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Introduction

| stand in awe of my body, this matter to which | am bound
has become so strange to me. | fear not spirits, ghosts, ofwhich
| am one . . . but | fear bodies, | tremble to meet them. What is
this Titan that has possession of me? Talk of mysteries!—
Think of our life in nature,—daily to be shown matter, to come
into contact with it,—rocks, trees, wind on our cheeks! the
solid earth! the actual world! the common senseContact!
Contact! Whaare we?whereare we?

—Thoreau,"Ktaadn and thévlaine Woods," 1848

Of our classicAmerican writersHenry David Thoreau
is the supreme poet afoubleness, dadvasion andnystery.
Who is he? Where does B&and? Is he to be definegen
by his own wordsdeliberately andastidiously chosen as
they are, andfamously muchrevised? Thdacts of hislife,
available in anyrhoreau "chronology,5eem moreletached
from the marhimselfthan such factsommonly do: Thoreau
warns ughat theoutwardaspect of his life may be "more
| than it is you." He boasts of having tbapacity to stand
asremote fromhimself asrom another. Hes bothactor and
spectator. He viewkimself as garticipant inTime as if he
were akind offiction—"a work oftheimaginationonly." We
know with certainty of thehistorical man, born 12July
1817, Concord,Massachusetts, and wiiged 6 May1862,
Concord,Massachusetts; what liegtween is a mystery.

Perhaps for theseasons, antlecause of theedoubt-
abletone of Thoreau'soice, he is thenostcontroversial of
American writersWhether henriteswith oneiric precision
of thawing eath, or a ferocious war between red didck
ants, or therimevalbeauty of Mt.Katahdin inMaine, or in
angry defense of thmartyred JohrBrown ("I do notwish
to kill or be killed but | carforeseecircumstances in which
both of theseghingswould be by mainavoidable"), he as-
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serts himselfvith sud force that thereader iscompelled to
react: whatcompromise ispossible?Always Thoreau tells
us, You must change your lif@¢vhere hisfellow Transcen-
dentalistsspoke of self-reliance asvartue Thoreauactively
practiced it, andjloried init—"Sometimeswhen |compare
myself with other men, itseems as if were more favored
by the gods tharthey"; whee most writers secretly feel
superior to theilcontemporaries Thoreau lgunt, provok-
ing—"The greatempart of what myneighborscall good |
believe in my soul to bbad." Yet his own paton is fre-
guentlyambiguous, and even what he meantNature is
something of apuzzle. Who is theomniscient "I" of
Walden?

Sointimately bound up with mymaginative life is the
Henry David Thoreau ofWalden,first readwhen | was fif-
teen, that it idifficult for me tospeak of himwith any pre-
tense obbjectivity. Any number of higithy remarkshave
sunk so deep in mgonsciousness as bave assumedsort
of autonomy: Asif you could Kkill time without injuring
eternity. Be it life or death we crave only reality. God him-
self culminates in the present moment, and will never be
more divine in the lapse ofall the ages. Why so seeming fast,
but deadly slow?So close to myheart isBeware of all en-
terprises that require new clothésmight deludemyself it
is my invention. Eventually | wouldeal other works of
Thoreau's andeven teach Walden numberlesstimes (in
startling butalwaysfruitful juxtaposition with amongother
texts, Freud'Civilization and Its Discontentd\lietzsche's
Zarathustra, Upton Sinclair's The Jungle,Lewis Carroll's
Alice books andThe Hunting of the Snarkhut it is the
Walden of my adolescence temember mosvividly—suf-
fusedwith the powerfuly intense, romantic energiesaufo-
lescence, th sensethat life is boundless,experimental,
provisionary, ever-fluid, and unpredictable; thepnviction
that, whatever thaccident of the outeself, thetruest self
is inward, secret,inviolable. "l love to bealone," says
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Thoreau. "I nevefound thecompanionthat was sacom-
panionable assolitude.” Thecelebrant of earthly, and of
earthy,mysteries, Thoreau is also a celebrant oftthman
spirit in contradistinction tavhat might becalled thesocial
being—the publiddentitieswith which we arespecified at
birth and whichthrough ourifetimes we labor to assert in
a context of othesocialbeingssimilarly hypnotized by the
mystery of their own identities. But'self* to Thoreau
appears to be but the letisrough which theworld is
perceived, and athe world shifts on itsaxis, as season
yields to season, place to place, emggmatic form of mat-
ter to anotherthe prismatic lenstself shifts. "Daily to be
shown matter"—whatdoes itmean? Ithere is aself it must
be this very shifting of perspective, thigeaselessransfor-
mation and metamorphosis. If ih854, the very year of
Walden'spublication, Thoreau couldnote in his journal,
"We som getthroughwith Nature. Sheexcites an expec-
tation which shecannot satify,” the testament dValdenis
otherwise. What moreadicalperspective!'Shall | nothave
intelligence with theearth? Am | not partlyeaves andeg-
etable mould myself?"

Thoreau'sappeal is tahatinstinct in us—adolescent,
perhaps, but not merepdolescent—thatesists our own
gravitation toward theouter, larger,fiercely competitive
world of responsibility, falsecourage, and "reputation.” It is
an appeal as readildescribed agxistential, as Transcen-
dentalist; itsvoice is unique, individual, skeptical rebel-
lious. The geatest good fathe greateshumber—thesense
that we might owesomething tathe state—thepossibility
that life is fulfilled, not handicapped, byhumanrelation-
ships: these aremoral positions noto be considered. "I
havelived somethirty years on this planet,” Thoreau says
boldly, "and | have yet to hear thirst syllable ofvaluable
or evenearnestadvicefrom my seniors.They havetold me
nothing, andorobably cannotell me anything, to the pur-
pose."

Canit be true, or is it ausefulfiction, that thecosmos
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is createcanew in theéndividual?—that onean, by way of
a defiant act of slf-begetting, transcend thefate of the
species, theaation, thecommunity, thefamily, and—for a
woman—the socially determined parametersf gender?
Surely it isdoubtful that Nature is asingle entity, a noun
congenial to capitalization:

The indescribable innocence arfmkneficence oNature,—of
swun and wind and rain, afummer andvinter,—suchhealth,
suchcheer, theyafford forever! andsuch sympathyawe they
everwith our race, that all Naturewould be affected, and the
sun's brightnes$ade, and thewinds would sighhumanely,
andthe clouds rain tears, and the woods stiesir leaves and
put on mourning inmidsummer, if any mashould ever for a
just causegrieve.

(How to reconcilethis Nature with the Nature dbckjaw
andtuberculosis, of agonizindeaths angbrolonged griefs?
Thoreauhimself wasto die young, agedforty-four, of con-
sumption.) Yet thesfictions, thesewilled metaphors, very
nearly convincewithin the total argument olWalden.We
believeeven while disbelievingeven as weannotentirely
believe, but do—or wisho—in what Thoreauells us re-
peatedly of theautonomy of thehumansoul. Quite apart
from his mastery of th&nglishlanguage—andertainly no
American has evewritten morebeautiful,vigorous, supple
prose—Thoreau's peculigmiumph as astylist isto trans-
form reality itself by way of hisperception of it: his lan-
guage.What is themotive formetaphor irany poet—in any
poetic sensibility—but theceaselesslefining of theself and
of the world by way oflanguage? In his journal for 6 May
1854 Thoreawvrites: "All that a man has to say or do that
canpossibly concermankind, is in somshape oother to
tell the story of his love,—to sing; and, if hefisrtunate and
keepsalive, he will beforever inlove. This alone is to be
alive to theextremities."

ToreadThoreau inadolescence is to read him at a time
when such statementarry theweight, thepromise, of
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prophecy; "to bealive to theextremities,"with no fixed or
evendefinable object fobne'slove, seems nanerely pos-
sible butinevitable, andlesirable. A®xistence precedes es-
sence, so emotigorecedes and helps to createoigect. If
the humanworld disappointsus—as inadolescence it so
frequentlydoes, not only in fallingshort of itsideals but in
failing to grant us the value weish for ourselves—we have
the privilege of repudiating itorever in exchange for the
certainty of a fardifferent kind ofromance, orreligious
mission. "Weshould beblessed if wdived in the present
always, and tooladvantage dévery accidenthat befell us,"
Thoreau says, bwguchvigilance ispossible only if one has
brokenfree ofhumanrestraints anabligations—plans for
thefuture, let's say, or remorsaverone's pasacts; only if
the object of one's love is not another human being.
Thoreauproposednarriage to goungwoman namedtllen
Sewall in 1840, wasrejected, andorever afterward sems
to haveturned hisenergies—hislove"—inward to the mys-
teriousself andoutward to arequallymysteriousNature. "l
have neverfelt lonesome, or in the least oppressed by a
sense of solitude, but once ... but | was at the gane
conscious of slight insanity in mymood, andseemed to
foresee my recovery," Thoreau sayshiatmosteloquent of
chapters,'Solitude." Herealoneness is soatural, so right,
lonesomenesiself is aslight insanity Even Nietzsche's
celibateprophetZarathustra, that mostlone ofmen, ad-
mits to beindonely; and does nahrinkfrom saying "l love
man,"though his loves not returned.

But all art is a matter axclusions, rejections. To write
of onesubject is tagnore all others. Téve one life passion-
ately—todrive itinto acorner,reduce it to itdowest terms,
seewhether it be’'mean or sublime"—is necessarily to de-
tach oneselffrom otherlives. If Henry David Thoreau is an
emblematic anagven a heroidigure for manywriters it is
party because the "Henravid Thoreau" ofWaldenis so
triumphant diterary creation—diction, surely, metaphor-
ical rather tharhuman piecedtogether as we now know by
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slow painstakindabor out of the jarnals of manyears. (At
the time of hisdeathThoreau left behindin extraordinary
record—thirty-ninemanuscriptvolumes containingnearly
two million words, gournalreligiously kept from his twen-
tieth year until higleath.) But ssuperb atylist is Thoreau
we alwayshave thesense as we read ofhand flying bril-
liantly before us,throwing off sparks,dazzling andrides-
cent andseeminglyeffortless asa butterfly in flight: What
an eye, we are moved tthink—what anear! what spon-
taneity! In factWaldenis mosaicrather thannarrative, a
carefully orchestratedymbolic fiction and not a forthright
account of a man's sojourn in th@ods. Moreimportant
still, we shouldunderstand’horeau's "I" tdbe a calculated
literary invention, afictitious character set in a naturalistic
but fictitious world. Surely thebodiless andseemingly
nameless persona whowags forhumanity rather than for
himself had no historicaxistence andnight be sebeside
Hawthorne'sHester PrynneMelville's Ahab, andTwain's
HuckleberryFinn as one of th greatliterary creations of
the nineteenth centurylike his Transcendentalistom-
panionsThoreauscorned the art dfction ('One world at a
time," hemight have saidwittily in this contextoo), while
not acknowledgindhat theart offiction takesmany guises,
just astelling thetruth requiresmany forms.

Certainly the meticulous craftsmanship d&WValden—
reminiscent of theobsessive fanatic, imspired crafsman-
ship of Joyce's Ulyssesand Finnegans Wakegives the
book anotherdimension,anotherangle of appeal, gartic-
ular interest towriters. Writing is notafter all merely the
record ofhavinglived but anaspect of livingitself. And if
there are those twwhomliving is apreparation fowriting—
why not? Only asensibility hostile to the act efriting, or
doubtful ofwriting's validity to life, would wish tocriticize—
as, oddly, manycritics have criticizedrhoreau for the very
precision of higprose!—as ifvriting poorly were ameasure
of sincerity. (Alfred Kazin, for instance, inAn American
Processionspeaks slightingly ofhoreau afaving written
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rather than"achieved" ecstasy: "Whatever the moment
was, his expression of it wa®rged, fabricated,worked
over, solderedrom fragmentaryresponses, to makiose
single sentenceghat createdThoreau'sreputation as an
aphorist andfostered themyth that insuch cleverness a
man couldive." But in such art a madid live. And, in any
case, the modifficult experiences to record are those we
have actuallyexperienced: wéoil to express whaive have
felt without premeditation.)

Thoreau is, as | havauggested, the quintessential poet
of evasion, paradox, mysteg. If like Walt Whitman he con-
tradicts himself—veryvell, he contradictdimself. A foolish
consistency is thédobgoblin ofsmall minds, but disparity
itself may well lie in themind of the beholder.

Whoare we?—whereare we? Thorea repeatedlyasks.
He confesses or brags that kieows not the firstetter of
thealphabet, and is not so wise now as the day he was born.
Though thevoice of Waldenis the voice of Thoreau's other
works, one idard put taccharacterize the self behind it. And
even theobject ofhis ecstaticlove, Nature, iselusive, teas-
ingly undefined. Isthere Nature, omerely nature?Richer
and more palpable in evemgspectthan Emerson's Na-
ture—as howcould it fail to be—Thoreau'sNature is at
timesairily Platonic, at other timesiinute, graphic, gritty,
unsparing. It isSTranscendentalisand sentimental Puritan
and "obscene,'existential andamoral, byturns. All we
know with certainty ighat it ismute: "Nature puts n@ues-
tion andanswersone whichwe mortalsask."

In one of thedidactic chapters ofWalden, "Higher
Laws," Thoreawspeaks of amnsettlingexperience:

As | camehomethrough thewoods . . . Icaught aglimpse of
awoodchuckstealing across mgath, and fela strangethrill
of savagedelight, aml wasstrongly tempted toseize and de-
vour him raw; nothat | washungrythen,except for thewild-
nesswhich he represented. {Aanother time] | 6und myself
ranging thewoods, like ahalf-starvedhound, with a sange
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abandonmentseekingsome kind offenison whié | might de-
vour, and nanorselwould havebeen too savage for me. The
wildest scenesad becomeinaccountablyamiliar.

Thoreautells us he ihds in himself aninstinct toward the
higher, orspiritual,life; andanothertoward aprimitive and
savage one. He reverences theath: "l love the wild no
lessthan thegood." Forwildnessand goodnessnug ever
be separate. As thehapterdevelopshowever, Thoreau re-
pudiates thephysical life with theastounding statement—
in Waldenof all books—"Nature is hard to kmsercome but
shemust beovercome.” Inthis newcontext it @pearsthat
Nature isabruptly alignedwith the feminine, thecarnivo-
rous, and the carnathough aman'sspiritual life is "star-
tlingly moral" one isnonethelessusceptible téemptations
from themerely physical, ofeminine; urges to indulge in a
"slimy beastly life" ofeating,drinking, andundifferentiated
sensuality. Thoreau speaks as a maath@r men, in the
hectoringtone of aPuritanpreacherwarning hisreaders
not againstdamnation (inwhich hecannotbelieve—he is
toocanny, tooYankee) btiagainssuccumbing taheir own
lower natures: "We areonscious of amnimal in uswhich
awakens irproportion as ounighernatureslumbers. Sen-
suality takes many forms but it is all one—oviee. All pu-
rity is one. Thoughsexuality of any kind is foreign té/al-
den, chastity isevoked as avalue, and achapter which
began with anextravagantpaean towildness concludes
with a denunciation of th@nnamedsexual instincts. ("l
hesitate tsaythesethings, but it is not because of the sub-
ject,—I care not howobscene myvordsare,—butbecause
| cannot speak of themvithout betraying myimpurity. We
discoursefreely without shame of one form of sensuality,
andare silentaboutanother.")

Did Woman exist for Thoreaexcept as a projection of
his own celibatesoul, to be'transcended"Though aradi-
calthinker in so many otheegards, Thoraais profoundly
conservative in thesmatters, as hisonventional trope of
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Nature as'she"suggests. Ithe chaptefReading," for in-
stance, hdlifferentiatesbetweenspoken andwritten lan-
guages, théanguage we hear and the languageress.
The insight is prdound, theexpressioncrude andunex-
amined:

The oneis commonly transitory, &ound, a tongue, dialect

merely,almostbrutish, and wéearn itunconsciouslylike the

brutes, of oumothers. The other is thmaturity andexperi-

ence ofthat; if that is our rather tongue, thais our father

tongue, aeserved andelect expression, todgsificant to be
heard by theear, which we must be boragain in order to
speak.

The expression "born agairsuggests the fundamentally
religious bias ofhis classicmisogyny.

ElsewhereThoreau'dNature isunsentimentalexisten-
tialist. In "BruteNeighbors," foiinstance ,Thoreauobserves
anantwar of nearly Homeric proportions and examines two
maimedsoldierantsunder amicroscope; thanalogue with
the humanworld is too obvious tde emphasized. In the
rhapsodic passageith which "Spring” ends, wildness and
Nature areagain evoked as good, necessary for our spiritual
wholeness. We need tagtness our owtimits transgressed:
"We are cheered when we observe thalture feeding on
the carrionwhich disgusts and disheartens us dadving
health andstrength from theepast." Thempressionmade
on a wise man is that efiversal innocence. And we have
no doubt who thé'wise man" is.

Similarly unentimental but cast inBranscendentalist
mode is the long andrilliantly sustained passagin
"Spring" in which Thoreau studiethe hieroglyphicforms
of thawingsand and clay on th&ide of a railroacembank-
ment. In thisextraordinaryprose poem Thoreau observes so
minutely and withsuch stark precisionthat thereader ex-
periences thgghenomenon famore vividly than hemight
everhope to inlife. As the earththaws, numberlestittle
streams are formed toverlap andinterlace with one an-
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other, taking orthe quality ofleaves and vireeandresem-
bling "the laciniated lobed animbricated thalluses of li-
chens"—or ddahey ratheevokecoral, leopardspaws,birds’
feet? brains orlungs orbowels?excrements of all kinds?
The grotesquevegetationpossessesuch beauty Thoreau
imagineshimself in the verypresence of thértist who
made theworld andhimself: "I feel asif | were nearer to
thevitals of theglobe, forthis sandy overflow is something
such &foliaceous mass asélvitals of the animal body." In
Nature alformsmimic one another. Thege is but aisgle
leaf—rivers areleaveswhose pulp is intervening earth—
towns anctities are the ova afisects in theiaxils!

Where in laterlife Thoreauwould become obsessed
with facts, data, matter ("the solid earth! the actual
world!"), here heargues for scompellingacorrespondence
between man and the fantastickdsigns on thembank-
ment we are led to see hamysticism isscience, science
mysticism, poetrynerely commorsense. Thearth is not a
fragment ofdead history, "stratum uponstratumlike the
leaves of a book,butliving poetrylike theleaves of aree;
not a fossil earth but diving earth. In thesdénes Thoreau
is writing at thevery peak ofhis inimitablepowers, yet the
result, theelaboratemetaphor insand andclay, reads
smoothly,"naturally.”

The universe is after alvider than ouwiews of it.

—JoyceCarol Oates
Concord, Massachusetts
July, 1985
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Economy

WHEN | wrote thefollowing pages, orather
the bulk ofthem, llived alone, in thavoods, amile
from any neighbor, ina house which | had built my-
self, on the shore aivalden Pond, in Concord, Mas-
sachusetts, and earned fiwng by the labor of my
handsonly. | lived there two years and twoonths.
At present | am a sojourner in dxéd life again.

I should notobtrude myaffairs so much on the no-
tice of myreaders if very particulanquiries had not
beenmade bymy townsmenconcerning my mode of
life, which somewould call impertinent, thoughhey
do not appear to me at all impertinef,t, consider-
ing the circumstances, veryatural andpertinent.
Somehave asked what | got to eat; if | did not feel
lonesome; if | was noafraid; and thdike. Others
havebeen cuous to learrwhatportion of my income
| devoted to charitable purposes; awine, whdave
large families, howmanypoor childrenl maintained.

I will therefore askhose of my readerwho feel no
particular inteest in me to pardon me ifundertake
to answersome ofthese questions ithis book. In
most books, the I, dirst person, isomitted; inthis it
will be etained;that, in repect to egotism, is the
maindifference. Wecommonly do not remember that
it is, after all, always thefirst personthat is speak-
ing. | should nottalk so much aboutyself if there
were anybody else whom | knew asell. Unfortu-
nately, | amconfined tothis theme by the narrowness
of my experience Moreover, |, on myside, equire
of every writer, first or last, asimple and sincere
account of his own life, and not merelkhat he has
heard of othemen'slives; some suchaccount as he
would send to his kindreftom a distant land; for
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if he has lived sincerely, itmust havebeen in a dis-
tantland to me. Perhaps thepages are more par-
ticularly addressed to poatudents. As for theest
of my readerstheywill accept such portions apply
to them. | trustthat none will sretch theseams in
putting on thecoat, for it may do goodervice to him
whom it fits.

| would fain s§ something, not so muotoncern-
ing the Chinese and Sandwitdlanders as you who
readthese pagesyho are said to live in New Eng-
land; something abowyour condition,especially your
outward condition orcircumstances itthis world, in
this town, what it is, whether it inecessaryhat it be
asbad as it is, whether it cannot be improved as well
asnot. | havetravelled agood deal inConcord; and
every where, inshops, andffices, and fieldsthe in-
habitants haveppeared to me tbe doing penance
in a thousandremarkableways. What Ihave heard
of Brahminssitting exposed to foufires andlooking
in the face of thesun; orhangingsuspendedwith
their heads downwardpver flames; orlooking at the
heavenover theirshoulders'until it becomes impos-
sible forthem to resumdéheir naturalposition,while
from the twist of the neck nothing butquids can
passinto the stomach;" ordwelling, chained for life,
at the foot of a tree; or measuringth their bodies,
like caterpillars, théoreadth ofvast empires; or stand-
ing on one leg on the tops piflars,-eventheseforms
of consciousgpenance ardéardly moreincredible and
astonishing than thaecenes which | daily witness.
The twelvelabors of Herculesvere trifling in com-
parison with thosevhich my neighbordave under-
taken; fortheywere only twelve, and had &md; but
| could never seéhatthese merslew orcaptured any
monster or finished any labofmhey have ndfriend
lolas toburn with a hotiron the rootof the hydra's
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head, but asoon as one head dgsushed, twaspring
up.

| see young men, myownsmenwhosemisfortune
it is to have inheritedarms, houses,barns, cattle,
andfarmingtools; for thesearemore easilyacquired
than got ridof. Better if they hadbeenborn in the
openpasture andugkled by awolf, that they might
hawe seenwith clearer eyes what field they were
called to labor in. Whaonade them serfs of thaoil?
Why shouldthey eat theirsixty acres, when man is
condemned to eat only his peck of dirt? Wanpuld
they begin digging theigraves assoon asthey are
born?They have got tdive aman's life pushing all
thesethings before them, and get amswell as they
can. How many a poammortal soul have | met well
nigh crushed and smothereahder itsload, creeping
down the road ofife, pushing before i barn seven-
ty-five feet byforty, its Augeanstablesnevercleansed,
andonehundredacres ofland, tillage, mowing, pas-
ture, andvood-lot! Theportionless, whatruggle with
no suchunnecessarynherited encumbrances, find it
labor enough to subdue ancultivate a fewcubic
feet of flesh.

But menlabor under amistake. The better part of
themanis soonploughed into theoil for compost. By
a seemingfate, commonly called necessity,they are
employed, as it says in aid book, laying up treas-
ureswhich moth andrust will corrupt andthieves
break through and stedt.is afool's life, as theywill
find when they get to the end of it, if ndiefore. It
is said that Deucalion andPyrrha created men by
throwing stones over theiheadsbehindthem: —

Inde genusdurum sumus,experiensqueéaborum,
Et documenta damus qusimus originenati.

Or, as Raleighrhymes it in hissonorousway,—



6 ECONOMY

"From thence ourkind hard-hearted is, enduring
pain and care,
Approving that our bodies ofa stonynature are."

Somuch for ablind obedience to hlunderingoracle,
throwing the stone®ver their headsbehind them,
and not seeing wherehey fell.

Most men, everlin this comparativelffree country,
throughmere ignorance anaistake, are soccupied
with the factitious cares andsuperfluously coarse
labors of life that itsfiner fruits cannotbe plucked
by them. Their fingers, fromexcessivetoil, are too
clumsy andtremble toomuch for that.Actually, the
laboring man has ndeisure for atrue integrity day
by day; he cannotafford to sustain thenmanliestrela-
tions tomen; hislabor would be depreciated in the
market. He has niime to be anyhing but a maltine.
How can he remembesell his ignorance—which his
growth requires—who has soften to use hiknowl-
edge? Weshould feed anctlothe him gratuitously
sometimes, andecruit him with ourcordials, before
we judge of him. Thefinest qualities of ournature,
like the bloom orfruits, can be mserved only by the
most delicatdhandling. Yet we do not treat oefges
nor one another thus tenderly.

Some ofyou, we all know, argoor, find it hard to
live, aresometimes, as ivere, gasping fobreath. |
have no doubthat some of you whaead this book
areunable to pay for all thdinners whit you have
actually eaten, or for theoats andshoeswhich are
fastwearing or aralready worrout, andhave come to
this page tospend borrowed or stoletime, robbing
your creditors of anhour. It is very evident what
mean and sneakinges many of you live, for my
sight has beewhetted byexperience; always on the
limits, trying to get into business anttying to get out
of debt, a veryancientslough, called by the Latins,
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aes alienumanother's brass, fa@ome oftheir coins
weremade of brassstill living, anddying, andouried
by this other'sbrass;always promising t@ay, prom-
ising to pay, to-morrow, anddying to-day, insolvent;
seeking tocurry favor, to getcustom, by how many
modes, onlynot state-prisonoffences; lying, flatter-
ing, voting, contractingyourselves into a nutshell of
civility, or dilating into an atmosphere d¢fin and
vaporous generosity, that you may persuade your
neighbor to let younake hisshoes, or his hat, or his
coat, or hiscarriage, or import higroceries forhim;
making yourselves sick, that yomay lay up some-
thing against asick day,something to be tucked away
in anold chest, or in a stocking behind the plastering,
or, more safely, in thebrick bank; nomatterwhere,
no matter howmuch or howlittle.

| sometimeswonderthat we can be sfrivolous, |
may almost say, as tattend to thegross but some-
what foreign form of servitudecalled Negro Savery,
there are sanany keen andubtle masters that en-
slaveboth north and south. It lsard to have a south-
ern overseer; it is worsé have anorthernone; but
worst of all when you are thelave-driver ofyour-
self. Talk of a divinity inman! Look at the teamster
on the highway, wending tanarket by day or night;
does anydivinity stir within him? Hishighestduty to
fodder andwater his horses! What is hidestiny to
him compared withthe shippinginterests?Does not
he drive for Squire Make-a-stir? Hogodlike, how
immortal, is he? See how leewers andsneaks, how
vaguely all the dahe fears, nobeingimmortal nor
divine, but the slave angftisoner ofhis ownopinion
of himself, afame won by his owndeeds. Public
opinion is aweak tyrant compared with our own
private opinion. What a marthinks of himself, that it
is which determines, oratherindicates, higate. Self-
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emancipation even in thé/est Indianprovinces of
the fancy andmagination,—whawVilberforce isthere
to bring that about?Think, also, of the ladies of the
land weavingtoilet cushions againshe last day, not
to betray togreen arnnterest intheirfates! As if you
could kill time without injuring eternity.

The mass of men lead lives qfiiet desperation.
What is called esignation isconfirmed desperation.
From thedesperate city you go into the desperate
country, andhave toconsoleyourselfwith the brav-
ery of minks andmuskrats. Astereotyped butncon-
scious despair isoncealed eveander what arealled
the games an@musements aghankind.There is no
play in them, forthis comesafter work. But it is a
characteristic ofvisdom not to dodesperate things.

When we considemwhat, to use the @rds of the
catechism, is thehief end of man, andhat are the
true necessaries ancheans oflife, it appears as fif
men had deliberatelghosen the common mode of
living becausedhey preferred it to any other. Y#tey
honestly thinkthere is nochoiceleft. But alert and
healthy naturesememberthat the surroseclear. It
is never too late to give up ourggudices. No way of
thinking or doing, however ancient, can bested
without proof. Whatevery body echoes or in silence
passes by asue to-day may turn out to be falsehood
to-morrow, meresmoke ofopinion, which some had
trusted for a cloud thatould sprinklefertilizing rain
on their fields.What oldpeople say yogannot do you
try andfind that youcan. Old deeds for olgeople,
and new deeds for new. Old people did not know
enough once, perchance, feeich freshfuel to keep
the fire a-going; new people put a little dry wood un-
der a pot, and arewhirled round theglobe with the
speed of birds, in a way tkil old people, as the
phrase is. Age is nbetter, hardly savell, qualified
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for an instructor asyouth, for it has noprofited so
much as it hadost. Onemay almostdoubt if the
wisest man hasearned any thingf absolutevalue
by living. Practically, the old hano very important
advice togive theyoung, their own experience has
been sgartial, andtheir lives have been suchniser-
able filures, fo privatereasons, as theyust believe;
andit may be thatthey have somdaith left which
belies that experience, and they are only lggsung
than theywere. | havdived somethirty years orthis
planet, and | have yéb hear the firssyllable ofvalu-
able orevenearnest advice from mgeniors. They
hawe told me nothing, andprobably cannot tell me
anything, to thepurpose. Here is life, an experiment
to a great extentintried by me; but iloes not avail
me that they have triedt. If | have any experience
which | think valuable, | am suréo refled that this
my Mentorssaid nothing about.

One farmer says to mé&you cannotlive onvegeta-
ble food solely, for itfurnishes nothing to makigones
with;" and sohereligiously devotes a part of his day
to supplying hissystem with the rawmaterial of
bones;walking all thewhile he talksbehind hisoxen,
which, with vegetable-made bonegrk him and his
lumbering plough along in spiteof every obstacle.
Somethings are really neceases of life insome cir-
cles, the moshelpless andliseased, whicin others
are luxuries merely, andn othersstill are entirely
unknown.

The whole ground ohumanlife seems to some to
havebeen gone over by thegiredecessors, both the
heights and the valleys, and #lings to have been
caredfor. According toEvelyn, "the wise Solomon
prescribedordinances for the verglistances ofrees;
and the Romarpraetors havalecided howoften you
may go into your neighbor's lantb gatherthe acorns
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which fall on it withouttrespass, and what share be-
longs to thaneighbor."Hippocrates hagven left di-
rections how weshould cut our nailsthat is, even
with the ends of thBngers,neither shorter ndonger.
Undoubtedly thevery tedium andennuiwhich pre-
sume to haveexhausted the variety and the joys of
life are as old as Adam. Butman's capacities have
never beemeasured; nor are we jiodge ofwhat he
can do by any precedents, so little has beéeead.
Whatever have been thigilures hitherto,"be not
afflicted, mychild, for whoshall assign tothee what
thou hasteft undone?"

We might try ourlives by athousandsimple tests;
as, for instance that thesame sun whichipens my
beansillumines at once a system eérthslike ours.
If 1 had remembered this it wouldave prevented
some mistakes.This was not thdight in which |
hoedthem. Thestars are thepexes ofvhat wonder-
ful triangles!'Whatdistant ad differentbeings in the
various mansions of the universe acentemplating
the @meone at the same moment! Nature and hu-
man life are as variouss our severalconstitutions.
Who shall saywhat prospectlife offers to another?
Could agreatemiracle takeplace than for us to look
through eaclother's eyes for amstant? Weshould
live in all theages of the world in ahour; ay, in all
the worlds of theages.History, Poetry, Mythology!—

I know of no reading of anotherxperience satar-
tling andinforming as thiswould be.

The greater part ofvhat myneighborscall good |
believe in mysoul to bebad, and if Irepent of any
thing, it is very likely to bemy good behaviorWhat
demon possessed me thaéehaved so wellYou may
saythe wiseg thing you carold man,—you whahave
lived seventy years, nowithout honor of akind,—I
hear anrresistible voicewhich invites me away from
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all that. Onegeneration abandons tlaterprises of
anotherlike strandedvessels.

| think that we may safely trust good deal more
than we do. We mawaive just somuchcare of our-
selves as whonestly bestovelsewhereNature is as
well adapted to ouweakness as tour strength. The
incessant anxiety anstrain of some is a well nigh
incurableform of disease. We are madedraggerate
the importance of whawork we do; and yet how
much is notdone by us! orwhat if we hadbeen
takensick? How vigilant weare! determined not to
live by faith if we canavoid it; all the day long on the
alert, at night weunwillingly say ou prayers and
commit ourselves tancertainties. So thoroughly and
sincerely are wecompelled tolive, reverencing our
life, anddenying thepossibility ofchange This is the
only way, we say; but therare as many ways as
there carbe drawnradii from one centre. All change
is amiracle tocontemplate; but it is a mirackehich
is taking place everyinstant. Confucius said, "To
know that weknow what weknow, andthat we do
not knowwhat we do not know, that is trenowl-
edge." When one man hesduced a fact of the imag-
ination to be afact to his understanding, foresee
that all men will at lengthestablish theidives on
that basis.

Let us consider for amoment whatmost of the
trouble and anxietwhich | have refged to is about,
andhow much it is neessarthat we beroubled, or,
atleast,careful. Itwould besomeadvantage tdive a
primitive andfrontier life, though in themidst of an
outward civilization, if only to learn what are the
grossnecessaries dife and whatmethods have been
taken toobtainthem; oreven to look over the old day-
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books of themerchants, to see what it was that men
most commonhbought at thestoreswhat theystored,
that is, what are thgrossestgroceries. For the im-
provements ofages have had blittle influence on
the essentiallaws of man'sexistence; as ouskele-
tons, probably, are not to lelistinguishedrom those

of our ancestors.

By the words, necessary of life,b mean whatever,
of all that manobtains by hisown exertions, has
been from thdirst, or fromlong use has lme®me, so
important tohumanlife that few, if any,whether
from savageness, or poverty, philosophy, ever at-
tempt to do without it. To mangreatureghere is in
this sense but oneecessary dffe, Food. To thebison
of the prairie it is a fewinches ofpalatablegrass,
with waterto drink; unless he seeks tf&helter of the
forest or the mountain's shadow. None of the brute
creation requires moréhan Food andShelter. The
necessaries dife for man inthis climatemay, ac-
curately enough, balistributed under theseveral
heads of FoodShelter, Clothing, and Fuel; for niit
we hawe secured these are \peepared tcentertain
the true problems oflife with freedom and arospect
of successMan hasinvented, notonly houses, but
clothes and cooketbod; andpossiblyfrom the acci-
dentaldiscovery of thevarmth of fire, and theonse-
guent use of it, at first a luxuryarose thepresent
necessity to sit by it. Webservecats anddogs ac-
quiring the samesecondnature. Byproper Shelter
and Clothing wdegitimately retain our own internal
heat; butwith anexcess othese, or of-uel, that is,
with an externaheatgreaterthan our owninternal,
may not cookery properly bsaid tobegin? Darwin,
the naturalist,says of theinhabitants ofTierra del
Fuego, that while his owmarty, who were well
clothed and sittinglose to afire, were farfrom too
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warm, thesenakedsavages, whaerefartheroff, were
observed, to Bigreatsurprise, "to be streaming with
perspiration aundergoing such eoasting." So, we
are told, the New Hollander goemsaked with im-
punity, while the Europeanshivers in his clothes. Is
it impossible tocombine thehardiness othese sav-
ageswith the intellectualness of theivilized man?
According toLiebig, man's body is a stove, and food
the fuel which keeps up thinternal combustion in
thelungs. Incold weather weeat more, irvarmless.
The animalheat is theresult of aslow combustion,
and disease andleath takeplace when this is too
rapid; or forwant of fuel, or fromsone defect in the
draught, thdire goesout. Ofcourse the vitaheat is
not to be confoundedith fire; but somuch foranal-
ogy. It appeargherefore from theabovelist, that the
expressionanimal life, is nearly synonymous with
the expressionanimal heat;for while Food may be
regarded as th€&uel whichkeeps up the fire within
us,—andFuel serveonly to prepare thatood or to
increase thavarmth of ourbodies by additiorfrom
without,—Shelter andClothing alsoserve only to re-
tain the heatthus generated andbsorbed.

The granchecessitythen, for oubodies, is to keep
warm, to keep the vitaheat in us. Whapains we
accordinglytake, notonly with our Food, and Cloth-
ing, and Shelter, but with our bedshich are our
night-clothes, robbing thaests andreasts obirds
to prepare thishelter within ashelter, as the mole
hasits bed of grass and leaves at the end odbuts
row! The poor man is wont to complain that this is a
cold world; and to cold, ndessphysicalthansocial,
we refer directly a greapart of ourails. The sum-
mer, insomeclimates,makespossible to man aort
of Elysian life. Fuel, except t@wook his Food, is then
unnecessary; the sun is Hise, and many of the
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fruits are sufficiently cooked by itsrays; while Food
generally is morevarious, and moreasily obtained,
and Clothing andShelter arewvholly or half unneces-
sary. At the preserday, and in this country, adihd
by my own experience, a few implementskrafe, an
axe, a spade, a wheelbarrow, &c., and for the studi-
ous, lamplight, stationery, aratcess t@a few books,
rank next tonecessaries, and can all dletained at a
trifling cost. Yetsome, nowise, go to theother side
of the globe, tobarbarous andnhealthyregions, and
devotethemselves tdarade for ten or twentyears, in
order that they maylive,—that is, keep comfortably
warm,—and die in NevEngland at last. The luxuri-
ouslyrich are notsimply kept comfortably warm, but
unnaturally hot; as implied before, they are cooked,
of course da mode.

Most of theluxuries, andmany of the socalled
comforts oflife, are na only not indipensable, but
positive hinderances to theslevation of mankind.
With respect tduxuries andcomforts, thewisesthave
ever lived a more simple andmeager lifethan the
poor. The ancientphilosophers, Chinese, Hindoo,
Persian, and Greek, wereclassthanwhich none has
been poorer imutward riches, none saich in in-
ward. We know not much about them. Itremark-
able that we know so much of them as we do. The
same igtrue of the more modern reformers aehe-
factors oftheir race. None cate an impartial or
wise observer ofhuman life but from the vantage
ground ofwhat we should callvoluntary poverty. Of
a life of luxury the fruit is luxury, whether in agri-
culture, orcommerce, or literaturegr art. There are
nowadaysprofessors of philosophy, but nphiloso-
phers. Yet it is admirabléo professbecause it was
once admirable tolive. To be a philosopher is not
merely tohave subtlehoughts, noreven tofound a
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school, but so to lovwisdom as to lie accordingo its
dictates, dife of simplicity, independencenagnanim-
ity, and trust. It is tesolve some of th@roblems of
life, not only theoretically, but practicallyThe suc-
cess ofgreat sholars andthinkers iscommonly a
courtier-like success, nokingly, not manly. They
make shift tdive merely byconformity, practically as
their fathers did, and are in rsense therogenitors
of a nobler race of men. But why do meaegenerate
ever? What makes families rwut? What is the na-
ture of the luxurywhich enervates and destroys na-
tions? Are we suréhatthere is none of it in our own
lives? The philosopher is iadvance of his ageven
in the outward form of hislife. He is notfed, shel-
tered,clothed,warmed like his contemporaries. How
can a man be a philosophand not maintain his
vital heat bybettermethods tharothermen?

When a man is warmedhy the several modes
which | have described,what does he want next?
Surely not morevarmth of the samé&ind, as more
and richer food, larger andmore splendidhouses,
finer and more abundantclothing, more numerous
incessant antiotter fires, and théke. Whenhe has
obtained thosehings which arenecessary tdife,
there is another alternativhan toobtain thesuper-
fluities; and that is, toadventure onlife now, his
vacationfrom humbler toilhaving commenced. The
soil, it appears, is suited to the seed, for it has sent its
radicledownward, and it may nowend its shoot up-
ward also withconfidence. Why haman rooted him-
self thus firmly in the earth, but that he may rise in
the same proportiomto the heavenabove?—for the
noblerplants are valued for thieuit they bear at last
in the air and light, far from thground, and are not
treated like the humbleresculents,which, though
they may bebiennials, arecultivated only till they
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have perfected their root, amdten cutdown at top
for this purpose, sdhat most would not know them
in their flowering season.

| do not mean to prescribe rulesstmong and val-
iant natures, whwill mind their own #airs whether
in heaven orhell, andperchance buildnore mag-
nificently andspend more lavishly than thé&hest,
without everimpoverishing themselves, not knowing
how they live,—if, indeedthere are anguch, as has
beendreamed; nor to thosgho find therr encourage-
ment andinspiration inprecisely tle presentcondi-
tion of things, andcherish it with thefondness and
enthusiasm of lovers,—and, smmeextent, Ireckon
myselfin this number; | do nospeak to those who
are well employed, inwhatevercircumstances, and
they know whethethey arewell employed omot;,—
but mainly to the mass of men who are discontented,
andidly complaining of thenardness otheir lot or
of the times,when they mighimprove them. There
are some who complaimost energetically and in-
consolably ofany, because thegre, as theay, do-
ing their duty. lalsohave in mymind that seemingly
wealthy, but most teibsly impoverishedclass of all,
who have accumulatedross, but know not how to
useit, or getrid of it, and thushave forgedheir own
golden orsilver fetters.

If 1 should attempt to tell how | havelesired to
spend my life inyears past, it would probably sur-
prise those ofmy readers who are somewhat ac-
quainted with its actual history; it wouldertainly
astonish those whknow nothing about it. | wilbnly
hint at some of theenterpriseswhich | have cher-
ished.
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In anyweather, at anyour of the dg or night, |
havebeen anxious to improve theck of time, and
notch it on mystick too; to standon the meeting of
two eternities, the past aridture, which is precisely
the presentnoment; taoe thatline. You will pardon
some dscurities, for there are more secrets in my
trade than in mosmmen's, and yet not voluntarily
kept, butinseparable from its verpature. |would
gladly tell all that I knowabout it, and never paint
"No Admittance" on my gate.

I long ago lost @ound, a bayorse, ad a turtle-
dove, and anstill on their trail. Many arethe travel-
lers | have spokenconcerningthem, describing their
tracks andwhat calls they answered to. have met
oneor two who had heard theound, and the tramp
of the horse, ad evenseen the dovalisappear be-
hind a cloud, and theseemed as anxious to recover
them as if theyhad lost them themselves.

To anticipate, not the sunrissnd the dawn mere-
ly, but, if possible,Natureherself! How manymorn-
ings, summer and winter, before yet any neighbor
was stirringabout hisbusiness,have | been about
mine! Nodoubt, many of myownsmerhave met me
returning fromthis enterprisefarmers starting for
Boston in thewilight, or woodchoppers going to their
work. It istrue, I never assisted the somaterially in
his rising, but, doubt not, it was of thdast impor-
tanceonly to bepresent at it.

So many autumn, ay, andvinter days, spent out-
side thetown, trying to heamwhat was in thewind,
to hear and carrit express | well-nigh sunk all my
capital in it, and lost my owhreath intothe bargain,
running in theface of it. If it had concernedither
of the political parties,depend upon it, it would have
appeared in th&azette with thesarliest intelligence.
At other tmes watchingfrom theobservatory osome
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cliff or tree, totelegraph any newarrival; orwaiting
at evening on thdnill-tops for the sky tdall, that |
might catch somethinghough Inevercaughtmuch,
and that, manna-wise, wouldlissolve again in the
sun.

For along time | wasreporter to gournal, of no
very widecirculation,whoseeditor hasneveryet seen
fit to print thebulk of my contributions,and, as is too
common with writers, | got only my labor for my
pains.However, in thiscase my pains wetbeir own
reward.

For many years | was self-appointed inspector of
show storms and rain storms, and did doyy faith-
fully; surveyor, if not ofhighways, then offorest
paths and allacross-lotroutes, keeping them open,
and ravines bridged and passable at all seasons,
where thepublic heel hadestified to their utility.

I have looked after the wild stock of the town,
which give afaithful herdsman @ooddeal oftrouble
by leapingfences; and | have had an eye to the un-
frequentednooks andcorners of thefarm; though |
did not always know whether Jofias or Solomon
worked in aparticularfield to-day; that wasnone of
my business. have watered the red huckleberry, the
sand cherry and theettle tree, the redine and the
black ash, the white grape and thkellow violet,
which might have witheredlse in dryseasons.

In short, | went on thus faa long time, | may say
it without boasting,faithfully minding my business,
till it became more and more evidémat mytowns-
men would notfter alladmit me into thdist of town
officers, nor make mylace a sinecuraith a moder-
ate allowance. Myaccounts, which kan swear to
have keptaithfully, | have,indeed, never gaiudited,
still lessacceptedstill less paid andettled.However,
| have not seiny heart onthat.
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Not long since, a strollindndian went to sebas-
kets at the house ofveell-knownlawyer inmy neigh-
borhood. "Do you wish to buy atpaskets?" hasked.
"No, we do not want any," was theply. "What!" ex-
claimed thelndian as he went oduhe gate, "do you
mean to starve us?HMaving seen his industrious
white neighbors so welbff,—that thelawyer had only
to weavearguments, and bsomemagic wealth and
standing followedhe hadsaid tohimself; | will go
into business; | will weaveaskets; it is a thing/hich
I can do. Thinkinghatwhen he had made thmas-
kets hewould have done hipart, and then iwould
be the whiteman's to buythem. He had nadiscov-
eredthat it wasnecessary for i to make it worth
the other's while to buyhem, or atleastmake him
think that it was so, or ttmake somethinglsewhich
it would be worth hisvhile to buy. | too hadwoven
a kind of basket of adelicatetexture, but | had not
made it worth anyne'swhile to buy them. Yet not
theless, in mycase, did | think it worth mwvhile to
weavethem, andnstead ofstudying how to make it
worth men's while to buy mpaskets, ktudiedrather
how to avoid thenecessity ofselling them. The life
which men praise anegard as successful is but one
kind. Why shouldve exaggerate any oménd at the
expense of thethers?

Finding that myfellow-citizens were notikely to
offer me any room in theourt house, or any curacy
or living any whereelse, but I musshift for myself,

I turned myface more exclusely than ever to the
woods, where | wabetterknown. |determined to go
into business at once, and nekit to acquire the
usualcapital, using sucklendermeans as | had al-
ready got. My purpose igoing toWalden Pond was
not to live cheaply nor to live dearly there, but to
transactsome private business with thdewest ob-
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stacles; tdoe hinderedfrom accomplishing which for
want of alittle commonsense, a little enterprise and
businesdalent, appeared not so sad as foolish.

I havealwaysendeavored to acquire strimisiness
habits; they arendispensable to evemnan. If your
trade is with theCelestialEmpire, then some small
countinghouse on theoast, in someSalem havor,
will be fixture enough. Youwill export such ricles
asthe country affords purely nativeproducts,much
ice andpine timber and a it granite,always in na-
tive bottoms.These will be goodentures. Tamversee
all the detailsyourself inperson; to be abnce pilot
and captain, andwner andunderwriter; to buy and
sell andkeep theaccounts; to rea@very letter re-
ceived, andwvrite or readeveryletter sent; tasuperin-
ternd the discharge ofimports night andday; to be
upon manyparts of thecoast almost at the same
time;—often the richest freight will be discharged
upon aJerseyshore;—to beyour own telegraph, un-
weariedly sweeping the horizon, speaking all passing
vesseldound coastwise; to kpaip asteadydespatch
of commodities, for thesupply of sucha distantand
exorbitantmarket; tokeep yourself informed of the
state of the marketprospects of waand peace every
where, and anticipat¢he tendencies ofrade and
civilization,—takingadvantage of theesults of all ex-
ploring expeditionsusing newpassages and all im-
provements imavigation;—charts to bstudied, the
position of reefs and newights and buoys to be
ascertained, and ever, aexkr, thdogarithmictables
to be corrected, for bythe error ofsome calculator
the vessel often splits upon a rotkat should have
reached a friendlyier,—there is theuntold fate of
La Perouse;—universaicience to be kemiacewith,
studying thelives of all great disoverers and navi-
gators, greatadventurers ah merchants, from Han-
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no and the Phoenicians down to alay; in fine, ac-
count of stock to béaken fromtime to time, to know
how you stand. It is &bor to task théaculties of a
man,—suctproblems ofprofit andloss, ofinterest, of
tare andtret, and gauging of akinds in it, as de-
mand auniversal knowledge.

I havethought thatwalden Pond woudl be agood
place forbusiness, nosolely onaccount of theail-
road and the icerade; it offers advantagewhich it
may not be good policy todivulge; it is agood port
anda goodfoundation. No Nevanarshes tde filled;
though you musevery where build omiles of your
own driving. It is saidthat aflood-tide, with a west-
erly wind, and ice in the Nevayould swee[St. Peters-
burg from theface of theearth.

As this businessvas to beentered into without the
usualcapital, it may not beay to conjecturewhere
thosemeansthatwill still be indispensable to every
such undertaking, were to bebtained. As for Cloth-
ing, to come abnee to the practicgbart of the ques-
tion, perhaps we are laaftener by the love afiovel-
ty, and a regard for thepinions ofmen, in procuring
it, than by a truautility. Let him who has work to do
recollectthat theobject ofclothing is,first, to retain
the vital heat, andsecondly, in thistate ofsociety,
to covernakedness, and he maydge howmuch of
anynecessary amportant work may baccomplished
without adding tohis wardrobe. Kings and queens
who wear a suit butnce,thoughmade bysome tailor
or dress-maker to theimajesties, cannot know the
comfort ofwearing asuit thatfits. They are ndetter
than wooden horses tthang theclean clothes on.
Every day ourgarmentsbecome more assimilated to
ourselves, éceiving the impress of the wearer's char-



22 CLOTHING

acter, until we hesitat to lay themaside, without
such delay and medical appliances awine such
solemnity even as our bodigdo manever stood the
lower in my estimation forhaving apatch in his
clothes; yet | am sure thdhere isgreateranxiety,
commonly, to have fashionable, or dast clean and
unpatchedclothes,than to have @&oundconscience.
But even if therent is not mendedgerhaps the worst
vice betrayed is improvidencd. sometimes try my
acquaintances by such tesisthis;—who could wear
a patch, ortwo extra seamsnly, over theknee?
Most behave a# they believedthat their prospects
for life would beruined if they should do it. ltwould
be asierfor them to hobble to town with a broken
leg than with a brokenpantaloon. Often if aracci-
dent happens to gentleman'slegs, they can be
mended; but if aimilar accident happens to thegs
of his pantaloons, there is no help for it; for he con-
siders, notwhat is trulyrespectable, but what is re-
spected. We know buidew men agreatmany coats
ard breeches. Dress a scarecrowyimur last shift,
you standing shiftless by, who would nosoonest
salute the scarecrowRassing a cornfield thether
day, close by a hat and coat orstake, | ecognized
the owner of thefarm. He was only dittle more
weather-beaten than when | sdwm last. | have
heard of a doghat barked at every stranger who ap-
proached hignaster'spremises withclothes on, but
waseasilyquieted by a naked thief. It is areresting
question howfar men would retairtheir relativerank

if they were divested ofheir clothes. Could you, in
such a case, tefiurely of any company dfivilized
men, which belonged to thenost espected class?
When Madam Pfeiffer, in her adventurousavels
round the worldfrom east to west, had got so near
home asAsiatic Russia, shesaysthat she felt the
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necessity ofwearing other than atravelling dress,
when she went to medte authorities, for shévas
now in a civilized country, where —— -people are
judged of bytheir clothes."Even in ourdemocratic
New England towns the accidental pessan of
wealth, and its manifestation mress andequipage
alone, obtain for the possessoralmost universal
respect. But they whegield such respecthumerous
asthey are, are so fdreathen, and need to have a
missionarysent tothem. Beside, clothesintroduced
sewing, akind of work which you maycall endless;
awoman'sdress, at leasis never done.

A manwho has at lengtliound something to do
will not need to get a new suit to do it in; for him the
old will do, that haslain dusty in the garret for an
indeterminateperiod. Old hoes will serve a hero
longer than they haveserved hisvalet,—if a hero
ever has aalet,—barefeet areolder thanshoes, and
he can make them doOnly they who go tcsoirées
and legislative halls mushave new coats;oats to
change a®ften as thenan changes in them. But if
my jacket and trousers, nhat and shoes, are fit to
worship God in, they will dowill they not? Whaever
saw his old clothes,—his oldcoat, actuallyworn out,
resolvednto its primitive elements, sthat it was not
a deed ofcharity tobestow it onsome pooiboy, by
him perchance to be bestowed some poorer still,
or shall we sayicher, who could davith less? | say,
beware of all enterprisethat require newclothes,
andnotrather a newvearer of clotheslf there is not
a new man, how can the newlothes be made to fit?
If you hawe any entergse beforeyou, try itin your
old clothes. All merwant, notsomething tado with,
but something tado, or rathersomething tabe. Per-
haps we shouleshever procure a newuit, however
ragged or dirty the old, until we have sonducted,
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so enterprised osailed in somevay, that wefeel like
new men in the old, and that to retain it would be
like keeping newwine in old bottles. Ourmoulting
season, like thadf the fowls, must be arisis in our
lives. The loonretires to solitaryponds tospend it.
Thus also thesnake casts its sloughnd the cater-
pillar its wormy coat, byaninternalindustry and ex-
pansion; for clothes are but oautmostcuticle and
mortal coil. Otherwise weshall be bund sailing un-
der false colors, and benevitably cashiered at last
by our own opinion, aswvell asthat of mankind.

We don garmentafter garment, as if we grelike
exogenousplants by addition without. Our outside
and often thin andfanciful clothes are ouepidermis
or false skin,which partakes not obur life, and may
be stripped off here and themsithout fatal injury;
our thicker gaments, constantly worn, are ocgllu-
lar integument, ocortex; but oushirts areour liber
or true bark, which cannotbe removed without
girdling and sodestroying the man. believe that all
races at some seasonsar somethingequivalent to
the shirt. Itis desirablethat a man belad so simply
that he can lay hieands on himselh the dark, and
that helive in all respects so compactly apdepared-
ly, that, if anenemy take théown, hecan, like the
old philosopher, walk out thegate empty-handed
without anxiety. While one thick garment is, fanost
purposes, agood aghree thinones, andheapcloth-
ing can beobtained apricesreally to suit customers;
while a thick coat can bebought for five dollars,
which will last as mary years,thick pantaloons for
two dollars, cowhideboots for a dollar and a half a
pair, a summer hat for quarter of adollar, and a
winter cap for sixty-tw and a haltents, or a better
be made at home at a nominal cost, where is he so
poor that, clad insuch a suit,of his own earning,
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there will not be found wise men to do himever-
ence?

When | ask for ggarment ofa particularfform, my
tailoress tells mgravely,"They do notmake them so
now," not emphasizing thé€rhey" at all, as if she
quoted an authority a@snpersonal as the Fates, and
I find it difficult to ge& madewhat | want, simply
because she cannbtlievethat | meanwhat | say,
that | am so rashWhen | hearthis oracular
sentence, | anfor a momentabsorbed inthought,
emphasizing tomyself each word separatelythat
I may come at the meaning of it, that | may
find out by whatdegree ofconsanguinityThey are
related tome, and what authoritythey may have
in an affair which affects me smearly; and, finally,

I aminclined toanswer her wittrequal mystery, and
without any moreemphasis of th"they,"—"It is true,
they did not makehem so recently, but they dow."
Of what use thismeasuring of me ishe does not
measure mycharacter, bubnly the breadth of my
shoulders, as ivere a peg to hang ttewat on? We
worship not the Graces, nthe Parcae, but Fashion.
She spins andweaves and cutwith full authority.
The head monkey aParis puts ora traveller'scap,
and all the monkeys irAmerica do the same.dome-
times despair ofjetting any thing quitesimple and
honest done in thisvorld by the helpof men. They
would have to be passatirough apowerful press
first, to squeezeheir old notions out othem, so that
they would not soon getpon their legs again, and
then there would be some one in the company with a
maggot in his headhatched from an egdeposited
there nobody knowwhen, for not even firéills these
things, and you would havest yourlabor. Neverthe-
less, we will notforget thatsome Egyptianwheat is
said tohave been handetbwn to us by anummy.
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On the whole, | think thatit cannot bemain-
tainedthatdressing has in this or ampuntryrisen
to the dignity of an art. Apresent memake shift
to wea what they canget. Like shipwreckedsailors,
they put on what they can find on theach, and at a
little distance,whether ofspace or timeJaugh at
each other'snasqueradekEvery generationaughs at
the old fashions, bufollows religiously thenew. We
are amused at beholding thmstume oHenry VIII.,
or Queen Hzabeth, as much as if it was that of the
King and Queen dfhe Cannibalslands. Allcostume
off aman is pitiful or greesque. It ioonly the serious
eye peering from and thsincere lifepassed within
it, which restrain laughter andconsecrate the cos-
tume of anypeople. LetHarlequin betaken with a
fit of the colic and his ppingswill have toservethat
mood too. When theoldier is hit by acannonball
rags are as becoming as purple.

The childish anl savagetaste of men and women
for new patterng&eeps hownanyshaking andquint-
ing throughkaleidoscopeshat they maydiscover the
particular fgure which ths generation requires to-
day. The manufacturers haviearned thathis taste
is merely whimsical. Of twopatternswhich differ
only by afew threadsmore orless of a pdicular
color, the onewill be soldreadily, the other lie on the
shelf, thoughit frequently happens thatafter the
lapse of aseason thdatter becomes th most fash-
ionable. Comparatively,tattooing is not the h&bus
customwhich it is called. It is notbarbarousmerely
because the printing iskin-deep ad unalterable.

| cannotbelievethat ourfactory system is the best
mode by which men may get clothing. The condition
of the operatives ibecoming every dasgnore likethat
of the English; and itannot bewondered at, isce,
asfar as| have heard oobserved, the principal ob-
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ject is, not that mankind may heell and honestly
clad, but, unquestionably, that theorporations may
be enriched. In the long run men hit onlyhat they
aim at. Therefore, though theshould fail immedi-
ately, they had better aim abmething high.

As for a Shelter, | will nbdeny that this is now a
necessary ofife, thoughthere are instances of men
having done without it for long periods incolder
countries than this. SamuelLaing says that "The
Laplander in his skimress, and in akin bagwhich
he puts over hishead and shouldersill sleep night
afternight on the snow. in degree of cold which
would extinguish the life of onexposed to it in any
woollen clothing.” He had seethemasleepthus. Yet
he adds,"They are nothardier than other people."
But, probably, man did notive long on the earth
without diovering the convenieraowhich there is in
a house, the domesticomforts, which phrase may
have oiginally signified thesatisfactions of the house
more than of the family; thoughhese must be ex-
tremely partial andoccasional in those climates
where thehouse isassociated in outhoughtswith
winter or therainy seasorchiefly, and twothirds of
the year,except for gparasol, isunnecessary. In our
climate, in thesummer, it was formerlglmost slely
a covering atmight. In thelndian gazettes wigwam
wasthe symbol of a day's march, and a rowtleém
cut or painted on théark of a tree ignified that so
many timeshey had camped. Man was not made so
large limbed androbust butthat he must seek to
narrow his world, and wall in apace such afitted
him. He was afirst bare and out afloors; butthough
this was pleasanenough in erene andwarm
weather, bydaylight, the ainy season anthe winter,
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to saynothing of thetorrid sun, wouldperhapshave
nipped hisrace in the bud if he had not malaste
to clothe himselfwith the shelter of a house. Adam
and Eve,according to thdable, wore thebower be-
fore otherclothes. Manwanted ahome, aplace of
warmth, or comfort, first ofphysical warmth, then
the warmth of the affections.

We may imagine a timevhen, in the infancy of
the humanrace, someenterprisingmortal creptinto
a hollow in a rock forshelter. Everychild begins the
world again, tosome extent, andloves to stay out
doors,even in wet and cold. It playmuse, asvell as
horse,having an instinct for it. Whdoes noremem-
ber the interestvith which whenyoung helooked at
shelvingrocks, or any approach tocave? It was the
natural yearning of that portion of our most primi-
tive ancestowhich still survived in us. From the cave
we have advanced to roofs of paldeaves, of bark
and boughs, ofinen woven andstretched, ofgrass
andstraw, of boardsind shingles, oktones andiles.
At last, we know not what it is tiive in the operair,
and our lives aredomestic in moresensesthan we
think. From thehearth to thdield is a greatlistance.
It would be wellperhaps if wewere to spend more of
our days andhights without anyobstruction between
us and thecelestialbodies, if the poet did not speak
so mucdh from under a roof, or theaint dwell there
so long. Birds do not sing ircaves, nor dodoves
cherishtheir innocence imlovecots.

However, if onedesigns toconstructa dwelling
house, itbehooves him toexercise dlittle Yankee
shrewdness, lestfter all he findhimself in a work-
house, a labyrinttwithout a clew, a museum, an
almshouse, a prison, @& splendid mausoleum in-
stead.Considerfirst how slight a shelteis absolutely
necessary. | have sedfenobscot Indiansin this
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town, living in tents of thincotton cloth,while the
snow wasnearly a foo deep aroundthem, and |
thoughtthat theywould beglad tohave itdeeper to
keep out thevind. Formerly, when how to get niiv-
ing honestly with freedom left for my properpur-
suits, was aquestion whichvexed me even more
than it does now, forunfortunately I ambecome
somewhat callousl used to see &arge box by the
railroad, sixfeet long bythree wide, in which the
laborerslocked up theirtools atnight, and it sug-
gested to mdehat every man who wasard pushed
might get such a one for a dolland, havingored a
few augerholes in it, toadmit the air at least, get
into it when it rained and atight, andhook down
the lid, and sohave freedom in hisove, and in his
soul befree. This did notappear the worst, nor by
any means a despicabbdternative. Yo could sit up
aslate as you pleasednd,whenever you got up, go
abroadwithout any landlord or house-lord dogging
you for rent. Many a man iearassed to death to pay
the rent of a larger and more luxurious box who
would nothave frozen to death isuch a box as this.
| am far from jesting. Economy is asubjectwhich
admits of being wated withlevity, but it cannot so
be disposed of. Acomfortablehouse for arude and
hardyrace, tha lived mostly out of doors, was once
madehere almosentirely of suchmaterials as Na-
ture furnished ready ttheir hands. Gookin, who was
superintendent of théndians subject to thélassa-
chusettsColony, writing in 1674, says, "The best of
their houses areoveredvery neatly, tight andwarm,
with barks of treesslipped fromtheir bodies atthose
seasons when the sap is up, and made gnéat
flakes, with pressure ofveighty timber, when they
aregreen. . . The meanesort arecoveredwith mats
which they make of &ind of bulrush, and aralso
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indifferently tight andwarm, but not s@good as the
former. . . .Sone | haveseen, sixty or &undred
feetlong andthirty feetbroad. ... | have oftelodged
in their wigwams, andound them as warm as the
bed English houses." Hadds, that theyere com-
monly carpeted and lined within with well-wrought
embroideredmats, andwere furnished withvarious
utensils. Thedndians had advanced so far ageégu-
late theeffect of the wind by a masuspended over
the hole in the roof and moved by &tring. Such a
lodge was in thefirst instance constructed in a day
or two at mostandtakendown and put up in a few
hours; andeveryfamily owned one, or itapartment
in one.

In the savagestate every familyowns a shelter as
good as the best, ansufficient for its coarser and
simplerwants; but | think that $peakwithin bounds
when | saythat, though thebirds of the aihavetheir
nests, and the foxes théioles, and the savages their
wigwams, in moderrtivilized society notmore than
one half the families own ashelter. In the large
towns andcities, wherecivilization especially pre-
vails, the number of thoseho own a shelter isa very
small fraction of thewhole. The rest pay aannual
tax for this outsidegarment ofall, become indis-
pensable summer andnter, which would buy avil-
lage of Indianrwigwams, but novhelps to keeghem
poor as long as thdye. | do notmean tainsist here
onthe disadvantage of hiringompared with owning,
but it is evidentthat thesavage owns his shelter be-
cause itcosts so littlewhile the civiized manhires
his commonly because heannot afford to own it;
nor can he, in the longun, anybetterafford to hire.
But, answers one, by merepaying this tax theoor
civilized mansecures aabode which is a palace com-
pared with thesavage's. Armnnual rentf from twen-
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ty-five to a hundreddollars, these are thecountry
rates,entitles himto thebenefit of theimprovements
of centuries,spaciousapartmentsclean paint and
paper, Rumford fireplace, backplastering, Venetian
blinds, coppepump, springlock, acommodious cel-
lar, andmanyotherthings. Buthow happens it that
he who is said to enjoy these things iso commonly

a poor civilized man,while the savage, who has them
not, isrich as asavage? If it isasserted thativiliza-
tion is a reakdvance in theondition ofman,—and |
think that it is, thoughonly the wge improve their
advantages,—imust beshownthat it hasproduced
better dwellings without makingthem more costly;
and the cost of #&ing is the amount oivhat | will
call life which is required to bexchanged for it, im-
mediately or in the longun. An averagehouse in
this neighborhoodtosts perhaps eighhundreddol-
lars, and to lay up this suwill take from ten tdfif-
teen years of thé&aborer's life, even if he is not en-
cumberedwith a family;—estimating thepecuniary
value ofevery man's labor at one dolladay, for if
some receivanmore, othersreceive less;—so that he
must havespent more thahalf his life commonly
beforehis wigwam will be earned. If wsuppose him
to pay a rent insteathis is but adoubtful choice of
evils. Would the savagbavebeen wise to exchange
his wigwam for a palace on theserms?

It may be guessethat | reducealmost thewhole
advantage oholding this superfluousproperty as a
fund in store against théuture, so far as thedi-
vidual is concernedmainly to the éfraying of fu-
neral expenses. But perhapman is notrequired to
bury himself. Nevertheless thigoints to anmportant
distinctionbetween theivilized man and theawvage;
and, nodoubt, they havedesigns on us for our bene-
fit, in making the life of ecivilized people arinstitu-
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tion, in which the life of the individual is to a great
extent absorbed, iarder to preserve amukrfectthat
of the race. But Wish to show atvhat asacrifice this
advantage is giresent obtained, and smggesthat
we may possibly stive as tosecure all thedvantage
without suffering any of thdisadvantage. What mean
ye by sayingthat the poor ye havalways with you,
or that the fathers haveaten soumgrapes, and the
children'steeth are set on edge?

"As | live, saith the Lord Godye shall not have
occasion any more to use tlusoverb inlsrael.”

"Behold allsouls aranine; as thesoul of thefather,
so also the soul of the sonnigne : the southat sin-
neth itshalldie."

When | consider myeighbors, théarmers ofCon-
cord, who are aeast as well off as thetherclasses,
I find that for themost part theyhave beenoiling
twenty, thirty, or forty years,that they maybecome
thereal owners of theifarms,which commonlythey
have inherited with encumbrances, oelse bought
with hired money,—and we mayegard one third of
that toil as the cost of theinouses,—butommonly
they have not paid for them yet. It teue, the en-
cumbrancessometimesoutweigh thevalue of the
farm, sothat the farmitself becomes ongreat en-
cumbrance, andtill a man isfound toinherit it, be-
ing well acquainted with it, as hgays. Onapplying
to the assessors, | am surprised to learn that they
cannot atonce name a dozen in tihewn who own
their farms free andclear. If youwould know the
history of these homesteads, inquirat the bank
where they arenortgaged. The mawho has actually
paid for hisfarm with labor on it is so rareghat
every neighbor carpoint to him. | doubt if here are
three such men in Concor@lvhat hasbeensaid of
the merchantsthat avery largemajority, evennine-
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ty-seven in @&undred, are sure fail, is equally true
of the farmers.With regard to themerchantshow-
ever, one ofhemsayspertinently that gyreatpart of
their failures are not genuine pecuniary failures, but
merely failures to filfil their engagementsbecause
it is inconvenient; that is, it is thenoral character
that breaksdown. But thisputs aninfinitely worse
face on thematter, andsuggestspeside, that prob-
ably not even the other tlgesucceed irsaving their
souls, but argperchancebankrupt in aworse sense
thanthey who fail honestlyBankrupty and repudia-
tion arethe spring-boardsfrom which much of our
civilization vaults and turns its somets, but the
savagestands orthe unelastigplank of famine. Yet
the Middlesex Gttle Show goes ofhere with éclat
annually, as if all thgoints of the agricultural ma-
chine were suent.

The farmer isendeavoring tsolve the problem of
a livelihood by aformula more complicatedhan the
problemitself. To get hisshoestrings he speculates in
herds of cattleWith consummateskill he has set his
trap with a hair springo catchcomfort andinde-
pendence, and then, as tuened away, got his own
leg into it. This is the reason he f®or; and for a
similar reason we are afboor in respect toa thou-
sand savageomforts, hough surrounded Hyxuries.
As Chapmarsings,—

"The false society of men—
—for earthly greatness
All heavenly comforts rarefies tair."

And when thefarmer has got hikiouse, he may
not be the richer but the poorer for it, and it be the
housethat has got him. As | understand it, that was
a valid objectionurged by Momusagainst the house
which Minervamade,that she "had not made it mov-
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able, by whichmeans a badeighborhood might be
avoided;" and itmay still be urged, for ourhouses
are such unwieldyproperty that we areften im-
prisonedrather thanhoused inthem; and the bad
neighborhood to be avoidésl our own scurvy selves.

| know one or two familiesat least,in this town,
who, for nearlya generation, have been wishing to
sell their houses irthe outskirts and move into the
village, but have not been able to accomplish it, and
only deathwill set them free.

Granted that thenajority are able at lagtither to
own or hire the modern houswith all its improve-
ments. While civilization hasbeen improving our
houses, it has not equaliyproved the men who are
to inhabit them. Ihascreatecpalaces, but itvas not
so easy to creataoblemen and kings. And the
civilized man's pursuits are no worthier than the
savage's, if he is employed the greater part of his life
in obtaining gross necessaries and comforts merely,
why should he have a better dwelling than the former?

