from Walden

ﬁom WhereI Lived and
WhatILived For

When 1 first took up my abode in the woods,

that is, began to spend my nights as well as

days there, which, by accident, was on Inde-

pendence Day, or the fourth of July, 1845, my

house was not finished for winter, but was

merely a defense against the rain, without

plastering or chimney, the walls being of
rough weather-stained boards, with wide
chinks, which made it cool at might. The
upright white hewn studs and freshly planed
door and window casings gave it a clean and
airy look, especially in the morning, when its
timbers were saturated with dew, so that I
fancied that by noon some sweet gum would
exude from them. To my imagination it re-
tained throughout the day more or less of this
auroral character, reminding me of a certain
house on a mountain which I had visited a
year before, This was an airy and unplastered
cabin, fit to entertain a traveling god, and
where a goddess might trail her. garments.
The winds which passed over my dwelling
were such as sweep over the ridges of moun-
tains, bearing the broken strains, or celestial
parts only, of terrestrial music. The morning
wind forever blows, the poem of creation is
uninterrupted; but few are the ears that hear
it. Olympus® is but the outside of the earth
everywhere. . . .

I was seated by the shore of a small pond,
about a mile and a half south of the village of
Concord and somewhat higher than it, in the
midst of an extensive wood between that
town and Lincoln, and about two miles south
of that our only field known to fame, Concord
Battle Ground; but I was so low in the woods
that the opposite shore, half a mile off, like
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the rest, covered with wood, was my most
distant horizon. For the first week, wheneverI
looked out on the pond it impressed me like a
tarn high up on the side of a mountain, its
bottom far above the surface of other lakes,
and, as the sun arose, I saw it throwing off its
nightly clothing of mist, and here and there,
by degrees, its soft ripples or its smooth
reflecting surface was revealed, while the
mists, like ghosts, were stealthily withdraw-
ing in every direction into the woods, as at
the breaking up of some nocturnal conventi-
cle. The very dew seemed to hang upon the
trees later into the day than usual, as on the
sides of mountains.

This small lake was of most value as a
neighbor in the intervals of a gentle rain
storm in August, when, both air and water
being perfectly still, but the sky overcast,
mid-afternoon had all the serenity of evening,
and the wood thrush sang around, and was
heard from shore to shore. A lake like this is
never smoother than at such a time; and the
clear portion of the air above it being shallow
and darkened by clouds, the water, full of
light and reflections, becomes a lower heaven
itself so much the more important. From a
hilltop near by, where the wood had been
recently cut off, there was a pleasing vista
southward actoss the pond, through a wide
indentation in the hills which form the shore
there, where their opposite sides sloping to-
ward each other suggested a stream flowing
out in that direction through a wooded valley, -
but stream there was none. That way I looked
between and over the near green hills to some
distant and highér ones in the horizon, tinged

1. Olympus (5 lim’ pes): a mountain in Thessaly that is
the abode of the gods in Greek mythology.




ay most even from this point, I could not see over or
Leneyerl beyond the woods which surrounded me. It is
ne'hk§ e well to have some water in your neighbor-
itain, 1ts hood, to give buoyancy to and float the earth.
er lakes, One value even of the smallest well is, that
ng off its when you look into it you see that earth is not
1d there, continent but insular. This is as important as
smooth that it keeps butter cool. When 1looked across
hile the the pond from this peak toward the Sudbury
ithdraw- meadows, which in time of flood I distin-
ds, as at guished elevated perhaps by a mirage in their
sonventi- seething valley, like a coiri in a basin, all the
upon the earth beyond the pond appeared like a thin
1s on the crust insulated and floated even by this small
sheet of intervening water, and I was remind-
due as a ed that this on which I dwelt was but dry
ntle rain land. . ..
r ater Every morning was a cheerful invitation to
¢ .cast, make my life of equal simplicity, and I may
fevening, say innocence, with Nature herself. I have
and was been as sincere a worshipper of Aurora® as the
ke this ig Greeks. I got up early and bathed in the pond;
; and the that was a religious exercise, and one of the
g shallow best things which I did. They say that charac-
ox, full of ters were engraven on the bathing tub of king
er heaven Tching-thang® to this effect: “Renew thyself
t. From a completely each day; do it again, and again,
had bfaen and forever again.” I can understarnd that.
sing vista Morning brings back the heroic ages. I was as
zh a wide much affected by the famt hum ofa mosquito
—the—_sm—fﬂﬂ:kjﬂg—rtq—]n Elg,u_mulc tour—
Joping to- through my apartment at earliest dawn, when
m flowing I'was sitting with door and windows open, as I
ded valley, could be by any trufnpet that” ever sang of
2y I looked fame. It was Homer’s* requiem,; itself an Iliad
ds to some and Odyssey in the air, singing its own wrath
;on, tinged and wanderings. There was something cosmi-
I cal about it; a standing advertisement, till

