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    Curatorial Vision
This collection gathers the full compass of Henry David Thoreau’s achievement—books, travel narratives, political addresses, nature sketches, poems, letters, and contemporary portraits—to present a single, continuous inquiry into how to live deliberately. From Walden and A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers to The Maine Woods, Cape Cod, A Yankee in Canada, and Canoeing in the Wilderness, the works unfold a philosophy tested on footpaths and in town halls. Major Essays and Excursions sit alongside Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau, while Emerson’s and F. B. Sanborn’s biographies illuminate the man behind the voice. The aim is comprehensiveness without dilution of focus.
United across genres is the insistence that perception is an ethical act. Walking, Life Without Principle, and Natural History of Massachusetts cultivate attention as a civic virtue, just as Walden models frugal abundance. Seasonal studies—A Winter Walk, Autumnal Tints, Night and Moonlight, and Wild Apples—trace cycles that mirror the renewing of conscience. A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers pairs fluvial drift with disciplined thought, while The Succession of Forest Trees links patient observation to a theory of change. Throughout, language itself is treated as a habitat, a place where precise naming and moral clarity grow together.
A second thread foregrounds justice. Civil Disobedience, Slavery in Massachusetts, Herald of Freedom, Reform and the Reformers, A Plea for Captain John Brown, The Last Days of John Brown, After the Death of John Brown, and Wendell Phillips Before the Concord Lyceum show conscience moving from reflection to action. Complementing these are character studies—Sir Walter Raleigh, Aulus Persius Flaccus, and Thomas Carlyle and His Works—that test civic ideals against exemplary lives. Pieces such as The Service, Prayers, and Paradise (to be) Regained contemplate obligation and hope. The result is a dynamic portrait of moral energy, neither withdrawn nor merely oppositional.
Gathered in one place, these works resist isolation into a single emblem like Walden or a single argument like Civil Disobedience. Read together, travel narratives, nature essays, social addresses, poems, and letters refract the same principles through different lenses, allowing a fuller sense of method and temperament. The inclusion of Poems of Nature, Other Poems, Poetry, and Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau situates the famous prose amid lyric and epistolary textures, while Emerson and F. B. Sanborn provide contemporaneous vantage points. Instead of piecemeal encounters, this arrangement encourages a long view of continuity, experiment, and evolving commitment.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
Walden and Civil Disobedience are often read apart, yet their dialogue is unmistakable. The first builds a habitat of inward sufficiency; the second articulates the public consequences of such independence. Life Without Principle crystallizes the critique of acquisitive distraction that Walden dramatizes, while Walking proposes a moving, embodied discipline that keeps perception free. A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers extends the practice by turning a modest voyage into a spiritual sounding. Together, these texts stage an ethic of economy, attention, and resistance, arguing that self-command and civic courage are mutually reinforcing, not competing, obligations.
The travel books and excursional sketches converse through images of terrain and weather. The Maine Woods explores rugged inland immensities, while Cape Cod studies an austere littoral, its breakers, winds, and sand. The Highland Light sharpens this coastal vision into a meditation on warning and guidance. Canoeing in the Wilderness and A Yankee in Canada emphasize movement across borders of culture and habitat. Natural History of Massachusetts and The Succession of Forest Trees showcase inquiry that is empirical yet wondering. Night and Moonlight pairs radiance with secrecy; Dark Ages supplies a countershade, reminding readers that ignorance has its atmospheres too.
A lively internal conversation unfolds across portraits and homages. Thoreau’s Thomas Carlyle and His Works weighs a contemporaneous model of strenuous critique, clarifying affinities and limits. Sir Walter Raleigh and Aulus Persius Flaccus present historical mirrors through which ideals of fortitude and candor are tested. The Service, Prayers, and Paradise (to be) Regained thread spiritual aspiration into civic language. Emerson’s Thoreau and F. B. Sanborn’s Henry D. Thoreau, placed beside Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau, form a triangulated view of temperament, friendship, and town life. Such juxtapositions reveal a single temperament engaging history, scripture, satire, and neighborly duty.
Form itself becomes argument. Excursions and Various Papers display the quick, occasional mode, where observation sparks thought and concludes without fuss. A Walk to Wachusett and The Landlord show social scenes braided with topography. Poems of Nature, Other Poems, and Poetry condense the same imagery the prose elaborates, turning catalog and cadence into a compact ethics of attention. Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau offers private candor and experiment in tone, often echoing signatures later formalized in public essays. The result is a polyphonic weave in which narrative, lyric, epigram, and oration continually refine one another’s claims.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
These works remain vital because they join ethical exactness to sensuous description. Civil Disobedience continues to shape debates about responsibility and law, while Slavery in Massachusetts documents moral witness under pressure. Reform and the Reformers cautions against performative zeal, insisting on disciplined integrity. The nature writing enlarges this ethic beyond politics: The Succession of Forest Trees anticipates long horizons of change; Walking proposes a practice of citizenship organized around attention; Wild Apples and Autumnal Tints preserve local abundance as a common good. Together they model how clarity of mind, body, and place can steady public life.
Walden has long been treated as a touchstone of American letters and moral philosophy, celebrated for its integration of experiment and eloquence. A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers, though quieter, has earned enduring regard for its meditative structure. The Maine Woods and Cape Cod are valued for distinct regional portraits that shaped later nature writing. Civil Disobedience remains widely cited in public discourse and classrooms alike. Critics have praised the unity of temperament across modes, noting how the prose, poems, and letters illuminate each other. The biographies by Ralph Waldo Emerson and F. B. Sanborn deepen this integrated view.
The collection’s afterlives are broad. Civil Disobedience circulates in movements of nonviolent dissent and conscientious refusal, frequently excerpted in manifestos and public statements. Nature essays like Walking, The Highland Light, and Natural History of Massachusetts inform conservation rhetoric and place-based education. The Prometheus Bound of Aeschylus underscores Thoreau’s engagement with classical tragedy, a lineage often revisited in stage and classroom. Poems of Nature and Wild Apples have inspired festivals, local histories, and agrarian revivals. Across media, artists and scholars use these texts as reservoirs of phrase and stance, adapting their cadences to contemporary environmental, ethical, and civic debates.
Placed together, the letters and biographies temper the solitary image of Thoreau by revealing collaboration, friendship, and community critique woven through the work. The presence of Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau, alongside Thoreau by Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry D. Thoreau by F. B. Sanborn, supplies an intimate chorus that resonates with the public voice of Civil Disobedience and the quiet of Walden. What emerges is not a statue but a practice: attention sharpened by walking, speech disciplined by conscience, and study anchored in place. That practice remains a resource for cultural renewal and individual steadiness.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
Henry David Thoreau’s writings arise from the charged atmosphere of antebellum New England, where expanding markets, railroads, and the lyceum shaped daily life and public argument. In Walden, Life Without Principle, Walking, and Excursions, he situates the individual within accelerating economic change and a buzzing technological world. The town of Concord becomes both microscope and mirror for a republic wrestling with growth. Thoreau’s concern with how people earn their bread, spend their time, and preserve their integrity responds to pressures created by wage labor and speculative enterprise. His essays transform local encounters—on ponds, roads, and commons—into critiques of national habits and the moral drift of prosperity.
Abolitionist agitation forms a persistent backdrop, and Thoreau writes as an engaged participant in that conflict. Civil Disobedience and Slavery in Massachusetts address state complicity with bondage, sharpened by enforcement of fugitive slave laws and the moral equivocation of courts and churches. Reform and the Reformers and Wendell Phillips Before the Concord Lyceum register the oratorical culture that carried antislavery arguments into town halls. The essays insist that legality and justice can diverge, that the citizen must answer to a higher law. In this arena, style becomes action: the concise, memorable sentence operates as a tool of civic persuasion and resistance.
War and territorial expansion also haunt the pages. Civil Disobedience emerges from refusal to fund a government prosecuting the Mexican War, an episode that sharpened Thoreau’s notion of personal accountability within a democracy. A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers, while a memorial journey, quietly questions national haste and acquisitiveness by lingering over slow waters, local industry, and household economies. A Yankee in Canada measures borderlands and empire through observational travel, contrasting legal jurisdictions and everyday customs. Together, these works place foreign policy, taxation, and citizenship within the scale of walking, boating, and neighborly conversation, where ethical debate can be tested against lived experience.