But how do the poor minority fare? Perhaps will
be found, that just inproportion as somhawe been
placed inoutward circumstancesabove thesavage,
othershavebeen degradetdelow him. Theluxury of
one class iscounterbalanced by the igeénce of an-
other. On the oneide is the palace, on the other are
the almshouse andsilent poor: The myriads who
built the pyramids to be the tombs of tRbaraohs
were fed on garlic, and ihay be were not decently
buried themselves. The mason who finishes dire
nice of thepalacereturns anight perchance to a hut
not so goad as a wigwam. It is amistake tosuppose
that, in a countryhere theusualevidences otivi-
lization exist, the condition of a very lardeody of
the inhabitants may not be degraded ashat of
savages. fefer to thedegradedpoor, notnow to the
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degradedich. To know this Ishould noneed taook
fartherthan to theshantiesvhich every where border
our railroads,that last improvement irtivilization;
where | see in myaily walks humanbeingsliving

in sties, and alwinter with an open door, for the
sake of light,without any visible, ofterimaginable,
wood pile, and the forms of both old agdung are
permanently contractely thelong habit of shrink-
ing from cold andmisery, and the development of
all their limbs and faculties ixhecked. Itcertainly
is fair to look atthat class bywhose labor the works
which distinguish thiggeneration are accomplished.
Suchtoo, to a greater or lesxtent, is theondition of
the operatives of everydenomination inEngland,
which is the greatvorkhouse of the world. Or | could
refer youto Ireland,which is marked as one of the
white or enlightenedspots on themap. Contrast the
physical condition of thérish with that of theNorth
American Indian or the South Sekslander, or any
other savage race befotewas degradedby contact
with the civilized man. Yet | have ndoubt that that
people'srulers are as wise as the averageiwvfized
rulers. Their condition only provesvha squalidness
may consistwith civilization. | hardly need refenow
to the laborers in ourSouthern States who produce
the staple exports of thisountry, and ar¢hemselves
a staple production of th&outh. But to confine my-
self tothose who are said to be inoderatecircum-
stances.

Most men appear never tawe considered what a
house is, andire actuallythoughneedlessly poor all
their lives becausethey think tha they must have
such a one as their neighbbisve. As if one were to
wear anysort of coat which thetailor might cut out
for him, or, graduallyleaving offpalmleaf hat or cap
of woodchuck skincomplain ofhard times because
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he could notafford to buy him a crown! It ipossible
to invent a house dtinore convenienand luxurious
than we havewhich yet all would admithat man
could notafford to pay for.Shall we always study to
obtain more of thesthings, and nosometimes to be
content wih less?Shall therespectablecitizen thus
gravelyteach, byprecept and example, the necessity
of the youngman'sproviding acertain number of
superfluous glow-shoes, andumbrellas, ad empty
guest chambers for empgyests, before hdies? Why
should not oufurniture be asimple as thé\rab's or
the Indian's? Wheh think of the benefactors of the
race, whom wdaveapotheosized amessengers from
heaven, bearers dfivine gifts to man, | do not see
in my mind anyretinue attheir heels, any car-load
of fashionablefurniture. Or what if lwere toallow—
would it not be a singulaallowance?—that our fur-
niture should be morecomplex than the Arab's, in
proportion as we arenorally and intellectually his
superiors! Atpresent our houseare cluttered and
defiled with it, and a goodousewife wouldsweep
out the greater painto the dusthole, and noteave
her morning'swork undone.Morning work! By the
blushes ofAurora and the music of Memnomhat
should be man'shorning workin this world? | had
threepieces ofimestone on my desk, butias terri-
fied to find that they required to bedusted daily,
when thefurniture of mymind was allundusted still,
and| threw them out thevindow in disgust How,
then,could I have a furnishetiouse? would rather
sit in the open air, for nodust gathers on thgrass,
unless where man has broken ground.

It is the luxuriousand dissipatedvho set thefash-
ions which theherd sodiligently follow. The traveller
who stops at thebest houses, so called, sodis-
covers this, for theublicans presume him to be a
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Sardanapalus, and lie resignedhimself to their
tendermercies hewvould soon becompletely emascu-
lated. | think that in the railroad car we anelined
to spend more otuxury than onsafety andconveni-
ence, and ithreatens withouattainingthese to be-
come nobetter than anodern drawing room, with its
divans, andttomans, andunshades, analhundred
other oriental things, which we are takingvest with
us, invented for thdadies of theharem and the
effeminate natives of theCelestial Empire, which
Jonathanshould be ashamed to know the names of.
I would rather sit ona pumpkin andhave it all to
myself, than berowded on a veltecushion. | would
rather ride on earth in an ox cart witifrae circula-
tion, than go toheaven in the fancgar of an excur-
son train andbreathe analaria all the way.

The very simplicity andnakedness afman's life in
the primitive agesmply this adwantage at lest, that
they left himstill but asojourner innature. When he
was refreshedwith food andsleep hecontemplated
his journey again. Hedwelt, as itwere, in a tent in
this world, aml was eithetthreading thevalleys, or
crossing theplains, or climbing themountain tops.
But lo! men havebecome theools oftheir tools. The
man who independentlyplucked thefruits when he
was hungry isbecome &armer; and he whastood
under atree for shelter, dousekeeper. We now no
longercamp as for a night, bintave settled down on
earth andorgottenheaven. We have adopté&thris-
tianity merely as an improveghethod ofagri-culture.
We have built forthis world afamily mansion, and
for the nexta family tomb. The besivorks of art are
the expression ofnan'sstruggle to freenimself from
this condition, but theeffect of our art ismerely to
makethis low state comfortable and thhigher state
to be forgotten.There isactually noplace in thisvil-
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lage for awork of fine art, if any hadcome down to
us, to stand, for odives, ourhouses ath streetsfur-
nish no propepedestal for it.There is not a nail to
hang apicture on, nor &helf toreceive the bust of a
hero or a saint. Whehconsider how ouhouses are
built and paidfor, or notpaidfor, andtheir internal
economymanaged andustained, wonder that the
floor does notgive wayunder the vigor while he is
admiring the gewgaws updhe mantel-piece, and let
him through into thecellar, tosomesolid andhonest
though earthy foundation. | cannot but mive that
this socalled rich andefined life is a thingumped
at, and | do not get on in the enjoyment of fire
artswhich adorn it, myattentionbeing wholly occu-
pied with the jump; for | remembeitthat thegreatest
genuine leap, due tmumanmusclesalone, orrecord,
is that of certain wandering Arabs, who asaid to
have clearedtwenty-five feet onlevel ground. With-
out factitious support, man is sure ¢come toearth
again beyondhat distance. The firsquestion which
| am tempted to puto the proprietor ofsuch great
impropriety is, Wio bolstersyou? Are you one of the
ninety-seven whdail? or of the three whosucceed?
Answer me thesguestions, and then perhaps | may
look atyour bawbles and findhem ornamental. The
cart before théhorse is neithebeautiful nor useful.
Before we can adorn our houses wibautiful ob-
jects thewalls must be sippped, and oulives must
be stripped, andbeautiful housekeeping anbeauti-
ful living be laid for afoundation: now, daste for
the beautiful is most cultivated out ofdoors, where
there is no housand no housekeeper.

Old Johnson, in hiSwonder-Working Providence,"
speaking of thdirst settlers of thigown, withwhom
he was contemporariglls us that "thejpurrow them-
selves in theearth fortheir first shelterunder some
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hillside, and, casting thesoil aloft upontimber, they
make a smoky fire against tlearth, at thehighest
side." They did not"provide them houses,” says he,
"till the earth, by thelLord's blessingprought forth
bread to fed them," ad the firstyear's crop was so
light that "they wereforced to cuttheir bread very
thin for a long seas.” Thesecretary of thérovince
of New Netherlandwriting in Dutch, in 1650, for
the information ofthose who wished ttake up land
there, statesnore particularly, that "those in New
Netherland, andespecially in NewEngland, who
have no means touild farm houses dirst according
to their wishes, dig a squargit in the ground,cellar
fashion, six orsevenfeet deep, as long and as broad
asthey think poper, casehe earth inside with wood
all round thewall, and line theavoodwith the bark of
trees or somethinglse toprevent thecaving in of the
earth; floor this cellar with plank, andwainscot it
overhead for &eiling, raise a roof ofpais clear up,
and cover the spars with bark or green sodsthet
they canlive dry and warm irthese houses with their
entire families fortwo, three, and four years,hkting
understood that partitiongre run throughthose cel-
lars which areadapted to theize of thefamily. The
wealthy andprincipal men in NewEngland, in the
beginning of thecolonies, commenced theirfirst
dwelling houses in thisfashion for two reasons;
firstly, in order not towastetime in building, and not
to want food the nexseason; secondly, in order not
to discourage poor laborirqeople whonthey brought
over in numbers fromFatherland. In thecourse of
three orfour yearswhen thecountrybecameadapted
to agriculture, theybuilt themselves handsome
houses,spending on thenseveralthousands."

In this course whiclour ancestors tookhere was
ashow ofprudence akeast, as itheir principle were
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to satisfy themore pressingvants first. But are the
more pressingvants satisfied now? When | think of
acquiring formyself one of outuxurious dwellings,

| amdeterredfor, so tospeak, theountry is not yet
adapted tchumanculture, and we arstill forced to
cut our spiritual bread far thinner than our fore-
fathers didtheir wheaten. Notthat all architectural
ornament isto be neglecte@ven in therudestperi-
ods; but let our houses first bmed with beauty,
where they come itontact with ourives, like the
tenement of theshellfish, and not overlaid with it.
But, alas! | have been inside one or two dahem,
and knowwhat they ardined with.

Though we are not so degeneratethat wemight
possiblylive in a cave or avigwam or wear skins to-
day, it certainly is better toaccept theadvantages,
though sodearlybought,which the invention and in-
dustry of mankid offer. In such a neighborhood as
this, boards andshingles, lime andbricks, are
cheaper and mereasilyobtainedthan suiéble caves,
or whole logs, or bark irsufficient quantities, oeven
well-temperedclay orfiat stones. | speakinderstand-
ingly on this subject, forl have made myself ac-
quainted with it both theoretically and practically.
With a little more wit wemight usethese materials
so asto become richethan therichest now are, and
make ourcivilization ablessing. Theivilized man is
a more experienced andiser savage. But tanake
haste to myown experiment.

Near the end of Marchl1845, | borrowed an axe
and went down tdahe woods by Walde®ond, near-
est to where intended tadbuild my house, and began
to cut down some tall arrowy white pines, still in
their youth, fortimber. It isdifficult to beginwithout
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borrowing, butperhaps it is thenost generous course
thus topermit yourfellow-men tohave aninterest in
your enterpriseThe owner of the axe, as he released
his hold on it, said that it was theapple of hiseye;
but | returned itsharper than teceived it. It was a
pleasanthillside where Iworked, covered withpine
woods, throughwhich | looked out on theond, and

a small operfield in the woods whergines and hick-
orieswere springing up. The ice in the pond was not
yet dissolved,though there weresome operspaces,
and it was all darkolored andsaturated withwater.
There were some slightflurries of snow during the
daysthat | workedthere; but for thenostpartwhen

I came out on to the railroad, on my wlagme, its
yellow sandheap stretched awayeaming in the hazy
atmosphere, and thmils shone inthe spring sun,
and| heard the larkand pewee and other birds al-
ready come t@aommenceanother year with usThey
were pleasantspring days, inwhich the winter of
man'sdiscontent washawing aswell as theearth,
and the life that had laintorpid began tostretch it-
self. Oneday, when my axe hacbme off and | had
cut a greenhickory for a wedgedriving it with a
stone, and had placed the whole to soak in a pond
hole in order taswell thewood, | saw a sifped snake
run into the water, and he lay on thettom, appar-
ently withoutinconvenience, abng as Istaid there,
or more than aguarter of an hourperhaps because
he had not yet fairlycome out of theorpid state. It
appeared to mehat for alike reason men remain in
their present lowand primitive condition; but ithey
should feel theinfluence of thespring of springs
arousing them, theywould of necessity rise to a
higher and moresthereal life. | had pwviously seen
the snakes infrosty mornings in mypath with por-
tions of theirbodies stillnumb andinflexible, wait-
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ing for the sun to thaw them. On the 1stAqfril it
rained and melted the ice, and in delypart of the
day, whichwas very foggy, | heard astray goose
groping aboutover thepond andcackling as if lost,
or like the spirit of thefog.

So | went on for somedays cutting andhewing
timber, andalsostuds andafters, allwith my narrow
axe, nothaving many communicable oscholar-like
thoughts, mging tomyself,—

Men say they know many things;
But lo! they havetakenwings,—
The arts and sciences,

And a thousandppliances;

The wind that blows

Is all that anybody knows.

| hewed the maitimbers sixinchessquare most of
the studs on twaesidesonly, and therafters andloor
timbers on one siddeaving the rest of the bark on,
sothat they were just astraight and muclstronger
than sawed ones.Each stick wascarefully mortised
or tenoned by itsstump, for | hadborrowed other
tools by ths time. My days in the woods were not
very long ones; yet usually carried my dinner of
bread andoutter, and read theewspaper invhich
it waswrapped, at noon, sittingmid the green pine
boughswhich | had cut off, and to mgread was im-
partedsome oftheir fragrance, for my handsere
coveredwith a thick coat of pitch. Before | hatbne
I was more the friend than the foe of thiee tree,
though | had cutlown some ofhem, havingbecome
better acquainted with it. S@times a rambler in the
woaod was attracteddy the sound of myxe, and we
chatted pleasantlgver the chips which | haahade.
By the middle of April, for I made no haste in my
work, butrathermade themost of it, my house was
framed andready for theraising. | had already



WALDEN 43

bought the shanty dlame<Collins, anlrishman who
worked on thd~itchburgRailroad, forboards. James
Coallins' shanty wasconsidered aruncommonlyfine
one. When Icalled to see it havas not at home. |
walked about the outside, at firsihhobserved from
within, thewindow was so deep drhigh. It was of
small dimensionsyith a peaked cottage roof, and not
much else to beseen, the dirbeing raisedive feet
all around as if it were aompostheap. Theoof was
the soundespart, though agood dealwarped and
made brittle bythe sun.Door-sill there was none, but
a perennial passage for theens under the door
board. Mrs. C. came to the door and asked nweto

it from theinside. Thehens weredriven in by my
approach. It waglark, and had dalirt floor for the
mostpart, dankclammy, and aguislonly here doard
and there aboard which wouldnot bear removal.
Shelighted a lamp to show me tlieside of the roof
andthe walls, andalsothat theboard floor extended
under thebed, warning me not tstep into thecellar,

a sort of dust hole twofeet deep. In her own words,
they were "good boards overheadgood boards all
around, and good window,"—of two whole guares
originally, only the cathad passed outthat way
lately. There was a stove, a bed, amlaae to sit, an
infant in thehouse where it was born,sdk parasol,
gilt-framed looking-glass, and gatent new coffee
mill nailed to an oak sapling, dthld. The bargain
wassoonconcluded, fodames had in the meaihile
returned. | to pay foudollars andtwenty-five cents
to-night, he to vacatat five to-morrow morningsell-
ing to nobody elsemeanwhile : | tadakepossession at
six. It were well, he said, to be there early, and an-
ticipate certain indistincbut wholly unjust claims
on the score afjiround rentand fuel.This heassured
me was the onlyencumbrance. At six passed him



44 BUILDING THE HOUSE

and his family on the road. Ondarge bundle held
their all,—bed, coffee-mill, looking-glass hens,—all but
the cat, she took tthe woods and becamewdld cat,
and, as | learned afterward, trod intrap set for
woodchucks, and sbecame a dead cat at last.

| took down ths dwelling thesamemorning, draw-
ing the nails, and removed it to the paide bysmall
cartloads, spreading the boards on ghassthere to
bleach andwarp backagain in thesun. Oneearly
thrush gave me anote or two as drove along the
woodland path. | wasinformed treacherously by a
young Patick that neighborSeeley, an Ishman, in
the intervals othe carting, transferred ttstll tolera-
ble, draight, anddrivablenails, staplesandspikes to
his pocket, and thestood when lcameback to pass
the time of day, and looKreshly up, unconcerned,
with springthoughts, at thelevastation; there being
a dearth ofwork, as he &d. He was there to repre-
sent pectatordom, antelp make thiseemingly in-
significant eent onewith the removal of the gods of
Troy.

I dugmy cellar in theside of ahill sloping to the
south,where awoodchuck hadormerly dug his bur-
row, downthroughsumach and blackberry roots, and
the lowest stain ofvegetation, six fee square by
seven deepto afine sandwhere potatoeswould not
freeze in any winter. Theides wereleft shelving,
and not stoned; but the sun having newsdrone on
them, thesand still keeps its place. It was but two
hours' work.l took particular pleasure ithis break-
ing of ground, for inalmost all &titudes men dig
into theearth foran equabletemperatureUnder the
mostsplendidhouse in thecity is still to befound the
cellarwhere theystoretheirroots as of old, and long
after the superstructure hadisappeared posigr
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remark its dent irthe earth. Thehouse isstill but a
sort of porch at thentrance of a burrow.

At length, inthe beginning oMay, with the help
of some of myacquaintancestather toimprove so
good an occasion foneighborlinessthan from any
necessity, | set up tfeame of myhouse. No man was
ever morenonored in theharacter of hisaisers than
I. They aredestined, krust, to assist at thmising of
loftier structures one day.began to occupy my house
on the 4th of July, assoon as it wadoarded and
roofed, for the boardsvere carefully feather-edged
and lapped, so that was perfectlyimpervious to
rain; but before boarding laid the foundation of a
chimney at oneend, bringing two cartloads aftones
up the hill from the pond in my arms. | built the
chimney after my hoeing in thefall, before a fire
became necessary fararmth, doing my cooking in
the mearwhile out of doors on the gund, early in
the morning :which mode Istill think is in some re-
spects moreonvenient anégreeabldhan the usual
one. Whenit stormedbefore my breadvas baked, |
fixed a few boardsover the fire, and sainder them
to watch my loaf, andassed som@leasant hours
in that way. In those days, when myandswere
muchemployed, | read budittle, but the leastscraps
of paper which lay on the ground, my holder, or
tablecloth, &orded me asmuch entertainment, in
fact answered the same purpose as the lliad.

It would beworth thewhile to build still more de-
liberately than | did, considering, for instance, what
foundation adoor, a window, aellar, agarret, have
in the nature of man, angerchancenever raising
any superstructureintil we found abetterreason for
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it than ourtemporalnecessities even. There geme
of the samefitness in aman'sbuilding his own house
that there is ina bird's building its own nest. Who
knows but if menconstructedtheir dwellings with
their own hands, andprovided food for themselves
and families simply andhonestly enough, thpoetic
faculty would be universally developed, bsds uni-
versallysing when they are ssngaged? Butlas! we
do like cowbirds anccuckooswhich lay theireggs in
nests which other birdéave built, andcheer no
traveller with theirchattering ad unmusicalnotes.
Shall weforeverresign thepleasure of construction
to the carpenter? Whaloes architectureamount to
in the experience of the mass wfen? | never in all
my walks came acrossa man engaged in sample
andnatural anoccupation as buildingis house. We
belong to thecommunity. It is not theailor alone
who is the ninth part ofa man; it is asmuch the
preacher, and thmerchant, and the farmewhere
is this division of labor toend? and whabbject does
it finally serve? No doubt anothemay also think for
me; butit is not thereforedesirable that he should do
soto the exclusion of mythinking for myself.

True, there ararchitects saalled in thiscountry,
and| hawe heard of one aleastpossessedavith the
idea of making architectural ornaments haveoee
of truth, anecessity, antlence &eauty, as if it were
a revelation tohim. All very well perhapsfrom his
point of view, but only a littlebetter than the com-
mon dilettantism. A sentimentaleformer in achi-
tecture, he began at tlo®rnice, not at théounda-
tion. It was only how to put a core whith within the
ornamentsthat every sugaplum in fact might have
an almond orcarawayseed init,—though Ihold that
almonds are mostholesomewithout the sugar,—and
not how the inhabitant, thmdweller, might build



WALDEN 47

truly within andwithout, and let theornaments take
care of themselves. Whatasonable man ever sup-
posedthat ornamentswere somethingoutward and
in the skin merely,-that thetortoise got his spotted
shell, or theshellfish its mother-o'-peatints, bysuch
acontract as the inhabitants of Broadwtgir Trin-
ity Church? But a man has maore to do with the
style of archiectuie of his house¢han atortoise with
that of itsshell : nor need the soldibe so idle as to
try to paint theprecise color of his virtue on his
standard. Theenemywill find it out. He may turn
pale when thérial comes. This maseemed to me to
lean over the cornice aniimidly whisper his half
truth to therude occupants whieally knewit better
than he. What of architecturdleauty | nowsee, |
know hasgradually grown from within outward, out
of the necessities araharacter of thindweller, who
is the only builder,—out of someaunconscioustruth-
fulness, andnoblenesswithout ever a thought for
the appearance; and whatevadditional beauty of
this kind isdestined to b@roducedwill be preceded
by alike unconsciousdbeauty oflife. The most inter-
estingdwellings inthis country, as th@ainterknows,
are the mog unpretendinghumble log huts andot-
tages of the poocommonly; it is thelife of the in-
habitantsvhoseshells they are, and not apgculiar-
ity in their surfacesmerely, which makes thenpic-
turesque;and equally interestingvill be the citizen's
suburban box, when his lifghall be as simple and as
agreeable to thé@magination, and there is dstle
straining after effect in thestyle of hs dwelling. A
greatproportion ofarchitecturalornaments aréter-
ally hollow, anda Septembegale would strip them
off, like borrowed plumeswithout injury to thesub-
stantials.They can dawvithout architecturewho have
no olives norwines in the cellawhat if an equal ado
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were made about the ornamentssifle inliterature,
and the architects of oubibles pent as muchime
about their cornices asdharchitects of our churches
do? So are made theelles-lettresand thebeaux-arts
and their professors. Much itoncerns aman, for-
sooth, how a feveticks are slanted over him onder
him, and whatcolors aredaubed upon his box. It
would signify somewhat, if, inany earnestsense,he
slanted them andaubed it; but thepirit having de-
parted out of theenant, it is of a piecavith con-
structing his owrcoffin,—the architecture of the grave,
and "carpenter" is butanother name for'coffin-
maker." One marsays, in hisdespair oiindifference
to life, take up ahandful of theearth at your feet,
and paint your housthat color. Is hethinking of his
last andnarrow house? Toss up eopper for it as
well. What an abundance &fisure he mushave!
Why do you take up ahandful ofdirt? Better paint
your houseyour own comgéxion; let itturn pale or
blush for you.An enterprise tamprove the style of
cottagearchitecture! When you have got noyna-
ments ready | will wear them.

Before winter | built a chimney, andshingled the
sides of myhouse,which were already impervious
to rain, with imperfect andsappy shinglesnade of
the first slice of the logwhose edges | wagbliged to
straighten with a plane.

I have thus a tight shingled and plastered house,
ten feetwide by fifteen long, andeight-feet posts,
with a garret and a closet, a large window on each
side, two traploors, one door at thend, and a brick
fireplaceopposite. The exadost of myhouse, paying
the usualprice for suchmaterials ad used, but not
counting the work, all ofvhich was done bynyself,
was as follows; and | give thedetails because very
few are able to tellexactly what their hougs cost,
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andfewerstill, if any, the separatepst of thevarious
materials whiclitomposghem: —

Boards, ..o $8 03%%, mostly shanty
boards.
Refuse shingles for roof
and sides, ............................ 4 00
Laths, ... ... 1 25
Two second-hand windows
with glass, ... 2 43

One thousand old brick, ...
Two casks of lime, ...
Hair, ...
Mantle-tree iron, ...

2 40  That was high.
0 31 More than I needed.

Nails, ... 3 90
Hinges and screws, ... 0 14
Latch, ... 0 10
Chalk, .. ....cccociiiiiiii 0 01
I ied d t
Transportation, ... 1 40} c:;r;y ;agf: par
In all, ... ... $28 1214

These are all the materiaésccepting thetimber
stones angand,which | claimed bysquatter's right.
| havealso a smallvood-shedadjoining, made chiefly
of the stuff which wasleft after building the house.

| intend to build mea house which will surpass
any on the main street inConcord ingrandeur and
luxury, as soon as jileases me avuch and will cost
me no more than mypresentone.

| thus found that thestudent whowishes for a
shelter carobtain one for a lifetime at aaxpense not
greaterthan the renwhich he nowpays annually. If
| seem tdboast mordghan is beoming, my excuse is
that I brag forhumanity rathethan for myself; and
my shortcomings and inconsistencies do afféct the
truth of my statement. Notwithstandinghuch cant
and hypocrisy,—chaffwhich | find it difficult to separ-
ate from my wheat, but fomwhich | amas sorry as
any man,—I| will breathe freelyand stretchmyself in
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this repect, it issuch arelief to both the moral and
physical system; and | anresolved that Iwill not
through humility become thedevil's attorney. | will
endeavor to speakgoodword for thetruth. At Cam-
bridge College themere rent of astudent's room,
which is only a littlelarger than myown, is thirty
dollarseachyear, though theorporation had the ad-
vantage obuilding thirty-two side by side andnder
one roof, andthe occupansuffers theinconvenience
of many andnoisy neighbors, and perhapsresi-
dence in thdourth story. | cannot but thinkhat if
we had more true wisdom ilmese respects, nonly
less educationwould be neded becauseforsooth,
more wouldalready havebeen acquired, but the pe-
cuniary expense ofgetting an educatiomwould in a
great measurganish.Thoseconveniencesvhich the
student requires @aambridge orlsewherecost him
or somebodyelse ten times agreat a sacrifice of life
astheywould with propemanagement ohoth sides.
Thosethings forwhich the mostnoney is demanded
are never the things which thstudentmost wants.
Tuition, for instanceis animportant item in the
term bill, while for the farmore valuableeducation
which he gets by associatimgth the mod cultivated
of his contemporaries ngharge ismade. The mode
of founding acollege is,commonly, to get up a sub-
scription of dollars andcents, and therollowing
blindly the principles of a division d&bor to its ex-
treme, aprinciple which should never bdollowed
but with circumspection,—taall in acontractor who
makesthis a sibject of peculation, and hemploys
Irishmen orotheroperativesactually to lay theoun-
dationswhile thestudents that are to be are said to be
fitting themselves for it; antbr these oversights suc-
cessivegenerations have to paytHink that it would
be better than thisfor the students, dhose who de-
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sire to bebenefited by it, evero lay the foundation
themselves. Thestudent whosecures his coveted
leisure andetirement bysystematicallyshirking any
labor recessary to man obtains but igmoble and
unprofitable leisre, defraudinghimself of the experi-
ence whichalone canmake leisure fruitful. "But,"
says one;you do not mearthat thestudentsshould
go to work with their handsinstead oftheir heads?"

| do not meanthat exactly, but | mean something
which hemight think a gooddeal like that; | mean
that they should notplay life, or study it merely,
while thecommunitysupports them ahis expensive
game, but earnestljive it from beginning to end.
How couldyouths bettefearn tolive than by at once
trying the experiment ofiving? Methinks this would
exercisetheir minds as muclas mathematics. If |
wished a boy to knoveomething about the arts and
sciences, foinstance, would notpursue theeommon
course, which ignerely to send him into theeigh-
borhood of some professor, where any thing is pro-
fessel and practised but the art dffe;—to survey
the world through atelescope or a microscope, and
never with hisnaturaleye; tostudy chemistry, and
not learn how hisbread ismade, ommechanics, and
notlearn how it isearned; tadiscover newsatellites
to Neptune, and not detethhe motes in higyes, or
to what vagabond he is aatellite himself; oto be
devoured by the monstetisatswarm all around him,
while contemplating thenonsters in alrop of vine-
gar. Whichwould haveadvanced the most at the end
of a month,—the boy who hadhade his own jack-
knife from the ore which he had dug and smelted,
reading asmuch aswould be necessary fahis,—or
the boy who had attended thkectures ormetallurgy
at the Institute in themeanwhile, and had received
a Rodgers' penknifdrom his father? Whichwould
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be most likely to cut higingers?—To myastonish-
ment | was informed ormeaving college that | had
studied navigation!—why, if | ha taken one turn
down theharbor Ishouldhave know moreabout it.

Even the poor studentstudies and istaught only

political economy while thateconomy ofiving which

is synonymous with philosophy is newven sincerely
professed in oucolleges. Theconsequence ighat

while he isreading AdamSmith, Ricardo, andSay,
he runs his father irdebtirretrievably.

As with our colleges, sawith a hundred"modern
improvements"; there is altusion aboutthem;there
is not alwaysa positiveadvance. Thealevil goes on
exacting compoundhterest to thdast for his early
share anchumeroussucceedingnvestments ithem.
Our inventions are wont to bpretty toys, which
distract ourattentionfrom seriousthings. They are
but improvedmeans to amunimproved end, an end
which it was already but too easy to arrive at; as rail-
roadslead to Boston or Nework. We are in great
haste to constrica magnetictelegraphfrom Maine
to Texas; but Maine and Texas, it may baye noth-
ing important tocommunicate.Either is in such a
predicament as the man wh@asearnest to be intro-
duced to a distinguished deabman, but when he
was presented, and one end of hertaampet was
putinto hishand, had nothing teay. As if the main
object wereto talk fast and not to talkensibly. We
are eager totunnel under thé\tlantic andbring the
old world some weeksiearer to the new; but per-
chance thdirst newsthat will leakthroughinto the
broad, flappingdmerican ear will behat thePrincess
Adelaide hashe whoopingcough. After all, the man
whose horsdrots amile in aminute does notarry
the mosimportantmessages; he is not an evangelist,
nor doeshe come round eating locusts andwild
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honey | doubt if Flying Childers ever carried a peck
of corn to mill.

One says to me, "l wondethat you do not lay up
money; youlove to travel; youmight take the cars
and go to Fitchburg to-day and see the country.” But
I am wiser tharthat. | havelearned that thewiftest
traveller is hethat goes afoot. | say to my friend,
Suppose we try whwill get therefirst. The distance
is thirty miles; thefare ninetycents. Thais almost
a day'swages. | remember whewages were sixty
cents a day fotaborers on this veryoad. Well, |
start now onfoot, and getthere beforenight; | have
travelled atthat rate by theveek together. Youwvill
in the mean whildhave earnedyour fare, andarrive
there sometime to-morrow, omossiblythis evening,
if you are lucky enough to get a job iseason. In-
stead ofgoing toFitchburg, youwill be working here
the greater part of theagl. And so, if the railroad
reachedround theworld, | think that | should keep
ahead ofyou; and as foseeing thecountry andget-
ting experience ofthat kind, | should have to cut
your acquaintancealtogether.

Such isthe universallaw, which no man can ever
outwit, andwith regard to the railroad even we may
say it is as broad as it is long. Twake arailroad
round theworld available to allmankind isequiv-
alent to gradinghe wholesurface of the planet. Men
have an indistinct notion that they keep up this
activity of joint stocks and spades lorepough all
will at length ride somewhere, imext to no time,
and for nothing; butthough acrowd rushes to the
depot, and the conductor shoufdl aboard!" when
the smoke is blowraway andthe vaporcondensed, it
will be perceivedthat a few areiding, but the rest
are run over,-and itwill be called, andwill be, "A
melancholy accident.” Ndoubt they camride atlast
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who shall have earned thdare, that is, ifthey sur-
vive so long, but they wilpbrobably have lostheir
elasticity and desirgo travel by that time. This
spending of the begart of one'slife earning money
in order toenjoy aquestionable libertyduring the
least valuableart of it, reminds me of thEnglish-
man who went to India to make arfune first, in
order that hemight return toEngland andive the
life of a poet. Heshould havegone upgarret atonce.
"What!" exclaim a millionlrishmenstarting up from
all the shanties in thiand, "is notthis railroadwhich
we havebuilt a goodthing?"Yes, | answercompar-
atively good, that is, you might have doneorse; but
I wish, as you & brothers ofmine, that you could
have spent youtime better thandigging in this dirt.

Beforel finished my house, wishing to earn ten or
twelve dollars by sombonest ancagreeablanethod,
in order tomeet myunusualexpenses, | planted about
two acres and @alf of light and sandysoil near it
chiefly with beans, bualso a smalpartwith potatoes,
corn, peas, antlrnips. Thewhole lotcontainseleven
acres,mostly growing up tgines and hickories, and
was sold theprecedingseason for eight dollars and
eight cents armacre. One farmer satthat it was "good
for nothing but toraisecheepingsquirrelson.” | put
no manure onthis land, notbeing the owner, but
merely asquatter, and noéxpecting to cultivate so
much again, and | did not quite hoe it afice. | got
out several cords oftumps in ploughingwhich sup-
plied me with fuel for along time, andleft small
circles ofvirgin mould, easilydistinguishableghrough
the summer bythe greateduxuriance of thebeans
there. The dead and fahe most partunmerchant-
able woodbehind myhouse, and theriftwood from
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the pond, have @pplied the remainder of mfuel. |
was obliged tdiire ateam and a man for the plough-
ing, though lheld theplough myself. My farm out-
goes for thefirst seasonwere, for implementsseed,
work, &c., $14 72 /2. The seed corn was given me.
This nevercosts anything to speak of, unless you
plant more than enough. | gtivelve bushels of
beans, aneighteen bushelsf potatoes besidesome
peas and sweetorn. Theyellow corn andturnips
were toolate tocome to anyhing. My whole income
from the farm was

$23 44.
Deducting the outgoes, ... 14 7214
there are left, ... $ 8 711,

besice produce consumed and dmand at thetime
this estimatewas made of the valuef $4 50,—the
amount onhand much more thahbalancing dittle
grasswhich | did not raise. Allthings considered,
that is, considering themportance of aman's soul
and of to-day,notwithstanding theshort time occu-
pied by myexperiment, naypartly evenbecause of
its transientcharacter, Ibelieve thatthat wasdoing
betterthan any farmer irConcord didthat year.

The next year | didbetterstill, for | spaded up all
the land which Irequired,about a third of an acre,
and | learned fronthe experience of both years, not
being in the least awed bgany celebrated works on
husbandryArthur Young among the resthat if one
would live simply and eat only the crophich he
raised, and raise nmore than heate, and not ex-
change it for annsufficient quantity ofmore luxuri-
ous and expensivihings, he wouldheed tocultivate
only a few rods ofground, and that itwould be
cheaper to spade upat than to usexen toplough
it, andto select afresh spotfrom time to time than
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to manure theold, and he could do all his necessary
farm work as it werewith his left hand at odd hours
in the summer; and thus hsould not betied to an
ox, or horse, or cow, or pig, as at present. | desire
to speak impartially on thipoint, and as one not
interested in tb success offailure of the present
economical andocial arrangements. | was more in-
dependent than arfarmer inConcord, for | was not
anchored to a house &arm, but could follow the
bent of mygenius, which is a vergrooked onegvery
moment. Beside beingoetter off than theyalready,
if my house hadeenburned or mycrops had diled,
| should have been nearly all off asbefore.

| amwont to think that merare not so much the
keepers oherds as herds are theepers ofnen, the
former are so much the freer. Men aongen ex-
change work; but if weonsider necessary work only,
the oxen will be seen to havgreatly theadvantage,
their farm is so much théarger. Mandoes some of
his part of theexchange work in hisix weeksof hay-
ing, and it is noboy's play. Certainly no natiorthat
lived simply in allrespectsthat is, nonation of phi-
losopherswould commit so great a blunder as to use
the labor of animals.True, there never was and is
not likely soon to be aation ofphilosophers, nor am
I certain it is desable that thereshould be. How-
ever, Ishouldneverhave broken a horse or bull and
taken him toboard for any work he might do for me,
for fear | shouldbecome @orse-man oa herds-man
merely; and ifsociety seems to be the gainer by so
doing, are wecertain that what is one man's gain is
not another'sloss, andthat thestable-boy hagqual
causewith his master tdoe satisfied? Grantedhat
somepublic works would not have beeronstructed
without thisaid, and let man share the glory of such
with the ox and horsegloes itfollow that hecould
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not haveaccomplishedvorks yet morevorthy of him-
self in that case? When mebegin to do, not merely
unnecessary or artistic, bluxurious and idle work,
with their assistance, it is inevitable that a few do all
the exchange workvith the oxen, or, in other words,
become the slaves of tls¢rongest. Marthus not only
works for theanimal within him,but, for asymbol
of this, he workdor the animawithouthim. Though
we have many substantialhouses of bric or stone,
the prosperity of théarmer isstill measured by the
degree to which thbarnovershadows the house. This
town is said to havéhe largest houses farxen cows
and horses herdsuts, and it is not behindhand in
its public buildings; but there argery few halls for
free worship orfree speech in thicounty. Itshould
notbeby theirarchitecture, but why n@ven by their
power of absact thought, that nations should seek
to commemorate themselves? Homuch more ad-
mirable theBhagvat-Geeta than all the ruins of the
East! Towers andiemples are théuxury of princes.
A simple andindependenmind does not toil at the
bidding of anyprince. Genius is nb a retainer to
any emperor, nois its material silver, or gold, or
marble,except toa trifling extent. To what end, pray,
is somuchstonehammered? In Aradia, when | was
there, | did not see angammeringstone. Nations
are possessedvith an insae ambition toperpetuate
the memory of themselves by theneunt of ham-
mered stonethey leave. What if equalpains were
taken tosmooth and polisltheir manners? Onpiece
of good sensewould be more memorabthan amon-
ument as high as thmoon. | lovebetter to sestones
in place. Thegrandeur ofThebes was aulgar gran-
deur. Moresensible is a rod aftone wallthatbounds
an honest man's fieldhan a hundred-gatedhebes
that haswanderedfarther from the true end dife.
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The religion and civilization which are barbaric and
heathenishbuild wplendid temples; but what you
might call Christianity does not. Most of the stone a
nation hammers goetoward its tombonly. It buries
itself alive. As for thePyramids,there isnothing to
wonder at in them smuch as the fact that so many
men could beound degradedenough tospend their
lives constructing a tomb fosome ambitious booby,
whom it wouldhave beerwiser andmanlier to have
drowned in the Nile, and thegiven his body to the
dogs. Imight possiblyinvent some &cuse for them
andhim, but | have ndime for it. As for thereligion
andlove of art of thebuilders, it is much thesame
all the world over,whether thebuilding be anEgyp-
tian temple othe United State8ank. It costs more
than itcomes to. Thenainspring is vanityassisted
by the love of garlic andoread andoutter. Mr. Bal-
com, a promisingyoung architect, degns it on the
back of his Vitruvius, with hardoencil and uler,
andthejob is let out to Dobson & Sonstanecutters.
When thethirty centuriesbegin to look down on it,
mankindbegin to look up at it. As for yourigh tow-
ers and monuments,there was acrazy fellow once
in this town whoundertook to dighrough to China,
and hegot so far that, as hesaid, he heard the
Chinesepots and kettlesattle; but | think that |
shall not go out of my way tadmire thehole which
he made. Many areoncerned about themonuments
of the West and theEast,—to know whdouilt them.
For my part, I shouldlike to know whoin those days
did not build them,—whowere abovesuch trifling.
But to proceedwith my statistics.

By surveying, carpentry, anday-labor of various
other kinds in thevillage in the meanwhile, for I
have asnanytrades as finger, | hadearned $13 34.
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The expense ofood for eght months,namely, from
July 4th to Marchist, the timewhen theseestimates
were made, though | lived there morethan two
years,—not counting potatoedjtde greencorn, and
some peas,which | hadraised, norconsidering the
value ofwhat was on hand at tHast date, was

Rice, ... $1 73V
Molasses, ............ 173 Cheapest form of the saccharine.
Rye meal, ... 1 0434
Indian meal, ... . 0 9934 Cheaper than rye.
Pork, ... 0 22

Costs more than Indian meal, )
Flour, ... 0 88 } both money and trouble. .’E

o

SUgAar, ..., 0 80 g
Lard, ... ... 0 65 E" =8
Apples, ... 0 25 %38
Dried apple, ...... 0 22 Q'E
Sweet potatoes, 0 10 E
One pumpkin, . 0 6 E
One watermelon, 0 2 J =

Salt, .o, 0 3

Yes, | did eat $8 74, atbld; but I should not thus
unblushinglypublish myqguilt, if | did not knowthat
most of my readers wemqually guilty with myself,
and that their deedswould look no better in print.
The next year Isometimescaught a mess of fish for
my dinner, andnce | went so far as to slaughter a
woodchuckwhich ravaged mybean-field,-effect his
transmigration, as Tartarwould say,—anddevour
him, partly for experiment's sake; buhough it af-
forded me anomentaryenjoyment,notwithstanding
amusky flavor, | saw that thiengest use would not
make that agood practice,however itmight seem to
have your woodchucks readiressed by the village
butcher.

Clothing andsomeincidentalexpenseaithin the



60 ECONOMY

samedates, thougHittle can be inferred from this
item, amounted to

$8 403/4
Oil and somehouseholdutensils, ........ 2 00

Sothat allthe pecuniaryputgoes, excepting for wash-
ing and mending,which for the mospartwere done
out of the house,and theirbills have not yetbeen
received,—andthese are all and moréhan all the
ways by whith money necessarilgoes out in this
part of theworld,—were

House, ... $28 1214
Farm one year, ... 14 72%
Food eight months, ... 8 74
Clothing, &c., eight months, ... 8 4034
Oil, &c., eight months, ... 2 00
In all, ... $61 9934

| address myself now to those of my readers who
have diving to get. Andto meet this Ihave forfarm
produce sold

$23 44
Earned by day-labor, ... 13 34
Inall, ... $36 78,

which subtracted from the sum of tloeitgoesleaves
a balance of. $25 21% on the osele,—thisbeing
very nearly themeanswith which | darted, and the
measure ofexpenses to béncurred,-and on the
other,beside the leisure ariddependence anuealth
thus secured, a&omfortablehouse for me as long as
| choose tooccupy it.

Thesestatistics,however accidental antherefore
uninstructive they maappear, as they havecartain
completenesdhave acertain valuealso.Nothing was
given me ofwhich | have not rendered soraecount.
It appearsfrom the above estimate,that my food
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alone cost me iMmoney aboutwenty-sevencents a
week. It was, for nearly two yeasdter this, rye and
Indian mealwithout yeast, potatoesice, a venyittle
salt pork, molasses, andalt, and my drinkvater. It
wasfit that | shouldlive onrice, mainly, wholoved
so well the philosophy ofindia. To meet the objec-
tions ofsomeinveteratecavillers, | may as webtate,
that if | dined out occasionally, dsalways haddone,
and | trust shall have opportunities to do again, it
was frequently to thedetriment of mydomestic ar-
rangements. But the diningut, being, as | have
stated, a constaeiement,does not in théeastaffect
a comparative stateantlike this.

| learnedfrom my two years' experiencethat it
would cost incredibly littletrouble to obtainone's
necessaryood, even inthis latitude; that a man may
use as simple aiet as the animals, and yet retain
health andstrength. lhave made aadisfactorydin-
ner, satisfactory onseveral accounts,simply off a
dish of purslane(Portulaca oleracea)which | gath-
ered in mycornfield, boiled andsalted. | give the
Latin on account of theavoriness of the triviadame.
And pray what more can a reasonable man desire, in
peacefultimes, in ordinary noons, than sufficient
number ofears ofgreensweet-corn boiledwith the
addition ofsalt? Even the little varietywhich | used
was a yielding to thelemands ofappetite, and not
of health. Yet men haveome to such a pa$isatthey
frequentlystarve, not fowant ofnecessaries, but for
want of luxuries; and | know a good woman who
thinks that her son lost hitife because he took to
drinking wateronly.

The reademwill perceivethat | am treating the sub-
ject rather from areconomic thara dietetic point of
view, and he will notventure to put myabstemious-
ness to the tésinless he haa well-stockedarder.
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Bread | atfirst made of pure Indiameal and salt,
genuinehoe-cakeswhich | bakedbefore my fire out
of doors on a shingle or the end of a sticktiofber
sawed off inbuilding my house; but it was wont to
get smoked and to have a pirflavor. | tried flour
also; but have at lafbund a mixture of rye and
Indian meal mostonvenient andagreeable. lrcold
weather it was no littleamusement to bakseveral
small loaves of this in successiotending and turn-
ing them ascarefully as anEgyptian his hatching
eggs. They were a real cerdalit which | ripened,
and they had to mysenses dragrancelike that of
other noblefruits, which | kept in as long apossible
by wrappingthem in cloths. Imade a study of the
ancient andndispensable art dbiread-makingcon-
sulting suchauthorities aoffered, going back to the
primitive days and firstinvention of the unleavened
kind, whenfrom thewildness ofnuts andmeats men
first reached thenildness andefinement ofthis diet,
and travelling graduallydown in mystudies through
that accidental souring of the&lough which, it is
supposed, taughhe leaveningprocess, andhrough
the variousfermentationsthereafter, till | came to
"good, sveet, wholesomebread," the staff of life.
Leaven, which some deem the soul ofead, the
spiritus which fills its cellular tissue, which is reli-
giously preserved like theestal fire,—some precious
bottle-full, 1 supposefirst brought over in the May-
flower, did the business for Americaand its influ-
ence is stillrising, swelling,spreading, in cerealian
billows over theland,—this seed tegularly andfaith-
fully procured from the village, till at length one
morning |forgot therules, and scalded myeast; by
which accident ldiscoveredthat eventhis was not
indispensable,—for mydiscoveries were not by the
synthetic but analyticprocess,—and Ihave gladly
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omitted it since, though mosthousewivesearnestly
assured mehat safe andwholesomebread without
yeast might not be, anelderly peopleprophesied a
speedydecay of thevital forces. Yet | find it not to be
an essentiahgredient, andafter going without it for

a year amstill in the land of theliving; and | am
glad toescape the trivialness ofrrying a btle-full

in my pocket,which would sometimes pop and dis-
charge itscontents tomy discomfiture. It issimpler
and morerespectable t@mit it. Manis an animal
who more than anyother canadapthimself to all
climates anctircumstances. Neither did | put any sal
soda, orotheracid or alkali,into my bread. Iwould
seemthat | made it according to theecipe which
MarcusPorciusCato gaveabout two centuries before
Christ. "Panemdepsticium sicfacito. Manusmorta-
riumque bene lavatoFarinam inmortarium indito,
aquae paatim additq subigitoquepulchre. Ubi bene
subegerisdefingito, coquitoque sukestu.”" Which |
take to mean—"Mak&neaded bread thus. Wash your
hands and trougtvell. Put themeal intothe trough,
addwater gradually, anétnead it thoroughlyWhen
you have kneadedell, mould it, andbake it under
acover," that is, in daking-kettle. Not a word about
leaven. But Idid not always use thistaff of life. At
onetime, owing to theemptiness of my purse, | saw
none of itfor more than a month.

Every New Englander mighteasily raise all his
own breadstuffs inthis land of rye andndian corn,
and not depend ondistant andfluctuating markets
for them. Yet so far are we frosimplicity and inde-
pendencethat, in Concord, fresh andweet meal is
rarely sold in theshops, anchominy andcorn in a
still coarser form are hardlysed by any. For the
mostpart the farmepgives to hiscattle and hogs the
grain of his ownproducing, anduys flour, which is
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at least no more wholesome, atgreater cost, at the
store. | sawthat | could easily raise mybushel or
two of rye and Indian corn, for the formeill grow
on the poorestland, and thdatter does notrequire
the best, andgyrind them in ahand-mill, and so do
without rice andpork; and if | musthave some con-
centratedsweet, Ifound byexperiment that ktould
make avery good molasseseither of pumpkins or
beets, and | knewhat | needed only to set out a few
maples toobtain it moreeasily still, andwhile these
were growing | could use variouwsubstitutesbeside
those which lhave named;For," as theForefathers

sang,-
"we canmake liquor tosweeten oufips
Of pumpkins andparsnips andvalnut-treechips.”

Finally, as for saltthat grossest of groceries, to ob-
tain thismight be a fitoccasion for a visit to the sea-
shore, or, if | didwithout it altogether, Ishould
probably drink the leswater. | do notearnthat the
Indians ever troubled themselves to gafter it.

Thus | couldavoid alltrade and barter, so far as my
food was concerned, andaving ashelter already,
it would only remain to get clothing antuel. The
pantaloonswhich | now weamwere woven in darm-
er's family,—thank Heaven therds so much virtue
still in man; for 1think the fall from the farmer to
the operative as greaand memorable aghat from
the man to the farmer;—and in a newountry fuel is
an encumbrance. As for babitat, if | were not per-
mitted still to squat, | mighpurchase onacre at the
same price for which the landcultivated was sold—
namely, eightdollars andeight cents. But as it was,
| consideredhat | enhanced the value of the land by
squatting on it.

There isa certain class dfinbelievers whosome-
times ask mesuch questions as, if | thirthat | can
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live on vegetablefood alone; and to strikat the root
of the matter at once,—for theoot is faith,—I am ac-
customed toanswersuch, that | can live onboard
nails. If they cannotunderstandthat, they cannot
understand mucthat | have tosay. For mypart, |
am glad tohear ofexperiments of thikind being
tried; as that a young manied for afortnight to
live onhard, rawcorn on the eawmsing his teeth for
all mortar. The squirrelribe tried the same arglic-
ceeded. Théhumanrace isinterested irthese experi-
ments, though a few oldlomen who areéncapaci-
tated for them, or who owtheir thirds inmills, may
be alarmed.

My furniture, part ofwhich | made myself, and
the estcog me nothing ofwhich | have not rendered
an account,consisted of ded, atable, adesk,three
chairs, alooking-glassthree inches indiameter, a
pair of tongs and andirons, kattle, askillet, and a
frying-pan, a ¢per, a wash-bowltwo knives and
forks, three plates, oneup, onespoon, a jug for oil, a
jugfor molasses, andjapannedamp. None is spoor
that heneed sit on @umpkin. That isshiftlessness.
Ther is a plenty of suckhairs as like best in the
village garrets to be had for taking theaway. Furni-
ture! ThankGod, | can sit and | castand without
the aid of a furniture warehouse. What man but a
philosopher wouldhot be ashamed to see hfsirni-
ture packed in a cart andoing upcountry exposed
to the light ofheaven and theyes ofmen, abeg-
garly account of emptyboxes? That isSpaulding's
furniture. | could never tellfrom inspecting such a
load whether itbelonged to a so called rich man or a
poor one; theowner alwaysseemedpoverty-stricken.
Indeed, the more you have of sutiings the poorer
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you are Ead load looks as if itcontained the con-
tents of a dozeshanties; and ibne shanty ispoor,
this is adozen timesas poor. Pray, forwhat do we
moveever but to get rid of odurniture, ourexuvise;at
last to gofrom thisworld to another newlyfurnished,
andleavethis to be burned? s the same as if all
thesetraps were buckled to &nan's belt, and he
could not move over theough country where our
lines arecastwithout dragging them,—-dragging his
trap. He was a lucky fothat left histail in thetrap.
The muskrat will gnaw histhird leg off to be free.
No wonder man has lost his elasticity. How often he
is at a deadset! "Sir, if | may be sdbold, what do you
mean by adeadset?" If you are aseer,whenever
you med a manyou will seeal that heowns, ay,
and much that hepretends todisown, behind him,
even to his kitchen furniture and all thetrumpery
which hesaves and will noburn, and hewill appear
to be harnessed to it anthaking what headway he
can. | think that the man is at a dead set who has
gat through a knothole orgatewaywhere hissledge
load offurniture cannotfollow him. | cannot but feel
compassionwhen | hear some trigcompact-looking
man, seemingly free, algirded andready, speak of
his "furniture,” as whether its insured or not."But
what $al | do with my furniture?" My gaybutterfly
is entangled in aspider's welthen. Even those who
seem for dong while not tohave any, if you inquire
more narrowly you will find have some stored in
somebody'sharn. Ilook uponEngland to-day as an
old gentleman who igravelling with a great deal of
baggage, trumperwhich hasaccumulated from long
housekeepingwhich he has not theourage tdourn;
greattrunk, little trunk, bandbox andundle. Throw
away the firstthree at least. Iwould surpass the
powers of awell man nowadays to take up his bed
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andwalk, andl shouldcertainly advise a&ick one to
lay down his bed andun. When | have met an im-
migranttottering under &undle which contained his
all,—looking like an enormous wen which had grown
out of the nape of his neck,—I have pitied him, not
becausehat was his all, bubecause he had dhat
to carry. If | have got tadrag my trap, | will take
carethat it be alight one and do not nip me in a
vital part. Butperchance itvould bewisestnever to
put one's paw into it.

| would observe, by thevay, that itcosts menoth-
ing for curtains, for | have ngazers tocshut out but
the sun and moon, and | amilling that theyshould
look in. The moon will notsour milk nortaint meat
of mine, nor will the surinjure my furnitureor fade
my carpet, and if he isometimes toavarm a friend,
| find it still bettereconomy toretreatbehind some
curtain which nature hasprovided, than to add a
single item to the detailof housekeeping. A lady
once offered me anat, but as | had nmom to spare
within the house, nor timto spare within owithout
to shake it, Ideclined it,preferring towipe my feet
on the sod before mydoor. It is best toavoid the
beginnings ofevil.

Not long since | waspresent at the auction of a
deacon'effects, for his life had not been ineffectual :

"The evil that men ddives after them."

As usual, a gregtroportion wagrumperywhich had
begun toaccumulate in his faer's day. Among the
restwas a driedapeworm. And nowafterlying half
a century in his garret and othelust holes, these
things were not buned; instead of aonfire, or puri-
fying destruction of them, there was anction, or
increasing ofthem. Theneighbors eagerlgollected
to view them, bought themall, and carefully trans-
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ported them totheir garrets anddust holes, to lie
theretill their estates are s$ktd, when theywill start
again. When a man dies he kicks thest.

The customs ofsome savage nationsnight, per-
chance, be profitably imitated by us, for theyleatst
go through thesemblance otastingtheir slough an-
nually; they have the idea of théing, whether they
have the realityor not. Would it not bewell if we
were to celebrate such dbusk,” or “feast of first
fruits,™ asBartramdescribes to havbeen the custom
of the Mucclassendians?"When atown celebrates
the busk,"says he, "having previousfyovided them-
selveswith new clothesnew pots, pans, andther
household utensils arfdrniture, theycollect alltheir
worn out clothes andther despicablethings, sweep
and cleanse theihouses, squares, and theéhole
town, of their filth, which with all the remaining
grain and other old povisionsthey casttogether into
one common heap, and consume Wwith fire. After
having takemmedicine, andasted forthreedays, all
the fire in the townis extinguished. Duringhis fast
they abstainfrom the gratification of every appetite
and passionwhatever. A general amnesty ispro-
claimed; all maledctors may return ttheir town.—"

"On the fourth morning, thehigh priest, by rub-
bing drywood together,produces new fire in the pub-
lic square, fromwhence evenhabitation in thetown
is supplied with the new and pure flame."

They thenfeast on the newvweorn andfruits and
dance and sindor three days,'and thefour follow-
ing days theyreceive visits and rejoice witltheir
friends from neighboring towns whcdhave in like
manner purifiedarnd preparedthemselves."

The Mexicans also practised asimilar purification
at the end of everfifty-two years, in thebelief that
it was time for theworld to come to arend.
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I havescarcelyheard of aruersacrament, that is,
asthe dictionarydefines it,"outward andvisible sign
of an inward am spiritual grace," than this, and |
have no doubthat theywere originally inspired di-
rectly from Heaven to dahus, though theyave no
biblical record ofthe revelation.

For more than five years haintainedmyself thus
solely by thelabor of myhands, and found, that by
working about six weeks in a year,cbuld meet all
the expense of living. Thewhole of mywinters, as
well as most of mysummers, | had free and clear for
study. | have thoroughly tried school-keeping, and
found that myexpenses were iproportion, orrather
out of proportion, to myncome, for | wasobliged to
dress andrain, not to sayhink andbelieve,accord-
ingly, and | lost my time into théargain. As | did
not teach for thegood of myfellow-men, butsimply
for alivelihood, this wasa failure. | havetried trade;
but | found that itwould take tenyears to geunder
way in that, and that then $hould probably be on
my way to the devil. | was aatally afraid that I
might by thattime be doingwhat is called a good
business. Wheiformerly | was looking about to see
what | could do for a living, some sad experience in
conforming to thewishes offriends being fresh in
my mind to taxmy ingenuity, | thought often and
seriously ofpicking huckleberries; that surely | could
do, andits smallprofits might suffice,—for my great-
estskill hasbeen towant butlittle,—so little capital
it required, solittle distraction from my wonted
moods, | foolishlythought. While my acquaintances
went unhesitatinglyinto trade or theprofessions, |
contemplated this occupatioas mostlike theirs;
ranging thehills all summer to pick théerries which
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came in my way, anthereaftercarelesslydispose of
them; so, to keep thdlocks of Admetus. | also
dreamedhat | mightgather thewild herbs, or carry
evergreens tauchvillagers as loved to beeminded
of thewoods, even to the cityjgy hay-cartioads. But

I have sincelearnedthat tradecurses everyhing it
handles; and though you trade imessagesfrom
heaven, thewhole curse of rade attaches to the
business.

As | preferredsome hings to others, anéspecially
valued myfreedom, as kould farehard and yet suc-
ceed well,l did not wish to spend my time @arning
rich carpets or othefine furniture, ordelicate cook-
ery, or a house in th@recian or the Gothic style just
yet. If there are any to whom it is no interruption to
acquirethesethings, and whd&now how to use them
when acquired, Irelinquish to them thepursuit.
Some are'industrious,” and appear tove labor for
its own sake, or perhapbecause ikeeps them out
of worsemischief; to such | have atgsentnothing
to say. Those whowould not knowwhat to dowith
more leisure thamhey now enjoy, | mighadvise to
work twice as hard athey do,—worktill they pay for
themselves, and get thefiree papers. Fomyself |
found that theoccupation of aday-laborer was the
most independent of anyespecially asit required
only thirty or forty days in a year tcupport one.
The laborer's dagnds with thegoing down of the
sun, and he is then free to devoten$elf to his
chosen pursuitndependent of hitabor; but his em-
ployer, who speculatesom month tomonth, has no
respitefrom one end of thgear to the other.

In short, I am convincedyoth by faith andexperi-
ence,that tomaintainone's self on thigarth is not
a hardship but a pastime, if weill live simply and
wisely; as thepursuits of thesimplernations arestill
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the sports of ta more artificial. It is not necessary
that a man lsould earn his living by the sweat of his
brow, unleshe sweatsasierthan | do.

One young man of myacquaintance, who has in-
heritedsomeacres, told me¢hat he thought hehould
live as | did,if he had the means.would not have
anyoneadoptmymode ofliving on anyaccount;for,
besidethat before he has fairliearned itl may have
found outanother for myself, tesirethatthere may
be asmany differentpersons in thevorld as posble;
but | would have each one hery careful to find out
and pursuehis ownway, and not his father's or his
mother's orhis neighbor'sinstead. Theyouth may
build or plant orsail, only let him not benhindered
from doing that which hetells me hewould like to
do. It is by a mathematicalpoint only that we are
wise, as the sailor or théugitive slave keeps the
polestar in hiseye; but thais sufficient guidance for
all our life. We may notarrive at our port within a
calculable period, butwe would preserve thetrue
course.

Undoubtedly, in thiscase,what is true for one is
truerstill for athousand, as large house is not more
expensivethan asmall one inproportion to its size,
since ongoof may coverpnre cellarunderlie, and one
wall separateseveralapartments. But for mpart, |
preferred thesolitary dwelling. Moreover, itwill com-
monly be cheaper to build tlvehole yourselfthan to
convince another of theadvantage othe common
wall; andwhen you havelone this, theeommon par-
tition, to be much cheapemud be a thin one, and
that other mayprove a bad neighbor, araiso not
keep hisside inrepair. The only cooperation which
is commonly possible isexceedinglypartial and su-
perficial; ard what little truecooperationthere is, is
asif it werenot, being a harmoniyaudible to men.
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If aman has faith hevill cooperatewith equalfaith
every where; if he has néaith, hewill continue to
live like therest of the world whatevercompany he
is joined to. Tocooperate, in the highest as well as
the lowest sensemeans taget our living togetherl
heard itproposediately that twoyoung menshould
travel togetheover theworld, the onewithout money,
earning his means as keent, before the mast and
behind theplough, the othercarrying a bill of ex-
change in his pocket. It was easy to see that they
could not long be&eompanions ocooperatesince one
would notoperateat all. They wouldpart at the first
interestingcrisis in their adventures Above all, as |
haveimplied, the man whaoesalone canstart to-
day; but he whdravels with anothemust waittill
that other is eady, and it may be lang time before
they get off.

But all this is veryselfish, lhave heardome of my
townsmen sayl. confessthat | havehithertoindulged
very little in philanthropicenterprises. | havenade
somesacrifices to a sense dity, andamong others
have sacrificedhis pleasurealso. There aréhose who
have used all theiarts to persuade me tmmdertake
the support of some podamily in the town; and if |
had nothing talo,-for thedevil finds empoyment for
the idle,—Imight try myhand atsomesuch pastime
asthat. However, when | havéhought toindulge my-
self in this respect, andhy their Heaverunder an
obligation bymaintaining certairpoa persons in all
respects acomfortably as Imaintain myself, and
have evenventured so far as to make them tféer,
they have one and alinhesitatinglypreferred to re-
main poor.While my townsmen andvomen are de-
voted in so many ways to thgood of their fellows,
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| trust that one akeast may be spared to other and
lesshumane pursuits. You must haveganius for
charity aswell as for anything else. As forDoing-
good, that is one of therofessions which aréull.
Moreover, | have tried fairly, and,strange as it may
seem, amsatisfied that it does notagree with my
constitution. Probably |should notconsciously and
deliberatelyforsake my particulacalling to do the
good which societydemands of me, to save the uni-
versefrom annihilation; and Ibelievethat alike but
infinitely greatersteadfastnesglsewhere is all that
now preserves it. But | would ngtand between any
man and his genius; and tom who doe thiswork,
which | decline, wit his whole heart and soul and
life, | would say, Persevere, even if therld call it
doing evil, as it is most likely they will.

I am far from supposinghat my case is peculiar
one; nodoubt many of myeaders would make a sim-
ilar defence. Atdoing something,—Iwill not engage
that myneighborsshall pronounce itgood,—I do not
hesitate to sayhat | should be a capital fellow to
hire; but what that is, iis for my employer to find
out. Whatgood | do, in the common sense ofthat
word, must beasice from my main path, and for the
most part wholly unintended. Men saypractically,
Begin where you are anguch asyou are,without
aiming mainly tobecome ofmore worth, and with
kindnessaforethought g@aboutdoing good. If | were
to preach at all ithis strain,| should sayrather, Set
about being good. As if the swghould stopwhen he
had kindled hisfires up to thesplendor of a moon or
a star of the sixthmagnitude, andyo aboutlike a
Robin Godlfellow, peeping in akevery cottage win-
dow, inspiring lunatics, and tainting meats, and
making darkness vible, instead ofsteadily increas-
ing his genialheat and beneficendél he is of such
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brightnessthat nomortal can look him in the face,
andthen, and in the meamhile too, going about the
world in his ownorbit, doing it good, orrather, as a
truer philosophy hasdiscovered, theworld going
about him gettinggood. WhenPhaeton,wishing to
prove hisheavenly birth by hideneficence, had the
sun'schariot but onalay, anddrove out ofthe beaten
track, he burnedeveral blocks dhouses in théower
streets ofheaven, andscorched thesurface of the
earth anddried upevery spring, and made the great
desert of Sahardjll at length Jupiter hurled him
headlong to thesarth with a thunderbolt, and the
sun, through grief at his death, did notshine for
a year.

There is no odor so bad as that wharfsesfrom
goodnesgainted. It ishuman, it isdivine, carrion. If
| knew fora certaintythat a man wasoming to my
house with theconscious design afoing me good, |
should run for myife, as fromthat dry andparching
wind of the Africandesertscalled the simoom, which
fills the mouth and nose anghars andeyes withdust
till you are suffocated, for feathat | should getsome
of his good done tome,—some of itsvirus mingled
with my blood.No,—in this case Iwould rather suffer
evil the naturalway. A man is not a goothanto me
because hevill feed me if | should bestarving, or
warm me if | should bdreezing, orpull me out of a
ditch if 1 should everfall into one. | canfind you a
Newfoundland dg that will do as much. Philan-
thropy is notlove for one'dellow-man in the broadest
senseHoward was naloubt anexceedinglhykind and
worthy man in his wayand has his rewardbut,
comparatively speakingyhat are a hundredowards
to us,if their philanthropy donot help usin our best
estate, when we armost worthy to behelped? |
never heard of ghilanthropic meeting irwhich it
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was sincerely proposed to do any good to me, or the
like of me.

The Jesuits were quitdalked by those Indians
who, beingburned at the staksuggested new modes
of torture totheir tormentorsBeing supéor to physi-
cal suffering, it sometimeschanced that theyere
superior to anyconsolationwhich the missionaries
could offer; and the law to do as yauould be done
by fell with lesspersuasiveness on tlears of those,
who, fortheir part, did notcare how they werdone
by, who loved their enemiesafter a newfashion, and
came very neafreely forgiving them all theydid.

Be sure that yougive the poor the aidhey most
need,though it beyour example whichleavesthem
far behind. If yougive money,spendyourselfwith it,
and do not merely abandon it to them. Weake
curious mistakessometimes.Often the poor man is
not so cold andhungry as he iglirty andragged and
gross. It ispartly his taste, and not merely hiss-
fortune. If yougive him money, he will perhaps buy
more ragswith it. | was wont to pity the clumslyish
laborers who cut ice on th@ond, in suchmean and
ragged clothesyhile | shivered in my mord¢idy and
somewhatmore fashionablegarmentstill, one bitter
cold day, one who hadlipped into thevatercame to
my house to warnmim, and | saw hinstrip off three
pairs ofpants and twgairs of stockings ere he got
down to the skinthough theywere dirty and ragged
enough, it is true, and that teeuld afford to refuse
the extra garmentswhich | offered him, he had so
manyintra ones. This ducking was thery thinghe
needed. Then | began to pityyself, and | saw that it
would be a greatecharity tobestow onme a flannel
shirt than awhole slop-shop onhim. There are a
thousand hackig at the branches efil to one who
is striking at theroot, and it may be that he who
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bestows the largestmount of time andnoney on the
needy isdoing the most by himnode oflife to produce
that misery which hestrives in vain torelieve. It is
the pious slave-breeddevoting theproceeds oévery
tenthslave to buy &unday's liberty for the resbome
show their kindness tdhe poor by employing them
in their kitchens. Would they notbe kinder if they
employed themselvethere? Youboast of spending a
tenth part of yourincome in charity; may be you
should spend thaine tenths so, and done with it.
Society recovers only atenth part of theproperty
then. Is thisowing to the generositgf him in whose
possession it ifound, or to theremissness of the
officers of justice?

Philanthropy isalmost the onlyirtue which is suf-
ficiently appreciated bynankind. Nay, it is greatly
overrated; and it is owelfishness which overrates it.
A robust pooman, onesunny dayhere in Concord,
praised dellow-townsman to me, because, as he said,
he was kind to the@oor; meaning himselfThe kind
uncles andaunts of theace are moresteemedhan
its true spiritualfathers andnothers. lonceheard a
reverend lecturer on Englandman of learning and
intelligence, after enumerating her saiéfic, literary,
and political worthies, ShakspeareBacon, Cromwell,
Milton, Newton, andothers, speak next of h&@hris-
tian heroeswhom, as if hisprofession required it of
him, he elevated to place far above all theest, as
the greatest of the great. They were Pehloward,
and Mrs. Fry. Every one mudeel the falsehood and
cant of this. The last were not England's best men
and women; only, perhapsier beg philanthropists.

I would notsubtract any thig from the praisethat
is due to philanthropy, bunherelydemandustice for
all who by their lives andworks are ablessing to
mankind. | do nowvalue chiefly a man's uprightness
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and benevolence, which are, as it were,skesn and
leaves.Thoseplants of whosegreennessvithered we
make herb tea for thsick, serve but daumble use,
and are most employed bguacks. | want thdlower
and fruit of a man;that somefragrance bewafted
over from him to me, andsome ripenessflavor our
intercourse. His goodness musit be a partial and
transitory act, but constant superfluitywhich costs
him nothing and ofwvhich heis unconsciousThis is
a charity that hides amultitude ofsins. Thephilan-
thropist too often surounds mankindwith the re-
membrance of his owrgast-off griefs as amatmos-
phere, anctalls it sympathy. We shdd impart our
courage, and not owtespair, our health andase,
and not our disese, andtake carethat this does not
spread bycontagion. Fron what southern plains
comes up the voice afailing? Under whatlatitudes
reside theheathen towhom we would send light?
Who is that intemperate andbrutal manwhom we
would redeem? If any thing ail man, so that hdoes
not perform hisfunctions, if hehave a pain in his
bowek even,—for that is thesed of sympathy,—he
forthwith setsabout reforming-the world. Being a
microcosmhimself, hediscovers, and iis atrue dis-
covery, and he is the man toakeit,—that theworld
hasbeeneatinggreenapples; to hieyes, infact, the
globe itself is a greatgreen apple, whichthere is
dangerawful to think of that thechildren of men will
nibble before it is ripe;and straightway higlrastic
philanthropyseeks out th&squimaux and th&ata-
gonian, and embraces the populous Indian @hd
nesevillages; andthus, by a fewyears of philan-
thropic activity, thepowers inthe mearnwhile using
him for their own ends, ndoubt, hecureshimself of
his dyspepsia, thglobe acquires daint blush on one
or both of its cheeks, as if it were beginning to be
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ripe, and lifeloses its cudity andis once more sweet
and wholesome tdive. | never deamed of any
enormity greater than have committed. Inever

knew, andnevershall know, aworse man than my-
self.

| believe thatwhat sosaddens theeformer is not
his sympathy with hidellows in distress, butthough
he be the holiest son of5od, is his private ail. Let
this berighted, let thespring come tdim, themorn-
ing rise over hiscouch, and hewill forsake hisgen-
erouscompanionswithout apology. My excuse for not
lecturing against the usaf tobacco is,that | never
chewed it;that is a penaltyhich reformedtobacco-
chewers have tpay; thoughthere are things enough
| have chewed, which could lecture against. If you
should ever bebetrayed into any othese philan-
thropies, do not letour left hand know whayour
right handdoes, for it is noworth knowing. Rescue
the drowningand tie your shoe-stringstake your
time, and setabout some freelabor.

