
bi ggest pygny that he can? Let every one nind his own business, and
endeavor to be what he was nade

Why should we be in such desperate haste to succeed and in such



desperate enterprises? |If a man does not keep pace with his
compani ons, perhaps it is because he hears a different drumrer. Let
himstep to the nmusic which he hears, however neasured or far away.
It is not inportant that he should nmature as soon as an apple tree
or an oak. Shall he turn his spring into summer? |If the condition
of things which we were made for is not yet, what were any reality
which we can substitute? W will not be shi pwecked on a vain
reality. Shall we with pains erect a heaven of blue gl ass over
oursel ves, though when it is done we shall be sure to gaze still at
the true ethereal heaven far above, as if the former were not?
There was an artist in the city of Kouroo who was di sposed to
strive after perfection. One day it canme into his nmnd to make a
staff. Having considered that in an inperfect work tinme is an
ingredient, but into a perfect work time does not enter, he said to
hinself, It shall be perfect in all respects, though |I should do
nothing else in ny life. He proceeded instantly to the forest for
wood, being resolved that it should not be made of unsuitable
material; and as he searched for and rejected stick after stick, his
friends gradually deserted him for they grewold in their works and
di ed, but he grew not ol der by a nonent. Hi s singleness of purpose
and resolution, and his elevated piety, endowed him wthout his
know edge, with perennial youth. As he nade no conprom se with
Time, Tinme kept out of his way, and only sighed at a distance
because he could not overcone him Before he had found a stock in
all respects suitable the city of Kouroo was a hoary ruin, and he
sat on one of its nounds to peel the stick. Before he had given it
the proper shape the dynasty of the Candahars was at an end, and
with the point of the stick he wote the name of the last of that
race in the sand, and then resuned his work. By the time he had
snoot hed and polished the staff Kal pa was no | onger the pol e-star
and ere he had put on the ferule and the head adorned with precious
stones, Brahma had awoke and sl unbered many tines. But why do

stay to nention these things? Wen the finishing stroke was put to



his work, it suddenly expanded before the eyes of the astonished
artist into the fairest of all the creations of Brahma. He had made
a new systemin making a staff, a world with full and fair
proportions; in which, though the old cities and dynasti es had
passed away, fairer and nore glorious ones had taken their places.
And now he saw by the heap of shavings still fresh at his feet,

that, for himand his work, the former |apse of tine had been an
illusion, and that no nore time had el apsed than is required for a
single scintillation fromthe brain of Brahma to fall on and infl ane
the tinder of a nortal brain. The material was pure, and his art
was pure; how could the result be other than wonderful ?

No face which we can give to a matter will stead us so well at
|last as the truth. This alone wears well. For the nobst part, we
are not where we are, but in a false position. Through an infinity
of our natures, we suppose a case, and put ourselves into it, and
hence are in two cases at the sane tine, and it is doubly difficult
to get out. In sane nonments we regard only the facts, the case that
is. Say what you have to say, not what you ought. Any truth is
better than nake-believe. Tom Hyde, the tinker, standing on the
gal l ows, was asked if he had anything to say. "Tell the tailors,"
said he, "to remenber to make a knot in their thread before they
take the first stitch." H's conpanion's prayer is forgotten

However nean your life is, meet it and live it; do not shun it
and call it hard nanes. It is not so bad as you are. It |ooks
poorest when you are richest. The fault-finder will find faults
even in paradise. Love your life, poor as it is. You may perhaps
have sone pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a poorhouse.
The setting sun is reflected fromthe wi ndows of the al nshouse as
brightly as fromthe rich man's abode; the snow nelts before its
door as early in the spring. | do not see but a quiet mnd may |ive
as contentedly there, and have as cheering thoughts, as in a pal ace.
The town's poor seemto nme often to live the nost independent |ives

of any. Maybe they are sinply great enough to receive wthout



m sgiving. Mst think that they are above being supported by the
town; but it oftener happens that they are not above supporting
t hensel ves by di shonest neans, which should be nore disreputable.
Cultivate poverty like a garden herb, |like sage. Do not trouble
yoursel f much to get new things, whether clothes or friends. Turn
the old; return to them Things do not change; we change. Sel
your clothes and keep your thoughts. God will see that you do not
want society. |If | were confined to a corner of a garret all ny
days, like a spider, the world would be just as large to me while
had ny thoughts about ne. The phil osopher said: "Froman arny of
three divisions one can take away its general, and put it in
di sorder; fromthe man the nost abject and vul gar one cannot take
away his thought." Do not seek so anxiously to be devel oped, to
subj ect yourself to many influences to be played on; it is al
dissipation. Humility |ike darkness reveals the heavenly lights.
The shadows of poverty and neanness gather around us, "and | o!
creation widens to our view" W are often remi nded that if there
were bestowed on us the wealth of Croesus, our ains nust still be
the sane, and our neans essentially the sane. Mreover, if you are
restricted in your range by poverty, if you cannot buy books and
newspapers, for instance, you are but confined to the nobst
significant and vital experiences; you are conpelled to deal with
the material which yields the nost sugar and the nost starch. It is
life near the bone where it is sweetest. You are defended from
being a trifler. No man | oses ever on a |ower |evel by magnaninity
on a higher. Superfluous wealth can buy superfluities only. Money
is not required to buy one necessary of the soul

I live in the angle of a |leaden wall, into whose conposition was
poured a little alloy of bell-metal. Oten, in the repose of ny
m d- day, there reaches ny ears a confused tintinnabul umfrom
without. It is the noise of ny contenporaries. M neighbors tel
me of their adventures with fanous gentlenen and | adi es, what

notabilities they met at the dinner-table; but I amno nore



interested in such things than in the contents of the Daily Tines.
The interest and the conversation are about costunme and manners
chiefly; but a goose is a goose still, dress it as you will. They

tell me of California and Texas, of England and the Indies, of the

Hon. M. --- of GCeorgia or of Massachusetts, all transient and
fleeting phenonena, till | amready to leap fromtheir court-yard
Iike the Manel uke bey. | delight to come to ny bearings -- not wal k

in procession with ponp and parade, in a conspicuous place, but to
wal k even with the Builder of the universe, if | may -- not to live
in this restless, nervous, bustling, trivial N neteenth Century, but
stand or sit thoughtfully while it goes by. What are nen

cel ebrating? They are all on a cormittee of arrangenents, and
hourly expect a speech from sonebody. God is only the president of
the day, and Webster is his orator. | love to weigh, to settle, to
gravitate toward that which nost strongly and rightfully attracts
me -- not hang by the beam of the scale and try to weigh less -- not
suppose a case, but take the case that is; to travel the only path
can, and that on which no power can resist ne. It affords nme no
satisfaction to commerce to spring an arch before | have got a solid
foundation. Let us not play at kittly-benders. There is a solid
bott om everywhere. W read that the traveller asked the boy if the
swanp before himhad a hard bottom The boy replied that it had.