The controversy around militant antislavery action receives explicit treatment in A Plea for Captain John Brown, The Last Days of John Brown, and After the Death of John Brown. Thoreau’s lectures and essays, delivered to skeptical audiences and then printed, defend moral courage against pragmatic caution. He assesses the press, pulpit, and courtroom as instruments of prevailing power, challenging their verdicts. These writings situate martyrdom, public opinion, and the uses of violence within a republic that professes liberty while tolerating bondage. They also record the pressures of the moment: fear of disorder, party calculations, and the cost of principled speech in town and nation.
Thoreau’s natural histories attend to political economy as much as to flora and fauna. The Maine Woods and Canoeing in the Wilderness consider logging, river drives, and wilderness travel alongside questions of ownership and stewardship. Cape Cod surveys coasts, wrecks, fisheries, and lifesaving institutions, measuring local labor against the caprices of weather and market demand. The Succession of Forest Trees reframes woodlots and fence lines as dynamic systems, quietly challenging extractive habits. In The Highland Light, the lighthouse becomes a state apparatus binding labor, science, and safety. These texts render environmental governance—formal and makeshift—in the ordinary transactions of towns and industries.
Religious authority and civic ritual also come under scrutiny. Prayers, Paradise (to be) Regained, and The Service sample the cadences of devotion while testing institutional claims. Thoreau’s essays often relocate reverence from church to field, suggesting that conscience is not delegated to clergy or state. The lyceum lecture—so central to Civil Disobedience and other pieces—appears as an unofficial parliament where citizens rehearse ethical choices. By dissecting sermons, fast days, and patriotic observances, the works probe how spiritual and national narratives authorize obedience. The result is a political theology of dissent, skeptical of pomp yet alert to personal vows and everyday vows kept or broken.
Local governance forms a recurring stage. Natural History of Massachusetts, A Walk to Wachusett, Night and Moonlight, and The Landlord observe roads, inns, mills, and common lands, where property rules and poor laws are felt in daily arrangements. The town’s cadences—tax assessments, militia musters, library meetings—filter into Thoreau’s portraits of neighborly encounter. Reform and the Reformers registers the churn of petitions and committees, measuring rhetoric against practical housekeeping. By tracing how citizens eat, sleep, travel, read, and vote, these writings show that the republic’s grand principles are negotiated in small rooms and at boundary stones as surely as in capitals.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
The collection displays a persistent effort to align perception, ethics, and language—an ambition often labeled transcendental. Emerson’s Thoreau, included here among the biographies, frames this aspiration as disciplined seeing. Walden and Walking propose that attention to seasons, sounds, and paths is a mode of thought, a method capable of testing doctrine. Poems of Nature distills the same conviction into shorter measures, where metaphor carries inquiry. The essays treat a page of the landscape as scripture and a walk as experiment, fusing meditation with fieldwork. The result is a philosophy of experience that treats the common as revelatory when attended with exacting care.
Classical and Renaissance interlocutors shape Thoreau’s criteria for courage, satire, and eloquence. Aulus Persius Flaccus offers a model of moral raillery against fashionable vice, while Sir Walter Raleigh exemplifies a life where letters and action intersect. The Prometheus Bound of Aeschylus and Translations from Pindar furnish templates of defiance and praise, measuring human grandeur against fate and law. Across these encounters, Thoreau refines a language of stoic independence and festive victory that later informs Civil Disobedience and the John Brown essays. Ancient meters and antique exempla become living standards by which modern institutions are weighed.
Scientific curiosity undergirds the prose. Natural History of Massachusetts reports with the coolness of a survey, while The Succession of Forest Trees anticipates ecological thinking by tracing seed dispersal and canopy change. Autumnal Tints and Wild Apples record phenology—color, ripeness, migration—as data and delight. Along the shore in The Highland Light and Cape Cod, instruments, charts, and coastal engineering meet the sea’s contingencies. In Walden, even the railroad and the telegraph are read as facts of natural history, phenomena to be observed rather than merely celebrated or condemned. The works braid empiricism with awe, insisting that precision is a form of reverence.
Thoreau’s chosen forms are hybrid and experimental. A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers is a travel book, elegy, anthology, and sermon, arranging quotation and observation into a riverine argument. Cape Cod operates as coastal ethnography and storm chronicle. Excursions and Various Papers preserve the lecture’s cadence—the paragraph as spoken paragraph—while editorial framing still allows rough edges to show. Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau reveals a companion voice: practical, humorous, and exact, the workshop where public sentences were forged. Across the volumes, narrative, epistle, and notebook converse, creating an American essay tradition both intimate and oracular.
A distinct aesthetic of economy threads through the collection. Life Without Principle sifts wages, vocation, and distraction, pursuing a rhetoric as lean as the ethic it recommends. Walden’s careful accounts of building, planting, and expenses are not mere bookkeeping; they are a poetics of sufficiency. The Landlord studies hospitality and indebtedness as moral scenes, while Dark Ages argues that accepted learning can obscure living knowledge. The poems and other brief pieces favor aphorism, paradox, and parable, compressing thought to portable units suited to the lyceum and to the pocket. Style follows substance: clarity as frugality, metaphor as earned capital.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Reception and remembrance begin within the circle represented here. Emerson’s Thoreau offers a portrait that elevated the author’s independence into legend, while F. B. Sanborn’s Henry D. Thoreau supplied chronology, documents, and local memory. Several major works, including The Maine Woods and Cape Cod, reached readers in book form after Thoreau’s death, often assembled from lecture manuscripts and magazine texts. Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau later revealed the pragmatist behind the prophet, complicating early idealizations. Across these editorial labors, the image of Thoreau as solitary was balanced by evidence of collaboration, debate, and the communal infrastructures of print and lecture.
The nation’s own convulsions soon reframed key texts. After secession and civil war, A Plea for Captain John Brown, The Last Days of John Brown, and After the Death of John Brown could be read less as provocations and more as documents of prophetic witness. Slavery in Massachusetts became a record of local complicity that later generations mined for civic instruction. Civil Disobedience, once a pointed response to particular policies, grew into a general theory of conscientious refusal. These shifts did not silence controversy; they made the essays perennial touchstones whenever public duty and personal law collided.
As industrial capitalism consolidated, Walden and Life Without Principle addressed new forms of overwork and consumption. Progressive-era readers mined The Succession of Forest Trees, The Maine Woods, Autumnal Tints, and Wild Apples for a vocabulary of conservation and native species renewal. Walking supplied a charter for clubs and municipalities seeking public access to open land. Cape Cod and The Highland Light informed coastal preservation conversations by dramatizing the entanglement of safety, commerce, and shoreline change. The travel narratives doubled as civic toolkits, showing how local observation can guide policy even when national rhetoric races ahead of local knowledge.
Civil Disobedience traveled widely as movements for rights and representation multiplied. Readers adopted its arguments to articulate nonviolent resistance, conscientious objection, and the moral logic of public assembly. At the same time, Life Without Principle found new audiences in economies driven by advertising and spectacle, while Walden became a handbook for simplicity and small-scale experiment. The John Brown essays continued to challenge reformers to consider the ethics of means and ends. Across decades and continents, these texts proved adaptable, their sentences turning into maxims, their parables into field manuals for citizens confronting unjust laws without forfeiting conscience.
Recent scholarship and teaching reassess the archive with sharper lenses. The Maine Woods invites discussions of wilderness, resource extraction, and the representation of guides and local knowledge. Translations from Pindar and The Prometheus Bound of Aeschylus prompt debates over fidelity and appropriation, clarifying how classical exempla steer American arguments. Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau anchors studies of composition, showing how lectures, journals, and correspondence cross-pollinate. Natural History of Massachusetts and related essays now serve as sources for historical phenology, while Walden’s economy remains a classroom for ethical arithmetic. The canon endures by inviting revision, comparison, and responsible use in changing conditions.
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    Walden (Life in the Woods)
Thoreau recounts his experiment in simple living beside a pond, using the seasons and daily tasks to test what a person truly needs. The book blends close natural observation with ethical inquiry, opposing material excess with self-reliance and alertness of mind; its reflective, quietly insurgent tone anchors many themes echoed throughout the collection.
A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers
Framed by a boat trip with his brother, Thoreau braids travel narrative with natural history, local lore, and digressions on literature, philosophy, and faith. The meandering, meditative voice models companionship with both the living landscape and the classical past, turning a modest journey into a wide-ranging moral exploration.
The Maine Woods
Across several expeditions into northern forests, Thoreau studies rivers, logging camps, and wildlife while reflecting on the meanings of wildness and guidance from Indigenous companions. The tone is exploratory and precise, balancing scientific detail with a wary respect for the scale and autonomy of the wilderness.