Our manners havéeencorrupted bycommunica-
tion with the saintsOur hymn-books resoundith a
melodiouscursing of God ash enduring himforever.
One would say thagven theprophets andedeemers
had ratherconsoled thefears thanconfirmed the
hopes ofman. There isnowhere recorde@ simple
andirrepressiblesatisfaction with the gift of life, any
memorablepraise of God. Alhealth andsuccess does
me good, however far off anevithdrawn it may ap-
pear; alldisease andailure helps tomake me sad
and does me evilhowever much sympathy it may
have with me or | with it. Ifthen, wewould indeed
restoremankind bytruly Indian, botanic, magnetic,
or naturalmeans, let us first be asmple and well
as Nature ourselves,dispel theclouds which hang
over our own brows, and take a little life into our
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pores. Do nostay to be aroverseer of the poor, but
endeavor tdecome one of thevorthies of the world.

| read in the Gulistan, dflower Garden, ofSheik
Sadi of Shirazthat"They asked a wisenan, saying;
Of the mary celebrated trees which the Most High
Godhas created lofty and undigeous, thegall none
azad, or freegxcepting the cypress, which bears no
fruit; what mystery is there in this? Heplied; Each
has its appropriatproduce,and appointed season,
during the continuance ofwhich it is fresh and
blooming, andduringtheir absence dry andithered;
to neither of whiclstates is theypress exposed, be-
ing always flourishing; and of thisnature are the
azads, oreligious independents.—Fix nahy heart
on thatwhich is tramitory; for the Dijlah, ofTigris,
will continue to flev through Bagdadafter therace
of caliphs isextinct: if thy handhasplenty, belib-
eral as thalate tree; but if imffords nothing to give
away, be arazad, or free man, like theypress."



COMPLEMENTAL, VERSES

THE PRETENSIONS OFPOVERTY

"Thou dost presumdoo much, poor needy wretch,
To claim astation in thefirmament,

Because thyhumble cottage, or thy tub,
Nurses some lazy or pedantic virtue

In the cheapsunshine or by shadgprings,
With roots and pot-herhswhere thy righthand,
Tearing thosehumanepassionsfrom the mind,
Upon whose stockdair blooming virtues flourish,
Degradethnature, and benumbetense,

And, Gorgon-like, turns active men to stone.
We not require thedull society

Of your necessitated temperance,

Or that unnaturaktupidity

That knows nor joy nosorrow; noryour forc'd
Falsely exalted passivdortitude

Above the active. This lovabjectbrood,
Thatfix their seats irmediocrity,

Becomeyour sevile minds; but weadvance
Suchvirtues only as admiexcess,

Brave, bounteous actsregal magnificence,
All-seeing prudence,magnanimity

That knows nobound, ad that heroicvirtue

For which antiquity hath lef no name,

But patternsonly, such as Hercules,

Achilles, Theseus. Back tohy loath'd cell;

And whenthou seest the newenlightened sphere,
Study to know butwvhat those worthiesvere."

T.CAREW



Where |Lived,
and What | Lived For

AT a certain season of our life we are ac-
customed toconsider every spot as thmssible site
of a house. | havéhussurveyed theountry onevery
sidewithin a dozenmiles ofwhere llive. In imagina-
tion | have bought all théarms in siccession, for
all were to bebought, and lknew their price. |
walked over eachfarmer's premises, tasted hiwild
apples,discoursed orhusbandry withhim, took his
farm at hisprice, at any pricemortgaging it to him
in my mind; even put a higheprice on it,—took
every thing but a deed oit,—took his word for his
deed, for | dearly love ttalk,—cultivated it, and him
too to sone extent, Itrust, andwithdrew when | had
enjoyed itlong enough,leaving him tocarry it on.
This experienceentitled me to be regarded asart
of real-estate broker by mifyiends. Wherever Isat,
there | might live, and the landscapadiated from
me accordinglyWhat is ahouse but sedesaseat?—
better if acountryseat. ldiscoveredmany a site for
a house not likely to bsoonimproved, which some
might have thought too far from thellage, but to
my eyes the village was too f&mom it. Well, there |
mightlive, | said; and there | ditive, for anhour, a
summer and avinter life; saw how Icould let the
years runoff, buffet thewinter through, and see the
springcome in. Theuture inhabitants othis region,
whereverthey mayplace their hoses, may be sure
that they havebeen anticipated. Anafternoon suf-
ficed to lay out theland into orchard woodlot and
pasture, and tdecidewhat fine oaks opines should
be left to stand before theloor, and whence each
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blasted tree could bgseen to the bestdvantage; and
then 1 let itlie, fallow perchance, for a man i&ch
in proportion to thenumber ofthings which he can
afford to let alone.

My imagination carried me so far thaeven had
the refusal of severalfarms,-the refusal was all |
wanted,—but Inever got myfingers burned by actual
possession. The nearabat | came toactualposses-
sion waswhen | bought theHollowel Place, and had
begun tosort my seeds, and collectetaterials with
which to make awheelbarrow to carry it on or off
with; but befoe the ownergave mea deed of it, his
wife-every man hasuch awife-changed her mind
and wished to keep it, and lffered me tendollars
to release himNow, tospeak thdruth, | had but ten
cents in the world, and it surpassed arjthmetic to
tell, if | was that man who had tecents, or who had
afarm, or tendollars, or alltogether.However, | let
him keep the ten dollars artle farm too, for | had
carried it farenough; or rather, to bgenerous, kold
him the farm for just what Igave for it, and, as he
was not arich man, made him gresent of terdol-
lars, andstill had my tencents, andseeds, and ma-
terials for a wheelbarroweft. | found thus that | had
been a rich mawithout anydamage to myoverty.
But | retained the landscape, and | haiece an-
nually carried off what it yielded wthout a wheel-
barrow. With respect téandscapes,—

"I am monarch of all Isurvey,
My right there isnone to dispute.”

I hawe frequentlyseen goetwithdraw, having en-
joyed the most valuable part of a farmhile the
crusty farmersupposedthat he had got a fewild
applesonly. Why, theowner does noknow it for
manyyears when a poet has put fésm in rhyme,
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the mostadmirable kind ofinvisible fence, has fairly
impounded it, milked itskimmed it, and got all the
cream, andeft the farmer only theskimmed milk.

The real attractions of theHollowell farm, to me,
were its completeretirement,beingabout twomiles
from thevillage, half amile from thenearesteigh-
bor, and separatddom the highway by a broad field;
its bounding orthe river,which the ownersaid pro-
tected it byits fogs fromfrosts in thespring, though
that wasnothing tome; the graycolor andruinous
state of the house anbarn, and thedilapidated
fences,which putsuch aninterval between me and
the last occupant; thehollow and lichen-covered
appletrees, gnawed brabbits,showingwhatkind of
neighbors | shouldhave; butabove all, the recollec-
tion | had of itfrom my earliestvoyages up the river,
when the house was ocoraled behinda dense grove
of red maplesthroughwhich | heard thehouse-dog
bark. |1 was in haste to buy ibefore the proprietor
finished getting outsome rocks, cuttingdown the
hollow apple trees, and grubbing upgome young
birches which hadsprung up in the pasture, or, in
short, had made any more of himprovements. To
enjoy these advantages | waseady to carry it on;
like Atlas, to take thevorld on myshoulders,—hever
heardwhat compensation heeceived for tht,—and
do all thosethingswhich had no other motive or ex-
cuse buthat I might pay for it and be unmolested in
my possession of it; for | knew all the whitbat it
would yield the most abundantcrop of the kind |
wanted if | could only afford to let it alone. But it
turned out as | haveaid.

All that | could say, then, withrespect tafarming
on a largescale, (Ihavealwayscultivated agarden,)
was, that | had had mseedseady. Many think that
seedsimprove with age. Ihave no doubt thatime
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discriminatesbetween thegood and the bad; and
when at last khall plant, | shall be less likely to be
disappointed. But | would say to my fellows, once
for all, As long as possible live free anthcom-
mitted. Itmakes bulittle difference whether you are
committed to a farnor the countyjail.

Old Cato, whose "De ReRustica" ismy "Cultiva-
tor," s|ays, and the only translation | haseenmakes
sheer nonsense of thassage,;When youthink of
getting afarm, turn itthus inyour mind, not to buy
greedily; norspareyour pains tolook at it, and do
not think it enough to gaound itonce. The oftener
you go therghe more it willplease you, if it iggood."

I think | shall not buy greedily, but goound and
round it as long as live, and beburied in it first,
that it mayplease me the more Hitst.

The present was my next experimenttofs kind,
which | purposeto describemore atlength; forcon-
venience,putting the experience of two years into
one. As | havesaid, | do nopropose towrite an ode
to dejection, but to brag dsistily as chanticleer in
the morning,standing on higoost, if only to wake
my neighbors up.

Whenfirst | took up my abodén the woods, that
is, began to spendy nights aswell as daysthere,
which, by accidentwason Independence Day, or the
fourth of July, 1845, myhouse was not finished for
winter, but wasmerely adefenceagainst therain,
without plastering orchimney, thewalls being of
rough weather-stainedoards, with wide chinks,
which made it cool at night. The uprighthite hewn
studs and freshlyplaned door andvindow casings
gave it a clean andiry look, especially inthe morn-
ing, when itstimbers weresaturated withdew, so
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that | fancied that by noon somesweet gum would
exude from them. To myimagination it retained
throughout the day more t@ss of thisauroral char-
acter, reminding me o& certain house on moun-
tain which | had visitd the year beforeThis was an
airy andunplasteredccabin, fit to entertain atravel-
ling god, andwhere agoddessmight trail her gar-
ments. Thewinds which passedver my dwelling
were such as sweegpver theridges of mountains,
bearing the brokestrains, or celestighartsonly, of
terrestrialmusic. The morningvind forever blows,
the poem ofcreation isuninterrupted; but few are
the earsthat hear it. Olympus is but theutside of
the earthevery where.

The only house | had been thewner ofbefore, if
| except aboat, was dent, which | usedoccasionally
when makingexcursions in thesummer, andhis is
still rolled up in mygarret; but the boagfterpassing
from hand tohand, hasgone down thestream of
time. With this moresubstantialshelterabout me, |
hadmadesomeprogresstoward settling inthe world.
This frame, soslightly clad, was a sort of crystalliza-
tion around me, and reacted on theilder. It was
suggestive amewhat as a picture in outlines. | did
not need to go out doors timke the air, for the at-
mosphere within hadost none of itsfreshness. It
was not so much withidoors aehind adoor where
| sat, even inthe rainiestweather. Tk Harivansa
says, "An abodevithout birds islike a meat without
seasoning." Such wa®t my abode, for Idund my-
self suddenlyneighbor tothe birds; not by having
imprisoned one, butaving cagedmyself near them.
| was not only nearer tasome ofthose whichcom-
monly frequent thegarden and the orchard, but to
those wilder and mor#hrilling songsters of théor-
est whichnever, or rarelyserenade aillager,—the
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wood-thrush, the veery, thecarlettanager, thdield-
sparrow, the whippoorwill, and many others.

| wasseated by the shore of a sm@dind, about a
mile and a half suth of thevillage of Concord and
somewhat higher than it, the midst of an extensive
wood between thatown andLincoln, andabout two
miles south of that our only field known tofame,
ConcordBattle Ground; but | was so low in tleoods
that theopposite shorehalf amile off, like therest,
coveredwith wood, was my modlistanthorizon. For
the first week, whenever llooked out on the pond it
impressed me likea tarn high up on thside of a
mountain, itsbottom farabove thesurface ofother
lakes,and, as the suarose, | saw ithrowing off its
nightly clothing of mist and here and there, by de-
grees, itssoft ripples or itssmoothreflecting surface
wasrevealedwhile themists, likeghosts, werstealth-
ily withdrawing ineverydirectioninto the woods, as
atthe breaking up osomenocturnal conventicle. The
very dewseemed tdhangupon the trees latémto the
day than usual, as on th&des ofmountains.

This smalllake was of most value as a neighbor in
the intervals of agentlerain storm inAugust, when,
both air andwater beingperfectly still, but the sky
overcast,mid-afternoon had all theesenity of eve-
ning, and the wood-thrush sarmgound, and was
heardfrom shore to shore. Aake like this is never
smoother than at such a time; and thear portion
of the air above it being shallow andarkened by
clouds, the waterfull of light and reflections, be-
comes a loweheavenitself so much themore im-
portant.From a hill topnear by, where the wood had
been recently cutoff, there was apleasingvista
southwardacross theond, through avide indenta-
tion in the hillswhich form tre shorethere, where
their opposite ides slopingtoward each other sug-
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gested astreamflowing out in thatdirection through
a wooded valley, bustream there wasone. That
way | lookedbetween anaver theneargreen hills to
somedistant anchigherones in thehorizon, tinged
with blue.Indeed, by standing diptoe | couldcatch
a glimpse of some of thpeaks of thestill bluer and
more distant mountainranges in the north-west,
those true-bluecoins fromheaven's owrmint, and
also of someortion of thevillage. But inotherdirec-
tions, everfrom thispoint, | could not see over or be-
yond thewoods which surrounded melt is well to
have somewater in your neighborhood, fgive buoy-
ancy to andfloat the earth.One value even of the
smallestwell is, thatwhen youlook into it you see
that earth is notcontinent but inglar. This is as
important aghat it keepsbuttercool. Whenl looked
across thepond from this peaktoward tke Sudbury
meadows which in time of flood | distinguished ele-
vated perhaps by amirage in their seething valley,
like a coin in abasin, all the ash beyond thepond
appearedike athin crustinsulated andloated even
by this smallsheet ofinterveningwater, and | was
reminded that this owhich | dwelt was butry land.

Though the viewfrom my door wasstill more con-
tracted, | did not feetrowded orconfined inthe least.
There waspastureenough for my imagination. The
low shrub-oak plateau to which th@pposite shore
arose,stretchedaway toward theprairies of the West
andthe steppes offartary, affordingample room for
all the rovingfamilies ofmen."There arenonehappy
in the world but beings whenjoy freely a vashori-
zon,"—saidDamodara, when hikerds required new
and larger pasures.

Both place andtime were changed, and dbwelt
nearer tahoseparts of thauniverse and tthose eras
in history which had mosattracted meWhere 1 lived
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was as far off as many aregion viewed nightly by

astronomers. We aneont to imaginerare and de-
lectable places in soma@emote and moreelestial
corner of thesystem, behind theonstellation of
Cassiopeia'<hair, farfrom noise anddisturbance. |
discoveredhat myhouseactually had itssite in such
a withdrawn, butforever new andunprofaned part

of the universe. If itwereworth thewhile to settle in

thoseparts near to thPleiades or thélyades, to Al-
debaran or Altair, theh was reallythere, or at an
equal remotenasfrom the life which | hadleft be-

hind, dwindled andtwinkling with as fine a ray to
my nearest neighborand to be seen only imoon-

less nights by him Such wasthat part of creation
where | hadsquatted;—

"There was ashepherdthat didlive,
And held his thoughts as high

As were themountswhereon his flocks
Did hourly feed him by."

What should wethink of the shepherd's life if his
flocks alwayswandered tohigher pastures than his
thoughts?

Every morning was aheerfulinvitation to make
my life of equalsimplicity, and | may say innocence,
with Nature herself. 1have been as sincere a wor-
shipper ofAurora as theGreeks. | got up early and
bathed in the pond; that wasedigiousexercise, and
one of the bestthings which | did. They say that
charactersvere engraven on théathing tub oking
Tching-thang to thiseffect: "Renew tlyself com-
pletely eachday; do itagain, andagain, and forever
again." | canunderstand thatMorning brings back
the heroic ages. | was amnuch affected by the faint
hum of a mosquito making itsnvisible andunimag-
inable tour through my apartment afrliestdawn,
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when lwas sitting withdoor and window®pen, as |
could be by anytrumpet thatever sang ofame. It
was Homer'srequiem; itself arlliad and Odyssey in
the air, singing its owrwrath andwanderingsThere
was somethingcosmical about it; a standin@dver-
tisement,till forbidden, ofthe everlastingrigor and
fertility of the world. Themorning,which is the most
memorableseason of the day, is tlaevakening hour.
Then there is least sonolence in us; and for an
hour, atleast, somepart of usawakes which slum-
bers all the rest of the day andyht. Little is to be
expected ofthat day, if it can becalled aday, to
which we are notawakened by our Genius, but by
the mechanicahudgings ofsome servitor, are not
awakened by our own newly-acquired force and as-
pirations from within, accompanied by thendula-
tions of celestialmusic, instead ofactory bells, and
a fragrancefilling the air-to a higher life than we
fell asleepfrom; and thus thelarkness beaits fruit,
and proveitself to be good, nolessthan thelight.
That man whodoes not believehat each day con-
tains an earliermore sacredand aurorahour than
he has yet profaned, hasdespaired oflife, and is
pursuing a descending armthrkeningway. After a
partial cesation of his sensuousge, the soul of man,
or its organsrather, arereinvigoratedeachday, and
his Genius tries againvhat noble life it can make.
All memorableevents, | should say, transpire in
morningtime and ina morning atmospre The Ve-
das ay, "All intelligences awakeavith the morning."
Poetry andart, and the fairest anchost memorable
of the actions ofmen, date fromsuch anhour. All
poets and heroedike Memnon, are thechildren of
Aurora, andemit their music at sunrise. To him
whose elastic angigorousthoughtkeeps pace with
the sun, the day ia perpetualmorning. It matters
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not what theclocks say or thattitudes andabors of
men. Morning is when | am awake and there is a
dawn in me.Moral reform is theeffort to throw off
sleep. Why is ithat mengive so poor araccount of
their day if they have notbeen slumbering? They
are not such poocalculators. If they had not been
overcome with drowsinegbey would haveperformed
something. Themillions are awakeenough forphys-
ical labor; but only one in aillion is awakeenough
for effective intellectual exertionpnly one in ahun-
dred millions to apoetic or divine life. To be awake
is to be alive. IThave never yet met a man who was
quite awake. How couw | have looked him in the
face?

We mug learn toreawaken andkeep ourselves
awake, not by mechanicaids, but byan infinite ex-
pectation of thelawn,which does notorsake us in our
soundestsleep. | know of nanore encouragingact
than tke unquestionablability of man to elevate his
life by a consciousendeavor. It issomething to be
able topaint a particulapicture, or tocarve astatue,
and so to make a few objedbeautiful; but it is far
more glorious to carve andmt the veryatmosphere
and medium through which weok, which morally
we cando. To affect thequality of the day, that is the
highest of arts. Every mmas tasked tomake hislife,
evenin its details,worthy of thecontemplation of his
most elevated and criticdiour. If we refused, or
ratherused up, suclpaltry information as we get,
the oracleswould distinctlyinform us how this might
be done.

| went to thewoods becausé wished to live de-
liberately, to front only the essentidécts of life,
andseeif | could not learnwvhat it had toteach, and
not, when | came to dieliscover that | had not lived.
| did not wish to livevhat was not lifeliving is sodear;
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nor did | wish to practiseresignation,unless it was
quite necessary. Ivanted tolive deep and suck out
all the marrow of life, tolive sosturdily and Spartan-
like as to put to rout althat was notlife, to cut a
broad swathand shaveclose, to drivdife into a cor-
ner, and reduce it to itewestterms, and, if it proved
to be mean, why then to get thehole andgenuine
meanness of it, and publists meanness to the
world; or if it weresublime, to knowt by experience,
andbe able to give a truaccount of it in my next ex-
cursion. For most men, it appears to me, are in a
strangeuncertaintyabout it, whether it is of thdeuvil
or of God, and havesomewhat hastilgoncludedthat
it is the chief end of mamere to"glorify God and
enjoy him forever."

Still we live meanly, like ants; though the fable
tells us that wevere long aga@hanged into merike
pygmies wefight with cranes; it iserror upon error,
and cloutupon clout, and our best virtue has for its
occasion asuperfluous andevitable wretchedness.
Our life is frittered away bydetail. An honest man
has hardlyneed tocount more than his ten fingers,
or in extremecases he may add his témes, and
lump the restSimplicity, simplicity, simplicity! | say,
let your affairs be as two or three, and not a hundred
or a thousand;instead of amillion count half a
dozen, andkeepyour accounts on youthumb nail.

In the midst of this chopping sea dfivilized life,
such are the clouds arsiorms andquicksands and
thousand-and-one items to Adowedfor, that a man
has to live, if he would notfounder and go to the
bottom and nbmake his port asll, by dead reckon-
ing, and he must ba great calculatoindeed who
succeeds Simplify, simplify. Instead of threaneals

a day, if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a
hundreddishes, five;and reduce other things pro-
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portion. Our life islike a GermanConfederacy, made
up of petty stateswith its boundaryforeverfluctuat-
ing, so that even &erman cannotell you how it is
bounded at any momenthe nation itself,with all
its so calledinternal improvements,which, by the
way, are alexternal and superficial, jast such an un-
wieldy and overgrown establishmentluttered with
furniture andtripped up by its own traps, ruined by
luxury andheedless expensby want of calculation
and a worthy aim, as the millionhouseholds in the
land; and the only cure for it as for them is ingid
economy, a stern and motkan Spartansimplicity
of life and elevation opurpose. Iltives toofast. Men
think that it is essential that thé&lation have com-
merce, and expoite, aml talk through a telegraph,
and ride thirty miles an hour, without a doubt,
whetherthey do or not; butwhether weshould live
like baboons or likemen, is alittle uncertain. If we
do not get out sleepers, aforge rails, anddevote
days and nights to thgork, but go tatinkering upon
our lives to improve them,who will build railroads?
And if railroads arenot built, howshall we get to
heaven in season? Butife stay at home andnind
our business, whawill want railroads? We do not
ride on therailroad; itrides upon us. Did yowever
think what those &eepers arehat underlie therail-
road?Each one is anan, anlrish-man, ora Yankee
man. Therails are laid orthem, andhey arecovered
with sand, and thecars run smoothly ovethem.
They are sound sleepersagsure you. And every few
years a new lot is laid down and run over;tisat, if
somehave the pleasure afding on arail, others
have themisfortune to beridden upon. And when
they run over a man that is walking in hékeep, a
supernumerarysleeper in thewrong position, and
wake him up, they suddenktop the cars, anchake
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ahue and cry about it, astifiis were an exception. |
am glad to knowhat it takes a gang of men fevery
five miles tokeep thesleepers down and level their
beds as it is, for this is a sighat they maysome-
time get upagain.

Why should welive with such hurry andvaste of
life? We are determined tbe starved before we are
hungry. Mensay that astitch intime savesnine, and
so they take a thousanstitchesto-day tosave nine
to-morrow. As forwork, we haven't any of angonse-
quence. We have thgaint Vitus'dance, and cannot
possibly keep ouheadsstill. If | should only give a
few pulls at theparishbell-rope, as for dire, that is,
without setting thebell, there is hardly a man on his
farm in the outskirts ofConcord, notwithstanding
that press ofengagementsvhich was his excuse so
many times thismorning, nor a boy, nor woman,

I might almost saybut would forsake all andollow
that sound, notmainly to save property from the
flames, but, if we will confess thdruth, much more
to seeit burn, sinceburn it must, and we, be it
known, did not set it on f&,—or to see it put out, and
have ahand in it, if that isdone ashandsomely; yes,
even if it were theparishchurchitself. Hardly a man
takes a half hour's napfter dinner, but when he
wakes he holds up hieead and asks, "Wat's the
news?" as if theest of mankind had t®od his sen-
tinels. Some givedirections to be wakeevery half
hour,doubtless for n@ther purpose; antthen, to pay
for it, they tell what they have dreamedAfter a
night's sleep thaews is as indispensaldsthe break-
fast. "Pray tell me anything newthat hashappened
to a man any where on thglobe",-and heaeads it
over hiscoffee and alls, that a man has had his eyes
gouged outhis morning on the Wachito Rivengver
dreaming thewhile that helives in the dark un-
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fathomed mammotlzave of thisworld, and has but
the rudiment of an eye himself.

For my part, | could easily dowithout the post-
office. | thinkthatthere are very fevimportant com-
munications made through it. Tepeak critically, |
never received moréhan one or twdetters in my
life—I wrote this someyearsago-thatwere worth the
postage. The penny-post commonly, aninstitution
throughwhich you seriouslyoffer a man that penny
for his thoughtswhich is sooften safely offered in
jest. And | am sure thatriever readany memorable
news in anewspaper. If we read of one mesbbed,
or murdered, orkilled by accident, or one house
burned, or onevessel wrecked, or one steamboat
blown up, or one cow run over on théestern Rail-
road, or one madlog killed, or one lot of grass-
hoppers in thewinter,—we never need read of an-
other. One is enough. Yfou are acquainted with the
principle, what do youcare for a myriad instances
and applications? To a philosopher radiws,as it is
called, isgossip, and they whedit and read it are old
women overtheir tea. Yet not a few are greedfter
this gossip. There was such eaush, as lhear, the
other day at one of theffices tolearn theforeign
news by the last arrivalhat several largesquares of
plate glass belonging to tkb establishmentwere
broken by thegressure,—newwhich | seriouslythink
a ready wit might wr#¢ a twelvemonth ortwelve
years beforehand withsufficient accuracy. As for
Spain, forinstance, if you know how to throw in
Don Carlos and thelnfanta, and DonPedro and
Seville andGranada, frontime to timein the right
proportions,—they may havehanged the names a
little since | saw th@apers,—anderve up dull-fight
when otherentertainments fail, wvill be true to the
letter, andgive us as good an idea of tbgactstate
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or ruin of thingsin Spain as the most succinct and
lucid reports undethis head in the@ewspapers: and
as for England,almost the last significant scrap of
news from that quarter was theevolution of 1649;
and if you have learned thdastory of hercrops for

an aerageyear, you never need attend to that thing
again, unlesyour speculations are ofraerely pecu-
niary character. If one majudge whorarely looks
into the newspapersiothing newdoes evehappen

in foreign parts, aFrenchrevolution not excepted.

What news! how much more important to know
what that isvhich wasnever old !"Kieou-pe-yu( great
dignitary of the state of Weident a marto Khoung-
tseu to know his new¥houng-tseucaused thenes-
senger tdoe seatednear him,and questioned him in
theseterms: What is your masteloing? The mes-
senger answered wittespect: Mymasterdesires to
diminish the number of hisfaults, but hecannot
accomplish it. Thenessenger beingone, thephiloso-
pherremarked: What a worthgnessenger! What a
worthy messenger!" Thereacher, instead afexing
the ears of drowsyfarmers ontheir day of rest at
the end of the week,—for Sunday is the fitonclusion
of anill-spent week, and not the fresh atdave be-
ginning of anewone,—with thisone otherdraggle-tail
of a sermon, shoulghout with thunderingvoice,—
"Pause! Avast! Why so seeming fast, but deadly
slow?"

Shams and delusions aesteemed fio soundest
truths, while reality is fabulous. If menwould stead-
ily observe realitie only, and notllow themselves to
be deluded, life, tocompare it with suchhings as
we know, would belike afairy tale and theArabian
Nights' Entertainments. ifve respectednly what is
inevitable and has a right to beusic andpoetry
would resoundalong thestreets. When we are un-
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hurried andwise, we perceive that onlgreat and
worthy things have any permanent amatbsolute
existence,—thatpetty fears andpetty pleasures are
but the shadow of theeality. This is always ex-
hilarating andsublime. By closing the eyes and slum-
bering, andconsenting to beeceived by shows, men
establish ancconfirm their daily life of ioutine and
habit every wherewhich still is built on purely il-
lusory foundations.Children, who playlife, discern
its true law andelations moreclearly thanmen, who
fail to live it worthily, but who thinkthat they are
wiser byexperiencethat is, byfailure. | haveread in
a Hindoobook, that"there was &ing's son, who, be-
ing expelled in mfancy from his native city, was
brought up by a forester, and,owing up to ma-
turity in that stateimaginedhimself tobelong to the
barbarous raceith which he lived. One of hiather's
ministers having discoveredhim, revealed to him
what he was, and thmisconception of higharacter
wasremoved, and he knehimself to be grince. So
soul," @ntinues the Hindoghilosopher, "from the
circumstances imvhich it is placed, mistakes its own
character,until the truth is revealed to it by some
holy teacher, and then knowsitself to be Brahme."

| perceivethat weinhabitants of New England live
this mean lifethat we dobecause ouvision does not
penetrate the surface tfings. We thinkhat thatis
which appearsto be. If a man should walkhrough
this town and see only thesality, where, think you,
would the"Mill-dam" go to? If heshould give us an
account of therealities hebeheldthere, weshould
not recognize the place in his descriptidrook at a
meeting-house, or eourt-house, or @il, or ashop,
or a dwelling-house, and sayhat thatthing really is
before a trueggaze, andheywould all go topieces in
your account of them. Memsteemtruth remote, in
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the outskirts of the system, behind tlaatieststar,
before Adam andfter thelast man. In eternityhere
is indeedsomething true and sublim&ut all these
times andplaces and occasiorexre now anchere.
God himself culminates in thgresentmoment, and
will never be moralivine in thelapse of all the ages.
And we areenabled to apprehend at all whasig-
lime and nobleonly by the perpetualinstilling and
drenching of the realitywhich surrounds us. The
universe constantly andobediently answers to our
conceptionswhether we travel fast alow, thetrack
is laid for us. Let usspend ourdives in conceiving
then. Thepoet or theartist never yet had so fair and
noble a design but some of lpesterity ateast could
accomplish it.

Letusspend one day as deliberatelyNesture, and
not be thrownoff the track byevery nutshell and mos-
quito'swing that falls on theails. Let usrise early
and fast, or breakfast, gently andwithout perturba-
tion; let companycome and lecompany go, let the
bellsring and thechildren cy,—determined to make
a day of it. Why should we knoaknder and go with
the stream? Let us not be upset andrwhelmed in
that terrible rapid andwhirlpool called adinner,
situated in themeridianshallows.Weather this dan-
ger andyou are safe, for the rest of the way down
hill. With unrelaxed nervesyith morningvigor, salil
by it, looking another way, tied to the mast like
Ulysses. If the engine whistles, let it whisti it is
hoarse for its pains. If thieell rings, why should we
run? We will considerwhat kind of nusic they are
like. Let us settle ourselves, and work and wedge our
feetdownward through the mud amstush of opinion,
and prejudice, andtradition, anddelusion, and ap-
pearance, that alluvion which coves the globe,
through Paris andLondon, through New York and
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Boston and Concordthrough church and state,
through poetry angbhilosophy andreligion, till we

come to a hardbottom androcks in placewhich we

cancall reality, ard say,This is, and nanistake; and
then beginhaving apoint d'appui,below freshet and
frost and fire, gplacewhere youmight found a wall
or a state, or set damp-postsafely, orperhaps a
gauge, not a Nilometebut a Realometerthat future

agesmight know howdeep afreshet ofshams and
appearances haghthered from time tdime. If you

stand rightfronting and face tdace to afact, you

will see the surglimmer on both itsurfaces, as if it
were a cimeter, and feel iwveet edgalividing you

through the heart ancharrow, and so yowill hap-

pily conclude your mortatareer. Be ilife or death, we
crave only reality. Ifwe are reallydying, let us hear
therattle in our throats and feebld in theextremities;

if we are alive, let us gabout ourbusiness.

Time is but thestream | goa-fishing in. | drink at
it; but while I drink | see the sandy bottom and de-
tect how shallow itis. Its thin currentslides away,
but eternityremains. lwould drink deeper; fish in the
sky, whosebottom ispebblywith stars.] cannotcount
one. | know not thdirst letter of the alphabet. | have
always beenregretting that | was not agise as the
day| was born. The intellect is a cleaver; it discerns
andrifts its way into the secret ofthings. | do not
wish to be any mordusy with myhands than is
necessary. Myhead is hands and feet. | feel all my
bestfaculties concentrated in iMy instinct tells me
that my head is amrgan for burrowing, asome
creatures use their snout and fore-paws, and with it
| would mine andburrow my way throughhese hills.

I think that therichestvein issomewherdéereabouts;
so by the diviningrod and thirrising vapord judge;
and terel will begin to mine.
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WiTH a little more deliberation in thehoice
of their pursuits, all merwould perhapsbecome es-
sentially students andbservers, for certainly their
nature anddestiny are interesting to alike. In ac-
cumulating property foourselves or ouposterity, in
founding a family or atate, or acquiring fame even,
we are mortal; but indealing withtruth we are im-
mortal, andneed fear nachange noraccident. The
oldest Egyptian or Hindoophilosopherraised a cor-
ner of the veil from the statue of thelivinity; and
still the trembling roberemains raised, and daze
upon as fresh glory as hedid, since it was | in him
that was then sbold, and it is he in méhat now
reviews the vision. Naust has attled onthat robe;
no time haselapsedsince thatdivinity was revealed.
That time which we really improveor which is im-
provable, is neithepast, present, noifuture.

My residence ws more #&vorable, not only to
thought, but toseriousreading, than a university;
and though | was beyontthe range of theordinary
circulating library, | hadnore than evecomewithin
the influence ofthose bookswhich circulate round
the world,whosesentencesverefirst written on bark,
and are now merelgopiedfrom time to time on to
linen paper. Says the poet MiCamarUddin Mast,
"Being seated to ruthrough theregion of thespir-
itual world; | have hadhis advantage in books. To be
intoxicated by asingle glass ofvine; | haveexperi-
enced thigpleasure whem have drunk theliquor of
the esotericdoctrines." Ikept Homer's lliad on my
table through the summer, thoughldoked at his
page only now andthen. Incessantlabor with my
hands, at first, fol had my house tdinish and my
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beans to hoe at the same tinmeade more study

impossible. Yet | suainedmyself by theprospect of

such reading infuture. | read one or twashallow

books of travel in thentervals of my work, till that
employment made meshamed of myself, and |
asked where it washen that | lived.

The student mayread Homer orvEschylus in the
Greekwithout danger ofdissipation oduxuriousness,
for it implies that he insomemeasureemulatetheir
heroes, and consecrateorning hours tdheir pages.
The heroic books, even if printed in the character of
our mother tonguewill always be in a language dead
to degeneratdimes; and wemust laboriously seek
the meaningof eady word and line,conjecturing a
larger sensethan commonuse permits out ofvhat
wisdom and valoland generosity wehave. The mod-
ern cheap andertile press, with allits translations,
hasdore little to bring usnearer to théneroicwriters
of antiquity. They seem asolitary, and thdetter in
which they are printed as rare and curious,essr.
It is worth the expense of youthfubays and costly
hours, if youlearn only somewords of anancient
language which are raised oudf the trivialness of
the street, tobe perpetualsuggestions angrovoca-
tions. It is not in vain that théarmer remembers
and repeats thfew Latin words which he hakeard.
Men sometimes speak as if theudy of theclassics
would atlengthmake way fomore modern angrac-
tical studies; but theadventurous studentill always
studyclassics, invhatever language they may Wwat-
ten and however ancietitey may be. For what are the
classics but thenoblest recordedhoughts of man?
They are theonly oracleswhich are nbdecayed, and
there are such answersttee most modern inquiry in
them asDelphi andDodona never gave. Whmaight as
well omit to study Naturebecause she @d. Toread
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well, that is, taread tree books in &rue irit, is a noble
exercise, and onehatwill task thereader morghan
any exercise which theustoms of thalay esteem. It
requires a trainingud as the athleteanderwent,
the steadyintention almost of the whole life to this
object. Books must be read as deliberately and re-
servedly aghey were written. It is nanougheven to
be able to speak thlenguage othatnation bywhich
they are written, forthere is amemorableinterval
between thespoken and thewritten language, the
language heard and the language read. The one is
commonly transitory, a sound, #ongue, adialect
merely, almostbrutish, and wdearn it unconscious-
ly, like the brutes, of oummothers. The other is the
maturity andexperience ofhat; if that is oumother
tongue, this is our father tongue, areserved and
selectexpression, tosignificant to be heard by the
ear, which wemust be borragain in ordeto speak.
The crowds of men who merelgpokethe Greek and
Latin tongues irthe middle agesvere notentitled by
the accident obirth to readthe works ofgenius writ-
tenin thoselanguages; fothese were not written in
that Greek orLatin which they knew, but in the se-
lect language ofiterature. They had not learned the
noblerdialects ofGreece and &me, but the very ma-
terials on which they wererritten were waste paper
to them, and theyrizedinstead a cheapontempo-
rary literature. Butwhen the severaiations of Eu-
rope hadacquireddistinct though rudewritten lan-
guages oftheir own, sufficient for thepurposes of
their rising literatures, then firstearning revived,
and scholars were enable discernfrom that re-
moteness théreasures ofntiquity. What theRoman
and Grecianmultitude could nothear, after thelapse
of ages a few scholargad, and a few scholars only
are still reading it.
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However much we may admire the oratartsa-
sionalbursts of eloquence, thblestwritten words
are commonly as fabehind orabove thefleeting
spokenlanguage aghe firmamentwith its stars is
behind theclouds. Thereare the stars, and they who
can may read them. The astronoméesever com-
ment on andbservethem. They are natxhalations
like our daily colloquies andvaporousbreath. What
is called eloquence in théorum is commonly found
to be rhetoric in thestudy. Theoratoryields to the
inspiration of atransientoccasion, and speaks the
mob before him, tdhose who carhear him; but the
writer, whose moreequablelife is his occasion, and
who would bedistracted by the event and tkheowd
which inspire theorator, speaks to the intellect and
heart ofmankind, to all in any age who camder-
stand him.

No wonder that Alexandecarried the lliadwith
him on his expeditions ima preciouscasket. A written
word is thechoicest of relics. It isomething abnce
more intimate withus and more universal than any
other work of art. It is thevork of artnearest tdife
itself. It may be translated intevery laaguage, and
not only be read butctually breathedfrom all hu-
man lips;—not beepresented on canvas in marble
only, but be carved oulf the breath ofife itself. The
symbol of anancient man'shoughtbecomes a mod-
ern man'sspeech. Twahousandsummers have im-
parted to the monuments Girecianliterature, as to
her marbles,only a maturer golden andautumnal
tint, for theyhave carried their own serene and ce-
lestial atmosphere into all lands to protect them
against thecorrosion oftime. Books arghe treasured
wealth of the world anthe fit inheritance ofgenera-
tions andnations. Books, theoldest and thebest,
standnaturally and rightfully on thehelves of every
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cottage. Theyhave nocause of their own to plead,
but while they enlighten amh sustain thereader his
common sense will notrefuse them. Their authors
are a natural andrresistible aristocracy in every so-
ciety, and, morethan kings or emperors, exert an
influence onmankind. When the illiterateand per-
haps scornful tradehas earned benterprise and
industry hiscovetedleisure andindependence, and
is admitted to the ailes ofwealth and fashion, he
turns inevitably at last tohosestill higher but yet
inaccessiblecircles of intellect and genius, and is
sensible only of themperfection of hisculture and
the vanity and insufficiency of all hisriches, and
further proves hisgood sense by thepains which he
takes tosecure forhis children that intellectual cul-
ture whosewant he sokeenly feels; and thus it is
that hebecomes thdounder of a family.

Those whohave not learned to read the ancient
classics in theadnguage in whichthey were written
musthave a veryimperfectknowledge ofthe history
of the human race; for it isemarkablethat notran-
script ofthem hasever been madato any modern
tongue,unless ourivilization itself may beregarded
as such atranscript. Homer has neveret been
printed in English,nor Zschylus, nowirgil even,—
works asrefined, assolidly done, and asdeautiful
almost as themorning itself; for later writers, say
what we will of their genius,have rarely,if ever,
equalled theelaboratebeauty andinish and the life-
long and heroiditerary labors of the ancients. They
only talk of forgettingthem who neveknew them.
It will be soonenough to forgethem when we have
the learning andhe geniuswhich will enable us to
attend to ad appreciate them. That age will be rich
indeed when thoseelics which wecall Classics, and
the still older and more thamlassic but even less



104 READING

known Scriptures of thenations, shall have still
further accumulated,when tlke Vaticansshall be
filed with Vedas andZendavestas an@&ibles, with
Homers andDantes andShakspeares, and all the
centuries tocome shallhawe successivelydeposited
their trophiesin the forum of theworld. By such a
pile we mayhope toscaleheaven at last.

The works of thegreat poets haveever yet been
read bymankind, foronly greatpoets can reathem.
They haveonly been read as thmultituderead the
stars, at mostastrologically, nb astronomically.
Most menhave learned to read serve gpaltry con-
venience, as thelavelearned tocipher in order to
keep accounts and not bleeated ifrade; but ofead-
ing as a noblentellectualexercisetheyknow little or
nothing; yetthis only isreading, in aigh sense, not
thatwhichlulls us as duxury andsuffers thenobler
faculties to kep thewhile, butwhat wehave to stand
on tiptoe to read and devote our most alert and wake-
ful hours to.

I think that havinglearned oudetters weshould
read the best that is literature, and not be forever
repeating our a labs, and words of onsyllable, in
the fourth or fifth classes,sitting on thelowest and
foremost form all outives. Most men ae satisfied if
they read or heaead, angerchance haveeen con-
victed by the wisdom of ongoodbook, theBible, and
for therest oftheir lives vegetate andlissipate their
faculties inwhat is called easyreading. There is a
work in severalvolumes in ourCirculating Library
entitled Little Reading,which | thoughtreferred to a
town of that namevhich | had not been to. There
arethose wholike cormorants ath ostriches, can di-
gest allsorts of this, evemafter thefullest dinner of
meats and vegetables, for they suffer nothing to be
wasted. If othersare the machines to provide this
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provender, they are thmachines toread it. They
read the nine thousandth taleabout Zebulon and
Sephronia, and howhey loved as none had ever
loved before, and neither dithe course ofheir true
love run smooth,—at any rate, how did run and
stumble, and get uagain and go on! howome poor
unfortunate got umnto asteeple, who hadbetter
never have gone up as far as thafry; and then,
having needlessly got him ughere, the happy nov-
elistrings thebell for all the world to cometogether
andhear, O dear! how he did get down again! For my
part, | think that the had better metamorphose all
such aspiring heroesf universal noveldoninto man
weathercocks, as they used to petoesamong the
constellations, andet them swing round theretill
they are rusty, and naome down at all to bother
honest men with theipranks. The next time the
novelistrings the bell | will notstir though themeet-
ing-houseburn down. "TheSkip of the Tip-Toe-Hop,
a Romance of the MiddlAges, by thecelebrated au-
thor of Tittle-Tol-Tan,' toappear inmonthly parts; a
greatrush;don't all comeaogether." All thisthey read
with saucer eyes, and ereahd primitive curiosity,
and withunwearied gizzardiyhosecorrugations even
yet need nosharpeningjust assomelittle four-year-
old bencher his two-cemgilt-covered edition ofCin-
derella,—without anymprovement, that | can see, in
the pronunciation, olaccent, oremphasis, or any
more skill in extracting orinserting themoral. The
result isdulness ofsight, astagnation of thevital
circulations, and aeneraldeliquium andsloughing
off of all theintellectualfaculties.This sort of ginger-
breadis bakeddaily and more sedulousthan pure
wheat orrye-and-Indian inalmost every oven, and
finds asurermarket.
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The best books are not read even by those who are
called goodreaders. Whatloes ourConcordculture
amount to?There is in thistown, with a very few
exceptions, notaste for the best or fovery good
books evenn Englishliterature,whose words all can
read andspell. Even thecollege-bred and scalled
liberally edwcated men here aneélsewherehave
really little or no acquaintancewith the English
classics; and as for threcorded wisdom afnankind,
the ancientlassics andibles, which areaccessible
to all who will know of them, there are the feeblest
efforts anywhere made tobecomeacquainted with
them. | knowa woodchopper, of middle age, who
takes aFrenchpaper, not fonews as he says, for he
is above that, but tdkeep himself in practice," he
being aCanadian byirth; and when | ask him what
he considers théestthing he can do irthis world,
he says, besidthis, tokeep up and add to hiBng-
lish. This is about as much as the colléged gen-
erally do or aspire to do, arthey take arEnglish
paper for thepurpose. One who hgast comefrom
readingperhaps one of the beBnglish books will
find how manywith whom he carconverseabout it?
Or suppose he comes froreading aGreek or Latin
classic in theoriginal, whosepraises aréamiliar even
to the so calledilliterate; hewill find nobody at all to
speak to, but muskeepsilenceabout it.Indeed,there
is hardly the professan our colleges,who, if he has
mastered thedifficulties of the language, hagro-
portionally mastered the difficulties of the wit and
poetry of aGreekpoet, and has angympathy to im-
part to thealert and heroic reader; and as for the
sacredScriptures, oBibles of mankind, who in this
town can tell me even theiitles? Most mendo not
know that anynation but theHebrewshave had a
scripture. Aman, anyman, will goconsiderably out
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of his way to pick up asilver dollar; but here are
goldenwords, which thevisest men ofintiquity have
uttered, andvhose worth thewise of everysucceed-
ing agehaveassured us ¢gf—and yet welearn to read
only as far asfsasy Readingthe primers andclass-
books, and when wé&ave school, the "LittleRead-
ing," and story books, which are for boys and be-
ginners; and ourreading, our conversation and
thinking, are all on a very lowevel, worthy only of
pygmies ad manikins.

| aspire to beacquainted withwiser menthan this
our Concord soil has poduced, whose names are
hardlyknown here. Oshall | hear the hame of Plato
and never read his book? As if Platere my towns-
man and | never savhim,—my nextneighbor and |
never heard hinspeak or dended to thevisdom of
his words. But how actually is it? Hi®ialogues,
which containwhat wasimmortal in him, lie on the
next shelf, and yet | never read them. We are under-
bred and low-lived andliterate; and inthis respect
I confess | do notnake anyvery broad distinction
between thdliterateness of myownsman who cannot
read at all, and thdliterateness of him who has
learned to readnly what is forchildren andfeeble
intellects. We shoulde as good as theworthies of
antiquity, but partt by first knowing howgoal they
were. We are a race oftit-men, andsoar but little
higher inour intellectual lights thanthe columns of
the daily paper.

It is not all books that are adull as their readers.
There areprobably wordsaddressed to owrondition
exactly, which, if wecould really hear and under-
stand,would be moresalutary than thenorning or
the spring to outives, and possibly put a new aspect
on the face ofthings for us. How many a man has
dated a new era in his lifeom the reading of &ook.
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The book exists for uperchancewhich will explain
our miracles andeveal newones. The at present
unutterablethings we mayfind somewhereuttered.
These samejuestions thadisturb andpuzzle and
confound us have irheir turn occurred to all the
wise men; not one has beemitted; and each has
answeredhem, according to s ability, by his words
and his life. Moreoverwith wisdom we shall learn
liberality. The solitary hired man on a farm in the
outskirts of Concord, who has had Hscondbirth
and peculiareligious expdence, and iglriven as he
believesinto silent gravity andexclusiveness by his
faith, maythink it is not true; butZoroaster,thou-
sands of years ago, travelled the same road and had
the same experience; b, being wise knew it to
be universal, and treated hiseighbors accordingly,
and is even said to havenvented andestablished
worship among men. Let hitmumbly communewith
Zoroasterthen, and, through théberalizing influ-
ence of all theworthies, withJesus Chrishimself,
andlet "our church" go by the board.

We boast that we belong to timneteenth century
and are makinghe most rapidtrides of anynation.
But consider howlittle this village does for its own
culture. | do notwish to flatter mytownsmen, nor
to be flattered bythem, for thatwill not advance
either of us. We need to l@ovoked,—goadedike
oxen, as we are, int@ trot. We have aomparatively
decent system of commaehools, schools fanfants
only; but excepting thehalf-starvedLyceum in the
winter, and latterly thguny beginning of alibrary
suggeted by the state, noschool forourselves. We
spend more on almost yararticle of bodily aliment
or ailmentthan on our mentaliment. It is timethat
we haduncommonschools,that we did noteave off
our education when we begin b2 men and women.
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It is time that villages werainiversities, and their
elderinhabitants thdellows of universitieswith lei-
sure—if they are indeed so well off—to pursueliberal
studies the rest of thdives. Shall the world be con-
fined to oneParis or oneDxford forever? Cannot stu-
dents be boardeddere and get bBberal education un-
der the skies ofConcord? Can we not hire some
Abelard tolecture to us? Alas! what witfoddering
the cattle and tending ¢hstore, we are keptrom
school todong, and oueducation issadly neglected.
In this country, thevillage should insomerespects
take theplace of thenobleman of Europelt should
be the patron of the finarts. It is richenough. It
wants only the magnanimity and refinement. It can
spend monegnough on sutthings asfarmers and
traders value, but it ishought Utopian to propose
spending money for thingsvhich more intelligent
men know to beof far more worth. Thistown has
spent seventeenthousanddollars on atown-house,
thank fortune orpolitics, but probably it will not
spend samuch onliving wit, the true meat to put
into that shell, in ahundredyears. The one hundred
and twenty-five dollars annually subscribed for a
Lyceum in thewinter is betterspentthan anyother
equal sunraised in theown. If welive in the nine-
teenth century, why should we notenjoy the ad-
vantageswhich the nineteenthcentury offers? Why
should our lie be in anyrespectprovincial? If we
will read newspapers, why nskip the gossip of Bos-
ton andtake thebestnewspaper in thevorld at once?
—not be suckingthe pap of'neutral family" papers,
or browsing "Olve-Branches" here in Ne&ngland.
Let the reports of all the learnesdcieties come to us,
andwe will see if theyknow any thing.Why should
we leave it toHarper & Brothers and Redding & Co.
to select oureading? As thaobleman ofcultivated
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taste surroundshimself with whateverconduces to
his culture,-genius-learning—wit-books-paintings-
statuary—music—philosophicainstruments, and the
like; so let thevillage do,-notstop shar at apeda-
gogue, a parsorg sexton, gparish library,and three
selectmen, becauseur pilgrim forefathers got
through a cold winteonce on @leak rockwith these.
To actcollectively isaccording to thespirit of our in-
stitutions; and | anconfidentthat, as our circum-
stances & moreflourishing, our meas are greater
than thenobleman's. New England cduire all the
wise men in theworld to come andeach her, and
board them round thehile, and notbe provincial at
all. That is theuncommorschool wewant. Instead of
noblemen, letus havenoble villages of men. If it is
necessarypmit one bridgeover theriver, goround
a little there, and throw one arch kast over the
darker gulf of ignorance whichsurrounds us.
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But while we areconfined tobooks, though
the most select andlassic, and read onlyarticular
written languageswhich arethemselves budialects
and provincial, we are indanger offorgetting the
languagewhich all things and eventspeak without
metaphorwhich alone is copious arelandard. Much
is published, bulittle printed. Therays whichstream
through theshutterwill be no longer remembered
when the butter iswholly removed. Nomethod nor
discipline cansupersede thaecessity of beindor-
ever on thealert. What is acourse ofhistory, or
philosophy, orpoetry, nomatter howwell selected,
or the best society, or the most admirable routine of
life, compared with thealiscipline of looking always
atwhat is to beseen? Will you be seader, a student
merely, or a seer? Reawur fate, seewhat is before
you, andwalk on intofuturity.

| did not readbooks thefirst summer; lhoedbeans.
Nay, | often didbetter thanthis. There were times
when | could notafford to sacrifice thebloom of the
present moment to anyork, whether of the head or
hands. llove abroad margin tany life. Sometimes,
in a summer maming, having take my accustomed
bath, | sat in my sunnyloorway from sunrise till
noon,rapt in a reveryamidst the pineandhickories
and sumachs, inundisturbedsolitude and stiliness,
while the birds sang around or flitted noiseless
through the house, until by the sun falling in at my
west window, or th noise of some traveller's wagon
on the distant highway, | waseminded ofthe lapse
of time. | grew inthose seasorlike corn in thenight,
and theywere farbetter than anyork of thehands
would have beenThey were not timeubtracted from
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my life, but so much over andbove my usuahllow-
ance. | realized what th@rientals mean bgontem-
plation and thdorsaking ofworks. For the mogpart,
I minded not how the hoarwent.The day advanced
as if tolight somework of mine; itwasmorning, and
lo, now it is evenng, and nothing memorable is ac-
complished.Instead ofsinging like thebirds, | si-
lently smiled at myincessantgood fortune. As the
sparrow had its trill,sitting on thehickory before
my door, so had | mghuckle orsuppressed warble
which hemight hear out of my nest. My days were
notdays of theweek,bearing the stamgf any heathen
deity, norwere they mincedinto hours andfretted
by the ticking of a clockjfor | lived like the Puri
Indians, of whom it is saithat "far yesterdayto-day,
and to-morrow they have only oneord, and they
express thevariety of meanindpyy pointing backward
for yesterday,forward for to-morrow, and overhead
for the passing day."” This washeer idleness to my
fellow-townsmen, nadoubt; but if thebirds andflow-
ers had tried me btheir standard, khould nothave
beenfound wanting. A man mudind his occasions
in himself, it is true. Thenatural day isvery calm,
andwill hardly reprove his indolence.

| hadthis advantage, atebst, in my mode of life,
over those who wereobliged to look abroad for
amusement, toogiety and thetheatre,that my life
itself was become mamusement andever ceased
to benovel. It was alrama ofmanyscenes andiith-
out an end. If wavere alwaysndeedgetting ourliv-
ing, andregulating outives according to the last and
best mode we hadearned, weshould never be
troubled with ennui. Follow your genius closely
enough, and it will not fail tehow youa freshpros-
pect everyhour. Housewdt was apleasanipastime.
When my floorwas dirty, Iroseearly, and, setting all
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my furniture out ofdoors on thegrass, bedind bed-
stead making but onbudget, dashedwater on the
floor, and sprinkled white sandrom the pond on it,
andthen with abroom scrubbed it clean anchite;
and by the time the villagers hadbroken their fast
the morning surhad dried my housesufficiently to
allow me tomove inagain, andny meditationswere
almostuninterrupted. It wapleasant to see nwhole
householdeffects out on the gss, making alittle
pile like a gypsy'spack, and mythree-leggedable,
from which | did notremove the books and pen and
ink, standingamid the pinesand hickories. They
seemed glad to get otlhemselves, and as if unwill-
ing to be brought in. | wassometimestempted to
stretch an awningverthem and take mgeat there.
It wasworth thewhile to see the sun shine on these
things, and hear the de wind blow on them; so
much more interestingnostfamiliar objectslook out
of doorsthan in thehouse. Abird sits on the next
bough, life-everlasting grows under thetable, and
blackberryvines runround itslegs; pine coneshest-
nut burs, and strawberrgaves arestrewnabout. It
looked as if this was the way theflsgms came to be
transferred to oufurniture, totables, chairs, and
bedsteads,—because thayce stood in themidst.

My house was on th&de of ahill, immediately on
the edge of the largewood, in themidst of a young
forest ofpitch pines and hickoriesand half a dozen
rods from the pond, tonvhich anarrowfootpath led
down thehill. In my front yard grew thetsawberry,
blackberry, and fe-everlasting,Johnswort andgold-
en-rod, shrub-oaks and sand-cherrlueberry and
ground-nut. Near the end of May, tlsand-cherry,
Cerasus pumilaadorned thesides of the pathvith
its delicateflowers arranged in umbelsylindrically
about its short stemsyhich last, in the fall,weighed
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down with good sized andhandsomecherries, fell
over inwreathslike rays on everside. Itasted them
out of compliment toNature, though they were
scarcelypalatable. The sumackRhus glabra,grew
luxuriantly about the housgushing up through the
embankmentvhich | hadmade, and growindive or
six feet the firstseason. Itdbroadpinnatetropical leaf
was pleasantthough strange to look on. THarge
buds, suddenly pushing out late in thpring from
dry sticks which hadseemed to belead, developed
themselves as bynagic into graceful green and
tender boughs, an inch miameter; andometimes,
as | sat at my window, so heedlessly didey grow
andtax their weak jonts, | heard a fresh antender
bough suddenly fall likea fan to the ground, when
there was not &reath of airstirring, broken off by
its own weight. InAugust, thdarge masseef berries,
which, when inflower, hadattractedmanywild bees,
gradually assumed their bright velvetyimson hue,
and by their weight agaibent down andoroke the
tender limbs.

As | sit at my window thissummer afternoon,
hawks arecircling about my clearing; théantivy of
wild pigeons,flying by twos and threesthwart my
view, or perchingrestless on the white-pineoughs
behind myhouse,gives a voice to thair; a fishhawk
dimples the glassgurface of thgpond and brings up
afish; amink steals out of thenarsh before my door
and seizes a frog by thehore; thesedge isbending
under the weight of the reed-birflgting hither and
thither; and for the last Hahou | have heard the
rattle of railroad cars, now dying awagnd then re-
viving like the beat of gartridge,conveying travel-
lers from Boston to thecountry. For | did notive so
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out of the world as that boy, who, as | hear, was put
out to a farmer in theeastpart of the town, but ere
long ran away and carrfgome again, quitedown at
the heel and homesick. He had never seern a dull
and out-of-the-waylace; the folks were atjone off;
why, you couldn'tevenhear the whistle! | doubt if
there issuch a place iMassachusettaow: —

"In truth, ourvillage has become hutt
For one of those fleetrailroad shafts, ando'er
Our peaceful plaints soothingsound is—Concord."

The FitchburgRailroad touches theond about a
hundred rodsouth ofwhere | dwell. lusually go to
the village along its causeway, and am, as it were,
related tosociety by thidink. The men on théreight
trains, who gamver the wholdength of the road, bow
to me as to an dlacquaintance, they pass me so
often, andapparently they take me for amployee;
and so | am. | too would fain be a track-repairer
somewhere in the orbit of the earth.

The whistle ofthe locomotivepenetrates mywoods
summer and wintersoundinglike the scream of a
hawk sailing oversomefarmer'syard, informing me
that manyrestless citymerchants ararriving within
the circle of thetown, or adventurous country trad-
ersfrom theother side. As thegomeunder onéhori-
zon, they shout thewarning to get off the track to
the other, heardometimeghrough thecircles of two
towns. Here comeyour groceries,country; your ra-
tions, countrymen! Nor isthere any man sande-
pendent on higarm that he can sathem nay. And
here'syour pay forthem! sceams the countryman's
whistle; timberlike long battering ramgoing twenty
miles an houragainst the ty's walls, and chairs
enough to seat all thaveary andheavy ladenthat
dwell within them. With such huge and lumbering
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civility the country hands a&hair to thecity. All the

Indian hucklebernyills are stipped, all thecran-
berry meadows are raked into the city. tipmes the
cotton,down goes thevoven cloth; upcomes the silk,
down goes thewoollen; up come the books, bdown

goes the witthat writes them.

When | meet the engine wiils train of carsmov-
ing off with planetary motion,—or rather, like a
comet, for thebeholderknows not if with that ve-
locity and with that direction it will ever revisit this
system, since iterbit does notook like areturning
curve,—with itssteam cloudike a banner streaming
behind in golden andsilver wreaths, like many a
downy cloud which | have seemjigh in the heavens,
unfolding itsmasses to thight,—as if thistravelling
demigod, this cloud-compeller, would ere lotake
the sunset sky for thivery of his tmin; when | hear
the iron horse make the hillscho with hissnort like
thunder, baking theearthwith his feet, andbreath-
ing fire and smoke from his nostrils, (what kind of
winged horse offiery dragon theywill put into the
new Mythologyl don'tknow,) it seems as if thearth
had got a race nowvorthy toinhabit it. If all were as
it seems, and memade theelements their servants
for noble ends! If thecloud that hangsover the en-
gine were the perspiration oheroic deeds, or as
beneficent to men as thahich floats over the farm-
er's fields, then theelements andNature herself
would cheerfully accompany men orheir errands
and betheir escort.

| watch thepassage of thenorning cars with the
same €eling tha | do therising of the sun, which is
hardly more regular. feir train of clouds stretching
far behind and risinchigher andhigher, going to
heavenwhile the cars argoing to Boston, conceals
the sunfor a minute and casts my distafield into
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the shade, acelestialtrain beside which thepetty
train of cars whicthugs the earth ibut the barb of
the spear. Thetabler of the irorhorse was up early
this winter morning by thdight of the stars amid the
mountains, tdodder andharness histeed.Fire, too,
was awakened thus early to put the vital heat in him
and get him off. If the enterprise were as innocent
asit is early! If the snowlies deep, theystrap on his
snow-shoes, andith the giant plow, plow a furrow
from the mountains to theeaboard, in which the
cars, like a following drill-barrow, sprinkle all the
restless men anflioating mechandise in theountry
for seed. All day thdire-steedflies over thecountry,
stopping only that his master may rest, and | am
awakened by hisramp anddefiantsnort atmidnight,
when in someemoteglen in thewoods he fronts the
elements incased in ice and snow; andnikereach
his stall only with the morningstar, to startonce
more on histravelswithout rest orslumber. Or per-
chance, atvening, | hear him in histable blowing
off the superfluous energy of thday, that he may
calm his nerves ancdbol hisliver andbrain for a few
hours ofiron slumber. If the enterprisgere as heroic
andcommanding as it iprotracted and unwearied!
Far through unfequentedwoods on theconfines
of towns, where oncenly the hunterpenetrated by
day, in the darkest night dathese bright saloons
without theknowledge oftheir inhabitants;this mo-
mentstopping at some brilliargtation-house in town
or city, where asocial crowd isgathered, the next in
the Dismal Swamp, scaring the owl andox. The
startings andrrivals of the cars are now the epochs
in thevillage day. They go and conweith suchregu-
larity and precisionand theirwhistle can be heard
sofar, that thefarmers setheir clocks bythem, and
thus onewell conducted institutiomegulates avhole
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country. Have not men improvedomewhat in punc-
tuality since therailroad wasinvented? Do they not
talk and think &ster in thedepotthan they did in the
stage-office?There is somethingelectrifying in the
atmosphere of théormer place. | hae beenaston-
ished at themiracles it haswrought; thatsome of
my neighbors, who] should have prophesiednce
for all, would never get toBoston by soprompt a
conveyancewere onhandwhen thebell rang. To do
things "railroad fashion" is now théyy-word; and it
is worth thewhile to bewarned sooften and so sin-
cerely by any power to get off itsack. There is no
stopping to red the riot act, no firingover theheads
of the mob, inthis case. Wéaveconstructed date,
an Atropos, that neverturns aside. (Let that be the
name of youengine.) Men are advertised that at a
certain hour andninute these boltswill be shot to-
ward particular points of the compass; yetiiiter-
fereswith no man'sbusiness, and the children go to
school on theothertrack. Welive the steadier for it.
We are all educated thus to bsons of Tell. The air
is full of invisible bolts. Every path butyour own is
the path offate. Keep on your own trackhen.

What recommendscommerce to me is its enter-
prise and bravery. It does notlasp itshands and
pray to Jupiterl see these meavery day go about
their business with more or lessurage and content,
doing more everthan theysuspect, and perchance
betteremployed tharthey could haveconsciously de-
vised. | amless affected bytheir heroism who stood
up for half an hourin the front line at Buena Vista,
than by the steady andheerful valor of the men
who inhabit the snow-plouglfor their winter quar-
ters; who have nomerely thethree-o'-clock in the
morning courage,which Bonaparte thought was the
rarest, butvhosecouragedoes not go toest so early,
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who go to sleep only wherthe storm séeps or the
sinews of theiiron steed aréozen. On thisnorning
of the GreatSnow, perchancewhich is still raging
and chilling men'sblood, | hear themuffled tone of
their engine bellfrom out the fog bank otheir
chilled breath,which announceshat the cars are
coming,withoutlong delay,notwithstanding theeto
of a New England north-eashow storm, and | be-
hold the ploughmencoveredwith snow and rime,
their heads peeringbove themould-boardwhich is
turning down other than daisies and the nests of
field-mice, like bowlders of theSierraNevada, that
occupy anoutsideplace in theuniverse.

Commerce isunexpectedly confident anderene,
alert, adventurous, andnwearied. It is veryatural
in its methods withal, famore sothan manyfantas-
tic enterprises andsentimental experiments, and
hence its singulasuccess. | amefreshed and ex-
panded when th&eight trainrattles past me, and |
smell the storesvhich go dispensing thewdors all
the way from Long Wharf td.ake Champlain, re-
minding meof foreign parts, ofcoral reefs, and In-
dian oceans, ahtropical climes, and thextent of
the globe. | feel more like aitizen of the world at
the sight of thepalm-leaf whichwill cover somany
flaxen New Englandheads the nexsummer, the
Manilla hemp and cocoa-nutusks, the oldjunk,
gunnybags, scrap iron, andsty nails. This car-load
of torn sails ismorelegible andnteresting nowthan
if they should bewrought into paper and printed
books. Who can write so graphically the history of
the stormsthey have weathered ahese rents have
done? The are proof-sheets which need oorrec-
tion. Heregoeslumber from theMaine woodswhich
did not go out to sea in the lastreshet,risen four
dollars on thehousandbecause oivhat did go out or
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wassplit up; pine, sprucecedar,—first,secondthird
and fourth qualities, so lately all of onguality, to
wave over the bear, and moose, aoaribou. Next
rolls Thomastorlime, a primelot, which will get far
among thehills beforeit getsslacked.Theserags in
bales, of all hues and qualities, tlosvest condition
to which cotton andinen descend, théinal result of
dress,—of patternghich are now no longer cried up,
unless it be irMilwaukie, asthosesplendid articles,
English,French, orAmericanprints, ginghamsmus-
lins, &c., gatheredfrom all quarters both diashion
andpoverty, going tobecome paper of onplor or a
few shades only, on whicForsooth will be written
tales of realife, high and low, andounded onfact!
This closed car smells cfalt fish, the strong New
England andcommercial scent, reminding me of the
Grand Banks and thdisheries. Who has naieen a
salt fish, thoroughly cured forthis wald, so that
nothing canspoll it, andputting theperseverance of
the saints to theblush?with which you maysweep
or pave thestreets, andplit yourkindlings, and the
teamstershelter himself and hitading against sun
wind and rainbehindit,—and thetrader, as aon-
cord traderonce didhang it up by higloor for a sign
when he commencdsusiness, until at last hiddest
customer cannot telsurely whether it be animal,
vegetable, or mineragnd yet itshall be apure as a
snowflake, and if it be put into a pot ahdiled, will
come out an excellent duish for a Saturday'slin-
ner. Next Spanish hidesyith thetails still preserving
their twist and theangle of elevatiorthey had when
the oxen that worethem were careeringver the
pampas of th&panishmain,—atype of all obstinacy,
and evincing how almoshopeless and incurable are
all constitutional vices. | confess, that practically
speakingwhen | havelearned a man's redlsposi-
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tion, | have ndhopes ofchanging it for thebetter or
worse in thisstate ofexistence. As the Orientals say,
"A cur's tail may bevarmed, and mssed, and bound
round with ligatures, andfter atwelve yearslabor
bestowed upon itstill it will retain itsnaturalform."
The only effectualcure for such inveteracies as these
tails exhibit is to make glue dhem,which | believe

is what is usuallydonewith them, andhen they will
stay put and stickiHere is ahogshead ofmolasses or
of brandydirected toJohn Smith Cuttingsville, Ver-
mont, sometrader among th&reenMountains, who
imports for thefarmers near hislearing, and now
perchancestands over his bulk-headhdthinks of the
last arrivals on thecoast, howthey may affect the
price forhim, telling his customersthis moment, as
he has told thentwenty times beforethis morning,
that heexpects some by ¢inext train ofprime qual-
ity. It is advertisedn the Cuttingsville Times.

While thesethings go up other things come down.
Warned by the whizzingound, | look up from my
book and see sommll pine, hewnon far northern
hills, which haswinged its way over the Green Moun-
tains andhe Connecticutshot like anarrowthrough
the township withinten minutes, andscarceanother
eye beholds if going

"to be the mast
Of some great ammirai.”

And hark! here comes thecattle-train bearing the
cattle of athousandills, sheepcots, stables, acow-
yards in the air, drovers wittheir sticks, andshep-
herd boys in themidst of their flaks, all but the
mountain pasturesyhirled alonglike leavesblown
from the mountains by th&eptembemales. The air
is filled with the bleating ofcalves and sheep, and
the hustling ofoxen, as if a pastoral valley wegeing
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by. When the oldbell-wether at thénead rattlesis
bell, themountains dandeedskip like rams and the
little hills like lambs. Acar-load ofdrovers, too, in
the midst, on devel with their drovesnow, their vo-
cation gone, but stiltlinging to theiruselesssticks
as their badge of ofice. But their dogs, where are
they? It is a stampede them; they arejuite thrown
out; theyhavelost thescent. Methinks | hear them
barkingbehind tle PeterbordHills, or panting up the
westernslope of theGreenMountains.They will not
bein atthe death.Their vocation, too, iggone. Their
fidelity and sagacity areebow par now. They will
slink back to thei kennels indisgrace, or perchance
run wild and strike a league with thevolf and the
fox. So isyour pastorallife whirled past and away.
But the bell rings, and must get off thetrack and
letthecars go by;—

What's theaailroad to me?

| never go to see

Where it ends.

It fills a few hollows,

And makes banks for thewallows,
It sets the sand-blowing,

And theblackberriesa-growing,

but | cross it like acart-path in thevoods. Iwill not
have myeyes put out and my easpoiled by its
smoke andteam andhissing.

Now that thecars aregone by, and all the restless
world with them, and thdishes in thepond no longer
feel their umbling, | am morealone than ever. For
the rest of the lon@fternoon, peraps, my medita-
tions areinterruptedonly by the faint rattle of a
carriage or teanalong the disant highway.
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Sometimes, orSundays, | heard theells, the Lin-
coln, Acton, Bedford, orConcordbell, when the wind
wasfavorable, &aint, sweet, and, as it weraatural
melody, worthimporting into thewilderness. At a suf-
ficient distance over thevoodsthis sound acquires a
certain vibratoryhum, as if thepine needles in the
horizon were thestrings of aharpwhich it swept. All
sound heard at the greatgmssible distance pro-
duces one anthe sameeffect, avibration of the uni-
versallyre, just as thentervening atmgsheremakes
a distantridge ofearthinteresting to our eyes by the
azure tint it imparts to itThere came to me in this
case anelody whichthe air had strained, arwdhich
had conversedvith everyleaf andneedle of the wood,
that portion of the soundvhich the elements had
taken up and modulated ardhoedfrom vale to vale.
The echo is, to somextent, anoriginal sound, and
therein is the magic ancharm of it. It is noimerely
a repetition ofwhat was worth epeating in thebell,
but partly the voice of thewood; the same trivial
words andnotes sung by wood-nymph.

