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PREFATORY NOTE

IN sending forth this volume, I wish to express my
gratitude for the assistance kindly given me by
several surviving friends of Thoreau, and some well-
known students of his writings. I have received
new information on many points of interest, in some
cases with copies of unpublished documents, from
Mr. F. B. Sanborn, Mr. Harrison G. O. Blake, Mr.
Daniel Ricketson, Mr. Edward Hoar, Colonel T. W.
Higginson, and Dr. E. W. Emerson, all of whom
were personally associated with Thoreau. I am
also under obligations to Dr. A. H. Japp (“ H. A.
Page”), Mr. John Burroughs, Mr. William Sloane
Kennedy, Dr. Samuel A. Jones, who generously
placed at my service his recently printed biblio-
graphy, and other correspondents.

I must further acknowledge my indebtedness to
previously published Memoirs, especially those by
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Channing and Sanborn. My particular purpose

has been to combine the various records and remin-

iscences of Thoreau, many of which are inaccessible
to the majority of readers, and so to present what
may supply a real want—a comprehensive account
of his life, and a clear estimate of his ethical

teaching.
H. S. S.
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HENRY DAVID THOREAU

CHAPTER 1
YOUTH

IT is observable that in each phase of civilised
society the excess of any particular tendency is
often redressed and relieved by some counteracting /
and admonitory manifestation, which, by emphasising
such principles as are in danger of being under-
valued or forgotten, serves to restore a just balance,
and to secure a full and healthy, instead of a
partial development. As, in Hindoo mythology,
the legendary Avatar descends to set right the
moral and physical disorders which disturb the
world, so, in the actual history of social progress,
we trace the action of this compensatory process.
The natural hedonism of the Greeks is reproved by
the Stoic philosophy, the pragmatical Pharisaism of
the Jews by the mystic quietism of the Essenes,
the enervating luxury of the Roman empire by
the stern asceticism of the Anchorites, the tyranny
of medieval Catholicism by the freedom of the

Renaissance.
I
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Of the various perils which beset the path of
our modern civilisation, none, perhaps, are more
subtle and dangerous than those which may be
summed up under the term aréificiality. As life
becomes more complex, and men of culture are
withdrawn farther and farther from touch with wild
nature, there is a corresponding sacrifice of hardi-
hood and independence—there is less intellectual
individuality, less mastery over circumstance, less
rigid probity of conduct and candour of speaking,
less faith in one’s self and in the leading of one’s
destiny. These are doubtless but incidental dis-
advantages, outweighed by the general improve-
ment in the condition of the race; yet they are
serious enough to demand thoughtful recognition,
and to make us welcome any signs of a contrary
and corrective tendency.

The enormous increase which the present age
has witnessed in material wealth and mechanical
invention has accentuated both the magnitude of
the evil and the necessity of relieving it. Three-
quarters of a century ago, it might have occurred
to those who were living on the threshold of the
new era, and who foresaw (as some must have
foreseen) the coming rush of civilisation, with its
fretful hurry and bustle of innumerable distractions,
to wonder whether the prevailing malady would
once again work out its own reformation. Must
society ever be divorced from simplicity ? Must
intellect and wildness be incompatible? Must we
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lose in the deterioration of the physical senses what
we gain in mental culture? Must perfect com-
munion with Nature be impossible? Or would
there be another compensatory movement, which
should produce a man capable of showing us in his
own character—whatever its shortcomings and limit-
ations—that it is still possible and profitable to live,
as the Stoics strove to live, in accordance with
Nature, with absolute serenity and self-possession ;
to follow out one's own ideal, in spite of every
obstacle, with unfaltering devotion; and so to
simplify one’s life, and clarify one’s senses, as to
master many of the inner secrets of that book of
Nature which to most men remains unintelligible,
unopened, and unread. Such anticipation—if we
may imagine it to have been entertained—was
amply fulfilled’ in the life and character of Henry
David Thoreau.

In the year 1823 there was living in the village
of Concord, Massachusetts, with his wife and four
children, one John Thoreau, a pencil-maker by
employment, whose father, a younger son in a well-
to-do Jersey family of French extraction, emigrated
from St. Helier to New England in 1773, married a
Scotch wife, established a mercantile business in
Boston, and died at Concord in 1801. John
Thoreau, who at the time of which I speak was
thirty-six years old, had begun life as a merchant,
but having failed in business and lost whatever
property he inherited from his father, he had
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recently turned his attention to pencil-making, a
trade which had been introduced into Concord
some ten or twelve years earlier, from which he not
only derived a competent livelihood, but gained
distinction by the excellence of his workmanship.
He is described by those who knew him as a
small, quiet, plodding, unobtrusive man, occupying
himself for the most part in his own business,
though he could be friendly and sociable when
occasion invited. His wife, on the other hand,
whose maiden name was Cynthia Dunbar,’ was
wholly different in character, being remarkable, like
the other members of her family, for her shrewd
keen humour and intellectual sprightliness ; she was
tall, handsome, quick-witted; fond of dress and
fond of gossip, though kindly and affectionate at
heart; she had a good voice and sang well, and
often monopolised the conversation by her unfailing
flow of talk.

Henry David Thoreau, the third child of these
parents, was born at Concord 12th July 1817, in a
quaint, old-fashioned house on the Virginia Road,
surrounded by pleasant orchards and peat-meadows,
and close to an extensive tract known as *“ Bedford
levels.” In this house, the home of his grand-
mother, Mrs. Minott, he lived for eight months,
then for another period of the same length in a

1 Her father, Mr. Asa Dunbar of Keene, New Hampshire, died in
1787, and his widow afterwards married a Concord farmer named
Minott.
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house on the Lexington Road, on the outskirts of
the village. In 1818 his parents left Concord for
five years, and lived first at Chelmsford, a town
ten miles distant, and afterwards at Boston, where
Henry first went to school. But as their business
did not prosper in either place, the family returned
in 1823 to Concord, which thenceforth continued
to be their home. They little thought, however,
that the name of Concord and the name of
Thoreau were destined in later years to be so
intimately and inseparably associated.

This village of Concord, which lies twenty miles
to the north-west of Boston, and must be distin-
guished from the capital of New Hampshire, which
bears the same name, was at the time of Henry
Thoreau’s boyhood the centre of a scattered town-
ship of about two thousand inhabitants. Under
the name of Musketaquid it had been an ancient
settlement of the Indians, its attraction, in earlier
as in later ages, consisting in the rich meadows
which border the Musketaquid, or “ Grass-ground ”
river. *“When I walk in the fields of Concord,”
so Thoreau afterwards wrote in his diary, I forget
that this which is now Concord was once Musketa-
quid. Everywhere in the fields, in the corn and
grain land, the earth is strewn with the relics of
a race which has vanished as completely as if
trodden in with the earth. Wherever I go I tread
in the tracks of the Indian.” In 1635 the district
was purchased from the Indians by the Massa-
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chusetts colony, which there made its first inland
plantation; and it was from the peaceful settle-
‘ment then effected that the place received its
name of Concord. At the beginning of the present
century Concord, though not yet associated with
any of the great literary names which have since
made it famous, was not unknown to the world ;
for there, in 1775, had been struck the first blow
for American independence, when the English
troops, after some desultory fighting, were repulsed
by the ‘ rebel ” farmers. Lafayette visited Concord
in 1824, and the following year, half a century after
the battle, there was a celebration of that event, at
which Henry Thoreau, then a child of seven, is said
to have been present.

The inhabitants of Concord were mostly agri-
culturists,—sturdy farmers, living in comfortable
old-fashioned homesteads ; but there was a con-
siderable sprinkling also of mechanics and men of
business; and as the town lay on the high-road
between the uplands of New Hampshire and the
port of Boston, it was to some extent a centre of
trade ; it was also at that time one of the places
appointed for the holding of the county assizes.
A frank and natural equality was one of the
traditional characteristics of Concord society, ex-*
treme wealth and extreme poverty being alike
rare; so that its citizens, a plain and frugal folk,
quite unostentatious in their manners and mode of
life, yet prizing literature and learning, were saved
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from the evils of either luxury or destitution ; while
the well-known Concord families—the Hosmers and
Barretts and Heywoods—preserved and handed on
from generation to generation their sterling heredi-
tary qualities. The two leading personages at
Concord at the time of Henry ‘Thoreau's birth,
and for many years afterwards, were Dr. Ripley,
the Unitarian pastor of the village, who lived in
- the “old Manse” which Hawthorne subsequently
inhabited, and Samuel Hoar, a man of senatorial
rank, who exemplified in his character some of the
best New England qualities of dignity, justice, and
simplicity. Dr. Ripley, quaint, humorous, and
patriarchal, was minister at Concord for over half
a century, and was regarded by his parishioners as
a friend and teacher to whom they could look for
advice and assistance in all matters that concerned
them, temporal no less than spiritual. Henry
Thoreau was one of the many Concord children
who had been baptized by him into the Unitarian
Church, and in whose welfare the kindly pastor
continued to take an affectionate interest.

The dominant features of the natural scenery
of Concord are its waters and its woods; it is
described by Ellery Channing as ‘“a village sur-
rounded by tracts of woodland and meadows,
abounding in convenient yet retired paths for
walking.” The two rivers of Concord, the slow-
flowing Musketaquid and the swifter Assabet,
which meet close to the north of the village, have
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been immortalised both by Hawthorne and Thoreau.
“The sluggish artery of the Concord meadows,”
says the latter, ‘steals thus unobserved through
the town, without a murmur or a pulse-beat, its
general course from south-west to north-east, and its
length about fifty miles; a huge volume of matter,
ceaselessly rolling through the plains and valleys
of the substantial earth, with the mocassined tread of
an Indian warrior, making haste from the high places
of the earth to its ancient reservoir.”! As for the
Assabet, we have it on Hawthorne’s authority that
“a lovelier stream than this, for a mile above its
junction with the Concord, never flowed on earth—
nowhere, indeed, except to lave the interior regions
of a poet’s imagination.” In addition to its rivers,
Concord is also well provided with ponds, of which
Walden, Sandy Pond, and White Pond to the
south of the village, and Bateman’s Pond to the
north, are the most considerable; moreover, after
the heavy rains, which are usual at two periods of
the year, the lowlands adjacent to the river are
converted by the floods into a chain of shallow
lakes; so that it has been remarked that there is
no portion of the township of Concord which is not
more or less in proximity to some lake or stream.
And if well watered, Concord is also well wooded,
its plain sandy soil being covered in almost every
direction by thick groves of oak, pine, chestnut,

1 Introduction to the Week. Compare Hawthorne’s account in
Mosses from an Old Manse.



yourHd 9

maple, and other forest trees, which even to this
day retain much of their primeval severity. I
saw nothing wilder,” wrote a recent visitor to Con-
cord,! “‘among the unbroken solitudes of the Upper
Ottawa tributaries than these woods that fringe the
bank of Walden. Not a human habitation, not a
cleared farm, not a sign of life or civilised occupa-
tion anywhere broke the unvaried expanse of wild
woodland.” The hills which surround Concord—
Anursack, Nashawtuck, Ball's Hill, Brister's Hill,
and the rest—are of no great height; but they
command fine prospects, westward and northward, in
the direction of loftier ranges—Wachusett, Monad-
nock, and the White Mountains of New Hampshire.
“The scenery of Concord,” says Nathaniel Haw-
thorne, “has no very marked characteristics, but
has a great deal of quiet beauty in keeping with
the river. There are broad and peaceful meadows,
which, I think, are among the most satisfying
objects in natural scenery. The hills which border
these meadows are wide swells of land, or long and
gradual ridges, some of them densely covered with
wood. The white village appears to be embosomed
among wooded hills.” The centre of the village,
which is mainly on one side of the river, is a large
open square, with fine elms, and a white wooden
church.

“ Thoreau’s country,” says a recent writer,?

1 Grant Allen, in Fortnightly Review, May 1888.
2 “A. L.” in an American journal.
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“has the broad effects and simple elements that
‘compose’ well in the best landscape art. It is a
quiet bit of country that under the seeing eye
can be made to yield a store of happiness. Its
resources for the naturalist, at first scarcely sus-
pected, are practically inexhaustible. It is not
tame, as an English landscape is tame. It keeps
its memories and traditions of the red man along
with his flint-flakes and arrow-heads, and its birds
and wild-flowers are varied and abundant. A
country of noble trees, wide meadow-expanses—
and the little river, quiet almost to stagnation,
with just current enough to keep it pure, in places
much grown up to water-weed, in other places
thick strewn with lily-pads, the banks umbrageous
and grassy, fringed with ferns and wild-flowers,
and here and there jutting into a point of rocks,
or expanding into placid lake-like stretches—these
are the main elements of Thoreau’s country. Then
we must add a clean, sandy soil, through which
water percolates with great rapidity, leaving paths
pleasant to the feet. Then come the low ranges
of hills, the marshes, the ponds, and the forests,
fit home for a rich varied wild flora. And then
the weather influences must be taken into account.
This small district of country, though it feels the
breath of the sea twenty miles away, is still some-
what sheltered from the asperities of the east wind.
The summer nights are cool and refreshing, though
the day may have a heart of fire, and the autumn
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has stretches of bright, cool, resplendent weather.
Owing to the dry soil, the ways seem more open
and cheery in winter than in other places, and the
roads are good for walking all the year round.”
Among such scenes and surroundings did Henry
Thoreau grow up and receive his earliest impressions
of nature and society. From the first he was inured
to a hardy outdoor life, driving his mother’s cow to
pasture when he was a child of six, and going bare-
foot like the other village boys. School games and
athletic sports formed no part of his youthful amuse-
ments, but at as early an age as ten or twelve, after
the habit of New England boys, he was permitted to
shoulder a fowling-piece or fishing-rod and betake
himself to the wildest and most solitary recesses of
wood or river, to which practice he was in some
measure indebted for his close intimacy with nature.
The water-side seems to have had a special fascination
for him at an early date, one of his childish reminis-
cences being a visit to Walden Pond, which excited
a desire in him to live there, and as he grew older
he was fond of bathing and boating on the Concord
river in company with his schoolmates, making him-
self acquainted with all the rocks and soundings of
that placid stream. Now and then the news would
spread like wildfire that a canal-boat, laden with lime,
or bricks, or iron-ore, was gliding mysteriously along
the river, and the village children would eagerly
flock out to gaze with wonder on these *fabulous
river-men,” who came and went so unaccountably.
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Still more interesting were the annual visits of the
remnants of some Indian tribes, who used to pitch
their tents in the rich meadows which had belonged
of old to their forefathers, and there string their
beads and weave their baskets, or initiate the Con-
cord youths into the art of paddling an Indian canoe.

We are surprised to learn that, as a child, Henry
Thoreau was afraid of thunderstorms, and at such
times would creep to his father for protection; for
most of the anecdotes related of his school-days are
indicative of the fearlessness, self-reliance, and laconic
brevity of speech for which he was afterwards con-
spicuous. At the age of three years he was informed
that, like the godly men of whom he read in his
religious exercise-book, he too would some day have
to die;; he received the news with equanimity, assert-
ing, however, that he “did not want to go to heaven,
because he could not carry his sled with him, for the
boys said it was not shod with iron, and therefore
not worth a cent '—a characteristic renouncement of
a paradise in which, as he surmised, outer appear-
ances would be unduly regarded. When charged
with taking a knife belonging to another boy he
replied briefly, “I did not take it”; and steadily
refused to exculpate himself by further explanation
until after the true offender was discovered. All
being made clear, the natural inquiry put to him was
why he did not sooner explain himself. “I did not
take it,” was again his reply. When ten years old
he carried some pet chickens for sale to a neighbour-
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ing innkeeper, who, in order to return the basket
promptly, took them out one by one and wrung their
necks before the eyes of the boy, who let no word
betray the agony of his outraged feelings. His
gravity had already earned him among his school-
fellows the title of “the judge”; of that vivacity of
intellect which subsequently showed itself in such a
marked degree in his conversation and writings there
seems at this time to have been no trace, at any rate
no early instance has been recorded.

Whether certain hereditary influences may be
recognised in the leading features of Henry Thoreau’s
temperament is a point on which speculation has
not been wanting. Thoreau himself, in a passage of
his diary, hints playfully at a possible Scandinavian
ancestry. ‘“Perhaps I am descended from the
Northman named ‘Thorer, the Dog-footed.” Thorer
is one of the most common names in the chronicles
of the Northmen, if not the most so.” ¢ His char-
acter,” says Emerson, ‘exhibited occasional traits
drawn from his French blood, in singular combination
with a very strong Saxon genius ”; and other writers,
following on this line, have attributed his love of
wild nature, his keen native humour, and other
similar qualities to the same Celtic origin — the
“dash of the gray wolf that stalks through his
ancestral folk-lore.”! But, at any rate, as regards
his immediate parentage, the facts do not appear to

1 John Burroughs, The Century, July 1882.
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warrant this conclusion. The sharp contrast of
character between his father and mother has already
been mentioned ; and it is noticeable that the viva-
cious tendency was here altogether on the maternal
or Saxon side, while the father, in spite of his French
extraction, was slow, silent, and phlegmatic. The
preponderance of the maternal element in Henry's
character was matter of observation and comment
among his townsfolk. “Of the four children of
John Thoreau and Cynthia Dunbar,” says Mr. San-
born, “the two eldest, John and Helen, were said
to be ‘clear Thoreau,” and the others, Henry and
Sophia, ‘clear Dunbar’”; but he adds that the
Thoreau traits were marked in Henry also. It
seems, therefore, that in the present case there is
no definite ground for positive assertion on this in-
teresting but unreliable subject of hereditary genius.
“I remember well,” says Mr. Moncure Conway,
“the stolid, taciturn pencil-maker, his father, and
his simple mother, and long ago came to the con-
clusion that the great Thoreau was what the Buddha
would call a ‘twice-born’ man.”?!

It is, however, less open to question that the boy's
character was favourably influenced and stimulated
by the free, healthy atmosphere of Concord in
general, and of his parents’ household in particular.