But presently the traveller's horse sank in up to the girths, and he

observed to the boy, "I thought you said that this bog had a hard
bottom" "So it has," answered the latter, "but you have not got
half way to it yet." So it is with the bogs and qui cksands of

society; but he is an old boy that knows it. Only what is thought,
said, or done at a certain rare coincidence is good. | would not be
one of those who will foolishly drive a nail into nere lath and

pl astering; such a deed would keep nme awake nights. Gve nme a
hanmer, and let ne feel for the furring. Do not depend on the
putty. Drive a nail hone and clinch it so faithfully that you can

wake up in the night and think of your work with satisfaction -- a



work at which you would not be ashamed to invoke the Muse. So will
hel p you God, and so only. Every nail driven should be as anot her
rivet in the machi ne of the universe, you carrying on the work.

Rat her than | ove, than noney, than fane, give ne truth. | sat
at a table where were rich food and wi ne i n abundance, and
obsequi ous attendance, but sincerity and truth were not; and | went
away hungry fromthe inhospitable board. The hospitality was as
cold as the ices. | thought that there was no need of ice to freeze
them They talked to nme of the age of the wine and the fane of the
vi ntage; but | thought of an older, a newer, and purer wi ne, of a
nmore gl orious vintage, which they had not got, and could not buy.
The style, the house and grounds and "entertai nnent” pass for
nothing with me. | called on the king, but he made nme wait in his
hal |, and conducted |ike a nman incapacitated for hospitality. There
was a man in ny nei ghborhood who lived in a hollowtree. His
manners were truly regal. | should have done better had | called on
hi m

How |l ong shall we sit in our porticoes practising idle and nusty
virtues, which any work would nmake inpertinent? As if one were to
begin the day with long-suffering, and hire a nman to hoe his
potatoes; and in the afternoon go forth to practise Christian
meekness and charity wth goodness aforethought! Consider the China
pride and stagnant sel f-conpl acency of mankind. This generation
inclines a little to congratulate itself on being the |ast of an
illustrious line; and in Boston and London and Paris and Rone,
thinking of its long descent, it speaks of its progress in art and
science and literature with satisfaction. There are the Records of
t he Phil osophical Societies, and the public Eul ogies of Geat Men
It is the good Adam contenplating his own virtue. "Yes, we have
done great deeds, and sung divine songs, which shall never die" --
that is, as long as we can renenber them The |earned societies and
great nen of Assyria -- where are they? What youthful philosophers

and experimentalists we arel There is not one of ny readers who has



yet lived a whole human |ife. These may be but the spring nonths in
the life of the race. |f we have had the seven-years' itch, we have
not seen the seventeen-year |ocust yet in Concord. W are
acquainted with a nere pellicle of the globe on which we live. Most
have not delved six feet beneath the surface, nor |eaped as nmany
above it. W know not where we are. Beside, we are sound asl eep
nearly half our tinme. Yet we esteemourselves w se, and have an
establi shed order on the surface. Truly, we are deep thinkers, we
are anbitious spirits! As | stand over the insect crawing amd the
pi ne needl es on the forest floor, and endeavoring to conceal itself
fromny sight, and ask nyself why it will cherish those hunble

t houghts, and bide its head fromnme who mght, perhaps, be its
benefactor, and inpart to its race sone cheering information, | am
rem nded of the greater Benefactor and Intelligence that stands over
me the human insect.

There is an incessant influx of novelty into the world, and yet
we tolerate incredible dulness. | need only suggest what kind of
sernmons are still listened to in the nost enlightened countries.
There are such words as joy and sorrow, but they are only the burden
of a psalm sung with a nasal twang, while we believe in the
ordinary and nean. We think that we can change our clothes only.

It is said that the British Enpire is very large and respectabl e,
and that the United States are a first-rate power. W do not
believe that a tide rises and falls behind every man whi ch can fl oat
the British Enpire like a chip, if he should ever harbor it in his

m nd. Who knows what sort of seventeen-year |ocust will next comne

out of the ground? The governnent of the world I live in was not
framed, like that of Britain, in after-dinner conversations over the
Wi ne.

The life inus is like the water in the river. It may rise this

year higher than man has ever known it, and flood the parched
upl ands; even this may be the eventful year, which will drown out

all our nuskrats. It was not always dry land where we dwell. | see



far inland the banks which the stream anciently washed, before
sci ence began to record its freshets. Every one has heard the story
whi ch has gone the rounds of New Engl and, of a strong and beauti ful
bug which cane out of the dry leaf of an old table of apple-tree
wood, which had stood in a farnmer's kitchen for sixty years, first
in Connecticut, and afterward in Massachusetts -- from an egg
deposited in the living tree many years earlier still, as appeared
by counting the annual |ayers beyond it; which was heard gnaw ng out
for several weeks, hatched perchance by the heat of an urn. Wo
does not feel his faith in a resurrection and imortality
strengt hened by hearing of this? Wwo knows what beautiful and
wi nged |ife, whose egg has been buried for ages under many
concentric layers of woodenness in the dead dry life of society,
deposited at first in the al burnumof the green and living tree,
whi ch has been gradually converted into the senblance of its
wel | - seasoned tonb -- heard perchance gnawi ng out now for years by
the astonished famly of man, as they sat round the festive board --
may unexpectedly conme forth from am dst society's nost trivial and
handsel |l ed furniture, to enjoy its perfect sumer life at |ast!

| do not say that John or Jonathan will realize all this; but
such is the character of that norrow which nere | apse of tine can
never nmake to dawn. The |ight which puts out our eyes is darkness
to us. Only that day dawns to which we are awake. There is nore

day to dawn. The sun is but a norning star.

ON THE DUTY OF ClVIL DI SOBEDI ENCE

| heartily accept the notto, -- "That governnent is best which
governs least"; and | should like to see it acted up to nore rapidly

and systematically. Carried out, it finally amounts to this, which



also | believe, -- "That government is best which governs not at
all"; and when nmen are prepared for it, that will be the kind of
governnent which they will have. Governnent is at best but an
expedi ent; but npost governnments are usually, and all governnents are
someti nes, inexpedient. The objections which have been brought

agai nst a standing arny, and they are nany and wei ghty, and deserve
to prevail, may also at |ast be brought against a standing
governnent. The standing army is only an arm of the standing
governnent. The government itself, which is only the node which the
peopl e have chosen to execute their will, is equally liable to be
abused and perverted before the people can act through it. Wtness
the present Mexican war, the work of conparatively a few individuals
usi ng the standing governnment as their tool; for, in the outset, the
peopl e woul d not have consented to this neasure.

This Anerican governnment -- what is it but a tradition, though a
recent one, endeavoring to transmit itself uninpaired to posterity,
but each instant |losing some of its integrity? It has not the
vitality and force of a single living man; for a single nan can bend
it to hiswill. It is a sort of wooden gun to the people
thenselves. But it is not the |less necessary for this; for the
peopl e nust have sone conplicated machinery or other, and hear its
din, to satisfy that idea of governnent which they have
Governnments show t hus how successfully men can be inposed on, even
i mpose on thenselves, for their own advantage. It is excellent, we
must all allow. Yet this governnment never of itself furthered any
enterprise, but by the alacrity with which it got out of its way.