essaly that is

with blue. Indeed, by standing on tiptoe I
could catch a glimpse of some of the peaks of
the still bluer and more distant mountain
ranges in the northwest, those true-blue coins
from heaven’s own mint, and also of some
portion of the village. But in other directions,

memorable season of the day, is the awaken-
ing hour. Then there is least somnolence in
us; and for an hour, at least, some part of us
awakes which slumbers all the rest of the day
and night. Little is to be expected of that day,
if it can be called a day, to which we are not
awakened by our Genius, but by the mechani-
cal nudgings of some servitor, are not awak-
ened by our own newly acquired force and
aspirations from within, accompanied by the
undulations of celestial music, instead of fac-
tory bells, and a fragrance filling the air—to a
higher life than we fell asleep from; and thus
the darkness bear its fruit, and prove itself to
be good, no less than the light. That man who
does not believe that each day contains an
earlier, more sacred, and auroral hour than he
has yet profaned, has despaired of life, and is
pursuing a descending and darkening way.
After a partial cessation of his sensuous life,
the soul of man, or its organs rather, are
reinvigorated each day, and his Genius tries
again what noble life it can make. All memo-
rable events, I should say, transpite in morn-
ing time and in a morning atmosphere. The
Vedas® say, “/All intelligences awake with the
morning.” Poetry and art, and the fairest and
most memorable of the actions of men, date
from such an hour. All poets and heroes, like
Memmnon,® are the children of Aurora, and
emit their music at sunrise. To him whose
elastic and vigorous thought keeps pace with
the sun, the day is a perpetual morning. It
matters not what the clocks say or the atti-
tudes and labors of men. Morning is when I
am awake and there is a2 dawn in me. Moral

forbidden, of the everlasting vigor and fertility
of the world. The morning, which is the most

2. Aurora {6 101’ 5): the Roman goddess of dawn.

3. Tching-thang: Ch’en T’ang, founder of the Shang
dynasty, which lasted from 1766-1123 B.C.

4, Homer: probably lived around 850 B.C.; the famous
Greek epic poet, author of the Iliad and the Odyssey.

5. Vedas (vad’ oz): four canonical collections of hymns,
prayers, and liturgical formulas that comprise the earliest
Hindu sacred writings.

6. Memnon (mem’nin’): an Ethiopian king slain by
Achilles at a late stage of the Trojan War.
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reform is the effort to throw off sleep. Why is
it that men give so poor an account of their
day if they have not been slumbering? They
are not such poor calculators. If they had not
been overcome with drowsiness they would
have performed something. The millions are
awake enough for physical labor; but only one
in a million is awake enough for effective
intellectual exertion, only one in a hundred
millions to a poetic or divine life. To be awake
is to be alive. I have never yet meta man who
was quite awake. How could I have looked
him in the face?

We must learn to reawaken and keep our-
selves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by
an infinite expectation of the dawn, which
does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. I
know of no more encouraging fact than the
unquestionable ability of man to elevate his
life by a conscious endeavor. It is something
to be able to paint a particular picture, o1 to
carve a statue, and so to make a few objects
beautiful; but it is far more glorious to carve
and paint the very atmosphere and medium
through which we look, which morally we
can do. To affect the quality of the day, that is
the highest of arts. Every man is tasked to
malke his life, even in its details, worthy of
the contemplation of his most elevated and
critical hour. If we refused, or rather used up,
such paltry information as we get, the oracles
would distinctly inform us how this might be
done.

I went to the woods because I wished to live
deliberately, to front only the essential facts
of life, and see if I could not learn what it had
to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover
that I had not lived. T did not wish to live what
was not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to
practice resignation, unless it was quite nec-
essary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all
the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and
Spartanlike” as to put to rout all that was not
life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to
drive life into a corner, and reduce it to its
lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean,
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why then to get the whole and genuine mean-
ness of it, and publish its meanness to the
world; or if it were sublime, to know it by
experience, and be able to give a true account
of it in my next excursion. For most men, it
appears to me, are in a strange uncertainty
about it, whether it is of the devil or of God,
and have somewhat hastily concluded that it
is the chief end of man here to “glorify God
and enjoy him forever.”

still we live meanly, like ants, though the
fable tells us that we were long ago changed
into men; like pygmies we fight with cranes;”
it is error upon error, and clout upon clout,
and our best virtue has for its occasion a
superfluous and evitable wretchedness. Our
Tife is frittered away by detail. An honest man
has hardly need to count more than his ten
fingers, or in extreme cases he may add his
ten toes, and lump the rest. Simplicity, sim-
plicity, simplicity! I say, let your affairs be as
two or three, and not a hundred or a thousand;
instead of a million count half a dozen, and
keep your accounts on your thumb nail. In
the midst of this chopping sea of civilized life,
such are the clouds and storms and quick-
sands and thousand and one items to be
allowed for, that a man has to live, if he would
not founder and go to the bottom and not
make his port at all, by dead reckoning, and he
must be a great calculator indeed who suc-
ceeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of three
meals a day, if it be necessary eat but one;
instead of a hundred dishes, five; and reduce
other things in proportion. . . .