1 Thoreau’s French extraction is apt to be misleading, for he was
by birth and temperament a complete New Englander, and prided
himself on being “autochthonous” at Concord. It is an error to
pronounce the name as a French one.
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It is true that no special moral earnestness was
manifested by either his father or mother, the former
being usually absorbed in the management of his
business, while the latter, with her sister, Louisa
Dunbar, and three sisters-in-law, Sarah, Maria, and
Jane Thoreau, was apt to devote her energies—so
Mr. Sanborn tells us—to the bickerings of the
village gossip-mongers. In Mrs. Thoreau’s brother,
Charles Dunbar, the ready wit, characteristic of the
Dunbar family, had run to the extreme of eccen-
tricity ; he led a strange vagabond life, roving about
from town to town, and winning a pot-house notoriety
by his waggish speeches and dexterity in certain
feats of wrestling and legerdemain. But the younger
members of the Thoreau household were all possessed
of an unusual strength of will and seriousness of
purpose; and Mrs. Thoreau herself entered with
such zeal into the agitation for the abolition of slavery,
when that question began to be debated in Massa-
chusetts, as to be willing to make her house at
Concord a rendezvous for abolitionist conspirators.
The singular tenacity of Henry Thoreau’s character,
even in childhood, has already been noted. Both
his sister Helen and his brother John, who were his
elders by five and three years respectively, were
earnest and lovable natures; so too was his younger
sister Sophia ; and it has been remarked by a friend
who at a later time was domiciled in the family, that
they each possessed a distinctive and unmistakable
personality, so that “to meet one of the Thoreaus
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was not the same as to encounter any other person
who might happen to cross your path.”! At this
period, when new ideas were permeating American
society and preparing men’s minds for the great
intellectual and social awakening that was shortly
to follow, the Thoreaus had won general re-
spect among their neighbours at Concord by their
humanity, thoughtfulness, and unaffected simplicity
of living.

In 1833, when sixteen years old, Henry Thoreau
was sent to Harvard University,® where he occupied
a room in Hollis Hall, in which, if we may trust a
chance reference in one of his volumes, he experi-
enced the inconvenience of ‘* many and noisy neigh-
bours, and a residence in the fourth storey.” He
had been prepared for college at the Concord
‘“ Academy,” an excellent school famous for its suc-
cessful teaching of Greek, where he had already ex-
hibited a strong partiality for the classics, though his
reading was not confined to the prescribed course, but
began to embrace a considerable extent of. English
literature. His expenses at Harvard were a serious
matter in a family whose means were very limited ;
the difficulty, however, was surmounted partly by
his own carefulness and economy, partly by the help
of his aunts and his elder sister, herself a school-
teacher at this time. During the college vacations

1 F. B. Sanborn.
3 His name is entered in the Harvard register as David Henry
Thoreau.
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he took pupils, or assisted in school-teaching in
several country towns, one of these engagements
being at Canton, near Boston, where in 1835, his
“ sophomore year,” he boarded and studied German
with a minister named Brownson, at the same time
teaching in Mr. Brownson’s school. Meantime his
interests at Harvard were being promoted by no less
distinguished a patron than Ralph Waldo Emerson,
who in 1834 had gone to live at Concord, where his
forefathers had held the ministry for generations.
Emerson presumably was informed by Dr. Ripley,
with whom he was staying, of the promise shown by
Henry Thoreau, and it seems to have been due to
his good offices that the young man received some
small pecuniary assistance from the beneficiary funds
of the college. Thoreau’s Harvard career, however,
was somewhat disappointing to his relatives and
friends, for perhaps owing in some .degree to an
illness which interrupted his studies in his senior
year, and probably still more to his naturally in-
dependent temper and consequent impatience of
routine, he gained no distinction when he graduated
in August 1837. He is said to have refused to take
his degree on the ground that five dollars was too
high a price to pay for that honour.

We are fortunate in having a graphic account of
Thoreau'’s personal appearance and mode of life at
Harvard from the pen of one of his class-mates.!

! Rev. John Weiss, Ckristian Examiner, Boston, July 1865.
2
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It seems that he passed for nothing among his
companions, taking little share in their studies and
amusements, shunning their oyster suppers and wine
parties, and mysteriously disappearing from the
scene when, as occasionally happened, the course of
college discipline was temporarily interrupted by a
“rebellion.”

“He was cold and unimpressible. The touch of his hand
was moist and indifferent, as if he had taken up something when
he saw your hand coming, and caught your grasp upon it. How
the prominent gray-blue eyes seemed to rove down the path, just
in advance of his feet, as his grave Indian stride carried him
down to University Hall. He did not care for people ; his class-
mates seemed very remote. This reverie hung always about him,
and not so loosely as the odd garments which the pious house-
hold care furnished. Thought had not yet awakened his counten-
ance; it was serene, but rather dull, rather plodding. The lips
were not yet firm ; there was almost a look of smug satisfaction
lurking round their corners. It is plain now that he was preparing
to hold his future views with great setness and personal apprecia-
tion of their importance. _!The nose was prominent, but its curve
fell forward without firmness over the upper lip, and we remember
him as looking very much like some Egyptian sculptures of faces,
large-featured, but brooding, immobile, fixed in a mystic egoism.
Yet his eyes were sometimes searching as if he had dropped, or
expected to find, something. In fact his eyes seldom left the
ground, even in his most earnest conversations with you. . . .

“ He would smile to hear the word ¢collegiate career’ applied
to the reserve and inaptness of his college li_f_g He was not
signalised by the plentiful distribution of the parts and honours
which fall to the successful student. Of his private tastes there

- is little of consequence to recall, excepting that he was devoted
to the old English literature, and had a good many volumes of
the poetry from Gower and Chaucer down through the era of
Elizabeth. In this mine he worked with a quiet enthusiasm.”

PR S——— S S—— < S
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These traits of aloofness and self-seclusion are
attributed by his class-mate, not to any conceit or
superciliousness, still less to shyness, but to a sort
of homely “complacency,” which, though quite
natural and inevitable, had the effect of putting him
out of sympathy with his surroundings at Harvard.
His complacency was ‘ perfectly satisfied with its
own ungraciousness, because that was essential to
its private business.” This determined concentration
on his own life-course was, as we shall see, very
characteristic of Thoreau in his mature career, and
it is interesting to find that it was thus early
developed.

“In college Thoreau had made no great impres-
sion,” says another of his contemporaries ;* ‘he was
far from being distinguished as a scholar, was not
known to have any literary tastes, was never a
contributor to the college periodical, Harvardiana ;
he was not conspicuous in any of the literary or
scientific societies of the undergraduates, and withal
was of an unsocial disposition, and kept himself
very much aloof from his class-mates. At the time
we graduated, I doubt whether any of his acquaint-
ances regarded him as giving promise of future
distinction.” We further learn from a letter addressed
to Emerson by the president of Harvard University
that Thoreau had failed to make a more favourable
impression on his teachers than on his class-mates,

1 The Rev. D. G. Haskins, in his Ralpk Waldo Emerson, Boston,
1887.
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since he “had imbibed some notions concerning
emulation and college rank which had a natural
tendency to diminish his zeal, if not his exertions.”
We can well ‘believe that his strong individualist
tendencies had even now begun to manifest them-
selves; indeed it is apparent from his youthful
‘“themes,” parts of which have been quoted by Mr.
Sanborn, that he was already a fearless thinker and
questioner on various matters, social and religious—
a quality which would not be likely to conciliate the

good opinion of the college authorities. ‘Educa- /

tion,” he has somewhere remarked, ‘often makes
a straight-cut ditch out of a free meandering brook ”’;
and this he was determined to avoid in his own
case. His integrity, however, and high moral
principle were clearly recognised ; and from the
first he seems to have practised a simple and
abstemious mode of living. ‘He had been so
wisely nourished at the collegiate fount,” says
Channing, “as to come forth undissipated, not
digging his grave in tobacco and coffee — those
two perfect causes of paralysis.” Thoreau has
himself stated that he never smoked anything more
noxious than dried lily-stems, from which indulgence
he had a faint recollection of deriving pleasure
before he was a man.

The view which Thoreau himself expressed of
Harvard College and its educational system is
. interesting in this connection. In his Walden, a
volume which is more particularly addressed to

——
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‘“poor students,” he advocates under tbe heading
of ““economy ” the introduction of a simpler life and
more practical self-help into the Cambridge curric-
ulum. “Those conveniences,” he says, ‘which
the student requires at Cambridge or elsewhere,
cost him or somebody else ten times as great a
sacrifice of life as they would with proper manage-
ment on both sides. (Those things for which the
most money is demanded are never the things which
the student most wants.) Thuition, for instance, is
an important item in the term bill, while for the
far more valuable education which he gets by
associating with the most cultivated of his con-
temporaries no charge is made. . . . How could
youths better learn to live than by at once trying
the experiment of living? If I wished a boy to
know something about the arts and sciences, I
would not pursue the common course, which is
merely to send him into the neighbourhood of
some professor, where anything is professed and
practised but the art of life. . . . To my astonish-
ment I was informed on leaving college that I
had studied navigation! Why, if I had taken one
turn down the harbour I should have known more
about it.”

Emerson says that Thoreau’s debt to College
was important; but this is a statement which it
will be prudent to accept with some reservation.
It is true that although not “successful,” in the
ordinary sense of the word, he had become a good
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classical scholar, and had derived intellectual benefit
from the teaching of at least one of the lecturers,
Professor Channing, whose nephew, Ellery Channing,
afterwards became his most intimate friend. He_
himself says in a letter of 1843 that what he learned
in College was chiefly “to_express himself,” and
this, in his case, was certainly no unimportant gift.
But, on the whole, we shall probably be safe in
concluding that the advantages which Thoreau
obtained from his college career were mainly of
that indirect kind to which he refers in the passage
above quoted, and that he profited far less by the
actual instruction there given him than by the
opportunities afforded for wide reading and self-
culture. Meantime his love of outdoor life and
open-air pursuits had in no wise diminished during
his residence at Harvard; on the contrary, he was
as diligent a student of natural histery-as-efrhetoric
or mathematics, and felt as much veneration for
- Indian relics as for Greek classics. It is stated that
Thoreau’s first experiment in camping-out took place
during his senior year at college, when he made an
excursion of this sort to Lincoln Pond, a few miles
from Walden. On this occasion his companion was
Stearns Wheeler, one of his school-mates both at
Concord and Harvard, whose early death in 1843
is lamented in Thoreau’s letters.
But undoubtedly it was in his conception of
ethical principles, in close conjunction with a kind
of mystic nature-worship, that he had made the
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greatest progress towards maturity of thought. We
are told that he resolved at an early period of his
life, probably during his college career, “to read
no book, take no walk, undertake no enterprise,
but such as he could endure to give an account
of to himself; and live thus deliberately for the
most part.” When only seventeen he had become
convinced of the utility of ‘“keeping a private
journal or record of thoughts, feelings, studies,
and daily experience,” with a view to “settling
accounts with one’s mind "—an introspective tend-
ency which grew stronger and stronger with
increasing years. Already, too, his intense ideality
of temperament was clearly developing itself’;- while
still a boy he had written that “the principle which
prompts us to pay an involuntary homage to the
infinite, the incomprehensible, the sublime, forms
the very basis of our religion.” It was his delight,
he tells us, to monopolise a little Gothic window
overlooking the garden at the back of his father’s
house, which stood on the main street of Concord
village, and there, especially on quiet Sunday after-
noons, to muse in undisturbed reverie. “ Then did
I use,” he says, “with eyes upturned, to gaze upon
the clouds, and, allowing my imagination to wander,
search for flaws in their rich drapery, that I might
get a peep at that world beyond, which they seem
intended to veil from our view.” Often in the early
dawn he would stroll with his brother John, to
whom he was devotedly attached, to the “Cliffs,”



24 HENRY DAVID THOREAU

a rocky ridge which overhangs the river Concord
where, a couple of miles above the village, it swells
into Fairhaven Bay; and there, seated on the
summit, “catch the first ray of the morning sun,
as it gleamed upon the smooth, still river, wandering
in sullen silence far below.”

His devotion to Concord was already a fixed
and unalterable sentiment, which sometimes exhibited
him in a softer and more emotional mood than was
customary to his stern self-repressed nature. While
he was still at college he happened one day to ask
his mother what profession she would advise him to
choose. She replied that he could buckle on his
knapsack and roam abroad to seek his fortune in
the world. The tears rose to his eyes at this
suggestion, and his sister Helen, who was standing
by, tenderly put her arm round him, and said—
“No, Henry, you shall not go; you shall stay at
home and live with us.” So fully were these words
verified that twenty years later we find him still
living at Concord, and writing to one of his friends
that he had “a real genius for staying at home.”



" CHAPTER 11
EARLY MANHOOD

WHEN Thoreau left the University he was just twenty
years old, and the first question which occupied
his mind was naturally the choice of a profession
by which he might gain his living. Like the other
members of his family he became a teacher, an
occupation of which he had, as we have seen,
already made trial during his vacations at college.
In the spring of 1838 he went on a visit to
Maine, where his mother had relatives, on the
look-out for some educational appointment, bearing
with him testimonials signed by Dr. Ripley, R.
W. Emerson, and the President of Harvard
University, all of whom spoke in the highest
terms of his intellectual power and good moral
character. He seems, however, to have been un-
successful in this particular quest; for in the same
year we find him engaged with his brother in
keeping the ‘“ Academy” at Concord, the private
school for boys and girls at which he himself had
been educated, and which had been established
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about twenty years before by some of the leading
Concord citizens. How long Thoreau held this
post is not precisely recorded, but it is evident
that he did not find his tutorial position at all
congenial to his tastes; indeed, it is difficult now-
adays to conceive of this uncompromising champion
of individuality discharging the functions of school-
teacher under the supervision of a visiting committee.

“I have thoroughly tried school-keeping,” he
says in Walden, ‘‘ and found that my expenses were
in proportion, or rather out of proportion, to my
income, for 1 was obliged to dress and train, not
to say think and believe, accordingly, and I lost
my time into the bargain. As I did not teach for
the good of my fellow-men, but simply for a liveli-
hood, this was a failure.”

If we may trust the humorous account given by
Ellery Channing of Thoreau’s pedagogic experiences,
the immediate cause of the resignation of his office
was the question of corporal punishment. He at

first announced that he should not flog, but should
" substitute the punishment of “talking morals” to
his pupils; but after a time one of the School
Committee remonstrated against this novel system,
and protested that the welfare of the school was
being endangered by the undue leniency of its
master. Mr. Thoreau must use the ferule, or the
school would spoil. “So he did,” says Channing,
“by feruling six of his pupils after school, one of
whom was the maid-servant in his own house. But
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it did not suit well with his conscience, and he
reported to the Committee that he should no
longer keep their school, as they interfered with
his arrangements.” School-keeping seems to have
been practised by Thoreau for about two years
in all; then, as more congenial subjects occupied
his attention, he gave it up altogether, and betook
himself to his fore-ordained and inevitable profes-
sion—the study of nature. “ He soon began,” says
Channing, ‘“to serve the mistress to whom he was
afterwards bound, and to sing the immunity of
Pan.” The ferule of the schoolmaster was laid
by for the herbarium and spy-glass of the poet-
naturalist.

This brings us to the mention of a movement
which was gathering force in New England during
Thoreau’s youth and early manhood, and had a
marked influence on the whole development of his
character. Transcendentalism,! which originated in
the philosophy of Kant, and was revived by Cole-
ridge and Carlyle in England, had now begun to
be a disturbing and regenerating power in American
sociology, and to find its chief exponents in such
men as George Ripley, Alcott, and Emerson;
though there had long before been a vein of native
transcendentalist doctrine in the quietism and
quakerism of Penn, John Woolman, and others.
_The transcendentalism of New England was simply

1 Je. The study of the pure reason which franscends the finite
senses ; the “feeling of the infinite,” as Emerson expressed it.
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a fresh outburst of ideal philosophy; it was a
renaissance -in religion, morals, art, and politics;
a period of spiritual questioning and awakening.
“The transcendental movement,” says Lowell, “was
the protestant spirit of Puritanism seeking a new
outlet and an escape from forms and creeds which
compressed rather than expressed it.” The “apostles
of the newness,” or “realists,” as the transcendent-
alists were variously styled, aimed at a return from
conventionality to nature, from artifice to simplicity;
they held that every one should not only think for
himself, but should labour with his own hands; and
the exaltation of the individual, as opposed to the
State and the territorial immensity of America, was
one of their most cherished purposes.

It was not to be expected that this transcendent-
alist revival, which by its very nature was vague,
misty, and ill-defined, would be exempt from the
extravagances and absurdities which almost inevi-
tably accompany such a movement. “ Everybody,”
says Mr. Lowell, ““had a mission (with a capital M)
to attend to everybody else’s business. No brain
but had its private maggot, which must have found
pitiably short commons sometimes. Not a few
impecunious zealots abjured the use of money
(unless earned by other people), professing to live
on the internal revenues of the spirit. Some had
an assurance of instant millennium so soon as hooks
and eyes should be substituted for buttons. Com-
munities were established where everything was to
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be common but common sense. The word ‘trans-
cendental’ then was the maid-of-all-work for those
who could not think, as pre- Raphaelite has been
more recently for people of the same limited house-
keeping.”! But if certain members of the trans-
cendentalist party were deservedly the butt for a
good deal of ridicule, the main purpose of the
movement was too important to be laughed down,
and fully justified itself in the light of subse-
quent events. Originating in the meetings of a
few friends, of whom Emerson was one, at George
Ripley’s house in Boston, this New England
transcendentalism proved to be one of the most
powerful forces in American literature and politics.

Concord, where Thoreau was born and bred, be-
came, as we shall see, the very heart and centre of the
transcendental movement, which aimed at carrying
its doctrines into every branch of social life ; it is not
surprising, therefore, that a mind already naturally
predisposed to idealism should have been strongly
affected by the congenial gospel of an inner intellect-
ual awakening. Witness his own verses on “In-
spiration,” which admirably express that conception
of a spiritual renascence which was the essence of
the new ideas :—

‘I hearing yet who had but ears,
And sight who had but eyes before,

I moments live who lived but years,
And truth discern who knew but learning’s lore.