At evening, thedistantlowing of some cow in the
horizon beyond the woadsounded sweet amdelodi-
ous, and at first | wouldnistake it for thevoices of
certain minstrels by whom | was sometimsare-
naded, whanight bestrayingover hill anddale; but
soon | was notunpleasanthdisappointedvhen it was
prolongedinto the cheapand natural music of the
cow. | do notmean to besatirical, but toeexpress my
appreciation of thosgouths'singing, whenl state
that | perceivedclearly that it wasakin to the music
of the cow, and they were déngth one articulation
of Nature.

Regularly at half past seveim one part of the
summer, after the evening train hadgone by, the
whippoorwills chantedtheir vespers fohalf an hour,
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sitting on astump by mydoor, or upon the ridge
pole of thehouse. They would begin tsing almost
with as muchprecision asa clock, withn five min-
utes ofa particulartime, referred to thesetting of
the sun, every evening.Had arare opportunity to
become acquainte with their habits. Sometimes |
heard four or five at once indifferent parts of the
wood, by accident one a bar behiadother, and so
near methat | distinguished nobnly the cluckafter
eachnote, butoften thatsingularbuzzingsoundlike
a fly in a spider'sweb, only proportionally buder.
Sometimes om would circle round and round me in
the woods a fevieet distant as itethered by atring,
when probably | wanear itseggs. They sang at in-
tervals throughout thenight, and were again as
musical asever justbefore andabout dawn.

When othetbirds arestill the screeclowls take up
the strain)ike mourningwomen their ancient u-lu-lu.
Their dismal scream idruly Ben Jonsonian.Wise
midnight hags! It is nohonest and blunt tu-whit
tu-who ofthe poets,but, without jesting, a most sol-
emn graveyardditty, the mutual consolations ofui-
cide loversremembering the pangs and the delights
of supernal love in thénfernal groves. Yet llove to
hear their wailing, their doleful responsesitrilled
along the wood-sideeminding mesometimes of mu-
sic and singing birds; as if were the dark antear-
ful side of music, theregrets andsighs that would
fain besung.They are the spiritdhe low spirits and
melancholyforebodings, offallen soulsthat once in
human shapenight-walked the earth and did the
deeds oflarkness, now expiatirtpeir sinswith their
wailing hymns or threnodies in thecenery of their
transgressionsThey give me a new sense of the va-
riety and capacityf that naturewhich is ourcom-
mon dwelling. Oh-0-0-0-0 that | never had been
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bor-r-r-r-n! sighs oneon this side of thepond, and
circleswith the restlessness of despair to some new
perch on the gray oak§hen—that | never had been
bor-r-r-r-nl echoesanother on thdarther side with
tremulous sincerity, and—bor-r-r-r-n! comes &intly
from far in the Lincolnwoods.

| wasalsoserenaded ba hootingowl. Near at hand
you couldfancy it the mostmelancholy sound in Na-
ture, as if she meant ihis to stereotype and make
permanent in hechoir thedying moans of d@uman
being,-some poor weak relic ofortality who has left
hopebehind, anchowls like an animal, yet with hu-
man sobs, on entering the dark valley, made more
awful by a certain gugling melodiousness,—I find
myself beginningwith the letters glwhen | try to
imitate it,—expressive of amind which hasreached
the gelatinousmildewy stage in thenortification of
all healthy andcourageoughought. Itreminded me
of ghouls and idiots anthsane howlings. But now
one answersfrom far woods in a strain made really
melodious bydistance,—Hoo hoo hoo, hoorer hooand
indeed for the mospart it suggestedonly pleasing
associationswhether heard by day or night, summer
or winter.

| rejoicethatthere areowls. Let thendo the idiotic
and maniacal hoahg for men. It is a sound admira-
bly suited to swamps and twilight woods which no
day illustrates, suggesting mast andundeveloped
naturewhich men have notecognized. The repre-
sent the stark twilight andnsatisfied thougis which
all have. All daythe sun has shone on the surface of
some savagewamp, where thdouble sprucestands
hungwith usnea lichens, ansinall hawkscirculate
above, and the chicaddisps amid the evergreens,
andthe partridge andabbit skulkbeneath; but now a
more dismal andfitting day dawns, and a different
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race ofcreatures awakes txpress the meaning of
Nature there.

Late in the eveningtheard the distanmumbling of
wagons ovebridges,—asoundheardfartherthan al-
most any other atight,—the baying ofdogs, and
sometimesgain thdowing of some disconsolate cow
in adistant barn-yard. In the mearhile all the shore
rang with thetrump of bullfrogs, the sturdypsits
of ancient wine-bibbersand wasailers, still unre-
pentanttrying to sing a catch itheir Stygian lake,—
if the Walde nymphswill pardon thecomparison,
for thoughthere arealmost noweeds,there are frogs
there,—whowould fain keep uphe hilarious ules of
their oldfestaltables,though theivoiceshavewaxed
hoarse and solemniyrave,mocking atmirth, and the
wine haslost its flavor, and become only liquor to
distend thei paunchesand sweetintoxication never
comes todrown the memory of the past, botere
saturation and waterloggedneasd distention. The
most aldermanic, with highin upon aheart-leaf,
which serves for a napkin to his droolinbaps, un-
der thisnorthernshorequaffs adeepdraught of the
once scornedwater, andpassesound the cup with
the ejaculatiortr-r-r-oonk, tr-r-r-oonk, tr-r-r-oonk!and
straightwaycomes over thevater from some distant
cove thesame passwordcepeatedwhere the next in
seniority andgirth has glped down to hismark;
and when this observance has made the circuit of
the shoresthenejaculates thenaster ofceremonies,
with satisfaction tr-r-r-oonk! and each in his turn re-
peats thesamedown to the leastlistended, leakiest,
andflabbiestpaunchedthatthere be no mistake; and
then thebowl goesround again andagain, until the
sun disperses thenorning mist, and only the patri-
arch is notunder the pond, butainly bellowing
troonk from time to time, andgausing fora reply.
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I am not sure that | evéreard the sound of cock-
crowing from my clearing, and Ithought that it
might be worth thewhile to keepa cockerel for his
music merely, asa singing bird. The note of this
once wild Indian pheasant icertainly the most re-
markable of anybird's, and ifthey could benatural-
ized without being domesticated, itvould soon be-
come the mostamoussound inour woods,surpass-
ing the clangor of thegoose and thénooting of the
owl; and thenimagine the cackling of the hens to
fill the pauses when theipbrds' clarionsrested! No
wonder that man adddabiis bird to histame stock,—
to say nothing of theeggs anddrumsticks. To walk
in a winter morning in a wood wherthese birds
abounded,their native woods, andhear thewild
cockerels crow on th&rees,clear andshrill for miles
over the resounding earth, drowning the feebler
notes of othebirds,—think of it! Itwould put nations
on the alert. Who would not be early to rise, and rise
earlier and earlieeverysuccessive day dfis life, till
he becameinspeakably healthywealthy, andwise?
This foreignbird's note iscelebrated by the poets of
all countries along wit the notesof their native
songsters. Alclimatesagreewith brave Chanticleer.
He is more indigenouseven than the natives. His
health is evergood, hislungs are sound, hispirits
neverflag. Even thesailor on theAtlantic andPacific
is awakened by hiwoice; but its shrill sounchever
roused mdrom my slumbers. kept neitherdog, cat,
cow, pig, nothens, sahat youwould havesaidthere
was a deficiency ofdomestic sounds; neither the
churn, nor thespinning wheel, nor even thsenging
of the kettle,nor the hissing of thern, nor children
crying, to comfort one. Anold-fashioned mamwould
havelost his senseer died ofennuibefore this. Not
evenrats in the wall, for they were starveuait, or
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rathe were never baitedn,—only squirrels on the
roof andunder the floor, avhippoorwill on the ridge
pole, ablue-jay screamingbeneaththe window, a
hare orwoodchuckunder thehouse, ascreech-owl or
a cat-owl behind it, #ock of wild geese or a laughing
loon on thepond, and a fox to bark in the night. Not
even a lark or an mie, those mill plantationbirds,
ever visited myclearing. Nocockerels tocrow nor
hens to cackle in thgard. No yard! but unfenced
Naturereaching up to your venylls. A young forest
growing upunder yourwindows, andwild sumachs
and blackberry vines breaking through into your
cellar; sturdypitch-pines ubbing aml creakingagainst
the shingles for want ofoom, their rootsreaching
quite under thehouse. Instead of a scuttle oblind
blown off in thegale,—a pindgree snapped off or torn
up by the rootsbehindyour house fofuel. Indead of
no path tothe front-yard gate in theGreat Snow,—no
gate,—no front-yard,—and nopath to the civilized
world!



Solitude

THIs is a delicious evening, when thevhole
body is onesense, animbibes delightthroughevery
pore. | go and comeith a strangdiberty in Nature,

a part ofherself. As | walkalong thestony shore of
the pond in my shirtsleeves, though it is cool as well
as cloudy and windy, and see nothing pecial to
attract me, all theelements ar@inusuallycongenial
to me. The bullfroggrump tousher in thenight, and
the note of the whippoorwill is borne on the rippling
wind from over thewater. Sympathy wiit the flutter-
ing alder and poplateaves almostakes away my
breath; yet, like the lake, mserenity isrippled but
not ruffled. These smallvaves raised by thevening
wind are as remotéom storm as the smooth reflect-
ing surface.Though it is nowdark, thewind still
blows and roars in the wood, theaves still dash,
andsomecreaturedull the rest with theimotes. The
repose is never complete. The wildasimals do not
repose, buseektheir prey now; the fox, andkunk,
and rabbit, now roam the fields angtoods without
fear. They areNature'swatchmen,—linkswhich con-
nect the day®f animatediife.

When Ireturn to myhouse [find thatvisitors have
beenthere and left theicards,either abunch of flow-
ers, or a weath ofevergreen, or aame inpencil on
ayellow walnut leaf or achip. They whocomerarely
to the woods takeomelittle piece of theforestinto
theirhands tglay with by theway, which they leave,
either intentionally or accidentally. One haeeled
a willow wand, woven itinto aring, and dropped
it on my table. | could always tell if visitors had
called in myabsence, either by the bendmdgs or
grass, or theprint of their shoes, and generally of
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what sex or age or quality they were gmeslight
trace left, as aflower dropped, or a bunch @rass
plucked andthrown away,even as far off as the
railroad, halfa mile distant, or by thdingering odor
of a cigar or pipe.Nay, | was frequentlynotified of
the passage of a traveller along théghway sixty
rods off by the scent of his pipe.

There iscommonly sufficient spaceabout us. Our
horizon isneverquite at ourelbows. The thick wood
is not just at ourdoor, nor thepond, but somewhat is
always clearingfamiliar and worn by usappropri-
ated and fenced irsome way, andreclaimed from
Nature. For whateasonhave | this vastange and
circuit, somesquaremiles ofunfrequentedorest, for
my privacy, abandoned to me byen? Mynearest
neighbor is amile distant, ancho house isvisible
from anyplace but the hill-topsvithin half amile of
my own. | have myhorizon bounded bywoods all to
myself; a distanview of therailroadwhere it touches
the pord on the one hand, and of thdence which
skirts the woodland road othe other. But for the
most part it is as solitarwhere | live as on the
prairies. It is asmuch Asia or Africa as NewEng-
land. | have, as iwvere, my own sun and moon and
stars, and ¢éttle world all to myself. Atnight there
was nevera traveller passed myhouse, orknocked
at my door, morehan if | were thefirst or last man;
unless it were in thepring, whenat long intervals
some came from the village to fish forpouts,—they
plainly fished muchmore in the WaldenPond of
their ownnatures, andaited theirhooks with dark-
ness,—but thegoonretreated, usuallyith light bas-
kets, and left'the world to darkness and teme," and
the black kernel of the nightvas nevemprofaned by
any humanneighborhood. believethatmen aregen-
erally still a little afraid of the dark, though the
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witches are alhung, and Chstianity andcandles
havebeenintroduced.

Yet | experienced sometimebat themost sweet
and tender, themost innocent aneéncouraging so-
ciety may be found in anpatural object, even for
the poor misanthropeand most melancholynan.
There can be no very blackelancholy to him who
lives in themidst of Nature and has hisenses still.
There was never yetuch a storm but was Zolian
music to ahealthy and innocent eaNothing can
rightly compel a simple antirave man to a vulgar
sadnessWhile | enjoy thefriendship of theseasons
| trust that nothing camake life a burden to me.
The gentleain whichwaters mybeans andeeps me
in the house to-day is not drear and melancholy, but
good for me tooThough itprevents myhoeingthem,
it is of far more worth than myhoeing. If it should
continue so lon@s to cause theseeds to rot in the
ground anddestroy thepotatoes in the low lands, it
would still be good for the grass on thplands, and,
being good for thegrass, it would begood for me.
Sometimes, when | comparayself with other men,
it seems as if were more favored by thegodsthan
they, beyond any deserthat | amconscious of; as
if | had a warrant ansurety attheirhandswhich my
fellows havenot, andwere especially guided and
guarded. | do notlatter myself, but if it bepossible
they flatter me.| haveneverfelt lonesome, or in the
least oppressed by sense ofolitude, butonce, and
that was a fewweeks after | came to thewoods,
when, for an hour, | doubted if the neagighbor-
hood of man was nassential to aerene antiealthy
life. To be alone wassomethingunpleasant. But |
was at the samiéme conscious of a sligimsanity in
my mood, andseemed to foresee nmgcovery. In the
midst of a gentle raimhile thesethoughtsprevailed,
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| was suddenly sensible efich sweet anteneficent
society inNature, in thevery pattering of thedrops,
and in everysound andsight around my house, an
infinite and unaccountablefriendliness allat once
like an atmospheresustaining me, as made the
fancied advantages dfiuman neighborhoodinsig-
nificant, and | havenever thought of themsince.
Every little pine needleexpanded andwelled with
sympathy and befriended me. | was distinctly
madeaware of thepresence of somethirigndred to
me, even in scenashich we are accustomed tall
wild anddreary, and alsthat the arest oblood to
me and humanest was not person nor a villager,
that | thought nglace could ever bstrange to me
again.—

"Mourning untimely consumes the sad;
Few are their days in the land of thkéving,
Beautiful daughter offoscar."

Sorre of my pleasantest hours wehering thelong
rain storms in the spring dall, which confined me
to the house forthe afternoon asvell as thefore-
noon, soothed by theiceaselesgoar and pelting;
when anearly twilight ushered in a longvening in
which manythoughts had time ttake rootand un-
fold themselves.In those driving north-eastrains
which tried the villagehouses so, when the maids
stoodready with mop angail in front entries to keep
the deluge out, | satbehind my doorin my little
house,which was allentry, and thoroughly enjoyed
its protection. In oneheavy thundershower the
lightning struck alarge pitch-pine across thgond,
making a very conspicuous amuerfectly regular
spiral groovefrom top to bottom, arinch or more
deep, andfour or five incheswide, as you would
groove awalking-stick. | passed itagain the other
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day, and was struckvith awe onlooking up and
beholding that mark, nowmore distinctthan ever,
where a terrific andesistless boltame down out of
the harmless skyight years ago. Mefiequently say
to me, "l should think youwould feel lonesome
down there, andvant to benearer to folks, rainy and
snowy days andnights especially.” | amtempted to
reply to sich,—This whole earth whichwe inhabit

is but a point in space. How faapart, thinkyou,
dwell the two mostdistant inhabitants ofyonder
star, the breadth afhose disk cannot be appreciated
by ourinstruments? Whyhould | feellonely? is not
our planet inthe Milky Way? This which you put
seems to me not to be tin@ostimportantquestion.
What sort of space igha which separates a man
from his fellows and makes him solitary? | have
found that noexertion of thelegs canbring two
minds muchmearer to one anothaiVhat do we want
most todwell near to? Not tanany mensurely, the
depot, the post-office, the bar-room, the meeting-
house, theschool-house, the grocery, Beaddili, or
the Five Points, where men most congregate, but
to the perennial source of our lifehence in all our
experience we haveund that toissue; as thavillow
stands neathe water andends out its roots ithat
direction. Thiswill vary with different natures, but
this is theplacewhere a wise man wildig his cel-
lar. ... | oneeveningovertook one ofmy townsmen,
who has accumulated what igalled “a handsome
property",—though Inever got afair view of it,—on
the Waldenroad, driving a pair ofcattle tomarket,
who inquired of me how tould bring my mind to
give up somany of thecomforts oflife. | answered
that | was verysure | liked it passably well; | was
not joking. And so | went home to my bed, and left
him to pick his waythrough the darkness and the
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mud to Bighton,—or Bright-town,—which place he
would reab sometime in the morning.

Any prospectof awakening orcoming tolife to a
dead mammakesindifferent alltimes and places. The
place wherghat mayoccur is always the same, and
indescribablypleasant to all ousenses. For the most
part we allow only outlying armd transientcircum-
stances tanake ouroccasions. Thewre, infact, the
cause of our distractiorNearest to althings is that
power which fashions their being. Next to us the
grandest laws areoatinually being executed.Next
to usis not the workmanwhom we have hired, with
whom welove so well totalk, butthe workmanwvhose
work we are.

"How vast andprofound is thenfluence of thesub-
tile powers of Heaven and darth!"

"We seek tgperceivethem, and we do not see them,;
we seek tdhearthem, and we do ndtearthem;iden-
tified with the substance of things, they cannot be
separated from them."

"They causethat in all theuniverse mermurify and
sanctify their hearts, andtlothe themselves in their
holiday garments twffer sacrifices and oblations to
their ancestors. It is amcean of subtile intelligences.
They are everywhere, above us, on ouleft, on our
right; theyenviron us on alkides."

We arethe subjects of aexperiment whichs not
a little interesting to me. Can we not aadthout the
society of our gossips little while underthesecir-
cumstances,—haveur own thoughts tocheer us?
Confucius says truly,Virtue does notremain as an
abandoned g@han; it must ofhecessity have neigh-
bors."

With thinking we may be besidmirselves in a sane
sense. By a conscioasfort of themind we can stand
aloof from actions and their consequences; and all
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things, good andbad, go by us like a torrent. We are
not wholly involved in Nature. | may beeither the
drift-wood in the stream, or Indra in the skypking
down on it. Imay be affected by atheatricalexhibi-
tion; on the othehand, Imay notbe affected by an
actual eventwhich appears tocconcern me much
more. | only know myself as &uman entity; the
scene, so tgpeak, othoughts and affections; and am
sensible of aertaindoubleness by whichcan stand
as remote frommyself asfrom another.However in-
tense my experience, | aoconscious of the presence
andcriticism of apart of mewhich, as it were, is not
a part of me, but spectator, sharing egperience,
but taking note of it;andthat is nomore Ithan it is
you. When the play, it may be theagedy, oflife is
over, thespectatorgoes his way. It was a kind &€-
tion, a work of théamaginationonly, so far as he was
concernedThis doubleness magasilymake us poor
neighbors andriends sometimes.

| find it wholesome to be alone thgreater part of
the time. To be incompany,even with thebest, is
soonwearisome andlissipating. llove to be alone. |
neverfound thecompanionthat was sccompanion-
able assolitude. We are for the mogartmore lonely
when we go abrahamong men than when we stay in
our chambers. A man thinking or working aswvays
alone, let him be where he will. Solitude is mo¢as-
ured by themiles of space thatntervene between a
man and his fellowsThe really diligent student in
one of the crowdedhives of CambridgeCollege is as
solitary as a dervish in the @gs The farmer can
work done in thefield or the woods alday, hoeing
or chopping, and nofieel lonesomebecause he is em-
ployed; but when heomeshome at night he cannot
sit down in aroom alone, at # mercy of highoughts,
but must bewhere he can "see the folks," aret-
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reate, and as hthinks remuneratehimself for his
day's solitude; and hence menders how the stu-
dent can siilone in the house aflight and most of
the day without ennui and "thélues;" buthe does
not realize that the studentthough in the house, is
still at work in his field, and chopping inhis woods,
asthefarmer in his, and iturn seeks the samecrea-
tion and society that thkatter does, thought may
be a more condensefbrm of it.

Society iscommonly too cheap. We meet at very
short intervals,not having hadtime to acquire any
new value for each other. We meet at meals three
times aday, andgive each other a newaste ofthat
old musty cheesethat weare. Wehave had tagree
on a certain set of rulesgalled etiquette andoolite-
ness, to make thisrequentmeeting tolerable, and
that we need notome to operwar. Wemeet at the
post-office, and at theociable, andabout thefireside
everynight; we livethick and are ireach other's way,
and stumbleover oneanother, and lhink that we
thuslose someaespect for oa another. Certainliess
frequencywould suffice for allimportant and hearty
communications.Consider thegirls in a factory,—
neve alone,hardly intheir dreams. Iwould bebetter
if there were but onhabitant toa squaremile, as
where llive. Thevalue of a man is not in his skin,
that we &ould touch him.

| have heard of a maost in the woods andying
of famine andexhaustion at the foot of a treehose
loneliness was relieved by tlggotesquevisions with
which, owing to bodilyweakness, hisliseased imagi-
nation surrounded him, andhich he believed to be
real. Soalso,owing tobodily andmental health and
strength, we mya be continually cheered by dike
but more normal andnatural society, and come to
know that we areneveralone.
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| have a great deal of company in my house; es-
pecially in themorning, when nobodygalls. Let me
suggest a few comparisons, tlsmime one may con-
vey anidea of mysituation. | atTmo morelonely than
the loon in the pondthat laughs so loud, or than
Walden Ponditself. What company has that lonely
lake, | pray? And yet it has not thelue devils, but
the blue angels in it, in theazure tint ofits waters.
The sunis alone,except inthick weather,when there
sometimes appear to be two, but one is a ngugk
God is alone,—but thedevil, he is far from being
alone; he sees a great deakofmpany; he idegion.
I am no more lonely than a singlenullein or dande-
lion in a pasture, or &eanleaf, or ®rrel, or a horse-
fly, or a humble-bee. | amo more lonelythan the
Mill Brook, or aweathercock, or the ntrstar, or the
southwind, or anApril shower, or alanuary thaw,
or the first spider in a newhouse.

| have occasional visits inthe long winter eve-
nings, when thesnow falls fast and the windcowls
in the wood, from an oldsettler andoriginal pro-
prietor, who is reported tbave dug Walden Pond,
and stoned it, and fringed itvith pine woods; who
tells me stories of old time and of neternity; and
between us wananage to pass a cheerfeNvening
with socialmirth and pleasantiews of things, even
without apples orcider,—a mostwise andhumorous
friend, whom | love much, whokeeps himselfmore
secretthan ever did Goffe orwWhalley; and though
heis thought to be dead, none can shohere he is
buried. Anelderly dame,too, dwells in my neighbor-
hood,invisible tomost persons, in whose odorcerb
garden llove to strollsometimes, gatheringnsples
and listening to hefables; for she has genius of
unequalled fertility, and her memory runs back
farther than mythology, and she carell me the
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original of everyfable, and on whafact every one
is founded, for thencidents occurred when she was
young. Aruddy andlusty old dame, whalelights in

all weathers andeasons, and igely to outlive all
her childrenyet.

The indescribable innocence ancereficence of
Nature,—of sun andvind andrain, of summer and
winter,—suchhealth,such cheerthey afford forever!
and such sympathy have thewver with ourrace,
that all Nature would be affected, and thesun's
brightnesfade, and thavinds would sighhumanely,
and the clouds raitears, and thevoods shedheir
leaves and put omourning in midsummer, if any
man should ever for gust causegrieve. Shall | not
haveintelligence with theearth? Am | not partlieaves
and vegetable mould myf?

What is thepill which will keep uswell, serene,
contented? Not my dhy great-grandfather's, but our
great-grandmotheNature'suniversal,vegetable, bo-
tanic medicines, byhich she hasept heself young
always, outlived sanany old Parrs in heday, and
fed her health with theirdecayingfatness. For my
panacea, instead of onetbhbsequackvials of a mix-
ture dipped from Acheron ad the DeadSea, which
come out of those longhallow black-schooner look-
ing wagons whichwe sometimes seenade to carry
bottles, let me have draught ofundiluted morning
air. Morning air! If men will not drink of this at the
fountain-head of the dawhy, then, wemusteven
bottle up sorre andsell it in theshops, for thebenefit
of those whohave losttheir subsription ticket to
morning time inthis world. Butremember, iwill not
keep quitetill noon-dayeven in the coolest cellar, but
drive out the stopples long etkat andfollow west-
ward the steps ofAurora. | am noworshipper of
Hygeia, who was thedaughter of that oldherb-
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doctor AEsculapius, and who is representednamu-
ments holdinga serpent in ondnand, and in the
other a cup out ofwhich the serpensometimes
drinks; butrather ofHebe, cupbearer to Jupiter, who
was the daughter of Juno angild lettuce, and who
had the power afestoring gods and men to thigor

of youth. She waprobably the onlyhoroughlysound-
conditioned healthy, and robustounglady that ever
walked the globe, andwherever she came it was
spring.



Visitors

I THINK that | love society as mut as most,
and am ready enough toastenmyself like a blood-
sucker for thetime to any full-blooded manthat
comes in myway. | am naturallyno hermit, but
might possibly sit out thesturdiestfrequenter of the
bar-room, if mybusiness calleche thither.

| had threechairs in myhouse; one for solitude,
two for friendship, three foisociety. Wha visitors
came in larger andinexpected numbers there was
but the third chair for themall, but they generally
economized the room bgtanding up. It is sprising
how many great men and womersmall hous will
contain. | have hadwenty-five or thirty suls, with
their bodies, at oncender my roof, and yet we often
parted without being aware that we had come very
near to one another. Many of our houses, Ipatblic
and private,with their almostinnumerable apart-
ments,their huge halls and their cellars for thior-
ace of wines andother munitions opeace, appear to
me extravagantlylarge for their inhabitants. They
aresovast and magnificerthat the latteseem to be
only vermin which infest them. | ansurprised when
the herald blows hissummons beforesome Tremont
or Astor or Middlesex House, to seeome creeping
out ove the piazza for alinhabitants aridiculous
mouse, which soon agairslinks into somehole in
the pavement.

Oneinconvenience | sometimes experienced in so
small ahouse, thdlifficulty of getting to a sufficient
distance from my guesthen webegan toutter the
big thoughts in bigwords. Youwant room for your
thoughts to get intsailing trim and run a course or
two before they makeheir port. The bullet of your
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thought must havevercome itdateral and icochet
motion andfallen into itslast and steadgourse be-
fore it reaches the eaof the hearer,else it may
plough out agairthrough the side of his headlso,
our sentencesvanted room to unfold and forrnmeir
columns in theinterval. Individuals, like nations,
must havesuitable broad andhatural boundaries,
even a considerableeutral groundpetween them. |
have found it asingular luxury to talk across the
pond to a companion othe opposite side. In my
house wewere so neathat we could not begin to
hear,—wecould not speak i@ enough to beheard;
as when youthrow two stones into calm water so
nearthat they break each othensdulations. If we
are merelyloquacious and loudalkers, then we can
afford to stand verynear togethercheek byjowl,
and feel edt other'soreath; but if wespeak reservedly
and thoughtfully, we wantto be farther apart, that
all animal heat andanoisture may have chance to
evaporate. If wewould enjoy themost intimate so-
ciety with that in each of us which isvithout, or
above, being spoken to, waust notonly be silent,
but commonly sofar apart bodily that we cannot
possiblyhear eaclother'svoice in any caseReferred
to this dandard,speech is for the convenience of
those who are hard dfearing; butthere aremany
fine thingswhich we cannot say if we have to shout.
As the conversatiorbegan to assume a loftier and
grander tone, we gradually shoved ctairsfarther
aparttill they touched thevall in oppositecorners,
and then commonly there wasot room enough.

My "best" room, however, myvithdrawing room,
alwaysready for company, owhosecarpet the sun
rarely fell, was the pine wood behind my house.
Thither in summer daysyvhen distinguished guests
came, | tookhem, and @riceless domestiswept the
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floor and dusted thefurniture andkept the things
in order.

If one guest came hesometimespartook of my
frugal meal, and it was nimterruption toconversa-
tion to bestirring ahasty-pudding, owatching the
rising andmaturing of a loaf obread in theashes,
in the meanwhile. But if twenty came and sat in my
house there was nothingad about dinnerthough
there might be bread enough for two, more than fif
eating were a forsakemabit; but we naturallyprac-
tised abstinence; andhis was neveffelt to be an
offence against hospitality, uthe most proper and
consideratecourse. Thewaste anddecay of physical
life, which so often needs repairseemedmiracu-
lously retarded insuch a case, and the vitaigor
stood itsground. |could entertain tha athousand
aswell astwenty; and if anyeverwent away disap-
pointed orhungry from myhousewhen they found
me at home, they mayepend upon it that | sympa-
thized with them at least. So easy is it, thongdny
housekeeperdoubt it, toestablish new anbletter cus-
toms in the place of theld. You need not rest your
reputation on the dinners yaive. For my owrpart,
| was never seffectuallydeterredfrom frequenting a
man'shouse, by any kind aferberusvhatever, as by
the parade one made abadiiriing me, which | took to
be a very polite androundaboutint never to trouble
him so again. think I shall neverevisitthosescenes.
| should beproud tohave for the motto of mgabin
thoselines of Spenser which one of my visitors in-
scribed on a yellowalnutleaf for acard: —

"Arrived there, the littlehouse they fill,
Ne looke for entertainmentwhere nonewas;
Rest istheir feast, and alkthings attheir will:
The noblest mind théest contentmertias.”
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When Winslow, afterward governor ofthe Plym-
outh Colony, wentwith a companion on avisit of
ceremony toMassassoit on foothrough thewoods,
ard arrived tired anchungry at hidodge, they were
well received by th&ing, butnothing was said about
eating that day. When theight arrived,to quote
their ownwords,—"He laid us on the bed witiim-
self and hiswife, they at the one end and we at the
other, itbeing onlyplank,laid a footfrom the ground,
and a thin mat upon them. Two more of hihief
men, for wantof room, pressed by andpon us; so
that wewere worseweary of ourodging than of our
journey." At oneo'clock the next dayMassassoit
"brought two fishesthat he hadshot,"” about thrice
asbig asa bream; thesebeingboiled, there were at
leastforty looked for a share ithem. Themost ate
of them. This meal oglwe had in two nights and a
day; and had not onef us bought apartridge, we
had taken ouifourney fasting." Fearing that they
would be light-headed faxwant of food and alssleep,
owing to "the savaged®arbaroussinging, (forthey
used tosingthemselvesasleep,)" andhatthey might
get homewhile they had strength ttravel, they de-
parted. As folodging, it is true they were but poorly
entertained,though what theyfound aninconveni-
ence was naoubt intended for an honor; but as far
aseating wasoncerned, | do nateehow thelndians
could havedonebetter.They hadnothing to eat them-
selves, and they were wiseran tothink thatapolo-
giescould supply theplace of food to theiguests; so
they drew their beltstighter andsaid nothing about
it. Anothertime whenWinslow visited them, it be-
ing a season oplenty with them, there was no de-
ficiency in thisrespect.

As for men, they will hardly fail one anwhere. |
had more visitorswhile | lived in thewoodsthan at
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any othemeriod of mylife; | meanthat | hadsome.

I met several therainder more favorableircum-
stanceghan Icould anywhereelse. Butfewer came
to seeme upan trivial business. Irthis respect, my
company was winnowed by my mere distance from
town. | hadwithdrawn so famvithin the great ocean
of solitude, into which theivers of society empty,
that for themod part, so far as myeedswere con-
cerned, only theifiest sedimentvas depositedround
me. Beside, theravere wafted to meevidences of un-
explored anduncultivated continents on the other
side.

Who should come to my lodgthis morning but a
true Homeric orPaphlagonian man,—higad so suit-
able andpoetic aname that | am sorry | cannot print
it here,—aCanadian, avood-chopper anghost-maker,
who can hole fifty posts in aday, who made his last
supper ora woodchuk which his dogcaught. Hetoo,
hasheard of Homerand, "if it were notfor books,"
would "not know what to daainy days," thouglper-
haps he has not read one wholly through rfany
rainy seasons. Sampriest whocould pronounce the
Greekitself taught him toread hisverse in the testa-
ment in his native parish faway; and now | must
translate to himwhile he holds thebook, Achilles'
reproof toPatroclus for hissad countenance.—"Why
areyou in tears, Patrocludike a younggirl?"—

"Or have youalone heard some news froRhthia?
They saythatMencetiudives yet, son of Actor,

And Peleus lives, son gEacus, among thidyrmidons,
Either of whomhavingdied, we should gmatly grieve."

He says,"That'sgood." He has greatbundle ofwhite-
oak bark under his arm for sick man,gathered this
Sunday morning. "suppose there's rwrm ingoing
after such a thingo-day," says he. To him Homer
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was a great writer, though whiais writing was about
he did not know. A moresimple andnatural man it
would be hard tdind. Vice anddisease, whiclcast
such a sombrenoral hue over the worldseemed to
have hardly anyexistence forhim. He was about
twenty-eightyears old, and had lef€anada and his
father'shouse adozen yearshefore to work in the
States, and earn money to buyaam with at last,
perhaps in hishative country. He wagast in the
coarsesmould; a stout busluggishbody, yetgrace-
fully carried, with a thicksunburnt neck, dark bushy
hair, anddull sleepyblue eyeswhich wereoccasion-
ally lit up with expression. He wore flat gray cloth
cap, a dingywool-colored greatcoat, andcowhide
boots. He was a great consumer rokat, usgally
carrying his dinner to hisvork a couple ofmiles
past myhouse,—for hechopped allsummer,—in a tin
pail; cold meats,often cold woodchucks, and coffee
in a stonebottle which dangled bya stringfrom his
belt; andsometimes heffered me adrink. He came
along early, crossing mybean-field, though without
anxiety orhaste to geto his work such asyankees
exhibit. Hewasn'ta-going tohurt himself. He didn't
care if he only earned hisoard. Frequentlire would
leave hisdinner in the bushes, when his dog had
caught awoodchuck by thevay, and gdback a mile
anda half to dress it and leave it in the cellar of the
house where héoarded,after deliberatingfirst for
half anhour whether heould notsink it in the pond
safelytill nightfall,—loving to dwell long upon these
themes. He would say, as tvent by in the morning,
"How thick the pigeonsare! If working every day
were not mytrade, Icould get all themeat |should
want by hunting,—pigeons, woodchucks, rabbits,
partridges,-by gosh! | could get all should want
for a week in one day."
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He was a skilful chopper, andindulged in some
flourishes andornaments in his art. He cut hitees
level and close to thground,that the sproutsvhich
came upafterward might be morevigorous and a
sledmight slide over thestumps; andnstead of leav-
ing a whole tree tesupport his cordedood, hewould
pare it away to a slendstake orsplinter which you
could break offwith your hand atast.

He interested me because he was so quietsaiid
tary and so happy withal; a well ofgood humor and
contentmentvhich overflowed at higyes. His mirth
was without alloy. Sometimes | sawim at his work
in the woods,felling trees, andhe would greet me
with a laugh ofinexpressiblesatisfaction, and aalu-
tation in CanadianFrench, though he spokenglish
as well. When | approached hirhe would suspend
his work, andwith half-suppressedirth lie along the
trunk of a pinewhich he hadelled, and,peeling off
the inner bark, roll it up into hall and chewt while
helaughed and talkedsuch arexuberance oanimal
spirits had hethat he sometimesumbled down and
rolled on theground withlaughter at any thing/hich
made himthink andtickled him. Lookinground upon
the trees he wouldxclaim,—"By George! | carenjoy
myself well enough here chopping;want no better
sport." Sometimes, when de¢isure, heamused him-
self all day in thewoods with a pocket pstol, firing
salutes tohimself at regulaintervals as hevalked.
In the winter he had a fire bwhich at noon he
warmed his coffee in a kettle; and as he sat on a log
to eat his dinner the chicadees wouldm&times
comeround andalight on his arm and peck at the
potato in his fingers; and hsaid that he"liked to
have the littlefellers abouthim."

In him the animal marchiefly was developed. In
physicalendurance andontentment he wasousin
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to the pine and theock. | asked himonce if he was
not sometimes tired atight, afterworking all day;
and he answered, with asincere and serious look,
"Gorrappit, Inever wagtired in mylife." But the in-
tellectual andwhat is called spiritual man in him
were slumbering as in annfant. He hadbeen in-
structedonly in tha innocent andneffectual way in
which the Catholic prieststeach theaborigines, by
which the pupil is neveeducated to thelegree of
consciousness, but only to the degreetrokt and
reverence, and child is notmade a man, but kept a
child. WhenNaturemade him, shgave him astrong
body andcontentment for higortion, andpropped
him on every side with reverence andeliance, that
he mightlive out histhreescore years aren a child.
He was so genuine andinsophisticated that no in-
troduction wouldserve tointroduce him,more than
if you introduced awoodchuck to youneighbor. He
had got to find him out as yowid. He would not play
anypart. Men paid hinwages for work, and doelped
to feed andclothe him; but henever exchanged opin-
ions with them. He was saimply and naturally
humble—if he can becalled humble who never as-
pires—thathumility was no distinctquality in him,
nor could heconceive of it. Wisemen were demi-
gods tohim. If you told him that such a one was com-
ing, he did asf he thoughtthat anything so grand
would expectnothing of himself, but take all the re-
sponsibility on itelf, and lethim be forgottenstill. He
never heard the soural praise. Heparticularlyrev-
erenced thevriter and the preachetheir perform-
ances were miraclesVhen Itold him that | wrote
considerably, hehought for along timethat it was
merely thehandwritingwhich | meant, for hecould
write a remarkablygood handhimself. | sometimes
found the namef his native parishhandsomelywrit-
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ten in the snow by thehighway, with the proper
Frenchaccent, ad knewthat he hagassed. lasked
him if he eve wishedto write his thoughts. Hesaid
that he hadead and writterietters forthose who
could not, but he never tried to writeoughts,—no, he
could not, hecould not tellwhat to pu first, it would
kill him, andthen there waspelling to beattended to
at the same time!

| heardthat adistinguishedvise man andeformer
asked him if he did nowvant theworld to bechanged;
but he answered with a chuckle of surprise in his
Canadian accenhot knowingthat thequestion had
ever beenentertained before/No, | like it well
enough.” It would have suggedtenary things to a
philosopher tchavedealingswith him. To a stranger
he appearedo know nothing of things ingeneral;
yet | sometimes saw in hirm man whom | had not
seenbefore, and | did not know whether he was as
wise as Shakspeare or asmply ignorant as ahild,
whether tosuspect him of fine poeticconsciousness
or of stupidity. A townsmantold me that when he
met him sauntering through theillage in his small
close-fitting cap, and whistlingo himself, he re-
minded him of gprince in disguise.

His only books were amalmanac and an arithmetic,
in which last he wasonsiderablyexpert. Theformer
was a sort of cyclopaedia thdim, which hesupposed
to contain an abstract dfumanknowledge, as in-
deed it doego a considerablextent. | bved tosound
him on the varias reformsof the day, and he never
failed to look at them in the most simple ampdac-
tical light. He had neveheard of such things before.
Could he dowithout factories? lasked. He had worn
the home-mad¥®ermont gray, hesaid, andthat was
good. Could he dispenseéth tea andcoffee? Didthis
country afford any beveragebeside water? He had
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soakedhemlock leaves inwater and drank it, and
thought that wabetter than water in warm weather.
When | asked him if he could deithout money, he
showed the conveniencembney in such a way as to
suggest andoincide with themostphilosophical ac-
counts of theorigin of thisinstitution, andthe very
derivation of the wordpecunia. If an ox were his
property, and hevished to get needles anlgread at
the store, hethought itwould beinconvenient and
impossible soon to go anortgagingsomeportion of
the creatureeach time to thaamount. Hecould de-
fend manyinstitutions betterthan anyphilosopher,
because, in desbing them as theyoncernedhim,
hegave the truegason for theiprevalence, andpec-
ulation had not suggested to him any other. At an-
other time, hearing Plato's definition of a man,—a
bipedwithout feathers,—and that orexhibiteda cock
plucked andcalled it Plato'sman, he thought it an
important differencethat the kneesbent the wrong
way. Hewould sometimes exclainfHow | love to
talk! By George, | could talk all day!" | asked him
once, when | had naeen him fomany months, if
he had got a new idea this summ&g&ood Lord,"
said he, "a manhat has towork as | do, if he does
not forget theideas he habad, hewill do well. May
be the man you howvith is inclined torace; hen, by
gorry, your mind must be there; you think wteds."
He would sometimes ask mérst on such occasions,
if 1 had made any improvement. One winter day |
asked him if hewas always satisfiedwith himself,
wishing to suggest aubstitutewithin him for the
priest without, and some higher motivefor living.
"Satisfied!" said hejsome men arsatisfied with one
thing, andsomewith another. One man, perhaps, if
he hasgot enough,will be satisfied to sit all day with
his back to the fire and hidelly to the table, by
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George!" Yet Inever, by any manoeuvringould get
him to take thespiritual view ofthings; the highest
that he appeared taconceive of was aimple ex-
pediency, such as you migbkxpect an animato ap-
preciate; and this, practically, tsue of mostmen.
If | suggested any improvement fis mode of life,
he merely answeredyithout expressing anyegret,
that it was toolate. Yet he thoroughly believed in
honesty and thdike virtues.

There was a certain positive originality, however
slight, to bedetected inhim, and |occasionally ob-
servedthat he waghinking for himself andexpress-
ing his own opinion, gghenomenon so rare that |
would any day walk temmiles to observe it, and it
amounted to thee-origination ofmany of theinsti-
tutions ofsociety. Though hehesitated, angherhaps
failed to express himselflistinctly, he always had a
presentabléhoughtbehind. Yet his thinking was so
primitive and immersed in hisanimal life, that,
thoughmore promisinghan amerely learned man's,
it rarely ripened to anyhing which canbe reported.
He suggestedhat there might be men ofgenius in
the lowest grades dfife, howeverpermanentlyhum-
ble and illiterate, whaake their own view always, or
do not pretend to see al; who are asbottomless
even asValden Pond wathought to bethough they
may be dark andnuddy.

Many a traveller came out of his way to see me
and the inside of myhouse, and, aan excuse for
calling, asked fpa glass ofwater. Itold them that |
drank at the pond, and pointeatdither, offering to
lend them aipper. Far off as | lived, | was not ex-
empted from that annualvisitation which occurs,
methinks, about the first ofpril, when every body
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is on the move; and | had mghare ofgood luck,
though there weresome curious specimensamong
my visitors. Half-witted men from thealmshouse and
elsewherecame to see me; but | endeavored to make
them exercise all the withey had, and makeheir
confessions to me; in such casemking wit the
theme of our conversation; and so was compensated.
Indeed, Ifound some otthem to bewiser than the
so called overseersof the poor and selectmen of the
town, andthought it was time that th&ables were
turned.With respect tawit, | learnedthat there was
not much differencebetween théhalf and the whole.
Oneday, inparticular, annoffensive,simple-minded
pauper,whom with others | hadften seenused as
fencing stuff, ganding or sitting on a bushel in the
fields tokeepcattle andhimselffrom graying, \sited
me, andexpressed a wish to live asdld. He told
me, with the utmost simplicity and truth, quite su-
perior, orratherinferior, to any thing that iscalled
humility, that he was'deficient in intellect." These
were his words. The Lord hasiade him so, yet he
supposed the_ord cared as much for him as for
another. "l havealways been so," saide, "from my
childhood; I never had muchmind; | was notlike
other children; | amweak in thehead. It was the
Lord'swill, I suppose.” Andhere he was to prove the
truth of hiswords. He wasa metaphysidapuzzle to
me. | have rarely mea fellow-man on suclpromis-
ing ground,—it was saimple andsincere and strue
all that he aid. And, trueenough, irproportion as he
appeared tthumblehimself was heexalted. | did not
know at first ba it was the result of awise policy. It
seemedhat from such adsis oftruth andfrankness
as the poor weak-headegguper hadaid, ourinter-
course might gdorward tosomethingoetter than the
intercourse ofages.
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| had some guestBom those not reckonedom-
monly among th town'spoor, but whoshould be;
who are among theorld's poor, at anyate; guests
who appeal, not toyour hospitality, butto your hos-
pitalality; who earnestly wish tbe helped, and pref-
ace their appealwith the informationthat they are
resolved, for one thing, mer to helpthemselves. |
require of avisitor that he be notctually starving,
though he mayhave the very best appetite in the
world, however he got itObjects ofcharity are not
guests. Men who did not know when their visit had
terminated, though | went about rbysinessagain,
answering them fromgreater and greater remote-
ness. Men ofllmost every degree of witlled on me
in the migrating seasonSome who hadnore wits
than they knewvhat to do with; runawaglaveswith
plantation manners, whisstened from time tdime,
like the fox in thefable, as ifthey heard thénounds
a-baying on theitrack, andooked at me beseeching-
ly, as much as to say,—

"O Christian, will you send me back?"

One real runaway slave, among therest, whom |
helped toforward toward thenorthstar. Men of one
idea, like a hen with onechicken, andthat aduck-
ling; men of athousandideas, andunkemptheads,
like thosehenswhich aremade totake charge of a
hundredchickens, all inpursuit of one bug, acore
of them lost inevery morning's dew,—andbecome
frizzled andmangy inconsequence; men afeas in-
stead of legs, a sodf intellectual centipede that
made youwcraw! all over. One maproposed a book in
which visitors should write their names, as at the
White Mountains;but, alas! lhave too good anem-
ory to make thamecessary.
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| could not but noticesome of thepeculiarities of
my visitors. Girls and boys angloung women gen-
erally seemed glad to be in the woods. They looked
in the pond and at th8owers, andimproved their
time. Menof businessgvenfarmers, thought only of
solitude andemployment, and ofhe greatdistance
at which | dwelt from something or other; and
though theysaid that they loved aramble in the
woods occasionallyit was obviousthat they did not.
Restlesscommitted menwhose time was altaken
up in getting aliving or keepingit; ministers who
spoke of God as ithey enjoyed amonopoly of the
subject, whocould not bear alkinds of opinions;
doctors,lawyers,uneasyhousekeepers wharied into
my cupboard and bedhen | wasout,-how caméVirs.
——to know that mysheets were not as clearnh&ss?
—young men who hadeased to beoung, and had
concludedthat it was safest to follev the beaten
track of the professions,—allthese generally said
that it was notpossible to do senuch good in my
position. Ay! there was the rub. The old and infirm
and the timid, ofwhatever age osex, thought most
of sickness, and sdén accident and death; tihem
life seemedull of danger,—what danger there if you
don'tthink of any?—and theyhought that a prudent
manwould carefully select thesafest posion, where
Dr. B. might be on hand at a momen#sarning.
To them thevillage wasliterally a com-munity,a
league formutual defence, and you woulduppose
that they would not goa-huckleberryingwithout a
medicinechest. Theamount of it is, if a man ialive,
there is always-dangertha he may die, though the
dangermust beallowed to beless inproportion as
he is dead-and-alive to begiwith. A man sits as
many risks as he rungzinally, there were the self-
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styledreformers, th@reatest bores @fll, whothought
that | wasforever singing,—

This is thehousethat | built;
This is the marthat lives in thehousethat | built;

but they did not knowthat thethird line was,—

These are théolks thatworry the man
Thatlives in thehouse that | built.

| did notfear thehen-harriers, for | kepho chickens;
but | feared themen-harriersrather.
| had more cheering visitors than the laGhil-

dren comea-berrying, railroad metaking a Sunday
morning walk incleanshirts, fishermerandhunters,
poets and philosophers, short, allhonest pilgrims,
who came out to thevoods forfreedom'ssake, and
really left the village behind, | was ready tgreet
with,-"Welcome, Englishmen! welcome, English-
men!" for | had hadcommunication withthat race.



The Bean-Field

MEANWHILE my beans, the length afhose
rows, addedogether, wasevenmiles alreadyplant-
ed, were impatient to be hoed, for thearliest had
grown considerably before thelatest were in the
ground; indeed they were not easily to be poft.
What was the meaning dhis so steady andself-
respectingthis smallHerculean labor, knew not. |
came tolove myrows, my beans, though so many
more than |wanted. Theyattached me to the earth,
and so | got strengthlike Antaeus. But whyshould
I raise them? Only Heaven knows.This was my
curious labor allsummer,—to make thiportion of
the earths surface,which hadyielded only cinque-
foil, blackberries, Johnswort, and thdike, before,
sweet wild fruits and pleasant flowersproduce in-
stead thigpulse.What shall llearn of beans or beans
of me? | cherishthem, | hoe themearly and late
I have an eye to them; anHis is my day's work.
It is a fine broad leaf tolook on. My auxiliaries are
the dews ad rains which water this dry soil, and
what fertility is in thesoail itself, which for the most
part islean andeffete. My enemies aravorms, cool
days, andmost of all woodchucks. Théast have
nibbled for me aquarter of amacre clean. Butvhat
right had | to oustlohnswort and theest, and break
up their ancientherb garden? Soon, however, the
remaining beans wilbe tootough for them, and go
forward to mee new foes.

When | wasfour years old, as vell remember,
I was brought fromBoston to this mynative town,
throughthesevery woods and thidield, to the pond.
It is oneof the oldestscenestamped on my memory.
And now to-night myflute haswaked theechoes over
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thatvery water. Thepinesstill stand herelder than

I; or, if some have fallen, | havecooked my supper
with their stumps, and a newrowth is rising all
around,preparinganotheraspect for nevinfant eyes.
Almost the sameJohnswort springs from the same
perennial root inthis pasture, andeven | have at
length helped to clothe thatabulouslandscape of
my infant dreams, and one of theesults of my
presence anéhfluence is seen ithese bean leaves,
corn blades, andgotatovines.

| planted about twaacres and a half dfipland;
and asit was only aboutfifteen yearssince the land
was cleared, and | myself hapbt out two or three
cords of sumps, | did not give it any manure; but
in the course of thesummer it appeared by tlaerow-
headswhich | turned up inhoeing, that an extinct
nation had anciently dweltere and planted corn and
beans ere white merame to clear thé&and, and so,
to someextent, hadexhausted thesoil for this very
crop.

Before yet any woodchuck osquirrel had run
across theoad, or the sun had gabove the shrub-
oaks,while all the dew was orthough thefarmers
warned me against,—I| would advise you to do all
your work if possible while the dew isn,—I began
to level theranks ofhaughtyweeds in my bean-field
andthrow dust uportheir headsEarly in the morn-
ing | worked barefooteddabbling like aplastic artist
in the dewyand crumblingsand, but latein the day
the sunblistered myfeet. There the sufighted me to
hoe beans, pacinglowly backward and forward over
that yellow gravelly upland, between the longreen
rows, fifteen rods, the one end terminating in a shrub
oak copsewhere | couldrest in theshade, theother
in ablackberry field where thgreen berriesleepened
their tintsby the time | hadnadeanotherbout. Re-
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moving theweeds,putting fresh soil about the bean
stems, anencouraging thisveed which | hadsown,
making theyellow soil express its simmer thought
in beanleaves and blossomsther than inworm-
wood andpiper andmillet grass,making the earth
saybeans instead ajrass,—this was myaily work.
As | had little aidfrom horses ocattle, orhired men
or boys, orimprovedimplements of husbadry, | was
much slower, andbecamemuch more intimate with
my beansthan usual. Butabor of thehands,even
when pursued to theverge ofdrudgery, isperhaps
never the worsform of idleness. It has &onstant
andimperishablemoral, and to thescholar ityields
a classicresult. A veryagricola laboriosuswas | to
travellersbound westwat throughLincoln andWay-
land to nobody knows where; they sitting #teir
ease in gigswith elbows on knees, and reitmsely
hanging infestoons; | thehome-staying,laborious
native of thesoil. But soon myhomesteadvas out of
their sight andthought. It was the onlyopen and
cultivatedfield for a great distance on eithside of
the road; so they made thmost of it; andsome-
times the man in the fielheard more of travellers'
gossip andcommentthan wasmeant for his ear:
"Beans sdate! peas state!"—for | continued to plant
when others had begun tme,—theministerial hus-
bandman had nosuspected it"Corn, my boy, for
fodder; cornfor fodder." "Does helive there?"asks
the black bonnet of the graycoat; and the hard-
featuredfarmer reins up hisgrateful dobbin to in-
quire what you aredoing where hesees namanure
in the furrow, andrecommends #ittle chip dirt, or
any little waste stuff, or it may beashes omlaster.
But here were two acres and a halffofrows, and
only a hoe forcart and two hands to draw it,—there
being anaversion toother cartsand horses,—and
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chip dirt far away. Fellow-travellers aghey rattled
by compared italoud with thefields which they had
passed, sdhat | came toknow how | stood in the
agricultural world. This was onefield not in Mr.
Colman'sreport. And, by thevay, whoestimates the
value of the crop whictNature yields in the still
wilder fields unimproved by man? The crop &hg-
lish hayis carefullyweighed, themoisturecalculated,
the silicates and the potash; but in all dells godd
holes in the woods anglstures and swamgsows a
rich andvarious cropnly unreaped by mamMinewas,
as it were, the connecting link betweenild and
cultivated fields; assome states arecivilized, and
others half-civilized,and others savage barbarous,
so my field was, though not in a badense, aalf-
cultivated field. Theywere beanscheerfully return-
ing to theirwild and primitivestate that | cultivated,
and my hoe played thRanz des Vachd&®r them.

Near athand,upon the topmosspray ofa birch,
sings thebrown-thrasher-or red mavigs somelove
to call him-all the norning, glad ofyour society,that
would find out anotherfarmer's field if yours were
not here.While you areplanting theseed, hecries,—
"Drop it, dropit,—cover it up,cover itup,—pull it up,
pull it up, pull it up.” But this was not corn, and so
it was safe fronsuchenemies as he. You mayonder
what hisrigmarole, hisamateurPaganiniperform-
ances on onetring or ontwenty, have to do with
your planting, and yet prefer it teached ashes or
plaster. It wasa cheap sort of togressing inwhich |
had entirefaith.

As | drew a stillfresher soil about theows with
my hoe, | disturbed thashes ofinchronicled nations
who in primeval yeardived undertheseheavens, and
their small implements of war andunting were
brought to thelight of this modernday. They lay
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mingled with other natural stones,some of which
bore themarks ofhavingbeen burned by Indidfires,
and some by the sun, and also bitspoftery and
glass bought hither by theecent cultivators of the
soil. When my hoe tinklecagainst thestones,that
music echoed to th&oods and thesky, and was an
accompaniment to my labor which yielded iastant
and immeasurablerop. It was no longdbeansthat

I hoed, nor Ithat hoedbeans; and |aemembered
with as much pity aspride, if | remembered all,
my acquaintances who hagone to thecity to at-
tend theoratorios. Tl night-hawkcircled overhead
in the sunnyafternoons—for lsometimesnade a day
of it—like a mote in theeye, or in heaven's eye, fall-
ing from time to timewith a swoopand a sound as if
the heavens wereent, torn at last to very rags and
tatters, and yet aeamless cope&emained; small
imps thatfill the air and laytheir eggs on the ground
on bare sand or rocks onghops of hills, where few
have found them;graceful andslender lile ripples
caught up from the pond, &saves aregaised by the
wind to float in the heavenssuch kindredship is in
Nature. The hawk iserial bother ofthe wavewhich
he sails over andsurveys, those his perfeair-in-
flated wings answering tahe elementalunfledged
pinions of the sea. Or sometimesvatched apair
of hen-hawkscircling high in the sky, alternately
soarirg and descendingapproaching andeaving
one another, as ithey were thembodiment of my
own thoughts. Or | was attracted by tpassage of
wild pigeonsfrom this wood tothat, with aslight
quivering winnowing sound and carridraste; or
from under arotten stump my hoe turned up sug-
gish portentous and outlandis$potted salamander,
a trace of Egyptaindthe Nile, yet our contemporary.
When | paused ttean on my hoethese sounds and
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sights Iheard and saw any where in the row, a part
of the inexhaustiblentertainmentwhich thecountry
offers.

On gala days th@own firesits greatguns,which
echolike popguns to these woods, and sonafs of
martial musicoccasionallypenetrate thuar. To me,
away there in my bean-field at the other end of the
town, the big gunsounded as if a puff ball hdmlirst;
and when there was a militatyrnout ofwhich | was
ignorant, | havesometimes had waguesense all the
day of some sort of itching ardisease irthe horizon,
asif some eruption would break out therem, either
scarlatina orcanker-rashuntil atlength some more
favorable puff of wind, making haste over thigelds
and up the Wayland road, brought rmdormation of
the "trainers.” It seemed by thdistant hum as if
somebody'shees hadswarmed, and that theeigh-
bors, according to Wil's advice, by afaint tintin-
nabulumupon the mossonorous oftheir domestic
utensils,wereendeavoring taeall themdowninto the
hive again. And when theounddied quite away, and
the hum had ceased, and the mdstvorablebreezes
told notale, | knewthat they had got tHast drone of
them all safely intdhe Middlesex hive, anthat now
their minds were bedron the honewith which it was
smeared.

| felt proud toknow that theliberties of Massachu-
setts and of oufatherlandwere in suchsafe keep-
ing; and as | turned to my hoeirzgain | was filled
with an inexpressibleconfidence, and pursued my
labor cherfully with a calm trust in thefuture.

When therewere severabands ofmusicians, it
sounded as if all theillage was a vdasbellows, and
all the buildings egarded and collapsedalternately
with a din. But sometimes it was a really noble and
inspiring strain that reached these woods, and the
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trumpet thatsings offame, and Ifelt as if | could
spit a Mexican with a goodrelish,—for why should
we alwaysstand for trifles?—andboked round for a
woodchuck or a skunk texercise mychivalry upon.
These mdial strainsseemed as far away &ales-
tine, and remindg me of a marchof crusaders in
the horizon, with aslight tantivy andtremulous mo-
tion of the elm-tree tops whiobverhang thevillage.
This was one of thgreatdays; though the sky had
from my clearing only the sameverlastingly great
look that itwearsdaily, and | saw ndalifference in it.

It was a singular experiencethat long acquaint-
ance which Icultivated withbeans, whatvith plant-
ing, and hoeing, and harvesting, and threshing, and
picking over, andselling them,—thelast was the
hardest of all,—I might adeating, for | did taste. |
was determined to know bean®/hen they were
growing, | used to hoe from five'clock in themorn-
ing till noon, andcommonly spent the rest of the
day about othemaffairs. Consider theintimate and
curious acquaintance onmakeswith various kinds
of weeds,-itwill bear some iteratiom the account,
for there was no littleiteration in the labor,—dis-
turbing their delicateorganizations so ruthlessly, and
making such invidious distinctions with his hoe,
levelling whole ranks of onespecies, andedulously
cultivatinganotherThat'sRoman wormwood,—that's
pigweed,—that's sorrel,—that's piper-grass,—have at
him, chop him up.turn hisrootsupward to the sun,
don't let him have #bre in the shade, if you dee'l
turn himselft'otherside up and be as green as a leek
in two days A long war, nd with cranes, but with
weeds, thos@rojans who had sun amdin and dews
on their side. Daily thebeans saw meome to their
rescuearmed with a hoe, and thin thanks oftheir
enemies, fillingup the trencheswith weedy dead.
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Many a lusty crest-wavingHector, that towered a
whole foot above hiscrowding comradesfell before
my weapon andolled in thedust.

Thosesummer daysvhich some of my contempo-
raries devoted to the fine arts in Boston or Rome, and
others tocontemplation inndia, and otherso trade
in London or NewYork, | thus, with theotherfarm-
ersof New Englanddevoted tohusbandry. Not that
| wantedbeans tceat, for | amby naturea Pythag-
orean, so far as beans are concermdtgther they
mean porridge owroting, and exchanged them for
rice; but, perchance, asomemustwork in fields if
only for the sake of tropesnd expression, to serve a
parable-maker onday. It was on thevhole arare
amusement, which, continued too long, might have
become alissipation. Though gavethem nomanure,
and did not hoe them all once, | habgém unusually
well as far as Wwent, and was paid for it in the end,
"there being intruth," asEvelyn says, "no compost
or leeetationwhatsoevercomparable tahis continual
motion, repastination, antdirning of themould with
the spade.”The earth,” he adds elsewhetespecial-
ly if fresh, has aertain magnetism in it, bwhich
it attracts tle salt, power, or virtue (call it efter)
which gives it life, and is the dgic of all thelabor
and stir we keep about it, to sustain us; all dungings
and othersordid temperings being Hduthe vicars
succedaneous tthis improvement."Moreover, this
being one othose "worn-out anéxhausted layields
which enjoy their sabbath,” had perchance, as Sir
Kenelm Digby thinks likely, attracted"vital spirits"
from the air. | harvestediwelve bushels of beans.

But to be moreparticular; for it iscomplainedthat
Mr. Colman has reported chiefly the exgive ex-
periments of gentlemefarmers; myoutgoes were,—
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Forahoe, ... $0 54
Ploughing, harrowing, and furrowing, ... 7 50, Too much.
Beans for seed, ... 3 121,
Potatoes “ ... U P UU U PP PPRTN 1 33
Peas o e, 0 40
Turnip seed, ... 0 06
White line for crow fence, ... .. 0 02
Horse cultivator and boy three hours, ... 1 00
Horse and cart to get crop, ......................... 075
In all, ... $14 7214

My income was, (patrem familias vendacem, non
emacem esse oportet,) from

Nine bushels and twelve quarts of beans sold, ...... $16 94
Five “ large potatoes, 2 50
Nine “ small “ 2 25
GIass, ...oooooooiiiiiiiiiiiiaiieaaeaan 1 00
Stalks, .. 075

In all, ... $23 44

Leaving gpecuniary profit, as | havalsewhere said, of $8 Yb.

This is the result of mgxperience imaising beans.
Plant thecommon smallwhite bushbean about the
first of June, inrows threefeet by eighteeninches
apart, beingcareful to selectfresh round and un-
mixed seed. First look out foworms, andsupply
vacancies bylantinganew. Then look out for wood-
chucks, if it is arnexposedplace, for theywill nibble
off the earliesttenderleaves almost clean as they
go; and again,when theyoung tendrils maketheir
appearance, they have notice ibf and will shear
them off with bothbuds and youngods,sitting erect
like a squirrel. But above atarvest as early gsos-
sible, if youwould escapdrosts and have a fair and
saleablecrop; you maysavemuchloss bythis means.

This further experience alsd gained. |said to
myself, Iwill not plant beans andorn with so much
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industry another summer, bwuch seeds, if theeed
is not lost, as sincerityfruth, simplicity, faith, in-
nocence, and the like, and se¢hiéywill not grow in
this soil, evenwith less toil andnanurance, andus-
tain me, for surelyt has not beemxhausted fothese
crops. Alas!l said this to myself; but nowanother
summer isgone, and another, ananother, and |
am obliged to say toyou, Reader,that the seeds
which | planted, if indeed theyvere the seeds of
thosevirtues,were wormeaten or had lost their vital-
ity, and so did notome up.Commonly merwill only
be brave as theifatherswere bave, ortimid. This
generation is vergure toplant cornand beanach
new year precisely as théndians didcenturies ago
and taught thefirst settlers to do, as if there were a
fate in it. 1 saw an old man thether day, to my
astonishmentmaking theholes with a hoe for the
seventieth time at least, and not famself to lie
down in! But whyshould not theNew Englander try
new adventures, and not lay so mustiess on his
grain, hispotato andgrasscrop, and hisorchards?—
raiseothercrops tharthese? Whyconcernourselves
so much about our beans for seed, and nocde
cerned at allabout anew generation omen? We
should really be fed and cheered if when we met a
manwe were sure to seiat some of thequalities
which | have named,which we all prize morghan
thoseother productions, butwhich are for the most
part broacast andloating in the air, had takeroot
and grown in him. Here comes such a subtile and
ineffable quality, forinstance, astruth or justice,
though the slightest amount or new variety of it,
along theroad. Our ambassadosbould banstructed
to sendhome suclseeds ashese, andCongress help
to distributethemover all theland. Weshould never
stand upon ceremony withnsierity. We should never
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cheat and insultand banish one another by our
meanness, if there were present the kernel of worth
and friendliness. Wehould not meethus in haste.
Most men | do not meet all, for they seem not to
have time; they are busy abotheir beans. We
would notdeal with a marthus plodding everlean-

ing on a hoe or a spade ass#aff between his work,
not as a mushroomput partially risen out of the
earth, something more than erect, like swallows
alighted andwalking on the ground.—

"And as hespake, his wings would now and then
Spread ashe meant tofly, then closeagain,"

so that we should suspect thatve might be con-

versingwith anangel. Bread mawyot alwaysnourish

us but it alwaysdoes usgood, it eventakes stiffness
out of our joints, and makes usupple anduoyant,

when weknew not whatailed us, torecognize any
generosity in man oNature, toshare anyunmixed

andheroic joy.

Ancient poetry and mythologysuggest, atleast,
that husbandry waence asacredart; but it ispur-
sued with irreverenhaste andheedlessness by us,
our objectbeing tohavelarge farms andarge crops
merely. We have ndestival, nor procession, nor
ceremony, notexcepting our Cattle-shows and so
called Thanksgivings, byvhich thefarmerexpresses
a sense of thesacredness of his calling, or is re-
minded of its sacredrigin. It is thepremium and the
feastwhich tempt him. Hesacrifices not taCeres and
the Terrestrial Jove, but to the inferralutusrather.
By avarice and selfishnesand a grovelling habit,
from which none of us isree, ofregarding the soil as
property, or themeans of acquiringroperty chiefly,
the landscape is deformed, husbandrydsgraded
with us, and the farmdeads the meanest ties.
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He knows Nature but as sobber. Cab says that the
profits of agricultue are particularly pious or just,
(maximeque pius queoestuspd according to Varro
the old Romanscalled the samesarth Mother and
Ceres, andhought that they whaultivated it led a
pious anduseful life, and that theyalone wereleft

of the race of King Saturn.”

We are wont to forgetthat the sunlooks on our
cultivatedfields and on theprairies andforests with-
out distinction. They all reflecand absorb his rays
alike, and theformer make but amall part of the
glorious picture which hebeholds in his daily course.
In his view the earth is allequally cultivatedike a
garden. Therefore we shouleceive tle benefit of his
light and heatith a correspondingrust andmag-
nanimity. What though Ivalue the seed of these
beans, and harveghat in the fall of the year? This
broad fieldwhich | have looked atso long looks not
to me as the principalcultivator, but away from me
to influencesmore genial to it, whichwater and
make it green. Thesdeans haveaesultswhich are
not harvested byne. Do they not grow fomwood-
chucks partly? The ear of wheat, (ihatin spica,
obsoletelyspeca,from spe,hope,) should not be the
only hope of thehusbandman; itkernel or grain
(granum, from gerendo,bearing,) is not all that it
bears. Howithen, can our harvest fail3hall | not
rejoice also at theabundance of theveedswhose
seeds are thgranary of thebirds? It matterslittle
comparatively whether thdields fill the farmer's
barns. The trubusbandman wiltease fromanxiety,
as the squirrelsmanifest noconcernwhether the
woodswill bear chestnutghis year or not, and finish
his labor withevery day, relinquishing allclaim to
the produce of his fields, arghcrificing in his mind
not only his first but his last fruitalso.
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AFTERhoeing, omperhaps readingnd writing,

in the forenoon, | usually bathedgain in the pond,
swimming acrossone of its coves for &tint, and
washed thedust of labor from my person, or
smoothed out the last wrinkle whistudy had made,
and for the afternoonwas absolutelyfree. Every day
or two | strolled to tle village to hearsome of the
gossipwhich isincessantlygoing onthere,circulating
either frommouth to mouth, or frormewspaper to
newspaper, and whicliaken inhomoeopathialoses,
was really agefreshing in its wayas the rustle of
leaves and th@eeping offrogs. As Iwalked in the
woods to see the birdsnd squirrels, so walked in
the village to see the men arbys; instead ofthe
wind among thepines Iheard the cartgattle. In one
direction from my house there was aolony of
muskrats in theaiver meadows; under thgrove of
elms andbuttonwoods inthe otherhorizon was a
village of busy men, as curious to me as if they had
been prairiedogs, eachsitting at themouth of its
burrow, orrunning over to aneighbor's togossip. |
went therefrequently toobservetheir habits. The
village appeared to me a great news room; and on
one side, to gpport it, asonce atRedding & Com-
pany's onState Streetthey keptnuts andraisins, or
salt andmeal and othegroceries.Some havesuch a
vast appetite fothe former commaodity, that is, the
news, and sucbound digesti® organsthat they can
sit forever inpublic avenuesvithout stirring, and let
it simmer and whispethrough thenlike the Etesian
winds, or as if inhalingether, it only producing
numbness andnsensibility to pain,—otherwise it
would often be painful tdhear,—withoutaffecting the
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consciousness. tardly ever failedwhen | rambled
through thevillage, to se a row of such worthies,
either sitting on aladder sunninghemselves, with
their bodies inclinedorward andtheir eyes glancing
along the linethis way andthat, from time totime,
with avoluptuousexpression, oelseleaningagainst
a barnwith their hands intheir pocketsjike caryat-
ides, as if to prop iup. They, being commonly out
of doors,heard whatever was in tiveind. These are
the coarsest mills, in which aljossip isfirst rudely
digested or cracked ulpefore it isemptied intofiner
and moredelicate hopperswithin doors. |observed
that thevitals of thevillage were the grocery, the bar-
room, thepost-office, andthe bank; and, as aeces-
sary part of themachinery, they kept &ell, a big
gun, and dire-engine, at conveniemqlaces; and the
houseswere soarranged as to makthe most of
mankind, inlanes andronting oneanother, so that
every traveller had to run thgantlet, andevery man,
woman, andchild might get a lick atim. Of course,
those who were statiodenearest to the head of the
line, wherethey could most see and be seen, and
have the firsblow at him, paid thénighestprices for
their places; and the fewtragglinginhabitants in
the outskirts,where long gaps in théne began to
occur, andthe traveller could get ovemalls or turn
asideinto cowpaths, and sescape, paid a vesfight
ground orwindow tax. Signswere hung out on all
sides toallure him; some tocatch him by theappe-
tite, as theavern ad victuallingcellar; some by the
fancy, as the drgoods store and the jeweller's; and
others by the hair or thieet or the kirts, as thebar-
ber, the shoemaker, or thailor. Besidesthere was
a still more terriblestandingnvitation to call at every
one of these houses, and compangxpected about
thesetimes. For thanostpart | escapedvonderfully
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from these dangers,either by proceeding at once
boldly andwithout deliberation to the goal, as is rec-
ommended to those who run thgantlet, or bykeep-
ing my thoughts orhigh things, like Orpheus, who,
"loudly singing thepraises of the gods to higre,
drowned thevoices of theSirens, andkept out of
danger.”" Sometimes Ibolted suddenly, andhobody
could tell my whereabouts, for | did not stand much
aboutgracefulness, andeverhesitated at a gap in a
fence. | waseven accustomed to make an irruption
into somehouseswhere | waswell enterained, and
after learning the kernel and verylast sieve-ful of
news, what hadsubsided, the prospects of war and
peace, andvhether theworld was likely to hold to-
gethermuch longer, | was let outhrough therear
avenues, and so escaped to the woods again.