It does not keep the country free. It does not settle the West. It
does not educate. The character inherent in the Anerican people has
done all that has been acconplished; and it woul d have done somewhat
nmore, if the governnment had not sonetines got in its way. For
governnent is an expedi ent by which men would fain succeed in
letting one anot her al one; and, as has been said, when it is nost

expedi ent, the governed are nost let alone by it. Trade and



comrerce, if they were not nmade of India rubber, would never nmanage
to bounce over the obstacles which legislators are continually
putting in their way; and, if one were to judge these nen wholly by
the effects of their actions, and not partly by their intentions,
they woul d deserve to be classed and puni shed with those m schi evous
persons who put obstructions on the railroads.

But, to speak practically and as a citizen, unlike those who
call thensel ves no-governnent nen, | ask for, not at once no
governnent, but at once a better governnent. Let every nan neke
known what ki nd of governnment woul d command his respect, and that
will be one step toward obtaining it.

After all, the practical reason why, when the power is once in
the hands of the people, a majority are permtted, and for a | ong
period continue, to rule, is not because they are nost likely to be
in the right, nor because this seens fairest to the mnority, but
because they are physically the strongest. But a government in
which the majority rule in all cases cannot be based on justice,
even as far as men understand it. Can there not be a government in
which nmajorities do not virtually decide right and wong, but
conscience? -- in which majorities decide only those questions to
which the rule of expediency is applicable? Mist the citizen ever
for a nonent, or in the | east degree, resign his conscience to the
| egislator? Wy has every man a conscience, then? | think that we
shoul d be nmen first, and subjects afterward. It is not desirable to
cultivate a respect for the law, so nuch as for the right. The only
obligation which | have a right to assune is to do at any tinme what
I think right. 1t is truly enough said that a corporation has no
consci ence; but a corporation of conscientious men is a corporation
with a conscience. Law never made nmen a whit nore just; and, by
means of their respect for it, even the well-disposed are daily nade
the agents of injustice. A common and natural result of an undue
respect for lawis, that you may see a file of soldiers, colonel

captain, corporal, privates, powder-nonkeys, and all, marching in



admi rabl e order over hill and dale to the wars, against their wlls,
ay, against their common sense and consci ences, which makes it very
steep marchi ng i ndeed, and produces a pal pitation of the heart.
They have no doubt that it is a dammabl e business in which they are
concerned; they are all peaceably inclined. Now, what are they?
Men at all? or small novable forts and nagazi nes, at the service of
some unscrupul ous man in power? Visit the Navy Yard, and behold a
mari ne, such a man as an American governnment can nake, or such as it
can make a man with its black arts -- a mere shadow and reni ni scence
of humanity, a man laid out alive and standing, and al ready, as one
may say, buried under arnms with funeral acconpani ments, though it
may be
"Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note,
As his corse to the ranmpart we hurri ed;
Not a soldier discharged his farewel | shot

O er the grave where our hero we buried.”

The mass of men serve the state thus, not as nen nainly, but as
machi nes, with their bodies. They are the standing arny, and the
mlitia, jailers, constables, posse comtatus, etc. |n nost cases
there is no free exercise whatever of the judgment or of the noral
sense; but they put themselves on a |level with wood and earth and
stones; and wooden nen can perhaps be nanufactured that will serve
the purpose as well. Such command no nore respect than men of straw
or a lunmp of dirt. They have the same sort of worth only as horses
and dogs. Yet such as these even are comonly esteenmed good
citizens. Qhers, as nost legislators, politicians, |awers,

m ni sters, and office-holders, serve the state chiefly with their
heads; and, as they rarely nmake any noral distinctions, they are as
likely to serve the devil, without intending it, as God. A very
few, as heroes, patriots, martyrs, reforners in the great sense, and
men, serve the state with their consciences also, and so necessarily

resist it for the nost part; and they are conmonly treated as



enemies by it. A wise man will only be useful as a man, and will
not submt to be "clay," and "stop a hole to keep the wi nd away, "

but | eave that office to his dust at |east:--

"I amtoo high-born to be properti ed,
To be a secondary at control
O useful serving-man and instrunent

To any sovereign state throughout the world."

He who gives hinself entirely to his fell ownen appears to them
usel ess and sel fish; but he who gives hinmself partially to themis
pronounced a benefactor and phil ant hropi st.

How does it becone a man to behave toward this Anerican
governnent to-day? | answer, that he cannot w thout disgrace be
associated with it. | cannot for an instant recogni ze that
political organization as nmy government which is the slave's
gover nnent al so

Al'l men recogni ze the right of revolution; that is, the right to
refuse allegiance to, and to resist, the governnment, when its
tyranny or its inefficiency are great and unendurable. But al nost
all say that such is not the case now. But such was the case, they
think, in the Revolution of '75. |If one were to tell me that this
was a bad governnent because it taxed certain foreign commodities
brought to its ports, it is nbost probable that | should not make an
ado about it, for |I can do without them Al nachines have their
friction; and possibly this does enough good to counterbal ance the
evil. At any rate, it is a great evil to make a stir about it. But
when the friction cones to have its machi ne, and oppressi on and
robbery are organized, | say, let us not have such a machi ne any
longer. In other words, when a sixth of the population of a nation
whi ch has undertaken to be the refuge of liberty are slaves, and a
whol e country is unjustly overrun and conquered by a foreign arny,

and subjected to military law, | think that it is not too soon for



honest nen to rebel and revolutionize. Wat nmakes this duty the
nmore urgent is the fact that the country so overrun i s not our own,
but ours is the invading arny.

Pal ey, a common authority with many on noral questions, in his

chapter on the "Duty of Submission to Cvil Governnent," resolves
all civil obligation into expedi ency; and he proceeds to say that
"so long as the interest of the whole society requires it, that is,
so long as the established government cannot be resisted or changed
wi t hout public inconveniency, it is the will of God... that the
establ i shed governnent be obeyed, and no longer.... This principle
being admtted, the justice of every particular case of resistance
is reduced to a conputation of the quantity of the danger and
gri evance on the one side, and of the probability and expense of
redressing it on the other." O this, he says, every nan shal
judge for hinself. But Pal ey appears never to have contenpl ated
those cases to which the rule of expedi ency does not apply, in which
a people, as well as an individual, nmust do justice, cost what it
may. |f | have unjustly wested a plank froma drowning nan, | nust
restore it to himthough I drown nyself. This, according to Pal ey,
woul d be inconvenient. But he that would save his life, in such a
case, shall lose it. This people nust cease to hold slaves, and to
make war on Mexico, though it cost themtheir existence as a people.
In their practice, nations agree with Pal ey; but does any one
think that Massachusetts does exactly what is right at the present

crisis?

"A drab of state, a cloth-o'-silver slut,

To have her train borne up, and her soul trail in the dirt."