1 Essay on Thoreau in My Study Windows.
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“T hear beyond the range of sound,
I see beyond the range of sight,
New earths and skies and seas around,
And in my day the sun doth pale his light.

“ I will not doubt for ever more,
Nor falter from a steadfast faith,
For though the system be turned o'er
God takes not back the word which once he saith.”

His diaries and early letters are full of this trans-
cendental manner and tone; and it was doubtless in
great part owing to the same influence that he felt
so marked a disinclination to settle down in the
ordinary groove of professional business.

It was not only school-keeping that was given
up by Thoreau, under the stress of this new faith.
In 1838, or thereabouts, while he was still a school
teacher, he had quietly but definitely seceded from
Dr. Ripley’s congregation, to the grief and disap-
pointment, it must be feared, of the venerable pastor,
who looked with suspicion and alarm on the gospel
of the transcendentalists, which he saw promulgated
all around him towards the close of his long career.
The youthful secessionist had moreover run the risk
of imprisonment by his refusal to pay the church-
tax, on the ground that he did not see why the
schoolmaster should support the priest more than
the priest the schoolmaster. The difficulty was
finally settled by his signing a statement in which
he testified that he was not a member of any con-
gregational body. That so fearless and independent
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a thinker as Thoreau should maintain his adherence
to any religious formula was not to be expected, for
the very reason that the natural piety of his mind
was so simple and sincere.  “ With by far the greater
part of mankind,” he wrote in an early essay of 1837,
“religion is a habit; or rather habit is religion.
However paradoxical it may seem, it appears to me
that to reject ‘religion’ is the first step towards
‘moral excellence; at least no man ever attained to
the highest degree of the latter by any other road.”
(Ea name be sought for the faith which Thoreau
henceforth held and practised, he should probably
be styled a pantheist. Never was there a more
passionately devout worshipper of the beauty and
holiness of Life, and it was on this instinctive belief
in the eternal goodness of Nature that he based the
optimistic creed which we shall find to be the central
point of his philosophy. “ Formerly,” he wrote,
‘“ methought Nature developed as I developed, and
grew up with me. My life was ecstasy. In youth,
before I lost any of my senses, I can remember that
I was all alive and inhabited my body with inex-
pressible satisfaction ; both its weariness and refresh-
ment were sweet to me. This earth was the most
glorious musical instrument, and I was audience to
its strains. I said to myself, I said to others, there
comes into my mind such an indescribable, infinite,
all-absorbing, divine, heavenly pleasure ; a sense of
salvation and expansion. And I have naught to
do with it; I perceive that I am dealt with by

2
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superior powers. By all manner of bounds and
traps threatening the extreme penalty of the divine
law, it behoves us to preserve the purity and sanctity
of the mind. That I am innocent to myself, that I
love and reverence my life.”

School-keeping being abandoned, the question
of a profession, it may well be supposed, was still
pressed on the youthful enthusiast by anxious rela-
tives and friends. As we have already seen, pencil-
making was the regular employment of the Thoreau
family, and Henry, like his father, had acquired
much skill in this handicraft, to which, for a time at
any rate, he applied himself with great assiduity.
The story goes that when he had entirely mastered
the secrets of the trade, had obtained certificates
from the recognised connoisseurs in Boston of the
excellence of his workmanship, and was being con-
gratulated by his friends on having now secured his
way to fortune—he suddenly declared his intention
of making not another pencil, since ‘“ he would not
do again what he had done once.” True or not,
the anecdote is happily characteristic of Thoreau’s
whimsical manner of expressing his most serious
convictions. To regard him, as some have done,
as a mere idler and pleasure-seeker is to misunder-
stand him completely ; he was, as Emerson has
testified, “a very industrious man, and setting, like
all highly organised men, a high value on his time, he
seemed the only man of leisure in town.” He had
early discovered, by virtue of that keen insight which



i3

EARLY MANHOOD 33

looked through the outer husk of conventionality,
that what is called “profit” in the bustle of com-
mercial life is often far from being, in the true sense,
profitable ; that the just claims of leisure are fully as
important as the just claims of business; and that
the surest way of becoming rich is to need little—in’
his own words, “ a man is rich in proportion to the
number of things which he can afford to let alone.”
“I have tried trade,” he wrote in Walden, “but I
found that it would take ten years to get under way
in that, and that then I should probably be on my
way to the devil” This being so, why should he,
at the outset of his career, pledge himself irrevocably,
after the manner of young men, to some professional
treadmill, and for the sake of imaginary ‘‘comforts ”
sacrifice the substantial happiness of life ? That
he made this resolve in no spirit of selfishness or
thoughtless self-sufficiency, nay, that he even winced
at times under the reproachful comments: of his
townsfolk, is shown by an entry in his diary in 1842.
“I must confess that I have felt mean enough when
asked how I was to act on society, what errand I
had to mankind. Undoubtedly I did not feel mean
without a reason,‘'and yet my loitering is not without
a defence. I would fain communicate the wealth of
my life to men, would really give them what is most
precious in my gift. I know no riches I would keep
back. I have no private good, unless it be my
peculiar ability to serve the public. This is the only
individual property.” ‘ No, no,” he exclaims, at a
3
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later period, in reply to a well-meant suggestion that,
being without a definite profession, he should engage
in some commercial enterprise ; I am not without
employment at this stage of the voyage. To tell
the truth, I saw an advertisement for able-bodied
seamen, when I was a boy, sauntering in my native
port, and as soon as I came of age, I embarked.”
This enterprise was none other than the study of
wild nature ; his “business ” was to be a professional
walker or ‘‘saunterer,” as he called it; to spend at
least one half of each day in the open air ; to watch
the dawns and the sunsets; to carry express what
was in the wind; to secure the latest news from
forest and hill-top, and to be ‘self-appointed in-
spector of snow storms and rain storms.” These
duties he subsequently declared that he had faith-
fully and regularly performed; if his friends were
disappointed, he at least was not. Witness his own
lines :
‘ Great God, I ask thee for no meaner pelf
Than that I may not disappoint .myself,

That in my action I may soar as high
As I can now discern with this clear eye.

“ And next in value, which thy kindness lends,
That I may greatly disappoint my friends,
Howe’er they think or hope that it may be,
They may not dream how thou’st distinguished me.”

Idleness, however, formed no part of Thoreau's
“loitering” ; he was not one who would permit him-
self to be dependent on the labour of others ; for he

d
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was well aware that one of the most significant
questions as to a man’s life is “ how he gets his
living, what proportion of his daily bread he earns
by day labour or job work with his pen, what he
inherits, what steals.” Apart from the chosen occu-
pation of his lifetime, to which he devoted himself
with unflagging industry and zeal, he conscientiously
supported himself by such occasional labour as his
position required, toiling from time to time (to quote
an illustfation which he was fond of using) like
Apollo in the service of Admetus. During the first
ten years of his mature life, that is from 1837 to
1847, he earned what little he needed chiefly by
manual work, his remarkable mechanical skill en-
abling him to do this with readiness. ‘‘ Never. idle
or indulgent,” says Emerson, “he preferred, when
he wanted money, earning it by some piece of
manual labour agreeable to him, as building a boat
or a fence, planting, grafting, surveying, or other
short work, to any long engagements. With his
hardy habits and few wants, his skill in wood-craft,
and his powerful arithmetic, he was very competent
to live in any part of the world.” His efficiency in
the family business of pencil-making has already
been mentioned ; at this trade, in spite of his reported
youthful abjuration, he worked at intervals during
the greater portion of his life, chiefly by way of
rendering aid to his father and sisters. Land-sur-
veying was another employment in which he gradu-
ally and incidentally busied himself; and here too,
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owing to his natural adroitness in mensuration, and
his intimate acquaintance with the Concord hill-
sides and “wood-lots,” his services were highly
appreciated.

He also began at this time, though but slightly and
tentatively at first, to give his attention to lecturing
and literary work. His first lecture, the subject of
which was “Society,” was delivered in April 1838,
at the Concord “ Lyceum,” where he afterwards
lectured almost every year during the remainder of
his life. His earliest poems were composed about
1837. While in residence at Harvard University he
had been a constant reader of verse, had mastered
Chalmers’ Collection, and become acquainted with
a quaint and old-fashioned school of poetry little
known to his neighbours and contemporaries. The
influence of Herbert, who was one of his early
favourites, is very discernible in Thoreau's youth-
ful poems, and Cowley and Donne were most
attentively studied by him, Quarles also at a
somewhat later period. One of the most remark-
able of these early poems is the piece entitled “Sic
Vita,” of which the first stanza runs thus :

“] am a parcel of vain strivings, tied
By a chance bond together,
Dangling this way and that, their links
Were made so loose and wide,
Methinks
For milder weather.”

This poem was written on a strip of paper which
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bound together a bunch of violets, and so thrown in
by Thoreau at the window of Mrs. Brown, of Ply-
mouth, a lady with whom he corresponded, and who
was the means, as will be related, of his being intro-
duced to Emerson. Some of his other early poems,
noticeabld for their autobiographical interest, will
presently be mentioned. In September 1841 he
wrote to a friend : “ Just now I am in the mid-sea
of verses, and they actually rustle round me, as the-
leaves would round the head of Autumnus himself,
should he thrust it up through some vales which I
know ; but, alas, many of them are but crisped and
yellow leaves like his, I fear, and will deserve no
better fate than to make mould for new harvests.”
In accordance with this feeling, and prompted, it is
said, by Emerson’s advice, Thoreau subsequently
destroyed most of these youthful poems, and after
the age of thirty he seldom wrote anything but
prose. His early college “themes” have already
been mentioned ; and in 1837 a strong stimulus was
given to his prose writing by the commencement of
a regular series of diaries, the first of which, the
Red Journal, ran on to some six hundred long
pages in less than three years. Here he system-
atically noted his daily walks, adventures, and medi-
tations, so that the journal became, as Channing
remarks, “ an autobiography with the genuine brand
—it is unconscious.” ‘For a long time,” says
Thoreau, in playful allusion to this private record,
“ ] was reporter to a journal, of no very wide circu-
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lation, 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 labour for my pains.
However, in this case my pains were their own
reward.” As the diary was revised and corrected
with considerable minuteness, its author was able to
draw direct from this literary store, whenever he
needed the materials for a poem or essay. This
was the case with his contributions to the Dia/,
when that transcendentalist organ was started in
1840 by certain of Thoreau’s friends.

The effect of the transcendental movement on
the formation of Thoreau's character and the bent
of his opinions has already been noted. During
this same period of his early manhood, probably
while he was still a school-teacher, there occurred
an incident which must have affected him very
deeply at the time, and may perhaps furnish a
key to a good deal that is otherwise rather in-
explicable in the tone of some of his writings. It
is said that he fell in love with a girl to whom
his brother was also attached (she was the daughter
of a country pastor), and that in a rare spirit of
self-sacrifice he declined to press his own claims, so
as to avoid placing himself in any rivalry with his
brother. Though there appears to be no actual
record of the facts, the story is related on the
authority of Emerson, Alcott, and other friends
who were in a position to know the truth, and is
corroborated by one or two allusions in Thoreau’s
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writings. The elegiac stanzas on “Sympathy” are
understood to refer to this subject, the “gentle boy”
whose beauty is therein commemorated being in fact
a gentle girl.
¢ Lately, alas! I knew a gentle boy
Whose features all were cast in Virtue’s mould,

As one she had designed for Beauty’s toy,
But after manned him for her own stronghold.

“ S0 was I taken unawares by this,
I quite forgot my homage to confess ;
Yet now am forced to know, though hard it is,
I might have loved him, had I loved him less.

“ Each moment as we nearer drew to each,
A stern respect withheld us further yet,
So that we seemed beyond each other’s reach,
And less acquainted than when first we met.

“ Eternity may not the chance repeat ;
But I must tread my single way alone,
In sad remembrance that we once did meet,
And know that bliss irrevocably gone.” !

It may be further surmised that the same incident
is alluded to in an otherwise unintelligible entry in
Thoreau’s diary for 26th January 1841.* “I hada
dream last night which had reference to an act in
my life in which I had been most disinterested and
true to my highest instinct, but completely failed
in realising my hopes; and now, after so many
months, in the stillness of sleep, complete justice

1 The Dial, vol. i. No. 1. The lines “ To the Maiden in the East,”
also printed in the Disa/, do not refer to the same person.
2 Winter, p. 253.
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was rendered me. It was a divine remuneration.
In my waking hours I could not have conceived
of such retribution ; the presumption of desert would
have damned the whole. But now I was permitted
to be not so much a subject as a partner to that
retribution.” To those who are acquainted with
this story of Thoreau’s youthful passion and self-
inflicted abnegation, it becomes less difficult to
understand the somewhat severe and remotely ideal
tone that pervades his utterances on friendship
and love. “In the light of this new fact,” says
Mr. R. L. Stevenson in his essay on Thoreau,
“those pages, so seemingly cold, are seen to be
alive with feeling.” In this relation we see that
there is a peculiar appropriateness in the title which
Emerson first applied to Thoreau—the * Bachelor
of Nature.”

That Thoreau would have been willing to make
any sacrifice of his personal happiness for the sake
of his brother, we can well believe ; for this brother
was, as he has gratefully recorded, his ‘‘good
genius,” a “cheerful spirit” by whose sunny pres-
ence he was ever invigorated and reassured. The
two had been intimately associated from childhood,
had worked together and played together, and
roamed in company over all the hills and wood-
lands of Concord. It was with his brother John
that Henry made, in 1839, that famous holiday-
trip on the waters of the Concord and Merrimac
rivers, an account of which was published, ten years
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later, in his first volume, the Week. Starting from
Concord on the last day of August, in their boat,
the Musketaguid, which they had made with
their own hands in the spring, and taking with
them their tent, and guns, and fishing-tackle, and
various provisions for the voyage, they journeyed
down the slow-flowing Concord river, till they came
to its confluence with the larger and swifter Merri-
mac at Lowell. Thence they rowed up the stream
of the Merrimac, which, by comparison with that
which they had left, seemed like ‘““a silver cascade
which falls all the way from the White Mountains
to the sea,” until they arrived within a few miles
of the New Hampshire capital, which bears the
same name as their native village. Here they were
compelled to leave their boat, while they proceeded
on foot along the bank of the narrowing stream, and
so traced the Merrimac river to its source among
the White Mountains. This was one of the first
of the “ Excursions” to which Thoreau was after-
wards so much addicted, and from which he often
derived benefit both in health and enlarged experi-
ences. The boat in which the brothers made their
voyage came subsequently into the possession of
Nathaniel Hawthorne, and is the one referred to
in the Introduction to the Mosses from an Old
Manse.

Up to the date of which we are speaking
Thoreau had no very intimate companion except
his brother John, for he had made no close friend-
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ships at college, such as should last him for a
lifetime. One friendship, however, had already
commenced, which was of extreme importance to
him both in itself and as being the means of
introducing him to a larger circle of friends.
Emerson, as has been stated, had settled in Con-
cord in 1834, and had at once manifested a kindly
interest in the welfare of his young neighbour,
fifteen years his junior, who was then studying
at Harvard University. It was probably in 1837
that their first personal meeting, which could not
long have been delayed, was brought about through
the agency of a lady who was a relative of Emer-
son’s family and a friend of the Thoreaus, the Mrs.
Brown to whom the stanzas headed “Sic Vita”
were dedicated by their youthful author. This lady,
having been informed by Helen Thoreau that
there was a passage in her brother Henry's diary
which contained some ideas similar to those ex-
pressed by Emerson in a recent lecture, reported
the matter to Emerson, and at his request brought
Henry Thoreau to his house. Thus began an
intercourse which continued unbroken during the
rest of Thoreau's life, and which was productive
of much pleasure and profit on both sides, to the
elder man as well as to the younger. “I delight
much in my young friend,” wrote Emerson in 1838,
“who seems to have as free and erect a mind as
any I have ever met.”

The value to Thoreau of this admission into the
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Emersonian circle, exactly at the time when he was
able to derive from it the most advantage and
encouragement, can hardly be over - estimated ; for
not only did it draw out the latent energies of his
character, but gave him an opportunity of expressing
and publishing his thoughts. A periodical which
should be the accredited organ of the new ideas
had for some time been in contemplation among
the members of the transcendental “symposium,”
and in 1840 this project was carried into effect
by the establishment of the quarterly Dza/, the
management of which was chiefly in the hands
of Emerson, Margaret Fuller, and George Ripley.
Its chances of success, in the commercial sense,
were from the first very precarious, for the number
of original subscribers was small, and a transcend-
ental magazine was not likely to attain to much
popularity ; but the JDza/ was nevertheless the
means of uniting and consolidating the advocates
of the new philosophy, and of affording an opening
for many writers of merit who had been hitherto
unknown. Commencing in July 1840, it continued
to be issued for four years, the editorship during
the first half of that time being entrusted to Margaret
Fuller and George Ripley, while among the con-
tributors were Emerson, Alcott, Margaret Fuller,
Ripley, Theodore Parker, Elizabeth Peabody,
Lowell, Thoreau, Ellery Channing, Jones Very,
W. H. Channing, and many others of more or
less note. Each of the four volumes of the Dial
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contained essays and poems from Thoreau’s pen,
his poem on “Sympathy” in the first number
being his earliest appearance in print. This, how-
ever, was but his novitiate in literary authorship,

and several of his papers were rejected by Margaret

Fuller, during the term of her editorship, with a
candid criticism of what she judged to be their
crudities and defects.