Why should we live with such hurry and
waste of life? We are determined to be starved
before we are hungry. Men say that a stitch in
time saves nine, and so they take a thousand
stitches today to savé nine tomorrow. As far

7. Spartanlike: relating to Sparta, the ecity of ancient
Greece; marked by self-discipline or self-denial.
8. pygmies . ., cranes: Thoreau alludes to a battle be-
pween pygmies and cranes deseribed by Homer in Boolc IV
of the [liad. According to the fable the pygmies were 50
small that they were afraid of a flight of .cranes.
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work, we haven’t any of any consequence. We
have the Saint Vitus’ dance, and cannot possi-
bly keep our heads still. If I should only give a
few pulls at the parish bell rope, for a fire, that
is, without setting the bell, there is hardly a
man on his farm in the outskirts of Concord,
notwithstanding that press of engagements
which was his excuse so many times this
morning, nor a boy, nor a woman, I might
almost say, but would forsake all and follow
that sound, not mainly to save property from
the flames, but, if we will confess the truth,
much more to see it burn, since burn it must,
and we, be it known did not set it on fire—or
to see it put out, and have a hand in it, if that
is done as handsomely; yes, even if it were the
parish church itself. Hardly a man takes a half
hour’s nap after dinner, but when he wakes he
holds up his head and asks, “What’s the
news?” as if the rest of mankind had stood his
sentinels. Some give directions to be waked
every half hour, doubtless for no other pur-
pose; and then, to pay for it, they tell what
they have dreamed. After a night’s sleep the
news is as indispensable as the breakfast.
"“Pray tell me anything new that has hap-
pened to a man anywhere on this globe,” and
he reads it over his coffee and rolls, that a man
has had his eyes gouged out this morning on
the Wachito River; never dreaming the while
that he lives in the dark unfathomed mam-
moth cave .of this world, and has but the
rudiment of an eye himself. a
For my part, I could easily do without the
post office. I think that there are very few
important communications made through it.
To speak critically, I never received more
than one or two letters in my life—I wrote
this some years ago—that were worth the

burned, or one vessel wrecked, or one steam--
boat blown up, or one cow run over on the
Western Railroad, or one mad dog killed,
or one lot of grasshoppers in the winter,
we mnever need read of another. One is
enough. . . .

Let us spend one day as deliberately as
Nature, and not be thrown off the track by
every nutshell and mosquito’s wing that falls
on the rails. Let us rise early and fast, or break
fast, gently and without perturbation; let
company come and let company go, let the
bells ring and the children cry, determined to
make a day of it. Why should we knock under
and go with the stream? Let us not be upset
and overwhelmed in that terrible rapid and
whirlpool called a dinner, situated in the
meridian shallows. Weather this danger and
you are safe, for the rest of the way is down
hill. With unrelaxed nerves, with morning
vigor, sail by it, looking another way, tied to
the mast like Ulysses. If the engine whistles,
let it whistle till it is hoarse for its pains. If
the bell rings, why should we run? We will
consider what kind of music they are like. Let
us settle ourselves, and work and wedge our
feet downward through the mud and slush of
opinion, and prejudice, and tradition, and
delusion, and appearance, that alluvion which
covers the globe, through Paris and London,
through New York and Boston and Concord,
through church and state, through poetry and
philosophy and religion, till we come to a
hard bottom and rocks in place, which we can
call reality, and say, This is, and no mistake;
and then begin, having a point d’appui,®
below freshet and frost and fire, a place where
you might found a wall or a state, or set a
lamppost safely, or perhaps a gauge, not _a

v. As for

of ancient
a1,

battle be-
in Book IV
es were S0

28,

Postage. 1he penny post is, commonly, an_

institution through which you seriously offer
a man that penny for his thoughts which is so
often safely offered in jest. And I am sure that
I never read any memorable news in a news-
paper. If we read of one man robbed, or
murdered, or killed by accident, or one house

 Nilometer, but a Realometer, that future ages

might know how deep a freshet of shams and
appearances had gathered from time to time.

9. point d’appui ([pwan da pw&') French: a base, especially
for a military operation.
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If you stand right fronting and face to face to a
fact, you will see the sun glimmer on both its
surfaces, as if it were a cimeter,™ and feel its
sweet edge dividing you through the heart and
marrow, and so you will happily conclude
your mortal career. Be it life or death, we
crave only reality. If we are really dying, let us
hear the rattle in our throats and feel cold in
the extremities; if we are alive, let us go about
our business.

Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I
drink at it; but while I drink I see the sandy
bottom and detect how shallow it is. Its thin
current slides away, but eternity remains. I
would drink deeper; fish in the sky, whose
bottom is pebbly with stars. I cannot count
one. I know not the first letter of the alphabet.
1 have always been regretting that [ was not as
wise as the day T was born. The intellect is a
cleaver; it discerns and rifts its way into the
secret of things. I do not wish to be any more
busy with my hands than is necessary. My
head is hands and feet. I feel all my best
faculties concentrated in it. My instinet tells
me that my head is an organ for burrowing, as
some creatures use their snout and forepaws,
and with it I would mine and burrow my way
through these hills. I think that the richest
vein is somewhere hereabouts; so by the
divining rod and thin rising vapors I judge;
and here I will begin to mine.

ﬁom Solitude

This is a delicious evening, when the whole
body is one sense, and imbibes delight
through every pore. I go and come with a
strange liberty in Nature, a part of herself. As
[ walk along the stony shore of the pond in my
shirt sleeves, though it is cool as well as
cloudy and windy, and I see nothing special to
attract me, all the elements are unusually
congenial to me. The bullfrogs trump to usher
in the night, and the note of the whippoorwill
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is borne on the rippling wind from over the
water. Sympathy with the fluttering alder and
poplar leaves almost takes away my breath;
yet, like the lake, my serenity is rippled but
not ruffled. These small waves raised by the
evening wind are as remote from storm as the
smooth reflecting surface. Though it is now
dark, the wind still blows and roars in the
wood, the waves still dash, and some crea-
tures lull the rest with their notes. The repose
is never complete. The wildest animals do
not repose, but seek their prey now; the fox,
and skunk, and rabbit, now roam the fields
and woods without fear. They are Nature’s
watchmen—links which connect the days of
animated [life.

When I return to my house I find that
visitors have been there and left their cards,
either a bunch of flowers, or a wreath of
evergreen, or a name in pencil on a yellow
walnut leaf or a chip. They who come rarely
to the woods take some little piece of the
forest into their hands to play with by the
way, which they leave, either intentionally or
accidentally. One has peeled a willow wand,
woven it into a ring, and dropped it on my
table. I could always tell if visitors had called
in my absence, either by the bended twigs of
grass, or the print of their shoes, and generally
of what sex or age or quality they were by
some slight trace left, as a flower dropped, or a
bunch of grass plucked and thrown away,
even as far off as the railroad, half a mile
distant, or by the lingering odor of a cigar or
pipe. Nay, I was frequently notified of the
passage of a traveler along the highway sixty
rods off by the scent of his pipe. . . .

Men frequently say to me, “I should think
you would feel lonesome down there, and
want to be nearer to folks, rainy and snowy
days and nights especially.” I am tempted t0
reply to such, This whole earth which we
inhabit is but a point in space. How far apart,

10. cimeter (si’ mo tir'): scimitar; a saber having 2
curved blade, used chiefly by Arabs and Turks.




think you, dwell the two most distant inhabi- from Brute Neighbors
tants of yonder star, the breadth of whose disk

breath: cannot be appreciated by our instruments? One day when I went out to my woaodpile, or
?