Practically speaking, the opponents to a reformin Massachusetts are
not a hundred thousand politicians at the South, but a hundred
t housand nerchants and farners here, who are nore interested in

comrerce and agriculture than they are in humanity, and are not



prepared to do justice to the slave and to Mexico, cost what it may.
I quarrel not with far-off foes, but with those who, near at hone,
co-operate with, and do the bidding of those far away, and wi thout
whom the latter would be harm ess. W are accustoned to say, that
the mass of men are unprepared; but inprovenent is slow, because the
few are not materially wiser or better than the many. It is not so
i mportant that nmany should be as good as you, as that there be some
absol ut e goodness sonewhere; for that will | eaven the whole |unp.
There are thousands who are in opinion opposed to slavery and to the
war, who yet in effect do nothing to put an end to them who,
esteem ng thensel ves children of Washington and Franklin, sit down
with their hands in their pockets, and say that they know not what
to do, and do nothing; who even postpone the question of freedomto
the question of free-trade, and quietly read the prices-current
along with the | atest advices from Mexico, after dinner, and, it may
be, fall asleep over themboth. What is the price-current of an
honest man and patriot to-day? They hesitate, and they regret, and
sonmetines they petition; but they do nothing in earnest and with
effect. They will wait, well disposed, for others to renedy the
evil, that they may no |l onger have it to regret. At nost, they give
only a cheap vote, and a feeble countenance and Godspeed, to the
right, as it goes by them There are nine hundred and ni nety-nine
patrons of virtue to one virtuous man; but it is easier to dea

with the real possessor of a thing than with the tenporary guardi an
of it.

Al'l voting is a sort of gami ng, |ike checkers or backgammon,
with a slight noral tinge to it, a playing with right and w ong,
with nmoral questions; and betting naturally acconpanies it. The
character of the voters is not staked. | cast ny vote, perchance,
as | think right; but I amnot vitally concerned that that right
should prevail. | amwlling to leave it to the majority. |Its
obligation, therefore, never exceeds that of expedi ency. Even

voting for the right is doing nothing for it. It is only expressing



to nen feebly your desire that it should prevail. A wise man wll
not | eave the right to the mercy of chance, nor wish it to prevai
through the power of the majority. There is but little virtue in
the action of nmasses of nen. Wen the majority shall at length vote
for the abolition of slavery, it will be because they are
indifferent to slavery, or because there is but little slavery |left
to be abolished by their vote. They will then be the only sl aves.
Only his vote can hasten the abolition of slavery who asserts his
own freedom by his vote.

| hear of a convention to be held at Baltinore, or elsewhere,
for the selection of a candidate for the Presidency, nade up chiefly
of editors, and nmen who are politicians by profession; but | think
what is it to any independent, intelligent, and respectabl e nan what
decision they may conme to? Shall we not have the advantage of his
wi sdom and honesty, nevertheless? Can we not count upon sone
i ndependent votes? Are there not many individuals in the country
who do not attend conventions? But no: | find that the respectable
man, so called, has imediately drifted fromhis position, and
despairs of his country, when his country has nore reason to despair
of him He forthwith adopts one of the candidates thus sel ected as
the only avail abl e one, thus proving that he is hinself avail able
for any purposes of the demagogue. His vote is of no nore worth
than that of any unprincipled foreigner or hireling native, who may
have been bought. ©Oh for a nan who is a nan, and, as ny nei ghbor
says, has a bone in his back which you cannot pass your hand
through! CQur statistics are at fault: the popul ati on has been
returned too large. How nmany nen are there to a square thousand
mles in this country? Hardly one. Does not Anmerica offer any
i nducenment for nen to settle here? The American has dwindled into
an Odd Fell ow -- one who nay be known by the devel opnent of his
organ of gregariousness, and a manifest lack of intellect and
cheerful self-reliance; whose first and chief concern, on com ng

into the world, is to see that the al nshouses are in good repair;



and, before yet he has lawfully donned the virile garb, to collect a
fund for the support of the wi dows and orphans that may be; who, in
short ventures to live only by the aid of the Mutual I|nsurance
company, which has prom sed to bury himdecently.

It is not a man's duty, as a matter of course, to devote hinself
to the eradication of any, even the nost enornobus w ong; he nmay
still properly have other concerns to engage him but it is his
duty, at least, to wash his hands of it, and, if he gives it no
t hought longer, not to give it practically his support. |If | devote
myself to other pursuits and contenplations, | nmust first see, at
| east, that | do not pursue themsitting upon another nman's
shoulders. | nust get off himfirst, that he may pursue his
contenpl ati ons too. See what gross inconsistency is tolerated. |
have heard some of ny townsnen say, "l should |like to have them
order ne out to help put down an insurrection of the slaves, or to
march to Mexico; -- see if | would go"; and yet these very nen have
each, directly by their allegiance, and so indirectly, at |east, by
their noney, furnished a substitute. The soldier is applauded who
refuses to serve in an unjust war by those who do not refuse to
sustain the unjust governnent which nmakes the war; is appl auded by
t hose whose own act and authority he disregards and sets at naught;
as if the state were penitent to that degree that it hired one to
scourge it while it sinned, but not to that degree that it left off
sinning for a noment. Thus, under the name of Order and G vi
Governnent, we are all nmade at last to pay homage to and support our
own neanness. After the first blush of sin comes its indifference;
and fromimoral it becones, as it were, unnoral, and not quite
unnecessary to that |life which we have nade.

The broadest and npbst preval ent error requires the nost
disinterested virtue to sustain it. The slight reproach to which
the virtue of patriotismis commonly liable, the noble are nost
likely to incur. Those who, while they disapprove of the character

and neasures of a governnent, yield to it their allegiance and



support are undoubtedly its npbst conscientious supporters, and so
frequently the nost serious obstacles to reform Sone are
petitioning the State to dissolve the Union, to disregard the

requi sitions of the President. Wy do they not dissolve it

t hensel ves -- the union between thenselves and the State -- and
refuse to pay their quota into its treasury? Do not they stand in
the same relation to the State, that the State does to the Union?
And have not the sane reasons prevented the State fromresisting the
Uni on, which have prevented themfromresisting the State?

How can a man be satisfied to entertain an opinion nerely, and
enjoy it? |Is there any enjoynent init, if his opinion is that he
is aggrieved? |If you are cheated out of a single dollar by your
nei ghbor, you do not rest satisfied with knowing that you are
cheated, or with saying that you are cheated, or even wth
petitioning himto pay you your due; but you take effectual steps at
once to obtain the full anpbunt, and see that you are never cheated
again. Action fromprinciple -- the perception and the performance
of right -- changes things and relations; it is essentially
revol uti onary, and does not consist wholly with anything which was.
It not only divides states and churches, it divides famlies; ay, it
di vides the individual, separating the diabolical in himfromthe
di vi ne.