The presence of Emerson at Concord, to which
place he was bound by family ties and early associa-
tions—four of his ancestors having been Concord
ministers and Dr. Ripley being his step-grandfather,
—was an event of no slight importance in the
history of that hitherto somewhat secluded town-
ship. After resigning his Unitarian pastorate at
Boston in 1832, and spending the next year in
‘England, he had married his second wife, Miss
Lydia Jackson, and taken up his permanent resi-
dence at Concord in 1835, where he was so clearly
recognised as its most illustrious citizen that in
1836, when a monument was erected on the site
of the battlefield of 1775, he was chosen to com-
memorate the occasion by those stanzas which have
since become so celebrated :

“ By the rude bridge that arched the flood,
Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,

Here once the embattled farmers stood,
And fired the shot heard round the world.”

Through the rise of transcendentalism and the
rapid spread of Emerson’s literary fame, Concord—
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such is the attraction of genius—became more and
more a place of note and the resort of poets and
philosophers; it was the beginning of a new era
for the quiet country town whose sturdy farmers
were .no longer to be its most prominent repre-
sentatives, but were to see their placid region
invaded by a host of eager enthusiasts from every
part of New England. “It was necessary to go
but a little way beyond my threshold,” wrote Haw-
thorne a few years later, “before meeting with
stranger moral shapes of men than might have
been encountered elsewhere in a circuit of a
thousand miles. These hobgoblins of flesh and
blood were attracted thither by the wide-spreading
influence of a great original thinker, who had his
earthly abode at the opposite extremity of our
village. His mind acted upon the minds of a
certain constitution with wonderful magnetism, and
drew many men upon long pilgrimages to speak
with him face to face. People that had lighted on
a new thought, or a thought that they fancied new,
came to Emerson, as the finder of a glittering gem
hastens to a lapidary to ascertain its quality and
value.” A

But of far more importance than these restless
visitors was the permanent circle of friends and
fellow-workers who, as old Dr. Ripley was passing
away from his ministry, were gathering round the
acknowledged seer of Concord. Prominent among
these was Amos Bronson Alcott, who came to Con-
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cord with his wife and daughters in 1840, tall,
slender, white-headed,—one of the gentlest, noblest,
and most lovable of men,—and highly valued by
Emerson, as by all who knew him (smile though
they might at his mysticism and lack of worldly
prudence), for his lofty aims and disinterested zeal
in the service of humanity. Two years later came
Nathaniel Hawthorne, a mystic of a gloomier type,
who brought his bride, Sophia Peabody, to the
seclusion of the Old Manse, which had been Dr.
Ripley's residence. Hawthorne's sister-in-law, the
talented Elizabeth Peabody, had already settled in
Concord, and Margaret Fuller, the Zenobia of his
famous romance, plain, indeed, in her personal
appearance as compared with that brilliant
heroine, yet exercising no less marvellous fas-
cination by her learning, genius, versatility, and
rich sympathetic nature, was a frequent visitor for
weeks together in the village, where her sister,
Ellen Fuller, who had married Ellery Channing,
the poet, was then living with her husband.
Here too resided Elizabeth Hoar, another of
those earnest, thoughtful women by whom the
Concord society was rendered doubly remarkable.
These, with Henry Thoreau, were the chief
members of that transcendentalist company of which
Concord was the meeting-place, and it cannot be
doubted that the course of his speculations, how-
ever stubborn his individuality, must have been
appreciably affected by his early introduction into
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so distinguished a group. As early as 1840 he
was fully admitted into the inner circle of which
Emerson, Alcott, and Margaret Fuller were the
chief representatives, and used to be present at
Alcott’'s philosophical ‘“ conversations,” held at
Emerson’s house, which were attended by many
advanced thinkers from Boston, Cambridge, and
other neighbouring towns. A burlesque account
(not to be too literally understood) of the solemnity
of these meetings has been written by one who was
himself a witness of them at a rather later date :*

“The philosophers sat dignified and erect. There was a
constrained but very anfiable silence, which had the impertinence
of a tacit inquiry, seeming to ask, * Who will now proceed to say
the finest thing that has ever been said?’ It was quite in-
voluntary and unavoidable, for the members lacked that fluent
social genius without which a club is impossible. It was a
congress of oracles on the one hand, and of curious listeners on
the other. I vaguely remember that the Orphic Alcott 2 invaded
the desert of silence with a solemn saying, to which, after due
pause, the hon. member for blackberry pastures (Thoreau)
responded by some keen and graphic observation, while the
Olympian host, anxious that so much good material should be
spun into something, beamed encouragement upon all parties.
Miles Coverdale (Hawthorne), a statue of Night and Silence, sat
a little removed under a portrait of Dante, gazing imperturbably
upon the group.”

After Thoreau had further delighted the com-
pany “ with the secrets won from his interviews with
Pan in the Walden woods,” there followed “a grave

1 G. W. Curtis, in Homes of American Authors.

* An allusion to Alcott’s “ Orphic Sayings,” in the Dsal/, which
excited much ridicule.
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eating of russet apples by the erect philosophers, and
a solemn disappearance into the night.”

Early in 1841 Thoreau was invited by Emerson
to become an inmate of his household, and for two
years from that time he lived under his friend's
roof. ‘“He is to have his board, etc., for what
labour he chooses to do,” wrote Emerson, ‘““and he
is thus far a great benefactor and physician to me,
for he is an indefatigable and very skilful laborer.
Thoreau is a scholar and a poet, and as full of
buds of promise as a young apple-tree.” And
again, to Carlyle, in May 1841, “One reader and
friend of yours dwells now in my house, Henry
Thoreau, a poet whom you may one day be proud
of —a noble, manly youth, full of melodies and
inventions. We work together day by day in
my garden, and I grow well and strong.” Emer-
son’s house was a square, substantial building on the
Boston Road, at the outskirts of the village. The
ground was low-lying, and at first somewhat bare
and open, but some fruit-trees were planted by
Thoreau in which Emerson afterwards delighted.
Emphatic testimony to Thoreau's helpfulness and
kindness of heart has been borne by Emerson’s
son in some recently published memoirs of his
father.! ‘He was as little troublesome a member
of the household, with his habits of plain living
and high thinking, as could well have been, and in

1 Emerson in Concord, 1889, by Dr. E. W. Emerson.
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the constant absences of the master of the house in
his lecturing trips, the presence there of such a
friendly and sturdy inmate was a great comfort.
He was handy with tools, and there was no limit
to his usefulness and ingenuity about the house
and garden.” That Emerson at times felt a little
out of sympathy with the rather pugnacious and
contradictory temperament of his young friend, as
shown in his suggestive remark, “ Thoreau is, with
difficulty, sweet,” is probable enough, and does
not necessarily conflict with the above statement.
It appears that John Thoreau, Henry’s brother,
was also intimate with ‘Emerson’s family at this
time, and was in the habit of performing similar
friendly services. On one occasion he fixed a
blue-bird’s box on Emerson’s barn, a gift which
remained for years, as Emerson notes, “ with every
summer a melodious family in it, adorning the
place and singing his praises.” It was by John
Thoreau’s arrangement, too, that a daguerreotype
portrait was taken of little Waldo Emerson only a
few months before the child’s death.

Thoreau’s friendship with Alcott, though less
intimate than with Emerson, was very constant
and sincere, and Alcott himself has borne grateful
testimony to the worth of Thoreau as a friend.
Margaret Fuller, whose connection with the Dia/
brought her into association and correspondence
with Thoreau, also seems to have felt considerable
interest in his character at this time, and expressed

4
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herself in her letters with her wonted candour and
freedom. In rejecting some verses which Thoreau
had offered her for publication, she thus sketches
the outlines, as they appear to her, of his personality
and genius :!

“He is healthful, rare, of open eye, ready hand, and noble
scope. He sets no limit to his life, nor to the invasions of
nature; he is not wilfully pragmatical, cautious, ascetic, or
fantastical. But he is as yet a somewhat bare hill, which the
warm gales of spring have not visited. Yet what could a
companion do at present, unless to tame the guardian of the
Alps too early? Leave him at peace amid his native snows.
He is friendly ; he will find the generous office that shall educate
him. It is not a soil for the citron and the rose, but for the
whortleberry, the pine, or the heather.

“ The unfolding of affections, a wider and deeper human
experience, the harmonising influence of other natures, will
mould the man and melt his verse. He will seek thought less
and find knowledge more. I can have no advice or criticism
for a person so sincere; but if I give my impression of him, I
will say, ‘He says too constantly of nature, she is mine.’ She
is not yours till you have been more hers. Seek the lotus,
and take a draught of rapture. Say not so confidently, all
places, all occasions are alike. This will never come true till
you have found it false.

“If intercourse should continue, perhaps a bridge may be
made between two minds so widely apart; for I apprehended
you in spirit, and you did not seem to mistake me so widely as
most of your kind do. If you should find yourself inclined to
write to me, as you thought you might, I dare say many thoughts
would be suggested to me; many have already, by seeing you
from day to day.”

In this same year Thoreau made another acquaint-

1 The letter, dated 18th October 1841, is printed in Mr. Sanborn’s
Life of Thoreau.
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ance which soon ripened into the warmest and most
intimate friendship of his life. Ellery Channing,
the nephew of the great Unitarian minister, Dr. W.
E. Channing, and the brother-in-law of Margaret
Fuller, came to Concord in 1841, and lived for a
time in a cottage near Emerson’s house. He was a
poet and a man of genius, though of so whimsical,
moody, and unstable a character that he never won
the popularity which his friends were constantly
anticipating for him. ‘“Could he have drawn out
that virgin gold,” says Hawthorne of Channing’s
talent, “and stamped it with the mint-mark that
alone gives currency, the world might have had the
profit and he the fame.” Between him and Thoreau,
whose junior he was by one year, there was quickly
established a strong bond of sympathy and mutual
understanding, which perhaps originated in the fact
that each stood in a position of antagonism towards
the canons of society. Channing, who was as im-
patient of routine as Thoreau himself, had not
graduated at the University; and while his new
friend had been keeping school at Concord he had
been living in a log-hut in the wilds of Illinois. He
was, according to his own description of himself, “a
poet and literary man, one who loved old books, old
garrets, old wines, old pipes,” and whose pleasure it
was to spend the winter in conning varzorum editions
of his favourite authors, and the summer in walking
and horticulture. In his unwearying devotion to
nature and natural scenery his tastes exactly coin-
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cided with Thoreau’s, and many were the rambling
walks and talks they had together at all hours and
seasons, while the good folk of Concord were intent
on their more sober business.

It was well for Henry Thoreau that at this
period of his early manhood he had formed these
lasting friendships with such men as Emerson,
Alcott, and Channing; for a blow was impending
which might otherwise have left him lonely and
friendless on the very threshold of active life. We
have seen how his natural self-control and fortitude
of character enabled him to perform a striking act of
self-renunciation for the sake of the brother to whom
he was so closely attached ; he was now to be sub-
jected to a still severer trial by the unexpected death
of the companion of his youthful days. In the early
months of 1841 a calm untroubled career seemed to
be opening before him. “ Life looks as fair at this
moment,” so he wrote in his diary, ““as a summer’s
sea. Through this pure unwiped hour, as through
a crystal glass, I look out upon the future as a
smooth lawn for my virtue to disport in. I see the
course of my life, like some retired road, wind on
without obstruction into a country maze.” But
twelve months later the tone of his meditations is
changed to a cry of doubt and anguish such as he
rarely suffered to escape him. My life! my life!
why will you linger? Are the years short and the
months of no account? Can God afford that I
should forget him? Is he so indifferent to my
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career 7 Why were my ears given to hear those
everlasting strains which haunt my life, and yet to
be profaned by these perpetual dull sounds?” In
February 1842 John Thoreau died from lock-jaw,
caused by an injury done to his hand—a death so
sudden and painful that his brother could rarely
endure to hear mention of it in after-life, and is said
to have turned pale and faint when narrating the
circumstances to a friend more than twelve years
later. When he visited Cohasset in 1849, and
witnessed a terrible death-scene after the shipwreck
of an Irish brig, he remarked that if he had found
one body cast upon the beach in some lonely place
it would have affected him more. “A man,” he
adds, “can attend but one funeral in the course of
his life, can behold but one corpse ”; in which saying
there is undoubtedly a reference to his own bereave-
ment. It is noticeable that in his Week on the
Concord and Merrimac Rivers, his brother, though
necessarily often alluded to, is not once mentioned
by name.
For this heavy blow Thoreau sought and found v
the needed comfort in that strong intuitive belief in the
“immutable goodness of Nature, which was the basis
of his whole intellectual creed. This feeling is ex-
pressed not only in passages of his diary, but also, and
more explicitly, in a letter which he addressed to a
friend in March 1842, in which he speaks both of his
brother’s death and of that of little Waldo, Emerson’s
favourite child, who died early in the same year.

[
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“ Soon after John’s death I listened to a music-box, and if,
at any time, that event had seemed inconsistent with the beauty
and harmony of the universe, it was then gently constrained into
the placid course of nature by those steady notes, in mild and
unoffended tone echoing far and wide under the heavens. But
I find these things more strange than sad to me. What right
have I to grieve, who have not ceased to wonder? We feel at
first as if some opportunities of kindness and sympathy were lost,
but learn afterwards that any pure grief is ample recompense for
all. That is, if we are faithful ; for a great grief is but sympathy
with the soul that disposes events, and is as natural as the resin
on Arabian trees. Only Nature has a right to grieve perpetually,
for she alone is innocent. Soon the ice will melt, and the black-
birds sing along the river which he frequented, as pleasantly as
ever. The same everlasting serenity will appear in the face of
God, and we will not be sorrowful if he is not.

“ I do not wish to see John ever again—I mean him who is
dead—but that other, whom only he would have wished to see,
or to be, of whom he was the imperfect representative. For we v
are not what we are, nor do we treat or esteem each other for
such, but for what we are capable of being.

“As for Waldo, he died as the mist rises from the brook,
which the sun will soon dart his rays through. Do not the
flowers die every autumn? He had not even taken root here.V
I was not startled to hear that he was dead : it seemed the most
natural event that could happen.” His fine organisation demanded
it, and nature gently yielded its request. It would have been
strange if he had lived. Neither will nature manifest any sorrow
at his death, but soon the note of the lark will be heard down in
the meadow, and fresh dandelions will spring from the old stocks
where he plucked them last summer.”

One effect of his brother’s death was to incline
Thoreau still more strongly towards the transcend-
ental manner of thought; he might indeed have
been in danger of lapsing into that vague mysticism
which was the besetting weakness of some of the
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transcendentalists, had it not been for the sound
practical frame of mind which was as much a part
of him as his idealism. It was this solid element of
good sense that kept the balance in his character;
soar as he might in his transcendental reveries, and
scoff as he might at the absurdities of conventional
habit, he never lost his hold on the simple essential
facts of everyday life.



CHAPTER 111
FRIENDSHIP WITH EMERSON

AFrTER his brother's death in 1842, Thoreau con-
tinued to live in Emerson’s house, the bereavement
which each of the two friends had recently undergone
being doubtless instrumental in bringing them more
closely together. Thoreau’s regard for Emerson
and Mrs. Emerson, as will appear from his letters,
was very deep and affectionate, and it was natural
that a young man, even when possessed of Thoreau's
strength of character, should be lastingly influenced
by so distinctive and commanding a personality as
Emerson’s. It has been remarked by several of
those who knew both men, that Thoreau uncon-
sciously caught certain of the traits of Emerson’s
voice and expression—that he deliberately imitated
Emerson is declared on the best authority to be an
“idle and untenable” assertion.! The following
account of Thoreau's receptivity in this respect is
given by one of his college class-mates, whom I have
already quoted.

1 Emerson in Concord, by Ed. W. Emerson.
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“ Meeting Mr. Emerson one day, I inquired if he saw much
of my class-mate, Mr. Henry D. Thoreau, who was then living in
Concord. “Of Thoreau?’ replied Mr. Emerson, his face lighting
up with a smile of enthusiasm. ‘Oh yes, we could not do with-
out him. When Mr. Carlyle comes to America, I expect to
introduce Thoreau to him as #4¢ man of Concord.” I was greatly
surprised at these words. They set an estimate on Thoreau
which seemed to me extravagant. . . . Not long after I happened
to meet Thoreau in Mr. Emerson’s study at Concord—the first
time we had come together after leaving college. 1 was quite
. startled by the transformation that had taken place in him. His
short figure and general cast of countenance were of course un-
changed; but in his manners, in the tones of his voice, in his modes
of expression, even in the hesitations and pauses of his speech, he
had become the counterpart of Mr. Emerson. Thoreau’s college
voice bore no resemblance to Mr. Emerson’s, and was so familiar
to my ear that I could have readily identified him by it in the
dark. I was so much struck by the change that I took the
opportunity, as they sat near together talking, of listening with
closed eyes, and I was unable to determine with certainty which
was speaking. I do not know to what subtle influences to ascribe
it, but after conversing with Mr. Emerson for even a brief time,
I always found myself able and inclined to adopt his voice and
manner of speaking.” !

The change noticed in Thoreau was not due only
to the stimulating influence of Emerson’s personality,
though that doubtless was the immediate means of
effecting his awakening. Underneath the sluggish
and torpid demeanour of his life at the University
there had been developing, as his school-mates after-
wards recognised, the strong stern qualities which

1 Rev. D. G. Haskins. I have the following story from Mr. San-
born. A person seeing Thoreau on the other side of the street at
Cambridge, said to his friend, “ Look at Thoreau yonder, he is getting
up a nose like Emerson’s.”
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were destined to make his character remarkable, and
these had now been called into full play both by the
natural growth of his mind, and by the opportunities
afforded in the brilliant circle of which he was a
member. “In later years,” says John Weiss,! who
knew him well at Harvard, “his chin and mouth
grew firmer, as his resolute and audacious opinions
developed, the eyes twinkled with the latent humor
of his criticisms of society.” It was a veritable
transformation—an awakening of the dormant in-
tellectual fire—and it has been ingeniously suggested
that the “transformation” of Donatello in Haw-
thorne's novel may have been founded in the first
place on this fact in the life of Thoreau.