7€. .0e
fer and ‘

led but | Why should I feel lgnely? Is not our planet in  rather my pile of stumps, I observed two large
by the | the Milky Way? This which you putseemsto  ants, the one red, the other much _I]_arger,
o aEihe | me not to be the most important question, nearly half an inch long, and blac.k,' fiercely
is now ‘ What sort of space is that which separates a contending with one another, Having once
s ke man from his fellows and makes him solitary?  got hold they never let go, but struggled and
o ‘ I have found that no exertion of the legs  wrestled and rolled on the chips incessantly.
fe cr;:se ' can bring two minds much nearer to one Looking farther, I was surprised to find that
;:1:5 do another. . . . the chips were covered with such combat-
the fox, ants, that it was not a duellum, but a bel-
e fields Jum,* a War.between. two races of ants, the
Jature’s red always pitted against the black, and fre-
days of ’ from The Ponds quently two red ones to one black. The le-
gions of these Myrmidons®® covered all the |
nd that : The scenery of Walden is on a humble scale,  hills and vales in my wood yard, and the ]I
7 cards and, though very beautiful, does not approach ground was alrea@y strewn with the dead and ]
:Ie::ath o% ! to grandeur, nor can it much concern one who dying, both red and black. It was the only |
vellow has not long frequented it or lived by its  battle which I have ever witnessed, the only ;
LY 1 shore; yet this pond is so remarkable for its battlefield I ever trod while the battle was |
te rfar:hz depth and purity as to merit a particular  raging; internecine war; the red republicans |
l’ k? ke description. It is a clear and deep green well,  on the one hand, and the black impetrialists on |
3171 . half a mile long and a mile and three quarters  the other. On every side they were engaged in '
::,la an in circumference, and contains about sixty- deadly combat, yet without any noise that I
y m}', one and a half acres; a perennial spring in the  could heal,_ and hum_an soldiers never fought
ad called midst of pine and oak woods, without any  so reso]_utf_ﬂ;{. I watched a couple that were
twigs or visible inlet or outlet except b}_z the cI_ouds a.nd f{ist locked in each ut{her’s eml?races, in a
renerally evaporation. The surrounding hills rise little sunny valley amid the chips, now at
e b abruptly from the water to the height of forty  noonday prepared to fight till the sun went
wedre Z to eighty feet, though on the southeast and down, or life went out. The smaller red cham-
PE O; ' east they attain to about one hundred and one pion had fastened himself like a vice to his
rfnaa;\;ﬁfé : hundred and fifty feet respectively, within a  adversary’s front, and through all the tum-
| cigar or quarter and a third of a mile. They are exclu- blings on that field never for an instant ceased
.d of the sively woodland. . . . to gnaw at one of his feelers near the root,
' sixty The shore is composed of a belt of smooth having already caused the other to go by the
vay rounded white stones like paving stones, ex- board; while the stronger black one dashed
ddthink  Cepting one or two short sand heaches, -andis—him-from-side-to-side;-and-as Fsaw-ontooking————+—
; ' ;md. S0 steep that in many places a single leap will  nearer, had already divested him of several of
131 ;10wy carry you into water over your head; and were  his members. They fought with more perti- !
: St ed to it not for its remarkable transparency, that
mp would be the last to be seen of its bottom till 11 duellum . .. belfum: Thoreau is saying that the bat-
vhich we it rose on the o osite side. Some think it is tle he observes is not simply a duel between two ants, but
far apart, b . PP ) 1 tather a war between two armies of ants.
Ottomless. It is nowhere muddy, and a casua 12. Myrmidons (mwr’ mo dinz’ ): members of a legen-
having 2 observer would say that there were no weeds dary Thessalian people who took part with Achilles their
:ll('S a ; at all in it; . . . king in the Trojan War.
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nacity than bulldogs. Neither manifested the
least disposition to retreat. It was evident that
their battle cry was conquer or die. In the
meanwhile there came along a single red ant
on the hillside of this valley, evidently full of
excitement, who either had despatched his
foe, or had not yet taken part in the battle;
probably the latter, for he had lost none of his
limbs; whose mother had charged him to
return with his shield or upon it. Or per-
chance he was some Achilles, who had nour-
ished his wrath apart, and had now come to
avenge or rescue his Patroclus.*® He saw this
unequal combat from afar—for the blacks
were nearly twice the size of the red—he drew
near with rapid pace till he stood on his guard
within half an inch of the combatants; then,
watching his opportunity, he sprang upon the
black warrior, and commenced his operations
near the root of his right foreleg, leaving the
foe to select among his own members; and so
there were three united for life, as if a new
kind of attraction had been invented which
put all other locks and cements to shame. I
should not have wondered by this time to find
that they had their respective musical bands
stationed on some eminent chip, and playing
their national airs the while, to excite the
slow and cheer the dying combatants. I was
myself excited somewhat even as if they had
been men. The more you think of it, the less
the difference. And certainly there is not the
fight recorded in Concord history, at least, if
in the history of America, that will bear a
moment’s comparison with this, whether for
the numbers engaged in it, or for the patriot-
ism and heroism displayed. For numbers and
for carnage it was an Austerlitz or Dresden.™
Concord Fight! Two killed on the patriots’
side, and Luther Blanchard wounded! Why
here every ant was a Buttrick—'‘Fire! for
God’s sake fire!”—and thousands shared the
fate of Davis and Hosmer.® There was not
one hireling there. I have no doubt that it was
a principle they fought for, as much as our
ancestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax
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on their tea; and the results of this battle will
be as important and memorable to those
whom it concerns as those of the battle of
Bunker Hill, at least.

I took up the chip on which the three I have
particularly described were struggling, carried
it into my house, and placed it under a tum-
bler on my windowsill, in order to see the
issue. Holding a microscope to the first-
mentioned red ant, I saw that, though he was
assiduously gnawing at the near foreleg of his
enemy, having severed his remaining feeler,
his own breast was all torn away, exposing
what vitals he had there to the jaws of the
black warrior, whose breastplate was appar-
ently too thick for him to pierce; and the dark
carbuncles of the sufferer’s eyes shone with
terocity such as war only could excite. They
struggled half an hour longer under the tum-
bler, and when I looked again the black soldier
had severed the heads of his foes from their
bodies, and the still living heads were hanging
on either side of him like ghastly trophies at
his saddlebow, still apparently as firmly fast-
ened as ever, and he was endeavoring with
feeble struggles, being without feelers and
with only the temnant of a leg, and I know
not how many other wounds, to divest him-
self of them; which at length, after half an
hour more, he accomplished. I raised the
glass, and he went off over the windowsill in
that crippled state. Whether he finally sur-
vived that combat, and spent the remainder of
his days in some Hétel des Invalides,** I do

13. Achilles . .. Patroclus (ps trd' klos): In Books XIX-
XX of the Iliad, the Greek warrior Achilles returned to
battle after his companion Patroclus was killed.