Unj ust |laws exist; shall we be content to obey them or shall we
endeavor to anmend them and obey themuntil we have succeeded, or
shall we transgress them at once? Men generally, under such a
governnent as this, think that they ought to wait until they have
persuaded the majority to alter them They think that, if they
shoul d resist, the remedy would be worse than the evil. But it is
the fault of the governnent itself that the remedy is worse than the
evil. It makes it worse. Wiy is it not nore apt to anticipate and
provide for reforn? Wy does it not cherish its wise minority? Wy
does it cry and resist before it is hurt? Wy does it not encourage

its citizens to be on the alert to point out its faults, and do



better than it would have then? Wy does it always crucify Christ,
and excomuni cat e Coperni cus and Luther, and pronounce WAshi ngton
and Franklin rebel s?

One woul d think, that a deliberate and practical denial of its
authority was the only of fence never contenpl ated by governnent;
el se, why has it not assigned its definite, its suitable and
proportionate, penalty? |If a man who has no property refuses but
once to earn nine shillings for the State, he is put in prison for a
period unlinmted by any law that | know, and determined only by the
di scretion of those who placed himthere; but if he should stea
ninety times nine shillings fromthe State, he is soon pernmitted to
go at |arge again.

If the injustice is part of the necessary friction of the
machi ne of governnent, let it go, let it go; perchance it wll wear
snooth -- certainly the machine will wear out. |If the injustice has
a spring, or a pulley, or a rope, or a crank, exclusively for
itself, then perhaps you may consi der whether the remedy will not be
worse than the evil; but if it is of such a nature that it requires
you to be the agent of injustice to another, then, | say, break the
law. Let your life be a counter friction to stop the nmachine. What
| have to do is to see, at any rate, that | do not lend nyself to
the wong which I condem.

As for adopting the ways which the State has provided for

renedying the evil, | know not of such ways. They take too nuch
time, and a man's life will be gone. | have other affairs to attend
to. | came into this world, not chiefly to make this a good pl ace

tolivein, but toliveinit, be it good or bad. A nan has not
everything to do, but sonething; and because he cannot do
everything, it is not necessary that he shoul d do somet hi ng wong.
It is not ny business to be petitioning the Governor or the

Legi slature any nore than it is theirs to petition ne; and if they
shoul d not hear ny petition, what should I do then? But in this

case the State has provided no way; its very Constitution is the



evil. This may seemto be harsh and stubborn and unconciliatory;
but it is to treat with the utnost kindness and consideration the
only spirit that can appreciate or deserves it. So is an change for
the better, like birth and death which convul se the body.

I do not hesitate to say, that those who call thenselves
Abolitionists should at once effectually w thdraw their support,
both in person and property, fromthe governnment of Massachusetts,
and not wait till they constitute a magjority of one, before they
suffer the right to prevail through them | think that it is enough
if they have God on their side, without waiting for that other one.
Moreover, any man nore right than his neighbors constitutes a
majority of one already.

I neet this Anerican government, or its representative, the
State governnent, directly, and face to face, once a year -- no nore
-- in the person of its tax-gatherer; this is the only node in which
a man situated as | amnecessarily neets it; and it then says
distinctly, Recognize ne; and the sinplest, the nost effectual, and,
in the present posture of affairs, the indi spensabl est node of
treating with it on this head, of expressing your little
satisfaction with and love for it, is to deny it then. M civi
nei ghbor, the tax-gatherer, is the very man | have to deal with --
for it is, after all, with nen and not with parchrment that | quarre
-- and he has voluntarily chosen to be an agent of the governnent.
How shal | he ever know well what he is and does as an officer of the
governnent, or as a man, until he is obliged to consider whether he
shall treat nme, his neighbor, for whom he has respect, as a nei ghbor
and wel | -di sposed nman, or as a nmani ac and di sturber of the peace,
and see if he can get over this obstruction to his neighborliness
wi t hout a ruder and nore inpetuous thought or speech correspondi ng
with his action? | know this well, that if one thousand, if one
hundred, if ten men whom| could nane -- if ten honest nen only --
ay, if one HONEST man, in this State of Massachusetts, ceasing to

hol d sl aves, were actually to withdraw fromthis copartnership, and



be locked up in the county jail therefor, it would be the abolition
of slavery in Arerica. For it matters not how small the begi nning
may seemto be: what is once well done is done forever. But we |ove
better to talk about it: that we say is our nission. Reform keeps
many scores of newspapers in its service, but not one man. If ny
est eened nei ghbor, the State's anbassador, who will devote his days
to the settlenent of the question of human rights in the Counci
Chamber, instead of being threatened with the prisons of Carolina,
were to sit down the prisoner of Massachusetts, that State which is
so anxious to foist the sin of slavery upon her sister -- though at
present she can discover only an act of inhospitality to be the
ground of a quarrel with her -- the Legislature would not wholly
wai ve the subject the follow ng wnter

Under a government which inprisons any unjustly, the true place
for a just man is also a prison. The proper place to-day, the only
pl ace whi ch Massachusetts has provided for her freer and |ess
desponding spirits, is in her prisons, to be put out and | ocked out
of the State by her own act, as they have al ready put thensel ves out
by their principles. It is there that the fugitive slave, and the
Mexi can prisoner on parole, and the Indian conme to plead the wongs
of his race, should find them on that separate, but nore free and
honor abl e ground, where the State places those who are not with
her, but against her -- the only house in a slave State in which a
free man can abide with honor. If any think that their influence
woul d be lost there, and their voices no longer afflict the ear of
the State, that they would not be as an eneny within its walls, they
do not know by how nuch truth is stronger than error, nor how nuch
nmore el oquently and effectively he can conbat injustice who has
experienced a little in his own person. Cast your whole vote, not a
strip of paper nerely, but your whole influence. A nminority is
powerl ess while it conforns to the majority; it is not even a
mnority then; but it is irresistible when it clogs by its whole

weight. |If the alternative is to keep all just nmen in prison, or



give up war and slavery, the State will not hesitate which to
choose. If a thousand men were not to pay their tax-bills this
year, that would not be a violent and bl oody neasure, as it would be
to pay them and enable the State to comit viol ence and shed
i nnocent blood. This is, in fact, the definition of a peaceable
revolution, if any such is possible. |[If the tax-gatherer, or any
other public officer, asks ne, as one has done, "But what shall
do?" ny answer is, "If you really wish to do anything, resign your
office." Wen the subject has refused all egiance, and the officer
has resigned his office, then the revolution is acconplished. But
even suppose bl ood should flow. Is there not a sort of blood shed
when the conscience i s wounded? Through this wound a nman's rea
manhood and immortality flow out, and he bleeds to an everl asting
death. | see this blood flow ng now.