It was verypleasant, when | staildte in town, to
launchmyselfinto thenight, especially if it wasdark
and tempestuous, and seail from some bright vil-
lage parlor orlecture room, with a bagof rye or
Indian meal upon mghoulder, for mysnugharbor
in the woodshaving made all tightvithout andwith-
drawn undehatches with a merrgrew ofthoughts,
leaving only myouter man at the helm, ewentying
up the helm when it was plaigailing. | hadmany
a genialthought by thecabinfire "as | sailed." | was
never casaway nor digessed in anyeather, though
| encounteredsome severstorms. It is darker in the
woods, even in commomights, thanmost suppose. |
frequently had to look up at thepeningbetween the
treesabove thepath inorder to learn myoute, and,
where there was necart-path, to feel with my feet the
faint track which | had worn, osteer by the&known
relation ofparticulartrees which Felt with my hands,
passing betweerwo pines forinstance, not more
thaneighteerinchesapart, in tle midst of thevoods,
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invariably, in tke darkest night.Sometimes,after
coming homethus late in a dark anchuggy night,
when myfeet felt the pathwhich my eyes could not
see,dreaming andabsent-minded alhe way, until

| was aroused bhaving toraise myhand to lift the
latch, | have nobeenable to recall a singlstep of
my walk, and | havehought thatperhaps my body
would find its way hora if its master shouldorsake
it, asthe hand finds its way to the mouth without as-
sistance. Severdimes, when avisitor chanced to
stay into evening, and it proveddark night, | was
obliged toconduct him to the cart-path in thear of
the house, and thepoint out to him thedirection he
was topursue, and irkeeping which he was to be
guided rather by hisfeet than hiseyes. Onevery
dark night I directedthus ontheir way twoyoung
men who had beefishing in thepond. Theylived
about a mile offthrough thewoods, andwere quite
used to the route. A day or tvadter one ofthemtold
me that they wandered about the greapart of the
night, close bytheir ownpremises, and dinot get
home till towardmorning, bywhich time, asthere
had been severadheavy sowers in themean while,
and the leaves weneery wet, theywere drenched to
their skins. Ihave heard of mangoing astrayeven
in thevillage streets, when thdarkness was so thick
that youcould cut it with aknife, as thesaying is.
Some who live in theutskirts,having come tdown
a-shopping intheir wagons, havéeen obliged to put
up for the night; andentlemen ahladiesmaking a
call have gone half a mile out of their wayeeling
the sidewalk onlywith their feet, and noknowing
whentheyturned. It is asurprising and memorable,
aswell asvaluableexperience, to bkst in the woods
any time. Often in a snowstorm, even by day, one
will come outupon awell-known ad, and yet find
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it impossible to tell which way leads to the village.
Though he knowshat he hadravelled it athousand
times, hecannotrecognize deature in it, but it is as
strange to him as if itvere a road inSiberia. By
night, ofcourse, theerplexity is infinitelygreater. In
our most trivialwalks, we areconstantly,though un-
consciously steering likepilots bycertainwell-known
beacons andeadlands, and if we gbeyond our
usualcourse westill carry in ourminds the bearing
of some neighboring capeand nottill we are com-
pletely lost, orturnedround,—for a mameeds only
to be turned roundonce with his eyes shut in this
world to belost,—do weappreciate thevastness and
strangeness dNature. Every man has tdearn the
points of compass again asften ashe awakes,
whether from kep or anyabstraction. Not till we
are lost, in other words, not till we haviest the
world, do we begin to find ourselves, andealize
where we are and thafinite extent of ourrelations.

One afternoon, near the end of the first summer,
when | went to thevillage to get ashoe from the cob-
bler's, | was seized and punto jail, because, as |
hawe elsewhererelated, | did not pay a tax to, or
recognize theauthority of, the statevhich buys and
sells men, women, anchildren, like cattle at the
door of its senate-house. | hadone down to the
woods forother purposes. Butyherever a magoes,
menwill pursue and pawim with their dirty institu-
tions,and, if they cangonstrain him to belong to their
desperate odd-fellowociety. It istrue, | might have
resisted forcibly with more dess éfect, might have
run"amok" against society; butpreferred thasociety
should run'amok” against me, ibeing the desperate
party. However, | waseleased theextday, obtained
my mendedshoe, andeturned to thevoods inseason
to getmy dinner of huckleberries drair-HavenHill.
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I was nevermolested by any person bthose who
represented thetate. | had ndock nor bolt but for
the desk which held mpapers, not evenrail to put
over mylatch orwindows. | never fastened ndoor
night or day, though | was to be abssaveraldays;
not even when thaext fall | spent dortnight in the
woods of Maine. And yet myouse was more re-
spectedthan if it had bee surrounded bya file of
soldiers. Thetired ramblercould rest andvarm him-
self by myfire, the literary amusdimself with the
few books on myable, or the curious, bygpening my
closetdoor, see what wdseft of my dinner, and what
prospect | had o supper.Yet, though manypeople
of everyclasscamethis way to thepond, | suffered
no seriousinconvenience from thessources, and |
nevermissed anyhing but onesmall book, a volume
of Homer, whichperhaps wasmproperly gilded, and
this | trust asoldier of ourcamp has found by this
time. | amconvinced,that if all menwere to live as
simply as | then didthieving and robberyvould be
unknown. These take place only in communities
where some have gotmore than is sufficientwhile
othershave not enough. ThPope'sHomerswould
soon gefproperlydistributed.—

"Nec bella fuerunt,
Faginusastabat dunscyphus antelapes.”

"Nor wars didmen molest,
When only beecherbowls were in request.”

"You who govern publicaffairs, whatneed have you
to employ punishments? Love virtue, and the people
will be virtuous. Thevirtues of asuperior man are
like thewind; the virtues of &ommon man aréke

the grass; thegrass, when thevind passeover it,
bends.”



The Ponds

SOMETIMES, having had asurfeit of human

society andgyossip, and worn owll my village friends,
| rambled still farther westward than | habitually
dwell, into yet moreunfrequentedarts of thetown,
"to freshwoods andpasturesew,"” or, while the sun
was setting,made my supper of huckleberries and
blueberries orFFair Haven Hill, and laid up a store
for severaldays. Thefruits do notyield their true
flavor to the purchaser of themnpor to him who
raisesthem for themarket. here is but one way to
obtain it, yet few take that way. If yowould know
the flavor of huckleberries, ask theow-boy or the
partridge. It is a vulgaerror to supposthat you have
tasted huckleberriesho never pluckethem. A huck-
leberry never reacheBoston; theyhave not been
known theresince they grew on her three hills. The
ambrosial and essential part of theif is lost with
the bloom which isrubbed off in the market cart,
andthey become mere prvender. As long as Eternal
Justicereigns, not one innocemtuckleberry can be
transported thithefrom the country's hills.

Occasionally after myhoeing wagdone for theday,
I joined some impatient companion whohad been
fishing on the pongincemorning, assilent and mo-
tionless as aluck or a floatingeaf, and, aftemprac-
tising various kinds ofphilosophy, had concluded
commonly, bythe timel arrived, that hebelonged to
the ancientsect of Coenobites. There was owoder
man, anexcellent fsher andskilled in all kinds of
woodcraft, who wagpleased to lok upon my house as
a building erectedor the convenience ofishermen;
and| wasequallypleasedvhen he sat in my doorway
to arrange hidines. Once in a while we s&bgether
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on the pond, he at one end of the boat, and | at the
other; but notmary words passedetween us, for he
had grown deaf in his later years, but leecasionally
hummed apsalm, which harmonizedwell enough
with my philosophy. Our intercourse wasus alto-
gether one of unbrokeharmony, farmore pleasing
to remembethan if it had beercarried onby speech.
When, as waommonly thecase, | had none to
communewith, | used to raise thechoes by sikking
with a paddle on thside of myboat,filling the sur-
rounding woods with circling and dilating sound,
stirring them up as th&eeper of a menagerie his
wild beasts, until Elicited a growlfrom every wooded
vale andhill-side.

In warm evenings Ilfrequently sat in thdoat play-
ing the flute, and saw thgerch,which | seemed to
have charmed,hovering around me,and themoon
travelling over theibbedbottom, which was strewed
with the wrecks of the foresEormerly | ha come to
this pondadventurouslyfrom time to time, in dark
summemights, with a companion, ancthaking a fire
close to thewater's edge, which wihoughtattracted
the fishes, we caught poutsith a bunch ofworms
strung on a&hread; and when we hatbne, far in the
night, threw théburning brands higimto the airlike
skyrockets, whichgcoming downinto the pond,were
quenched with a loullissing, and we were suddenly
groping intotal darkness. Through thishistling a
tune, wetook our way to theéhaunts of meragain.
But now | had made my home by tlshore.

Sometimesafter staying in avillage parlor till the
family had all retired, |1 have returned to tivods,
and, partly with a view to the neday'sdinner,spent
the hours ofmidnight fishing from aboat by moon-
light, serenaded bgwls and bxes, and hearing, from
time to time, thecreaking note ofsome unknown
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bird close athand. These experiences weneery
memorable andvaluable tome,—anchored in forty
feet of water, andwenty or thirtyrodsfrom theshore,
surroundedsometimes bythousands oEmall perch
and shinersdimpling the surfacevith their tails in
the moonlight, anccommunicating by a lonflaxen
line with mysteriousnocturnalfisheswhich had their
dwelling forty feetbelow, or sometimedraggingsixty
feet ofline about the pond ak drifted in thegentle
night breeze, now anthen feeling aslight vibration
along it, indicative of some life prowling about its
extremity, of dulluncertain blunderingurposethere,
and slow tomake up itsmind. At length you lswly
raise, pulling hand over handsome horned pout
squeaking and squirming to the upjpér It was very
queer,especially in darkiights, when yourthoughts
had wandered to vast antbsmogonal themes in
other spheres, tdeel this faint jerk, which came to
interrupt your dreams and link you Mature again.
It seemed as if night next cast myine upward into
the air, as well addownward intothis elementwhich
wasscarcely moralense. Thus ¢aught twadfishes as
it were with onehook.

The scenery of Waldeis on a humble scale,and,
though verybeautiful, does noapproach tayrandeur,
nor can itmuch concern one who has ntung fre-
quented it ofived by its shore; yet this pond is so
remarkable for its depth arglrity as to nerit apar-
ticular description. It is a clear andeep greenwell,
half amile long and a mile anthreequarters incir-
cumference, and contains aboiktysone and a half
acres; a perennial spring inetimidst of pine and oak
woods, without anyvisible inlet or outlet except by
theclouds ancekvaporation. Theurroundingills rise
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abruptly from thewater to theheight of brty to eighty
feet, though orthe south-east anehst theyattain to
about onehundred and onéundred andifty feet re-
spectively, within a quarter and ahird of a mile.
They are exclusivelyvoodland. All ourConcord wa-
ters have twacolors atleast, one whewiewed at a
distance, andanother,more proper,close athand.
The first dependamore on the lightand follows the
sky. In clearweather, insummer, theyappear blue
at a little distance, especially iagitated, and at a
great distance all appealike. In stormyweather they
are sometimes of darkslatecolor. The seahowever,
is said to beblue one day and green anotathout
any perceptiblechange in theatmosphere. | have
seen our river, when, thelandscape beingovered
with snow, both water and icevere almost as green
asgrass. Some caider blue "to be theolor of pure
water, whethefiquid or solid." But, looking directly
downinto ourwaters from a boat, they aseen to be
of very different colors. Walden isblue at one time
and green atanother, even from the sanmp®int of
view. Lying between theearth and tb heavens, it
partakes of thecolor of both. Viewed from ahill-top

it reflects thecolor of the sky, butear at hand it is
of a yellowish tintnext theshorewhere you can see
the sand, then &ght green, whichgraduallydeepens
to a uniform darkgreen in thebody of the pond. In
somelights, viewed everfrom a hill-top, it is of a
vivid greennext theshore. Some have referred this
to the reflection of th&erdure; but it isequallygreen
there against the railroadand-bank, and in the
spring, before theleaves areexpanded, and it may be
simply theresult of theprevailing blue mixedwith
the yellow of thesand. Such is thecolor of its iris.
This is thatportion, alsowhere in thespring, the ice
being warmed by the heat of the sweflectedfrom
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the bottom, andalso transmittedthrough the earth,
melts first and forms a narrow canal about tsidl
frozen middle. Like therest of our waters,when
much agitated, irclearweather, so that the surface
of the waves may reflect the sky at the right angle,
or because there is more lightixed with it, it ap-
pears at a littlelistance of alarkerblue than the sky
itself; and atsuch atime, being on itssurface, and
looking with dividedvision, so as to see theflection,
I have discerne@ matchlessand indescribable light
blue, such asvatered or changeabkilks andsword
blades suggest, moreceruleanthan the sky itself,
alternating with theoriginal dark green on the op-
posite sles of thewaves,which last appeared but
muddy incomparison. It isa vitreousgreenishblue,
asl remember it, likethosepatches of tb winter sky
seen through cloud vistas in the wesbefore sun-
down. Yet asingle glass of itsvater held up to the
light is ascolorless as aequalguantity of air. It is
well known that a large plate oflass will have a
greentint, owing, as themakers say, to itsbody,"
but a small piece of the same will be colorless. How
large a bodyof Walden water would be required to
reflect agreentint | have neverproved. Thewater
of ourriver is black or a verglark brown to ondook-
ing directly down on itand, like that of mostponds,
imparts to the body of onkathing in it ayellowish
tinge; but thiswater is of suclcrystallinepurity that
the body of the batheappears of amlabaster white-
ness, stillmore unnatural,which, as thelimbs are
magnified and distortedithal, produces a monstrous
effect, making fit studies for a Michael Angelo.

The water is so transparent that the bottom can
easily bediscerned at thdepth oftwenty-five or thir-
ty feet. Paddling over it, you may saaany feet be-
neath the surface thechools ofperch andshiners,
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perhaps onlyan inchlong, yet theformer easily dis-
tinguished by their transverse bars, and you think
that they must bascetic fishthat find asubsistence
there. Once, in thavinter, manyyears ago, when |
had been cutting holes through the ice inorder to
catch pickerel, as Istepped ashore | tossed my axe
back on to the icebut, as ifsome evilgenius had
directed it, itslid four orfive rods directly into one of
the holes,where thewater was twenty-fivdeet deep.
Out of curiosity, | lay down onthe ice and looked
through thehole, until | saw the axe &ttle on one
side, standing on its head, with itselve erect and
gently swaying to and fro with the pulse of thend;
and there it might haveaod erect andwaying till in
the course of time théandle rottedff, if | had not
disturbed it. Making anothérole directly over it with
an icechiselwhich | had, and cuttinglown the long-
esthirch whidch | couldfind in the neighborhoodwith
my knife, | made alip-noosewhich | attached to its
end, and, lettingt down carefully, passed it over the
knob of the handle, andrew it by aline along the
birch, and so pulled the axe out again.

The shore is composed of a beltshoothrounded
white stonedike paving stonesexcepting one or two
short sand beaches, and is so stebpt in many
places asingle leap will carry youinto water over
your head; andwere it not for its rmmarkable trans-
parency, that would be the last be seen of its bot-
tom till it rose onthe opposite sideSone think it is
bottomless. Itis nowheremuddy, and a casual ob-
serverwould say that there were meeeds at all in it;
and of noticeablglants,except in thdittle meadows
recentlyoverflowed,which do not properly belong to
it, a closerscrutiny does not detect a flag nor a bul-
rush, nor even dly, yellow or white, but only a few
small heart-leaves angotamogetons, angerhaps a
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water-target or two; allvhich however dather might
not perceive; and thesplants areclean ad bright
like the elementthey grow in. The tenes extend a
rod or two into thewater, and then the bottompsire
sand.except in the deepegtrts,where there is usual-
ly a little sediment, probablyjrom the decay of the
leaves whicthave beenwafted on to it so manguc-
cessivefalls, anda bright green weed idbrought up
on anchorseven inmidwinter.

We have one othepond just like thisWhite Pond
in Nine Acre Coner, about two and a haltfiles west-
erly; but, though | am acquaintedith most of the
ponds withina dozenmiles of this centre, | do not
know a third ofthis pure andvell-like chaacter.Suc-
cessivenations perchance have drank at, admired,
andfathomed it, angpassedaway, and still its water
is green and pellucid asver. Not anintermitting
spring! Perhaps orthat springmorning when Adam
and Eve were driven out of Eden Walden Pond was
already in existence, and evdren breaking up in a
gentle springain accompaniedith mist and a south-
erly wind, and covered withmyriads of ducks and
geese, which had nbeard of thdall, whenstill such
pure lakessufficed them.Even then it had com-
menced to rise anthll, and hadclarified its waters
and colored them of the hue they nowear, and
obtained apatent ofheaven to bdahe only Walden
Pond in the world and distiller of celestial dews. Who
knows in howmany unrememberediations'litera-
tures this hadveen theCastalianFountain? or what
nymphs presided over it in th&olden Age? It is a
gem of the first water which Concordwears in her
coronet.

Yet perchance thérst who came to this well have
left sometrace of theirfootsteps. lhave been sur-
prised todetectencircling the pondeven where a
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thick wood has justbeen cut down on the shore, a
narrow shelf-likepath inthe steephill-side, alternate-
ly rising andfalling, approaching andecedingfrom
the water's edge, aslprobably as the race of man
here,worn by thefeet of aboriginalhunters, andtill
from time totime unwittingly trodden by the msent
occupants of the land@his is particularlydistinct to
one standing on themiddle of the pond in witer,
just after alight snow hadallen, gpearing as alear
undulating white line, unobscured byweeds and
twigs, and very obvious guarter of amile off in
many places where irsummer it is hardlydistin-
guishableclose athand. Thesnow reprints it, as it
were, in clear white type alto-relievo. The orna-
mented grounds dofillas which will one day be built
here may stillpreservesometrace of this.

The pondrises andfalls, butwhetherregularly or
not, andwithin what period,nobodyknows, though,
as usual, manypretend to know. It iscommonly
higher in thewinter andlower in thesummer, though
not corresponding to thgeneral wet andiryness. |
can remember when it was a foot or two lower, and
alsowhen it was at least fivéeet higher, than when
| lived by it. There is a narrosand-barunning into
it, with very deep water on oneide, on which |
helped boila kettle of chowdersome sixrods from
the main shoreabout the yeaf824,which it has not
been possible to do fdwenty-five years; and on the
otherhand, myfriends used tdisten withincredulity
when | toldthem, that a fewyearslater | was ac-
customed to fish from a boat insacluded cove in the
woods, fifteen rods from theonly shore theyknew,
which placewaslong sinceconvertednto ameadow.
But the pondhas risensteadily for two years, and
now, in the summer of '52, st five feet higher
thanwhen | lived there, or asigh as it wasthirty
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yearsago, and fishinggoes onagain inthe meadow.
This makes adifference oflevel, at theoutside, of
six or sevenfeet; and yet the water shed by thgr-
rounding hills is insignificant in amount, and this
overflow must bereferred to causes which affect the
deep springsThis samesummer the pond has begun
to fall again. It is remarkablehat this fluctuation,
whether periodical or not,appearsthus to require
manyyears for its accomplishment.hiave observed
one ise and a part of two falls, and Expectthat a
dozen offifteen yearshence thewater will again be
aslow as| haveeverknown it. Flints Pond, amile
eastward allowing for thedisturbanceoccasioned by
its inlets and outlets, and themaller intermediate
ponds also, sympathize WwitWalden, and recently at-
tainedtheir greatest height at tlsame time with the
latter. The samis true, as far as mgbservatiorgoes,
of White Pond.

This rise andall of Waldenat long intervalserves
this use atleast; the water standing at this great
height for a year or morehough it makest difficult
to walk round it,kills the shrubs and treeshich have
sprung up about itedge since thelast rise, pitch-
pines, birchesalders, aspens, amdhers, and, falling
again, leaves amnobstructedisore;for, unlike many
ponds and aNvaterswhich aresubject to aaily tide,
its shore iscleanest when theater islowest. On the
side of thepond next myhouse, a row opitch pines
fifteen feethigh has beexkilled and tipped over as if
by a lever, and thus stop putto their encroach-
ments; andheir sizeindicates howmary yearshave
elapsedsince thdast rise to thisheight. Bythis fluc-
tuation the pondasserts its title to a shore, and thus
the shoreis shorn, ard the treescannot hold it by
right of possessionThese are the lips of tHake on
which no beardyrows. lItlicks its chapsfrom time to
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time. When thewater is at its height, thalders,
willows, ard maples sendorth a mass ofibrous red
roots severaleet long from allsides oftheir stems in
the water, and to the height of threefour feet from
the ground, in theeffort to maintain themselves; and
| have known the higldueberry bushe about the
shore, whichcommonly produce no fuit, bear an
abundantcrop underthese circumstances.
Somehavebeenpuzzled to tell how thehore be-
came so regularlgaved. My townsmen have akard
the tradition, theoldestpeople tell mahat theyheard
it in theiryouth, thatanciently the Indiansvere hold-
ing a pow-wow upon a hilhere,which rose as high
into the heavens as the pond nsinks deepnto the
earth, and theyused muchprofanity, as thestory
goes, though this vice is one ofwhich the Indians
were nevemuilty, andwhile they were thugngaged
the hill shook andsuddenly sank, andnly one old
squaw, named Walden, escaped, and from her the
pond wasnamed. It hadvee conjecturedthat when
the hill shook thesestones olled down its side and
became the present shore. It is veeytain, at any
rate,thatoncethere was no ponidere, andhow there
is one; and thidndian fable does not inary respect
conflict with the account ofthat ancient settler whom
| have mentioned, whaemembers sovell when he
first came here with his divining rod, saw athin
vapor rising from thesward, and tb hazelpointed
steadily downward, and heoncluded to dig avell
here. As for the stonemanystill think that they are
hardly to be accounted ftwy the action of thevaves
onthesehills; but | observehat thesurroundindhills
areremarkably full of the same kind of stones, guat
they havebeen obliged to pileghem up inwalls on
both sides of therailroad cutnearest the pond; and,
moreover, there are most stones where sthare is
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mostabrupt; sothat, unfortunately, it is ntonger a
mystery to me. | detect the paver. If the name was not
derivedfrom that of someEnglish locality,—Saffron
Walden, forinstance,—onemight supposehat it was
called, originally, Walled-in Pond.

The pond was my welfeady dug. For foumonths
in theyear itswater is a<old as it ioure at all times;
and| think that it isthen asgood asany, if not the
best, in the town. In the winter, all water which is
exposed to theair is colderthan springs andwells
which areprotected from it. Theemperature of the
pond watemwhich hadstood in theroom where | sat
from five o'clock in theafternoontill noon the next
day, thesixth of March, 1846, thethermometer hav-
ing been up to 65° or 70° some of tkieme, owing
partly to the sun on the roof, was 42°, or alegree
colderthan the water of one of theoldest wellsin
thevillage justdrawn. The temperature of tfBmiling
Spring thesame day wad5°, or thewarmest of any
watertried, though it is theoldest that know of in
summer,when, beside, shallow andtagnant surface
water is notmingled with it. Moreover, insummer,
Walden nevebecomes swarm as maswater which
is exposed to the sun, actcount of itsdepth. In the
warmestweather | usuallyplaced apailful in my
cellar, where itbecame cool in thenight, and re-
mained soduring the day; though &lso esorted to
a spring in theneighborhood. It was agoad when a
week old as the day it walipped, and had no taste
of the pump. Whoevercamps for aveek in summer
by the shore of apond, needsonly bury a pail of
water a fewfeetdeep in the shade of himmp to be
independent on thuxury of ice.

There have beencaught in Waldenpickerel, one
weighing sevenpounds, to sayiothing of another
which carriedoff a reel with greavelocity, which the
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fisherman safely set dowat eight pounddecause
he did not see himperch andpouts,some of each
weighing over twgpounds,shiners,chivins orroach,
(Leuciscus pulchellus,a very few breams(Pomotis
obesus,}and a couple ofeels, oneweighing four
pounds,—I am thus partitar because the weight of a
fish is commonly itsonly title to fame, andthese are
theonly eels have heard dfiere;—also, | have faint
recollection of a little fishrsomefive inches long, with
silvery sides an@ greenishback, sonewhatdace-like
in its characterwhich | mention herehiefly to link
my facts tofable. Nevertheless, thipond is not very
fertile in fish. Its pickere] though not abundant, are
its chief boast. | haveseen at one timéing on the
ice pickerel of atleast threedifferent kinds; along
andshallow one steel-coloredmost like thoseaught
in the river; a brightgoldenkind, with greenish re-
flections andemarkablydeep, which is the most com-
mon here; and anothegolden-colored, and shaped
like the last, butpeppered on theideswith small
dark brown or black spots, intermixed with a few
faint blood-red ones, very much like taout. The
specific namereticulatus would not apply to this; it
should beguttatusrather.These are aWery firm fish,
andweigh morethantheir size promisesThe shiners,
pouts, andberch also, anthdeed all thefisheswhich
inhabit this pond, arenuchcleanerhandsomer, and
firmer fleshedthanthose in the river and most other
ponds, as thevater is purer, and they caasily be
distinguishedfrom them. Probably mamp ichthyol-
ogists would make newarieties ofsome ofthem.
There are also a cleaace offrogs andtortoises, and
a few muscles in itmuskrats andninks leave their
traces abouit, and occasionally atravelling mud-
turtle visits it. Sometimesywhen Ipushed ofimy boat
in the morning, | disturbed great mud-turtlevhich
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had secreted himseluinder theboat in the night.
Ducks andgeesefrequent it in thespring and fall,
the white-bellied swallows (Hirundo bicolor) skim
over it, kingfishers dart awayrom its coves, and the
peetweets (Totanus macularius)"teter" along its
stony $ores allsummer. | havesometimes disturbed
afishhawk sitting on avhite-pineover thewater; but
I doubt if it is ever profaned by th wing of a gull,
like Fair Haven. At most,it tolerates oneannual
loon. These are all thenimals of consequence which
frequent it now.

You may see from a boat, inalm weather, near
the sandy eastershore,where thewater is eight or
ten feet deep, and also irsome other parts of the
pond, some circular heaps hala dozenfeet in di-
ameter by a foot imeight, consisting ofsmall stones
lessthan ahen's egg in sizeyhere all around ibare
sand. Atfirst you wonderif the Indianscould have
formed them on the ice f@nypurpose, ando,when
the ice melted, they sank to thigottom; but they are
too regular andsome ofthem plainly too fresh for
that. They aresimilar to those found in rivers; but
as there are no suckers ntampreys here, | know
not by what fish they could be made. Perhapkey
are the nests of thehivin. These lend gleasing
mystery to the bottom.

The shore isrregularenough not to bemmonotonous.
| have in mymind's eye the wésrn indented with
deep baysthe bolder northern, and the beautifully
scollopedsouthermnshore where successiveapesover-
lap eachother and suggest unexploredvesbetween.
The forest has never sgood asetting, nor is sdalis-
tinctly beautiful, aswhen seen from themiddle of a
small lake amid hills which rise from the water's
edge; for the water invhich it is reflected notonly
makes the bedbreground in such aase,but, with
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its winding shore,the mostnatural andagreeable
boundary to it.There is no rawnessor imperfection
in its edgethere, as where the axe hdsared a part,
or a cultivatedfield abuts on it. Thdérees haveample
room to expand on the wateside, and each sends
forth its most vigorousranch inthatdirection. There
Nature haswoven anatural selvage, and the eye
rises byjust gradations from the lovshrubs of the
shore to thehighesttrees. There are few traces of
man's hand to be seen. The water laves the shore as
it did a thousand yeargago.

A lake is thelandscape'snostbeautiful andexpres-
sive feature. It isearth's eyelooking into which the
beholdermeasures thedepth of his owmature. The
fluviatile trees next the shore are the slender eye-
lasheswhich fringe it, and thewoodedhills andcliffs
around are its overhangirigows.

Standing on themooth sandbeach at the east end
of the pond, in acalm Septembeiafternoon,when a
slight haze makes thepposite shore linendistinct, |
have seen whenceame the expression, "thglassy
surface of alake." When youinvert your head, it
looks like athread offinest gossamestretchedacross
the valley, and gleaming against the distairie
woods, separating onetratum of theatmosphere
from another. Youwould think that you could walk
dry under it to theopposite hills, andhat theswal-
lows which skim ovemight perch on it.Indeed, they
sometimes dive below the line, as it werenbigtake,
and are undeceived. As you looker the pond west-
ward you areobliged toemploy both yourands to
defend youreyesagainst the reflected agell as the
true sun, for they arequally bright; and ifpbetween
the two, you survey its surfaagitically, it is literally
assmooth as glass, except where the skasercts, at
equal intervals scattereaver its wholeextent, by



WALDEN 187

their motions in the sun produce the findstag-
inable sparkle on itpr, perchance, a duck plumes
itself, or, as Ihave said, aswallow skims so low as
to touch it. It may be that in thdistance dish de-
scribes an arc othree orfour feet in theair, and
there is one brighflash where it emerges, and an-
otherwhere itstrikes thewater; sometimes the whole
silvery arc isrevealed; ohere andhere, perhaps, is
a thistle-downrfloating on its surfacewhich the fishes
dart at and sdimple it again It is like molten glass
cooled but notongealed, and the femiotes in it are
pure andbeautiful like the imperfections inglass.
You may often detect a yetsmoother and darker
water, sepatedfrom therest as ifby an invisible
cobweb, boom of thevater nymphsresting on it.
From a hill-top you can see a fish leapaimost any
part; for not gpickerel orshinerpicks aninsectfrom
this smoothsurface but itmanifestly disturbs the
equilibrium of the wholelake. It is wonderful with
what elaborateness thisimple fact is adveited,—
this piscinemurderwill out,—andfrom my distant
perch | distinguish the circlingundulationswhen
they arehalf a dozen rods idiameter. You camven
detect a water-budGyrinus) ceaselesslyrogressing
over the smootlsurface a quarter of mile off; for
theyfurrow thewaterslightly, making aconspicuous
ripple bounded by twaliverging lines, but the skaters
glide over itwithout rippling it perceptibly. When the
surface isconsiderablyagitatedthere are no skaters
nor water-bugs on itpbut apparently, in calm days,
they leavetheir havens and adventuroudijide forth
from the shore byshortimpulses tillthey completely
cover it. It is a soothingmployment, on one dhose
fine days in the fall when all thevarmth of the sun
is fully appreciated, to sit on atump onsuch a
height asthis, overlooking thepond, andstudy the
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dimpling circleswhich are incessantiyscribed on its
otherwise invisible surface amid theeflected skies
andtrees. Over tli great expanséhere is no disturb-
ance but it ighus at oncegently smoothedaway and
assuaged, as, whenvase ofwater isjarred, the
trembling circles seek the shorand all is smooth
again. Not a fish can leap or arsectfall on the pond
but it is thusreported incircling dimples, inlines of
beauty, as itvere theconstantwelling up of itsfoun-
tain, thegentle pulsing of itdife, the heaving of its
breast. Thehrills of joy andthrills of pain are un-
distinguishable. Howpeaceful thephenomena of the
lake! Again theworks of manshine as in the spring.
Ay, every leaf and twigind stone and cobwedparkles
now at mid-afternooras when covered with dew in
a springmorning. Everymotion of an oar or an in-
sectproduces a flash of light; and if an oar falls, how
sweet the echo!

In sudh a day, in September or October, Walden is
a perfect forestmirror, set round withstones as
precious to my eye as fewer orrarer. Nothing so
fair, so pure, and at theame time so large, as a lake,
perchance,lies on the surface of the earth. Sky
water. Itneeds ndence.Nations come and gwith-
out defiling it. It is a mirror which no stone can
crack, whosequicksilver will never wearoff, whose
gilding Nature continually repairs; no storms, no
dust, can dim its surfacever fresh;—a mirror in
which all impurity presented to it sinkswept and
dusted by thesun'shazy brush,—this theight dust-
cloth,—which retains no breathat is breathed on it,
but sends its own tdloat as cloudshigh above its
surface, and beeflected in itsbosom still.

A field of water betrays thepirit that is in theair.
It is continually receiving new life and motiofrom
above. It isintermediate in itshaturebetween land
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and sky. On lananly the grass and treegave, but

the water itself is rippled by thewind. | seewhere

the breezelashesacross it by thestreaks offlakes of

light. It is remarkablethat we can lookdown on its

surface. Weshall, perhaps,look down thus on the
surface of air at length, and mark where a siilb-

tler spirit sweeps over it.

The skaters andvater-bugs finallydisappear in the
latter partof October,when theseverefrosts have
come; and themnd in Novemberysually, in a calm
day, there is absolutelyothing toripple thesurface.
One Novemberafternoon, in thecalm at the end of a
rain storm of several daysluration, when the sky
was still completely overcast and the air whsl of
mist, | observedthat the pond was remarkably
smooth, sathat it was difficult todistinguish its sur-
face; though it ndongerreflected the brightints of
October, butthe sombreNovembercolors of the sur-
roundinghills. Though | passed over it as gently as
possible, the slightindulationsproduced by my boat
extendedalmost as far as tould see, and gave a
ribbed appearance to the reflections. But, as | was
looking over thesurface, | saw here antthere at a
distance afaint glimmer, as ifsome skaterinsects
which had escaped th&osts might be collected
there, or, perchance, trmurface,being so smooth,
betrayedwhere a springvelled upfrom the bottom.
Paddlinggently to one ofheseplaces, | wasurprised
to find myselfsurrounded by myriads afmall perch,
about fiveinches long, of aich bronzecolor in the
greenwater, sporting there andonstantlyrising to
the surface andimpling it, sometimedeavingbubbles
onit. In suchtransparent angeeminglybottomless
water, reflecting the clouds, beemed to béloating
through the air agn a balloon, andtheir swimming
impressed me askind of flight or hovering, as if they
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were acompact flock obirds passingust beneath my
level on theright or left, their fins, like sails, set all
around themThere weremany such schools in the
pond, apparently improving the shagasonbefore
winter woulddraw an icy shutteovertheir broad sky-
light, sometimegiving to thesurface amppearance
asif a slight breezestruck it, or a fewrain-drops fell
there. When | approachecarelessly and alarmed
them, they madex suddenplash and ripplingwith
their tails, as if one hastruck the watewith a brushy
bough, and instantly tookefuge in thedepths. At
length thewind rose, thenist increased, and the waves
began taun, and thgerchleapedmuchhigherthan
before,half out ofwater, a hundreblack points, three
inches long, abnce above theurface Even as late as
thefifth of December, ongear, | sawsome dimples on
the surface, and thinking it waging to rain hard im-
mediately, the aibeing full of mist, | mac haste to
take myplace at the oars and rdwmeward;already
the ain seemedapidly increasing, though | felt none
on my cheek,and | anticipated a thorougboaking.
But suddenly thedimples ceased, fothey were pro-
duced by theperch, which thenoise of my oars had
scared into thelepths, and | satheir schoolsdimly
disappearing; so | spent a dafternoonafter all.

An old manwho usel to frequent thispond nearly
sixtyyears agowhen it wasdark withsurrounding for-
ests tells methat inthose days he sometimes saw it all
alive with ducks and othemwater fowl, andthat
there were many eaglesabout it. Hecame here a-
fishing, andused an old logcanoe which hdound
ontheshore. It was made dofvo white-pine logs dug
out and pinnedogether, and was cut off square at
the ends. It was verglumsy, but lasted greatmany
years beforeit becamewater-logged andperhaps
sank to thebottom. He did not knowvhose it was;
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it belonged to thepond. He used to makecable for
his anchor of stripof hickory bark tied together. An
old man, apotter, wholived by thepond before the
Revolution, told him once that there was an iron
chest at theébottom, and that he had seen $Some-
times it would come floating up to theshore; but
when you wentoward it, it would go back into deep
water anddisappear. | wapleased tdhear of the old
log canoe, which took thelace of anindian one of
the same material butmore graceful construction,
which perchance hadirst been a tree on thbank,
andthen, as iwere,fell into the water, to float there
for a generation, the most propegssel for thdake.

| rememberthatwhen | firstlookedinto the® depths
therewere many largdérunks to beseenindistinctly
lying on the bottom, which had either been blown
over formerly, or left on the ice at thkst cutting,
whenwood wascheaper; bunow they have mostly
disappeared.

When | first paddled a boat on Walden, it was
completely surrounded bythick and lofty pine and
oak woods, and in some of its coves grape vines had
run over the treesiext the water and formeldow-
ers underwhich aboat couldpass. Thehills which
form its shores are seteep, and th&oods on them
werethen so highthat, as youdooked down from the
westend, it had the appearance of an amphitheatre
for somekind of sylvanspectacle. havespentmany
an hour, when | wasyounger, foating over itssur-
face as thezephyrwilled, having paddled myboat
to the middle, and lying on my baekross the seats,
in a summer forenoon, dreamiragvake, until | was
aroused by the bo#&buching the sandand | arose to
seewhat shore myfates hadimpelled me to; days
when idleness waghe most attractive and produc-
tive industry. Many aforenoon havd stolen away,
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preferring tospendthus themost valuedpart of the
day; for | wasrich, if not in moneyjn sunny hours
and summer days, and spent thiEwishly; nor do
| regretthat | did not wastemore ofthem in the
workshop or theeacher'slesk. Butsince Ileft those
shores thevoodchoppers havstill further laidthem
waste, and now fomany ayear therewill be no
more rambling through theaisles of thewood, with
occasionalvistas through which you see the water.
My Muse may be excused if shesident henceforth.
How can you expect thdirds to sing whertheir
groves are cutlown?

Now the trunks oftrees on thebottom, and the
old log canoe, and the dadurroundingwoods, are
gone, and the villagers, whecarcely know where it
lies, instead ofgoing to the pond tdathe or dnk,
are thinking to bring itswater, which should be as
sacred as th&anges at least, to thwdlage in a pipe,
to washtheir dishes with—to earntheir Walden by
the turning of acock ordrawing of aplug! That
devilish IronHorse, whose ear-rendimgigh isheard
throughout thégown, has muddied thBoiling Spring
with his foot, and he it is that halsrowsed off all
the woods on Walden shoréhat Trojan horse, with
athousand men in higelly, introduced bymercenary
Greeks!Where is thecountry'schampion, theMoore
of Moore Hall, to meet him at theDeep Cut and
thrust anavenging lancebetween theribs of the
bloatedpest?

Nevertheless, of allhe characters | havienown,
perhapsWalden wearsbest, andbest preserves its
purity. Many menhave been likened to it, but few
deservethat honor. Though the woodchoppers have
laid barefirst this shore andhenthat, and thdrish
have builttheir sties by it, and theilroad has in-
fringed on its border, and thee-menhave skimmed
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it once, it is itselunchanged, theamewater which
my youthful eyesfell on; all the change is in me.
It has not acquiredne permanentwrinkle after all
its ripples. It isperenniallyyoung, and | may stand
and see a swallow dip apparently topick an insect
from its surface as ofyore. It struck meagain to-
night, as if | had noseen italmostdaily for more
than twenty years,—Whyhere isWalden, thesame
woodlandlake that | discovered so many years ago;
where aforest wascut down last winteranother is
springing up byits shore asustily as @er; thesame
thought iswelling up to its arface that was then; it
is the same liquid joyandhappiness to itself and its
Maker, ay, and itmay be to me. It isthe work of a
brave man surely, isvhom there was nguile! He
roundedthis water with hishand,deepened andari-
fied it in his thought, and in hiswill bequeathed it
to Concord. | see by itface that it is vided by the
samereflection; and | caralmost say Walden, is it
you?

It is nodream ofmine,

To ornament line;

| cannotcome nearer to God arkitkeaven

Than llive to Walden even.

I am its stony shore,

And thebreeze thapasse o'er;

In the hollow of myhand

Are its water and itsand,

And its deepestesort

Lies high in mythought.

The cars never pause took at it; yet Ifancy that
the engineers andiremen and brakemen, aridose
passengers who hawa seasorticket and see ibften,
are better men for the sight. The engineer does not
forget at night,or his naturedoesnot, that he has
beheld thisvision of serenity andurity once ateast
during the day. Thouglseen butonce, it helps to
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wash out State-street and tlemgine's soot. One
proposesthat it be called "God's Drop."

| hawe said thatWalden has no \isle inlet nor
outlet, but it is onthe one hard distantly andindi-
rectly related toFlint's Pond, which ismore elevated,
by a chain of smalponds coming fronthat quarter,
and on the other directly and manifestly Goncord
River, which is lower, by aimilar chain of ponds
throughwhich in someothergeological period it may
haveflowed, and by dittle digging, which Godfor-
bid, it can be made tfhow thither again.If by living
thusreserved and atexe,like ahermit in the woods,
so long, it has acquiredsuchwonderful purity, who
would not regrethat thecomparatively impure wa-
ters of Flint'sPond should be mingledith it, or it-
self dould ever go to waste itsweetness in the
oceanwave?

Flint's, orSandy Pond, ihincoln, our geatestake
andinland sea, lies about mile east of Walden. It
is much larger, being said to contain oreindred
and ninety-seven acres, and is more fertile igh;f
but it is comparativelyshallow, and notemarkably
pure. A walk through the woods thither waften my
recreation. It wasvorth thewhile, if only to feel the
wind blow onyour cheek freely, and see the waves
run, andremember the life of mariners. | went a-
chestnuttingthere in tle fall, on windy days, when
the nuts were dropping intothe water and were
washed to myeet; and one day, ascleptalong its
sedgy shore, thdéresh spray blowing in myface, |
came upon the mouldering wreck obaat, thesides
gone, and hardlynore than thempression of itSlat
bottomleft amid the ushes; yet itsnodel was sharp-
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ly defined, as if it werea large decayed pad, with its
veins. It wasasimpressive avreck as onecould im-
agine on thesea-shore, and haak good amoral. It
is by this timemere vegetble mould and undistin-
guishablepond shorethroughwhich rushes anflags
have pushed up. | used admire the ripplenarks on
the sandy bottom, at the north endtbis pond, made
firm and hard to the feet of the wader by thressure
of the water, andhe rusheswhich grewin Indian
file, in waving lines, corresponding tahese marks,
rank behindrank, as if thevaves haglantedthem.
There also | have found, in considerablequantities,
curious bls, composedapparently of finegrass or
roots, ofpipewortperhapsfrom half aninch to four
inches indiameter, andperfectly spherical. These
wash back and forth inshallow water on a sandy
bottom, and aresometimescast on theshore. They
are either solid grass, orhave alittle sand in the
middle. Atfirst you would say that thewere formed
by the action of thewvaves,like a pebble; yet the
smallest aremade of equallycoarsematerials, half
aninch long, andhey are produced only at one sea-
son of the year. Moreover, theavaves, | suspect, do
not so much construct asvear down a material
which hasalready acquirecconsistency. They pre-
serve theiform when dry for anndefinite period.
Flint's Pond! Such is thepoverty ofour nomencla-
ture. Whatright had theunclean ad stupid farmer,
whosefarm abutted on this sky watewhoseshores
he has ruthlesslyaid bare, togive his name to it?
Some skin-flint, who loved better the reflecting sur-
face of a dllar, or a brigh cent, inwhich he could
seehis own brazenface; whoregardedeven the wild
ducks which settled in itas trespassers; hisingers
grown into crooked andhorny talonsfrom the long
habit of gasping harpy-like;-so it is not named for
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me. | go notthere to seéhim nor tohear of him;
who neversawit, who never bathatin it, whonever
loved it, whonever protected it, who nevepoke a
good word for it, nothanked God that he hadade
it. Rather let it benamed from thdishes thatswim in

it, the wildfowl or quadrupedsvhich frequent it, the
wild flowers which grow by itsshores, orsome wild
man or child thethread ofwhose history is inter-
woven withits own; notfrom him who could show
no title to it but thedeedwhich alike-mindedneigh-
bor or legislature gavehim,—him who thought only
of its moneyvalue; whose presence perchance cursed
all the shore; whoexhausted the land around it, and
would fainhave exhausted the watesdthin it; who
regrettedonly that it was notEnglish hay orcran-
berry meadow,—there wasothing to redeem it, for-
sooth, in hiseyes,—andvould havedrained and sold
it for the mud at its bottom. It did not turn Hisll,
and it was nqorivilege to him to beholdit. | respect
not his labors, his fam where everything has its
price; who would carry the landscape, whmuld
carry his God, tanarket, if hecould get any thing
for him; who goes to markefor his god as it is; on
whose farmnothing grows free, whosefields bear no
crops, whose meadows rftowers, whose trees no
fruits, but dollars; wholoves not thebeauty of his
fruits, whosefruits are notripe for him till they are
turned todollars. Give methe poverty that enjoys
true wealth.Farmers are respectabdmd interesting
to me in proportion ashey are poor,—paofarmers.
A model farm! where the hous#tandslike afungus
in a muck-heap chambers for men, horses, oxen,
and swine, cleansed andncleansed, altontiguous
to one another!Stocked withmen! A greatgrease-
spot, redolent omanures and buttermilk! Under a
high state ofcultivation, being manured with the
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hearts and brains of men! As if yauere to raisgour
potatoes inthe church-yard!Such is a modefarm.

No, no; if the fairest features of thleandscape are
to be namedafter men, let them be theoblest and
worthiest menalone. Let ourlakes receive astrue
names at least as the Icari&ea,where "still the
shore" a "braveattempt resouwfs."

Goose Pond, of small extent, is on my way to
Flint's; Fair-Haven, an expansion of Concord River,
said tocontain someseventyacres, is anile south-
west; andWhite Pond, of about fortyacres, is anile
and a half beyond Fair-Haveifhis is mylake coun-
try. These, with Concar River, are my wateprivi-
leges; andight and dayyear in yeamwout, theygrind
such grist as Icarry tothem.

Since thewoodcutters, and theilroad, and | my-
self have profaned Waldemerhaps themost attrac-
tive, if not the mostbeautiful, of all ourlakes, the
gemof the woods, is Whitd>ond;—apoor namefrom
its commonness, whethaterived from the remark-
able purity of its waters or thecolor of its sands. In
these as in other respediewever, it is dessentwin
of Walden. They are so muddlike that youwould
saythey must beconnectedunder ground. It has the
samestony shore, and itwaters are of the same hue.
As at Walden, in sultrydog-day weather, looking
down through thewoods on some of its bays which
are not so deep bubhat thereflection from the bot-
tom tingesthem, its waters aref a misty bluish-
green orglaucouscolor. Many yearssince lused to
go there tocollect thesand by cart-loadso make
sand-papewith, and | havecontinued tovisit it ever
since. One whdrequents itproposes to chit Virid
Lake. Perhaps it might bealled Yellow-PineLake,



198 THE PONDS

from the following circumstance. Aboutifteen years
agoyou could see the top of a pitch-pine, of the kind
called yellow-pinehereabouts, though it is notds-
tinct species, mjecting above thesurface indeep
water, many rods from thshore. It was even sup-
posed by soméhat the pond hadunk, andthis was
one of the primitive forest that formerlystood there.

| find thateven sdong ago asl792, ina "Topograph-
ical Description of the Town a€oncord,” by one of
its citizens, inthe Collections of theMassachusetts
Historical Society, theauthor, afterspeaking ofwal-
den and White Ponds,adds: "In themiddle of the
latter may beseen,when thewater is very low, a
tree which appears as ifgrew in theplace where it
now stands,although the roots arefty feet below the
surface of thavater; the top ofhis tree is brokeoff,
and at that place measuredourteeninches in diam-
eter." In thespring of '49 | talked with the man who
lives nearest the ponoh Sudbury, whotold me that

it washe who got out this tree ten fifteen years be-
fore. As near as heould remember, itstood twelve
or fifteen rods from theshore,where thewater was
thirty or forty feet deep. It was in the winter, and he
had been getting out ice in the forenoon, and had
resolvedthat in the afternoon, with the aid of his
neighbors, he would take out the giellow-pine. He
saweda channel in the icéoward theshore, and
hauled itover andalong and out on to the ice with
oxen; but, before he hadjone far in hisvork, he was
surprised tdind that it waswrong endupward,with
the stumps of the branches pointing down, and the
small endfirmly fastened in the sandy bottom. It was
about a foot in diameter at the big end, and he had
expected to get good saw-log, but it was smtten
asto befit only for fuel, if for that. He hadome of
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it in his shedthen. There weremarks of an axe and
of woodpeckers on theut. He thought that inight
have been a deadree on theshore, but wadinally
blown overinto the pond, andhfter the top had be-
come waterlogged,while the but-end wasstill dry
and light, had dfted out and sunk wrong end up.
His father, eighty years old, could notremember
when it was not thereSeveralpretty large logs may
still be seerlying on thebottom, wherepwing to the
undulation of tle surface, theyook like hugewater
snakes inmotion.

This pond has rarely begorofaned by &oat, for
there islittle in it to tempt a fishermaninstead of
the whitelily, which requiresmud, or thecommon
sweetflag, the blue flag (lris versicolor) grows thinly
in the pure water,rising from the stony bottom all
around theshore, where it is visited blumming
birds in June, and theolor both of itsbluish blades
andits flowers, andespeciallytheir retections, are in
singularharmony withthe glaucouswater.

White Pond and Walden eagreat crystals on the
surface of theearth,Lakes of Light. Iftheywere per-
manentlycongealed, andmallenough to belutched,
they would, perchance, bmarried off by slaves, like
precious stones, tadorn the heads of emperors; but
being liquid, and ample, and secured to us and our
successors fewer, wedisregardthem, and rurafter
the diamond of Kohinoor. They are too purehtove a
market value;they contain nomuck. How much
more beautiful than oulives, howmuch more trans-
parent than our characters, arghey! We never
learned meanness thfem. Howmuchfairer than the
pool before the farmertioor, in which hisilucksswim !
Hither thecleanwild duckscome.Nature has no hu-
man inhabitant whoappreciates hefThe birds with
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their plumage andheir notes are itarmonywith
the flowers, butwhat youth ormaiden conspires
with the wild luxuriant beauty oNature? Shdlour-
ishes most alone, fdrom the towns where they re-
side. Talk of heaven! yedisgraceearth.
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SoMmeTIMES | rambledto pine groves,standing

like temples, orlike fleets atsea, full-rigged, with
wavy boughs, andippling with light, so soft and
green and lsadythat theDruids wouldhave forsaken
their oaks to worship ithem; or to thecedarwood
beyondFlint's Pond,where the treesgovered with
hoaryblue berries, spiring higher ardgher, are fit
to stand before Valhallaand thecreepingjuniper
covers the gund with wreaths full offruit; or to
swamps wherethe usnealichen hangs in festoons
from the black-spruce trees, antbad-stools,round
tables of the swampmods, cover the ground, and
more beautiful fungi adorn thestumps, likebutter-
flies or shells,vegetable winkles; where the swamp-
pink and dogwood growthe red alder-berryglows
like eyes ofimps, thewaxwork grooves anccrushes
the hardestwoods in its folds, and thewild-holly
berries ma& the beholdeforget his home withtheir
beauty, and he islazzled andempted bynameless
otherwild forbiddenfruits, too fair formortal taste.
Instead ofcalling on some scholar, | paidmany a
visit to particulartrees, of kindswhich are rare in
this neighborhood standing far away in theniddle
of some pawire, or in thedepths of awood or
swamp, or on a hill-topsuch as the black-birch, of
which we have some handsomespecimenstwo feet
in diameter; itscousin the yellow-birchwith its loose
goldenvest, perfumedlike thefirst; the beech, which
has so nea a bole and beautifully lichen-painted,
perfect in all its detailspf which, excepting scat-
tered specimens, | know but one small grove of
sizeable trees left in thiwwnship, supposed by some
to havebeenplanted by thepigeons that were once
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baited withbeechnuts near by; it isvorth thewhile

to seethe silver grain sparklewhen yousplit this
wood; thebass; théhnornbeam; the&eltis occidentalis,
or false elm, of which we have but one well-grown;
sometaller mast of apine, a shingldree, or amore
perfecthemlock than usual, standintike a pagoda
in the midst ofthe woods; andanany others |could
mention. These were thshrines lvisited both sum-
mer and winter.

Once itchanced that ktood in thevery abutment
of a rainbow's arch, which filled thelower stratum
of the atmosphere, tinging thgrass and leaves
around, anddazzling me asf | looked through col-
oredcrystal. It was a lakef rainbowlight, in which,
for a short while, llived like a dolphin. If it had
lastedlonger it might havetinged my employments
and life. As | walked on therailroad causeway, |
used to wonder at the halo lajht around my shad-
ow, and wouldfain fancy myself one of thelect.
One who visited me declaredhat the shadows of
some Irishmen before him had no halo abothtem,
that it was only natives thavere sodistinguished.
BenvenutoCellini tells us inhis memoirsthat, after
a certainterrible dream orvision which he had dur-
ing his confinement in theastle of St.Angelo, a
resplendentlight appearedover the shadow of his
head at morning aneévening, whether he was in
Italy or France, and it waparticularly conspicuous
when the grass was moist with dethis wasproba-
bly the same phenomenda which | have referred,
which is especiallyobserved in thenorning, butalso
at other times, and evdry moonlight. Though acon-
stant one, it is nhotommonly noticed, and, in the
case of an excitablemiagination like Cellini's, it
would be basisenough fo superstition.Beside, he
tells us that heshowed it tovery few. But are they
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notindeed distinguished whare conscious thahey
are regarded at all?

| set out one afternoon to goa-fishing to Fair-
Haven,through thewoods, to eke out my scantgre
of vegetables. My way lethroughPleasant Meadow,
an adjunct of theBaker Farm,that retreat ofwhich
a poet hasincesung,beginning,—

"Thy entry is a pleasant field,
Which somemossyfruit trees yield
Partly to a ruddyrook,

By gliding musquash undertook,
And mercuriatrout,
Darting about."

| thought ofliving there before | wentto Walden. |
"hooked" theapples|eaped the brookandscared the
musquash and the trout. It was onetlobse after-
noons whichseemindefinitely long before one, in
which many events mayhappen, darge portion of
our naturallife, though it wasalreadyhalf spent when
| started. By the way there came ughower, which
compelled me tostand halfan hour under apine,
piling boughsover myhead, andvearing my hand-
kerchief for ashed; and when at length | had made
one cast over theickerel-weed,standing up to my
middle in water, | found myself suddenly in the
shadow of a cloud, and thbunderbegan to rumble
with such emphasishat | could do no morehan
listen to it. The gods must h@oud, thought Iwith
such forkedflashes torout a poor unarmedisher-
man. So | made haste fehelter tothe neareshut,
which stood half a mile from ampad, but so much
the nearer to theoond, ad hadlong beenunin-
habited—
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"And here gpod builded,
In the completed years,
For behold atrivial cabin
That to destructiosteers."

So the Muse fablesBut therein, as Ifound, dwelt
now John Field, atrishman, ad his wife, and sev-
eral children, from théroad-faced boy whosaisted
his father at hiswork, and now came running by his
sde from the bog taescape theain, to the wrinkled,
sibyl-like, cone-headednfant that sat upon its fa-
ther's knee as in the palaces of nobles, and looked out
from its home in the midst of wet andunger in-
quisitively upon thestranger, with theprivilege of
infancy, notknowing but it was the last of aoble
line, and the hope and/nosure of the world, instead
of JohnField'spoor starvelingorat. There we sat to-
getherunder thatpart of theroof which leaked the
least, while it showered andhundered without. |
had satthere manytimes of oldbefore the ship was
built that floated this family to America. Anhonest,
hard-working, butshiftless manplainly was John
Field; and his wife, she too wasrave to cook so
many siccessivedinners in therecesses of thdofty
stove; with roundgreasyface andbare breast,still
thinking toimprove hercondition oneday; with the
never absent mop in orfend, and yet no effects of
it visible anywhere. Thechickens,which had also
taken &elter here from the rain, stalked about the
room like members of thefamily, too humanized
methought taoastwell. They stood and looked in my
eye or pecked at my shosignificantly. Meanwhile
my host told me his tory, how hardhe worked
"bogging" for aneighboring farmer, turning up a
meadow with a spade or bog hoe at the rate of ten
dollars an acre and the use of the land wndmure
for one year, and his littlebroad-faced son worked
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cheerfully at his father'side thewhile, notknowing
how poor abargain the latter had made. | tried to
help him with myexperiencetelling him that he was
one of my nearest neighbors, anghat | too, who
came a-fishinghere, andlooked like aloafer, was
getting myliving like himself; that llived in atight
light and cleanhouse,which hardly costmore than
the annual rent of such auin as his commonly
amounts to; and how, if hehose, he might in a
month or twobuild himselfa palace of himwn; that

| did not use teg nor coffee, norbutter, normilk,
nor fresh meat, and sdid not have towork to get
them; again, as dlid not work hard, | did nothave
to eathard, and it cost me but tafle for my food;
but as he began with tea, andoffee, andbutter, and
milk, and beef, he had work hard to pay for them,
and when he had worketiard he had to eat hard
again to repair thavaste of hissystem,—and so it
was as broad as it was long, indeed it was broader
than it wadong, for he wagliscontented and wasted
his life into the bargain; and yet he had rated it as
a gain incoming toAmerica,thathere you could get
tea, and coffee, and meavery day. But theonly
true America is thatcountry where you are alib-
erty to pursuesuch a mode of lifas may enable you
to do without these, and where the stat®es not
endeavor tocompel you tosustain theslavery and
war and other superfluousxpenses whichdirectly or
indirectly resultfrom the use ofsut things. For |
purposelytalked to him as if hevere a philosopher,
or desired to bene. Ishould beglad if all the mead-
ows on the earth were left in a wild state, if that were
the consequence aien'sbeginning toredeemthem-
selves. A manwill not need tostudy history to find
out what is best fohis own culture. Butalas! the
culture of anlrishman is arenterprise to bender-
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taken with asort of moral bog hoel told him, that
as he worked so hard abogging, he requiredhick
boots andstout clothing, which yet were soomsoiled
and wornout, but lwore lightshoes and thin cloth-
ing, which cost not half samuch, though he might
think that | wasdressedike a gentleman, (which,
however, was not thease,) and iran hour or two,
without labor, but as aecreation, | could, if |
wished, catch as manf{ish as Ishould want for two
days, or earn enough moné&y support mea week.
If he and his family would live simply, they might
all go a-huckleberrying in the summer faheir
amusement. Johheaved a sigh at this, and hvife
stared with armsa-kimbo, and both appeared to be
wondering ifthey hadcapital enough tdegin such
a coursewith, or arithmetic enough to carry it
through. It wassailing by dead reckoning to them,
and they saw not clearly howo make their port so;
therefore Isupposethey still take life bravely, after
their fashion, faceto face, giving it tooth andnail,
not havingskill to split its massivecolumns with any
fine entering wedge, antbut it in detail;}—thinking
to deal with itroughly, as oneshould handle ¢histle.
But they fight at anoverwhelming diadvantage,—
living, JohnField, alas!without arithmetic, and fail-
ing so.

"Do you ever fish?" | asked. "Oh yes, | catch a
mess nhow and then when | am lying lmgod perch |
catch." "What's yourbait?" "I catch shiners with
fish-worms, and bait theperch with them." You'd
better go now,John," said hiswife with glistening
and hopeful face; butiohn demurred.

The shower was nowver, and a rainbowbove the
eastern woodgromised &air evening; so ook my
departure. When | had got withoutadsked for a
drink, hoping to get asight of the wellbottom, to
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complete mysurvey of the gemises; buthere,alas!
are shallows anduicksands, antbpe brokerwithal,
and bucketirrecoverable.Meanwhile theright culi-
nary vessel wasselected,water wasseeminglydis-
tiled, and after consultationand long delay passed
out to the thirsty one,—not yet suffered toool, not
yet to settle. Suclgruel sustains lifehere, Ithought;
so, shutting myeyes, andexcludingthe motes by a
skilfully directed under-current, | drank tg@enuine
hospitality the heartiestiraught I could. | am not
squeamish insuch cases whemanners arecon-
cerned.

As | was leaving thelrishman'sroof after therain,
bending mysteps again to theond, myhaste to
catchpickerel,wading inretiredmeadows, irsloughs
and bog-holes, in forlormand savage places, appeared
for an instanttrivial to me who had been sent to
school and college; but as | ran down the tailvard
the reddening west, with theainbow over my Isoul-
der, andsomefaint tinkling soundsborne to my ear
through thecleansed airfrom | know not what quar-
ter, my Good Genius seemed tsay,-Gofish andhunt
far and wide day bylay,—farther andvider,—and rest
thee bymany brooks and hearth-sides Witut mis-
giving. Remember thy Creator in the days of thy
youth. Rise fredrom carebefore thedawn, and seek
adventures. Liethe noon find thee bgtherlakes, and
the night overtake tleeevery where ahome. There
are no larger fields than these, noworthier games
than may here bplayed. Growwild according to thy
nature, likethese sedges anmlakes, whichwill never
become Englisthay. Let the thundeumble;what if
it threaten ruin to famers'crops? that is not its er-
rand to theeTake shelteunder the cloudwhile they
flee to carts and sheds. Let not to gdivimg be thy
trade, but thysport. Enjoy the land, but own it not.
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Throughwant of enterprise andaith men arewhere
they are,buying andselling, andspendingtheir lives
like serfs.

O Baker Farm!

"Landscape where théchest element
Is a little sunshinénnocent.” * *

"No onerunsto revel
Onthyrail-fencedlea.” * *

"Debate with no mahast thou,
With questions amever perplexed,
As tame at thefirst sight as now,
In thy plainrussetgabardinedressed.” * *

"Come ye whdove,
And yewhohate,
Children of theHoly Dove,
And Guy Fauwxof the state,
Andhangconspiracies
From thetough rafters of thé&rees!"

Men cometamely home at nightinly from the next
field or street,where their householdechoeshaunt,
andtheir life pinesbecause it breathes its own breath
overagain; their Badows morning anevening reach
farther thartheir daily steps. We shoultbme home
from far, from adventures, angerils, aml discover-
ies every day, with newexperience andharacter.

Before | had eached the pondome fresh impulse
had broughbut JohnField, with alteredmind, letting
go "bogging" ee this sunset. But hepoor man, dis-
turbedonly a couple offins while | was catching a
fair string, and hesaid it was hiduck; butwhen we
changed seats in thieoat luk changedseats too.
Poor JohrField!'—I trust he does not realis, unless
hewill improve byit,—thinking tolive by some deriva-
tive old countrymode in this primitive newountry,—
to catch perch with shiners. It iggood bait some-
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times, lallow. With hishorizon all his own, yet he a
poor man, born to be poorwith his inherited Irish
poverty or poor life, his Adam's grandmother and
boggy ways, not torise in this world, he nor his
posterity, till their wading webbed bog-trotting feet
get talaria to their heels.
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As | came homehrough thewoods with my
string of fish, trailing my pole, it being nowquite
dark, | caught aglimpse of awoodchuck stealing
across mypath, and felt astrangethrill of savage
delight, and wastrongly tempted teeize andlevour
him raw; not that | was hungry theaxcept for that
wildness which heepresentedOnce ortwice, how-
ever,while | lived at thepond, | foundmyself rang-
ing the woods, like &half-starved hound, with a
strange ahndonmentseeking some kihof venison
which I might devour,and nomorsel coulchavebeen
too savage for me. The wildescenes had become
unaccountably familiar. found in myself, andstill
find, aninstinct toward a higher, or, as it is named,
spiritual life, as domostmen, andanother toward a
primitive rank and savagene, and reverencehem
both. Ilove the wild not lesshan thegood. Thewild-
ness andadventure that are ifishing still recom-
mended it to me. like sometimes tdake rankhold
on life and spend my daynore as theanimals do.
Perhaps | haveowed to thisemployment and to
hunting, whenquite young, myclosestacquaintance
with Nature. Theyearlyintroduce us to and detain us
in scenery withwhich otherwise, athat age, we
should have littleacquaintanceFishermenhunters,
woodchoppers, andthers,spending theifives in the
fields and woods, in a peculiagense gart of Nature
themselves, aref@n in a more dvorablemood for
observing her, in theatervals of theipursuits,than
philosophers or poetsven, whoapproach hewith
expectation. She is naifraid to exhibit herself to
them. Thetraveller on the prairie iaturally a
hunter, on thenheadwaters of theMissouri and Co-
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lumbia atrapper, and at th&alls of St.Mary a fish-
erman. He who is only #&avellerlearnsthings at
second-hand and by thmalves, and ipoor authority.

We are most interested whescience eports what

those menalready knowpractically or instinctively,
for that alone is atrue humanity,or account of hu-
man experience.

They mistake whoassertthat theYankee has few
amusementshecause he has not so many puhbd-
days, and men anldoys do notplay somany games
as they do in England, fohere the more primitive
but solitary amusements dfunting fishing and the
like have not yetgiven place to theformer. Almost
every New England boy among nopntemporaries
shouldered a fowlingriece etween theages of ten
and fourteen; and hishunting and fishinggrounds
were not limited like the preserves of d&nglish
nobleman, butvere more boundlessventhan those
of a savage. Navonder,then, that he did not oftener
stay to play on the common. But already a change is
taking place, owing, not to an increaselgumanity,
butto an increased scarcity of game, for perhaps the
hunter isthe greatesfriend of theanimalshunted,
not excepting theHumaneSociety.

Moreover, when at the pondwishedsometimes to
add fish to my fare for variety. | have actually fished
from the same kind of necessity that tfiest fishers
did. Whateverhumanity I might conjure upagainst
it was all factitious, andconcerned my philosophy
more than myfeelings. | spealof fishing only now,
for | had long feltdifferently aboutfowling, and sold
my gun before | went to the woods. Not that | Ess
humane tharothers, but I didhot perceive thamy
feelings were muclaffected. | did nopity the fishes
nor the worms. This walsabit. As forfowling, during
the last yearshat | carried a gurmy excusewasthat
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| was studyingornithology, and sought only new or
rare birds. But | confess that | am nownclined to
think thatthere is a finer way atudyingornithology
thanthis. Itrequires sanuch closerattention to the
habits of the birdsthat, if for thatreason only, |
havebeen willing to omit thegun. Yet notwithstand-
ing the objection on thecore ofhumanity, | ancom-
pelled to doubt if equally valuablesports are ever
substituted for these; and wheome of myfriends
have asked me anxiouslabouttheir boys,whether
they should let themhunt, | have answeredyes,—
remembering thiait was one of the begtarts of my
education,—make them hunters, thoughsportsmen
only at first, if possible,mighty hunters atast, so
that theyshall not fird game largeenough forthem
in this or anyvegetablewilderness,—hunters asell
as fishers of men. Thus far | am of thapinion of
Chaucer's nun, who

"yave not of thetext apulled hen
That saiththat hunters ben ndtoly men."

There is a period in theistory of the individual, as
of the race, when thkunters are thé&bestmen,"” as
the Algonquinscalledthem. We cannot but pity the
boy who has nevefired a gun; he is nanore hu-
mane,while his education has been sadly neglected.
This was myanswer with respect to thogeuths who
were bent onthis pursuit, trusting that thewould
soonoutgrow it. Nohumanebeing, past thethought-
less age of boyhood,will wantonly murder angrea-
ture, which holds its life by the sanmtenurethat he
does. Thehare in its extremitycries like achild. |
warn you, mothers, thaty sympathies do nalways
make the usuaphil-anthropic distinctions.