14. Austerlitz ... Dresden: In August of 1813, using
Dresden, Germany, as his military base, Napoleon Bona-
parte won his last great battle.

15. Blanchard . .. Hosmer: Major John Buttrick, 1715
1791, was one of the leaders of the Concord militia at the
Battle of Concord in which Luther Blanchard was wound-
ed and Isaac Davis and Abner Hosmer were killed.

16. Hatel des Invalides (6 tel’ diz on vi' lid’ | French: a
veterans’ hospital.
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not know; but I thought that his industry
would not be worth much thereafter. I never
learned which party was victorious, nor the
cause of the war; but I felt for the rest of that
day as if I had had my feelings excited and
harrowed by witnessing the struggle, the fe-
rocity and carnage, of a human battle before
my door.

from The Pond in Winter

Every winter the liquid and trembling sur-
face of the pond, which was so sensitive to
every breath, and reflected every light and
shadow, becomes solid to the depth of a foot
or a foot and a half, so that it will support the
heaviest teams, and perchance the snow cov-
ers it to an equal depth, and it is not to be
distinguished from any level field. Like the

‘marmots in the surrouriding hills, it closes

its eyelids and becomes dormant for three
months or more. Standing on the snow-
covered plain, as if in a pasture amid the hills,
I cut my way first through a foot of snow, and
then a foot of ice, and open a window under
my feet, where, kneeling to drink, I look down
into the quiet parlor of the fishes, pervaded by
a softened light as through a window of
ground glass, with its bright sanded floor the
same as in summer; there a perennial wave-
less serenity reigns as in the amber twilight
sky, corresponding to the cool and even tem-
perament of the inhabitants. Heaven is under
our feet as well as over our heads. . . .

While yet it is cold January, and snow and
ice are thick and solid, the prudent landlord
comes from the village to get ice to cool his

summer drink; impressively, even pathetical-
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now in January—wearing a thick coat and
mittens when so many things are not provid-
ed for. It may be.that he lays up no treasures
in this world which will cool his summer
drink in the next. He cuts and saws the solid
pond, unroofs the house of fishes, and carts off
their very element and air, held fast by chains

and stakes like corded wood, through the
favoring winter air, to wintry cellars, to un-
derlie the summer there. It looks like solidi-
fied azure, as, far off, it is drawn through the
streets. These ice-cutters are a merry race,
full of jest and sport, and when I went among
them they were wont to invite me to saw
pit-fashion with them, I standing under-
neath. . ..

from Spring

Ore attraction in coming to the woods to
live was that I should have leisure and oppor-
tunity to see the Spring come in. The ice in
the pond at length begins to be honeycombed,
and I can set my heel in it as I walk. Fogs and
rains and warmer suns are gradually melting
the snow; the days have grown sensibly long-
er; and I see how I shall get through the
winter without adding to my woodpile, for
large fires are no longer necessary. I am on
the alert for the first signs of spring, to hear
the chance note of some arriving bird, or the
striped squirrel’s chirp, for his stores must be
now nearly exhausted, or see the woodchuck
venture out of his winter quarters. On the
thirteenth of March, after I had heard the
bluebird, song sparrow, and redwing, the ice
was still nearly a foot thick. As the weather
grew warmer it was not sensibly worn away
by the water, nor broken up and floated off as
in rivers, but, though it was completely melt-
ed for half a rod in width about the shore, the
middle was merely honeycombed and saturat-
ed with water, so that you could put your foot
through it when six inches thick; but by the
next day evenmg, perhaps after a warm rain
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peared all gone off Wlth the fog, spirited away.

One year [ went across the middle only five
days before it disappeared entirely. . . .

At length the sun’s rays have attained the
right angle, and warm winds blow up mist and
rain and melt the snpw banks, and the sun
dispersing the mist smiles on a checkered
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landscape of russet and white smoking with
incense, through which the traveler picks his
way from islet to islet, cheered by the music
of a thousand tinkling rills and rivulets whose
veins are filled with the blood of winter
which they are bearing off. . . .