So too with regard to his social and ethical
opinions; it would have been strange if the youth
of twenty-five had not been in some degree affected
and influenced by the philosopher of forty ; but the
freshness and originality of his genius, in all essential
respects, is none the less incontestable. ‘ He once
said to me,” writes Moncure Conway,? ‘“ that he had
found in Emerson a world where truth existed with
the same perfection as the objects he studied in ex-
ternal nature, his ideas real and exact as antennge
and stamina. It was nature spiritualised. I also v
found that Thoreau had entered deeply Emerson’s
secret, and was the most complete incarnation of the
earlier idealism of the sage. But because this influ-

1 Christian Examiner, 1865.
2 Emerson at Home and Abroad.
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ence was in the least part personal, the resemblance
of Thoreau to Emerson was as superficial as a leaf-
like creature to a leaf. Thoreau was quite as
original as Emerson. He was not an imitator of
any mortal ; his thoughts and expressions are sug-
gestions of a Thoreau- principle at work in the
universe.” Thoreau, in fact, was one of the very
few men by whom Emerson was himself in some
degree impressed. We are told by Dr. E. W.
Emerson that his father *delighted in being led to
the very inner shrines of the wood-god by this man,
clear-eyed and true and stern enough to be trusted
with their secrets”; and there is no doubt that
Thoreau influenced him perceptibly in the direction
of a more diligent and minute study of nature. He
differed in one important respect both from Emer-
son and from the other members of the Emerson-
ian circle of transcendentalists—in his native and
aboriginal hardihood and vigour. To them Concord
was a suitable place of adoption ; to him it was the
place of his birth. The simplicity of living, personal
independence, and intimacy with wild nature, which
to the others involved more or less a deliberate
effort, were in his case an innate and unconscious
instinct. I grow savager and savager every day,”
he wrote in 1841, ‘““as if fed with raw meat, and my
tameness is only the repose of my untameableness.”

With Nathaniel Hawthorne, who was the latest
addition to the society of Concord, Thoreau had
perhaps little in common except his friendship with
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Ellery Channing, though courteous relations seem to
have subsisted between them. “The writer of
fiction,” says Channing, “could not read the natural-
ist probably, and Thoreau had no more love or
sympathy for fiction in books than in character.”
Some of the references to Thoreau in Hawthorne'’s
journal have a touch of the petulance and harshness
of judgment to which Hawthorne was rather prone
when recording his impressions of his acquaintances;
but on the whole he speaks of Thoreau with unusual
admiration and respect. “Mr. Thoreau dined with
us yesterday,” he writes on 1st September 1842.
“He is a singular character—a young man with
much of wild original nature still remaining in him ;
and so far as he is sophisticated, it is in a way and
method of his own. Heis as ugly as sin, long-
nosed, queer-mouthed, and with uncouth and some-
what rustic though courteous manners correspond-
ing very well with such an exterior. But his
ugliness is of an honest and agreeable fashion, and
becomes him much better than beauty.” This de-
scription of Thoreau’s personal appearance, though
interesting as being one of the earliest recorded, by
no means agrees with the opinion of other authorities,
who speak of Thoreau’s face in early manhood as
delicate and scholarlike, the mouth at that time
giving no indication of the Spartan firmness of his
character. Still less reliance is to be placed in some
further remarks of Hawthorne's, to the effect that
Thoreau’s sojourn in Emerson’s household had been
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burdensome to his host, for all the evidence points
strongly in the other direction. The following pass-
age, however, contains an interesting estimate of
Thoreau’s qualities as a student of nature :

“He is a keen and delicate observer of nature—a genuine
observer—which, I suspect, is almost as rare a character as even
an original poet; and nature, in return for his love, seems to
adopt him as her especial child, and shows him secrets which few
others are allowed to witness. He is familiar with beast, fish,
fowl, and reptile, and has strange stories to tell of adventures
and friendly passages with these lower brethren of mortality.
Herb and flower likewise, wherever they grow, in garden or
wild-wood, are his familiar friends. He is also on intimate terms
with the clouds, and can tell the portents of storm. It is a
characteristic trait that he has a great regard for the memory of
the Indian tribes whose wild life would have suited him well ;
and strange to say, he seldom walks over a ploughed field with-
out picking up an arrow-point, spear-head, or other relic of the
red man, as if their spirits willed him to be the inheritor of their
simple wealth.”

On the evening to which these entries refer, we
learn that Thoreau rowed Hawthorne on the Con-
cord river in the boat built and used by himself and
his brother in their week’s excursion to the Merri-
mac in 1839, and Hawthorne, delighted at Thoreau’s
skill in paddling, decided to purchase the boat
and change its name from Musketaguid to Pond-
lily. But the art of managing a canoe, which
Thoreau had learnt from some Indians who had
visited Concord a few years previously, was not to be
acquired in a day. “ Mr. Thoreau had assured me,”
writes Hawthorne plaintively, “that it was only
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necessary to will the boat to go in any particular
direction, and she would immediately take that
course, as if imbued with the spirit of the steersman.
It may be so with him, but it is certainly not so with
me.” The difficulty once mastered, Hawthorne took
much pleasure in his new purchase, and seems to
have been inspired by something of Thoreau’s
enthusiasm for the wildness of open-air life. *“Oh
that I could run wild,” he exclaims, when recording
his first successful voyage in the Pond-lily; ‘ that
is, that I could put myself in a true relation with
nature, and be on friendly terms with all congenial
elements.” His admiration for Thoreau in this
respect lends colour to the supposition that the
‘““young Pan under another name,” as Emerson called
Thoreau, was the original of Donatello, the mys-
terious fawn-like character in his novel 7yansfor-
mation. Thoreau, on his part, spoke honourably of
Hawthorne in his Week on the Concord and Merr:-
mac Rivers.

By the middle of 1842 the Dia/, which had
never been prosperous from a pecuniary point of
view, was in severe straits, and the editorship hav-
ing been resigned by Margaret Fuller, was under-
taken by Emerson himself, in which work he was
largely assisted by Thoreau, who was then living in
his house. It is said that Thoreau not only can-
vassed for new subscribers, read proof-sheets, and
selected passages for the ‘ Ethnical Scriptures” of
the Oriental philosophers, which formed one of the
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features of the D7a/ under Emerson’s management,
but also acted as sole editor on one or two occasions
during his friend’s absence.! A large number of
Thoreau’s writings were inserted by Emerson, whose
estimate of his ability was far higher than that held
by Margaret Fuller; so that the young author was
now becoming recognised as one of the leaders of
transcendental thought.? The Dia/ for July 1842
contained his delightful essay on “ The Natural
History of Massachusetts,” to which Emerson pre-
fixed an introductory note in which he hinted that
Izaak Walton and White of Selborne had now a
worthy successor. This essay also won the admir-
ation of Nathaniel Hawthorne. ‘ Methinks this
article,” he wrote in his diary, “gives a very fair
image of Thoreau’s mind and character—so true,
innate, and literal in observation, yet giving the
spirit as well as the letter of what he sees. There are
passages of cloudy and dreamy metaphysics, and also
passages where his thoughts seem to measure and
attune themselves into spontaneous verse, as they
rightfully may, since there is real poetry in them.
There is a basis of good sense and of moral truth,
too, which also is a reflection of his character; for
he is not unwise to think and feel, and I find him a
healthy and wholesome man to know.” The “Winter
Walk,” another essay of the same character and of
almost equal merit, appeared in the D:a/ a year

1 Vol. iii. No. 3 is said to have been edited by Thoreau.
2 For a list of Thoreau’s contributions to the Dsa/, see Appendix.
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later. The following verses, which have only lately
been published, were intended by Thoreau to form
a portion of this essay, but were omitted by Emer-
son. They quaintly describe a mild winter’s day in
New England, as Thoreau saw it.

“ The rabbit leaps,
The mouse out-creeps,

The flag out-peeps,
Beside the brook ;

“The ferret weeps,
The marmot sleeps ;
The owlet keeps
In his snug nook. -

“ The apples thaw,
The ravens caw,
The squirrels gnaw

The frozen fruit ;

“To their retreat
I track the feet
Of mice that eat
The apple’s root.

¢ The snow-dust falls,

The otter crawls,
The partridge calls
Far in the wood :

“ The traveller dreams,
" The tree-ice gleams,
The blue jay screams
In angry mood.

“ The willows droop,
The alders stoop,
The pheasants group

Beneath the snow :
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' ‘“ The catkins green
Cast o’er the scene

A summer sheen,

A genial glow.”

In July 1842 Thoreau, accompanied by a friend,
went on a three days’' excursion to Wachusett, a’
mountain to the west of Concord (“the blue wall,”
he calls it, “which bounds the western horizon”),
which, from its isolated position, forms a conspicuous
feature in the landscape, and is familiar by name to
all readers of his writings. More than once he
expresses a feeling of sympathy with this solitary
height :

“ But special I remember thee,
Wachusett, who like me
Standest alone without society.”

His account of the walk, and how they camped a
night on the mountain, was published the following
year in the Boston Miscellany, under the title of
«“ A Walk to Wachusett.” ‘Wachusett,” he wrote,
in describing the view from the summit, “is, in fact,
the observatory of the State. There lay Massa-
chusetts spread out before us in length and breadth
like a map.” Thoreau's love of mountains is ex-
emplified in many passages of his diary, and the
occasional excursions which he made to the lofty
outlying ranges visible from the Concord hills
formed some of the most pleasing episodes in his
life. “A mountain chain,” he says, “determines
many things for the statesman and philosopher.

5
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The improvements of civilisation rather creep along
its sides than cross its summit. How often is it
a barrier to prejudice and fanaticism! In passing
over these heights of land, through their thin
atmosphere, the follies of the plain are refined
and purified; and as many species of plants do
not scale their summits, so many species of folly
no doubt do not cross the Alleghanies.”

Thoreau’s predilection for solitude, and indiffer-
ence or dislike to “society,” in the ordinary sense
of the word, may be gathered from a good deal
of what has already been related of him. There
was an aloofness and reserve in his nature which,
together with his stern and lofty ideals, made him
appear at times somewhat unbending and un-
approachable. “Of all phenomena, my own race
are the most mysterious and undiscoverable,” he
wrote in his journal while he was still a youth.
“For how many years have I striven to meet one,
even on common manly ground, and have not
succeeded !” It was no question of being better,
or worse, than the generality of men—he was
different; and the sympathy which he could not
find in civilised man he sought in wild nature,
though well aware that Nature herself is nothing
except in her relation to man. “I feel,” he said,
“that my life is very homely, my pleasures very
cheap. Joyand sorrow, success and failure, grandeur
and meanness, and indeed most words in the English
language, do not mean for me what they do for my

.~



FRIENDSHIP WITH EMERSON 67

neighbors. 1 see that my neighbors look with
compassion on me, that they think it is a mean
and unfortunate destiny which makes me to walk
in these fields and woods so much, and sail on
this river alone. But so long as I find here the
only real Elysium, I cannot hesitate in my choice.”
To say, as is often said, that Thoreau was unsocial
is, however, incorrect, except in a limited and
qualified degree. ‘He enjoyed common people,”
says Channing; “he relished strong acrid char-
acters.” The rough honest farmers of Concord were
his especial favourites, and in their company he
could show plenty of that good fellowship of which
he appeared, under some conditions, to be deficient.
“ He came to see the inside of every farmer’s house
and head, his pot of beans, and mug of hard cider.
Never in too much hurry for a dish of gossip, he
could sit out the oldest frequenter of the bar-room,
and was alive from top to toe with curiosity.” The
impression which he left on his friends in Emerson’s
household, after his two years’ residence there, was
a wholly agreeable one. “He was by no means
unsocial,” says Dr. E. W. Emerson,! “but a kindly
and affectionate person, especially to children, whom
he could endlessly amuse and charm in most novel
and healthful ways. With grown persons he had
tact and high courtesy, though with reserve. But
folly, or pretence, or cant, or subserviency, excited
his formidable attack.”

Y Emerson in Concord, 1889.
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The course of his life with the Emersons is
well shown in some letters written early in 1843

to a friend at Plymouth :
‘¢ CONCORD, 2424 January 1843.

“The other day I wrote you a letter to go in Mrs. Emerson’s
bundle, but, as it seemed unworthy, I did not send it, and now,
to atone for that, I am going to send this, whether it be worthy
or not. I will not venture upon news, for, as all the household
are gone to bed, I cannot learn what has been told you. Do
you read any noble verses nowadays? or do not verses still seem
noble? For my own part, they have been the only things I
remembered, or that which occasioned them, when all things
else were blurred or defaced. All things have put on mourning
but they; for the elegy itself is some victorious melody or joy
escaping from the wreck.

“1It is a relief to read some true book, wherein all are equally
dead—equally alive. I think the best parts of Shakespeare
would only be enhanced by the most thrilling and affecting
events. I have found it so. And so much the more, as they
are not intended for consolation.

“We always seem to be living just on the brink of a pure
and lofty intercourse, which would make the ills and trivialness
of life ridiculous. After each little interval, though it be but for
the night, we are prepared to meet each other as gods and
goddesses.

“] seem to have dodged all my days with one or two
persons, and lived upon expectation—as if the bud would surely
blossom ; and so I am content to live.

“ What means the fact—which is so common, so universal—
that some soul that has lost all hope for itself can inspire in
another listening soul an infinite confidence in it, even while
it is expressing its despair ?

“I am very happy in my present environment, though
actually mean enough myself, and so, of course, all around me;
yet, I am sure, we for the most part are transfigured to one
another, and are that to the other which we aspire to be ourselves.
The longest course of mean and trivial intercourse may not
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prevent my practising this divine courtesy to my companion.
Notwithstanding all I hear about brooms, and scouring, and
taxes, and housekeeping, I am constrained to live a strangely
mixed life—as if even Valhalla might have its kitchen. We are
all of us Apollos serving some Admetus.

“I think I must have some muses in my pay that I know
not of, for certain musical wishes of mine are answered as soon
as entertained. Last summer I went to Hawthorne’s suddenly
for the express purpose of borrowing his music-box, and almost
immediately Mrs. Hawthorne proposed to lend it to me. The
other day I said I must go to Mrs. Barrett’s to hear hers, and lo!
straightway Richard Fuller sent me one, for a present from
Cambridge. It is a very good one. I should like to have you
hear it. I shall not have to employ you to borrow for me now.”

Early in 1843 Thoreau ceased to live in Emer-
son’s house, having accepted the offer of a tutorship
in the family of Mr. William Emerson, the brother
of the Concord philosopher, who was then living
in Staten Island, near New York. Before leaving
Concord to take up this duty, he wrote as follows
to Emerson, who was then lecturing at New York.
The first part of the letter refers to Mr. Alcott’s
arrest for refusal to pay the poll-tax :

“ 152k Feb. 1843.—I1 suppose they have told you how near Mr.
Alcott went to jail, but I can add a good anecdote to the rest.
When Staples [the officer] came to collect Mrs. W.’s taxes my sister
Helen asked him what he thought Mr. Alcott meant—what his
idea was ; and he answered, ‘I vum, I believe it was nothin’ but
principle, for I never heard a man talk honester.” There was
a lecture on peace, by a Mr. Spear (ought he not to be beaten
into a plowshare?), that same evening, and as the gentlemen,
Lane and Alcott, dined at our house while the matter was in
suspense (that is, while the constable was waiting for his receipt
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from the jailer), we three settled it that Lane and myself should
agitate the state while Winkelried lay in durance. But when
over the audience I saw our hero’s head moving in the free air of
the Universalist church, my fire all went out, and the state was
safe as far as I was concerned. But Lane, it seems, had cogitated
and even written on the matter in the afternoon, and so, out of
courtesy, taking his point of departure from the Spear-man’s
lecture, he drove gracefully in medias res, and gave the affair
a good setting-out. But, to spoil all, our martyr, very char-
acteristically, but, as artists would say, in bad taste, brought up
the rear with My, Prisons,” which made us forget Silvio Pellico
himself.

¢ At the end of this strange letter I will not write what alone
I had to say—to thank you and Mrs. Emerson for your long
kindness to me. It would be more ungrateful than my constant
thought. I have been your pensioner for nearly two years, and
still left free as the sky. It has been as free a gift as the sun or
the summer, though I have sometimes molested you with my
mean acceptance of it—I, who have failed to render even those
slight services of the %and which would have been for a sign at
least ; and, by the fault of my nature, have failed of many better
and higher services. But I will trouble you no more with this,
but for once thank you and Heaven.”

It is probable that some stanzas of Thoreau’s
entitled “ The Departure” were written about this
time, when he had just left with regret the friends
whose house had for two years been his home :

¢ In this roadstead I have ridden,
In this covert I have hidden:
Friendly thoughts were cliffs to me,
And I hid beneath their lee.

“ This true people took the stranger,
And warm-hearted housed the ranger ;
They received their roving guest,

And have fed him with the best ;
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“ Whatsoe’er the land afforded
To the stranger’s wish accorded,—
Shook the olive, stripped the vine,
And expressed the strengthening wine.

“ And by night they did spread o’er him
What by day they spread before him ;
That good will which was repast
Was his covering at last.”

On 7th April 1843 there is a further mention
of Thoreau in Hawthorne’s note-book. When
Hawthorne was dozing in his study, with the Dza/
before him as a soporific, Thoreau called to return
a book, and tell him of his intended visit to
Staten Island. “We had some conversation upon
this subject, and upon the spiritual advantages of
change of place, and upon the Dza/, and upon Mr.
Alcott, and other kindred subjects. I am glad on
Mr. Thoreau’s account that he is going away, as
he is out of health, and may be benefited by his
removal ; but on my own account I should like to
have him remain here, he being one of the few
persons, I think, with whom to hold intercourse
is like hearing the wind among the boughs of the
forest tree, and with all this wild freedom there is
high and classic cultivation in him too.” The
favourite musical-box, which had been given to
Thoreau by a Cambridge friend, was on this
occasion left in Hawthorne’s charge.