Cape Cod
Walking the outer beach, Thoreau examines dunes, shipwrecks, lighthouses, and village life, treating the coast as a testing ground of human resilience. With briny humor and reportorial grit, he contrasts oceanic austerity with the stubborn communities that live beside it.
A Yankee in Canada
This travel sketch follows Thoreau across the border to Montreal and Quebec, observing urban rituals, architecture, religion, and the feel of a different polity. The tone is comparative and cool-eyed, using distance to reconsider American habits and ideals.
Canoeing in the Wilderness
Thoreau records a canoe journey through riverine forests, attending to the craft and rhythm of travel, the reading of waterways, and the discipline of carrying little. The laconic, experiential narrative underscores how mobility sharpens perception and judgment.
Major Essays
A cluster of Thoreau’s best-known arguments probes the duties of conscience, the corruptions of commerce and state, and the sustaining corrective of nature. Across these pieces the perspective is stoic and practical, urging principled action while insisting that attention—how one looks and listens—is itself a moral practice that converses with the field sketches and walks elsewhere in the volume.
Civil Disobedience
Thoreau contends that when laws uphold injustice, individuals must withhold cooperation, outlining the ethics and tactics of peaceful resistance. The essay’s lucid, uncompromising tone links private integrity to public consequence, a stance that converses with his portraits of reformers and his critiques of complacent work.
Slavery in Massachusetts
Reacting to his state’s complicity in slavery, Thoreau indicts civic institutions that betray moral law and measures them against nature’s standard. The tone is indignant yet exact, joining political urgency to images drawn from the local landscape.
Life Without Principle
Thoreau criticizes a culture that prizes money and bustle over truth, urging work and leisure that honor attention, independence, and depth. The essay’s didactic yet exploratory voice anticipates modern concerns about distraction and the market’s reach.
Excursions
A suite of shorter walks and studies, these pieces refine Thoreau’s method of seeing—patient, comparative, seasonal—and translate it into portable ethics. The tone oscillates between lyrical description and quiet instruction, extending the conversation of Walden into specific places and hours.
Natural History of Massachusetts
Surveying local fauna, flora, and geology, Thoreau argues for a natural history enlivened by wonder as well as fact. The essay’s balanced, gently corrective tone invites science to keep company with poetry.
A Walk to Wachusett
An ascent to a New England summit becomes a friendly expedition in which companionship, topography, and weather shape thought. The tone is convivial and quietly exalted, savoring both the path and the panoramic view.
The Landlord
A character sketch of an innkeeper opens onto reflections on hospitality, commerce, and the small economies of community. Wry and sociable, the piece reads ordinary exchange as a clue to local character.
A Winter Walk
Thoreau traces the stark beauties of snow and cold, finding life’s resilience and clarity in the season’s austerity. The tone is crystalline and introspective, cultivating alertness in a seemingly diminished world.
The Succession of Forest Trees
Drawing on careful observation, Thoreau explains how seeds travel and forests renew themselves in patterns of succession. The analytic yet accessible tone anticipates ecological thinking while remaining rooted in field craft.
Walking
A manifesto for sauntering, this essay links bodily movement to intellectual freedom and argues that wildness preserves the world. Rhapsodic and provocative, it counters the claims of settled life with the claims of the open.
Autumnal Tints
Attentive to palette and botany, Thoreau catalogs fall color while pondering cycles of change and endurance. The painterly, elegiac tone makes the season both a lesson in attention and a meditation on mortality.
Wild Apples
Blending natural history, folklore, and rural practice, Thoreau celebrates the tang and character of the wild apple while noting its retreat before cultivation. The tone is affectionate and bittersweet, a small history of taste and place.
Night and Moonlight
Venturing out after dark, Thoreau charts how moonlight recasts familiar forms and moods, widening the moral and imaginative field. The dreamy, precise tone models nocturnal attention as a counterpart to daylight reason.
Various Papers
These miscellaneous pieces range from literary portraits to reform addresses and cultural satire, testing public questions against Thoreau’s standard of inward integrity. The varied tones—laudatory, ironic, elegiac—show him in conversation with his era’s figures and causes.
Aulus Persius Flaccus
A study of the Roman satirist considers how moral urgency and compact style can prick a corrupt age. Scholarly yet sharp, it uses antiquity as a mirror for modern habits.
The Service
Thoreau examines what it means to serve—state, society, or higher law—probing obedience, honor, and conscience. The tone is sardonic and principled, testing patriotic forms against ethical ends.
Sir Walter Raleigh
In this biographical sketch, Thoreau weighs Raleigh’s ambition, letters, and fate as measures of the Renaissance spirit. The tone is romantic-historical yet measured, attentive to both brilliance and cost.
Prayers
Brief reflections on prayer ask whether sincerity and life-practice outrank ritual form. The contemplative tone presses for an ethics that makes petitions superfluous.
Paradise (to be) Regained
Engaging a utopian promise of technological abundance, Thoreau questions whether machinery can deliver moral improvement. Skeptical and humorous, the piece opposes easy optimism with disciplined ends.
Herald of Freedom
Thoreau praises an independent abolitionist press for its courage and plain speech, treating print as a tool of conscience. The tone is combative and celebratory, aligning style with moral clarity.
Thomas Carlyle and His Works
An appraisal of Carlyle weighs his prophetic style, ethical fervor, and theory of heroes against their limits. The evaluative, robust tone balances admiration with a New England taste for self-trust.
Wendell Phillips Before the Concord Lyceum
Reporting an abolitionist address, Thoreau defends the free platform and the right to unsettle a community’s comfort. Civic-minded and supportive, it links local discourse to national justice.
A Plea for Captain John Brown
Thoreau argues for John Brown’s moral stature and the legitimacy of radical resistance to slavery. Urgent and uncompromising, the address measures law by a higher standard.
The Last Days of John Brown
Reflecting on Brown’s execution and public responses, Thoreau treats memory as a field of struggle over meaning. The tone is elegiac and resolute, continuing the defense of unbending conscience.
After the Death of John Brown
Revisiting Brown’s legacy, Thoreau calls for sustained commitment rather than sentimental closure. The steadfast, exhortatory tone insists that remembrance propel action.
Reform and the Reformers
Thoreau critiques the vanity and fashion of reform movements, urging change rooted in personal rectitude and quiet example. Incisive and corrective, the essay complements his defenses of radical conscience by warning against moral theatrics.
The Highland Light
A portrait of a lighthouse and its keepers becomes a meditation on guidance, isolation, and the sea’s indifferent force. Observational and symbolic, it connects technology’s beam to human vigilance.
Dark Ages
This brief cultural critique names the present’s complacencies as a kind of darkness sustained by habit and fear. Caustic and ironic, it calls for renewed clarity of mind.
Poetry
Thoreau’s verse distills his prose concerns—seasonal change, moral independence, and the discipline of seeing—into compact forms. The tones range from pastoral to gnomic, revealing a craftsman testing measure against meaning.
Poems of Nature
These poems concentrate on rivers, birds, seasons, and weather as sources of instruction and solace. Lucid and contemplative, they make lyric attention a mode of ethics.
Other Poems
Gathered here are occasional, satiric, and personal pieces that widen Thoreau’s register beyond pastoral themes. Varied in meter and mood, they show experiment alongside conviction.
Translations
By rendering classical authors into English, Thoreau measures his values against antique standards of courage, measure, and speech. The tone is austere and earnest, treating translation as moral apprenticeship.
The Prometheus Bound of Aeschylus
Thoreau’s version of the tragedy emphasizes steadfast defiance before unjust authority and the elemental drama of suffering and endurance. Austere and heroic, it resonates with his essays on conscience.
Translations from Pindar
These odes celebrate athletic and civic excellence while probing the sources of lasting renown. Ceremonious and disciplined, the versions reflect Thoreau’s interest in form as ethical training.
Letters
The correspondence reveals Thoreau’s working voice: practical, observant, and testing ideas in the grain of daily life. Conversational in tone, the letters link the public essays to private experiment.
Familiar Letters of Henry David Thoreau
Collected letters to family, friends, and fellow writers trace projects, walks, and shifting convictions. Candid and unguarded, they offer a workshop view of the themes—nature, reform, craft—developed elsewhere.
Biographies
Companion sketches by contemporaries frame Thoreau from outside, setting his temperament and labors within a community of reform and letters. Together they illuminate contrasts—recluse and citizen, radical and naturalist—that animate his own writings.
Henry D. Thoreauby F. B. Sanborn
A detailed portrait by a close associate situates Thoreau in Concord’s networks, tracing habits, friendships, and public stands. Affectionate and documentary, it supplies context for the ethical stances in his essays.
Thoreauby Ralph Waldo Emerson
Emerson’s memorial sketch distills Thoreau’s originality, reserve, and craft, placing him within the aims of their shared movement. Elegiac and authoritative, it converses with Thoreau’s self-portrait in Walden, offering an external counterpoint.
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  When I wrote the following pages, or rather the bulk of them, I lived alone, in the woods, a mile from any neighbor, in a house which I had built myself, on the shore of Walden Pond, in Concord, Massachusetts, and earned my living by the labor of my hands only. I lived there two years and two months. At present I am a sojourner in civilized life again.