Walden is melting apace. There is a canal
two rods wide along the northerly and wester-
ly sides, and wider still at the east end. A great
field of ice has cracked off from the main
body. I hear a song sparrow singing from the
bushes on the shore—olit, olit, olit—chip,
chip, chip, che char—che wiss, wiss, wiss. He
too is helping to crack it. How handsome the
great sweeping curves in the edge of the ice,
answering somewhat to those of the shore,
but more regular! It is unusually hard, owing
to the recent severe but transient cold, and all
watered or waved like a palace floor. But the
wind slides eastward over its opaque surface
in vain, till it reaches the living surface be-
yond. It is glorious to behold this ribbon of
water sparkling in the sun, the bare face of the
pond full of glee and youth, as if it spoke the
joy of the fishes within it, and of the sands on
its shore—a silvery sheen as from the scales
of a leuciscus,*” as it were all one active fish.
Such is the contrast between winter and
spring. Walden was dead and is alive again.
But this spring it broke up more steadily, as I
have said.

The change from storm and winter to se-
rene and mild weather, from dark and slug-
gish hours to bright and elastic ones, is a
memorable crisis which all things proclaim.
It is seemingly instantaneous at last. Sudden-
ly an influx of light filled my house, though
the evening was at hand, and the clouds of
winter still overhung it, and the eaves were
dripping with sleety rain. I looked out the
window, and lo! where yesterday was cold
gray ice there lay the transparent pond already
calm and full of hope as in a summer evening,
reflecting a summer evening sky in its bosom,
though none was visible overhead, as if it had
intelligence with some remote horizon. I
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heard a robin in the distance, the first I had
heard for many a thousand years, methought,
whose note I shall not forget for many a
thousand more—the same sweet and power-
ful song as of yore. O the evening robin, at the
end of a New England summer day! If I could
ever find the twig he sits upon! I mean he; I
mean the twig. This at least is not the Turdus
migratorius.*® The pitch pines and shrub oaks
about my house, which had so long drooped,
suddenly resumed their several characters,
looked brighter, greener, and more erect and
alive, as if effectually cleansed and restored by
the rain. I knew that it would not rain any
more. You may tell by looking at any twig of
the forest, ay, at your very woodpile, whether
its winter is past or not. As it grew darker, I
was startled by the honking of geese flying
low over the woods, like weary travelers get-
ting in late from southem lakes, and indulg-
ing at last in unrestrained complaint and
mutual consolation. Standing at my door, I
could hear the rush of their wings; when,
driving toward my house, they suddenly spied
my light, and with hushed clamor wheeled
and settled in the pond. So I came in, and shut
the door, and passed my first spring night in
the woods.

In the morning I watched the geese from
the door through the mist, sailing in the
middle of the pond, fifty rods off, so large and
tumultuous that Walden appeared like an
artificial pond for their amusement. But when
T stood on the shore they at once rose up with
a great flapping of wings at the signal of their
commander, and when they had got into rank
circled about over my head, twenty-nine of
them, and then steered straight to Canada,
with a regular honk from the leader at inter-
vals, trusting to break their fast in muddier
pools. A “plump”’ of ducks rose at the same

17. lenciscus (156 sis’ kas): a small, freshwater fish.

18. Turdus  migratorius: the American robin,
Planesticus migratorius, was once classified by the name
Thoreau gives it.
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time and took the route to the north in the
wake of their noisier cousins,

For a week I heard the circling groping
clangor of some solitary goose in the foggy
mornings, seeking its companion, and still
peopling the woods with the sound of a larger
life than they could sustain. In April the
pigeons were seen again flying express in
small flocks, and in due time I heard the
martins twittering over my clearing, though
it had not seemed that the township con-
tained so many that it could afford me any,
and I fancied that they were peculiarly of the
ancient race that dwelt in hollow trees ere
white men came. In almost all climes the
tortoise and the frog are among the precursors
and heralds of this season, and birds fly with
song and glancing plumage, and plants spring
and bloom, and winds blow, to correct this
slight oscillation of the poles and preserve the
equilibrium of Nature.

As every season seems best to us in its turn,
so the coming in of spring is like the creation
of Cosmos out of Chaos™ and the realization
of the Golden Age. . . .

from Conclusion

I left the woods for as good a reason as I went
there. Perhaps it seemed to me that I had
several more lives to live, and could not spare
any more time for that one. It is remarkable
how easily and insensibly we fall into a par-
ticular route, and make a beaten track for
ourselves. I had not lived there a week before
my feet wore a path from my door to the
pond-side; and though it is five or six years
since I trod it, it is still quite distinet. It is

take a cabin passage, but rather to go before
the mast and on the deck of the world, for
there I could best see the moonlight amid the
mountains. I do not wish to go below now.

I learned this, at least, by my experiment;
that if one advances confidently in the direc-
tion of his dreams, and endeavors to live the
life which he has imagined, he will meet with
a success unexpected in common hours. He
will put some things behind, will pass an
invisible boundary; new, universal, and more
liberal laws will begin to establish themselves
around and within him; or the old laws be
expanded, and interpreted in his favor in a
more liberal sense, and he will live with the
license of a higher order of beings. In propor-
tion as he simplifies his life, the laws of the
universe will appear less complex, and soli-
tude will not be solitude, nor poverty poverty,
nor weakness weakness. If you have built
castles in the air, your work need not be lost;
that is where they should be. Now put the
foundations under them. . . .