Such isoftenest the youngnan's introduction to
the forest, and the mogriginal part of himself. He
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goes thither atfirst as a hunter andisher, until at
last, if he has the seeds ofbatter life in him, he
distinguishes s properobjects, as goet ornatural-
ist it may be, andeaves the gumndfish-pole behind.
The mass of men are still aralwaysyoung in this
respect. Insome countries ahunting parson is no
uncommon sight. Sucla one might make a good
shepherd's dog, but far from being the GoodShep-
herd. | havebeen surprised toonsiderthat the only
obvious employment,exceptwood-chopping, ice-cut-
ting, or thelike business, which ever to nkypowledge
detained at Walden Pond farwhole half day any of
my fellow-citizens, whethefathers orchildren of the
town, with just one exception, wafsshing. Com-
monly they did not thinkhattheywerelucky, orwell
paid fortheir time, unlesghey got along string of
fish, though they hadhe opportunity ofseeing the
pond all the while. Theynight gothere athousand
times before the sediment dishing would sink to
the bottom andeave theipurposepure; but no doubt
such aclarifying process would begoing on all the
while. The governor and his councflintly remem-
berthe pond, for they wena-fishingtherewhen they
were boys; but now they are too old adignified to
go a-fishing, and sohey know it nomore forever. Yet
eventhey expect to go tdieaven at last. If thiegis-
lature regards it, it ischiefly to regulate thenumber
of hooks to beused there; buthey know nothing
about thehook of hooks withwhich to angle for the
ponditself, impaling the legislaturefor a bait. Thus,
even in civilizedcommunities, the embryo mangsas
through tke hunterstage ofdevelopment.

| havefound repeatedly, oflate yearsthat | can-
not fish without falling a little in self-respect.l have
tried it again andagain. | haveskill at it, and, like
many of myfellows, acertain instinct for it, which
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revives from time totime, butalways when lhave
done Ifeel that itwould havebeenbetter if | had not
fished. | thinkthat | do notmistake. It is a faint in-
timation, yet so are thérst streaksof morning.There
is unquestionably this instinct in m&hich belongs
to the lower orders ofcreation; yet withevery year |
amless a fikerman, though withounore humanity
or even wisdom; at prest | am ndfisherman atall.
But | see that if | were téve in awilderness Ishould
again betempted tobecome dfisher andhunter in
earnest.Beside, there is something essentially un-
cleanabout thisdiet and alffiesh, and Ibegan to see
where houseworlcommences, and whence the en-
deavor, which costs smuch, to wear a tidy and re-
spectableappearance each day, keep the house
sweet and fredrom all il odors ad sights.Having
been my owrbutcher andscullion andcook, as well
asthe gentleman fowhom thedishes were served up,
I can speak from arunusuallycomplete experience.
The practical objection to animafood in my case
wasits uncleanness; antiesides, when | hachught
and cleaned and cooked amdten myfish, they
seemed not tdhave fed meessentially. It was in-
significant andunnecessary, andost more than it
came to. A little bread or a fepotatoesvould have
done as wellwith less trouble andilth. Like many
of my contemporaries, | had rarely fonany years
used animaldod, or tea, or coffeec.; not somuch
because of any ikffectswhich | hadtraced tothem,
as becausethey were notagreeable to mymagina-
tion. The repugnance ta@nimal food is not theffect
of experience, but is amstinct. It appeared more
beautiful to live low andare hard in many reects;
and though | never did so, | went far enough to
please mymagination. Ibelieve th& every man who
hasever beerearnest tqreserve his higher quoetic
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faculties in thebest condition has been particularly
inclined to abstainfrom animalfood, and frommuch
food of any kind.It is a significantfact, stated by
entomologists, Ifind it in Kirby and Spence, that
"some ingcts in theimperfectstate,though furnished
with organs offeeding, make no use dfiem;" and
they lay it downas "a generalrule, that almost all
insects in this tmte eat muchess than in that of
larvae. Thevoracious caterpillar whenransformed
into a butterfly,” . ."and thegluttonous mggot when
become a fly,"contentthemselves with a drop or
two of honey orsome other sweetliquid. The ab-
domenunder thewings of the butterflystill represents
the larva. This is thdid-bit which tempts his in-
sectivorousfate. The gross feeder is a man in the
larva state; andhere arewhole nations in that con-
dition, nationswithout fancy orimagination,whose
vast abdomenbetray them.

It is hard toprovide and cook ssimple and clean
a diet aswill not offend theimagination; but this, |
think, is to be fedvhen we feed the body; theshould
both sit down at the same table. Yet perhaps this may
be done. Thefruits eaten temperatelgeed notmake
us ashamed afur appetites, ndnterrupt theworthi-
est pursuits. But put arextra condimeninto your
dish, and itwill poison you. It is not worth theavhile
to live by rich cookery. Most men would feel shame
if caughtpreparingwith their own hands pecisely
such a dinnerwhether ofanimal orvegetablefood,
asis every dayprepared fothem by others. Yet till
this is otherwise weare not civilized,and, if gentle-
men and ladies, are notrue men andvomen. This
certainly suggestehat change is to benade. It may
be vain to ask why themaginationwill not be rec-
onciled toflesh andfat. | am satisfied that it is not.
Isit not areproachthat man is &arnivorous animal?
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True, he can and does live, in agreatmeasure, by
preying on other animalshut this is amiserable
way,—as any one whwill go to snaringrabbits, or
slaughtering lambs, malearn,—and he will be re-
garded as denefactor of higace whoshall teach
man to confinehimself to amore innocent and whole-
somediet. Whatever my own practice may be, | have
no doubt that it is gart of thedestiny of thehuman
race, in itsgradualimprovement, tdeave offeating
animals, as surely as tlmavage ibes have left off
eating each other when they came in contact with the
more civilized.

If onelistens to thefaintest butconstantsugges-
tions of his genius, which amertainly true, hesees
not to what extremes, oeveninsanity, it maylead
him; and yethatway, as hegrows moreresolute and
faithful, his roadlies. Thefaintest assred objection
which onehealthy ma feels will at length prevail
over thearguments and customsmofinkind. No man
ever followed hisgeniustill it misled him. Though
the result were bodilywveakness, yet pealps no one
can say that theconsequencewere to beregretted,
for these were dife in conformity to higher prin-
ciples. If the day and thaight are suchthat you
greetthem withjoy, and life emits afragrancelike
flowers andsweet-scenteterbs, is morelastic, more
starry, more immortal,—that is yoursuccess. All na-
ture is yourcongratulationand you have cause mo-
mentarily toblessyourself. The greatesjains and
values ardarthest frombeing appreciated. Weasily
come todoubt if theyexist. We soonforget them.
They are thehighest reality.Perhaps thdacts most
astounding and most dleare nevercommunicated
by man to man. Therue harvesiof my daily life is
somewhat astangible and indescribable as the tints
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of morning or evening. lis a little star-dustcaught,
a segment othe rainbowwhich | have clutched.
Yet, for mypart, | wasneverunusually squeamish;
I could sometimes eat fied rat with agood relish,
if it were necessary. am glad tohave drunkwater
solong, for the same reason thagtrefer thenatural
sky to an opium-eater'ieaven.| would fain keep
soberalways; and therareinfinite degrees ofirunk-
enness. lbelieve that water is theonly drink for a
wise man; wine is not so noble &quor; and think
of dashing thdénopes of anorning with a cup of warm
coffee, or of aneveningwith a dish oftea! Ah, how
low | fall when | am tempted byhem! Even music
may be intoxicating. Such gparently slight causes
destroyedGreece andRome, andwill destroyEngland
and America. Of all ebriosity, whaloes notprefer to
be intoxicated by the aihe breathes? havefound it
to be the most ®riousobjection to coage labors long
continued, that thegompelled me to eat and drink
coarselyalso. But totell the truth, | find myself at
present somewhat Egarticular intheserespects. |
carry less religion to thdaable, ask no blessing; not
because | amviserthan | was, but, | anobliged to
confess, becausbpwever much it is to beegretted,
with years | havegrown more coarse andndifferent.
Perhaps thesguestions arentertained only in guth,
as most believe ofpoetry. My practice is"nowhere,"
my opinion is here. Nevertheless | am far from re-
garding myself as one ofthose privileged ones to
whom the Vedrefers when it says, that "he who has
true faith in theOmnipresentSupreme Being may eat
all that exists," that is, is nobound to inquire what
is his food, or whoprepares it; and even in their case
it is to be observed, as a Hindooommentator has
remarked, that the Vedalimits this privilege to"the
time of distress."



218 HIGHER LAWS

Who has nat sometimes derived amexpressible
satisfactionfrom his food inwhich appetite had no
share? | have beeithrilled to think that | owed a
mental perception to the commonlgross sense of
taste, that | have been inspiredhrough the palate,
thatsomeberrieswhich | hadeaten on #ill-side had
fed my genius."The soul not being mistress of her-
self," saysThseng-tseu, "anlooks, and on&oes not
see; ondistens, and omdoes notear; onesats, and
one does noknow the savor of food." He whdis-
tinguishes thdrue savor of hisfood can never be a
glutton; he whadoes notannot beotherwise. A puri-
tan may go tdiis brown-breadcrustwith asgross an
appetite as ever an alderman to his turtle. Not that
food which entereth intothe mouth defileth a man,
but the appetite with which it is eaten. It is neither
the quality nor theguantity, but thedevotion tosen-
sual savors; whethatwhich is eaten isiot a viand
to sustain our animal, dnspire our spirituallife,
but food for the wormghat possess us. If thieunter
hasataste for mud-turtles, muskrats, aoither such
savage tid-bits, théine ladyindulges a taste for jelly
made of acalfs foot, or for sardinesfrom over the
sea, andhey areeven. Hegoes to themill-pond, she
to her preserve-pot. Theonder is howthey, how you
and I, can live this slimy beastly life, eating and
drinking.

Our whole life is startlingly moral.There is never
aninstant's truce betweevirtue andvice. Goodness
is the only investmentthat neverfails. In the music
of the harpwhich tremblesround theworld it is the
insisting on this whichthrills us. Thehamp is the
travelling patterer for théJniverse'sinsuranceCom-
pany, recommending itdaws, andour little good-
ness is all the assessméhat we pay.Though the
youth atlast growsindifferent, thelaws of the uni-
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verse are noindifferent, but areforever on theside

of the mostsensitive. Listen t@very zephyr for some
reproof, for it issurely there, and he is unfanate
who does nothear it. We cannot touch a string or
move a stop but theharming moral transfixes us.
Many anirksomenoise, go a long wagff, is heard as
music, aproud sweet satire on thmeanness of our
lives.

We are conscious of aanimal in us, which awak-
ensin proportion asour highernatureslumbers. It is
reptile and sensual, and perhagnnot bewholly
expelled; like the worms which, even in life and
health, occup our bodies. Possibly we mayithdraw
from it, but never change itsature. | fear that it
may enjoy acertainhealth of its ownthat we may
be well, yet notpure. Theother day Ipicked up the
lower jaw of a hogwith white andsound teeth and
tusks, which suggested that there was animal
health andvigor distinct from the spiritual. This
creaturesucceeded bpther meandhan temperance
and purity. "That in which men differ from brute
beasts," says Mencius, "istliing veryinconsiderable;
the common herd lose itery soon; superior men pre-
serve itcarefully." Whoknowswhat sort of life would
result if we had attained fourity? If | knew sowise
a man as could teach mepurity | would go to seek
him forthwith. "A commandover ourpassions, and
over theexternalsenses of thdody, andgood acts,
are declared by the Ved tbe indispensable in the
mind's approximation tdGod." Yet the spirit can for
the time pervade and control every member and
function of the body, andransmute what in form is
the grossestensuality intgourity anddevotion. The
generative energyhich, when we ardoose, dis-
sipates andnakes us uncleanyhen we are con-
tinent invigorates andnspires us.Chastity is the
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flowering of man; andvhat arecalled Genius,Hero-
ism, Holiness, and thdike, are but various fruits
which succeed it. Maflows at once to God when the
channel ofpurity is open. Byturns our purity in-
spires and oummpurity casts us down. He essed
who is assured that the animaldging out in him
dayby day, and thelivine being established?erhaps
there is none but has cause for shame on account of
the inferior and brutish nature towhich he isallied.

| fear that we aresuch godsor demigodsonly as
fauns and atyrs, thedivine allied to beasts, the
creatures ofappetite, andhat, to someextent, our
very life is our disgrace.—

"How happy's he whodthdueplaceassigned
To his beasts and disaforested his mind!

* * *

Canusehis horse, goat, wolf, anév'ry beast,
And is not ass himself to all the rest!

Else man nobnly is theherd of swine,

But hes those devils toavhich did incline

Them to aheadlong rage, and made therarse."

All sensuality is onethough it takesnany forms;
all purity is one. It is thesamewhether a man eat,
or drink, or cohabit, osleepsensually.They are but
one appetite, and wenly need to seaperson do any
one of these things to know how greatsansualist
he is. The impure can neither stand nor sit with pu-
rity. When thereptile isattacked at onenouth of his
burrow, he shows himself another. If youwould be
chaste, you must be temperatéhat is chastity? How
shall a marknow if he is chaste? Hghall notknow
it. We have heard of thivirtue, but weknow not
what it is. Wespeakconformably to the rumowhich
we have heard. Fromexertion come wisdom and
purity; from sloth ignorance and sensuality. In the
studentsensuality isa sluggishhabit of mind. An
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unclean persois universallya slothful one, one who
sits by a stove, whom the sunshines onprostrate,
who reposeswithout being fatigued. If you would
avoid uncleanness, and all thens, work earnestly,
though it be atleaning astable. Nature ishard to
be overcome, but sheust beovercome. Whaavails
it that you areChristian, if you arenot purer than
the heathen, if you denyourself no more, if you
are not more religious? know of many systems of
religion esteemedcheathenishwhose precepts fill the
reader with shame, and provokan to new endeav-
ors, though it be to the performance des merely.
| hesitae to say thestéhings, bu it is not because
of the subject,—Icare not howobscene mywords are,
—but because | cannatpeak of thenwithout betray-
ing my impurity. We discoursefreely without shame
of one orm of sensuality, and arsilent about an-
other. We areso degradedhat we cannospeak sim-
ply of the necessarfunctions of humamature. In
earlier ages, insome countries, every function was
reverentlyspoken of andegulated bylaw. Nothing
was too trivial for tle Hindoo lawgiverhowever of-
fensive it may be tonoderntaste. He tezhes how to
eat,drink, cohabit, void excrement and urine, and the
like, elevatingwhat is mean, anddoes notfalsely
excuse himself byalling these things trifles.

Every man is the blder of atemple, called his
body, to the god he worshipafter astyle purely his
own, nor can he get off bpammering marble in-
stead. We are all sculptors and painters, and our ma-
terial is our own flesh andlood andbones. Any
nobleness begins ance torefine a man'deatures,
any meanness or sarality toimbrute them.

John Farmer sat at hdoor one Septembereve-
ning, after ahardday's work, his mindstill running
on his labor more otess.Having bathed he satown
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to recreate hisntellectual man. It was a ratheool
evening, andome of hisneighbors were apprehend-
ing a frost. He had noattended to thdrain of his
thoughts long when he heard some one playing on a
flute, and thasound harmonizkwith his mood.Still

he thought of his work; but thburden ofhis thought
was, that thoughthis keptrunning in his head, and
he found himself planning and contriving it against
his will, yet it concerned him verjittle. It was no
more than the scurf of his skin which was con-
stantly shuffledoff. But the notes of theflute came
home to his ears out of different spherefrom that
heworked in, and suggested work for certtaulties
which slumbered in him. ®y gently did away with
the street, and theillage, and the state in which he
lived. A voice said tdvim,—Why do you staypere and
live this mean moilindife, when aglorious existence
is possible foryou? Those samestarstwinkle over
other fieldsthanthese.—But how t@ome out of this
condition andactually migrate thither? All that he
could think of wasto practise somaew austerity, to
let his mind descend into his body and redeem it,
and treat himselvith eve increasingrespect.
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SoMmETIMES | had a companion in my fishing,
who camethrough thevillage to myhousefrom the
otherside of thetown, and the catching of thténner
wasas much a social exercise as #daing of it.

Hermit. I wonder what thevorld is doing now. |
have not heard smudh asa locustover the sweet-
fern these threenours. Thepigeons are all asleep
upon theirroosts,—noflutter from them. Was that a
farmer'snoon horn which soundedrom beyond the
woods justnow? The hands areoming in toboiled
salt beef and cider and Indidomead. Why will men
worry themselves so? He thdbes not eat need not
work. | wonder howmuch they haveeaped. Who
would live there where a body can nevkink for the
barking of Bose? And O, the housekeeping! keep
bright thedevil's door-knobs, and scour his tubs this
brightday! Better nokeep a house. Sagpme hollow
tree; and then for morningalls aml dinner-parties!
Only awoodpeckertapping. O, theyswarm; the sun
is too warm there;they areborn too far intdlife for
me. | havewater from thespring, and a loaf of brown
bread on theshelf.—Hark! | hear arustling of the
leaves. Is isomeill-fed village houndyielding to the
instinct of thechase? or théost pig which is said to
bein these woods, whodeacks | sawafter the rain?
It comes onapace; my sumachs arslveet-briars
tremble.—Eh, Mr Poet, is ityou? How do youlike
the world to-day?

Poet. Seethoseclouds; how theyhang! That's the
greatest thing have seen to-daylhere'snothing like
it in old paintings,nothing like it inforeign lands,—
unless when wevere off the coast dpain.That's a
true Mediterranean sky.thought, as | have miyv-
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ing to get, and have not eaten to-ddngt | might go
a-fishing. That's thérue industry forpoets. It is the
only trade | have learnedCome, let along.

Hermit. | cannotresist. Mybrown breadwill soon
be gone. Iwill go with you gladly soon, but | am
just concluding aseriousmeditation. | thinkthat |
am near the end of itLeave me alone, then, for a
while. Butthat we may not beelayed, yowshall be
digging the baitmeanwhile.Angle-worms are rarely
to be met with in thesgarts, where thesoil was
never fattenedwith manure; therace is nearly ex-
tinct. Thesport of digging the bait is nearly equal to
that of catching the fishwhen one'sappetite is not
too keen; andthis you may have all tgourself to-
day. | would advise you to sein the spade down
yonder among the gumd-nuts,where you see the
Johnswort waving. | think that | may warrant you
oneworm to every thresods youturn up, if youlook
well in among theroots of the grass, as if you were
weeding. Or, if youchoose to gdarther, itwill not
be unwise, for | have dund theincrease of fair bait
to be very nearly as the squares of the distances.

Hermit alone.Let me see;where wad? Methinks
I was nearly in thisframe of mind; theworld lay
about at thisangle. Shall | go thheaven or a-fishing?
If 1 should soon bringhis meditationto an end,
would another sosweet occasion be likely toffer?
| was as near beingresolvedinto the essence of
things asever | was in my life. Ifear my thoughts
will not come back to me. If it would do angood,

I would whistle forthem. When they make us an
offer, is it wise to say, We will think of it? My
thoughts have left no track, and Icannot find the
path again. What was ithat | was thinking of? It
was a very hazy day. | will just try these threesen-
tences ofCon-fut-seethey may fetchthat state about
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again. |1 know not whether it was the dumps or a
buddingecstasy. Mem. There never is but appor-
tunity of a kind.

Poet. How now, Hermit, is ittoo soon? | have got
just thirteen whole ones, besideseveral which are
imperfect orundersized; but they will do for the
smallerfry; they do notcover up the hook smuch.
Thosevillage worms arequite too large; ahiner may
make a meal off one without finding tlskewer.

Hermit. Well, then, let's beoff. Shall we to the
Concord?There's good port there if thewater be
not too high.

Why do precisely these objectswhich we behold
make aworld? Why has mairust these spcies of
animals for hisneighbors; as ifiothing but amouse
could have filled this crevice? | suspect thRilpay
& Co. have put animals to théest use, fothey are
all beasts of burden, in sensemade tocarry some
portion of ourthoughts.

The mice which haunted myhouse were not the
common ones, which are said to haveen intro-
duced into thecountry, but awild native kind (Mus
leucopus)not found in thevillage. | sent one to a
distinguishednaturalist, and itnterestechim much.
When | was building, one of these hadritstunder-
neath the house, and before | Hadl the second
floor, and swept out thehavings,would come out
regularly alunch time andpick up the crumbs at my
feet. It probably had neveseen a marbefore; and
it soon becamequite familiar, and would runover
my shoes and up mglothes. It couldeadily ascend
the sides of the room bghort impulseslike a squir-
rel, which itresembled in its motions. A¢ngth, as
| leanedwith my elbow on thebench one day, it
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ran up my clothes, and along my sleeve, amiind
andround thepaper whichheld mydinner, while |
kept the latterclose, anddodged and played at bo-
peep with it; and when at lasthkld still a piece of
cheesebetween mythumb andfinger, it came and
nibbled it, sitting in myhand, andafterwardcleaned
its face awl paws,like afly, and walked away.

A phoebesoon built in my shed, and a robin for
protection in apine which grewagainst thehouse.
In June the partridge(Tetrao umbellus,)which is
so shy a bird, led her brood past my windows, from
the woods in the rear to thieont of my house,cluck-
ing and calling tothem like a hen, and in all her
behaviorproving herself the hen ofhe woods. The
young suddenlydisperse oryour approach, at a sig-
nal from the mother, as if awhirlwind had swept
them away, andhey soexactly resemble the dried
leaves and twigs thamany atraveller has placed
his foot in themidst of a brood, antieard the whir
of the old bird as she flew off, and her anxiaals
and mewing, or seen her trail heings toattract his
attention, withoususpecting theineighborhood. The
parentwill sometimesgoll and spinround before you
in such a dishabillethat youcannot, for a few mo-
ments, detectvhat kind of creature it is. The young
squatstill and flat, often runningtheir heads under
aleaf, andmind only their mother'sdirectionsgiven
from a distance, nowill your approach make them
run again andetraythemselves. You may even tread
on them, or have youeyes onthem for a minute,
without discoveringthem. | have held them in my
openhand at such éme, and stilltheir only care,
obedient to theimother ad their instinct, was to
squatthere without fear ortrembling. Soperfect is
this instinct,that once, when | haldid them on the
leavesagain, and oneccidentallyfell on its side, it
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was found with therest in exactly the samaosition
ten minutes afterward. They are natallow like the
young of mos birds, butmore perfectly developed
and precocious evethan chickens. Theemarkably
adult yetinnocentexpression ofheir open and serene
eyes isvery memorable. All intelligence seems re-
flected in them. Theysuggest not merely thpurity
of infancy, but awisdom clarified by experience.
Such an eye was not born when the hirds, but
is coeval with the skyit reflects. Thewoods do not
yield another sucha gem. The travelledoes not
often look into such alimpid well. Theignorant or
recklesssportsmanoften shoots theparent at such a
time, andleavesthese innocents tdall a prey to
some prowling beast or bird, or graduallgningle
with the decayingleaveswhich they so mud re-
semble. It issaid thatwhen hatched bya hen they
will directly disperse on somaarm, and so are lost,
for they never heathe mother's callwhich gathers
them againThese were my hens amtiickens.

It is remarkable hownany creaturedive wild and
free though secret in thewoods, and t8l sustain
themselves in the neighborhoad towns, suspected
by huntersonly. How retired theotter manages to
live here! Hegrows to be four feelong, as big as a
small boy,perhapswithout anyhumanbeing getting
a glimpse ofhim. | formerly saw theraccoon in the
woods behindvhere myhouse isbuilt, andprobably
still heard their whinnering atight. Commonly |
rested an hour or twin the shade at noomfter
planting, and ate my lunch, amdad a little by a
spring which was the source a swamp and of a
brook, oozing from underBlister's Hill, half a mile
from my field, The approach to this was through a
succession ofdescendinggrassy hollows, full of
young pitch-pines, into a larger wood about the
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swamp. There, in a very secluded and shaded spot,
under a spreading white-pinthere was yet alean
firm sward to sit on. | had dug out the spring and
made awell of cleargray water, where |could dip
up a pailful without roiling it, ard thithe | went for
this purpose almost every day imdsummer,when
the pond was warmesthither too thevood-cock led
her brood, to probe the mud farorms, flying but a
foot above them down thbank, while they ran in a
troop beneath; but atast, spying me,she would
leave heryoung andcircle round and round me,
nearer and nearetill within four or five feet, pre-
tendingbroken wings and legs, tattract myatten-
tion and get off heyoung, whowould afeady have
taken up theimarch, with faintwiry peep,singlefile
through the swamp, as shi&ected. Orl heard the
peep of theyoungwhen | could not see thearent
bird. There too theurtle-doves sabver thespring, or
fluttered frombough to bough of theoft white-pines
over myhead; or the redquirrel, coursinglown the
nearest boughwas particularly familiar and in-
quisitive. Youonly need sit still longgnough in some
attractive spot in thewoods that all its inhabitants
may exhibit themselves to you byirns.

| was witness toevents of a lespeacefulchar-
acter. One day when | weptt to my wood-pile, or
rather my pile of stumps, dbserved twdarge ants,
the one redthe othermuch larger, nearly half an
inch long, andblack, fiercely contendingwith one
another.Having once got holdhey never let go, but
struggledand wrestled andblled on the chips inces-
santly. Looking farther, Iwas surprised tdind that
the chips were coveredglith suchcombatantsthat it
was not auellum,but ahelium,a war between two
races of ants, the realways pittedagainst the black,
and frequently two redones to oneblack. The le-
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gions ofthese Myrmidonscovered all thehills and
vales in mywood-yard, and thground was already
strewn with thedead and dying, both red abthck.
It was the only battle which | have ever witnessed,
the only battle-field | ever trod while the battle was
raging; internecinewar; the redrepublicans on the
onehand, and thblackimperialists on th@ther. On
every side they were engaged in deadly combat, yet
without any noise that | could hear, anchuman
soldiersneverfought soresolutely. Iwatched acouple
that were fast locked in eactother'sembraces, in a
little sunnyvalley amid the chips, now aoon-day
prepared tdight till the sunwent down, odife went
out. The smaller red champion had féened him-
self like avice to hisadversary'dront, andthrough
all the tumblings onthat field never fo an instant
ceased to gnaw at one of his feelaear theroot,
having already caused the other ¢o by the board;
while the stronger black onéashed him fronside to
side, and, as | sawn looking nearer, hadlready
divested him of seard of his membersThey fought
with more pertinacity thanbull-dogs. Neither mani-
fested theleastdisposition toretreat. It wasevident
thattheir battle-cry was Conquer or die. In the mean
while there camealong asingle red ant on thhill-
side ofthis valley, evidently full of excitement, who
either had despatched Hize, or had not yetaken
part in the battleprobably thelatter, for he had lost
none of hé limbs;whosemother had carged him to
return with his shield or upon it. Operchance he
was some Achilles, who hadourished hiswrath
apart, and had nowome toavenge orrescue his
Patroclus. He savthis unequalcombat fron afar,—
for the blacks were nearlywice thesize of thered,—
he drew nearwith rapid pacetill he stoodon his
guardwithin half an inch of thecombatants;then,
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watching his opportunity, hepsang upon theblack
warrior, and commencelis operationsnear theroot
of his right fore-leg,leaving the foeto sele¢ among
his own members; and so there were thnesited
for life, as if a new kind ofattraction hadbeen in-
vented which put all other locks and cements to
shame. | should ndtave wondered bythis time to
find that they hadheir respectivenusicalbandssta-
tioned on somesminentchip, andplaying their na-
tional airs the while, to excite tredow andcheer the
dying combatants. | wasnyself exited somewhat
even as if they had been men. The more tlink
of it, the less the dference. Andcertainly there is
not the fight recorded inConcordhistory, at least, if
in the history of Americathatwill bear amoment's
comparisonwith this, whether for the numbers en-
gaged in it, or for the patriotism arteroism dis-
played. Fornumbers and for carnage it was an
Austerlitz orDresden. Concordright! Two killed on
the patriots'side, andLuther Blanchard wounded!
Why here every ant wasa Buttrick,—"Fire! for God's
sake fire!"—and thousandsshared the fate obavis
and HosmerThere was not one hirelingere. | have
no doubt that it was arinciple they fought for, as
much as our ancestors, and not aweoid a three-
penny tax ortheir tea; and theesults of thisbattle
will be asimportant andnemorable to those whom it
concerns as those of thHeattle of Bunker Hill, at
least.

| took up the chip on which th#hree | have par-
ticularly described werestruggling, carried it into
my house, andplaced itunder a tumbler on my
window-sill, in order to see thessue. Holdig a micro-
scope to thefirst-mentioned redant, | saw that,
though he wasssiduously gnawingt the near fore-
leg of his enemy, havingsevered hisremaining
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feeler, his own breaswvas all torn awayexposing
what vitals he hadthere to thejaws of the black
warrior, whosebreast-plate was apparently ttdock
for him to pierce; and thalark carbuncles of the
sufferer'seyes shonewith ferocity such as waonly
could excite. Thegtruggledhalf anhourlongerunder
the tumbler, andwhen | looked again the black
soldier had svered theheads of his foe$rom their
bodies, and th still living heads werehanging on
eitherside of himlike ghastlytrophies at hissaddle-
bow, still apparently adirmly fastened asever, and
he was endeavoring witleeble sruggles,being with-
out feelers and with only theemnant of a leg, and
I know not how manyother woundsto dvest him-
self of them;which at length, after half an hour
more, he accomplished. | raised the glass, and he
went off over thewindow-sill in that crippled sate.
Whether he finallysurvived that combat, andspent
the remainder of his daym sone Hotel des In-
valides, | do noknow; but | thoughthat hisindustry
would not beworth muchthereafter. Inever learned
which party wasvictorious, nor the cause of the war;
but | felt for the rest of that day as if | had had my
feelings excited andharrowed by witnessing the
struggle, theferocity amd carnage, of dauman battle
before my door.

Kirby and Spence tell us that theattles of ants
have long beencelebrated and the daté them re-
corded,though they say thatiuber is theonly mod-
em author who appears tohave withessedthem.
“/EneasSylvius," saythey, "after giving a very cir-
cumstantial account of one contested with great
obstinacy by agreat and mall species on thé&unk
of a peartree," adds that "This action wasfought
in the pontificate of Ewenius theFourth, in the
presence of Nicholas Pistoriens@ eminent lawyer,



232 BRUTE NEIGHBORS

who related the wholdistory of the battlewith the
greatest filelity.'” A similar engagementbetween
great and smalants is recorded b@laus Magnus,
in which the small ones, being victorious, are said
to have buried thdéodies oftheir own soldiers, but
left those of theirgiant enemies a prey to thieirds.
This event happened previous to tepulsion of the
tyrant Christiern theSecondfrom Sweden." Thebat-
tle which | witnessedtook place in the Presidency
of Polk, five yearsbefore thepassage olWebster's
Fugitive-SlaveBill.

Many avillage Bose, fit only to course mud-turtle
in a victualling cellar,sported hisheavy quarters in
the woods,without theknowledge of hismaster, and
ineffectually smelled at old foxburrows and wood-
chucks' holes; legerchance bgome slight cur which
nimbly threaded the wood, and migstill inspire a
natural terror in its denizens;—now fatbehind his
guide, barkinglike a canine bull towardsome small
squirrel which had treed itself foscrutiny, then,
canteringoff, bending thebushes withhis weight,
imaginingthat he is on thérack of some stray mem-
ber of the gerbille family. Once | was surprised to see
a catwalking along the stonghore of thepond, for
they rarely wander so fafrom home. Thesurprise
was mutual. Nevertheless themost domesticcat,
which haslain on a rug all hedays, appearsquite
at home in tle woods,and by her sly and stealthy
behavior, provederself more native there than the
regular inhabitantsOnce, wherberrying, | met with
a cat with youngkittens in thewoods, quitewild, and
they all, like their mother, hadtheir backs up and
were fiercely spitting aime. A few yeas before |
lived in the woods there was what wasalled a
"winged cat" in one of the farnmouses inLincoln
nearest thgpond, Mr. Gilian Baler's. Wha | called
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to seeherin June, 1842, she was gona-hunting in
the woods, as was haront, (I am notsurewhether
it was a male orfemale, and so use the martem-
mon pronoun,) but hemistress told methat she
came into the neighblood a litte morethan a year
before, in April, and wasfinally taken into their
house;that she was of a darownish-graycolor,
with a white spot on hethroat, andwhite feet, and
had a largebushytail like a fox; that in thewinter
the fur grew thick andlatted out along her sides,
forming strips ten or twelve inchdeng by two and a
half wide, andunder herchin like amuff, theupper
side loose, theunder mattedliike felt, and in the
spring theseappendages droppedfoThey gave me
a pair of her'wings," which | keepstill. There is no
appearancef amembraneabout them Somethought
it was partflying-squirrel or some othewild animal,
which is not impossible, forgccording to naturalists,
prolific hybrids have beenproduced by theinion of
the marten anddomesticcat. This would have been
the right kind of cat for me to keep, if | had kept
any; for why shouldnot a poet's cat be winged as
well as hishorse?

In the fall the loon (Colymbus glacialis}came, as
usual, to moult andathe in thepond, making the
woods ringwith his wild laughter before | hadsen.
At rumor of his arrival all the Mill-dam sportsmen
are on the alert, in gigs and doot, two by two and
three bythree, with patentrifles and conical balls
and spy-glasses. They comeustling through the
woods like autumnleaves, at leasten men to one
loon. Some station themselves on thiside of the
pond, some onthat, for the poor bird cannot be
omnipresent; if halive here hanustcome up there.
But now the kind October wind risesustling the
leaves and rippling theusface of thewater, so that
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no loon can beheard orseen,though his foesweep
the pond withspy-glasses, and make the woods re-
sound withtheir discharges. Th&aves generously
rise and dashangrily, taking sides with allwater-
fowl, and our sportsmemmustbeat aretreat totown
and shop andunfinished jobs. But thewere too
often successful. When | went to gatpail of water
early in themorning | frequently sawthis stately
bird sailing out of my covewithin a fewrods. If |
endeavored to overtake him inbaat, inorder to see
how he would manoeuvre, he wouldlive and be
completelylost, so that | dichot discoverhim again,
sometimes, tilithe latterpart of theday. But | was
morethan amatch for him onthe surface. Heom-
monly went off in arain.

As | was paddling along theorth shore onevery
calm Octoberafternoon, forsuch daysespecially
they settle on to the lakedike the milkweed down,
havinglooked in vainover thepond for a loon, sud-
denly one, sailing out from the shoteward the
middle a fewrods infront of me, set up his wild
laugh and betrayedimself. | pursued with a paddle
and he dived, but when he came up | was nearer
thanbefore. Hedived again, but | miscalculated the
direction he wouldtake, and wewere fifty rods
apart when he came to trsirfacethis time, for |
had helped to widen thenterval; and again he
laughed long andoud, and withmore reason than
before. He manoeuwideso cunninglythat | could not
get within half a dozerrods ofhim. Each time, when
he came to thesurface, turning his heathis way
and that, hecoolly surveyed thevater and the land,
and apparentlychose his course so that haight
come up whereghere was the widest expanse of wa-
ter and at the greateslistance fron the boat. It was
surprising howquickly he made up hisind and put



WALDEN 235

his resolve intoexecution. He led me at once to the
widest part of the pond, anaould not be driven
from it. While he wasthinking one thing in his
brain, | was endeavoring tdivine his thought in
mine. It was apretty game, played on the smooth
surface of thepond, a maragainst doon. Suddenly
your adversary'schecker disappears beneath the
board, and theroblem is to place/ours nearest to
where hiswill appearagain. Sometimes he would
come upunexpectedly on thepposite side of me,
having apparentlypasseddirectly under the boat.
So long-winded was heand sounweariable,that
when he had swunfarthest hewould immediately
plunge again,nevertheless; and themo wit could
divine where in the deepond, beneath thesmooth
surface, he might bepeeding his way like dish,
for he had time and ability to visit theottom of the
pond in its deepegpart. It is said thatoons have
been caughtin the New York lakes eighty feet be-
neath thesurface,with hooks set fortrout,—though
Walden is deepethanthat. Howsurprised must the
fishes be to see thiangainly visitor from another
sphere speedingis way amid their <hools! Yet he
appeared to know hisourse assurely under water
ason the surface, andwammuch fasteithere.Once
or twice | saw a ripplavhere he approachetie sur-
face, just put hishead out toreconnoitre, and in-
stantlydived again. foundthat it was asvell for me
to rest on my oars andait his reappearing as to
endeavor to calculat@here he wouldise; for again
and again, when | vgastraining myeyes over the
surface one wayl, would suddenly bestartled by his
unearthly laughbehind me. Butwhy, after display-
ing so much cunning, did hénvariably betray him-
self themoment he came ulpy that loud laugh? Did
not his white breast enoughetray him? He was in-
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deed asilly loon, | thought. Icould commonlyhear
the plash of thewater when he came up, and so also
detected him. Butfter an hour heseemed asresh
asever, dived asvillingly and swam yetfartherthan

at first. It was surprising to see how serenely he
sailed off with unruffledbreast wherhe came to the
surface, doing all the work with hiswebbed feet
beneath. Hisusual note washis demoniadaughter,
yet somewhatike that of a water-fowl; bubccasion-
ally, when he had balkethe most successfullyand
come up a long wagff, he uttered dong-drawn un-
earthly howl,probablymore likethat of a wolf than
any bird; as when a beagtuts hismuzzle to the
ground and deliberatelyowls. This washis looning,
—perhaps thevildest soundthat is ever heard here,
making the woods ring faand wide. | concluded
that he laughed irderision of my efforts,confident
of his own resources. Though the sky was by this
time overcast, the pond/as so smoothhat | could
seewhere he broke theurfacewhen | did not hear
him. His white breast, thestillness of the air, and
the smoothness of theater were allagainst him. At
length, havingcome upfifty rods off, heuttered one
of those prolonged howls, as if calling on the god of
loons to aichim, and immediatelyhere came a wind
from the east andippled thesurface, andilfed the
whole airwith misty rain, and | wasnpressed as if

it were theprayer of theloon answered, and his god
was angry with me; and so left him disappearing
far away on thetumultuous surface.

For hours, infall days, |watched theducks cun-
ningly tack andveer and hold the middle of the
pond, far from the sportsman; trickswhich they
will have lessneed to practisén Louisiana bayous.
When compelledo rise they would sometimescircle
round and round andver thepond at aconsider-
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able height, from which they couldeasily see to
other ponds and thever, like black motes in the
sky; and, when thought they had gone ofthither
long since, they would settle down by a slanting
flight of a quarter of amile on to adistant part
which was left free; but what beside safety they
got by sailing in the middle of Walden | do not
know, unlessthey love its water for thesame reason
that | do.



House-Warming

IN October | went a-graping to the river
meadows, amh loaded myself with clusters more
precious fortheir beauty and fragmce than for
food. There too ladmired, though I did not gather
the cranberriessmall waxen gems,pendants of the
meadow grass, pearly andred, which the famer
plucks with anugly rake,leaving thesmoothmead-
ow in a snarl, heedlesslymeasuring them by the
bushel and the dollar only, asells the spoils of the
meads to Boston and New Yorldestined to be
jammed, to satisfy the tastes dbvers of Nature
there. Sobutchers rakehe tongues obison out of
the prairie grassregardless of theorn and droop-
ing plant. Thebarberry's brilliantfruit was likewise
food for myeyes merely; bul collected a small store
of wild apples forcoddling, which theproprietor and
travellers had overlooked. Whemestnuts wereipe
| laid up half a bushel fowinter. It was very excit-
ing at tha season tadoam thethen boundlesschest-
nut woods of Lincoln,—they now sleep their long
sleepunder the railroad,—with a gaon my shoulder,
and a stick to operburrs with in myhand, for | did
not always wait for thefrost, amid therustling of
leaves and théoud reproofs of theed-squirrels and
the jays, whose half-consumednuts | sometimes
stole, forthe burrswhich they had selected were sure
to contain soundones. Occasionally climbed and
shook the trees. Thegrew alsobehind myhouse,
and one large tree which almosvershadowed it,
was, when in flower, abouquetwhich scented the
whole neighborhood, but theqgsirrels and thgays
got most of itsfruit; the last coming in flocks early
in the morning angbicking thenuts out of theéburrs
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before theyfell. | relinquishel thesetrees to them
and visited the moreistantwoods composed wholly
of chestnut.Thesenuts, as far as they wentiere a
good substitute forbread. Many other substitutes
might, perhaps, bdound. Digging one dayfor fish-
worms | discovered theground-nut (Apios tuberosa)
on its string, thepotato of theaborigines, a sort of
fabulous fruit,which | hadbegun to doubt if I had
ever dug ancekaten inchildhood, as | had told, and
hadnot dreamed itl had oftensince seen its crimpled
red velvety blossomsupported by thestems of other
plants withoutknowing it to be the same. Cultiva-
tion has wellnigh exterminated itlt has asweetish
taste, muchlike that of afrostbitten potato, and |
found itbetterboiled thanroasted.This tuberseemed
like afaint promise ofNature torear her ownchil-
dren andfeed them smply here at somduture pe-
riod. In these days dhtted cattle andwaving grain-
fields, thishumble root,which wasonce thetotem
of an Indian tribe, igjuite forgotten, oknown only
by its flowering vine; but letwild Naturereign here
once more, and the tender and luxurio&nglish
grains will probably disappearbefore a myriad of
foes, and without the care of man ttrew maycarry
back even thelast seed of corn to thereat corn-
field of the Indian's Godin the south-west, whence
he is said tohave brought it; but the nowlmost
exterminated ground-nut will perhaps revive and
flourish in spite of frosts andwildness, proe itself
indigenous, and resume igncientimportance and
dignity as thediet of thehuntertribe. Some Indian
Ceres or Minervanust havebeen theinventor and
bestower of it; and when theeign of poetry com-
menceshere, itsleaves andstring of nuts may be
represented on owvorks of art.

Already, by the first ofSeptember, | had seen two



240 HOUSE-WARMING

or threesmall maplesturnedscarletacross thgond,

beneath where the whitstems of three pens di-

verged, at the point af promontory, next the water.
Ah, many a tale theicolor told! And gradually from

week toweek thecharacter ofeach tree cameut,

and it admireditself reflected in thesmooth mirror
of the lake. Eaclmorning the manageif this gallery

substituted some new picturdistinguished by more
brilliant or hamonious coloring, for the old upon
the walls.

The wasps came bthousands to my lodge i@cto-
ber, as to winterquarters, andsettled on mywin-
dows within and on thewalls over-headsometimes
deterringvisitors fran entering.Eachmorning, when
they werenumbedwith cold, | sweptsome of them
out, but | did nottrouble myself much to get rid of
them; | even felt complimented bytheir regarding
my house as a@esirableshelter. Thg never molested
me seriouslythough theybedded with me; and they
gradually disappeared, into whatevices | do not
know, avoiding winter and unspeakahleld. '

Like the wasps, before | finallywent into winter
quarters inNovember, | usedo resort to the north-
eastside of Walden, which the sun, reflected from
the pitch-pine woods and té stony shore, made the
fire-side of thepond; it is so muctpleasanter and
wholesomer to bevarmed by the sumhile you can
be, than by anartificial fire. | thus warmed myself
by the still glowing embers which thesummer,like
a departedhunter, had left.

When | came to buildmy chimney | studied
masonry. Mybricks being second-hand ones required
to be cleaned witta trowel, so that learned more
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than usual of thgualities of bricks and trowels. The
mortar on them wasdifty years old, and wasaid to
be still growing harder; buthis is one of those say-
ings which men love toepeatwhether theyare true
or not. Such saying themselves grovharder and
adhere mordirmly with age, and it would takenany
blowswith atrowel to clean an old wiseacre thfem.
Many of the villages of Mesopotamia arebuilt of
second-handdricks of a verygood quality, obtained
from theruins of Babylon, and theeement on them
is older andprobablyharderstill. Howeverthat may
be, | was struck by thepeculiar toughness of the
steel which bore smanyviolent blows without being
worn out. As mybricks had been in ahimney be-
fore, though | did notread the name dNebuchad-
nezzar on them) picked out as many fire-place
bricks as | couldfind, to savework and waste, and
| filled the spaces between the brickgbout the
fire-place with stonesfrom the pond shore, analso
made mymortar with the white sanftom the same
place. | lingered mostbout the fireplace, as the
most vital part of the house. Indeed, worked so
deliberately,that though lcommenced athe ground
in the morning, a course dbricks raiseda few
inches above théloor served for mypillow at night;
yet | did not get a stiff neck for ithat | remember;
my stiff neck is ofolder date. | took apoet toboard
for a fortnight aboutthose times, whiclcaused me
to be put to it for room. Hebrought hisown knife,
though | had two, and we used to scour them by
thrusting them intdhe earth. Heshared with me the
labors ofcooking. | was pleased to see my waoidk
ing so square andsolid by degrees, andeflected,
that, if it proceeded slowly, itvas calculated to en-
dure along time. The chimney is to somextent an
independentstructure, standing on thground and
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rising through the house to the heaversgn after
the house isburned itstill standssometimes, and
its importanceand independence aspparent.This
was towardthe end of summer. It was noMovem-
ber.

The north wind had already begunto cool the
pond, though it took manyweeks ofsteadyblowing
to accomplish it, it is so deepVhen | began to have
a fire at evening, before | plastered my house, the
chimney carried smokeparticularly well, because of
the numerouschinks between théoards. Yet |
passedsomecheerfulevenings inthat cool andairy
apartment,surrounded by theough brown boards
full of knots, and rafterswith the bark orhigh over-
head. Myhouse never pleased my eyensach after
it wasplastered, though | wasbliged toconfessthat
it was more comfortable.Should not everyapart-
mentin which man dwells béofty enough to create
some obscurity over-head, where flickering shadows
may play at eveningabout therafters? Theseforms
are more agreeable to thdancy andimagination
than frescopaintings or otherthe mostexpensive
furniture. | nowfirst began toinhabit my house, |
may say, when | began to use it faarmth as well
asshelter. | had got a couptd old fire-dogs to keep
the wood from the hearth, and it did me good to see
the soot form on the back of thehimney which |
had built, and | poked thefire with more right and
moresatisfaction than usual. Mywelling was small,
and | could hardly entertain arecho in it; but it
seemed larger for being single apartment and re-
mote from neighbors. All theattractions ofa house
were concentrated in oneoom; it was kitchen,
chamber, parlor, andkeeping-room; and whatever
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satisfactionparent orchild, master oservant,derive
from living in a house, | enjoyed itll. Catosays, the
master of a family(patremfamilias) mug have in
his rustic villa "cellam oleariam, vinariam,dolia
multa, uti lubeat caritatem expectare, eti, et
virtuti, et gloriee erit,” that is, "an oil andwine
cellar, many casks, sothat it may bepleasant to
expect hard times; it will be for hiadvantage, and
virtue, andglory." |1 had in mycellar a frkin of
potatoes, about twguarts ofpeaswith the weevil
in them, and on myhelf alittle rice, a jug of mo-
lasses, and of rye arddian meal a peck each.

| sometimesdream of darger and more populous
house, standing in golden age, ofenduring mate-
rials, and without ginger-breadwork, which shall
still consist of only one aom, a vastrude, sub-
stantial, pimitive hall, without ceiling or plastering,
with bare rafters andpurlins supporting asort of
lower heavenover one'shead,—useful tokeep off
rain and snow; where the king argleen posts
stand out toreceive yourhomage,when you have
done reverence to thprostrate Saturn of aolder
dynasty on ®ppingover the sill; acavernous house,
wherein youmust reach up #@orch upon gpole to
seethe roof; where some malive in the fire-place,
some in thaecess of avindow, andsome onsettles,
some at one end of the halskome atanother, and
somealoft onrafterswith the spiders, ifthey choose;
a house which yoithave got into when you have
opened theoutside door, and theeremony isover;
where theweary traveller maywash, and eat, and
converse, ah sleep,without further journey; such a
shelter as you would be glad to reach itempestu-
ous night, containing all theessentials of a house,
and nothing for house-keeping; where yotan see
all the treasures of thieouse at oneiew, and every
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thing hangs upon its petpat a manshould use; at
once kitchen, pantry, parlor, chambr, store-house,
andgarret; where you casee so necessarything as
a barrel ora ladder, so convenient a thing as a cup-
board, and heathe potboil, and payyour respects
to the fire that cooksyour dinner and theven that
bakes yourbread, andthe necessaryurniture and
utensils arethe chief ornamentswhere the washing
is not put out, nor thefire, nor themistress, anger-
haps you aressometimesrequested tanove from off
the trap-door, when the doavould descend into the
cellar, and so learmhether the ground isolid or
hollow beneath you withowtamping. Ahouse whose
inside is as open anmuanifest as dird's nest, and
you cannot go in at the frordoor and out at the back
without seeing some of it;ihabitants;where to be a
guest is to be presented with tfieedom of the
house, and not to be carefulexcluded fromseven
eighths of it, shut ujn a particularcell, andtold to
make yourself athome there,—in solitary cafine-
ment. Nowadays the host does not admit youhts
hearth, but has got theason tobuild one for your-
self somewhere in his alley, drhospitality is the art
of keepingyou at the greatest distanc&here is as
muchsecrecyabout thecooking as if he had a design
to poison you. | am awarthat | havebeen onmany
a man's premisesand mighthave been legally or-
deredoff, but | am notaware that lhave been in
manymen'shouses. | mightisit in my old clothes a
king and queen whtived simply in such @&ouse as
| havedescribed, if were goingtheir way; butback-
ing out of a modern palaceill be all that | shall
desire tolearn, if ever | amcaught in one.

It would seem as if thevery language of oupar-
lors would lose all itsnerve and degenerate inpa-
laver wholly, our lives pass at suchemoteness from
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its symbols, and its metaphoesd tropes areneces-
sarily so farfetched,through slides anddumb-wait-
ers, as itwere; in othe words, theparlor is so far
from the kitchen andvorkshop. The dinneeven is
only the parable of adinner, commonly. As ibnly
the savage dweltear enough tdlature and Truth to
borrow a tropdrom them. How carthe scholar, who
dwells away in theNorth WestTerritory or thelsle
of Man, tell what isparliamentary inthe kitchen?

However,only one or two of myguestswere ever
bold enough to stay aheat a hasty-puddingith me;
but whenthey sawthat crisis approaching they beat
a hasty retreat rather, as ifutould shake the house
to its foundations.Nevertheless, itstood through a
greatmany hasty-puddings.

| did not plaster till itwas freezing weather. |
broughtover somewhiter andcleaner sand for this
purpose fron the opposite shore of the pond in a
boat, asort of conveyancerhich wouldhave tempted
me to go much farther if necessary. My house had in
the mearwhile beenshingleddown to theground on
everyside. Inlathing | waspleased to be able to send
home each nailith a single blow of the hammer,
and it was my ambition toransfer theplasterfrom
the board to the walheatly andrapidly. | remem-
bered thestory of aconceited fellow, who, in fine
clothes, waswont to lounge about thevillage once,
giving advice toworkmen.Venturing one day tsub-
stitute deeds fowords, he turned up hisuffs, seized
a plasterer'sboard, and having loadetis trowel
without mishap, with a complacerbok toward the
lathing overhead, made laold gesturethitherward;
and straightway, to hiscomplete discomfiture, re-
ceived the wholecontents in higuffled bosom. | ad-
mired anew the economy and convenience of plaster-
ing, which soeffectually shuts out thecold andtakes
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a handsome finish, andleéarned the variousasual-
ties towhich theplasterer idiable. | was surprised
to seehow thirsty thebricks were whichdrank up all
the moisture in my plaster before | had smoothed it,
and how many pailfuls ofwater it takes tachristen
anewhearth. | had therevious wintemade asmall
quantity oflime by burning the shells of th&nio
fluviatilis, which our riveraffords, for the sake of the
experiment; sahat | knewwhere my materials came
from. | mighthave gotgood limestone within amile
or two andburned it myself, if | hadared to do so.

The pond had in the meawhile skimmed over in
the shadiest and shallowesives, some da&yor even
weeks before the general freezing. The first ice is
especiallyinteresting andperfect, being hard, dark,
andtransparent, andffords thebestopportunity that
ever offers for examining the bottomwhere it is
shallow; for you can lie atour length on iceonly an
inch thick, like a skater insect on theurface of the
water, andstudy thebottom atyour lesure,only two
or threeinchesdistant,like a picture behind aglass,
and the water is necessarilglways smooththen.
There aremany furrows in the sand where some
creature hasravelledabout anddoubled orits tracks;
and, for wrecks, it is strewn with theases of cadis
worms made of minutegrains ofwhite quartz. Per-
haps these have creasedor you find some of their
cases in théurrows, though they areleep and broad
for them to make. But the icigself is theobject of
most interestthough youmustimprove the earliest
opportunity to tudy it. If you examine itclosely the
morningafter it freezes, you findhat thegreater part
of the bubbleswhich atfirst appeared to bevithin
it, are against itsunder surface, and thatore are
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continually rising from thebottom; while the ice is
asyet comparativelysolid anddark, that is, you see
the water through it. These bubbles are from an
eightieth to an eighth oén inch indiameter, very
clear andbeautiful, and you segour face reflected
in themthrough theice. There may behirty or forty

of them to a squarénch. There are alsalready
within the ice narrow oblong perpendicular bubbles
abouthalf an inch long, sharp cones with thpex
upward; oroftener, if the iceis quite fresh, minute
sphericalbubbles onedirectly above another,like a
string of beads. But these within the ice are not so
numerous noobvious asthosebeneath. Isometimes
used to cast ostones to try thestrength of thace,
and those which brokéhrough carried in airwith
them, which formed very large andonspicuous
white bubblesbeneath. One day when | came to the
same place fortgight hoursafterward, | found that
those largébubbles wvere still perfect,though aninch
more of ice hadormed, as Icould see distinctly by
the seam in theedge of a cake. But as the last two
days had beewery warm,like an Indian summer,
the ice was not now transparentshowing the dark
greencolor of thewater, and théottom, but opaque
and whitish or gray, andhoughtwice as thick was
hardly stronger tharbefore, for theair bubbles had
greatly expandedunder this heat and runtogether,
and lost theirregularity; theywere no longer one
directly over another, butoften like silvery coins
poured from a bag,one overlapping another, or in
thin flakes, as if occupyingslight cleavages. The
beauty of the ice wagone, and it was totate to
study the bottom. Beingurious to knowwhat po-
sition my great bubblesoccupied withregard to the
new ice, | broke out acake containinga middling
sizedone, andurned it bottom upward. The new ice
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had formed around and und#ére bubble, so that it
was included between the twoes. It was wholly
in the lower ice, but closeagainst the upper, and was
flattish, orperhapsslightly lenticular, with a rounded
edge, aquarter of an inchdeep byfour inches in
diameter; and | wasusgprised tofind that directly
under thebubble the icevas meltedwith great regu-
larity in the form of asaucer reversed, to the height
of five eighths of arninch in the middle)eaving a thin
partition there betwee the water andthe bubble,
hardly an eighth of an inch thick; and in many
places the smalbubbles in this partition had burst
out downward, angrobably there was no ice at all
under thelargest bubbleswhich were afoot in di-
ameter. linferred that thanfinite number of minute
bubbles which | hadirst seenagainst theundersur-
face of the icewere nowfrozen inlikewise, and that
each, in itsdegree, ha operatedike aburning glass
on the ice beneath to melt and rot These are the
little air-gunswhich contribute to makehe ice crack
and whoop.

At length thke winter set in ingood earnestjust as
| had finishedplastering, and the wind began tiowl
around the house as if it had not ha&tmission to
do so till then. Night after night the geese came
lumbering in in the darkvith a clangor and ahis-
tling of wings, evenafter the ground wasovered
with snow, some toalight in Walden, and some fly-
ing low over thewoods toward Fair Haverhound
for Mexico. Severatimes, whenreturning from the
village at ten oreleveno'clock atnight, | heard the
tread of aflock of geese, or elselucks, on the dry
leaves in the woods by a pond-hdlehind mydwell-
ing, where they had come up teed, and the faint
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honk orquack oftheir leader as they hurrieaff. In
1845 Walden froze entirely over for thefirst time
on the night of the 22d of December, Flint's and
other shallower ponds and theéver having been
frozen ten daysor more; in '46, the 16th; in '49,
about the31st; and in'50, about the 27th of Decem-
ber; in'52, the 5th oflanuary; in '53, the31st of
December. The snow hadreadycovered tle ground
since the25th of November, and surrounded me sud-
denly with the scenery ofvinter. | withdrew yet
farther into myshell, andendeavored to keegpbright
fire bothwithin my house and within mipreast. My
employment out ofloors now was teollect thedead
wood in theforest, bringing it in myhands or on my
shoulders, or sometimegailing a dead pine tree
under each arm to my shed. An olbrest fence
which hadseen itshest days was a grelaaul for me.

| sacrificed it toVulcan, for it was passerving the
god Terminus. Howmuch more interesting arevent
is that man's supper who haast beenforth in the
snow tohunt, nay, younight say, steal, théuel to
cook itwith! His bread andneat aresweet.There are
enoughfagots andwaste wood of all kinds in the
forests of most of outowns to suppormany fires,
but which at presentwarm none, and, somthink,
hinder the growth ofhe young wood.There was also
the drift-wood of the pond. Irthe course of the sum-
mer| haddiscovered aaft of pitch-pine logswith the
bark on,pinnedtogether by thdrish when therail-
road wasbuilt. This | hauled up partly on th&hore.
After soaking two years andhen lying high six
months itwas perfectly sund, though waterlogged
past drying. | amusednyself one winter day with
sliding this piecemeal across thgond, nearly half a
mile, skating behind with one end of a logdfifteen
feet long on my shoulder, and the other on the ice;
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or | tied several logsogether witha birch withe, and
then,with a longerbirch or alder which had a hook
at the end, dragged theracross. Thougltompletely
waterlogged andalmost asheavy as lead, they not
only burnedlong, but madea very hotfire; nay, |
thought that the burnedbetter for the saking, as
if the pitch, being confined by thewater, burned
longer asin a lamp.

Gilpin, in his account ofthe forest borderers of
England,says that "th@ncroachments dfespassers,
andthe houses andencesthusraised on the borders
of the forest,"were "considered agyreat nuisances
by the old forest law, andiere severely punished un-
der the name gburpresturesastendingad terrorem
ferarum—ad nocumentum foresige,,” to the fight-
ening of the game and thagetriment of the forest.
But | was interested in thpreservation of thereni-
son and thevert more than the hunters owood-
choppers, and asuch as though | had been the Lord
Wardenhimself; and if any part was burned, though
| burned itmyself by accident, Igrieved with agrief
that lasted longer and was more inconsolatilan
that of theproprietors; nay, | geved when it was
cut down by theproprietors themselves.would that
our farmerswhen they cut down #éorest felt some
of that awewhich the oldRomans didwhen they
came tothin, or let inthe light to, a consecrated
grove, (lucum conlucare,Xhat is, would believe that
it is sacred to some god. TRoman made aaxpia-
tory offering, and pragd, Whatever god or goddess
thou art towhom thisgrove issacred, bepropitious
to me, my family, andchildren, &c.

It is remarkablewhat avalue is still put upon
wood even in this age and in this neountry, a
value morepermanent andiniversalthan that of
gold. After all our discoveries andhventions no man
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will go by a pile ofvood. It isas precious to us as it
was to our Saxon andNorman ancestors. If they
made theirbows of it, wemake our gun-stocks of it.
Michaux, more tharthirty years agosaysthat the
price of wood forfuel in New York and Philadelphia
"nearly equals, andsometimes exceeds, that of the
best wood in Paristhough this immense capital
annuallyrequiresmore thanthreehundredthousand
cords, and issurrounded to the distance tifree
hundredmiles bycultivatedplains.” In this town the
price of wood rises almost steadily, and the only
question is, howmuch higher it is to be this year
than it was the lastMechanics andradesmen who
come inperson to thdorest on noothererrand, are
sure toattend thewood auction, and eve pay a high
price for the privilege ofgleaning after the wood-
chopper. It is nowmany years that men have re-
sorted to theforest for fuel and thenaterials of the
arts; the New Englander @érthe New Hollander, the
Parisian and theCelt, the farmer andRobinhood,
Goody Blake andHarry Gill, in most parts of the
world the prince and th@easant, thescholar and
the savage,equally require still a few sticks from
the forest to warmthem and cookheir food. Neither
could | do without them.

Every manlooks at his wood-pilenvith a kind of
affection. Iloved to havemine before my window,
and the more chips thieetter toremind me of my
pleasing work. | had an old axe whiamobody
claimed, with which by gells inwinter days, on the
sunnyside of thehouse, Iplayed about the stumps
which | had got out of myean-field. Asmy driver
prophesiedwhen | was ploughing, they warmed me
twice, once whilel was splitting them, andagain
when theywere on thefire, so that no fuelcould
give outmore heat. As for theaxe, | was advised to
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get the villageblacksmith to"jump” it; but | jumped
him, and, putting a hickory helve from the woods
into it, made it do. If it wasdull, it was atleast
hung true.

A few pieces of fat pine were a gretatasure. It
is interesting toremember how much of this food for
fire is still concealed in the bowels of trearth. In
previous years | haaften gone "prospecting‘over
some bare hill-side, where a pitch-pine wood had
formerly stood, and got out the fpine roots. They
are almostndestructible. Stumpthirty or forty years
old, at least, willstill be sound at the core, though
the sapwood has albecome vegetable mould, as
appears by thescales of thethick bark forming a
ring level with the earthfour or five inches distant
from the heartWith axe andshovel youexplorethis
mine, and follow themarrowy store, yellow as beef
tallow, or as if yo had struck on aein of gold,
deep into thesarth. Butcommonly | kindled my fire
with the dry leaves of théorest, which | had stored
up in my shedbefore the snowame. Greerhickory
finely split makes thewoodchopper'kindlings, when
he hasa camp in the woodsOnce ina while | got a
little of this. When the villagersvere lighting their
fires beyond the horizon, too gave notice to the
variouswild inhabitants oWalden vale, by a smoky
streamer from my chimneythat | was awake.—

Light-winged Smoke lcarian bird,

Melting thy pinions in thyupward flight,

Lark without song, and messenger @wn,
Circling above thehamlets as thy nest;

Or else,departingdream, andshadowy form
Of midnight vision, gathering upthy skirts;
By night star-veiling, and by day

Darkening thdight and blotting out the sun;
Go thou myincenseupward from thishearth,
And ask the gods topardon thisclear flame.
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Hard green wood justut, though lused but little
of that, answered my purpesbetter than any other.
| sometimesleft a good fire when | went to take a
walk in a winter afternoon; andwhen | returned,
three or four hours afteravd, it would be still alive
and glowing. My house was noémpty though | was
gone. It was as if | had left aheerful housekeeper
behind. It was | andFire thatlived there; and com-
monly myhousekeepeprovedtrustworthy. One day,
however, as | was splitting wood, thought that |
would just look in at thewindow and see if the house
was not on fire; it was the onlytime | remember to
have been particularly anxious on this score; so |
looked and saw that gpark hadcaught my bed, and
| went in and extinguished it when it hddirned a
place as big as mgand. But myhouse occupied so
sunny andsheltered a position, and iteof was so
low, that | could afford to let thefire go out in the
middle of almost anwinter day.

The molesnested in mycellar, nibblirg everythird
potato, and making a snug bexkn there cfomehair
left after plastering and of brown paper; feven the
wildest animalslove comfort and warmth as well as
man, and theysurvive thewinter only becausethey
are so careful to securethem. Some of myfriends
spoke as if | wagoming to the woods on purpose to
freeze myself. The ramal merely makes a bed,
which hewarms with his bodyin a sheltered place;
but man, having discoveredfire, boxes up some air
in a spaciouspartment, andvarmsthat, instead of
robbinghimself, makeghat hisbed, inwhich he can
move about divested of moreumbrous clothing,
maintain a kind of summer in the midst of winter,
and by meansf windows evenadmit the light, and
with a lamplengthen out the day. Thus lgmes a
step or two beyondinstinct, andsaves a little time
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for the fine arts. Though, when | hadenexposed to
the rudestblasts a long timemy whole bodybegan

to grow torpid, when | reached thgenialatmosphere
of my house | soon recovered nfigculties and pro-
longed my life. But the moduxuriously housed has
little to boast ofin this respect, nor neewe trouble

ourselves tspeculate how theumanrace may be at
last destroyedIt would be easy to cutheir theads

any time with alittle sharper blastfrom the north.

We go on datingfrom Cold Fridays and Greasnows;

but a little colderFriday, or greatesnow, would put

a period to man's existence on ftjebe.

The nextwinter | used asmall cooking-stove for
economy,since | did not own thdorest; but it did
not keep fire sowell as the operiire-place. Cooking
was then, for themost part, ndonger a poetic, but
merely a chemigrocess. Itwill soon beforgotten,
in these days of stoves, that we used to roast potatoes
in the ashes,after thelndian fashion. Thestove not
only took uproom aml scented thehouse, but it
concealed thdire, and | felt as if | hadost a com-
panion. You can always see face in the fire. The la-
borer, looking into itat evening, purifies hithoughts
of the dross andearthinessvhich theyhawe accumu-
lated during the day. But kould no longer sit and
look into thefire, and thepertinent wordsof a poet
recurred to mewith new force.—

"Never, bright flame, may belenied to me
Thy dear, life imaginggclosesympathy.
What but myhopesshotupward e'esobright?
What but myfortunes sunk stw in night?

Why art thou banished from odrearth andhall,
Thou who arivelcomed and bel@d by all?

Was thy existence then tdanciful

For our life's common light, who are so dull?
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Did thy bright gleammysteriousconverse hold
With our congeniasouls?secrets to bold?
Well, we aresafe andstrong, for now we sit
Beside ahearthwhere no dinshadows flit,
Where nothingcheers nosaddens, buafire
Warms feet anlands—nodoes to more aspire;
By whose ompact utilitariarneap
Thepresent may sdown and go taleep,
Nor fear theghosts who from the dim past walked,
And with us by theunequallight of the old wood
fire talked."
MRS. HOOPER



Former Inhabitants; and
Winter Vigtors

| WEATHERED some merry snow storms, and

spentsome cheerful winterevenings bymy fire-side,
while the snow whirledwildly without, andeven the
hooting of the owl was hushed. For mangeks |
met no one in my walks but those who came oc-
casionally to cut wood ahsled it to thevillage. The
elements,however, abetted me inmaking a path
through thedeepest snow in theoods, for when |
had once gonethrough thewind blew the oak leaves
into my tracks,where theylodged, and byabsorbing
the rays of the sun melted the snow, and soomdyt
made a dry bed for mfeet, but in thenight their
dark line was myguide. Forhuman society | was
obliged toconjure up theformer occupants othese
woods. Within thememory ofmany of mytownsmen
theroad neamwhich myhouse stands resounded with
the laugh andgossip ofinhabitants, and th&oods
which border it werenotched and dottediere and
there withtheir little gardens andlwellings, though
it was then muchmore shut in by thdorest than
now. In some placesyithin my own remembrance,
the pineswould scrapéoth sides of achaise abnce,
and women anchildren wto were compelled to go
this way toLincoln alone and offoot did it with fear,
and often ran agood part of the distance. Though
mainly buta humbleroute toneighboringvillages,
or for the woodman'steam, itonceamused theravel-
ler more than now by itsvariety, andliingered longer
in his memory. Where now fin open fieldsstretch
from the village to thewoods, it then ran through a
maple swamp on foundation oflogs, theremnants
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of which, doubtless,still underlie the preserdusty
highway, from theStratton, now theAlms House,
Farm, toBrister'sHIill.

East of my bean-fieldacross theoad, lived Cato
Ingraham slave ofDuncan Ingraham, Esquirgentle-
man of Concord village; whduilt his slave a house,
and gave him permission tlive in WaldenWoods;,—
Cato, notUticensis, butConcordiensis. Some sé#yat
he was a Guinea Negrdhere are a few whemem-
ber his little patch among th&alnuts, which he let
grow up till he should be old and nedldem; but a
younger and whiter speculator gbem at last. He too,
however, occupies an equaligrrow house at present.
Cato'shalf-obliteratectellar hole 8ll remainsthough
known tofew, beingconcealedrom the traveller by
a fringe of pines. It is now filledwith the smooth
sumach, (Rhus glabra,) and one of the earliest
species of golden-rodSolidago stricta') grows there
luxuriantly.

Here, by the very corner of myefd, still nearer to
town, Zilpha, a coloredvoman, had helittle house,
where she spufinen for thetownsfolk, making the
Walden Woods ring with heshrill snging, for she
hada loud and notableoice. Atlength, in the war of
1812, herdwelling was set ofiire by English soldiers,
prisoners on parole, when she wagay, and her cat
and dog and hens were dlurned up together. She
led a hard life, and somewhatnhumane. One old
frequenter ofthese woodsremembers,that as he
passed her house om®on heheard hemuttering
to herself over hergurgling pot,—"Ye are all bones,
bones!" IThaveseen bricksaamid the oak copsthere.

Down theroad, on theight hand, orBrister's Hill,
lived Brister Freeman, "ahandy Negro," slave of
Squire Cummingsonce,—therewhere grow still the
apple-trees which Bristegplanted andtended;large
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old treesnow, but theirfruit still wild and ciderish to
my taste. Notlong since Iread his epitaph in the old
Lincoln burying-ground, dittle on oneside,near the
unmarkedgraves ofsomeBritish grenadiers whdell
in the retreat fromConcord,-where heis styled
"Sippio Brister,"—ScipioAfricanus he hadsometitle
to be called,—"a man ofcolor," as if he weredis-
colored. It also told me, witktaringemphasis, when
he died; which was but amdirect way of informing
me that heever lived. With him dweltFenda, his
hospitablewife, who told fortunes, yetpleasantly,—
large, round, andblack, blacker than any of the
children ofnight, such adusky orb aseverrose on
Concord before orsince.

Farther down thdill, on the left, on the old road
in the woods, areanarks of some homestead of the
Strattonfamily; whose orchardonce covered all the
slope ofBrister's Hill, but was longsince killed out
by pitch-pines, excepting a fewstumps,whose old
roots furnish still the wild stocks of many a thrifty
village tree.

Nearer yet tatown, youcome to Breed'$ocation,
on the otherside of the wayjust on theedge of the
wood; groundfamous for the pranks of d@emon not
distinctly named in oldmythology, who hasacted a
prominent andastoundingpart in our NewEngland
life, and deserves, as ntuas any mythological char-
acter, to have his biographwritten one day; who
first comes in the guise of faiend orhired man, and
then robs andanurders thewhole family,—New-Eng-
land Rum. Buthistory must not yetell the tragedies
enacted here; ldime intervene insomemeasure to
assuage and lend an azure tint to thétare the
most indistinct anddubious traditionsays that once
a tavern stood; thevell the same, whichempered
the traveller'sbeverage and refreshed lsieed.Here
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then mersaluted one another, ahdard and told the
news, andventtheir ways again.