Several months were spent by Thoreau in Staten
Island, during the spring and summer of 1843.
Here, during his spare hours, he continued his
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walking excursions as regularly as at Concord,
and was frequently mistaken by the inhabitants
for a busy surveyor, who was studying every yard
of the ground with a view to some extensive
speculation. From an old ruined fort he used to
watch the emigrant vessels pass up the narrow
channel from the wide outer bay and go on their
course to New York, or, as the case might be,
remain in quarantine at Staten Island, when the
passengers would be allowed to go ashore and
refresh themselves on that “ artificial piece of the
land of liberty.” From the low hills in the interior
of the island, among the homesteads where the
Huguenots had been the first settlers, he could see
the long procession of out-going ships, stretching far
as the eye could reach, ‘“with stately march and
silken sails,” as he describes it; at other times
he roamed along the desolate sandy shore, where
packs of half-wild dogs were on the look-out for
carcases of horses or oxen washed up by the tide.
“ An island,” he says, in his Wee#, * always pleases
my imagination, even the smallest, as a continent
and integral portion of the globe. I have a fancy
for building my hut on one. Even a bare, grassy
isle, which I can see entirely over at a glance,
has some undefined and mysterious charms for
me.” _

The following extracts are from his letters to
Mrs. Emerson, for whom, as will be seen, he felt
the most grateful affection and regard :
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“ 22d May.—1 thank you for your influence for two years.
I was fortunate to be subjected to it, and am now to remember
it. It is the noblest gift we can make; what signify all others
that can be bestowed? You have helped to keep my life
‘on loft’ as Chaucer says of Griselda, and in a better sense.
You always seemed to look down at me as from some elevation
—some of your high humilities—and I was the better for having
to look up. I felt taxed not to disappoint your expectation ;
for could there be any accident so sad as to be respected for
something better than we are? It was a pleasure even to go
away from you, as it is not to meet some, as it apprised me
of my high relations ; and such a departure is a sort of further
introduction and meeting. Nothing makes the earth seem so
spacious as to have friends at a distance ; they make the latitudes
and longitudes.

“] have hardly begun to live on Staten Island yet; but,
like the man who, when forbidden to tread on English ground,
carried Scottish ground in his boots, I carry Concord ground in
my boots and in my hat,—and am I not made of Concord dust?
I cannot realise that it is the roar of the sea I hear now, and not
the wind in Walden woods. I find more of Concord, after all,
in the prospect of the sea, beyond Sandy Hook, than in the
fields and woods.”

““ 20tk June.—1 have only read a page of your letter, and have
come out to the top of the hill at sunset, where I can see the
ocean, to prepare to read the rest. It is fitter that it should hear it
than the walls of my chamber. The very crickets here seem to
chirp around me as they did not before. I feel as if it were a
great daring to go on and read the rest, and then to live
accordingly. There are more than thirty vessels in sight going
to sea. I am almost afraid to look at your letter. I see that
it will make my life very steep, but it may lead to fairer prospects
than this. '

“ My dear friend, it was very noble in you to write me so
truthful an answer. It will do as well for another world as for
this ; such a voice is for no particular time nor person, but it
makes him who may hear it stand for all that is lofty and true
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in humanity. The thought of you will constantly elevate my
life ; it will be something always above the horizon to behold,
as when I look up at the evening star. I think I know your
thoughts without seeing you, and as well here as in Concord.
You are not at all strange to me.

“ What wealth is it to have such friends that we cannot think
of them without elevation! And we can think of them any time
and anywhere, and it costs nothing but the lofty disposition. I
cannot tell you the joy your letter gives me, which will not
quite cease till the latest time. Let me accompany your finest
thoughts.

“I send my love to my other friend and brother, whose
nobleness I slowly recognise.”

“ 162k October.—1 have been reading lately what of Quarles’s
poetry I could get. He was a contemporary of Herbert, and a
kindred spirit. I think you would like him. Itis rare to find one
who was so much of a poet and so little of an artist. He wrote long
poems, almost epics for length, about Jonah, Esther, Samson, and
Solomon, interspersed with meditations after a quite original plan,
—Shepherd’s Oracles, Comedies, Romances, Fancies, and Medita-
tions—the quintessence of meditations—and Enchiridions of
Meditations all divine—and what he calls his Morning Muse ;
besides prose works as curious as the rest. He was an un-
wearied Christian, and a reformer of some old school withal
Hopelessly quaint, as if he lived all alone and knew nobody
but his wife, who appears to have reverenced him. He never
doubts his genius; it is only he and his God in all the world.
He uses language sometimes as greatly as Shakespeare, and
though there is not much straight grain in him, there is plenty
of tough, crooked timber. In an age when Herbert is revived
Quarles surely ought not to be forgotten.”

During the sojourn in Staten Island, Thoreau
was frequently in New York, where he made the
acquaintance of W. H. Channing, Edward Palmer,
Lucretia Mott, Henry James, Horace Greeley,
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and other persons of note. “In this city,” he
wrote to his sister on 21st July, “ I have seen, since
I last wrote, W. H. Channing, at whose house in
Fifteenth Street 1 spent a few pleasant hours,
discussing the all-absorbing question—what to do
for the race. Also Horace Greeley, editor of the
Tribune, who is cheerfully in earnest at his office
of ‘all work, a hearty New Hampshire boy as one
could wish to meet, and says, * Now be neighborly.’”
With Greeley, who was at this time preaching
Fourierism in the New York ZTribune, in con-
junction with Margaret Fuller and George Ripley,
Thoreau established a firm friendship; and it will
be seen that Greeley was able, a few years later, to
render him valuable service in securing publication
for his writings.

In a letter addressed to Emerson from Staten
Island, 23d May 1843, Thoreau thus relates his
impressions of New York:

“You must not count much upon what I can do or learn
in New York. Everything there disappoints me but the crowd,
rather, I was disappointed with the rest before I came. I have
no eyes for their churches, and what else they have to brag of.
Though I know but little about Boston, yet what attracts me in a
quiet way seems much meaner and more pretending than there—
libraries, pictures, and faces in the street. You don’t know
where any respectability inhabits, The crowd is something new
and to be attended to. It is worth a thousand Trinity Churches
and Exchanges, while it is looking at them ; and it will run over
them and trample them underfoot. There are two things I hear
and am aware I live in the neighbourhood of—the roar of the
sea and the hum of the city.”
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The following passage from a letter to his
mother shows that Thoreau’s thoughts were still
at Concord, and gives an agreeable insight into
the inner home life of his father’s household :

“16¢h August 1843.—I am chiefly indebted to your letters for
what I have learned of Concord and family news, and am very glad
when I get one. I should have liked to be in Walden woods with
you, but not with the railroad. I think of you all very often, and
wonder if you are still separated from me only by so many miles
of earth, or so many miles of memory. This life we live is a
strange dream, and I don’t believe at all any account men give
of it. Methinks I should be content to sit at the back-door
in Concord, under the poplar tree, henceforth for ever. Not
that I am homesick at all—for places are strangely indifferent
to me—but Concord is still a cynosure to my eyes, and I find
it hard to attach it, even in imagination, to the rest of the globe,
and tell where the seam is. ’

“1 fancy that this Sunday evening you are poring over some
select book, almost transcendental perchance, or else Burgh’s
Dignity or Massillon, or the Christian Examiner. Father has
just taken one more look at the garden, and is now absorbed
in Chaptelle, or reading the newspaper quite abstractedly, only
looking up occasionally over his spectacles to see how the rest
are engaged, and not to miss any newer news that may not be in
the paper. Helen has slipped in for the fourth time to learn the
very latest item. Sophia, I suppose, is at Bangor; but Aunt
Louisa, without doubt, is just flitting away to some good meeting,
to save the credit of you all.”

The railroad alluded to in the above letter was
the line from Boston to Fitchburg, which was being
constructed at this time by Irish labourers, and
passed along the west shore of Walden Pond. One
can imagine the feelings with which Thoreau heard
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of this intrusion into his favourite and most solitary
haunts. ¢ That devilish Iron Horse,” he exclaims
in Walden, “whose ear-rending neigh is heard
throughout the town, has muddied the Boiling
Spring with his foot, and he it is that has browsed
off all the woods on Walden shore; that Trojan
horse, with a thousand men in his belly, introduced
by mercenary Greeks!” But except for the actual
construction of the line, and the building of the
Railway Station, this inroad of civilisation did not
greatly affect the calm tenor of Concord life.
Though literary work had not yet come to be
regarded by Thoreau as his principal employment, his
pen was not idle during his visit to Staten Island.
He wrote some articles for the Democratic Review
and Dia/, and made some translations from the
Greek of Aschylus and Pindar. The Dza/, in spite
of the fact that its contributors wrote gratuitously,
was unable to pay its way, and the difficulties in
which it was already involved led to its discontinu-
ance in the spring of 1844. But although the trans-
cendentalist organ thus failed to win the necessary
public support, transcendentalism as a movement
was now in the heyday of its vigour. It was, as we
have seen, part of the transcendentalist creed that
every one should labour with his own hands, and;’
that men should endeavour to revert, as much as-
possible, from an artificial to a simple mode of living.
When these thoughts began to be embodied in deeds
the movement took two directions, the one towards X
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collective action, and the other towards individualism.
It was in reference to the former that Emerson wrote
to Carlyle in 1840: “We are all a little wild with
numberless projects of social reform ; not a reading
man but has a draft of a new community in his
waistcoat pocket.” The most important of such
communal projects was the famous Brook Farm ex-
periment, which was commenced in the spring of
1841, and came to an end in 1847, on which subject
the opinion of the chief transcendentalists was
divided, Margaret Fuller and George Ripley joining
heartily in the enterprise, while Emerson, Alcott,
and Thoreau stood aloof. The spread of Fourierism
in New England during these same years had led
to the establishment of “ Phalansteries,” in which
Horace Greeley and W. H. Channing took a leading
part. * He believes only or mainly,” wrote Thoreau
of Greeley in 1843, “first in the Sylvanic Associa-
tion, somewhere in Pennsylvania ; and secondly, and
most of all, in a new association, to go into operation
soon in New Jersey, with which he is connected.”
Yet another attempt at transcendental colonisation
was that made by Alcott and one or two friends in
1843, on an estate .near Harvard, which was pur-
chased® by them and named ¢ Fruitlands.” This
small colony, to which Thoreau paid a visit,
though he declined the offer of membership,
was, like most of the rest, a failure; and
in less than a year Alcott gave it up and re-
turned to Concord. Such were the essays which
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the transcendentalists made in co - operative
action.

Of the second, or individualist, method of practis-r\)\
ing the “return to nature,” Thoreau himself was
destined to be the most successful exponent. His
utter distrust of communities is very characteristic

of his independent and self-assertive temperament.
“As for these communities,” he wrote in his journal,’
“1 think I had rather keep bachelor’s hall in hell =
-than go to board in heaven. Do not think your
virtue will be boarded with you. It will never live
on the interest of your money, depénd upon it. The
boarder has no home. In heaven I hope to bake
my own bread and clean my own linen. The tomb
is the only boarding-house in which a hundred are
served at once. In the catacombs we may dwell
together and prop one another up without loss.”
But, though he had no intention of sacrificing one’,
iota of his individuality by joining a community at .
Brook Farm or elsewhere, he had for some time
been considering the feasibility of putting his prin-
ciples into practice by a temporary and tentative
withdrawal from the society of his fellow-townsmen.
This desire appears in his journal as early as 1841.
“1 want to go soon and live away by the pof,” he
wrote on December 24th, possibly with an eye to- .-
"the impending Christmas festivities, ‘“where I shall.
hear only the wind whispering among the reeds. It

1 3d March 1841.
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will be success if I shall have left myself behind.
But my friends ask what I will do when I get there.
Will it not be employment enough to watch the
progress of the seasons?” A couple of months
before the date of this entry Margaret Fuller had
written to Thoreau: “ Let me know whether you
go to the lonely hut, and write to me about Shake-
speare if you read him there.” It has already been
mentioned that Walden Pond was associated with
Thoreau’s earliest reminiscences; as a child he had
thought he would like to live there, and as a boy he
had been accustomed to come to its shores on dark
nights, and fish for the “pouts” which were sup-
posed to be attracted by the glare of a fire lit close
to the water’s edge, or, on a summer morning, to
sit and muse for hours in his boat, as it drifted where
the wind took it.

There was, however, another spot with which
he was also familiar, which came very near being
the scene of his projected hermitage. In his youth-
ful voyages up the Concord river he had noticed,
at a distance of about two miles from the village, an
old-fashioned ruinous farm-house, concealed behind
a dense grove of red maples, through which was
heard the barking of the house-dog. This was the
Hollowell Farm, the seclusion of which, if we may
trust a passage in Walden, so tempted Thoreau
that, at some period in his early manhood, he actu-
ally agreed to become its possessor. But before the
purchase was effected and the contract signed, the
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owner of the place changed his mind, and offered
Thoreau ten dollars to release him from the bargain.
“Now, to speak the truth,” says Thoreau, in his
dry, humorous manner, “I had but ten cents in the
world, and it surpassed my arithmetic to tell if I was
that man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, or
ten dollars, or all together. However, I let him
keep the ten dollars and the farm too, for I had
carried it far enough; or rather to be generous, I
sold him the farm for just what I gave for it, and, as
he was not a rich man, made him a present of ten
dollars, and still had my ten cents, and seeds, and
materials for a wheelbarrow left.”

We may surmise that in 1844, after the con-
clusion of his educational engagement in Staten
Island, he was still more decidedly bent on putting
his favourite plan into execution; and that his
thoughts now reverted to Walden woods as the
place most suitable for his purpose. Alcott’s experi-
ment at ‘ Fruitlands,” although unsuccessful in a
pecuniary sense, had doubtless stimulated Thoreau’s
inclination to a forest life; and Emerson himself,
while sceptical, in the main, as to the wisdom of
such enterprises, had bought land on both sides of
Walden Pond, with the idea of building a summer-
house. Ellery Channing, who in his youth had
made trial of a rough backwoods life, was of course
taken into his friend’s confidences respecting this
retirement to the woods. “I see nothing for you
in this earth,” he wrote in 1845, “but that field

6
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which I once christened * Briers’; go out upon that,
build yourself a hut, and there begin the grand
process of devouring yourself alive. I see no alter-
native, no other hope for you. Eat yourself up;
you will eat nobody else, nor anything else.” En-
couraged by these exhortations, and firmly trusting
the promptings of his own destiny, Thoreau deter-
mined in the spring of 1845, being now in his
twenty -eighth year, to build himself a hut on the
shore of Walden Pond and there live for such time,
and in such a manner, as might best conduce to his
intellectual and spiritual advantage. The objects
of his retirement have been so often misunderstood
that they will bear repetition in his own words :

“ 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 that I must shift for myself, I turned my face more
exclusively than ever towards 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. . . . 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. I did
not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I
wish to practise resignation unless it ‘was quite necessary. I
wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so
sturdily and Spartan-like 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,
why then to get the whole and genuine meanness of it, and
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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.”

Walden was, in fact, to Thoreau what Brook ~
Farm was to others of the transcendentalists—a
retreat suitable for philosophic meditation, and the
practice of a simpler, hardier, a,ﬂd healthier life.



CHAPTER IV
AT WALDEN

WaLDEN PonDp, on the shore of which Thoreau
determined to make his hermitage, is a small lake,
about a mile and a half south of the village of Con-
cord, surrounded by low thickly-wooded hills. It is
described by Thoreau as ““a gem of the first water,
which Concord wears in her coronet . . . a clear
and deep green well, half a mile long and a mile
and three-quarters in circumference, and containing
about sixty-one and a half acres; a perennial spring
in the midst of pine and oak woods, without any
visible inlet or outlet except by the clouds and
evaporation.” Its water, which is of a greenish-
blue colour, is so brilliantly transparent that the
bottom is visible at a depth of thirty feet, in which
respect it is unrivalled by the other ponds of the
neighbourhood, except by White Pond, which lies
some two miles westward, on the other side of
the Concord river. . Walden had doubtless in primi-
tive ages been frequented by the Indians, as was
testified by arrow-heads discoverable on its shores,
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and by dim traces of a narrow shelf-like path, “worn
by the feet of aboriginal hunters,” which ran round
the steeply-sloping bank. In the early days of the
Massachusetts colony, the dense woods, which even
in Thoreau’s memory completely surrounded the
pond, had been the haunt of fugitives and outlaws;
but, at a later period, the road from Concord to
Lincoln, which skirts the east shore of Walden, had
been dotted by the cottages and gardens of a small
hamlet, and had resounded, as Thoreau tells us,
“ with the laugh and gossip of inhabitants.” ‘Now,”
he adds, “only a dent in the earth marks the site of
these dwellings, with buried cellar-stones, and straw-
. berries, raspberries, thimbleberries, hazel-bushes,
and sumachs growing in the sunny sward there;
some pitch-pine or gnarled oak occupies what was
the chimney-nook, and a sweet-scented black-pitch,
perhaps, waves where the door-stone was.” Drink
had been the ruin of these former settlers; and the
hardy water-drinker who now came to make his
home in Walden woods took care to choose a new
and unpolluted spot for his dwelling. “I am not
aware,” he says, “that any man has ever built on
the spot which I occupy. Deliver me from a city
built on the site of a more ancient city, whose
matgrials are ruins, whose gardens cemeteries.”
The ground chosen by Thoreau for the building
of his hut was on a wood-lot belonging to Emerson
—a sloping bank at the outskirts of the forest, on
the north shore of the pond, and some thirty or
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forty yards from the water-edge. No house could
be seen from this point, the horizon being bounded
" by the woods on the opposite shore, half a mile
distant; and although the village was within easy
reach, and the newly-constructed railway was visible
on one hand, and the woodland road on the other,
there was no neighbour within a mile, and the soli-
tude was usually as complete as the strictest anchorite
could have desired. This position exactly suited
Thoreau’s requirements, since he could either pursue
his meditations undisturbed, or, if the mood took
him, pay a visit to his friends in the village, from
whose society he had no intention of permanently
banishing himself.