Why should we be in such desperate haste
to succeed and in such desperate enterprises?
If a man does not keep pace with his compan-
ions, perhaps it is because he hears a different
drummer. Let him step to the music which he
hears, however measured or far away. It is not
important that he should mature as soon as
an apple tree or an oak. Shall he turn his
spring into summer? If the condition of things
which we were made for is not yet, what were
any reality which we can substitute? We will
not be shipwrecked on a vain reality. Shall we
with pains erect a heaven of blue glass over
ourselves, though when it is done we shall be
sure to gaze still at the true ethereal heaven
far above, as if the former were not? ...

Huc, Liear, that others may have fallen into it,
and so-helped to keep it open. The surface of
the earth is soft and impressible by the feet of
men; and so with the paths which the mind
travels. How worn and dusty, then, must be
the highways of the world, how deep the ruts
of tradition and conformity! I did not wish to

However mean your life is, meet it and live
it; do not shun it and call it hard names. It is
not so bad as you are. It looks poorest when
you are richest. The faultfinder will find

19. Cosmos . .. Chaos: The coming of spring is like
creating the world, or order, out of darkness and nothing,
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faults even in paradise. Love your life, poor as
it is. You may perhaps have some pleasant,
thrilling, glorious hours, even in a poorhouse.
The setting sun is reflected from the windows
of the almshouse as brightly as from the rich
man’s abode; the snow melts before its door
as early in the spring. I do not see but a quiet
mind may live as contentedly there, and have
as cheering thoughts, as in a palace. The
town’s poor seem to me often to live the most
independent lives of any. Maybe they are
simply great enough to receive without mis-
giving. Most think that they are above being
supported by the town; but it oftener happens
that they are not above supporting them-
selves by dishonest means, which should be
more disreputable. Cultivate poverty like a
garden herb, like sage. Do not trouble yourself
much to get new things, whether clothes or
friends. Turn the old; return to them. Things
do not change; we change. Sell your clothes
and keep your thoughts. God will see that you
do not want society. If I were confined to a
corner of a garret all my days, like a spider, the
world would be just as large to me while I had
my thoughts about me. The philosopher said,
“From an army of three divisions one can take
away its general, and put it in disorder; from
the man the most abject and vulgar one
cannot take away his thought.” Do not seek
so anxiously to be developed, to subject your-
self to many influences to be played on; it is
all dissipation. Humility like darkness reveals
the heavenly lights. The shadows of poverty
and meanness gather around us, “and lo!
creation widens to our view.” We are often
reminded that if there were bestowed on us
the wealth of Croesus,? our aims must still
be the same, and our means essentially the
same. Moreover, if you are restricted in your
range by poverty, if you cannot buy books and
newspapers, for instance, you are but con-
fined to the most significant and vital experi-
ences; you are compelled to deal with the
material which yields the most sugar and the
most starch. It is life near the bone where it is
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sweetest. You are defended from being a tri-
fler. No man loses ever on a lower level by
magnanimity on a higher. Superfluous wealth
can buy superfluities only. Money is not
required to buy one necessary of the soul. . ..
The life in us is like the water in the river. It
may rise this year higher than man has ever
known it, and flood the parched uplands; even
this may be the eventful year, which will
drown out all our muskrats. It was not always
dry land where we dwell. I see far inland the
hanks which the stream anciently washed,
before science began to record its freshets.
Every one has heard the story which has gone
the rounds of New England, of a strong and
beautiful bug which came out of the dry leaf
of an old table of apple-tree wood, which had
stood in a farmer’s kitchen for sixty years,
first in Connecticut, and afterward in Massa-
chusetts—from an egg deposited in the living
tree many years earlier still, as appeared by
counting the annual layers beyond it; which
was heard gnawing out for several weeks,
hatched perchance by the heat of an urn. Who
does not feel his faith in a resurrection and
immortality strengthened by hearing of this?
Who knows what beautiful and winged life,
whose egg has been buried for ages under
many concentric layers of woodenness in the
dead dry life of society, deposited at first in
the alburnum of the green and living tree,
which has been gradually converted into the
semblance of its well seasoned tomb—heard
perchance gnawing out now for years by the
astonished family of man, as they sat round
the festive board—may unexpectedly come
forth from amidst society’s most trivial and
handselled furniture, to enjoy its perfect sum-
mer life at last!
I do mot say that John or Jonathan® will
realize all this; but such is the character of

20. Croesus (kré’ sos): last king of Lydia, 560-546 B.C.,
known for his wealth.

21. John or Jonathan: the average citizen of America or
the average citizen of Britain.
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that morrow which mere lapse of time can
never make to dawn. The light which puts out
our eyes is darkness to us. Only that day
dawns to which we are awake. There is more
day to dawn. The sun is but a2 morning star.