Breed's hut wastanding only adozen years ago,
though it hadlong beenunoccupied. It was about
the size ofmine. It was set oriire by mischievous
boys, oneElectionnight, if I do not mistake. llived
on the edge of the village then, and had judbst my-
self over Davenant'sGondibert, that winter that |
laboral with a lethargy,—which, byhe way, Inever
knew whether taegard as damily complaint,hav-
ing an uncle who goes tsleepshavinghimself, and
is obliged tosproutpotatoes ina cellar Sundays, in
order to keep awake and keep tBabbath, or as the
consequence of mwattempt toread Chalmers'col-
lection of English poetry without Kipping. It fairly
overcame myNervii. | had just sunk my head on
this when thebells rung fire, and inhot haste the
enginesrolled that way, led by atraggling troop of
men and boys, and | among tf@emost, for | had
leaped thebrook. Wethought it wa far south over
the woods,—we who had rurto fires before,—barn,
shop, ordwelling-house, or altogether."It's Baker's
barn," cried one. "It is th€odmanPlace,"affirmed
another. A then fresh sparksvent up above the
wood, as if the roofell in, and we allshouted"Con-
cord to the rescue!WWagonsshot past wih furious
speed andrushingloads,bearing, perchance, among
the rest, the agent ahe Insurance Company, who
was bound to gohoweverfar; and ever andanon
the engine bell tinkledehind, more slow and sure,
and rearmost ofall, as it wasafterward whispered,
came they who set the fire aigdve the alarm. Thus
we kept onlike trueidealists,rejecting theevidence
of our sensesuntil at aturn in theroad we heard
the crackling and actuallyfelt the heat of the fire
from over the wall,and realizedalas! that we were
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there. The very nearness of tfiee but cooled our
ardor. Atfirst we thought tothrow a frog-pond on to
it; butconcluded to let it burn, it was so fgone and
so worthless. So westoodround ourengine,jostled
oneanotherexpressed owentimentghroughspeak-
ing trumpets, or inlower tonereferred to thegreat
conflagrationswhich the world has witnessed, in-
cluding Bascom's shopand, betweenourselves, we
thought that, were wthere inseasorwith our "tub”,
and a full frog-pond by, wecould turnthat threat-
enedlast and universal one into another flood. We
finally retreated withoutdoing any mishief,—re-
turned tosleep andGondibert. But as for Gondibert,
| would exceptthat passage in the preface about wit
being thesoul's powder,—"but most ofmankind are
strangers to wit, atndians are tgowder."

It chancedthat | walkedthat wayacross tbk fields
the following night, about thesamehour, andhear-
ing a low moaning atthis spot, | drew near in the
dark, and discovered thenly survivor of the family
that | know, the heir of both itgirtues and its des,
who alone wasinterested inthis burning, lying on
his stomach and lookingver the cellar wall at the
still smoulderingcindersbeneath, mutténg to him-
self, as is his wont. He had bewworking far off in
the river meadows all day, and had improved the first
moments that heould call his own twisit the home
of his fathers and higyouth. Hegazedinto the ellar
from all sides andpoints of view byturns, always
lying down to it, adsf there was some treasurehich
he rememberedconcealedetween thestoneswhere
there wasabsolutelynothing but a heap dbricks
and ashes. Théwouse being gone, Heoked atwhat
there wasleft. He was soothed by the sympathy
which my mere presence implied, and showed me,
as well as thedarkness permittedwhere the well
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was covered up;which, thank Heaven, could never
be burned; and hegroped longabout thewall to
find the well-sweep which hidather had cut and
mounted feeling for the ion hook orstaple by which
a burden hadbeenfastened to theheavy end,—all
that hecould now clingto,—to convince methat it
was no commoririder." | felt it, and still remark it
almost daily in mywalks, for by ithangs thehis-
tory of a family.

Once more, on thkeft, where are seen theell and
lilac bushes by thevall, in the now openfield, lived
Nutting and LeGrosse. But t@eturntowardLincoln.

Farther in thewoodsthan any ofthese, where the
road approachesearest to thepond, Wyman the
potter squatted, andurnished histownsmen with
earthen wareand left descendastto succeedhim.
Neitherwere they rich inworldly goods,holding the
land by sufferancewhile theylived; and thereoften
the sheriff came irvain to collect thetaxes, andat-
tached echip,” for form's sake, as | have read in his
accountsthere beinghothing else that hecould lay
his hands on. One day midsummer, when | was
hoeing, a man who wgacarryinga load ofpottery to
market stopped his horsegainst my field and in-
quired concerning Wymathe younger. He halbng
ago bought apotter'swheel of him, andwished to
know what hadbecome of him. Ihad read of the
potter'sclay andwheel in Scripture, but ithad never
occurred to me that the potge use were not such as
had comedown unbroken fromthose days, ogrown
on trees likegourds somewhere, and | was pleased to
hear that sdictile an art wasever practised in my
neighborhood.

The last inhabitant ofthesewoodsbefore me was
an Irishman, HughQuoil, (if | have spelt his name
with coil enough,) whooccupied Wymas' tene-
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ment,—Col.Quoil, hewas called Rumorsaidthat he
had been a soldier atWaterloo. If he hadived |
should havemade him fighthis battles overagain.
His trade here was thaf a ditcher.Napoleonwent
to St. Helena; Quoil came to Walden Woods. All |
know of him is tragic. He was a man wfanners,
like one who had seen therld, and wasapable of
more civil speechthan you couldwell attend to. He
wore agreat coat irmid-summer, being affected with
the trembling delirium, and hiface was thecolor
of carmine. Hedied in theroad at thefoot of Brister's
Hill shortly after | came to the woods, dbat | have
not remembered him asreighbor. Before his house
was pulleddown, whenhis comradesavoided it as
"an unlucky castle,” | visited it. There lay his old
clothes curled up bywse, as if theywere himself,
upon his raised plank bed. Hpspe lay broken on
the hearth,instead of a bowbroken at thefountain.
The last could neverhave been thesymbol of his
death, for heconfessed to mehat, though he had
heard ofBrister's Spring, he had nevseen it; and
soiled cards, kings of diamondsspades andhearts,
were scatteredover the floor. One black chicken
which the administrator could not catctlack as
night and assilent, not evencroaking, awaiting
Reynard,still went toroost in thenext apartment.
In the rear there was thdim outline of a garden,
which had been plantedut had neverreceived its
first hoeing, owing to those tdéote shaking fits,
though it was now harvesitme. It was over-run with
Roman wormwoodndbeggar-tickswhich last stuck
to my clothes for all fuit. The skin of awoodchuck
was freshly stretcheduipon the back of théouse, a
trophy of hislast Waterloo; but nowarm cap or
mittens would he want more.
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Now only a dent in the earth marks the site of
thesedwellings, withburied cellar stones, and straw-
berries, raspberriesthimble-berries, hazel-bushes,
and sumachsgrowing in the sunny sward there;
some pitch-pine or gnarlesdak occupieswhat was
the chimney nook, andh sweet-scented black-birch,
perhaps, waves where theor-stone was. Sometimes
the well dent isvisible, where once aspring oozed;
now dry and tearless grass; ibrwas covereddeep,—
not to be discovered tilkomelate day,—with aflat
stoneunder thesod, when the last of the race de-
parted. What a sorrowful aatust that be,—the cov-
ering up of wells! coincidentwith the opening of
wells of tears. These celladents,like deserted fox
burrows, oldholes, are allthat is left where once
were the stir and bustle bimanlife, and "fate, free-
will, foreknowledgeabsolute,” insomeform and di-
alect orotherwere byturnsdiscussed. But all | can
learn oftheir conclusionsamounts to justhis, that
"Cato and Brister pulledvool;" which is about as
edifying as tle history of more famous schools of
philosophy.

Still grows the vivacioudilac a generationafter
the door and lintel and thsill are gone,unfolding its
sweet-scented flowsreach spring, tte plucked by
the musingtraveller; plantedand tendedonce by
children'shands, in front-yardplots,—now standing
by wall-sides inretired pastures, angjiving place to
new-risingforests;-the last dhat stirp, sole survivor
of that family. Little did the dusky children think
that the puny slipvith its two eyesonly, which they
stuck in the ground in thehadow of thehouse and
daily watered,would rootitself so, andoutlive them
and house itself in the rear thatshaded it, and
grown man's garden and orchard, and tdheir
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story faintly to the lone wanderer ahalf century
afterthey had grown u@and died,-blossoming afair,
and smelling asweet, as irthat firstspring. | mark
its still tender,civil, cheerful,lilac colors.

But this small village, gen of something more,
why did it fail while Concordkeeps itsground?Were
there no natural advantages,-navater privileges,
forsooth? Ay, the deep Wald®&ond andtod Brister's
Spring,—privilege to drink long anldealthydraughts
at these, alunimproved by these men but to dilute
their glass. Theywere universally athirsty race.
Might not the basket, stable-broom, mat-making,
corn-parching,linen-spinning, andpottery business
have thrived herenaking thewilderness tdblossom
like the rose, and anumerous psterity haveinher-
ited the land ottheir fathers? Thesterile soil would
at least have been proagainst alow-land degen-
eracy. Alas! howlittle does thememory of these
humaninhabitantsenhance théeauty of theland-
scape! Again, perhaps Nae will try, with me for a
first settler, and my house raised last spring to be the
oldest in thehamlet.

| amnot aware that any man haser built on the
spot which loccupy. Deliver mefrom a city built on
the site of amore ancientity, whose matedls are
ruins,whose gardensemeteries. Theoll is blanched
and accursedthere, and beforeéhat becomes neces-
sary the earthtself will be destroyed. Withsuch
reminiscences repeopled the woods ardlled my-
self asleep.

At this season | seldom had \asitor. When the
snow lay deepest navanderer ventured near my
housefor a week or fortnight at atime, but there |
lived assnug as a meadow mous®, as cattle and
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poultry which aresaid to havesurvived fo a long
time buriedin drifts, even withoutfood; orlike that
early settler'sfamily in the townof Sutton, inthis
state,whose cottage wascompletely covered by the
great snow ofl717 when he was absent, and an In-
dian found it only by the holevhich the chimney's
breath made in thdrift, and sorelieved thefamily.
But no friendly Indian concernedhimself about me;
nor needed he, for the master of the house was at
home. The Great Snow! Howheerful it is to hear of!
When thefarmers could not get to thewoods and
swamps withtheir teams, andwere obligel to cut
down theshade treedefore theirhouses, andvhen
the crust was harder cut dfie trees in the swamps
ten feet from the ground, as iappeared thenext
spring.

In the deepest snows, thmath which | used from
the highway to myhouse, aboutalf a mile long,
might havebeenrepresented by meanderinglotted
line, with wide intervalsbetween the dots. Forveeek
of evenweather | took exactlyhe sane number of
steps, and of the samength, coming and going,
stepping deliberately and withe precision of gair
of dividers in myown deeptracks,—tosuchroutine
the winter reducesis,—yet often they werlled with
heaven's own blue. But ngeatherinterferedfatally
with my walks, orrather my going abroad, for |
frequently trampedeight or ten miles through the
deepest snow to keep appointmentwith a beech-
tree, or a yellow-birch, or an olkcquaintancemong
the pines; when the ice and snoausingtheir limbs
to droop, and ssharpeningheir tops, had changed
the pines into fir-trees; wading to the tops of the
highesthills when thesnow was nearly twéeet deep
on a level, andshakingdown anothersnow-storm on
my head at everptep; or somatimes creeping and
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flounderingthither on my hands and kneeghen the
hunters hadgone into winter quarters. One after-
noon | amusedmyself by watching abarred owl
(Strix nebulosa)stting on one of the lowerdead
limbs of awhite-pine, close to thetrunk, in broad
daylight, | standingwithin a rod of him. He could
hear me when moved and cronched the snow with
my feet, butcould not plainly see me. When | made
most noise hewould stretch ouhis neck, anderect
his neck feathers, and open his eyesde; buttheir
lids soonfell again, and he began twd. | toofelt
a slumberousinfluence after watching himhalf an
hour, as he sat thusith his eyes half operlike a
cat, winged brother of the catThere was only a nar-
row slit left between theirlids, by which he pre-
served apeninsular relation to methus, with half-
shuteyes, looking outrom the landof dreams, and
endeavoring toealize meyague object or mote that
interrupted his visionsAt length, on somdouder
noise or mynearerapproach, hevould grow uneasy
and sluggishlyturn about on hisperch, as if im-
patient at having higreamsdisturbed; andwhen
he launched himself off and flapped through the
pines, preading his wings tanexpectecbreadth, |
could not heathe slightestsoundfrom them.Thus,
guided amid theineboughs rather by delicatesense
of their neighborhoodhan bysight, feeling his twi-
light way as it werewith his sensitive pinions, he
found a newperch, where he might ipeace await
the dawning of hisday.

As | walked over the longauseway made for the
railroad through theneadows, kEncounterednany a
blustering and nippingwind, for nowhere has it
freer play; and when thdrost had smitten me on
onecheek,heathen as | was, | turned to it thener
also. Nor was itmuch better by thecarriage road
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from Blister's Hill. For | came to townstill, like a
friendly Indian, whernthe contents othe broad open
fields were allpiled up between tb walls of the
Waldenroad, andhalf an hoursufficed to obliterate
the tracksof the last traveller. Anavhenl returned
new drifts would have formed, throughwhich I
flounderedwhere the busyorth-west wind hadbeen
depositing thepowdery snowound asharpangle in
the road, and not rabbit's track, nor even thdine
print, thesmalltype, of a deemouse was to be seen.
Yet | rarely failed tofind, even inmid-winter, some
warm andspringy swamp where thegrass and the
skunk-cabbagsestill put forth with pereninl verdure,
and some hardier bird occasionallyawaited the re-
turn of spring.

Sometimesnotwithstanding thesnow, when | re-
turned from mywalk at evening Icrossed the deep
tracks ofa woodchopper leadinffom my door, and
found hispile of whittlings on thehearth, and my
house filled with the odor of hipipe. Or on a Sun-
day afternoon, if thanced to be at home, | heard the
cronching of the s made by tk step of dong-
headedfarmer, who from farthrough thewoods
sought my houseép have asocial "crack;" one of the
few of his vocation who are "men on thdarms;"
who donned a frocknstead of aprofessor's gown,
andis asready toextract themoral out ofchurch or
state as tdnaul aload ofmanure from hidarn-yard.
We talked of rude andimple times, when men sat
aboutlarge fires in cold bracingweather, withclear
heads; andvhen other dessertfailed, we tried our
teeth onmany a nutwhich wise squirrelshave long
since abandoned, fothose whichhave thethickest
shells arecommonly empty.

The one who came from farthest to mylodge,
through deepestsnows and most dismdaempests,
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was a poet. Aarmer, a hunter, aoklier, areporter,
even aphilosopher, may bdaunted; buhothing can
deter apoet, for heis actuated bypure love. Who
can predict hiscomings andgoings? Hisbusiness
calls him out at alhours,even when doctorsleep.
We mack that small house ringvith boisterous mirth
and resound with themurmur of muchsobertalk,
making amends themo Waldenvale for the long
silences.Broadway wasstill and deserted ircompari-
son. Atsuitable intervalghere were regular salutes
of laughter,which might have been referred indiffer-
ently to the last uttered or tHerth-comingjest. We
mademany a"bran new"theory of life over a thin
dish of guel, which combined theadvantages of
conviviality with the clear-headedness whighiloso-
phy requires.

| should notforget that during mylast winter at
the pondthere wasanotherwelcome visitor, who at
onetime camethrough thevillage, throughsnow and
rain anddarknesstill he saw mylamp through the
trees, andgsharedwith me somelong winter evenings.
One of the last of the philosophers,—Connecticut
gave him to theworld,—he peddledfirst her wares,
afterwards, as healeclares, his brainsThese he
peddles»still, prompting God anddisgracing man,
bearing for fruit his brain only, like the nut its
kernel. | think that henust be the man of the most
faith of any alive. His words andattitude always
suppose aetter state ofhings than other men are
acquaintedwith, and hewill be the last man to be
disappointed as thages revolve. He has n@nture
in the present. Buthoughcomparatively disregarded
now, when his dagomes, lawsainsuspected bynost
will take effect, andmasters offamilies andrulers
will come to him foradvice.—

"How blind that cannot segerenity!"
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A true friend ofman; almost the onlyfriend of hu-
man progress. An Old Mortality, say rather an Im-
mortality, with unweariedpatience andaith making
plain the imageengraven inmen's bodiesthe God

of whom they are butlefaced andeaning monu-
ments. With his hqstable intellecthe embraces
children, beggars, insane, anscholars, and enter-
tains thethought of all,adding to itcommonlysome
breadth ancelegance. | think thalte should keep a
caravansary on thworld's highvay, where philoso-
phers of all nations might put up, and on kign
should beprinted, "Entertainment for man, but not
for his beast. Enter y¢hat haveleisure and auiet
mind, whoearnestlyseek theright road." He is per-
haps the sanest man ahds the fewestrotchets of
any | chance tknow; the sameyesterday and to-
morrow. Of yore we hadauntered and talked, and
effectually put the worldbehind us; for he was
pledged to nainstitution in it, freeborn,ingenuus.
Whichever way weurned, itseemedthat theheav-
ens and the earth had met togethesince he en-
hanced thebeauty of thelandscape. Ablue-robed
man, whosefittest roof is the overarching skywhich
reflects hisserenity. 1 do not see how he cawer
die; Nature cannotspare him.

Having each some shingles ofthoughtwell dried,
we satandwhittled them, trying ouknives, and ad-
miring theclear yellowish grain of thpumpkinpine.
We waded so gently anteverently, or wepulled to-
gether so smoothly, that the fishes tbbught were
not scared from thestream, nor feared ansngler
on the bank, but came andent grandly,like the
clouds whichfloat through the western sky, and the
mother-o'-pearl flocks which sometimes form and
dissolvethere.There weworked,revisingmythology,
rounding a fable here artlere, and buildingastles
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in the air for which earth offered noworthy founda-
tion. Great Lookel Great Expecter! toconverse with
whom was a NewEngland Night's Entertainment.
Ah! such discourse whkad, hermit andphilosopher,
and the oldsettler |1 havespoken of,—we three,—it
expanded and racked nigtle house;l should not
dare to say how many pounds' weight there amse
the atmospheric pressure on eyetircular inch; it
opened itsseams so thahey had to be calked with
much dulnesshereafter tostop theconsequenleak;
—but | hadenough ofthat kind of oakum already
picked.

Therewas one other with whom | hadolid sea-
sons,"long to be remembered, lais house in theil-
lage, and who looked iopon me fromtime to time;
but | had no more for society there.

There too, asvery where, Isometimesexpected
the Visitor who never comes. TheVishnu Purana
says, "The house-holder is to remain at eventide in
his court-yard adong as ittakes tomilk a cow, or
longer if he pleasego await thearrival of a guest.”
| often performedthis duty of hospitality, waited long
enough tamilk a whole herd of cows, but did not see
the man approachinffom the town.



Winter Animals

WHEN the ponds were firmlyrozen, they af-
forded notonly new andshorter routesto many
points, but newiews from their surfaces of the fa-
miliar landscaperoundthem.When Icrossed Flint's
Pond, after it wascovered with snowthough | had
often paddledabout and skateaver it, it was so
unexpectedly wide and so strantgpat | could think
of nothing but Baffin's Bay. Theincoln hills rose up
around me at the extremitgf a snowy plain, in
which | did not remember thave stood before; and
the fishermen, at an indeterminable distarme@r the
ice, moving slowly about with their wolfish dogs,
passed for sealers Bisquimaux, or irmisty weather
loomed like fabulous creatures, and | did not know
whether theywere giants orpygmies. | took this
course when | went to lecture irLincoln in the
evening, travelling in no road and passing no house
between my own hut and the lectumm. In Goose
Pond, which lay in myway, acolony of muskrats
dwelt, andraised theircabins high above the ice,
though nonecould beseenabroad when trossed it.
Walden, being like the restusually bare ofsnow, or
with only shallow andinterrupteddrifts on it, was
my yard, where | could walk freely when the snow
wasnearly twofeetdeep onalevel elewhere and the
villagers were confined totheir streets. There, far
from the village steet, andexcept atvery long in-
tervals, from the jingle of sleigh-bells, |slid and
skated, as in a vashoose-yardwell trodden, over-
hung by oak woods andolemn pinedent down with
snow orbristling with icicles.

For sounds in winter nights, anodften in winter
days, | heard the forlorn bunelodiousnote of a



272 WINTER ANIMALS

hooting owl indefinitely far; such a sound as the
frozen earth wouldyield if struck with a suitable
plectrum, the verjyingua vernaculaof Walden Wood,
and quite familiar to me at last, though | never
sawthe bird while it wasmaking it. | seldom opened
my door in a winter eveningwithout hearing it;
Hoo hoo hoo, hoorer hoosounded sonorously, and
the first three syllables accented somewhat likkow
der do; or sometimeshoo hooonly. Onenight in the
beginning of winter, before the pond frozever,
aboutnine o'clock,| was startled by théoud honking
of a goose, andstepping to the door, heard the sound
of their wings like a tempest in thewoods asthey
flew low over myhouse. Theypassed over the pond
toward Fair Haven, semingly deterred from settling
by my light, their commodorehonking all thewhile
with aregular beat.Suddenly anunmistakablecat-
owl from very near me, with the most harsh and
tremendousvoice | everheard fromany inhabitant
of the woods, respondeat regularintervals to the
goose, as ifdetermined toexpose and disgrace this
intruder fromHudson's Bay byexhibiting agreater
compass andolume ofvoice in anative, andboo-
hoo him out of Concordhorizon. What do you mean
by alarming the citadel at this time aight con-
secrated to me? Do yahink | amevercaughtnap-
ping atsuch anhour, and that have not got lungs
and a larynx as wdl as yourself? Boo-hoo, boo-hoo,
boo-hoo! It was one ofthe mostthrilling discords |
everheard. Andyet, if you had aiscriminating ear,
therewere in it theelements of aconcord such as
these plains never sawnor heard.

| also heard thewhooping of the ican the pond,
my great bed-fellow inthat part ofConcord, as if it
were restless irits bed and wouldain turn over,
were troubled with flatulency and bad dreams; or |
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was waked by the cracking of the ground by the
frost, as ifsome one hadlriven a team against my
door, and in themorning wouldfind a crack in the
earth aquarter of amile long and a third of amch
wide.

Sometimes lheard the foxes as they rangeder
the snowcrust, in moonlight nights, in search of a
partridge or other gaméarking raggdly and demo-
niacally like forest dogs, as if laboring withsome
anxiety, orseekingexpression,struggling for light
andto be dogs outright and run freelyn the streets;
for if we take theages into oumaccount, mg there
not be a civilization going on amondrutes as well
asmen?They seemed to me to vadimental, bur-
rowing men,still standing ortheir defence,awaiting
their transformation.Sometimes one came near to
my window, attracted by mylight, barked avulpine
curse at me, anthen retreated.

Usually the red squirrglSciurus Hudsoniusyaked
me in the dawn, coursingover the roof and up and
down the sides of théouse, as if sent out of the
woods for thispurpose. In theourse of thewinter |
threw out halfa bushel ofars ofsweet-cornwhich
had not got ripe, on to the snoverust by my door,
and was amused bwatching themotions of the
various animals which werdaited by it. In the twi-
light and thenight the rabbits cameregularly and
made aheartymeal. All day longthe red squirrels
came andvent, and afforded me much entertainment
by their manoeuvres. One waulapproach at first
warily through the shrub-oaks,running over the
snow crust byfits and startdike a leaf blown by the
wind, now afew pacesthis way, with wonderful
speed andwaste of energymaking inconeivable
hastewith his "trotters," as if it were for a wager,
andnow as many pacehat way, butnevergetting
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on more than half a rod at a time; and trerddenly
pausing with a ludicrougxpression and gratui-
tous somerset, as if all the eyes in the univeveee
fixed on him,-for all themotions of a squirreleven
in the mog solitary recesses of théorest, imply
spectators as much #sose ofa dancinggirl,—wast-
ing more time in delayand circumspectiorthan
would have sufficed towalk the wholedistance,—I
never saw onavalk,—and the suddenly,before you
could sayJack Robinson, he would be in the top of a
young pitch-pine, winding up hisclock andchiding
all imaginary spectatorsoliloquizing and talking to
all the universe at the santiene,—for noreason that
I could everdetect, or hehimself wasaware of, |
suspect. Alength he would reach theorn, and se-
lecting a suitablesar, friskabout inthe sameuncer-
tain trigonometrical way to the top-most stick of my
wood-pile, before mywindow, where helooked me in
the face, andthere sit forhours, supplying himself
with a new ear from timeo time, nibbling atfirst
voraciously andthrowing thehalf-nakedcobs about;
till at length hegrew moredainty still and played
with his food, tastingonly the inside of thekernel,
and the ear, whickvas held balancedver the stick
by one paw,slippedfrom his careless grasp and fell
to the groundwhen he would loolover at itwith a
ludicrous expression ofuncertainty, as isuspecting
that it hadlife, with a mind notmade up whether to
getit again, or a new one, or lEf; now thinking
of corn, thenlistening to heawhat was in thevind.
So the little impudent &llow would waste many an
earin aforenoon;till at last, seizing somdonger and
plumper one, considerablyigger than himself, and
skilfully balancing it, hewould set out with it to the
woods,like a tigerwith abuffalo, by thesame zig-zag
course andrequentpausesscratchingalong with it
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as if it were tooheavy for him ad falling all the

while, making its fal a diagoml betweena perpen-
dicular and horizontal, being determined to put it
through at anyrate;—a singularly fivolous and
whimsicalfellow;—and so havould get off with it to
where he lived, perhaps carrytit the top of a pine
tree forty or fifty rods distant, and Iwould after-

wards find the cobstrewn about thevoods in various
directions.

At length the gysarrive,whosediscordantscreams
were heard long before, as thayere warily making
their approach an eighth of a mileff, and in a
stealthy and sneakinganner they flitfrom tree to
tree, nearer andearer, angbick up thekernels which
the squirrelshave dropped. Then, sitting onpéch-
pine bough, they attempt tewallow in theirhaste a
kernelwhich is too big for theithroats andchokes
them; and aftergreat labor they disgorge it, and
spend arhour in theendeavor tacrack it by repeat-
ed blows with their bills. They were maifiestly
thieves, and | had nobhuchrespect fothem; but the
squirrels,though at firstshy, went towork as if they
were taking what wastheir own.

Meanwhile also came thechicadees inflocks,
which picking up thecrumbs the squirrels had
dropped, flew to the nearest twig, apthcing them
under their claws, hammered away at them with
their little bills, as if it wee an insect in théark,
till they were sufficiently reduced fortheir slender
throats. Alittle flock of these tit-mice cameaily to
pick adinner out of mywood-pile, or thecrumbs at
my door, with faint flitting lisping notes, like the
tinkling of icicles in the grass, orelse withsprightly
day day dayor more rarely, in spring-likedays, a
wiry summeryphe-befrom thewood-side. They were
so familiar that atlength one aligh#& on anarmful
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of wood which | wascarrying in, andpecked at the
stickswithout fear. | once had aparrowalight upon

my shoulder fora momentwhile | was hoeing in a
vilage garden, and Ffelt that | wasmore distin-

guished bythatcircumstance thandhould have been
by any epaulet | coulchave worn. The sgrrels also

grew atlast to be quite familiar, andccasionally

stepped upon myghoe,when that was theearest

way.

When the ground was not yet quite covered, and
again near the end oWinter, when thesnow was
melted onmy south hill-side and about mywood-
pile, the partridges came out of th@oods morning
and evening to feed ther Whichever side yowalk
in the woods thepartridge burstsaaway on whirring
wings, jarring the snow from the dryleaves and
twigs onhigh, which comessifting down in thesun-
beamslike goldendust; for thisbravebird is not to
be scared bwwinter. It is frequentlycovered up by
drifts, and, it issaid, "sometimesplungesfrom on
wing into the softsnow, where it remainsoncealed
for a day or two." | used tostart them in theopen
land also, where they had come out of theoods at
sunset td'bud" the wild apple-trees. Theyill come
regularly every evening tgarticulartrees,where the
cunning sportsmanlies in wait for them, and the
distant orchardsnext the woods suffer thus not a
little. | am glad that the partridge gets fed, at any
rate. It is Nature's own bind/hich lives onbuds and
diet-drink.

In dark wintermornings, or inshortwinter after-
noons, Isometimesheard a pack dfounds thread-
ing all the woods withhounding cry andelp, unable
to resist the instinct of thehase, and the note of the
hunting horn at intevals, proving that man was in
the rear. Thavoodsring again, anget no fox bursts
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forth on to theopen level of thepond, norfollowing
pack pursuingtheir Acteeon. Andperhaps at evening
| seethe hunters returningvith a single brush trail-
ing from their sleigh for atrophy, seekingtheir inn.
They tell methat if the foxwould remain in the
bosom of thefrozen earth hewould be safe, or if he
would run in a straight line away no fox-hound
could overtake him;but, having left his pursuers far
behind, hestops to rest and listen tihey come up,
and when heuns hecirclesround to his olchaunts,
where thehuntersawait him. Sometimes,however,
he will run upon awall manyrods, and then leap
off far to one side, ante appears to know that wa-
ter will not retain his scent. Auntertold me that
he once saw a fopursued byhounds bursbut on
to Walden when thece was coveredwith shallow
puddles, run part wagcross, andhenreturn to the
same shore. Ertong the houndsarrived, but here
they lost the scent. Sometimes gpack hunting by
themselvesvould pass mydoor, andcircle round my
house, and yelp and houmdthout regarding me, as
if afflicted by aspecies ofmadness, sahat nothing
could divert them from the pursuit. Thus theyrcle
until they fall upon therecent trailof a fox, for a
wise houndwill forsakeeverything else forthis. One
daya man came to my hditom Lexingtonto inquire
after his hound that made large track, and had
beenhunting for a week byimself. But | fear that
he was not the wiser fall | told him, for every time

| attempted toanswer his questions Hhaterrupted
me by asking,"What do you dchere?" He hadbst a
dog, butfound aman.

Oneold hunter who has a drpngue, who used to
come tobathe in Walen once everyyear when the
water was warmest, and at suahes looked irupon
me, told me,that manyyears ago he took his gun one
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afternoon andvent out for acruise in Walden Wod;
and as he walkethe Waylandroad heheard the cry
of houndsapproaching, and ere loragfox leaped the
wall into theroad, and as quick aloughtleaped the
other wall out of theroad, and his swifbbullet had
not touched him. Some way behind came an old
hound and hethree pups in fulpursuit, hunting on
their own account, anddisappeared again in the
woods. Late in theafternoon, as he waresting in
the thick woodssouth of Walden, he heard theice
of the hounds farover toward Fair Haven still pur-
suing thefox; and onthey cametheir haunding cry
which made all thewoods ringsounding nearer and
nearer, now fromWell-Meadow, nowfrom the Baker
Farm. For a long time hestood still and listened to
their music, sosweet to ahunter's earwhen sud-
denly the foxappearedthreading thesolemnaisles
with an easy coursingace,whose sound wascon-
cealed by asympathetic rustle of théeaves, swift
and still, keeping theground, leaving his pursuers
far behind; and|eaping upon a rock amid theoods,
he sat erect and listening, with his back to humt-
er. For a momentcompassion rained the latter's
arm; but that was ahort-lived mood, and as quick
as thought can follow thought hipiece waslevelled,
andwhang!—thefox rolling over therock lay dead on
the ground. Thehunter still kept his place and
listened to the houws. Still on theycame, and now
the nearwoods resounded througlall their aisles
with their demoniac cry. Atength the old hound
burst into view with muzzléo the groundand snap-
ping the air as if possessed, and directly to the
rock; butspying the deadox she suddenlyceased
her hounding, as if strdc dumb with amazement,
andwalkedround and round him isilence; and one
by one her pups arrivedand, like their nother,
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were soberedinto silence by themystery. Then the
hunter cameforward andstood in theirmidst, and
the mystery wassolved. Theywaited insilencewhile
he skinned thdox, thenfollowed thebrush awhile,
and at lengthiurned offinto the woods again. That
evening aWeston Squire caento theConcordhunt-
er's cottage toinquire for hishounds, andold how
for a weekthey hadbeenhunting ontheir own ac-
count from Westonwoods. The Concordéhunter told
him what heknew and offered him thekin; but the
other declined it anddeparted. He did not find his
houndsthatnight, but thenext day learned thdahey
had crossed the river and put up afaam-house for
the night, whence having beenwell fed, they took
their departureearly in the maoning.

The hunter whotold me this could remember one
SamNutting, whoused tohuntbears on FaiHaven
Ledges, aneéxchange theiskins for rum in Concord
village; who toldhim, even, that he hasken a moose
there. Nutting had a famoug$ox-hound named Bur-
goyne,-hepronounced itBugine,-which myinform-
ant used to borrow. In th&Wast Book" of an old
trader ofthis town, who wasalo a captain, town-
clerk, andrepresentative, find the following entry.
Jan. 18th, 1742-3,"John Melven Cr. by 1 Grey Fox
0—2-3;" they are not nowound here; and in his
ledger, Feb. 7th, 1743, Hezekiah Statton hascredit
"by Y2 aCatt skin — 1 — 4%;" ofcourse, a wild-cat,
for Stratton was aergeant in the oldrrench war,
andwould not havegat credit for huntingless noble
game. Credit isgiven for deer skinsalso, andthey
were daily sold. One man stireserves théiorns
of the last deerthat waskilled in this vicinity, and
another hagold me theparticulars of thehunt in
which his uncle wasengaged. Thehunters were
formerly anumerous ath merry crew here. | remem-
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ber well onegaunt Nimrod who would catch up a
leaf by the road-side anplay a strain onit wilder
and moremelodious, if my memoryesves methan
anyhuntinghorn.

At midnight, when theravas a moonl sometimes
met with hounds in my pathprowling about the
woods, which wouldskulk out of my way, as if
afraid, and standilent amid thebushes till 1 had
passed.

Squirrels and wild micalisputed for mystore of
nuts. There were scoresf pitch-pinesaround my
house,from one to fourinches indiameter,which
had been gnawed bymice the previous winter,—a
Norwegian winter for them, for thesnow laylong
and deep, and they wenbliged to mix a large pro-
portion of pine bark with theirother diet. These
trees werealive and apparentlyflourishing at mid-
summer, and many of them hgdwn afoot, though
completely girdled; butafter another winter such
were without exceptiondead. It is emarkable that
a single mouseshouldthus beallowed awhole pine
tree for itsdinner, gnawingoundinstead of up and
down it; but perhap# is necessary irorder to thin
thesetrees,which are wont togrow up densely.

The hares(Lepus Americanusyvere very familiar.
One had her form under mhouse all winter,sepa-
rated from me only by theflooring, and she startled
me eachmorning by hethastydeparturewhen | be-
ganto stir,—thump, thump, thumpstriking he head
against the floor timbers in héwrry. They used to
comeround mydoor atdusk tonibble thepotato par-
ings which | hadthrown out, andwere sonearly the
color of the ground that they could hardly be dis-
tinguished whenstill. Sometimes in the twilight |
alternatelylost and recovered sight of orstting
motionlessunder mywindow. When |opened my
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door in theevening, off they woul go with a squeak
and a bounce. Near at hand they ondxcited my
pity. One evening one sat loyy door two paces from
me, at first trembling with fear, yet unwilling to
move; a poor wee¢hing, lean and bony, with ragged
ears and sharpose, scantail and slendempaws.
It looked as ifNature nolonger contained thebreed
of nobler bloods, but stood on hiast toes. Its large
eyes appearegoung andunhealthy, almost dropsi-
cal. | took a step, and laway it scud with arlastic
spring over the snowcrust, straightening its body
and its limbs intogracefullength, andsoon put the
forest between me anitself,—the will free venison,
asserting itsvigor and thedignity of Nature. Not
without reason was its slenderness. Subbn was
its nature. (Lepus, levipesjight-foot, some think.)

What is acountry withoutrabbits andpartridges?
They areamong the mossimple andndigenousani-
mal products;ancient and venerablfamilies known
to antiquity as tomodern times; of the very hue and
substance oNature, neeest allied to leaves and to
the ground,-and to one another; it ésther winged
or it is legged. It is hardly as if you hagken a wild
creature when aabbit or a partridgeébursts away,
only anaturalone, as much to be expected as rus-
tling leaves. Thepartridge and th rabbit are still
sure to thrive, liketrue natives of thesoil, whatever
revolutions occur. If the forest is coff, the sprouts
and bushes whichspring up afford them conceal-
ment, andthey become morenumerous tharever.
That must be apoor country indeed thatdoes not
support a hare. Owoodsteemwith themboth, and
around every swamp may beseen thepartridge or
rabbit walk, beset with twiggyfences andhorse-hair
snares, which some cow-bdgnds.
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AFTER a still winter night1 awoke with the
impressionthat somequestion had been put to me,
which | had bee endeavoring invain to answer in
my sleep, asvhat-how—when—where? Bthere was
dawningNature, inwhom all creaturedive, looking
in at my broadwindows with serene and satisfied
face, and nayuestion onher lips. | awoke to an an-
sweredquestion, toNature anddaylight. The snow
lying deep on theearth dotted with youngines, and
the very slope of thehill on which my house is
placed, seemed tosay, Forward!Nature puts no
question and answers noméhich we mortals ask.
She has long agotaken herresolution. "O Prince,
our eyes contemplatewith admirationand transmit
to the sod the wonderful and variedspectacle of
this universe. The nighteils without doubt a part
of this gloriouscreation; but dayomes to reveal to
us this great work,which extends from earth even
into the plains ofthe ether."

Then to mymorning work.First | take an axe and
pail and go in search ofvater, if that be not a
dream. After a cold angnowy night it needed a
divining rod to find it. Every winter thdiquid and
trembling surface of thepond, which was s®ensi-
tive to every breath, and reflecteévery light and
shadow, becomesolid to thedepth of a foot or a
foot and ahalf, so that itwill support theheaviest
teams, anderchance thenow covers it to arequal
depth, and it is not to belistinguishedfrom any
level field. Like the marmots inthe surroundinghills,
it closes it eye-lids andbecomesdormant for three
months omore. Standing on therow-coveredlain,
as ifin a pastureamid the hills, | cut my wayirst
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through a foot of snow, and thenfaot of ice, and
open awindow under my feet,where, kneeling to
drink, I look downinto the quietparlor of the fishes,
pervaded by @oftenedight asthrough awindow of
ground glass, with itbright sanded floor thesame
as in summer;there aperennial waveless serenity
reigns as inthe amber twilight sky, corresponding
to the cool and everiemperament of the inhabitants.
Heaven isunder our feet asvell as over ouheads.
Early in the morningwhile all things arecrisp
with frost, mencome withfishing reels and slender
lunch, and letdown their fine lines thiough the
snowy field to take pickerel andperch; wild men,
who instinctively follow other fashions andrust
other authoritieghan their townsmen, and byheir
goings and comingstitch townstogether in parts
where else they would beripped. They sit and eat
their luncheon instout fear-naughts on the dry oak
leaves on the shore, agse in natural lore as the
citizen is in artifcial. They neverconsulted with
books, andknow and cantell much less than they
have done. Thethings which they practise are said
not yet to be known. Here is one fishing fuickerel
with grownperch forbait. Youlook into his pailwith
wonder agnto a summer pond, as if he keptmmer
locked up athome, or knewwhere she hadetreated.
How, pray, did he gehese inmid-winter? O, he got
worms out ofrottenlogs since thegroundfroze, and
so he caughtthem. His life itself passes deeper in
Nature than the studies dhe naturalistpenetrate;
himself a subject for thenaturalist. The latteraises
the moss and blrgently with his knife in search
of insects; the formetays openlogs to their core
with his axe, andnoss andark fly farand wide. He
gets his living bybarkingtrees.Such a man hasome
right to fish, and | love to see Natumarried out in
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him. The perch swallows the grub-worm, thiekerel
swallows theperch, and the fishermaswallows the
pickerel; and so all the chinks in the scale of being
are filled.

When | strolledaround the ponéh misty weather
| was somdimes amused by té primitive mode
which someruder fisherman had adopted. Meuld
perhaps havelaced aldebranchesover thenarrow
holes in the icewhich were four orfive rods apart
and an equal distance from thshore, andhaving
fastened the end of thHame to astick to prevent its
being pulledthrough,havepassed thelack line over
a twig of the alder, doot or moreabove the ice, and
tied a dry oak leaf to itwhich, being pulled down,
would show when he had a bifEhese alders loomed
through themist at egularintervals as you walked
half way round the pond.

Ah, the pickerel of Walden! when | see thelging
on the ice, or in the well which théshermancuts in
the ice,making alittle hole toadmit thewater, | am
alwayssurprised bytheir rarebeauty, as ithey were
fabulous fishes, they are sdoreign to the streets,
even to thewoods, foreign ag\rabia to our Concord
life. They possess quite dazzling andtranscendent
beautywhich separates them bywide interval from
the cadaverous cod and haddocithose fame is
trumpeted in oustreets. They are nafreen like the
pines, nor grayike the stones, noblue like thesky;
but they have, to myeyes, if pasible, yetrarer col-
ors, like flowersand preciousstones, as if theyere
the pearls,the animalizednuclei or crystals of the
Waldenwater. They, ofcourse, are Walden ativer
and all through; arghemselvesmall Waldens in the
animalkingdom,Waldenses. It is surprising that they
are caught here,—that irthis deep and capacious
spring, far beneath theattling teams andchaises



WALDEN 285

and tinkling sleighs thattravel the Walden road,
this great gold and emeraldfish swims. | never
chanced to see its kind in amgarket; it would be
the cynosure oéll eyes thereEasily, with a fewcon-
vulsive quirks, they give upheir watery ghosts, like
a mortal translatedefore histime to the thin air of
heaven.

As | wasdesirous to recovdhe long lost bottom of
Walden Pond, | surveyed itarefully, before the ice
broke up, early in46, with compass andhain and
soundingline. There have beenmany stories told
about thebottom, orrather nobottom, ofthis pond,
which certainly had ndoundation forthemselves. It
is remarkable how long men wilbelieve in thebot-
tomlessness oh pond without taking thetrouble to
sound it. I'have visited two suchBottomless Ponds
in onewalk in thisneighborhood. Many haveelieved
that Waldenreached quitehrough to theother side
of the globe. Some whohave lain flat on the ice for
a long time, looking downthrough theillusive me-
dium, perchance withwatery eyes into thebargain,
and driven tdhastyconclusions by thdéear of catch-
ing cold in their breasts, haveeenvast holes "into
which a load of haynight bedriven," if there were
any body todrive it, the undoubtedsource of the
Styx andentrance tahe Infernal Regionsfrom these
parts. Others have gone down from thikage with a
"fifty-six" and awagon load ofnch rope, but yet have
failed to find anybottom; forwhile the fifty-six" was
resting by tle way, theywere paying out therope in
the vain attempt tofathom their truly immeasurable
capacity for marvousness. But | carassure my
readersthat Walden has a reasably tight bottom
at a not unreasonabléhough at anunusual, depth.
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| fathomed iteasilywith acod-line and atoneweigh-
ing about a pound and half, and couldtell ac-
curatelywhen the stondeft the bottom, by having to
pull somuch hardebefore thewater gotunderneath
to help me. The greatedepth was exactly onleun-
dred and twofeet; towhich may be added the five
feet which it has risen sincenaking onehundred
and sevenThis is aremarkable depth for semall
an area; yet not amch of it canbe spared by the
imagination.What if all pondswere shallow? hWould
it not react on the minds afien? | amthankful that
this pond wasmade deep andpure for a symbol.
While men believe in thénfinite somepondswill be
thought to bebottomless.

h what depth | hadfound,
thought that itcould not betrue, for, judging from
his acquaintance with dams, samduld not lie at so
steep an angldBut the deepesponds are not sdeep
in proportion to theirarea asnost suppose, and, if
drained, would not leave veryremarkablevalleys.
They are not like cupbetween thdills; for this one,
which is sounusuallydeep for its argaappears in a
vertical sectionthrough itscentre notdeeperthan a
shallow plate. Most ponds, emptiedwould leave a
meadow nomore hollow than we frequently see.
William Gilpin, who is scadmirable in althatrelates
to landscapes, angsually socorrect, standing at the
head of Loch Fyne, in Scotlandwhich he describes
as'"a bay of sat water, sixty or seventyathomsdeep,
four miles in breadth,” and aboutifty miles long,
surrounded bynountains observes, "If we could have
seen itimmediatelyafter thediluvian crash, or what-
ever convulsion ofNature occasioned it,before the
waters gushed inyhat ahorrid chasm itmust have
appeared!
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So high as heaved the tumidlls, so low
Down sunk a hollowbottom, broad, and deep,
Capacious bed olvaters—."

But if, using the shortesdiameter of Loch Fyne, we
apply theseproportions toWalden,which, as we have
seen, appearalready in avertical sectiononly like a
shallowplate, itwill appear four times as shallow. So
much for theincreasedhorrors of the chasm dfoch
Fyne when emptied. Ndoubt many a miling val-
ley with its stretchingcornfieldsoccupiesexactly such
a "horrid chasm,"from which the waters have re-
ceded,though itrequires thensight and the far sight
of the geologist to convince thensuspectingnhabi-
tants ofthis fact. Often aninquisitive eye may detect
the shores of grimitive lake inthe low horizonhills,
and no subsequenelevation of theplain has been
necessary taonceal theihistory. But it iseasiest, as
they who work on the highwaysknow, to find the
hollows by thepuddlesafter ashower. Theamount
of it is, theimagination, give it théeastlicense,dives
deeper and soatsgherthan Naturegoes. So, prob-
ably, the depth of theceanwill be found to bevery
inconsiderablecompared with itsbreadth.

As | soundeahrough the ice tould determine the
shape of thebottom with greateraccuracythan is
possible insurveying harbors which do notfreeze
over, and | was surprised at its geneegularity. In
the deepest parthere areseveral acres more level
than almost any fieldwhich is exposed to the sun
wind andplough. In one instance, onliae arbitrar-
ily chosen, thalepth did not vary more than one foot
in thirty rods; andgenerally, near # middle,l could
calculate te variation for each onbundred feet in
any direction beforehandwithin three orfour inches.
Some areaccustomed tgpeak of dep and dangerous
holes even inquiet sandy ponds like this, but the
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effect of water underthesecircumstances is ttevel

all inequalities. Theregularity of the bottom and its
conformity to theshores and theange of theneigh-

boring hills were smerfect that adistant promon-

tory betrayed itselfn the soundinggjuite across the
pond, and itsdirection could bedetermined by ob-
serving the opposite shor€ape becomesbar, and

plain shoal, and valley andorge deep water and

channel.

When| had mapped theond by thescale of ten
rods to aninch, and put down the soundingapre
than a hundred in all, bbserved thisremarkable
coincidence.Having noticedthat the numbeindi-
cating the greatestepth was apparently in tleentre
of themap | laid a rule onthe maplengthwise, and
then breadthwise, arfdund, to mysurprise,that the
line of greatest length inteected thdine of greatest
breadthexactly at the point ofgreatest depthnot-
withstanding that themiddle is so nearlyevel, the
outline of the pond far ém regular, and the ex-
tremelength andoreadth were gdby measuring into
the coves; and kaid tomyself, Whoknows but this
hint would conduct to thedeepestpart of theocean
aswell as of a pond opuddle? Is nothis the rule
also for theheight of mountains, egarded as the
opposite ofvalleys? Weknow that ahill is not high-
estat its narrowestpart.

Of five coves,three, or all which hatbeensounded,
were observed thave a bar quitacrosstheir maiths
anddeepemvater within, sathat the baytended to be
an expansion ofwaterwithin the land not onhhori-
zontally but vertically, and tdorm a basin oiinde-
pendentpond, thedirection of the two capes showing
the course of tbar. Every harboon the sea-coast,
also, has its bar at iBntrance. Irproportion as the
mouth of thecove was widecompared with itdength,
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the water over the bar wadeepercompared with
that in thebasin. Giventhen, thelength andoreadth
of the cove, and theharacter of the surrounding
shore, and yohawe almostelementsnough to make
out a formula for allcases.

In order to seédhow nearly Icould guess, with this
experience, at thdeepest point in aond, by oberv-
ing the outlines of itswgface and the character of its
shores alone, made a plan of Whitéond, which
contains about forty-onacres,and, likethis, has no
island in it, norany visible inlet or outlet; and as the
line of greatest breadth felery near thdine of least
breadth,where two oppositeapesapproachecach
other and twooppositebays receded, | ventured to
mark apoint a shortdistance fromthe latterline,
but still on the line ofgreatestength, as thaeleepest.
The deepespart wasfound to bewithin onehundred
feet of this, still farther in thedirection to which |
hadinclined, and wasnly onefoot deeper, amely,
sixty feet. Ofcourse, a streamunning through, or an
island in thepond, would make theproblem much
more complicated.

If we knew all the laws ofNature, weshould need
only onefact, or thedescription ofone actual phe-
nomenon, to inferall the particularresults at that
point. Now we know onlya few laws, and our result
is vitiated, not, of course, by any confusion oregu-
larity in Nature, but by ouignorance okssentiakle-
ments in the calculation. Ouotions of law andhar-
mony are commonlgonfined tothose instanceshich
we detect; butthe harmonywhich resultsfrom a far
greaternumber of semingly conflicting, but really
concurring, lawswhich wehave not detected, #ill
morewonderful. The particulalaws are as oysoints
of view, as, to thdraveller, amountainoutline var-
ies with every $ep, and it hasan infinite number of
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profiles, though abolutely butone form. Even when
cleft or bored through it is not comprehended in its
entireness.

What | haveobserved of the pond is no lesse in
ethics. It is the lawof average.Such arule of the
two diameters not only guideass toward the sun in
the system and theheart in man, but drawlines
through thelength andbreadth of theaggregate of a
man's particular daily behaviors and waves of life
into his coves andinlets, and where they intersect
will be the height or depth ohis characte. Perhaps
we needonly to know how hisshorestrend and his
adjacent country ocircumstances, to infer his depth
and concealedbottom. If he issurrounded by moun-
tainous circumstances, arAchillean shore, vhose
peaks overshadow and arreflected in his bosom,
they suggest aorrespondinglepth in him. But a low
andsmoothshore proves hingshallow onthatside. In
our bodies, a boldrojecting browfalls off to and in-
dicates acorrespondingdepth ofthought. Alsothere
is a bar across thentrance of ouevery cove, or par-
ticular inclination; each is outharbor for a season,
in which we ae detainedand partially land-locked.
These inclinations are notwhimsical usially, but
their form, size, anddirection aredetermined by the
promontories of theshore, the ancierdxes of eleva-
tion. When this bar iggraduallyincreased by storms,
tides, or currents, or theris a subsidence of the
waters, so that iteaches to the siace, thatwhich
was at first but aninclination in theshore in which
a thought washarboredbecomes arindividual lake,
cut off from the ocean, wherein thloughtsecures
its own conditions, changes,perhaps, from salt to
fresh,becomes a sweet sea, dead sea, mamsh. At
the advent ofeachindividual into this life, may we
not supposethat such a bar hadgsen to thesurface
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somewhere? It idrue, we aresuch poornavigators
that our thoughts, for the most pastand off and on
upon a harborlessoast, are conversanhly with the
bights of the bays opoesy, or steer for theublic
ports ofentry, and gadanto the dy docks ofscience,
where they merelyefit for this world, and nonatural
currentsconcur to individualize them.

As for theinlet oroutlet of Walden, | have not dis-
covered any but rai and snow andevaporation,
thoughperhaps, with adhermometer and Bne, such
places may bdéound, forwhere thewaterflows into
the pond itwill probably becoldest insummer and
warmest in winter. When thize-men were atvork
here in'46—7, thecakessent to theshore were one
day rejectedby those who werestacking them up
there, notbeing thick enough to liside by sidewith
the rest; and th cutters thugdiscovered that the ice
over a small spaceas two or threeinchesthinner
than elsewhere, which made them think that there
was an inlet there They also bowed me inanother
placewhat they thought was deachhole,” through
which thepond leaked outinder ahill into aneigh-
boring meadow, pushing me out ancake of ice to
seeit. It was a smallcavity under terfeet of water;
but | think that | can warrant theond not to need
solderingtill they find a worse leak thathat. One
has suggested, thatstich a"leach hole"should be
found, its connection with the meadow, if any ex-
isted, might beproved by conveying some colored
powder orsawdust to thenouth of thehole, andthen
putting a strainer overthe spring in themeadow,
which would catch some of the particles carried
through bythe current.

While | wassurveying, thdce, whichwas sixteen
inches thick, undulated under aslight wind like
water. It iswell known that alevel cannot be used
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on ice. At one rodrom the shore itsgreatest fluctua-
tion, when observed bsneans of devel on land di-
rected toward agyraduated staff on the ice, wHwee
guarters of arninch, though the iceappearedirmly
attached to theshore. It wagrobably greater in the
middle. Who knows but if ouinstrumentswere deli-
cate enough we mighdetect an undulation in the
crust of theearth?When two legsof my level were
on the shore and the third on the ice, and the sights
were directed over theatter, arise orfall of the ice
of an almost inhitesimal amount madea difference
of severalfeet on atree across thepond. When | be-
gan to cut holes fosounding, there werthree or
four inches ofwater on the ice under a deep snow
which had sunk it thusfar; but the water began
immediately to run irda these holes, andontinued
to runfor two days indeg streamswhich wore away
the ice on every side, andcontributedessentially, if
not mainly, to dry thesurface of the pond; for, as the
water ran in, itraised andloated the ice.This was
somewhatike cutting a hole in the bottom of hip
to let the waterout. Whensuch holes freeze, and a
rain succeeds, antlnally a new feezing forms a
fresh smooth ice over all, it iBeautifully mottled in-
ternally by dark figures, shaped somewhatlike a
spider'sweb, what you maycall ice rosettes, pro-
duced by the channels worn by theater flowing
from all sides to aentre. Sometimeslso, when the
ice was coveredwith shallowpuddles, | saw @ouble
shadow ofmyself, onestanding on thehead of the
other, one on the ice, the other on the treekiller
side.

While yet it is coldJanuary, andnow and ice are
thick andsolid, theprudentlandlord comesfrom the
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village to ge ice to cool hissummerdrink; impres-
sively, evenpatheticallywise, toforesee the heat and
thirst of July now in January,-wearing thick coat
and mittens! when somany things arenot provided
for. It may be that héays up no treasures irthis
world which will cool his summer drink in theext.
He cuts and saws thsolid pond, unroofs théouse of
fishes and carts off their very element amadt, held
fast by chains andstakeslike corded woodthrough
the favoring winterair, to wintry cellars, to underlie
the summethere. Itlooks like solidifiedazure, as, far
off, it is drawn through the streets. Thase-cutters
are a merry race, full of jest andsport, and when |
went among them theyere wont tonvite me to saw
pit-fashion withthem, | standing underneath.

In the winter of '46-7 there cam a hundred
men of Hyperborean extractioaswoop down on to our
pond onemorning, withmany car-loads ofungainly-
looking farming tools, sleds,ploughs, drill-barrows,
turf-knives, spades,saws, rakes, andeach man was
armed with a double-pointedpike-staff, such as is
notdescribed in th&lew-England Farmer or the Cul-
tivator. | did not knowwhether they hadome to sow
a crop of winter rye, osome other kind of grain
recently introduced frortteland. As | saw nmanure,
| judged thatthey meant to skim th&and, as | had
done, thinking the sbwas deep and had lain fallow
long enough. Thewaidthat agentlemarfarmer, who
was behind thesceneswanted todouble hismoney,
which, as lunderstood, amounted to halfnallion
already; but in ader to covereach one of his dollars
with another, haook off the onlycoat, ay, theskin
itself, of Walden Pond in thenidst of a hard winter.
They went to work atonce, ploughing, harrowing,
rolling, furrowing, in admirableorder, as itheywere
bent onmaking this amodel farm; butwhen | was
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looking sharp to seavhat kind of seedthey dropped
into the furrow, a gang odfellows by my side sud-
denly began to hook up theirgin mould itself, with

a peculiarjerk, clean downto the sand, or rather the
water,—for it was a very springgoil,—indeed all the
terra firmathere was, and haul #way onsleds, and
then | guessedthat they must becutting peat in a
bog. So theycame and went everglay, with a pe-
culiar driek from thelocomotive,from and tosome
point of the polar regions, asseemed to me, like a
flock of arctic snow-birds. But sometimes Squaw
Walden had herevenge, and &ired man,walking
behind his team, 8pped through a crack in the
ground down towardrartarus, and havho was so
brave before suddenlyecame but thainth part of
aman, almosgave up his animdieat, and was glad
to take refuge in myhouse, and acknowledgatiat
there wassomevirtue in a stove; osometimes the
frozen soil took giece ofsteel out of gloughshare,
or a plough got set in théurrow and had to be cut
out.

To speaMiterally, ahundredrishmen, with Yankee
overseersgcame from Cambridge every day to get out
theice. Theydivided itinto cakes bynethods toavell
known to require description, and these, being sledded
to the shore, wereapidly hauled off on to an ice
platform, andraised bygrapplingirons and block and
tackle, worked by horses, on tostack, assurely as
somanybarrels offlour, andthere placed evenly side
by side, andow uponrow, as if theyformed thesolid
base of an obelislesigned tgierce theclouds.They
told me that in agood daythey could get out a
thousandtons, which was theyield of about one
acre. Deeputs and'cradle holes'were worn in the
ice, as orterra firma, by the passage of thsleds over
the sametrack, and thehorsesinvariably atetheir
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oats out of cakes of ice hollowed olike buckets.
They stacked upthe cakesthus in theopen air in a
pile thirty-five feethigh on one side and six or seven
rods square,putting haybetween theoutside layers
to exclude the air; fowhen thewind, thoughnever
so cold, finds apassagethrough, itwill wear large
cavities, leavig slight supports orstuds only here
and there, and finallytopple it down. At first it
looked like a vastblue fort or Valhalla; but when
they began to tuck theoarsemeadow hay into the
crevices, and this became covered witme and
icicles, it looked like a venerable moss-grown and
hoary ruin, built ofazure-tintedmarble, theabode of
Winter, that old man we see in thalmanac,—his
shanty, as if he had design toestivate with us.
They calculatedhat nottwenty-five percent. ofthis
would reach itglestination, and that two tinree per
cent. would bewasted in thecars. However, astill
greater part of thifeap had a differerdestiny from
what was intended; forither because the ice was
found not to keep so well as waspected,contain-
ing more air than usual, or for somether reason,
it never got tanarket.This heap, made in theinter
of '46-7 andestimated to contaiten thousandtons,
was finally covered with hayand boardsandthough

it was unroofed thefollowing July, and a part of it
carried off, therest remainingexposed to the sun,
it stood overthat summer and theext winter, and
was notquite meltedtill Septemberl848. Thus the
pond recovered thegreaterpart.

Like thewater, theWaldenice, seen near gtand,
has agreentint, but at adistance isbeautifully blue,
and you can easily tell it from the white ice of the
river, or tre merely greenish ice ofsome ponds, a
quarter of amile off. Sometimes one dhose great
cakesslips from the ice-man's slednto the village
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street, andies there for a weekike a great emerald,
anobject of interest to all pasrs. | have noticethat

a portion ofWalden which in thestate of water was
green will often, whenfrozen, appear from the same
point of view blue. So thehollows about this pond
will, sometimes, in thevinter, be filed with a green-
ish water somewhatike its own, but the next day
will have frozen blue. Perhaps the bkmor of wa-
ter andice is due to the light andair they contain,
and the mosttransparent is the bluest. Ice is an in-
teresting subject for contemplation. They told me
that they hadsome in theice-houses afFresh Pond
five years old which was as good as ever. Why is it
that a bucket of watesoon becomesputrid, but
frozen remainssweet forever? It iscommonly said
that this is thedifference between theffections and
the intellect.

Thus for sixteendays | saw frommy window a
hundred men atvork like busyhusbandmen, with
teams andorses andapparently allthe implements
of farming, such apicture as we see on the figzshge
of the almanac; and as often asldoked out | was
reminded of thefable of the lark and thesapers, or
the parable of the sower, and tlilee; andnow they
are all gone, and irthirty days more,probably, |
shall look from the sam window on thepure sea-
greenWaldenwater there, reflectinghe clouds and
the trees, andending up its evaporations in solitude,
and no tracesvill appearthat a man hagver stood
there. Perhaps | shalhear a solitaryoon laugh as
he divesand plumeshimself, or shall see a lonely
fisher in hisboat, like a floating leaf, beholding his
form reflected in the waves, where latelyhandred
men securely labored.

Thus it appearshat theswelteringinhabitants of
Charleston and New Orleansf, Madras and Bombay
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and Calcutta, drink at my well. In the morning |
bathe myintellect in thestupendous andosmogonal
philosophy of theBhagvat Geetasince whose com-
positionyears of the godkaveelapsed, and in com-
parison with which oumodernworld and itslitera-
ture seempuny andtrivial; and | doubt if that
philosophy is not to beeferred to greviousstate of
existence, saemote is its sublimityfrom our con-
ceptions. | lay down théook and go to my well for
water, and ld there Imeet the servamf the Brahmin,
priest ofBrahma and/ishnu andindra, whostill sits
in his temple on the Gangesading the Vedas, or
dwells at the root of a tree with his crust and water
jug. | meet his servantome to drawwater for his
master, and our buckets aswiere grate together in
the same well. The pur&Valden water is mingled
with the sacredvater of theGanges. Withfavoring
winds it iswaftedpast thesite of thefabulousislands
of Atlantis and theHesperides, makes theeriplus
of Hanno, and, floating by Ternate afilore and
the mouth of thePersianGulf, melts in the tropic
gales of thelndian seas, and imnded in ports of
which Alexanderonly heard tke names.



Spring

THE opening of largdracts by thdce-cutters
commonly causes a porid break upearlier; for the
water, agitated bythe wind, even incold weather,
wears away thesurroundingice. But such was not
the effect onWaldenthat year, for she had soon got
a thick new garment to take thelace of the old.
This pond neverreaks up so soon as the others in
this neighborhood, onaccount both ofits greater
depth and its havingo streampassing though it to
melt or wear away thiee. | neverknew it to open in
the course of awinter, notexceptingthat of '52-3,
which gave theponds sosevere arial. It commonly
opens about the first ofApril, a week or ten days
later thanFlint's Pond andrair-Haven, beginning to
melt on thenorth side and in theshallower parts
where itbegan to feeze. It indicatedetter than any
water hereaboutthe absoluterogress othe season,
being least afécted bytransientchanges of temper-
ature. Asevere cold of a fewlays' duration in March
may very much retard theopening of theformer
ponds, while the temperature olWalden increases
almost uninterruptedly. A thermometethrust into
the middle of Walden on the 6th d®flarch, 1847,
stood at32°, or freezing point; near theshore at
33°; in themiddle of Flint's Pond, thesame day, at
32%°; at adozenrods from the shore, in shallow
water, under ice #&oot thick, at 36°.This difference
of three and a halflegreesbetween thegemperature
of the deepwater and thetwllow in thelatter pond,
and the fact that agreatproportion of it is compara-
tively shallow, show why ishould breakup so much
soonerthan Walden. The icdan the shallowestpart
was at this time several inchethinner than in the



300 SPRING

middle. Inmid-winter themiddle hadbeen the warm-
est and the ice thinnest there. dso, every one
who has waded about thehores ofa pond insum-
mer musthaveperceived howmuch warmer the wa-
ter is close to theshore, whereonly three or four
inches deepthan alittle distance out, and on the
surfacewhere it is deepthan near the bottom. In
spring the sun not only exerts an influence through
the increasedemperature of the air and earth, but
its heatpasseghrough ice a foot omore thick, and
is reflected from tk bottom in shallow water, and so
alsowarms the water anghelts the under side of the
ice, at the same timehat it ismelting it more direct-

ly above, making it uneven, andtausing the air
bubbles which itcontains toextendthemselves up-
ward and downward until it iompletely honey-
combed, and at lagtisappears suddenly in single
spring rain. Ice has itgyrain aswell aswood, and
when a cake begins to rot 6comb," that is, as-
sume the appearance of honey-comb, whatever may
be its position, the aircells are atight angles with
what was thewater surface.Where there is a rock
or a log rising nearto the surface the ice over it is
much thinner, and igrequently quite dssolved by
this reflectedheat; and Ihave been told that in the
experiment aCambridge tdreezewater in ashallow
wooden pondthough thecold air circulated under-
neath, and so hadccess to both sides, theflection
of the sun from the bottom more than counterbal-
anced thisadvantage. Whera warm rain in the
middle of tke winter melts off the snow-ice from
Walden, andleaves ahard dark or transparent ice
on the middle, there will be a strip obtten though
thicker white ice, a rodor more wide, about the
shorescreated by this reflecteldeat. Also, as | have



WALDEN 301

said, the bubbleshemselveswithin the ice operate
as burning glasses tamelt theice beneath.

The phenomena of the year takdace every day
in apond on asmall scale Every morning, generally
speaking, the shlaw water is being warmedmore
rapidly than thedeep,though it may not be made so
warm after all, andevery evening it isbeing cooled
more rapidly until themorning. The day is aepit-
ome of the year. The night is theinter, themorn-
ing and evening are thespring and fall, and the
noon is thesummer. The crackingnd booming of
the ice indicate a change demperature. Oneleas-
ant morning after a coldnight, February24th, 1850,
having gone to Flint's Pond to spend the day, |
noticed with surprise, that when trgck theice with
the head of my axe, it resoundékle a gong for
mary rods around, or as if lhad struckon a tight
drum-head. Thegond began tdoom about an hour
after sunrise, when ifelt the influence of thesun's
rays slantedupon itfrom over the hills; itstretched
itself and yawned like a waking man with agrad-
ually increasingtumult, which was kept ughree or
four hours. It to& a shortsiesta anoon, andboomed
oncee moretoward night, as the sun was withdrawing
his influence. In the right stagef the weather a
pond fires its evening guwith great regularity. But
in the middle of theday, being full of cracks, and
the air also beinglesselastic, it had completely lost
its resonance, and probably fishes antuskrats
could not thenhawe beenstunned by a blow on it.
The fishermen saythat the "thundring of thepond”
scares thdishes and preventsheir biting. The pond
does notthunderevery evening, and cannot tell
surely when toexpect itsthundering; but though |
may perceive nodifference in tle weather, itdoes.
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Who would have suspected so large acald and
thick-skinned athing to be sosensitive? Yet it has

its law to which itthundersobediencewhen itshould
assurely as théuds expand in thepring. Theearth

is all alive and covered wih papillae. The largest
pond is as sensitive to atmospheric changes as the
globule of mercury in its tube.

One attraction incoming to the woods to live was
that | shouldhaveleisure andopportunity to see the
spring come in. The ice in the pondlahgth begins
to be honey-combed, and | can set mgel in it as |
walk. Fogs and ains and warmesuns aregradually
melting the snow;the days havegrown sensibly
longer; and | see howdhall getthrough the winter
without addingto my wood-pile, for larg fires are
no longer necessary. | am on thalert for thefirst
signs ofspring, to hear the chance notesofmearriv-
ing bird, or the stripedaiirrel's chirp, for his stores
must be nownearlyexhausted, or see the woodchuck
venture out of hiswinter quarters. On the 13th of
March, after | hadheard thebluebird, song-sparrow,
and red-wing, the ice was still nearly a foot thick.
As the weather grew warmer, it was naensibly
worn away by thewater, norbroken up andloated
off as in rivers,but, though it wascompletely melted
for half a rod inwidth about theshore, themiddle
was merely honey-combed asdturatedwith water,
so that you could put your footthrough itwhen six
inchesthick; but by the next day evening, perhaps,
after a warmrain followed by fog, it wouldhave
wholly disappeared, atjone off with thefog, spirited
away Onre year | wentacross the middle onlfive
days before idisappearecdentirely. In 1845 Walden
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was first completelyopen on the 1st ofpril; in '46,
the 25th ofMarch; in'47, the 8th ofApril; in '51, the
28th of March; in'52, the 18thof April; in '53, the
23d of March; in '54, about the 7th ofApril.

Every incidentconnectedwith the breaking up of
the rivers andonds and theettling of the weather
is particularly interesting to us/ho live in a climate
of so great extremes. When thearmer dayscome,
they whodwell near the rivehear the ice crack at
night with astartlingwhoop as loud as artillery, as
if its icy fetterswererent from end to end, andith-
in afew days see itapidly goingout. So thealligator
comes out of the mud witlquakings of the earth.
One old man who has been elose observer of Na-
ture, andseems aghoroughly wise inregard to all
her operations as if ghhad been puipon thestocks
when he was a boy, and he had helped to lay her
keel,—who has come to sigrowth, andcan hardly
acquire more ohaturallore if he should live to the
age of Methuselah,—told me, and | wasurprised
to hear himexpresswonder at anyf Nature'soper-
ations, for Ithoughtthat there were nosecrets be-
tween them, that onespring day he took his gun
and boat, andthought that hewould have alittle
sportwith the ducksThere was ice still on themead-
ows, but it was all gone out of théver, and he
dropped downwithout obstruction from Sudbury,
where he lived, td-air-Haven Pond, which hi@und,
unexpectedlycovered for themost part with a firm
field of ice. It was awarm day, and he was surprised
to seeso great a body of iceemaining. Not seeing
any ducks, he hid his boat on the north or back side
of anisland in thepond, and theroncealedhimself
in the bushes on the south side, to awaiém. The
ice was melted for three ofour rodsfrom the shore,
and there was a smootind warm sheet ofvater,
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with amuddy bottom, such as tleickslove, within,
and he thought it likely that some would bealong
pretty soon. After hehad lain still there about an
hour he heard a low andeemingly vey distant
sound, butsingularly grand andimpressive, unlike
any thing he hadever heard, gradually swelling and
increasing as if it wouldhave a universal anchem-
orableending, asullenrush and roarwhich seemed
to him all at once like thesound of a vast body of
fowl coming in to settlehere, and,seizing hisgun,
he started up in haste arekcited; but hefound, to
his surprise, that the whole body of the ice had
started while he lay there, anddrifted in to the
shore, and the sound he hadard was made by its
edge grating on theshore,—atffirst gently nibbled and
crumbledoff, but atlength heaving uand scattering
its wrecks along thésland toa considerableheight
before it came to a startill.

At length thesun'srays have attained theght
angle, andwarm winds blow up mist and rain and
melt the snowbanks, and the sun gisrsing the
mist smiles on acheckeredandscape of russet and
white smoking with incense, through which the
traveller picks his wayrom islet toislet, cheered by
the music of athousandtinkling rills and rivulets
whose veins are filled with thelood of winter which
they are bearingff.