  I should not obtrude my affairs so much on the notice of my readers if very particular inquiries had not been made by my townsmen concerning my mode of life, which some would call impertinent, though they do not appear to me at all impertinent, but, considering the circumstances, very natural and pertinent. Some have asked what I got to eat; if I did not feel lonesome; if I was not afraid; and the like. Others have been curious to learn what portion of my income I devoted to charitable purposes; and some, who have large families, how many poor children I maintained. I will therefore ask those of my readers who feel no particular interest in me to pardon me if I undertake to answer some of these questions in this book. In most books, the I, or first person, is omitted; in this it will be retained; that, in respect to egotism, is the main difference. We commonly do not remember that it is, after all, always the first person that is speaking. I should not talk so much about myself if there were anybody else whom I knew as well. Unfortunately, I am confined to this theme by the narrowness of my experience. Moreover, I, on my side, require of every writer, first or last, a simple and sincere account of his own life, and not merely what he has heard of other men’s lives; some such account as he would send to his kindred from a distant land; for if he has lived sincerely, it must have been in a distant land to me. Perhaps these pages are more particularly addressed to poor students. As for the rest of my readers, they will accept such portions as apply to them. I trust that none will stretch the seams in putting on the coat, for it may do good service to him whom it fits.


  I would fain say something, not so much concerning the Chinese and Sandwich Islanders as you who read these pages, who are said to live in New England; something about your condition, especially your outward condition or circumstances in this world, in this town, what it is, whether it is necessary that it be as bad as it is, whether it cannot be improved as well as not. I have travelled a good deal in Concord; and everywhere, in shops, and offices, and fields, the inhabitants have appeared to me to be doing penance in a thousand remarkable ways. What I have heard of Bramins sitting exposed to four fires and looking in the face of the sun; or hanging suspended, with their heads downward, over flames; or looking at the heavens over their shoulders “until it becomes impossible for them to resume their natural position, while from the twist of the neck nothing but liquids can pass into the stomach”; or dwelling, chained for life, at the foot of a tree; or measuring with their bodies, like caterpillars, the breadth of vast empires; or standing on one leg on the tops of pillars — even these forms of conscious penance are hardly more incredible and astonishing than the scenes which I daily witness. The twelve labors of Hercules were trifling in comparison with those which my neighbors have undertaken; for they were only twelve, and had an end; but I could never see that these men slew or captured any monster or finished any labor. They have no friend Iolaus to burn with a hot iron the root of the hydra’s head, but as soon as one head is crushed, two spring up.