So one morning towards the end of March 1843,
when the approach of spring was already heralded
by the voice of song-birds and the thawing of the ice
on Walden, the ¢ Bachelor of Nature” addressed
himself to the pleasurable task of ‘“squatting” on
the selected spot. Having borrowed the favourite
axe of his friend Alcott, who warned him that it was
‘“the apple of his eye,” he began to cut down pine-
trees, and hew the timber into shape for the frame
of his hut, working leisurely each day, so as to get
the full enjoyment of his occupation, and returning
betimes to the village to sleep. After two or three
weeks spent in this labour, when the house was
framed and ready for raising, he dug his cellar in
the sand of the sloping bank, six feet square by
seven deep; and having bought the planks of a
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shanty belonging to an Irishman who worked on the
Fitchbury railroad, he transported them to the site
of the hut. Early in May he set up the frame of his
house, on which occasion—for the sake of neigh-
bourliness, as he is careful to tell us, rather than of
necessity—he accepted the assistance of some of his
friends, among whom were Alcott (to whom he
returned the axe sharper than he had received it),
George William Curtis,' a young enthusiast, fresh
from Harvard and Brook Farm, who was then
spending a year or two at Concord, having hired
himself out as an agricultural labourer, and Edmund
Hosmer, one of the leading farmers of Concord,
with whom he was on intimate terms. The hut,
- which was ten feet wide by fifteen long, with a
garret and a closet, a large window at the side, a
door at one end, and a brick fire-place at the other,
was then boarded and roofed so as to be quite rain-
proof, but during the summer months it remained
without plastering or chimney. It was the 4th of
July, or Independence Day—a significant and auspi-
cious date for the commencement of such an under-
taking—when Thoreau, who previously had been
owner of no habitations but a boat and a tent, took up
his residence in this house, which he could call his
own property, and which, as he proudly records, had
cost him but twenty-eight dollars in the building.

1 In his contribution to Homes of American Authors he refers to
Thoreau’s hut. “One pleasant afternoon a small party of us helped
him raise it—a bit of life as Arcadian as any at Brook Farm.”
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The question of *furnishing,” which is a cause
of such anxious consideration to so many worthy
householders, was solved by Thoreau with his usual
boldness and expedition. “Furniture!” he exclaims,
in an outburst of pitying wonder at the spectacle
of men who are enslaved by their own chattels.
“Thank God, I can sit and I can stand without the
aid of a furniture warehouse.” His furniture at
Walden, which was partly of his own manufacture,
consisted of “a bed, a table, a desk, three chairs, a
looking-glass three inches in diameter, a pair of
tongs and andirons, a kettle, a skillet and a frying-
pan, a dipper, a wash-bowl, two knives and forks,
three plates, one cup, one spoon, a jug for oil,
a jug for molasses, and a japanned lamp.” Curtains
he did not need, since there were no gazers to look
in on him except the sun and moon, and he had no
carpet in danger of fading, nor meat and milk to be
guarded from sunshine or moonbeam. When a
lady offered him a mat, he declined it as being too
cumbrous and troublesome an article ; he preferred
to wipe his feet on the sod outside his door. Find-
ing that three pieces of limestone which lay upon his
desk required to be dusted daily, he threw them out
of the window, determined that if he had any furni-
ture to dust, it should be “ the furniture of his mind.”
With a house thus organised, housework, instead of
being an exhausting and ever-recurring labour, was
a pleasant pastime. ‘When my floor was dirty,” he
says, ‘“I rose early, and setting all my furniture
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out of doors on the grass, bed and bedstead making
but one budget, dashed water on the floor, and
sprinkled white sand from the pond on it, and then
with a broom scrubbed it clean and white; and by
the time the villagers had broken their fast, the
morning sun had dried my house sufficiently to allow
me to move in again, and my meditations were
almost uninterrupted. It was pleasant to see my
whole household effects on the grass, making a little
pile like a gipsy’s pack, and my three-legged table,
from which I did not remove the books and pen and
ink, standing amidst the pines and hickories.”
Having thus chosen his surroundings, he was
free to choose also the most congenial manner of
life. “Every morning,” he says, “was a cheerful
invitation to make my life of equal simplicity, and I
may say, innocence, with Nature herself.” He rose
early, and took his bath in the pond, a habit which
he regarded as nothing less than “a religious exer-
cise.” “I am inclined to think bathing,” he remarks
in his journal, “almost one of the necessaries of life.
One farmer who came to bathe in Walden one
Sunday while I lived there, told me it was the first
bath he had had for fifteen years. Now what kind
of religion could his be ?” After the morning bath
came the work—or the leisure—of the day. In the
early summer, before the building was finished, he
had ploughed and planted about two and a half acres
of the light sandy soil in the neighbourhood of his
hut, the crop chiefly consisting of beans, with a few

4
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potatoes, peas, and turnips; and during this first
summer at Walden the bean-field was the chief
scene of his labours, from five o'clock till noon being
the hours devoted to the work. “I came to love
my rows, my beans, though so many more than I
wanted. But why should I raise them? Only
heaven knows. This was my curious labour all the
summer—to make this portion of the earth’s surface,
which had yielded only cinquefoil, blackberries,
johnswort, and the like before, sweet wild fruits and
pleasant flowers, produce this pulse.” Day after
day the travellers on the road from Concord to Lin-
coln would rein in their horses and pause to look
with wonder on this strange husbandman, who culti-
vated a field where all else was wild upland, who
put no manure on the soil, and continued to sow
beans at a time when others had begun to hoe.
Meantime the husbandman himself was deriving
from his rough matter-of-fact occupation a sort of
sublime transcendental satisfaction ; it was agricul-
ture and mysticism combined to which he was
devoting his bodily and mental energies. “When
my hoe tinkled against the stones, that music echoed
to the woods and the sky, and was an accompani-
ment to my labour which yielded an instant and
immeasurable crop.” What matter if, when the
pecuniary gains and losses of the season came to be
estimated, he found himself with a balance of but
eight dollars in his favour, which represented his
year'’s income from the farm? Was he not less
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anxious and more contented than his fellow-agricul-
turists of the village? “I was more independent,”
he says, “than any farmer in Concord, for I was not
anchored to a house or farm, but could follow the
bent of my genius, which is a very crooked one,
every moment. Beside being better off than they
already, if my house had been burned or my crops
had failed, I should have been nearly as well off as
before.” The following season he improved on
these results by cultivating only a third of an acre,
and using the spade instead of the plough. What-
ever money was further needed for his food and
personal expenses, he earned by occasional day-
labour in the village, for he had, as he tells us, “as
many trades as fingers.”

After a morning thus spent in work, whether

"manual or literary, he would refresh himself by a

second plunge in the pond, and enjoy an afternoon
of perfect freedom, rambling, according to his wont,
by river or forest, wherever his inclination led him.
He had also his entire days of leisure, when he
could not afford “to sacrifice the bloom of the
present moment to any work, whether of the head
or hands.” “Sometimes,” he says, “in a summer
morning, having taken my accustomed bath, I sat
in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt
in a reverie, amidst the pines, and hickories, and
sumachs, in undisturbed solitude and stillness, while
the birds sang around or flitted noiseless through
the house, until by the sun falling in at my west
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window, or the noise of some traveller's waggon
on the distant highway, I was reminded of the
lapse of time.” He was well aware that these
day-dreams must be accounted sheer idleness by
his enterprising townsmen; but of that he himself
was the best and only judge. “I grew in these
seasons like corn in the night, and they were far
. better than any work of the hands would have
been.” On moonlit evenings he would walk on
the sandy beach of the pond, and wake the echoes
of the surrounding woods with his flute.

We have seen what amount of shelter Thoreau

thought needful for his comfort; his estimate of -

what is necessary in the way of food and clothing
was conceived in the same spirit. His costume
was habitually coarse, shabby, and serviceable ; he
would wear corduroy, Channing tells us, but not
shoddy. His drab hat, battered and weather-
stained, his clothes often torn and as often mended,
his dusty cow-hide boots, all told of hard service
in field and forest, and of the unwillingness of their
wearer to waste a single dollar on the vanities of
outward appearance. He wished his garments to
become assimilated to himself, and to receive a
true impress of his character; he would not be,
like some king or nobleman, a wooden horse on
which clean clothes might be hung for a day’s
ornament. “No man,” he says, “ever stood the
lower in my estimation for having a patch in his
clothes; yet I am sure that there is greater anxiety,
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commonly, to have fashionable, or at least clean
and unpatched clothes, than to have a sound con-
science.” His diet was fully as simple and econo-
mical as his clothing; his food, while he stayed
at Walden, consisting of rice, Indian meal, potatoes,
and very rarely salt pork, and his drink of water.
He baked his own bread of rye and Indian meal,
at first procuring yeast from the village, but after-
wards coming to the conclusion that it was * simpler
and more respectable” to omit the process of
leavening. He had a strong preference at all
times for a vegetarian diet, though he would occa-
sionally catch a mess of fish for his dinner from
Walden Pond, and pleads guilty on one occasion
to having slaughtered and devoured a wood-chuck
which had made inroads on his bean field.

“There is a certain class of unbelievers,” he
says, ‘“who sometimes ask me such questions as,
if I think I can live on vegetable food alone; and
to strike at the root of the matter at once—for
the root is faith—I am accustomed to answer such,
that I can live on board nails. If they cannot
understand that, they cannot understand much that
I have to say.” The moral of it all was, according
to Thoreau’s experience, that incredibly little trouble
was necessary to provide a sufficient diet; a dish
of green sweet-corn, or even of purslane, boiled
and salted, was sometimes enough for his dinner.
“Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals a day,
if it be necessary eat but one ; instead of a hundred
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dishes, five; and reduce other things in propor-
tion.”

In November, when the summer weather was
ended and frost coming on apace, Thoreau put the
finishing touches to his house by shingling its sides,
building a fire-place and chimney, and finally
plastering the walls. Hardly was this last process
over when the winter set in with full severity,
and by the middle of December the pond was
completely frozen and the ground covered with
snow. He now began, in the full sense, to
inhabit his hermitage, his outdoor employments
being limited to collecting and chopping firewood,
while during the long evening hours he occupied
himself with the journal, which he still kept with
unfailing regularity, and which formed the basis
of his volumes on Walden and the Week on the
Concord and Merrvimac Rivers, the latter of which
was now in course of preparation. Now, too, he
had full leisure to weigh the respective merits of
society and solitude. Not only had he no neigh-
bours, but he kept no domestic animals, “neither
dog, cat, cow, pig, nor hens, so that you would
have said there was a deficiency of domestic sounds;
neither the churn, nor the spinning-whéel, ‘nor even
the singing of the kettle, nor the hissing of the urn,
nor children crying, to comfort me. Not even rats
in the wall—only squirrels on the roof and under
the floor, a whip-poor-will on the ridge-pole, a blue
jay screaming beneath the window, a hare or wood-
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chuck under the house, a screech-owl or a cat-owl
behind it, a flock of wild geese or a laughing loon
on the pond, and a fox to bark in the night.” Of
the solitude thus offered him he availed himself

~ with gratitude and profit; it was during this period
that he matured his thoughts and perfected his

literary style, so that having come to Walden with
still somewhat of the crudeness of youth, he might
leave it with the firmness and dignity of manhood.
It is, however, a mistake to suppose that
Thoreau was entirely isolated from society during
his seclusion at Walden —such had never been
his intention, and such was not, in fact, the case.
Every day or two, in winter as well as in summer,
he strolled to the village to see his relatives and
friends, and to hear the gossip of the hour, some-
times returning late at night after supper at a
friend’s house, and steering his way with difficulty
through the darkness of the Walden woods. The
Fitchburg railroad often provided him with a
pathway on these occasions; indeed, so well known
was he along the line, that the drivers of the
trains were accustomed to bow to him as to an
old acquaintance. Nor was the visiting altogether
on Thoreau’s side; for, as may well be believed,
the news of his strange retirement brought him
numerous unbidden guests, whom he received with
such hospitality as was possible in his sylvan abode.
To the simple holiday folk, who came to enjoy
themselves and make the best of their time, such
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as children and railroad men, wood -choppers,
fishermen, hunters, and even idiots from the alms-
house, he seems invariably to have extended a
hearty welcome and good fellowship; not so,
perhaps, to the dilettante reformers, prying gossips,
and sham philanthropists, whose advances he char-
acteristically resented, men who “did not know
when their visit had terminated,” though he sought
to indicate this fact to them by going about his
business again, and answering them “from greater
and greater remoteness.” ‘“One man,” he says,
“proposed a book in which visitors should write
their names, as at the White Mountains; but, alas,

I have too good a memory to make that necessary.”

He also received welcome visits from Emerson,
on whose land he was ‘squatting,” and from his
other personal friends. Ellery Channing spent a
fortnight with him in his hut at Walden, at the time
when he was building his fire-place, and was a
frequent visitor at all seasons of the year.  “The
one who came farthest to my lodge,” says Thoreau,
“ through deepest snows and most dismal tempests,
wasapoet. . . . We made that small house ring
with boisterous mirth, and resound with the murmur
of much sober talk, making amends then to Walden
vale for the long silences. . . . We made many
a ‘bran new’ theory of life over a dish of gruel,
which combined the advantages of conviviality with
the clear - headedness which philosophy requires.”
Alcott was another of his regular guests, and it
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is he who is referred to in the pages of Walden
as “one of the last of the philosophers,” the man
“of the most faith of any alive.” ‘During my
last winter at the pond,” says Thoreau, in reference
to Alcott, “there was another welcome visitor, who
at one time came from the village, through snow,
and rain, and darkness, till he saw my lamp through
the trees, and shared with me some long winter
evenings.” . On a Sunday afternoon he would some-
times be cheered by the approach of the “long-
headed farmer,” Edmund Hosmer, one of the firmest
and heartiest of his friends, and the talk would
then be of “rude and simple times, when men
sat about large fires in cold bracing weather, with
clear heads.” It will be seen from these instances
that Thoreau was by no means the misanthropic
anchorite that some have imagined him. He well
knew the value of social intercourse; but, on the
other hand, he knew also that ‘society is commonly
too cheap”; he loved at times to be alone, and
confesses that he “never found the companion that
was so companionable as solitude.”

There is some reason to suppose that the Walden
hermitage was occasionally a refuge to quite other
visitors than those who have been enumerated. It
is said that Thoreau’s hut was ‘“a station in the
great Underground Railway” for runaway slaves,!
and though Thoreau himself only mentions one

1 Essay on Thoreau in Men and Books, by R. L. Stevenson.
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visitor of this kind (“one real runaway slave, whom
I had helped to forward toward the north star”),
there is no improbability in the statement. He had
been brought up, as already mentioned, in an atmo-
sphere of abolition; his kinsfolk were all ardent
abolitionists; and he always remembered with
pleasure that he had rung the bell of the town-
hall on the occasion of a great meeting addressed
by Emerson at Concord in 1844, to celebrate the
emancipation of the English West Indian slaves.
“ The institution of American slavery,” says Chann-
ing, “was a filthy and rotten shed which Thoreau
used his utmost strength to cut away and burn
up. From first to last he loved and honoured
abolitionism. Not one slave alone was expedited
to Canada by Thoreau’s personal assistance.” It
may well be, therefore, that the hut at Walden
was a convenient station, by reason of its extreme
seclusion, for purposes of this sort, and that Thoreau
was hinting at this in his narrative of the reasons
which led him to choose that spot. “I have

/thought ” he says, ‘“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 post, and a good foundation.”

" It was in connection with Thoreau’s abolitionist
enthusiasm that a remarkable incident befell him
during his first autumn at Walden. An intensely
individualistic view of life had naturally Ied hxm




AT WALDEN 99

as it led Alcott and some other transcendentalists,
to the adoption of anarchist doctrines, and he

heartily accepted and endorsed the dictum that
“that government is best which governs not at-
.all,” His deep disapproval of the foreign policy

of the United States in their war with Mexico,
and his still stronger detestation of the sanction
given by Government to negro slavery at home,
had the effect of spurring his latent discontent
into a sense of active personal antagonism to the
State and its representatives, and he felt that some-
thing more than a verbal protest was demanded
from those who, like himself, were required to
show their allegiance in the form of taxes. («I
meet this American Government, or its repre-
sentative the State Government, directly, and face
to face, once a year—no more—in the person of
its tax-gatherer. . . . If a thousand men were not
to pay their tax-bills this year, that would not be
a violent and bloody measure, as it would be to
pay them, and enable the State to commit violence
and shed innocent blood.” ‘)

So when his “civil neighbor,” the tax-gatherer,
came to Thoreau for the poll-tax, it was refused
(as the church-tax had been refused by him in
1838) on the ground that he did not care to trace
the course of his dollar “till it buys a man, or a
musket to shoot one with.” To the anxious inquiry

1 Essay on Civil Disobedience, 1849.
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of the tax-gatherer what he was to do under these
perplexing circumstances, the answer returned was
that if he really wished to do anything, he should
resign his office. The first difficulty of this kind
had arisen, as we have seen, in 1843, when
Alcott, who was probably acting in conjunction
with Thoreau, was arrested for his refusal to pay
tax; but it was not till 1845 that the State pro-
ceeded against the younger, and, as it was pre-
sumably thought, less important offender. One
afternoon, when Thoreau chanced to have gone
in from Walden to the village to get a shoe from
the cobbler’s, he was intercepted and lodged in
the town jail. “Henry, why are you here?”
were_the words of Emerson, when he came to
visit his friend in this new place of retirement.
Why are you ot ‘here ?”_was the_

prisoner, who held that. u.nder-an—u-nj-use—Govem——-
ment, a prison-cell was the right abode for a just |

man. A humorous account of the night he spent
in prison, and of the fellow-criminals he met there,
was afterwards written by Thoreau. ‘It was like
travelling,” he tells us, “into a far country, such
as I had never expected to behold, to lie there
for one night. It seemed to me that [ had never
heard the town-clock strike before, nor the evening
sounds of the village, for we slept with the windows
open, which were inside the grating. It was a

1 The date is wrongly given in Emerson’s Memoir as 1847.
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closer view of my native town. I was fairly in-
side of it. I never had seen its institutions before.
I began to comprehend what its inhabitants were
about.” The next morning he was discharged,
some friend—probably Emerson—having paid the
tax without his consent—a somewhat tame con-
clusion of the dispute on which he had not
reckoned, but which he accepted with his usual

“znsouciance. He proceeded straight from the prison

door, among the meaning glances of his fellow-
townsmen, to finish the errand in which he had
been interrupted overnight, and having put on his
mended shoe, was soon in command of a huckle-
berry party, on a hill two miles from Concord,
from which spot, as he characteristically remarked,
‘“ the State was nowhere to be seen.”