Few phenomena gave nmaore delightthan to ob-
serve the formswhich thawing sand andlay as-
sume in flowing down thesides of a deep cut on the
railroad throughwhich | passed on my way to the
village, a phenomenonot very common on starge
a scale,though the number of freshigxposedbanks
of the right material must have been greatly multi-
plied since railroads were inventedThe material
was sand okvery degree of fineness and warious
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rich colors,commonly mixed witha little clay. When
the frostcomes out irthe spring, and even in thaw-
ing day in the winter, thesand begins tdlow down
the slopes likelava, sometimesbursting outthrough
the snow andoverflowing it where no sand was to
be seenbefore. Innumerabldittle streans overlap
and interlace one withanother,exhibiting a sort of
hybrid product,which obeyshalf way the law of cur-
rents, andhalf way that of vegetation. As iflows it
takes the forms of sappy leaves or vinesaking
heaps ofpulpy sprays a foot or more idepth, and
resembling, as yolook down onthem, the lainiated
lobed andimbricated thalluses of some lichens; or
you arereminded of coral, ofeopards' paws drirds'
feet, ofbrains orlungs orbowels, andexcrements of
all kinds. It is atruly grotesquevegetation,whose
forms andcolor we sedmitated in bronze, a sort of
architecturalfoliage moreancient and typicathan
acanthuschiccory, ivy,vine, or anywegetable leaves;
destinedperhaps,under some circumstances, to be-
come apuzzle tofuture geologists. The whole cut
impressed me as it were a cavewith its stalactites
laid open to thedight. The variousshades of the sand
are singularly richand agreeable, embracing thé-
ferentiron colors, brown, gray yellowish, and red-
dish. When thdlowing massreaches the drain at the
foot of the bank itspreads ouflatter into strands,
the separate streams losintheir semi-cylindrical
form and gradually becoming more flat and broad,
running together as they are more moisitl they
form an almostflat sand, still variously and beauti-
fully shaded, but invhich you cantrace theoriginal
forms of vegetationtill at length, in the water itself,
they are converted intbanks,like thoseformed off
the mouths ofrivers, and thdorms of vegetation are
lost in the ripplemarks on the bottom.
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The whole bank, which is from twenty to forty
feet high, issometimes overlaidvith a mass of this
kind of foliage, or sandyupture, for aquarter of a
mile on one or both sides, tpoduce of one spring
day. What makes this sand foliage remarkable is its
springing into existencehus suddenly.When | see
on the one side the inebbank,—for the sun acts on
one siddfirst,—and on theother thisluxuriantfoliage,
the creation of arhour, | am affected as if in a
peculiarsense Istood in the laboratory of the #st
who made theworld andme,—had come tavhere he
was still at work, sporting onthis bank, and with
excess ofenergy strewing his fresbesignsabout. |
feel as if Ilwere neareto the vitals of theglobe, for
this sandy overflowis somethingsuch afoliaceous
mass as the vitals of the anintaddy. You find thus
in the very sands armanticipation ofthe vegetable
leaf. No wonder that the earth expresses itselbut-
wardly in leaves, it séabors with the ideanwardly.
The atoms have already learned this law, and are
pregnant by it. The overhangirigaf sees here its
prototype.Internally, whether in theglobe oranimal
body, it is amoist thick lobe, a word especially ap-
plicable to the liver and lungs and tleavesof fat,
(Aeipw , labor, lapsusto flow or slip downward, daps-
ing; MoPog, globus, lobe, globe; alsolap, flap, and
many other words,) externally a dry thin leaf, even
asthe f andv area pressed and dried. The radicals
of lobe arelb, the soft mass of thé (single lobed, or
B, doublelobed,) with aliquid | behind it pressing it
forward. In globe, glb, the guttural g adds to the
meaning the capacity of the throat. Treathers and
wings of birds arestill drier andthinnerleaves. Thus,
also, you pas$rom thelumpish grub in the earth to
the airy andfluttering butterfly. The veryglobe con-
tinually transcends anttanslates itself, andecomes
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winged in its orbit. Even ice beginswith delicate
crystal leaves, as it had flowed into mouldswhich
the fronds of waterplants haveimpressed on the
watery mirror. The whole tree itself is but onéeaf,
and rivers are stillvasterleaves whose pulp is in-
terveningearth, andtowns andcities are the ova of
insects in theiraxils.

When the sun withdraws the sarmkases tdlow,
but in the morning the streamsill startonce more
and branch andbranch againinto a myriad of
others. Youhere seeperchance howblood vessels
are formed. If youlook closelyyou observethat first
there pushesforward from the thawing mass a
stream of softenedand with a drop-likepoint, like
the ball of the finger, feeling its way slowly and
blindly downward, until at last withmore heat and
moisture, as the sun g@ethigher, the most fluid
portion, in its effort to obey the law to which the
most inertalso yields, separates fronthe latter and
forms foritself a meandering channel artery with-
in that, inwhich is seen dittle silvery streamglanc-
ing like lightning from one stage of pulpkgaves or
branches to another, areler andanon swallowed
up in the sand. It iswonderful howrapidly yet per-
fectly the sand organizedself as itflows, using the
bestmaterial itsmassaffords toform the sharp edges
of its channel. Such are thsources of rivers. In the
silicious matterwhich thewater deposits isperhaps
the bony system, and in théill finer soil andorganic
matter thefleshy fibre or cellular tissueWhat is man
but a mass ofthawing clay? Theball of the human
finger is but adrop congealed. Théingers andtoes
flow to their extent fromthe thawing mass of the
body. Who knowswhat the humanbody would ex-
pand and flow out to underraore genialheaven? Is
not the hand a spreadipglm leaf with its lobes and
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veins? The ear may beegarded,fancifully, as a
lichen, umbilicaria, on the side of thehead,with its
lobe ordrop. The lip (labium from labor (?)) laps
or lapses from the sides of tlomvernousmouth. The
nose is amanifestcongealeddrop or stalactite. The
chin is a stilllarger drop,the confluentdripping of
the face The cheeks are alide from tle brows into
the valley of theface, opposed anddiffused by the
cheek bonesEach rounded lobe of the vegetable
leaf, too, is athick and now loiteringdrop, larger or
smaller; thelobes are thdingers of theleaf; and as
manylobes as ithas, in so manylirections it tends
to flow, and more heat or othergenial influences
would have caused it to flow ydarther.

Thus itseemedhatthis one hillsiddllustrated the
principle of allthe operations oNature. TheMaker
of this earth but patented leaf. WhatChampollion
will decipherthis hieroglyphic forus, that we may
turn over a new leaf atast? Thisphenomenon is
more exhilarating to methan theluxuriance and
fertility of vineyards. True,it is somewhatexcre-
mentitious in is character, andhere is no end to the
heaps ofliver lights and bowels, as if thglobe were
turnedwrong sideoutward; butthis suggestsat least
that Nature has sombowels, and thereagain is
mother ofhumanity. This is thefrost coming out of
the ground; this is Spring. Itprecedes thgreen and
flowery spring, asmythology precedes mgular poetry.
I know of nothingmore purgative ofwinter fumes
and indigestions. Itonvinces me that &th is still
in her swaddling clothes, andstretchesforth baby
fingers on everyside. Freshcurls spring from the
baldest brow.There isnothinginorganic. These foli-
aceous heaps lialong the banHWike the slag of a
furnace, showing that Nature is "in fullblast" with-
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in. The earth is not anerefragment ofdead history,
stratum upon straturike the leaves of &00k, to be
studied bygeologists andantiquaries chiefly, but liv-
ing poetry like the leaves of a treehich precede
flowers and fruit,-not a bssil earth, but aliving
earth; compared withwhose great central life all
animal andvegetable life is merely parasitic. Its
throeswill heave our exuviae fro their graves. You
may melt your metals and cast themmto the most
beautiful moulds youcan; they will neverexcite me
like theformswhich thismoltenearthflows outinto.
And not only it, but the instutions upon it, are
plastic like clay in thehands of the potter.

Ere long, not onlyon thesebanks, but onevery
hill and plain and in everyollow, the frost mmes
out of the groundliike a dormantquadrupedfrom its
burrow, andseeks the seaith music, or migrates to
otherclimes inclouds. Thawwith his gentle persua-
sion is more powerful thanThor with his hammer.
The one melts, the other but breaks pieces.

When the ground was pélly bare ofsnow, and
a few warm days hadlried its surface somewhat, it
was pleasant to compare tHest tendersigns of the
infant year just peepindorth with stately beauty of
the witherel vegetation which had withstood the
winter,—life-everlasting, golden-rods, pinweeds, and
graceful wild grasses, mor@bvious ad interesting
frequently than in summer even, ag their beauty
was not ripe till then; even cotton-grass,cat-tails,
mulleins, Johnswort, hard-hacknmeadow-sweet, and
other strong stemmedplants, those unexhausted
granarieswhich entertain theearliestbirds,—decent
weeds, ateast,which widowedNaturewears. | am
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particularly attracted by the ahing andsheaf-like
top of the wool-grass; itrings back the summer to
our winter memories, and immong theforms which
art loves to copy, andvhich, in thevegetable king-
dom, have thesamerelation to typesalready in the
mind of manthat astronomyhas. It is anantique
style older than Greek or Egyptian. Many of the
phenomena oWinter aresuggestive of arnnexpres-
sible tenderness ahfragile delicacy. We areaccus-
tomed to hear this kinglescribed as aude and
boisteroustyrant; butwith the gentleness of #over
he adorns thetresses of Summer.

At the approach of sprinpered-squirrels gatnder
my house, two at ime, directly under myeet as | sat
reading or writing, an#tept up the queereshuckling
and chirruping andvocal pirouetting andgurgling
soundghat evemwereheard; andvhen | stamped they
only chirruped thdouder, as if past afear andrespect
in their madpranks,defying humanity tostop them.
No you don't—chickaree—chickarekhey were wholly
deaf to myarguments, ofailed to perceiveheir force,
andfell into a strainof invective thatwasirresistible.

The first sparrow of spring!The year beginning
with younger hope thaever! Thefaint silvery war-
blings heard over thepartially bare andmoist fields
from the blue-bird, the song-sparrow, andhe red-
wing, as if thelag flakes of winter tinkled asthey
felll What atsuch a time are histories, chronologies,
traditions, and all writte revelations? The brooks
sing carols andjlees to thespring. Themarsh-hawk
sailing low over the meadow islr@ady seeking the
first slimy life that awakes. Thesinking sound of
melting snow isheard in alldells, and the icalis-
solves apace in theponds. Thegrassflames up on
the hillsides like aspring fre,-"et primitus oritur
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herba imbribugprimoribusevocata,"—as ithe earth
sentforth aninward heat togreet thereturning sun;
not yellow but green isthe color of itsflame;—the
symbol of perpetualyouth, the grass-bladelike a
long green ribbon, streams from the sod into the
summer,checkedindeed by thdrost, butanonpush-
ing on again, lifting its spear of lastyear's hay with
the fresh life below. It grows assteadily as the rill
oozes out of theground. It isalmostidentical with
that, for in thegrowing days oflune, when theills
are dry, thegrassblades ardheir channels, and from
year toyear the herds drink at this perenngaken
stream, and thenower drawsfrom it betimes their
winter supply. So ouhumanlife but dies down to
its root, andstill putsforth its green blade teternity.
Walden ismeltingapace. There is @anal tworods
wide along thenortherly andwesterlysides, andvider
still at the easend. A great field ofice has cracked
off from the main body. | hear song-sparrowsing-
ing from the bushes on theshore,—olit, olit, olit,—
chip, chip, chip, che char,—che wissssyiwiss. He
too is helping to crack it. Howandsome thereat
sweepingcurves in the edge of thige, answering
somewhat tahose of theshore, but moreegular! It
is unusually hard,owing to the recentsevere but
transientcold, and allwatered or wavetlke a palace
floor. But the windslides eastwardover its opaque
surface in vaintill it reaches the livingurface be-
yond. It is glorious to behold this ribbon olater
sparkling in thesun, the bardace of the pond full
of glee andyouth, as if itspoke the joy of thdishes
within it, and of thesands on its shore,—dlvery
sheen adrom the scales of aleuciscus,as it were
all one active fish. Such is thecontrastbetweenwin-
ter and spring Walden was dead and aive again.
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But this spring ibroke up more steadily, as | hasasd.
The change fromstorm andwinter to serene and
mild weather, from dark ansluggishhours tobright
and elastic ones, is amemorable crisiswhich all
things proclaim. It is seeminglyinstantaneous at
last. Suddenly aninflux of light filled my house,
though theevening was ahand, and thelouds of
winter still overhung it, and theaves weraripping
with sleetyrain. | looked out thewindow, and Io!
where yesterday wascold gray ice there lay the
transparent pah already calm andfull of hope as
on a summerevening,reflecting a summeevening
sky in its bosom,though none wasisible overhead,
as if it had intelligencavith someremote horizon. |
heard a robin in thalistance, the first had heard
for many a thousandyears, methought,whosenote
| shall notforget for manya thousand more,—the
same sweet anmgowerfulsong of yore O the evening
robin, at the end oA New England summeday! If
| could everfind the twig he sitsupon! | meanhe;
I meanthe twig. This atleast is not theTurdus
migratorius. The pitch-pines andshrub-oaksabout
my house,which had sdong drooped, suddenly re-
sumed their several characters, looked brighter,
greener, andnore erect andilive, as ifeffectually
cleansed andestored by the rainl knew that it
would not rain any more. You maigll by looking
at any twig of the forest,ay, atyour verywood-pile,
whether its winter igpast or not. As it grew darker,
| was startled by thehonking of geeseflying low
over thewoods, like weary tavellers getting in late
from southernlakes, andindulging at last inunre-
strained complaint anchutual consolation. Standing
at my door, | couldhear the rush otheir wings;
when, driving toward my house, they suddesyed
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my light, and with hushealamor wheeled and set-
tled in thepond. So | came inand shut thedoor,
and passed myfirst spring night in the woods.

In the morning | watched thegeesefrom the door
through themist, sailing in themiddle of thepond,
fifty rods off, so large andumultuousthat Walden
appearedike an artificial pond for theiramusement.
But when | stood on the shoithey atonce rose up
with a great flapping ofvings at the signal ofheir
commander, anwwhenthey had got intoank circled
aboutover my head, twenty-nine ofthem, and then
steered saight to Canada, witha regularhonkfrom
the leader aintervals, tusting to breakheir fast in
muddierpools. A"plump" of ducksrose at thesame
time and took theoute to the north in the wake of
their noisiercousins.

For a week lheard thecircling groping clangor
of somesolitary goose in the dggy mornings seeking
its companion, andtill peopling tle woodswith the
sound of a larger lifethan theycould sustain. In
April the pigeons were seengain flying express in
small flocks, and in duetime | heard themartins
twittering over myclearing,though it had noseemed
that thetownship contained so marnthat it could
afford meany, and | fanciedhat they were peculiar-
ly of the ancient racehat dwelt in hollow trees ere
white men cameln almost all climes the tortoise
and the frog are among the precursors and heralds
of this season, and birddy with song andglancing
plumage, and plantspring and bloom, and winds
blow, to correct this slight oscillationof the poles
and preserve thequilibrium of Nature.

As every season seembBest to us in itsturn, so
the coming in of spring idike the creation ofCosmos
out of Chaos and theealization of theGolden Age.—
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"Eurus adAuroram, Nabathseaque regrmacessit,
Persidaque, atadiis juga subdita matutinis."

"The Eas$-Wind withdrew to Aurora and the
Nabathaearkingdom,

And the Persian, and the ridges placedder
the morningrays.

* * *

Man was born. Whetherthat Artificer of things,

The origin of abetterworld, made him from
the divine seed;

Or the earth being recent and lately sundered
from the high

Ether, retained someeeds ofcoghateheaven.”

A single gentle rainmakes thegrassmany shades
greener. So our prospedisighten on the influx of
better thoughts. Wehould beblessed if welived in
the present alwaysind tookadvantage o&very acci-
dent that befell us, like the grass whichconfesses
the influence ofthe slightest dewthat falls on it;
anddid not spend our time iatoning for theneglect
of past opportunities, which weall doing ourduty.
We loiter in winter while it is akeady spring. In a
pleasantspring morning allmen'ssins areforgiven.
Such a day is &ruce tovice. While such a sun holds
out to burn, thevilest sinner mayeturn. Through
our own recovered innocence weiscern the inno-
cence of oumeighbors. You may have known your
neighbor yesterday for a thiefa drunkard, or a
sensualist, ah merely pitied or despisechim, and
despaired of thevorld; but the surshinesbright and
warm this first pring momning, re-ceating the world,
and you meet him atome serenwork, and see how
his exhausted andebauched/eins expand withstill
joy and bless the newday, feel the springinfluence
with the innocence ofinfancy, and all his faults are
forgotten. There is notonly an atmosphere ofgood
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will about him, buteven a savoof holiness groping
for expression, blindly andneffectually perhaps,
like a new-borninstinct, and for ashort hour the
southhill-side echoes to nwulgarjest. You see some
innocent fair shoots preparing to burst from his
gnarled rindand try anotheryear's life,tender and
freshasthe youngest planttven he hagntered into
the joy of his Lord. Why the jailedoes not leave
open hisprison doors,—why thejudge does not dis-
miss his case,—why thepreacherdoes not dismiss
his congregation! It isbecause they do natbey the
hint which God gves them, noraccept thepardon
which hefreely offers toall.

"A return to goodnessproducedeach day in the
tranquil and beneficent breath of the mornioguses
that inrespect to théove ofvirtue and the hatred of
vice, oneapproaches d&ttle the primitive nature of
man, as thesprouts of the forestvhich has been
felled. Inlike manner theevil which one does in the
interval of a dayprevents thegerms ofvirtueswhich
began tospring upagainfrom developing themselves
and destroys them.

"After the germs ofvirtue have thusbeenprevent-
ed many times from developing themselves, then
the beneficentbreath ofeveningdoes notsuffice to
preservethem. As soon as the breath e¥ening
does notsuffice longer to preservghem, then the
nature of man does not diffenuch from that of the
brute. Menseeing thenature ofthis manlike that
of the brute, think that he hasever possessed the
innate faculty of reason. Arethose the true and
naturalsentiments ofman?"

"The Golden Age wadirst created, whih without
ary avenger

Spontaneouslyithout law cherished fidelity and
rectitude.
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Punishment and feawere not; nor werehreaten-
ing words read

On suspendedrass; nor dl the suppliantcrowd
fear

The words of theirjudge; butwere safe without
an avenger.

Not yet the pinefelled on its mountains had de-
scended

To the liquid waves that it might see a foreign
world,

And mortals knew noshores buttheir own.

* Ed £l

There waseternal spring, anglacid zephyrs with
warm
Blasts soothed #hflowers bornwithout seed.”

On the 29th of April, as | was fishing from the
bank of theriver near theNine-Acre-Cornerbridge,
standing on the quakingrass and willowroots,
where themuskrats lurk, lheard a singularattling
sound, somewhatlike that of thesticks which boys
play with theirfingers, when,looking up | observed
a very slight andgraceful hawk,like a night-hawk,
alternatelysoaringlike a ripple andtumbling a rod
or two over and overshowing the underside of its
wings, which gleamed like a satin ribbon in thsan,
or like the pearlyinside of ashell. This sight re-
minded me offalconry and whanobleness and po-
etry are associated withthat sport. The Merlin it
seemed to me imight becalled: but | care not for
its name. It was the mostherealflight | had ever
witnessed. It did nosimply flutter like abutterfly, nor
soar like the largerhawks, but itsported withproud
reliance in thefields of air; mounting again and
again with itsstrangechuckle, it repeated its free
and beautiful fall, turning over and over like a
kite, and therrecovering from itslofty tumbling, as
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if it had never set itfoot on terra firma. It appeared
to have no companion inthe universe,-sporting
therealone,—and tameed none but the morning and
the ether withwhich it played. It wasnot lonely, but
made all the eartlonely beneath itWhere was the
parentwhich hatched it, itskindred, and itsfather
in the heavens? Theenant of theair, it seemed re-
lated to the earth but by an egg hatclsedetime
in the crevice of acrag;—or wasdts native nest made
in the angle of acloud, woven ofthe rainbow'strim-
mings and thesunset sky, andined with some soft
midsummer hazecaught up fromearth? Itseyry
now some cliffy cloud.

Beside thisl got arare mess ofjolden and silver
and bright cupreous fisheswhich looked like astring
of jewels. Ah!| have penetrated tahose meadows
on the morning of many a first springay, jumping
from hummock tohummock, fromwillow root to
willow root, when the wildiver valley and the woods
were bathed in sgoure and bright dight as would
have waked thalead, if they had been slumbering
in their graves, asome suppose. Theraeeds no
strongerproof ofimmortality. All things mustive in
such a light. Death,where was thy sting? Grave,
where was thwictory, then?

Our village life would stagnate if itwere not for
the unexploredorests andneadowswhich surround
it. We need the tonicof wildness,-towade some-
times inmarshes where theittern andthe meadow-
henlurk, and hear thbooming of the snipe; temell
the whispering sedgewhere only som wilder and
more solitary fowl builds hernest, and themink
crawlswith its belly close to theground. At thesame
time that we areearnest toexplore and learn all
things, we requirghat all things bemysterious and
unexplorable,that land and sea bmfinitely wild,
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unsurveyed andinfathomed by usecauseunfath-
omable. Wecan never have enough ofNature. We
must be refreshed by tteéght ofinexhaustible vigor,
vag and Titanic features, thesea-coastwith its
wrecks, thewildernesswith its living and its decay-
ing trees, thehundercloud, and theain which lasts
three weeks andproducesfreshets. Weneed to wit-
ness our own limitstransgressed, andome life
pasturing freelywhere we nevemwander. We are
cheered when webserve thevulture feeding on the
carrion whichdisgusts andlisheartens us andkeriv-
ing health and strengtirom the repastThere was a
dead horse in théollow by thepath to myhouse,
which compelled me sometimes to go out of my way,
especially in thenight when the air wabkeavy, but
the assurance igave me of thestrong appetite and
inviolable health of Nature was mycompensation
for this. | love to see thatlature is sarife with life
that myriads can beafforded to besacrificed and
suffered toprey on oneanother; thatenderorganiza-
tions can beso serenelysquashed oubf existence
like pulp,—tadpoleswhich heronsgobble up, and
tortoises andtoads runover in theroad; and that
sometimes it has rainefflesh and blood With the
liability to accident, wemust see howittle account
is to be made of it. Thempression made on a wise
man is that of universal innocencePoison is not
poisonousafterall, nor are anywounds fatal.Compas-
sion is a veryuntenableground. Itmust be exedi-
tious. Its pleadingsvill not bear tobe stereotyped.
Early in May, theoaks, hickories, maples, and
other trees, jusputting outamidst thepine woods
around thepond, imparted abrightnesslike sun-
shine to thelandscapegspecially incloudy days, as
if the sun werebreakingthrough mistsand shining
faintly on thehill-sides here andhere. On thehird
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or fourth of May | saw a loon in thpond, and dur-
ing the firstweek of themonth | heard thevhippoor-
will, the brown-thrasher, the veery, theood-pewee,
the chewink, and othdsirds. | hadheard thewood-
thrush long before. The phoebe had already come
once more and looked in at my door amdndow, to
seeif my house wa cavern-likeenough for hersus-
taining herself on humming wings with clinched
talons, as if she Ik by the air, while shesurveyed
the premises. Thesulphur-like pollen of the pitch-
pine soorcovered the pond and the stones sotten
wood along theshore, sothat you could have col-
lected abarrel-ful. This is the"sulphurshowers" we
hear of. Even in Calidas'drama of Sacontala, we
read of'rills dyedyellow with the golden dust of the
lotus.” And so theseasonaventrolling on into sum-
mer, as ongamblesinto higher anchighergrass.

Thus wasmy first year's life in the woods com-
pleted; and thesecondyear wassimilar to it. |
finally left Walden September6th, 1847.
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To THE sick thedoctorswisely recommend a
change of air andceneryThank Heaven, here is not
all the world. The buck-eye does notgrow in New
England, and thenocking-bird is rarelyheardhere.
The wild-goose isnore of a cosmopolite than we; he
breaks hisfast in Canadatakes aluncheon in the
Ohio, and plumesimself for thenight in a southern
bayou. Even the bison, tsome extent, keeps pace
with the seasonscropping thepastures of theColo-
radoonly till a greener and sweeter gramsaits him
by the Yellowstone.Yet we think that ifrail-fences
are pulleddown, andstone-walls piled up on our
farms, bounds are henceforth set to dines and our
fatesdecided. If you arehosentown-clerk, forsooth,
you cannot go tdlierra delFuego thissummer: but
you may go to the land ofinfernal fire nevertheless.
The universe is widethan ourviews of it.

Yet we shouldoftenerlook over thetafferel of our
craft, like curious passengers, and moake the voy-
age likestupid sailorspicking oakum. Theother side
of the globe is but the home of oworrespondent.
Our voyaging isonly great-circlesailing, and thedoc-
tors prescribe for diseases of the skin merely. One
hastens to SoutherAfrica to chase thegiraffe; but
surely that is not the game he&ould be after. How
long, pray, would a manhunt giraffes if he could?
Snipes andvoodcocks also magfford rare sport; but
| trust it would benobler gameto shootone'sself.—

"Direct your eyesight inward, andyou'll find
A thousand egions in your mind

Yet undiscovered. Travethem, and be
Expert in home-cosmography."
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What does Africa,—what does theWest stand for?
Is not our own interior white on thechart? black
though itmay prove, like the coast, wherdiscovered.
Is it the source of the Nile, or the Niger, or the Missis-
sippi, or aNorth-WestPassagaroundthis continent,
that we would find? Are these the problems which
most concern mankind? IsFranklin the only man
who is lost, that higvife should be so eaest to find
him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where hkimself is?
Be rather the Mungo Park, theelis andClarke and
Frobisher, ofyour own streams and ocearexplore
your own higherlatitudes,—with shiploads of pre-
served neats to supporyou, if they be necessary;
andpile theempty cansky-high for a sign. Were pre-
servedmeatsinvented topreserve meanerely?Nay,
be a Columbus towhole newcontinents ad worlds
within you, opening new channels, not whde, but
of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside
which the earthly empire of theCzar is but apetty
state, a hummock left by the ice. Ysbme can be
patriotic who have naself-respectand sacrifice the
greater to thdess. They love thesoil which makes
their graves, but have nsympathy with the prit
which may stillanimatetheir clay. Patribsm is a
maggot intheir heads. What was ¢imeaning ofthat
South-Sea Exploron Expedition, with all its parade
and expense, but andirect recognition of thefact,
that there are continents andeas in themoral
world, to whichevery man is amsthmus or arinlet,
yet unexplored by him, but that it isasier to sail
many thousandniles through cold and storm and
cannibals, ina governmentship, with five hundred
men and boys to assist ortban it is toexplore the
private sea, theAtlantic and Pacific Ocean ofone's
being alone.-
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"Erret, etextremos alterscruteturlberos.
Plus habet hic vitee plus habet illeviee."

Let them wander and scrutize the outlandish
Australians.

I have more of God, they more of thead.

It is not worth the while to goround theworld to
count thecats in Zanzibar. Yet dthis even till you
can do better, and you mayperhaps find some
"Symmes' Hole" bywhich to get athe inside atlast.
England and Franc&pain andPortugal, Gold Coast
and Slave Coast, allfront on this private sea; but no
bark from them hasventured out ofsight of land,
though it is without doubt thdirect way to India. If
you would learn tespeak alltongues anatonform to
the customs of all nations, if yowould travelfarther
than alltravellers, benaturalized in allclimes, and
cause theSphinx to dash heinead againsa stone,
even obey the pcept of the old philosopher, and
Explore thyself. Herein are demanded the eye and
the nerve. Only thelefeated andleserters go to the
wars, cowardghat runaway awl enlist. Start now on
that farthestwestern way which does nopause at
the Mississippi or the Bcific, na conducttoward a
worn-out China orJapan, buteads ondirect a tan-
gent tothis gphere, summer andinter, day and night,
sun down, moon down, and last errth downtoo.

It is sad that Mirabeau tookto highway robbery
"to ascertainvhatdegree of resolutiowas necessary
in order to placeone's self informal opposition to
the most sacred laws of society." He declared that "a
soldier whofights in the ranksloes notrequire half
so much courage as foot-pad,"—"thathonor and
religion have neverstood in the way of avell-con-
sidered andha firm resolve." This wasmanly, as the
world goes; and yet it waslle, if not desperate. A
saner man wouldhave found himself often enough
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"in formal opposition" towhat aredeemed "the most
sacred laws ofsociety," through obedience to yet
more sacred lawsand sohave testedis resolution
without going out of hisway. It is not for a man to
put himself in such anattitude to society, but to
maintain himself in whatever attitude he findhim-
self throughobedience to th laws of his being, which
will never be one obpposition to ajust govern-
ment, if heshould chance to meet with such.

| left the woods for asgood areason as | went
there. Perhaps iseemed to mehat | hadseveral
more lives to live, and could not spare any
more time for thatone. It isremarkable howeasily
and insensiblywe fall into a paticular route, and
make a beaten track faurselves. | ha not lived
there a weelkefore my feetvore apath from my door
to the pond-side; andhough it is five or six years
since Itrod it, it is still quite distinct. It istrue, | fear
that others may havéallen into it, and sohelped to
keep it open. The surface of tearth is soft and im-
pressible by the feet ohen; and so with the paths
which themind travels. How worn andusty, then,
must be the highways of theorld, how deep the
ruts of tradition andconformity! | did notwish to
take acabin pasage, butather to gdoefore themast
and on the deck of ¢hworld, for thee | could best
seethe moonlightamid themountains. | do notvish
to go below now.

| learnedthis, at least, by megxperiment;that if
one advances confidently in thalirection of his
dreams, and endeavors ltee the life which he has
imagined, hewill meet with asuccesainexpected in
commonhours. He will putsomethings behind, will
pass annvisible boundary; newuniversal, andnore
liberal laws wil begin to establish themselvasound
and within him; or the oldlaws be expanded, and
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interpreted in hisfavor in amore liberal sense, and
he will live with the license of ahigher order of be-
ings. Inproportion as hesimplifies hislife, the laws
of the universewill appear lessomplex, andsolitude
will not be solitude, nor poverty poverty, naweak-
nessweakness. If yolhave builtcastles in theair,
your work need not be losthat iswhere they should
be. Now put the foundations undethem.

It is aridiculousdemand whicteEngland andAmer-
icamake, that yowshall speak sthatthey canunder-
stand you. Neither men ndoad-stools grow so. As
if thatwereimportant, andtere were not enough to
understand youwvithout them. As if Nature could
support but oneorder of understandingscould not
sustainbirds as well agjuadrupeds, flying as well as
creepingthings, anchushandwho,which Bright can
understand, were thieest English. As if there were
safety in stupidity alone. | fear chiefly lest my ex-
pression may not bextra- vagantenough, may not
wander far enouglbeyond thenarrow limits of my
daily experience, so as to lbelequate to the truth of
which | havebeen convincedExtra vagancelit de-
pends on how you arngarded. The migrating budfo,
which seeks newpastures imanotherlatitude, is not
extravagant like theow whidch kicks over thepail,
leaps thecow-yardfence, and runs after her calf, in
milking time. | desire tospeak somewherwithout
bounds;like a man in awaking moment, to men in
their waking moments; for | amconvincedthat |
cannot exaggerate enougkien to lay thdoundation
of a true expression. Whithat hasheard a strain of
music feared then lest hshould spealextravagantly
any moreforever? In view of thduture orpossible,
we should live quite laxly and undefined in font,
our outlines dim andmisty on that side; as our
shadows reveéaan insentble perspirationtoward the
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sun. The volatile truth of ourwords should continu-
ally betray theinadequacy of the redual statement.
Their truth is instantly translated; its literal monu-
ment alone remains. The wordsvhich express our
faith and piety are not definite; yet they arsig-

nificant and fragrant like frankincense tosuperior
natures.

Why level downward to our dllest perception al-
ways, andpraisethat ascommon sense? The com-
monestsense is the seng$ men asleep,which they
express by snoringSometimes we arénclined to
classthose who are once-and-a-halitted with the
half-witted, because we appreciataly a third part
of their wit. Some would findault with the morning-
red, if theyever got upearly enough."They pretend,"
asl hear, "that theverses oKabir have fourdifferent
senses; illusion, spiritntellect, and the exoteridoc-
trine of theVedas;" but inthis part of theworld it is
considered a gund for complaint if a man's writings
admit of more tharone interpretation.While Eng-
land endeavors toure the potato-rotwill not any
endeavor to cure the brain-rotvhich prevails so
much more widely and dtally?

| do not suppose thathave attained tmbscurity,
but | should beproud if no more fatal fault were
found with my pages on thiscore than wagound
with the Waldenice. Southern customersbjected to
its blue color, which is theevidence of its puty, as
if it were muddy, and preferrethe Cambridge ice,
which is white, but tastes ofveeds. Thepurity men
love is like themists whichenvelop theearth, and
not like the azure ether beyond.

Some aredinning in our ea that we Americans,
and moderngyenerally, ag intellectual dwarfs com-
paredwith the ancients, or even the Elizabethan men.
But what is that to theurpose? Aliving dog is
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better than aead lion. Shall a man go and hang
himself because he belongs to tha&ce ofpygmies,
and not be the biggepygmy that he can? Le&tvery
one mind his own business, and endeavor to be
what hewas made.

Why should we be irsuchdesperate haste guc-
ceed, and in such desperate enterprises? If a man
does not keepace with hiscompanions, perhaps it
is because he heargddferentdrummer. Let hinstep
to the music which hdears, however measured or
far away. It is not important that h&hould mature
assoonas an apple-tree or an odkhall he turn his
spring intosummer? If thecondition ofthingswhich
we were made for is noyet, whatwere any reality
which we carsubstitute? Waevill not be shipwrecked
on a vain reality. Shall we withpains erect a heaven
of blue glass ovemurselvesthough when it isdone
we shall besure to gaze still at thérue ethereal
heaven farabove, as if thdormer were not?

There was arrtist in thecity of Kouroo who was
disposed tostrive after perfection. One day ¢tame
into his mind to make ataff. Having considered that
in animperfect worktime is aningredient, but into
a perfectwork time does notnter, hesaid to him-
self, It shall be perfect in all respects, though |
should donothing else in my life. Hegroceeded in-
stantly to the faest for wood, bing resolvedthat it
should not bemade of unsuitablenaterial; and as
he searched for andejected 8ck after stick, his
friends gradually deserted him, for they grew old in
their works and died, but he grew ratler by a mo-
ment. Hissingleness opurpose and resolution, and
his elevated piety, endowed himnithout his knowl-
edge, with perenniafouth. As hemade nocompro-
mise with Time, Timekept out of hisway, andonly
sighed at adistancebecause heould not overcome
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him. Before he hadfound a stock in all respects
suitable the city oKouroo was a hoarruin, and he
saton one of its mounds topeel thestick. Before he
had given it the prope shape thedynasty of the
Candahars was at an end, and with pét of the
stick hewrote the name of thkast of that race in the
sand, and then resumed his work. By the time he had
smoothed angbolished thestaff Kalpa was ndonger
the pole-star; and ere he had put on teeule and
the head adornedvith precious stonesBrahma had
awoke andslumbered many times. But why desthy
to mention thesethings? When thefinishing stroke
was put to his work, it suddenlyexpandedbefore the
eyes of the denishedartist into the fairest of all the
creations oBrahma. He had made a neystem in
making astaff, a worldwith full and fair proportions;
in which, though the old cities and dynasties had
passed away, fairer andmore glorious ones had
takentheir places. And now he saw by theap of
shavingsstill fresh at hisfeet, that, for him and his
work, theformerlapse of time had been altusion,
and that no moretime had elapsethan isrequired
for a single scintillation from the brain of Brahma
to fall on and inflame the tinder of enortal brain.
The material was pure, and his art wpsre; how
could the resulte other than wonderful?

No face which we can give to anatterwill stead
us sowell atlast as theruth. Thisalonewearswell.
For the most part, we are not where \aee, but in a
false position. Through aninfirmity of our natures,
we suppose a case, andtpaurselves into it, and
hence are in tweases at the santéme, and it is
doubly difficult to get out. Insare moments we re-
gard only thefacts, the case that is. Say what you
have to say, nowvhat you ought. Anytruth is better
thanmake-believe. TonHyde, the tinkerstanding on
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the gallows, wasasked if he had anthing to say.
"Tell the tailors," said he, "toremember to make a
knot in their threadbefore they take the firgtitch."
His companion's m@ayer isforgotten.

However mean your life is, meet it afide it; do
not shun it and call ihardnames. It is not so bad
as you are It looks poorest when youare richest.
The fault-finder will find faults even in paradise. Love
your life, poor as it is. You mayerhaps havesome
pleasant,thrilling, glorious hours, even in goor-
house. Thesetting sun is reflectettom the windows
of the alms-house abrightly asfrom the richman's
abode; the snow melts before deor asearly in the
spring. | do not see but quiet mind may live as
contentedly there, anldave as cheerinthoughts, as
in a palace. The town's poor seem to oféen to live
the mostindependentives of any. May be they are
simply greatenough toreceive without misgiving.
Most think that they areabove being wpported by
the town; but it oftener happens that they are not
above supporting themselves bygishonest means,
which should be moréisreputable. Cultivatpoverty
like a garden herblike sage. Do not trouble your-
self much to get new things, whethetothes or
friends. Turn the oldreturn tothem. Things do not
change; wechange.Sell your clothes and keep your
thoughts. Godwill see that you do nowant ®ciety.
If I were confined to a corner ofgarret allmy days,
like a spider, thevorld would bejust aslarge to me
while | had mythoughtsabout me. The lplosopher
said: "From anarmy of threedivisions one cariake
away its general, angut it in disorder; from the
man the most abject and vulgar one cannot take
away his thought." Do noseek soanxiously to be
developed, tosubjectyourself tomany influences to
be played on; it isall dissipation. Hurtity like dark-
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ness revealghe heavenly lights. Theshadows of
poverty andmeannessgather around us,"and lo!
creation widens to owiew.”" We areoften reminded
that if there werebestowed on us thevealth of
Croesus, our aimsnust still be thesame, and our
means essentially threame. Moreover, ifou are re-
stricted in your range bgoverty, if youcannot buy
books and newspapers, fioastance, you are bwabn-
fined to the most significant andvital experiences;
you are compelled to dealith the material which
yields themostsugar and the most starch. ltliie
near thebonewhere it issweetest. You are defended
from being atrifler. No manloses ever on alower
level bymagnanimity ora higher. Superfluouswvealth
can buy superfluitiesonly. Mong is not required to
buy one necessary of the soul.

| live in the angle of aleaden wall,into whose
composition wagpoured a littlealloy of bell metal.
Often, in therepose of mymid-day, thereeaches my
ears aconfusedtintinnabulumfrom without. It is the
noise of mycontemporaries. My neighbotsll me of
their adventureswith famous gentlemen and ladies,
what notabilities they mett the dinner-table; but |
am no moreinterested in such thingthan in the
contents of theDaily Times. Theinterest and the
conversation ar@aboutcostume andnanners chiefly;
but a goose is a goostill, dress it as yowvill. They
tell me of California andTexas, of England and the
Indies, of the Hon. Mr. — of Georgiaor of Mas-
sachusetts, all transient afldeting phenomena, till
| am ready toleap from their court-yard like the
Mameluke bey. | delight to come to mybearings,—
not walk in procession wh pomp andparade, in a
conspicuous place, btiw walk evenwith the Builder
of the universe, if | may,—not tdive in this restless,
nervous, bustling, trivial Nineteenth Century, but




330 CONCLUSION

stand orsit thoughtfully while it goes by.What are
men celebrating@hey are all oma committee of ar-
rangements, antourly expect a speecfrom some-
body. God isonly thepresident of thelay, and Web-
ster is h$ orator.l love toweigh, to set#, to gravitate
toward thatwhich most stongly andrightfully at-
tracts me;—not hang by the beam of tlseale and
try to weigh less,—notsuppose aase, but take the
ca® that is; totravel the onlypath | can, andhat
on which no power can resist me. dfffords me no
satisfaction tocommence to spring an artlefore |
have got asolid foundation. Let us ngblay at kittly-
bendersThere is a solithottom every where. We read
that thetraveller asked # boy if the swamgefore
him had a had bottom. The boyeplied that it had.
But presentlythe traveller's horssank in up to the
girths, and he observed to the boy,tHought you
said that this bog had &ard bottom." "So ithas,"”
answered théatter, "but youhave not gbhalf way
to it yet." So it iswith the bogs andquicksands of
society; but he is an old boy that knows it. Only
what is thought said adone at acertain rarecoin-
cidence isgood. Iwould not be one of those who will
foolishly drive a nailinto mere lathand plastering;
such a deed would keep ragvake nights. Give me a
hammer, and let mdeel for the furring. Do not
depend on theutty. Drive a nail home and clinch it
so faithfully that you can wake up in theight and
think of your work with satisfaction,—awork at
which you would nbbe ashamed tmvoke the Muse.
Sowill help youGod, and smnly. Every naildriven
should be asanother rivet in themachine of the
universe, youcarrying on the work.

Rather tharove, than moneythanfame, give me
truth. | sat at a table where werneh food and wine
in abundance, andbsequiousattendance, busin-
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cerity and truth were not; and went away hungry
from the inhospitabléboard. The hospitality was as
cold as the ices. thoughtthat there was no need of
ice to freeze them.They talked to me of the age of
the wine and thefame of thevintage; but | thought
of an older, anewer, and purewine, of a more
glorious vintage, which they had not got, andould
not buy. The stylethe house andjrounds and'en-
tertainment”pass fornothing with me. | called on
the king, but hanade me wait in his hall, antbn-
ductedlike a manincapacitated for hospitalitylhere
wasaman in my neighborhood who lived inhallow
tree. Hismanners werdruly regal. | should have
done better had | dé&ed on him.

How long shall we sit in ourporticoespractising
idle andmusty virtues, which any work would make
impertinent? As if one were tbegin the daywith
long-suffering, and hire a man to hoe his potatoes;
and in the afternoon goforth to pratise Christian
meekness andharity with goodnessaforethought!
Consider the China pride andstagnant self-com-
placency oimankind.This generatiorreclinesa little
to congratulateitself on being the last of an illus-
trious line; amd in Boston and London anldaris and
Rome, thinking of its long descent, speaks of its
progress in arind science anditeraturewith satis-
faction. There are theRecords of thePhilosophical
Societies, and thpublic Eulogies ofGreat Men!lt is
the good Adam contemplating his own virtue'Yes,
we have done greatleeds, and sundivine songs,
which shall never die,"-that is, asong aswe can
rememberthem. The learnedocieties andjreat men
of Assyria,—where arghey? Whatyouthful philoso-
phers and experimentalists we afélere is not one
of my readers who has yéved awhole human ife.
These may bédut the spring months in thelife of
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the race. If we have had theeven-yearsitch, we
have not seen theeventeen-year locust yet @on-
cord. We areacquainted with amere pellicle of the
globe on whichwe live. Most have not delved six
feet beneath the surface, ni@aped asmany above
it. We know notwhere we are. Beside, we are sound
asleepnearly half our time. Y& we esteemourselves
wise, and have an established order on sheface.
Truly, we aredeepthinkers, weare ambitiousspirits!
As | standover the insectrawling amid the pine
needles on the foredtoor, and endeavoring to con-
ceal itself from mysight, and askmyself why it will
cherish thosehumble thoughts, andhide its head
from me whomight perhaps be itdbenefactor, and
impart to itsrace some cheeringnformation, 1 am
reminded of the greateBenefactor andntelligence
that stands over me the humarsent.

There is anincessant influx ofnovelty into the
world, and yet we toleratacredible dulness. | need
only suggestwhat kind of sermons arsatill listened
to in the mostenlightened countriesThere are such
words as joy and sorrow, but they asely the bur-
denof a psalm, sung with a nasalang, while we
believe in theordinary andmean. Wethink that we
can change ourlothes only. It is saidhat theBrit-
ish Empire isvery large andrespectable, and that
the United States ar afirst-rate power. We do not
believe that a tiderises andfalls behind every man
which canfloat the British Empire like a chip, if he
should evetharbor it in hismind. Who knowswhat
sort of seventeen-yedocust will next come out of
the ground? Thegovernment of theworld 1 live in
was not framed, like that of Britain, in after-dinner
conversations over thwine.

The life in us is like thewater in theriver. It may
rise thisyear higher than man has ev&nown it,
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andflood theparcheduplands;even this may be the
eventfulyear, which will drown out all ourmuskrats.
It was not always drjand where wedwell. | see far
inland the banksvhich thestream ancientlyvashed,
before sciencebegan to record itffeshets.Every one
has heard the storwhich has gone theounds of
New England, of a strong andeautiful bugwhich
came out of the drieaf of an oldtable ofapple-tree
wood, which had stood in farmer'skitchen forsixty
years, first in Connecticut, andafterward in Massa-
chusetts,-from an eggeposited in theiving tree
manyyears earlier still, agppeared byounting the
annuallayers beyond it; which wakeard gnawing
out for several weekshatchedperchance by the heat
of an urn. Whodoes not feel hidaith in aresurrec-
tion andimmortality strengthened biearing of this?
Who knows what beatiful and winged life, whose
egg has beeburied for agesunder manyconcentric
layers ofwoodenness in the dead diife of society,
deposited affirst in the alburnum of thegreen and
living tree, which has beemradually converted into
the semblance dfs well-seasonedomb,-heard per-
chancegnawing out now for years by ttestonished
family of man, as they sat round tliestive board,—
may unexpectedly}come forth from amidst society's
mog trivial and handselledurniture, to enjoy its
perfect summeilife at last!

I do not say that John orJonathan willrealize all
this; but such is theharacter of thatmorrow which
mere lapse otime cannever make todawn. The
light which puts otiour eyes idarkness to us. Only
that day dawns tavhich weareawake.There is more
day to dawn. The sun is but a morning star.

THE END
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IcarianSea, 197

ice, 246-48;booming of,
301; bubbles in 246-48,
301, colors of, 296-97;
cracking of, 301drifting
of, 304; great heap of,
296; looking through, 178,
283;melting, 300; on
Walden,292-98;thickness
of, 299-300;undulation
of, 292-93;Walden vs.
Cambridge 325; whooping
of, 272-73

ice-cutters, 75192-93,
292;warming inThoreau's
house, 295

ice-cutting,293-98; as
farming, 294-95

lliad, 45, 89, 99, 102;
quoted, 144

imagination, and diet,
214-16; goedartherthan
Nature, 288

income,seeearnings

INDEX

Independence Day, 84

India, philosophy of, 61;
way to, 322

Indian, artifacts of,156,
158-59;contrast to Irish,
35; ground-nuttotemof,
239; selling baskets, 19;
shelters of28-30

Indian summer, 247

Indians,entertainment of
Pilgrims, 143; inlegend
about Walden182; in
Massachusett€olony,
29-30; Mucclasse, 68;
Puri, 112; superior to
suffering, 75; taught
settlers to plant, 164

Indra, 135, 298

Ingraham,Cato, 257, 263

IngrahamDuncan, 257

inhabitants, former256-64

innocencereturn to in
spring,314-15

insects, food of, 215

inspector,self-appointed, 18

instinct, 98

instructors, oldeople as, 9

intellect, 98

invention, 8

lolas,4

Ireland, 35

Iris versicolor,199

Irish, contrast to savage,
35; laborers, 75; railroad
workers, 249

Irishman, 44 culture of,
205; HughQuoil, 261-62;
JamesCollins, 43;
Jon Field, 204-09

Irishmen, 50 cutting ice,
295; onworth of railroad,
54;under theails, 92

jail, Thoreau put in, 171
jays, 275

Jesuits, 75

Jesus Christ, 108
JohnsonEdward, 38
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Jonathan, 37, 333

Journal,reporter to a, 18

Jove, 165. See alsqlupiter

Juno,Hebedaughter of, 139

Jupiter, 74,139. See also
Jove

Kabir, verses of, 325

Khoung-tseumessenger
sent to, 95

Kieou-pe-yu, 95

kingfishers, 185

Kirby, William, quoted,
215,231

Kohinoor, diamond of, 199

Kouroo, artist of,326-27

labor, division of, 46,

50; value of, 157
laborer,independence of, 70
Laing, Samuelquoted, 27
lake, beauty of, 186
language of things and

events, in
La Perouse, Jean Francois,

20
lawgiver,Hindoo, 221
laws, mordiberal, 323; of

the universe218-19
leaf, asprototype

structure, 307
leaven,62-63
Le GrosseJohn, 261
leisure, neighbors' lack of, 6
Lepus Americanus280-81
letters, 94
Leusciscus pulchellugg4
Lexington, dogownerfrom,

277
Liebig, Justuscited, 13
life, animal, 13; as

experiment, 9; a¥alden,

motive for, 90-91; beautiful
andwinged, 333; broad
margin to, Ill; civilized,

31-32; dangers in153;

desirable kind of, 16;

facing essentiafacts of,

343

90-91; likeGerman
Confederacy, 93jke
water in ariver, 332;
morality of, 218;
necessaries ol,1-14; own
mode of, 71; purpose of,
90-91; testing, 10; to be
lived, 328 values in, 11,
variety in, 10;village,
needs toniof wildness,
317

lightning, effects of,132-33

lilacs, remainingafter
house,263-64

lime, making,246;
Thomaston, omailroad,
120

Lincoln (Mass.),157, 232;
chestnutwoods of,238;
hills of, 271;lecturing in,
271;location ofFlint's
Pond, 194; relation to
Walden, 86; travel to in
winter, 256

literature,classical,100-04,
106

lives, mean andneaking,
6; of quietdesperation, 8

lobe, typicality of form of,
306

Loch Fyne,287-88

loneliness, 133, 135-37;
Thoreau's freedonfrom,
137

loon, 24,233-36;chasing,
234-36;deep diving of,
235; inspring, 319;
soundsof, 235-36

losing one'svay, 170

lost in woods, man, 136

lumber on railroad, 119-20

luxuries, 9, 14

Magnus,Olaus, 232

Maine, trip to, 172

Mamelukebey, Thoreau
ready toescapdike, 329
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man,animal, 146; natural,
145; spiritual, 147

mapping,Walden Pond289-
90; White Pond, 290

margin,broad,tolife, I

marsheslife in, 317

marsh-hawk, 310

martins,purple, in spring,
313

massdiscontent of, 8, 16

Massachusetts, defenders
of, 160; now much
settled, 115

Massachusett€olony,
Indians in,29-30

Massachusettlslistorical
Society, 198

Massassoit, 143

Mast, MirCamarUddin,
quoted, 99

mat, refused, fowWalden
house, 67

Mayflower, 62

meal, Indian, 62

Melven, Johnhunter, 279

Memnon, 89; music of, 36

Mencius,quoted, 219

men-harriers, 154

merchantsfailures of,32-33

Merlin (hawk), 316-17

Mesopotamiabricks of, 241

messenger sent to Khuong-
tseu, 95

MexicanWar, referred to,
161

Mexico, geeseflying to, 248

mice, 225-26gating
Thoreau's nuttere, 280

Michael Angelo, 177

Michaux, F.Andrew, quoted,
251

MiddlesexCattle Show, 33

MiddlesexHouse, 140

Milky Way, 133

Mill Brook, 137

"Mill-dam," 96

Mill-dam sportsmen, 233

Milwaukie, fashions in, 120

INDEX

Minerva, 33, 239
Mirabeau, TheCount de,
quoted, 322
molassesnaking, 64
moles in cellar, 253
Momus, 33
money,Therien on, 149
Moore of Moore Hall, 192
morality of life, 218
morning, 156; air of, 138;
exercises, 113jualities
of, 88-90;return to
goodness in, 31%5ummer,
[N
morning character, 85
morning star, sun as, 333
morning work, 36282-83
Mucclasse Indians, 68
music, Aolian, 131;
martial, 160-61; ofNature,
123,131
muskrats271;bravery of, 8
Mus leucopus225-26
Myrmidons, ants as, 229

natural man, 145

Nature, 100, 114, 165, 186,
238; acquaintancwvith
from fishing and hunting,
210, adaptation to man,
11; anticipating, 17; as
example for life, 97; as
withdrawingroom, 141,
be as simple as, 78;
beauty of,199-200;
beneficence of138;
borrowing tropefrom, 245;
cannotspareAlcott, 269;
closeobserver of
surprised, 303; continually
repairs,188; creatures
express theneaning of,
126; crop of, 158;
curativeness of138; dry
plants worn by309-10;
equilibrium of, 313;
furnishessheltermaterials,
29; ground-nut gpromise
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from, 239; hard to
overcome, 221imagination
goesfartherthan, 288;
innocence of, 88318;

jerk on line links you to
again, 175; kindredship in,
159; laws of, 290music
of, 123, 131; not known
by farmer, 166; operations
of illustrated,308; power
of, 134;puts no question,
answers none, 282;
rabbit assertsigor of,

281; refreshing in
inexhaustibility, 318;
society in,132; supports
manyorders of
understanding324;
sympathy from, 132;
sympathy with,129;
Thoreaupart of, 129;
unfencedyreaching to
sills, 128; variety in, 10;

vastness and strangeness,

171; we are nowholly
involved in, 135;winter
fisherman'dife unites him
with, 283;would
accompany men, 116

nature,sojourner in, 37

Nature's own birdpartridge
as, 276

Nebuchadnezzar, name not
on bricks, 241

necessaries, 9; in living at
Walden, 21; in New
England, 14; ofife, 11-14

necessary olife defined, 12

necessity, animdieat the
basic, 13

NegroSlavery, 7

neighbors, 32brute,223-37;
labors ofThoreau's, 4-7

Neptune, 51

Neva mashes, 21

New England, 4; all the
world not in, 320; dress
in, 23; early houses of, 39;

345

education in,no; farmers
of, 162 inhabitants of,
96; necessaries in, 14,
place of rum in258;
story of bug gone rounds
of, 333. See alsorankee

New-Englam Cultivator,
294. See alsd'Cultivator”

New-England Farmer, 294

New England Night's
Entertainment, 270

New Englandershould try
new adventures, 164

New Hollander, 13

New Netherland Province
of, 39

New York, fruit sold to,
238; price of wood in,
251

news,93-95, 167-69desire
for, 93; oflittle interest,
329 to thephilosopher, 94

newspaper, 167

newspapers, 94

nick of time, improwe the,
17

night, fishing at,174-75;
losing way at, 170-71;
sounds at126; walking
home at, 169-70

night-hawk, 159

Nile, 58

Nilometer, 98

Nine Acre Corner179;
fishing at, 316

NineteenthCentury,
standingapart from,
329-30

Nutting, Sam261; hunting
bears, 279

Odyssey, 89

old deeds, 8

"Olive-Branches," 109

Olympus,outside of earth
everywhere, 85

orator,limitations of, 102
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ornaments, architectural,
46-47

ornithology, 212

Orpheus, 169

otter, 227

owl, barred,266; hooting,
125,272

owls, screech124-25;
suited tonight, 125-26

Paris, agashion center, 25;
price of wood in, 251
parlors, talk in, 244
Parr, Thomas, 138
parties political, 17
partridge,226-27; adrue
native, 281, eye of, 227;
Nature's own bird, 276
partridges, wintefeeding
of, 276
patharoundwWalden, 180
Patroclus,144; ant as, 229
pauper,yvisit from, 151
peetweets, 185
penknife,Rodgers', 51
Penobscot Indiashelters,
28-29
perch,174, 177, 184small,
in Walden, 189-90
PeterboroHills, 122
Pfeiffer, Madam, 22
Phaeton, death of, 74
Philadelphiaprice of wood
in, 251
philanthropists, England's
best, 76
philanthropy,72-79;
overrated, 76;aurces of,
77-78;true, 78-79
philosopherHindoo, 96;
superiority of the, 15; to
bea, 14-15;wants of
the, 15
philosopher'slothing, 24
philosophersancient, 14;
nation of, 56 pldest
raised curainsstill up, 99

PhilosophicalSocieties,
records of, 331

phoebe, 226, 319

pickerel, 183-84,283-85

pigeons,159, 201; in
spring, 313

Pilpay & Co., 225

pine wood forfire, 252

pitch-pine, 132, 198, 319

plants,wild, watered by
Thoreau, 18; withered,
remaining into spring,
309-10

plastering, 242245-46

Plato, 107

Plato'sdefinition of man,
149

Pleasant Meadow, 203

Pleiades, 88

ploughing, 9, 55

Plutus, 165

PlymouthColony, 143

Poet,223-25

poet, becoming a, 54; need
for nature of, 28; taken
to board at Walden241;
useof farm, 82

poetry,Chalmerstollection
of, 259 reign of, 239.
See alswerse

poet's cat, 233

Polk, James K., 232

Pomotis obesug,84

POND IN WINTER, THE,
282-98

Pond,seeFair Haven,
Flint's, Goose, Walden,
and White Ponds

PONDS,THE, 173-200

poor, the, 7275-76;
contrastwith rich, 34;
independenlives of, 328

Portulaca oleracea6l

potter, neaWalden,
191,261

pouts, 184

Poverty, The Pretensions
of, 80
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poverty, 6-7, 209;
independence 0f328-29;
of wealthy, 16;voluntary,
14

preacherThoreau'sadvice
to, 95

presenimoment, God in,

97

PrincessAdelaide, 52

professionstried by
Thoreau, 69

Puriindians, 112

purity, 220-21; of art,
escapesnortality, 327;
Walden a symbol of, 287

purslane, 61

Pyramids, 58

pyramids, buildersf, 34

Pyrrha, 5

Pythagorean, concerning
beans, 162

Quoil, Hugh, 261-62

rabbits,seehares

raccoon, 227

raft on Walden,249-50

railroad, 41; asAtropos,
118; compared to comet,
116; deep cut of, 304;
freight on, 119-22;
regularity of,116-18;
snowplow on,118-19;
sounds of114-15;
Thoreau'sobjections to,
53-54,92, 192 walking
on, 202; worth of, 54.
See alsd~itchburg
Railroad

railroad carsfurnishings
of, 37

railroad men, build raft,
249; effect of Walden on,
193-94;plowing snow,
119

rain, at BakefFarm,203;
spring, 314

rainbow, 202206-07, 217

rain stormsjnspector of,
18

Raleigh, Sirwalter, quoted,
5-6

Ranz des Vached58

READING,99-110

reading,choice of,106-09;
mode of,101; need for
greatness inl104; trivial,
104-07

reality, 98; not appearance,
95

Realometer, 98

Redding &Co., 109, 167

redemption, 222

reformer, question¥herien,
148; whatsaddenghe, 78

reformers, 154

reforms, soundindherien
on,148

revery, 111-12

Rhus glabral14, 257

Ricardo, David, 52

rich, contrast withpoor, 34

riches,inward, 14

risks, a man sits as many as
heruns, 153

river, seeConcord,
Connecticut,Sudbury,
and Wachito Rivers

road, Walden, 267;
Wayland, 278

robin, first heard in spring,
312 nesting, 226

room, NatureThoreau's
best, 141

rules, not for valiant
natures, 16

Rum, New-England, 258

Sacontala, 319

Sadi, Sheik, 79

Saffron Walden, 183

St Helena, 262

St. Petersburg, 21

Saint Vitus'dance, our
hurry like, 93

salamander, 159
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Salemharbor, 20

salt, the gossest grocery,
64

sand, flowing of,305;
thawing, type of many
forms, 307-08;vegetative
appearance of when
thawing, 305

sandbank, thawing,
304-09

sand-cherry, 18, 113

Sardanapalus, 37

Saturn, King, 166

savage, 31, 35, 40, 245

Say,Jean Baptiste, 52

scarecrow, 22

scholar,separatédrom
kitchen, 245

Sciurus Hudsoniu273

screech owls124-25

Scriptures, ofall nations,
104; of theworld, 106-07

seeds oWirtue, 164-65

Seeley, 44

self, discovering the, 321

self-doubt,momentary, of
Thoreau, 207

sensuality,220-21

settler,old, of Walden,
137182

Shakspeare, Williapwise
as, 148

shams,accountedrue,
95-96

Shelter, anecessary to life,
12; in summer, 14;
philosophy of, 27-35;
purpose of, 13

shelter,changes in, 28;
cost of,30-31;
improvements in, 31;
of Laplander, 27;
ownership of, 30;
primitive, 27-28;student,
49-50; tool box as, 29.
See alsdouse, houses

shelters, oMassachusetts
Colony Indians,29-30;

of railroadworkers, 35;
Penobscot Indiar28-29

shiners, 177, 184

Shiraz,Sheik Sadi of, 79

shore ofWalden,181-83,
185-86

simplicity, 70, 91;needfor,
38; Spartan, 92

"Skip of theTip-Toe-Hop,
The," 105

slave,Brister Freemaronce
a, 257; Catolngraham
a, 257

slave-breeder, 76

Slavery,Negro, 7

slavery, 35; self-imposed, 7

slavesrunaway, 152

sleepersrailroad,92-93

Smith,Adam, 52

smoke,poemabout, 252

snake, striped, 41

snakes irspring,41-42

snow, 117,282; atWalden,
249; discouragewisitors,
264-65;walking in, 265.
See alsdGreatSnow

snowstorm, 119; losing way
in, 170-71

snowstorms,inspector of,
18; Thoreau weathers, 256

society, Thoreau'snjoyment
of, 140; toocheap, 136

Solidago stridaz57

SOLITUDE,129-39

solitude, in company, 135;
notoppressive, 131; of
Walden house, 130

song-sparrow, 311

soundingWalden Pond,
285-90

SOUNDS, 111-28

sounds, confused, of
contemporaries329; from
Concord, 50-61;night,
126; wildest atWalden
(loon's) 236;winter,
271-73

Spain, news 0f94-95
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sparrow, first of spring310;
lighting on shoulder276;
song, 311

Spartansimplicity, 92

Spartan-like, 91

SpenceWilliam, quoted,
215, 231

Spenser, Edmundyuoted,
142

spiritualman, 147

SPRING,299-319

spring,animals in, 302;
good will in, 314-15;
renewal of innocence in,
314-15

squatter's right, 49

squatting, 64

Squaw Walden, revenge on
ice-cutters, 295

squirrel, red, 228273-75;
striped, 302

squirrels, eatinghoreau's
nut store, 280; familiarity
of,276;red 310

staff, of artist of Kouroo,
326-27

stars, 10, 88

StateStreet, 167

statue ofdivinity, revealed,

99
stolenbook, 172
storms, music to the
innocent,131; pleasure
in, 132
stove, atWaldenhouse, 254
Stratton family, 258
Stratton Farm, 257
Stratton Hezekiah, 279
Strix nebulosa266
students, housing o#9-50;
need towork, 51;
solitude of, 136
success, whhastetoward,
326
Sudbury, 198, 303
Sudbury meadows, 87
Sudbury River, 83
sumach,smooth,114, 257

349

sun, 10, 67; attaining
higher angle, 304; but a
morning star,333; fire in
summer,13-14;lighting
Thoreauwhile hoeing,
156 looks without
discrimination,166;
meltinginfluence of,300;
spring, giving innocence,
314;warming in fall, 240
superfluities,philosopher's
rejection of, 15
surveying, 58, 81; private, 18
Sutton (Mass.), 265
swallows,white-bellied, 185
swampsyisiting, 201
swimming in Walden, 167
Sylvanius,.AEneascited,
231
"SymmesHole," 322
sympathy, fromNature,
132; withNature, 129

tattooing, 26

Tching-thang, 88

teachingschool,Thoreau's
try at, 69

telegraph, from Maine to
Texas, 52

Tell, William, sons of, 118

temples, as memorialSy-58

tent, Thoreau's, 85

tents, Indian, 29

Terminus, fence through
serving, 249

Tetrao umbellus226-27

Thanksgivings, 165

thawing sand bank304-09

Thebes, 57

[Therien,Alex], 106, 144-
50, 267, amusements of,
146; appearance, of, 145;
books of, 148; education
of, 147; endurance of,
146-47;expediency of,
150; food of, 145;
humility of, 147; humor
of, 146; naturalness of,
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147; onmoney, 149; on
reforms, 148; ontalk,
149; onthinking, 149;
on writing, 147-48;
originality of, 150;
primitiveness of, 150;
satisfaction of148-49;
skill of, 146

"They" in fashion, 25

thrasher, brown, 158

Thseng-tseu, 218

Tierra del Fuegoinhabitants
of, 12-13

timber, 121

Time, illusory nature of,
326-27

time, spent imevery added

to life, 111-12; the stream
Thoreaufishes in, 98
tit-men, 107

"Tittle-Tol-Tan," 105
tobacco,odor of, 130;
use of, 78
Totanus maculariusl85
totem,ground-nut as, 239
trade,curse of, 70; with
CelestiaEmpire, 20
translations, otlassics, 100
trap, man in, 3366-67
travel onfoot, 53
trees,202; tuning color,
240; Visiting, 201-02
Tremont House, 140
Trinity Church, 47
Troy, gods of, 44
truth, dealing with, 99;
desirability of,330-31
Turdus migratorius312
turtle-dove, lost, 17
turtle-doves, 228
turtles, 184-85

Ulyssestied to mast like, 97

Unio ftuviatilis, 246

United States calledfirst-
ratepower, 332

universe)aws of,218-19;
wider than ouriews, 320

INDEX

Varrd, Marcusguoted, 166

Ved, cited,219; quoted, 217

Vedas,298; exoteric doctrine
of, 325; quoted, 89

vegetarianism, 9, 6214-16

Vermont, 121

verse, byThoreau, 42122,
193 252; paraphrased,
154 quoted, 5-6, 33, 64,
80, 82, 88,115, 132,
144, 152, 165, 172203,
204, 208,212,220, 254,
268 288, 314, 315-16,
320322

Verses, Complemental, 80

VILLAGE, THE, 167-72

village, vitals of, 168

village culture,views on,
no

village life, need ofwildness,
317

Virgil, 103; cited, 160

Vishnu, 298

VishnuPurana, 270

visiting trees andswamps,
201-02

VISITORS, 140-54

visitors, 129, 140; ahight,
170; avaiting, 270;
cheering,154; from
almshouse151;
peculiarities of 152-54;
winter, 267-70

Vitruvius, 58

Vulcan, wood sacrificed to,
249

WachitoRiver, 93
Walden,motive forwriting,
3; readers of, 6; to whom
addressed, 4; use of "I" in,

3

Walden Pond3; ancientness
of, 179; asmirror, 188;
asneighbor, 86;assymbol
of purity, 287;beauty of
ice of, 296-97pirdsnear,
85-86, 158, 159, 185310-
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313; boating on,173-75,
189-91,234-36;bottom of,
285-90;building house at,
40-45;character of,
192-93;chasingloon on,
234-36;clarity of, 177-78;
colors of,176-77;
compared teethics,291-92;
coves 0f,289-90;dates of
first freeze of, 249; depth
of, 285-90; effect on
railroad men,193-94;
farming at,54-55; fish in,
177-78, 183-84; fox on,
277;geese on, 248-49;
ice, objections t0,325;

ice breakup on299-304;
ice on, 246-48jce-cutting
on, 293-98; inautumn,
188;"leach hole" in292;
legendabout, 182, 191;
length of Thoreau's
residence at, 3evel of,
180-81;logs in, 191;

love of, 237;mapping of,
289-90; melting 0f311-12;
motive forliving at, 90-91;
name of, 183; ninlet or
outlet, 292; notlonely,
137; oftheir ownnatures,
130; original proprietor
of, 137; path around180;
peacefulness of188;
perch in,189-90;pickerel
of, 284-85;place for
business, 21plants in,
178-79;privilege todrink
at, 264; purity of, 199;
purpose ingoing to, 19-20,
90-91; raft on,249-50;
regularity of bottom of,
288-90;route of ice to
India, 298;scenery of,
175; shore of,178, 181-83,
185-86; sirface in winter,
282-83;surface of, 186-
89; surroundings of, 191;
temperature of, 183, 299;

351

Thoreau's leaving319,
323;walking on ice of,
271; watermingled with
Ganges298; woodchoppers
near,192; youth of, 193

Walden road,133; in
winter, 267

Walden Wood, owl in, 272

Walden WoodsHugh Quoil
in, 262; Zilpha in, 257

walking in snow, 265-66

wasps, 240

water, drinking,150, 207,
217, 264

water-bug, 187

watering wild plants, 18

Waterloo, 262

Wayland(Mass.), 157

Wayland road, 278

wealth, 329

weather, harmony with, 131

Webster Daniel, 232, 330

weeds,155, 161-62, 166

well, 175; Beed's,260-61;
JohnField's,206-07;
swelteringinhabitants of
world drink at Thoreau's,
298;value of the smallest,
87

well dents, offormerhouses,
263

Well-Meadow, 278

wells, 183

Weston Squirehunting his
dogs, 279

wheat, 166

WHERE ILIVED, AND WHAT
| LIVED FOR, 8198

whippoorwills, sound of,
123-24

White Mountains, 152

White Pond, 179, 181,197-
99; depth of, 29Qiris in,
199 map of, 290; purity
of, 199 sandfrom, 197,
yellow-pine in,198-99

Wilberforce,William, 8
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wildness, desired byhoreau,
210; ofloon'ssound,
236; tonic of,317-18

wind, listening to, 17;
morning, 85

Winslow, Edward, 143

WINTER, THE POND IN,
282-98

WINTER ANIMALS, 271-81

winter, arrival of, 248;
delicacy in, 310

winter visitors,267-70

"Wonder-Working
Providence," 38

wood, green, 253See also
firewood

wood gathering,249-53

woodchopper106, 144-50,
267.See alsdTherien,
Alex]

woodchoppers, 192

woodchuck, 44goming out
in spring, 302; skin of at
Quoil's, 262;Thoreau's
eating of, 59; wildness
represented by, 210

INDEX

woodchucks 155, 163, 166

wood-cock, 228

wood-pile, affection for, 251

woods,burning of, 250;
cutting of,250; purpose in
going t0,90-91;reason for
leaving, 323; visiting,

201-02

worms, fishing,224-25

worthies,England'sgreatest,
76

writers, Thoreau's
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