  I see young men, my townsmen, whose misfortune it is to have inherited farms, houses, barns, cattle, and farming tools; for these are more easily acquired than got rid of. Better if they had been born in the open pasture and suckled by a wolf, that they might have seen with clearer eyes what field they were called to labor in. Who made them serfs of the soil? Why should they eat their sixty acres, when man is condemned to eat only his peck of dirt? Why should they begin digging their graves as soon as they are born? They have got to live a man’s life, pushing all these things before them, and get on as well as they can. How many a poor immortal soul have I met well-nigh crushed and smothered under its load, creeping down the road of life, pushing before it a barn seventy-five feet by forty, its Augean stables never cleansed, and one hundred acres of land, tillage, mowing, pasture, and woodlot! The portionless, who struggle with no such unnecessary inherited encumbrances, find it labor enough to subdue and cultivate a few cubic feet of flesh.


  But men labor under a mistake. The better part of the man is soon plowed into the soil for compost. By a seeming fate, commonly called necessity, they are employed, as it says in an old book, laying up treasures which moth and rust will corrupt and thieves break through and steal. It is a fool’s life, as they will find when they get to the end of it, if not before. It is said that Deucalion and Pyrrha created men by throwing stones over their heads behind them:—


  Inde genus durum sumus, experiensque laborum,

  Et documenta damus qua simus origine nati.


  Or, as Raleigh rhymes it in his sonorous way—


  “From thence our kind hard-hearted is, enduring pain and care,

  Approving that our bodies of a stony nature are.”


  So much for a blind obedience to a blundering oracle, throwing the stones over their heads behind them, and not seeing where they fell.


  Most men, even in this comparatively free country, through mere ignorance and mistake, are so occupied with the factitious cares and superfluously coarse labors of life that its finer fruits cannot be plucked by them. Their fingers, from excessive toil, are too clumsy and tremble too much for that. Actually, the laboring man has not leisure for a true integrity day by day; he cannot afford to sustain the manliest relations to men; his labor would be depreciated in the market. He has no time to be anything but a machine. How can he remember well his ignorance — which his growth requires — who has so often to use his knowledge? We should feed and clothe him gratuitously sometimes, and recruit him with our cordials, before we judge of him. The finest qualities of our nature, like the bloom on fruits, can be preserved only by the most delicate handling. Yet we do not treat ourselves nor one another thus tenderly.


  Some of you, we all know, are poor, find it hard to live, are sometimes, as it were, gasping for breath. I have no doubt that some of you who read this book are unable to pay for all the dinners which you have actually eaten, or for the coats and shoes which are fast wearing or are already worn out, and have come to this page to spend borrowed or stolen time, robbing your creditors of an hour. It is very evident what mean and sneaking lives many of you live, for my sight has been whetted by experience; always on the limits, trying to get into business and trying to get out of debt, a very ancient slough, called by the Latins aes alienum, another’s brass, for some of their coins were made of brass; still living, and dying, and buried by this other’s brass; always promising to pay, promising to pay, tomorrow, and dying today, insolvent; seeking to curry favor, to get custom, by how many modes, only not state-prison offenses; lying, flattering, voting, contracting yourselves into a nutshell of civility or dilating into an atmosphere of thin and vaporous generosity, that you may persuade your neighbor to let you make his shoes, or his hat, or his coat, or his carriage, or import his groceries for him; making yourselves sick, that you may lay up something against a sick day, something to be tucked away in an old chest, or in a stocking behind the plastering, or, more safely, in the brick bank; no matter where, no matter how much or how little.


  I sometimes wonder that we can be so frivolous, I may almost say, as to attend to the gross but somewhat foreign form of servitude called Negro Slavery, there are so many keen and subtle masters that enslave both North and South. It is hard to have a Southern overseer; it is worse to have a Northern one; but worst of all when you are the slave-driver of yourself. Talk of a divinity in man! Look at the teamster on the highway, wending to market by day or night; does any divinity stir within him? His highest duty to fodder and water his horses! What is his destiny to him compared with the shipping interests? Does not he drive for Squire Make-a-stir? How godlike, how immortal, is he? See how he cowers and sneaks, how vaguely all the day he fears, not being immortal nor divine, but the slave and prisoner of his own opinion of himself, a fame won by his own deeds. Public opinion is a weak tyrant compared with our own private opinion. What a man thinks of himself, that it is which determines, or rather indicates, his fate. Self-emancipation even in the West Indian provinces of the fancy and imagination — what Wilberforce is there to bring that about? Think, also, of the ladies of the land weaving toilet cushions against the last day, not to betray too green an interest in their fates! As if you could kill time without injuring eternity.


  The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation. What is called resignation is confirmed desperation. From the desperate city you go into the desperate country, and have to console yourself with the bravery of minks and muskrats. A stereotyped but unconscious despair is concealed even under what are called the games and amusements of mankind. There is no play in them, for this comes after work. But it is a characteristic of wisdom not to do desperate things.


  When we consider what, to use the words of the catechism, is the chief end of man, and what are the true necessaries and means of life, it appears as if men had deliberately chosen the common mode of living because they preferred it to any other. Yet they honestly think there is no choice left. But alert and healthy natures remember that the sun rose clear. It is never too late to give up our prejudices. No way of thinking or doing, however ancient, can be trusted without proof. What everybody echoes or in silence passes by as true to-day may turn out to be falsehood to-morrow, mere smoke of opinion, which some had trusted for a cloud that would sprinkle fertilizing rain on their fields. What old people say you cannot do, you try and find that you can. Old deeds for old people, and new deeds for new. Old people did not know enough once, perchance, to fetch fresh fuel to keep the fire a-going; new people put a little dry wood under a pot, and are whirled round the globe with the speed of birds, in a way to kill old people, as the phrase is. Age is no better, hardly so well, qualified for an instructor as youth, for it has not profited so much as it has lost. One may almost doubt if the wisest man has learned anything of absolute value by living. Practically, the old have no very important advice to give the young, their own experience has been so partial, and their lives have been such miserable failures, for private reasons, as they must believe; and it may be that they have some faith left which belies that experience, and they are only less young than they were. I have lived some thirty years on this planet, and I have yet to hear the first syllable of valuable or even earnest advice from my seniors. They have told me nothing, and probably cannot tell me anything to the purpose. Here is life, an experiment to a great extent untried by me; but it does not avail me that they have tried it. If I have any experience which I think valuable, I am sure to reflect that this my Mentors said nothing about.


  One farmer says to me, “You cannot live on vegetable food solely, for it furnishes nothing to make bones with”; and so he religiously devotes a part of his day to supplying his system with the raw material of bones; walking all the while he talks behind his oxen, which, with vegetable-made bones, jerk him and his lumbering plow along in spite of every obstacle. Some things are really necessaries of life in some circles, the most helpless and diseased, which in others are luxuries merely, and in others still are entirely unknown.


  The whole ground of human life seems to some to have been gone over by their predecessors, both the heights and the valleys, and all things to have been cared for. According to Evelyn, “the wise Solomon prescribed ordinances for the very distances of trees; and the Roman praetors have decided how often you may go into your neighbor’s land to gather the acorns which fall on it without trespass, and what share belongs to that neighbor.” Hippocrates has even left directions how we should cut our nails; that is, even with the ends of the fingers, neither shorter nor longer. Undoubtedly the very tedium and ennui which presume to have exhausted the variety and the joys of life are as old as Adam. But man’s capacities have never been measured; nor are we to judge of what he can do by any precedents, so little has been tried. Whatever have been thy failures hitherto, “be not afflicted, my child, for who shall assign to thee what thou hast left undone?”


  We might try our lives by a thousand simple tests; as, for instance, that the same sun which ripens my beans illumines at once a system of earths like ours. If I had remembered this it would have prevented some mistakes. This was not the light in which I hoed them. The stars are the apexes of what wonderful triangles! What distant and different beings in the various mansions of the universe are contemplating the same one at the same moment! Nature and human life are as various as our several constitutions. Who shall say what prospect life offers to another? Could a greater miracle take place than for us to look through each other’s eyes for an instant? We should live in all the ages of the world in an hour; ay, in all the worlds of the ages. History, Poetry, Mythology! — I know of no reading of another’s experience so startling and informing as this would be.