| have contenplated the inprisonnment of the offender, rather
than the seizure of his goods -- though both will serve the sane
pur pose -- because they who assert the purest right, and
consequently are nost dangerous to a corrupt State, commonly have
not spent nuch tine in accurul ating property. To such the State
renders conparatively small service, and a slight tax is wont to
appear exorbitant, particularly if they are obliged to earn it by
special labor with their hands. |If there were one who lived wholly
wi t hout the use of nobney, the State itself would hesitate to demand
it of him But the rich man -- not to nmake any invidi ous conparison
-- is always sold to the institution which makes himrich
Absol utel y speaking, the nore nmoney, the less virtue; for noney
comes between a man and his objects, and obtains themfor him and
it was certainly no great virtue to obtain it. It puts to rest many
questions which he would otherwi se be taxed to answer; while the
only new question which it puts is the hard but superfluous one, how
to spend it. Thus his noral ground is taken fromunder his feet.
The opportunities of living are di mnished in proportion as what are

called the "neans" are increased. The best thing a man can do for



his culture when he is rich is to endeavor to carry out those
schenes whi ch he entertai ned when he was poor. Christ answered the
Her odi ans according to their condition. "Show ne the
tribute-noney," said he; -- and one took a penny out of his pocket;
-- if you use noney which has the image of Caesar on it, and which
he has nade current and valuable, that is, if you are nen of the
State, and gl adly enjoy the advantages of Caesar's governnent, then
pay hi m back sone of his own when he demands it; "Render therefore
to Caesar that which is Caesar's, and to God those things which are
God's" -- leaving themno w ser than before as to which was which
for they did not wish to know.

When | converse with the freest of mny neighbors, | perceive
that, whatever they may say about the magnitude and seriousness of
the question, and their regard for the public tranquillity, the Iong
and the short of the matter is, that they cannot spare the
protection of the existing governnent, and they dread the
consequences to their property and famlies of disobedience to it.
For nmy own part, | should not like to think that | ever rely on the
protection of the State. But, if | deny the authority of the State
when it presents its tax-bill, it will soon take and waste all ny
property, and so harass ne and ny children without end. This is
hard. This makes it inpossible for a man to live honestly, and at
the sane tine confortably in outward respects. It will not be worth
the while to accunul ate property; that would be sure to go again.
You nust hire or squat somewhere, and raise but a small crop, and
eat that soon. You nust live within yourself, and depend upon
yoursel f always tucked up and ready for a start, and not have many
affairs. A man may grow rich in Turkey even, if he will be in all
respects a good subject of the Turkish governnment. Confucius said,
"If a state is governed by the principles of reason, poverty and
m sery are subjects of shame; if a state is not governed by the
principles of reason, riches and honors are the subjects of shame.”

No: until | want the protection of Massachusetts to be extended to



me in some distant Southern port, where ny liberty is endangered, or

until | ambent solely on building up an estate at honme by peacefu
enterprise, | can afford to refuse allegiance to Massachusetts, and
her right to nmy property and life. It costs ne less in every sense

to incur the penalty of disobedience to the State than it would to
obey. | should feel as if | were worth less in that case.
Sone years ago, the State nmet ne in behalf of the Church, and

commanded me to pay a certain sumtoward the support of a clergyman

whose preaching ny father attended, but never | nyself. "Pay," it
said, "or be locked up in the jail." | declined to pay. But,
unfortunately, another man saw fit to pay it. | did not see why the

school mast er should be taxed to support the priest, and not the
priest the school master: for | was not the State's school master, but
| supported nyself by voluntary subscription. | did not see why the
| yceum shoul d not present its tax-bill, and have the State to back
its demand, as well as the Church. However, at the request of the
sel ectnen, | condescended to nmake sone such statenent as this in
witing:-- "Know all nen by these presents, that |, Henry Thoreau
do not wish to be regarded as a nenber of any incorporated society
which | have not joined." This | gave to the town clerk; and he has
it. The State, having thus learned that | did not wish to be
regarded as a nmenber of that church, has never made a |ike demand on
me since; though it said that it nust adhere to its origina
presunption that tinme. |f | had known how to nane them | should
then have signed off in detail fromall the societies which | never
signed on to; but | did not know where to find a conplete |ist.

| have paid no poll-tax for six years. | was put into a jail
once on this account, for one night; and, as | stood considering the
wal |'s of solid stone, two or three feet thick, the door of wood and
iron, a foot thick, and the iron grating which strained the |ight,
could not help being struck with the foolishness of that institution
which treated me as if | were nere flesh and bl ood and bones, to be

| ocked up. | wondered that it should have concluded at |ength that



this was the best use it could put nme to, and had never thought to
avail itself of ny services in some way. | sawthat, if there was a
wal | of stone between nme and ny townsnen, there was a still nore
difficult one to clinb or break through, before they could get to be
as free as | was. | did not for a nonment feel confined, and the
wal | s seened a great waste of stone and nortar. | felt as if |
alone of all ny townsmen had paid ny tax. They plainly did not know
how to treat me, but behaved |i ke persons who are underbred. In
every threat and in every conplinent there was a blunder; for they

t hought that ny chief desire was to stand the other side of that
stone wall. | could not but smile to see how industriously they

| ocked the door on ny neditations, which foll owed them out again

wi thout let or hindrance, and they were really all that was
dangerous. As they could not reach me, they had resol ved to punish
my body; just as boys, if they cannot cone at sone person agai nst
whom t hey have a spite, will abuse his dog. | saw that the State
was half-witted, that it was tinmd as a | one woman with her silver
spoons, and that it did not knowits friends fromits foes, and

lost all ny remaining respect for it, and pitied it.

Thus the State never intentionally confronts a man's sense,
intellectual or noral, but only his body, his senses. It is not
arnmed with superior wit or honesty, but wth superior physica
strength. | was not born to be forced. | wll breathe after my own
fashion. Let us see who is the strongest. What force has a
mul titude? They only can force me who obey a higher law than I.
They force ne to becone |ike thenselves. | do not hear of nmen being
forced to have this way or that by nmasses of nen. Wat sort of life
were that to live? Wen | neet a government which says to nme, "Your

money or your life," why should | be in haste to give it ny noney?

It may be in a great strait, and not know what to do: | cannot help
that. It rmust help itself; do as | do. It is not worth the while
to snivel about it. | amnot responsible for the successful working

of the machinery of society. | amnot the son of the engineer. |



perceive that, when an acorn and a chestnut fall side by side, the
one does not remain inert to make way for the other, but both obey
their owmn laws, and spring and grow and flourish as best they can
till one, perchance, overshadows and destroys the other. If a plant
cannot live according to its nature, it dies; and so a man.

The night in prison was novel and interesting enough. The
prisoners in their shirt-sleeves were enjoying a chat and the
evening air in the doorway, when | entered. But the jailer said,
"Cone, boys, it is tinme to lock up"; and so they dispersed, and
heard the sound of their steps returning into the holl ow apartnents.
My roommate was introduced to ne by the jailer as "a first-rate
fellow and a clever man." \hen the door was | ocked, he showed me
where to hang ny hat, and how he nanaged natters there. The roomns
wer e whi tewashed once a nonth; and this one, at |east, was the
whitest, nost sinply furnished, and probably the neatest apartnent
inthe tom. He naturally wanted to know where | came from and
what brought nme there; and, when | had told him | asked himin ny
turn how he cane there, presunming himto be an honest man, of
course; and, as the world goes, | believe he was. "Wy," said he,
"they accuse nme of burning a barn; but | never did it." As near as
| could discover, he had probably gone to bed in a barn when drunk
and snoked his pipe there; and so a barn was burnt. He had the
reputation of being a clever man, had been there sone three nonths
waiting for his trial to conme on, and would have to wait as nuch
| onger; but he was quite donesticated and contented, since he got
his board for nothing, and thought that he was well treated.