  The greater part of what my neighbors call good I believe in my soul to be bad, and if I repent of anything, it is very likely to be my good behavior. What demon possessed me that I behaved so well? You may say the wisest thing you can, old man — you who have lived seventy years, not without honor of a kind — I hear an irresistible voice which invites me away from all that. One generation abandons the enterprises of another like stranded vessels.


  I think that we may safely trust a good deal more than we do. We may waive just so much care of ourselves as we honestly bestow elsewhere. Nature is as well adapted to our weakness as to our strength. The incessant anxiety and strain of some is a well-nigh incurable form of disease. We are made to exaggerate the importance of what work we do; and yet how much is not done by us! or, what if we had been taken sick? How vigilant we are! determined not to live by faith if we can avoid it; all the day long on the alert, at night we unwillingly say our prayers and commit ourselves to uncertainties. So thoroughly and sincerely are we compelled to live, reverencing our life, and denying the possibility of change. This is the only way, we say; but there are as many ways as there can be drawn radii from one centre. All change is a miracle to contemplate; but it is a miracle which is taking place every instant. Confucius said, “To know that we know what we know, and that we do not know what we do not know, that is true knowledge.” When one man has reduced a fact of the imagination to be a fact to his understanding, I foresee that all men at length establish their lives on that basis.


  Let us consider for a moment what most of the trouble and anxiety which I have referred to is about, and how much it is necessary that we be troubled, or at least careful. It would be some advantage to live a primitive and frontier life, though in the midst of an outward civilization, if only to learn what are the gross necessaries of life and what methods have been taken to obtain them; or even to look over the old day-books of the merchants, to see what it was that men most commonly bought at the stores, what they stored, that is, what are the grossest groceries. For the improvements of ages have had but little influence on the essential laws of man’s existence; as our skeletons, probably, are not to be distinguished from those of our ancestors.


  By the words, necessary of life, I mean whatever, of all that man obtains by his own exertions, has been from the first, or from long use has become, so important to human life that few, if any, whether from savageness, or poverty, or philosophy, ever attempt to do without it. To many creatures there is in this sense but one necessary of life, Food. To the bison of the prairie it is a few inches of palatable grass, with water to drink; unless he seeks the Shelter of the forest or the mountain’s shadow. None of the brute creation requires more than Food and Shelter. The necessaries of life for man in this climate may, accurately enough, be distributed under the several heads of Food, Shelter, Clothing, and Fuel; for not till we have secured these are we prepared to entertain the true problems of life with freedom and a prospect of success. Man has invented, not only houses, but clothes and cooked food; and possibly from the accidental discovery of the warmth of fire, and the consequent use of it, at first a luxury, arose the present necessity to sit by it. We observe cats and dogs acquiring the same second nature. By proper Shelter and Clothing we legitimately retain our own internal heat; but with an excess of these, or of Fuel, that is, with an external heat greater than our own internal, may not cookery properly be said to begin? Darwin, the naturalist, says of the inhabitants of Tierra del Fuego, that while his own party, who were well clothed and sitting close to a fire, were far from too warm, these naked savages, who were farther off, were observed, to his great surprise, “to be streaming with perspiration at undergoing such a roasting.” So, we are told, the New Hollander goes naked with impunity, while the European shivers in his clothes. Is it impossible to combine the hardiness of these savages with the intellectualness of the civilized man? According to Liebig, man’s body is a stove, and food the fuel which keeps up the internal combustion in the lungs. In cold weather we eat more, in warm less. The animal heat is the result of a slow combustion, and disease and death take place when this is too rapid; or for want of fuel, or from some defect in the draught, the fire goes out. Of course the vital heat is not to be confounded with fire; but so much for analogy. It appears, therefore, from the above list, that the expression, animal life, is nearly synonymous with the expression, animal heat; for while Food may be regarded as the Fuel which keeps up the fire within us — and Fuel serves only to prepare that Food or to increase the warmth of our bodies by addition from without — Shelter and Clothing also serve only to retain the heat thus generated and absorbed.


  The grand necessity, then, for our bodies, is to keep warm, to keep the vital heat in us. What pains we accordingly take, not only with our Food, and Clothing, and Shelter, but with our beds, which are our night-clothes, robbing the nests and breasts of birds to prepare this shelter within a shelter, as the mole has its bed of grass and leaves at the end of its burrow! The poor man is wont to complain that this is a cold world; and to cold, no less physical than social, we refer directly a great part of our ails. The summer, in some climates, makes possible to man a sort of Elysian life. Fuel, except to cook his Food, is then unnecessary; the sun is his fire, and many of the fruits are sufficiently cooked by its rays; while Food generally is more various, and more easily obtained, and Clothing and Shelter are wholly or half unnecessary. At the present day, and in this country, as I find by my own experience, a few implements, a knife, an axe, a spade, a wheelbarrow, etc., and for the studious, lamplight, stationery, and access to a few books, rank next to necessaries, and can all be obtained at a trifling cost. Yet some, not wise, go to the other side of the globe, to barbarous and unhealthy regions, and devote themselves to trade for ten or twenty years, in order that they may live — that is, keep comfortably warm — and die in New England at last. The luxuriously rich are not simply kept comfortably warm, but unnaturally hot; as I implied before, they are cooked, of course a la mode.


  Most of the luxuries, and many of the so-called comforts of life, are not only not indispensable, but positive hindrances to the elevation of mankind. With respect to luxuries and comforts, the wisest have ever lived a more simple and meagre life than the poor. The ancient philosophers, Chinese, Hindoo, Persian, and Greek, were a class than which none has been poorer in outward riches, none so rich in inward. We know not much about them. It is remarkable that we know so much of them as we do. The same is true of the more modern reformers and benefactors of their race. None can be an impartial or wise observer of human life but from the vantage ground of what we should call voluntary poverty. Of a life of luxury the fruit is luxury, whether in agriculture, or commerce, or literature, or art. There are nowadays professors of philosophy, but not philosophers. Yet it is admirable to profess because it was once admirable to live. To be a philosopher is not merely to have subtle thoughts, nor even to found a school, but so to love wisdom as to live according to its dictates, a life of simplicity, independence, magnanimity, and trust. It is to solve some of the problems of life, not only theoretically, but practically. The success of great scholars and thinkers is commonly a courtier-like success, not kingly, not manly. They make shift to live merely by conformity, practically as their fathers did, and are in no sense the progenitors of a noble race of men. But why do men degenerate ever? What makes families run out? What is the nature of the luxury which enervates and destroys nations? Are we sure that there is none of it in our own lives? The philosopher is in advance of his age even in the outward form of his life. He is not fed, sheltered, clothed, warmed, like his contemporaries. How can a man be a philosopher and not maintain his vital heat by better methods than other men?


  When a man is warmed by the several modes which I have described, what does he want next? Surely not more warmth of the same kind, as more and richer food, larger and more splendid houses, finer and more abundant clothing, more numerous, incessant, and hotter fires, and the like. When he has obtained those things which are necessary to life, there is another alternative than to obtain the superfluities; and that is, to adventure on life now, his vacation from humbler toil having commenced. The soil, it appears, is suited to the seed, for it has sent its radicle downward, and it may now send its shoot upward also with confidence. Why has man rooted himself thus firmly in the earth, but that he may rise in the same proportion into the heavens above? — for the nobler plants are valued for the fruit they bear at last in the air and light, far from the ground, and are not treated like the humbler esculents, which, though they may be biennials, are cultivated only till they have perfected their root, and often cut down at top for this purpose, so that most would not know them in their flowering season.


  I do not mean to prescribe rules to strong and valiant natures, who will mind their own affairs whether in heaven or hell, and perchance build more magnificently and spend more lavishly than the richest, without ever impoverishing themselves, not knowing how they live — if, indeed, there are any such, as has been dreamed; nor to those who find their encouragement and inspiration in precisely the present condition of things, and cherish it with the fondness and enthusiasm of lovers — and, to some extent, I reckon myself in this number; I do not speak to those who are well employed, in whatever circumstances, and they know whether they are well employed or not; — but mainly to the mass of men who are discontented, and idly complaining of the hardness of their lot or of the times, when they might improve them. There are some who complain most energetically and inconsolably of any, because they are, as they say, doing their duty. I also have in my mind that seemingly wealthy, but most terribly impoverished class of all, who have accumulated dross, but know not how to use it, or get rid of it, and thus have forged their own golden or silver fetters.


  If I should attempt to tell how I have desired to spend my life in years past, it would probably surprise those of my readers who are somewhat acquainted with its actual history; it would certainly astonish those who know nothing about it. I will only hint at some of the enterprises which I have cherished.


  In any weather, at any hour of the day or night, I have been anxious to improve the nick of time, and notch it on my stick too; to stand on the meeting of two eternities, the past and future, which is precisely the present moment; to toe that line. You will pardon some obscurities, for there are more secrets in my trade than in most men’s, and yet not voluntarily kept, but inseparable from its very nature. I would gladly tell all that I know about it, and never paint “No Admittance” on my gate.


  I long ago lost a hound, a bay horse, and a turtle dove, and am still on their trail. Many are the travellers I have spoken concerning them, describing their tracks and what calls they answered to. I have met one or two who had heard the hound, and the tramp of the horse, and even seen the dove disappear behind a cloud, and they seemed as anxious to recover them as if they had lost them themselves.


  To anticipate, not the sunrise and the dawn merely, but, if possible, Nature herself! How many mornings, summer and winter, before yet any neighbor was stirring about his business, have I been about mine! No doubt, many of my townsmen have met me returning from this enterprise, farmers starting for Boston in the twilight, or woodchoppers going to their work. It is true, I never assisted the sun materially in his rising, but, doubt not, it was of the last importance only to be present at it.


  So many autumn, ay, and winter days, spent outside the town, trying to hear what was in the wind, to hear and carry it express! I well-nigh sunk all my capital in it, and lost my own breath into the bargain, running in the face of it. If it had concerned either of the political parties, depend upon it, it would have appeared in the Gazette with the earliest intelligence. At other times watching from the observatory of some cliff or tree, to telegraph any new arrival; or waiting at evening on the hill-tops for the sky to fall, that I might catch something, though I never caught much, and that, manna-wise, would dissolve again in the sun.


  For a long time I was reporter to a journal, of no very wide circulation, whose editor has never yet seen fit to print the bulk of my contributions, and, as is too common with writers, I got only my labor for my pains. However, in this case my pains were their own reward.


  For many years I was self-appointed inspector of snow-storms and rain-storms, and did my duty faithfully; surveyor, if not of highways, then of forest paths and all across-lot routes, keeping them open, and ravines bridged and passable at all seasons, where the public heel had testified to their utility.


  I have looked after the wild stock of the town, which give a faithful herdsman a good deal of trouble by leaping fences; and I have had an eye to the unfrequented nooks and corners of the farm; though I did not always know whether Jonas or Solomon worked in a particular field to-day; that was none of my business. I have watered the red huckleberry, the sand cherry and the nettle-tree, the red pine and the black ash, the white grape and the yellow violet, which might have withered else in dry seasons.


  In short, I went on thus for a long time (I may say it without boasting), faithfully minding my business, till it became more and more evident that my townsmen would not after all admit me into the list of town officers, nor make my place a sinecure with a moderate allowance. My accounts, which I can swear to have kept faithfully, I have, indeed, never got audited, still less accepted, still less paid and settled. However, I have not set my heart on that.


  Not long since, a strolling Indian went to sell baskets at the house of a well-known lawyer in my neighborhood. “Do you wish to buy any baskets?” he asked. “No, we do not want any,” was the reply. “What!” exclaimed the Indian as he went out the gate, “do you mean to starve us?” Having seen his industrious white neighbors so well off — that the lawyer had only to weave arguments, and, by some magic, wealth and standing followed — he had said to himself: I will go into business; I will weave baskets; it is a thing which I can do. Thinking that when he had made the baskets he would have done his part, and then it would be the white man’s to buy them. He had not discovered that it was necessary for him to make it worth the other’s while to buy them, or at least make him think that it was so, or to make something else which it would be worth his while to buy. I too had woven a kind of basket of a delicate texture, but I had not made it worth any one’s while to buy them. Yet not the less, in my case, did I think it worth my while to weave them, and instead of studying how to make it worth men’s while to buy my baskets, I studied rather how to avoid the necessity of selling them. The life which men praise and regard as successful is but one kind. Why should we exaggerate any one kind at the expense of the others?


  Finding that my fellow-citizens were not likely to offer me any room in the court house, or any curacy or living anywhere else, but I must shift for myself, I turned my face more exclusively than ever to the woods, where I was better known. I determined to go into business at once, and not wait to acquire the usual capital, using such slender means as I had already got. My purpose in going to Walden Pond was not to live cheaply nor to live dearly there, but to transact some private business with the fewest obstacles; to be hindered from accomplishing which for want of a little common sense, a little enterprise and business talent, appeared not so sad as foolish.


  I have always endeavored to acquire strict business habits; they are indispensable to every man. If your trade is with the Celestial Empire, then some small counting house on the coast, in some Salem harbor, will be fixture enough. You will export such articles as the country affords, purely native products, much ice and pine timber and a little granite, always in native bottoms. These will be good ventures. To oversee all the details yourself in person; to be at once pilot and captain, and owner and underwriter; to buy and sell and keep the accounts; to read every letter received, and write or read every letter sent; to superintend the discharge of imports night and day; to be upon many parts of the coast almost at the same time — often the richest freight will be discharged upon a Jersey shore; — to be your own telegraph, unweariedly sweeping the horizon, speaking all passing vessels bound coastwise; to keep up a steady despatch of commodities, for the supply of such a distant and exorbitant market; to keep yourself informed of the state of the markets, prospects of war and peace everywhere, and anticipate the tendencies of trade and civilization — taking advantage of the results of all exploring expeditions, using new passages and all improvements in navigation; — charts to be studied, the position of reefs and new lights and buoys to be ascertained, and ever, and ever, the logarithmic tables to be corrected, for by the error of some calculator the vessel often splits upon a rock that should have reached a friendly pier — there is the untold fate of La Prouse; — universal science to be kept pace with, studying the lives of all great discoverers and navigators, great adventurers and merchants, from Hanno and the Phoenicians down to our day; in fine, account of stock to be taken from time to time, to know how you stand. It is a labor to task the faculties of a man — such problems of profit and loss, of interest, of tare and tret, and gauging of all kinds in it, as demand a universal knowledge.