He occupi ed one window, and | the other; and | saw that if one
stayed there long, his principal business would be to | ook out the
window. | had soon read all the tracts that were left there, and
exam ned where forner prisoners had broken out, and where a grate
had been sawed off, and heard the history of the various occupants
of that room for | found that even here there was a history and a

gossi p which never circul ated beyond the walls of the jail.



Probably this is the only house in the town where verses are
composed, which are afterward printed in a circular form but not
published. | was shown quite a long list of verses which were
conmposed by sone young nmen who had been detected in an attenpt to
escape, who avenged thensel ves by singing them

| punped ny fellowprisoner as dry as | could, for fear | should
never see himagain; but at |length he showed nme whi ch was my bed,
and left ne to blow out the I anp.

It was like travelling into a far country, such as | had never
expected to behold, to lie there for one night. It seened to ne
that | never had heard the town-cl ock strike before, nor the evening
sounds of the village; for we slept with the wi ndows open, which
were inside the grating. It was to see ny native village in the
light of the Mddle Ages, and our Concord was turned into a Rhine
stream and visions of knights and castles passed before nme. They
were the voices of old burghers that | heard in the streets. | was

an involuntary spectator and auditor of whatever was done and said

in the kitchen of the adjacent village-inn -- a wholly new and rare
experience to ne. It was a closer view of nmy native town. | was
fairly inside of it. | never had seen its institutions before

This is one of its peculiar institutions; for it is a shire town. |
began to conprehend what its inhabitants were about.

In the nmorning, our breakfasts were put through the hole in the
door, in small oblong-square tin pans, nade to fit, and holding a
pi nt of chocolate, with brown bread, and an iron spoon. Wen they
called for the vessels again, | was green enough to return what
bread | had left; but ny conmrade seized it, and said that | should
lay that up for lunch or dinner. Soon after he was let out to work
at haying in a neighboring field, whither he went every day, and
woul d not be back till noon; so he bade ne good-day, saying that he
doubted if he should see nme again.

When | came out of prison -- for some one interfered, and paid

that tax -- | did not perceive that great changes had taken place on



the conmon, such as he observed who went in a youth and energed a

tottering and gray-headed man; and yet a change had to ny eyes cone

over the scene -- the town, and State, and country -- greater than
any that nere time could effect. | saw yet nore distinctly the
State in which | lived. | saw to what extent the people anong whom

I lived could be trusted as good nei ghbors and friends; that their
friendship was for sumrer weather only; that they did not greatly
propose to do right; that they were a distinct race fromme by their
prejudi ces and superstitions, as the Chinanen and Mal ays are; that
in their sacrifices to humanity, they ran no risks, not even to
their property; that after all they were not so noble but they
treated the thief as he had treated them and hoped, by a certain
outward observance and a few prayers, and by wal king in a particul ar
straight though useless path fromtime to tinme, to save their souls.
This may be to judge ny nei ghbors harshly; for | believe that many
of themare not aware that they have such an institution as the jail
in their village.

It was fornerly the customin our village, when a poor debtor
came out of jail, for his acquaintances to salute him | ooking
through their fingers, which were crossed to represent the grating
of a jail w ndow, "How do ye do?" M neighbors did not thus salute
me, but first |ooked at me, and then at one another, as if | had
returned froma long journey. | was put into jail as | was going to
the shoenaker's to get a shoe which was nended. Wen | was |let out
the next norning, | proceeded to finish ny errand, and, having put
on ny nended shoe, joined a huckleberry party, who were inpatient to
put thensel ves under nmy conduct; and in half an hour -- for the
horse was soon tackled -- was in the nidst of a huckleberry field,
on one of our highest hills, two mles off, and then the State was
nowhere to be seen

This is the whole history of "My Prisons."

I have never declined paying the highway tax, because | am as

desirous of being a good neighbor as | am of being a bad subject;



and as for supporting schools, | amdoing nmy part to educate ny

fell owcountrymen now. It is for no particular itemin the tax-bil

that | refuse to pay it. | sinmply wish to refuse allegiance to the
State, to withdraw and stand al oof fromit effectually. | do not
care to trace the course of my dollar, if I could, till it buys a
man or a nusket to shoot one with -- the dollar is innocent -- but |
am concerned to trace the effects of ny allegiance. |In fact, |

quietly declare war with the State, after ny fashion, though I wll
still make what use and get what advantage of her | can, as is usua
in such cases

If others pay the tax which is demanded of me, from a synpathy
with the State, they do but what they have already done in their own
case, or rather they abet injustice to a greater extent than the
State requires. If they pay the tax froma mistaken interest in the
i ndi vidual taxed, to save his property, or prevent his going to
jail, it is because they have not considered wisely how far they |et
their private feelings interfere with the public good.

This, then, is ny position at present. But one cannot be too
much on his guard in such a case, lest his action be biased by
obstinacy or an undue regard for the opinions of men. Let himsee
that he does only what belongs to hinself and to the hour

I think sonetinmes, Wiy, this people nean well; they are only
i gnorant; they would do better if they knew how why give your
nei ghbors this pain to treat you as they are not inclined to? But |
think, again, This is no reason why | should do as they do, or

permt others to suffer nmuch greater pain of a different kind.

Again, | sonetines say to nyself, Wen many millions of nmen, wthout
heat, without ill-will, wthout personal feeling of any kind, demand
of you a few shillings only, w thout the possibility, such is their

constitution, of retracting or altering their present denand, and
wi thout the possibility, on your side, of appeal to any other
mllions, why expose yourself to this overwhelm ng brute force? You

do not resist cold and hunger, the wi nds and the waves, thus



obstinately; you quietly subnmit to a thousand simlar necessities.
You do not put your head into the fire. But just in proportion as
regard this as not wholly a brute force, but partly a human force
and consider that | have relations to those mllions as to so nmany
mllions of nen, and not of nere brute or inanimate things, | see
that appeal is possible, first and instantaneously, fromthemto the
Maker of them and, secondly, fromthemto thenmselves. But, if |
put ny head deliberately into the fire, there is no appeal to fire
or to the Maker of fire, and | have only nyself to blame. If |
coul d convince myself that | have any right to be satisfied with nen
as they are, and to treat them accordingly, and not according, in
some respects, to ny requisitions and expectations of what they and
I ought to be, then, like a good Missul nan and fatalist, |I should
endeavor to be satisfied with things as they are, and say it is the
will of God. And, above all, there is this difference between
resisting this and a purely brute or natural force, that | can
resist this with sonme effect; but | cannot expect, |ike O pheus, to
change the nature of the rocks and trees and beasts.

I do not wish to quarrel with any man or nation. | do not w sh

to split hairs, to nmake fine distinctions, or set nyself up as

better than ny neighbors. | seek rather, | nmay say, even an excuse
for confornming to the laws of the land. | ambut too ready to
conformto them |Indeed, | have reason to suspect nyself on this
head; and each year, as the tax-gatherer cones round, | find nyself

di sposed to review the acts and position of the general and State
governnents, and the spirit of the people, to discover a pretext for
conformty.

"W nust affect our country as our parents,

And if at any tine we alienate

Qur love or industry fromdoing it honor

We nust respect effects and teach the sou

Matter of conscience and religion

And not desire of rule or benefit."



| believe that the State will soon be able to take all ny work
of this sort out of ny hands, and then | shall be no better a
patriot than my fellowcountrymen. Seen froma |ower point of view,
the Constitution, with all its faults, is very good; the |law and the
courts are very respectable; even this State and this American
governnent are, in many respects, very adnmirable and rare things,
to be thankful for, such as a great nmany have described them but
seen froma point of viewa little higher, they are what | have
described them seen froma higher still, and the highest, who shal
say what they are, or that they are worth | ooking at or thinking of
at all?

However, the government does not concern nme nuch, and | shal
best ow t he fewest possible thoughts on it. It is not nany nonents
that | live under a governnment, even in this world. If a man is
t hought-free, fancy-free, imagination-free, that which is not never
for a long tinme appearing to be to him unwise rulers or reforners
cannot fatally interrupt him

I know that nost nmen think differently fromnyself; but those
whose |ives are by profession devoted to the study of these or
ki ndred subjects, content ne as little as any. Statesnen and
| egi slators, standing so conpletely within the institution, never
distinctly and nakedly behold it. They speak of noving society, but
have no resting-place without it. They rmay be nmen of a certain
experience and di scrimnation, and have no doubt invented ingenious
and even useful systens, for which we sincerely thank them but all
their wit and usefulness lie within certain not very wide linmits.
They are wont to forget that the world is not governed by policy and
expedi ency. Webster never goes behind governnent, and so cannot
speak with authority about it. H s words are wisdomto those
| egi sl ators who contenplate no essential reformin the existing
governnent; but for thinkers, and those who legislate for all tine,

he never once glances at the subject. | know of those whose serene



and wi se specul ations on this theme would soon reveal the limts of
his mnd' s range and hospitality. Yet, conpared with the cheap
prof essions of nost reforners, and the still cheaper w sdom and

el oquence of politicians in general, his are alnost the only
sensi bl e and val uabl e words, and we thank Heaven for him
Conparatively, he is always strong, original, and, above all
practical. Still, his quality is not wisdom but prudence. The
lawyer's truth is not truth, but consistency or a consistent

expedi ency. Truth is always in harnony with herself, and is not
concerned chiefly to reveal the justice that may consist with
wrong-doing. He well deserves to be called, as he has been call ed,
the Defender of the Constitution. There are really no blows to be
gi ven by him but defensive ones. He is not a |eader, but a
follower. H s |leaders are the nmen of '87. "I have never nade an

effort," he says, "and never propose to nake an effort; | have never
count enanced an effort, and never nean to countenance an effort, to
di sturb the arrangenent as originally nade, by which the various
States cane into the Union." Still thinking of the sanction which
the Constitution gives to slavery, he says, "Because it was a part
of the original conmpact -- let it stand.” Notw thstanding his
speci al acuteness and ability, he is unable to take a fact out of
its merely political relations, and behold it as it lies absolutely
to be disposed of by the intellect -- what, for instance, it
behooves a man to do here in Anerica to-day with regard to sl avery,
but ventures, or is driven, to nmake sone such desperate answer as
the followi ng, while professing to speak absolutely, and as a
private man -- from whi ch what new and si ngul ar code of soci al
duties might be inferred? "The manner," says he, "in which the
governnents of those States where slavery exists are to regulate it
is for their own consideration, under their responsibility to their
constituents, to the general |laws of propriety, humanity, and
justice, and to God. Associations forned el sewhere, springing from

a feeling of humanity, or any other cause, have nothi ng whatever to



do with it. They have never received any encouragenent from ne, and
they never will."

They who know of no purer sources of truth, who have traced up
its streamno higher, stand, and wi sely stand, by the Bible and the
Constitution, and drink at it there with reverence and hunility; but
t hey who behold where it comes trickling into this |ake or that
pool, gird up their loins once nore, and continue their pilgrinage
toward its fountain-head.

No man with a genius for |egislation has appeared in Anmerica.
They are rare in the history of the world. There are orators,
politicians, and el oquent nmen, by the thousand; but the speaker has
not yet opened his nouth to speak who is capable of settling the
much-vexed questions of the day. W |ove eloquence for its own
sake, and not for any truth which it may utter, or any heroismit
may inspire. CQur legislators have not yet |earned the conparative
val ue of free-trade and of freedom of union, and of rectitude, to a
nation. They have no genius or talent for conparatively hunble
questions of taxation and finance, comerce and nmanufacturers and
agriculture. If we were left solely to the wordy wit of legislators
in Congress for our guidance, uncorrected by the seasonabl e
experience and the effectual conplaints of the people, Anerica would
not long retain her rank anong the nations. For eighteen hundred
years, though perchance | have no right to say it, the New Testanent
has been witten; yet where is the |egislator who has wi sdom and
practical talent enough to avail hinself of the Iight which it sheds
on the science of |egislation?

The authority of governnment, even such as | amwilling to submt

to -- for | will cheerfully obey those who know and can do better
than I, and in many things even those who neither know nor can do so
well -- is still an inpure one: to be strictly just, it must have
the sanction and consent of the governed. |t can have no pure right

over ny person and property but what | concede to it. The progress

froman absolute to a linmted nonarchy, froma limted nonarchy to a



denmocracy, is a progress toward a true respect for the individual
Even the Chi nese phil osopher was w se enough to regard the

i ndi vidual as the basis of the enpire. |s a denbcracy, such as we
know it, the last inprovenent possible in government? 1Is it not
possible to take a step further towards recogni zing and organi zi ng
the rights of man? There will never be a really free and
enlightened State until the State comes to recogni ze the individua
as a higher and independent power, fromwhich all its own power and
authority are derived, and treats himaccordingly. | please nyself
with imagining a State at |east which can afford to be just to al
men, and to treat the individual with respect as a nei ghbor; which
even would not think it inconsistent with its ow repose if a few
were to live aloof fromit, not neddling with it, nor enbraced by
it, who fulfilled all the duties of neighbors and fell ownmen. A
State which bore this kind of fruit, and suffered it to drop off as
fast as it ripened, would prepare the way for a still nore perfect
and glorious State, which also | have imagi ned, but not yet anywhere

seen.

End