  I have thought that Walden Pond would be a good place for business, not solely on account of the railroad and the ice trade; it offers advantages which it may not be good policy to divulge; it is a good port and a good foundation. No Neva marshes to be filled; though you must everywhere build on piles of your own driving. It is said that a flood-tide, with a westerly wind, and ice in the Neva, would sweep St. Petersburg from the face of the earth.


  As this business was to be entered into without the usual capital, it may not be easy to conjecture where those means, that will still be indispensable to every such undertaking, were to be obtained. As for Clothing, to come at once to the practical part of the question, perhaps we are led oftener by the love of novelty and a regard for the opinions of men, in procuring it, than by a true utility. Let him who has work to do recollect that the object of clothing is, first, to retain the vital heat, and secondly, in this state of society, to cover nakedness, and he may judge how much of any necessary or important work may be accomplished without adding to his wardrobe. Kings and queens who wear a suit but once, though made by some tailor or dressmaker to their majesties, cannot know the comfort of wearing a suit that fits. They are no better than wooden horses to hang the clean clothes on. Every day our garments become more assimilated to ourselves, receiving the impress of the wearer’s character, until we hesitate to lay them aside without such delay and medical appliances and some such solemnity even as our bodies. No man ever stood the lower in my estimation for having a patch in his clothes; yet I am sure that there is greater anxiety, commonly, to have fashionable, or at least clean and unpatched clothes, than to have a sound conscience. But even if the rent is not mended, perhaps the worst vice betrayed is improvidence. I sometimes try my acquaintances by such tests as this — Who could wear a patch, or two extra seams only, over the knee? Most behave as if they believed that their prospects for life would be ruined if they should do it. It would be easier for them to hobble to town with a broken leg than with a broken pantaloon. Often if an accident happens to a gentleman’s legs, they can be mended; but if a similar accident happens to the legs of his pantaloons, there is no help for it; for he considers, not what is truly respectable, but what is respected. We know but few men, a great many coats and breeches. Dress a scarecrow in your last shift, you standing shiftless by, who would not soonest salute the scarecrow? Passing a cornfield the other day, close by a hat and coat on a stake, I recognized the owner of the farm. He was only a little more weather-beaten than when I saw him last. I have heard of a dog that barked at every stranger who approached his master’s premises with clothes on, but was easily quieted by a naked thief. It is an interesting question how far men would retain their relative rank if they were divested of their clothes. Could you, in such a case, tell surely of any company of civilized men which belonged to the most respected class? When Madam Pfeiffer, in her adventurous travels round the world, from east to west, had got so near home as Asiatic Russia, she says that she felt the necessity of wearing other than a travelling dress, when she went to meet the authorities, for she “was now in a civilized country, where ... people are judged of by their clothes.” Even in our democratic New England towns the accidental possession of wealth, and its manifestation in dress and equipage alone, obtain for the possessor almost universal respect. But they yield such respect, numerous as they are, are so far heathen, and need to have a missionary sent to them. Beside, clothes introduced sewing, a kind of work which you may call endless; a woman’s dress, at least, is never done.


  A man who has at length found something to do will not need to get a new suit to do it in; for him the old will do, that has lain dusty in the garret for an indeterminate period. Old shoes will serve a hero longer than they have served his valet — if a hero ever has a valet — bare feet are older than shoes, and he can make them do. Only they who go to soires and legislative balls must have new coats, coats to change as often as the man changes in them. But if my jacket and trousers, my hat and shoes, are fit to worship God in, they will do; will they not? Who ever saw his old clothes — his old coat, actually worn out, resolved into its primitive elements, so that it was not a deed of charity to bestow it on some poor boy, by him perchance to be bestowed on some poorer still, or shall we say richer, who could do with less? I say, beware of all enterprises that require new clothes, and not rather a new wearer of clothes. If there is not a new man, how can the new clothes be made to fit? If you have any enterprise before you, try it in your old clothes. All men want, not something to do with, but something to do, or rather something to be. Perhaps we should never procure a new suit, however ragged or dirty the old, until we have so conducted, so enterprised or sailed in some way, that we feel like new men in the old, and that to retain it would be like keeping new wine in old bottles. Our moulting season, like that of the fowls, must be a crisis in our lives. The loon retires to solitary ponds to spend it. Thus also the snake casts its slough, and the caterpillar its wormy coat, by an internal industry and expansion; for clothes are but our outmost cuticle and mortal coil. Otherwise we shall be found sailing under false colors, and be inevitably cashiered at last by our own opinion, as well as that of mankind.


  We don garment after garment, as if we grew like exogenous plants by addition without. Our outside and often thin and fanciful clothes are our epidermis, or false skin, which partakes not of our life, and may be stripped off here and there without fatal injury; our thicker garments, constantly worn, are our cellular integument, or cortex; but our shirts are our liber, or true bark, which cannot be removed without girdling and so destroying the man. I believe that all races at some seasons wear something equivalent to the shirt. It is desirable that a man be clad so simply that he can lay his hands on himself in the dark, and that he live in all respects so compactly and preparedly that, if an enemy take the town, he can, like the old philosopher, walk out the gate empty-handed without anxiety. While one thick garment is, for most purposes, as good as three thin ones, and cheap clothing can be obtained


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    Boards . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. $ 8.03+, mostly shanty boards.
  Refuse shingles for roof sides    . . .   4.00
  Laths . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   1.25
  Two second-hand windows
     with glass . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   2.43
  One thousand old brick . . . . . . . .    . . .   4.00
  Two casks of lime . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   2.40  That was high.
  Hair . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  0.31  More than I needed.
  Mantle-tree iron . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  0.15
  Nails . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   3.90
  Hinges and screws . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   0.14
  Latch . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   0.10
  Chalk . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   0.01
  Transportation . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    . . .   1.40  I carried a good part
                                    ------- on my back.
      In all . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. $28.12+



  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
                                      $ 23.44
  Deducting the outgoes . . . . . . . . . . . .   14.72+
                                      -------
  There are left . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. $  8.71+



  

  

  

  

  
    Rice . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $ 1.73 1/2
  Molasses . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1.73     Cheapest form of the
                                       saccharine.
  Rye meal . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1.04 3/4
  Indian meal . . . . . . . . . . . . ..  0.99 3/4  Cheaper than rye.
  Pork . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  0.22
  All experiments which failed:
  Flour . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   0.88  Costs more than Indian meal,
                                    both money and trouble.
  Sugar . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   0.80
  Lard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  0.65
  Apples . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    . . .   0.25
  Dried apple . . . . . . . . . . . . ..  0.22
  Sweet potatoes . . . . . . . .    . . .   0.10
  One pumpkin . . . . . . . . . . . . ..  0.06
  One watermelon . . . . . . . .    . . .   0.02
  Salt . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  0.03
  



  

  

  
                                            $ 8.40-3/4
  Oil and some household utensils . . . . . . . .   2.00



  

  
    House . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $ 28.12+
  Farm one year . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    . . .  14.72+
  Food eight months . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    . . .   8.74
  Clothing, etc., eight months . . . . . . . . . . . .   8.40-3/4
  Oil, etc., eight months . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2.00
                                          -----------
      In all . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $ 61.99-3/4



  

  
                                            $ 23.44
  Earned by day-labor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   13.34
                                          -------
      In all . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $ 36.78,
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