Meanwhile, as the seasons passed on, the daily
walks on which Thoreau had from his boyhood
set such store were by no means forgotten ; hermit
though he might be, he was still above all things
the poet-naturalist. “No weather,” he says in
Walden, * interfered fatally with my walks, or
rather my going abroad, for I frequently tramped
eight or ten miles through the deepest snow to
keep an appointment with a beech-tree, or a yellow-
birch, or an old acquaintance among the pines.”

In 1847 he had some correspondence and personal v/

intercourse with Agassiz, who had come to the
States in the preceding autumn, and paid more
than one visit to Concord. On several occasions
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collections of fishes, turtles, and various local faxna
were sent to Agassiz by Thoreau, of whose know-
ledge and observation the great naturalist formed
a high opinion. In one way, however, Thoreau
differed widely from other members of the same pro-
fession, for, though a naturalist, he had discarded
the use of the gun and the trap before he lived
in the woods, his field-glass being the only weapon
of attack which he now carried in his excursions.
“As for fowling,” he says, “during the last years
that I carried a gun my excuse was that I was
studying ornithology, and sought only new or rare
birds, but I confess that I am now inclined to think
that there is a finer way of ornithology than this.
It.requires so much closer attention to the habits
of the birds that, if for that reason only, I have
been willing to omit the gun.” Fishing was the
only sport which he did not abandon, and even
on this point his conscience was already uneasy,
and he had discovered that he could not fish ‘ with-
out falling a little in self-respect.” Nevertheless
the hunting instinct, restrained for the time, was
still dormant in him, and was ready to break out
on occasion. “ He confessed,” says Emerson, ¢ that
he sometimes felt like a hound or a panther, and, if
born among Indians, would have been a fell hunter.
But, restrained by the Massachusetts culture, he
played out the game in the mild form of botany
and ichthyology.” During all his walks over the
fields and forests of the Walden neighbourhood
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in which he was absent for hours, and sometimes °
days together, he never fastened the door of his
hut; yet he never missed anything but a volume
of Homer, and ““was never molested by any person
but those who represented the State.” His longest
absence from Walden seems to have been the
fortnight he spent in Maine, in September 1846,
when, in company with a cousin who was residing
at Bangor, he explored the recesses of the. Maine
woods, ascended the mountain Ktaadn, and made
personal acquaintance with some of the native
Indian hunters, whose habits he was never weary
of studying.

Thus two summers and two winters passed by,
fruitful in quiet meditation and ripening experience,
though offering few incidents which call for special
remark. When the summer of 1847 had arrived,
he began to feel that the object for which he
retired to Walden was now sufficiently accom-
plished, and that it was time for him to return

to the more social atmosphere of the village. His_}-

period of retirement had not been wasted or mis-
spent, for he had learnt by his experiment two
great lessons concerning the practical life and
the spiritual. First, ““that to maintain one’s self
on this earth is not a hardship but a pastime,
if we will live simply and wisely,” it being his
own experience that he could meet all the expenses
of the year by six weeks of work. Secondly,
“ that if one advances confidently in the direction
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of his dreams, and endeavours to live the life
which he has imagined, he will meet with a success
unexpected in common hours; in proportion as he
simplifies his life the laws of the universe will
appear less complex, and solitude will not be
solitude, nor poverty poverty, nor weakness weak-
ness.” He had put his transcendental philosophy
to the test, and the result had not disappointed
him; he- was no longer the ¢ parcel of vain
strivings” which he had pictured himself in his
youthful poem, but he had now firm ground be-
neath his feet, and a clear object towards which
to direct his course in the future.

On 6th September 1847 he left Walden, and
again took up his residence in his father’s house-
hold at Concord. “I left the woods,” he says,
“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.” “Why did I leave the woods?” he wrote
in his journal a few years later. “I do not think
that I can tell. I do not know any better how I
came to go there. I have often wished myself
back. Perhaps I wanted change. There was a
little stagnation, it may be, about two o’clock in
the afternoon. Perhaps if I lived there much

longer, 1 might live there for ever. One might -

think twice before he accepted heaven on such
terms.” So he quitted this heaven of transcendental
seclusion, to return to the purgatory of village
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society. The hut in which he had spent so many
pleasant hours became the habitation of a Scotch
gardener; a few years later it was bought by a
farmer, and removed to another quarter of the
Concord township, where it was used as a small
granary and tool-house till some time after the
death of its architect and original inhabitant.
Walden, the most famous of Thoreau's volumes,
which contains the account of his life in the
woods, was not published till 1854. That this
most characteristic . episode . of _his life, which, as
Emerson observes, “was quite native and fit for
him,” should be a cause of wonder and mis-
understanding to the majority of his readers and
fellow-citizens, was, perhaps, only to be expected.
Mention is made in one of the later diaries of an
acquaintance of Emerson’s who was much interested
in Walden, but who was convinced that the book
was nothing more than a satire and jex desprit,
written solely for the amusement of the passing
moment,—a misconception of the whole spirit of
Thoreau’s life, which is scarcely more wide of the
mark than are some of the judgments passed on
the Walden experiment in more recent criticism.
“ His shanty life,” says Mr. Lowell, ““was a mere
impossibility, so far as-his own conception of it
‘'goes, as an entire independency of mankind. The
tub of Diogenes had a sounder bottom.”! But

1 The author of the article on Thoreau in the Encyclopadia
Britannica falls into a similar error, when he states that Thoreau was
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there is not the slightest indication that Thoreau
was thinking of an “entire independency of man-
kind” ; he was simply adopting-a more independent
way of living than that which custom enjoins.
And even this was only temporary and personal ;
he expressly disclaims any wish “to prescribe rules
to strong and valiant natures who will mind their
own affairs,” and merely begs his readers to accept
such portions of his story as apply to them. The
humour which is everywhere mingled with the
seriousness of the Walden episode ought to preserve
it from the absurdity of a strictly literal interpreta-
tion, though, as an example and experiment, its
serious import is also unmistakable enough. The
fact that this enterprise of Thoreau’s, as described
in his Waldern, has been an encouragement and
help to many persons, both in America and
England, to live a simpler and saner life, is of
itself sufficient testimony to the success of his
endeavours.’

It is necessary, however, if we would under-
stand Thoreau aright, to appreciate carefully the
importance of his sojourn at Walden in relation
to the rest of his career. It seems to be sometimes
forgotten that the period of his retirement was
only two years out of the twenty of his adult life,

“desirous of proving to himself and others that man could be as
independent of mankind as the nest-building bird.” So, too, Prof.
Nichol, in his American Literature.

1 The true significance of Thoreau’s retirement to Walden is well
brought out in Zkoreau, kis Life and Aims, by H. A. Page.
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and that it is therefore an injustice to him to
connect his work too exclusively with Walden, or
to speak of that episode as containing the sum
and substance of his philosophical belief. It was
a time of self-probation rather than an attempt to
influence others, a trial rather than an expression
of his transcendental ideas; he was under thirty
years of age when he went to Walden, had pub-
lished no volumes, and was altogether unknown
except to a limited dircle of his fellow-townsmen.
On the other hand, it must be noted that this
was the time when his thoughts ripened, and his
ethical creed assumed a definite form, and that his
residence in the woods was not only the most
striking, because the most picturesque, incident in
his life, but also gave a determining direction to
his later career. He was a student when he came
to Walden ; when he returned to Concord he was

‘a teacher.

. And now, at this critical point in Thoreau’s
story, it may be well to interrupt for a time the
external narrative of his life, in order to show
what manner of man he was, in appearance,
character, sympathies, studies, and other personal
traits, when he thus came forward to preach to an
inattentive world his ideal gospel of Simplicity.



CHAPTER V
PERSONALITY AND CHARACTER

THE personality of Thoreau was one which seldom
failed to arrest the attention of those who met him.
“ He was short of stature,” says a writer who visited
him a few years after he left Walden,! “well built,
and such a man as I have fancied Julius Cesar to
have been. Every movement was full of courage and
repose ; the tones of his voice were thase of Truth
herself; and there was in his eye the pure bright
blue of the New England sky, as there was sunshine
in his flaxen hair. He had a particularly strong
aquiline Roman nose, which somehow reminded me
of the prow of a ship.” This description is fully
corroborated by that given by Ellery Channing,
who, from his long and intimate acquaintance with
Thoreau, could speak with peculiar authority. “His
face, once seen, could not be forgotten. The features
were quite marked : the nose aquiline, or very
Roman, like one of the portraits of Caesar (more

1 Moncure Conway, Fraser, April 1866,
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like a beak, as was said) ; large overhanging brows
above the deepest-set blue eyes that could be seen,
in certain lights, and in others gray—eyes express-
ive of all shades of feeling, but never weak or
near-sighted ; the forehead not unusually broad or
high, full of concentrated energy or purpose ; the
mouth with prominent lips, pursed up with meaning
and thought when silent, and giving out when
open a stream of the most varied and unusual and
instructive sayings. His whole figure had an active
earnestness, as if he had no moment to waste. Even
in the boat he had a wary, transitory air, his eyes on
the outlook—perhaps there might be ducks, or the
Blondin turtle, or an otter, or sparrow.” From 1840
to 1860 Thoreau’s figure must have been a very
familiar one to his fellow - townsmen of Concord,
since he was abroad in all weathers and at all hours,
a noticeable man with his sloping shoulders, *his
eyes bent on the ground, his long swinging gait, his
hands perhaps clasped behind him, or held closely
at his side, the fingers made into a fist.” The in-
domitable spirit that animated his whole character
was written unmistakably in his personal appearance.
‘*“ How deep and clear is the mark that thought sets
upon a man’s face!” was the exclamation of one
who saw him for the first time.

The homeliness of Thoreau’s mode of dress has
already been noticed, and this, during his more
lengthy walks or excursions, often led to strange
errors as to his object and vocation. In Cape Cod
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and elsewhere he was several times mistaken for a
pedlar, and on board a steamboat on the Hudson
river he was once asked for a ‘“chaw o’ baccy” by
a bystander, who took him for a shipmate. It is
said that his speech “had always a éu»» in it”
owing to his peculiar pronunciation of the letter 7 ;
but all his oddities of appearance and manner were
soon forgotten under the singular charm of his con-
versation, the power of which is attested by all who
knew him. He himself says, in a passage of his
diary, that his doz-mots were the “ripe, dry fruit of
long past experience,” which fell from him easily
without giving him either pain or pleasure. This
experience was not gathered, as is usually the case,
by foreign travel or a varied manner of life, but by
shrewd native sense and keen practical insight.
There was a wonderful fitness, Emerson tells us,
between his body and mind. He was expert as a
walker, swimmer, runner, rower, and in all outdoor
employments ; he could measure any given distance
or height by foot or eye with extraordinary precision,
could estimate the exact weight of anything put into
his hands, and from a box containing a bushel or
more of loose pencils could take up just a dozen
pencils at every grasp.

He has sometimes been called an gsce}g_ but if

he seldom used flesh or wine, tea or coffee, and other
supposed ‘‘necessaries” of diet, this abstinence was
assuredly due to the fact that he found he thus
increased, rather than diminished, the pleasure of
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existence. The rare delicacy of his nature showed
itself in his abhorrence of every form of sensuality or
grossness, and in his expressed desire to live “as
tenderly and daintily as one would pluck a flower.”
Yet seldom has there been a greater lover of healthy
physical life;; “we need pray for no higher heaven,”
he says, “than the pure senses can furnish, a purely
sensuous life.” The keenness of his senses was extra-
ordinary, and the perceptions of colour, sound, smell,
and taste are always spoken of in his diaries as
luxuries for which he can never be sufficiently grateful.
“Colour,” says Channing, “was a treat to Thoreau ;
he saw the seasons and the landscapes through their
colours ; and all hours, and fields, and woods spoke
in varied hues, which impressed him with sentiment.”
“God's voice,” says Thoreau, “is but a clear bell
~sound. I drink in a wonderful health, a cordial, in .
sound. The effect of the slightest tinkling in the
horizon measures my own soundness. I thank God
for sound. I think I will not trouble myself for any
wealth when I can be so cheaply enriched.” Music
had at all times a peculiar attraction for him (he was
himself a skilful player on the flute), and is repeatedly
mentioned in the diaries and letters as one of the
supreme delights of life. The musical-box, given
him by Richard Fuller, an old college friend, was
a great pleasure to him, as we have seen from
some passages in his letters. “I could go about
the world,” he says, “listening for the strains of
music.” And again: “ When I hear music I fear
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no danger; I am invulnerable; I see no foe; I am
related to the earliest times, and to the latest. [
hear music below; it washes the dust off my life
and everything I look at. The field of my life
becomes a boundless plain, glorious to tread, with no
death or disappointment at the end of it.” The faint
musical hum of the telegraph wires along the railroad
which he often used as a pathway is the subject of
several passages in the journal. “When the tele-
graph harp trembles and wavers, I am most affected,
as if it were approaching to articulation. It sports
so with my heart-strings. When the harp dies away
a little, then I revive for it. It cannot be too faint.
I almost envy the Irish whose shanty in the Cut is
so near that they can hear this music daily, standing
at their door.” So, too, of the other senses. ¢ Me-
thinks,” he writes in the journal, ‘“that I possess
the sense of smell in greater perfection than usual,
and have the habit of smelling every plant I pluck.”
And again, in Walden, “1 have been thrilled to
think that I owed a mental perception to the com-

monly gross sense of taste, that I have been inspired

through the palate, that some berries which I had
eaten on a hill-side had fed my genius.”

But, if we wish to discover the central and dis-
tinctive quality of Thoreau's character, we must look
beyond the above-mentioned faculties to the inner
secret of his power—the ideality that dominated
all his thoughts and actions. He was a transcend-
entalist in a far deeper and more literal sense than
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the majority of those who bore that name. This
point is admirably stated by Emerson in his brief
memoir :

“ His robust sense, armed with stout hands, keen perceptions,
and strong will, cannot yet account for the superiority which
shone in his simple and hidden life. I must add the cardinal
fact that there was an excellent wisdom _in him, proper to a rare
class of men, which sh i i

.and symbol, This discovery, which sometimes yields to poets a

certain casual and interrupted light, serving for the ornament
of their writing, was in him an unsleeping_insight ; and whatever
faults or obstructions of temperament might cloud it, he was not
disobedient to the heavenly vision. This was the muse and
genius that ruled his opinions, conversation, studies, work, and
course of life. This made him a searching judge of men. At
first glance he measured his companion, and though insensible
to some fine traits of culture, could very well report his weight
and calibre. And this made the impression of genius which his
conversation often gave.”

It was this uncompromising ideality that gave to
his character a certain external coldness and remote-
ness. ‘I love Henry,” said one of his friends,
“but I cannot like him; and as for taking his arm,
I should as soon think of taking the arm of an
elm-tree.” The misunderstandings thus generated
were keenly felt by Thoreau himself, who rightly
attributes them to his own extreme sensibility and
exacting disposition. “If I have not succeeded in
my friendships,” he says in his journal! “it was
because I demanded more of them, and did not put
up with what I could get; and I got no more partly

1 1st February 1852.
8
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because I gave so little. I must be dumb to those
who do not, as I believe, appreciate my actions, not
knowing the springs of them.” There are a number
of such passages in the diaries (perhaps not to be
taken very literally), in which his over - sensitive
nature seems to be tormented by unnecessary doubts
as to his relations with his friends, and this rigid
strictness of ideal is especially observable in his
essays on Love and Friendship, the latter of which
forms a portion of one of the best-known chapters
in the Week. It has been suggested, however, with
a certain amount of probability, that the tone of
- Thoreau’s utterances on this subject was largely
affected by his own early disappointment in love,
and that his stoical discourse on Friendship was in
reality “an anodyne to lull his pains.”! It is only
fair to add that Ellery Channing, who, as Thoreau’s
most intimate friend, should be an authority on this
point, asserts positively that the essay on Friend-
ship was “ poetical and romantic,” and that to read
it literally would be to accuse its author of stupidity.
“The living actual friendship and affection,” says
Channing, “which makes time a reality, no one
knew better. He meant friendship, and meant
nothing else, and stood by it without the slightest
abatement.” How deeply Thoreau valued the
society of true friends is also apparent from his
own words. ‘“What a difference, whether in all

1 Mr. R. L. Stevgnson : Preface to Men and Books.
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your walks you meet only strangers, or in one house
is one who knows you, and whom you know. To
have a brother or a sister! To have a gold mine
on your farm! To find diamonds in the gravel-
heaps before your door! How rare these things
are!” Thus it was that the very value which
Thoreau set on his friendships was his chief diffi-
culty in maintaining them, their rarity being to him
the measure of their worth; so that, with a few
exceptions, he turned to nature for what he could
not find in man. “If I am too cold,” he says, “for
human friendships, I trust I shall not be too cold’
for natural influences. It appears to be a law that|
you cannot have a deep sympathy with both man
and nature. Those qualities which bring you near
to the one estrange you from the other.” It has
been well said of Thoreau that his affections were
deep but not expansive.

What has been said of Thoreau’s capacity for
friendship holds good also of his general capacity for
social intercourse ; it has been remarked by Emer-
son that “the severity of his ideal interfered to
deprive him of a healthy sufficiency of human
society.” Himself animated by a dauntless spirit of
independence and self-help, he could scarcely sym-
pathise with the foibles and weaknesses of ordinary
men and women, nor feel pity for the petty sufferings
and ailments that resulted therefrom. We are told
by Channing that ‘“he wasted none of his precious
jewels, his moments, upon epistles to the class of
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Rosa Matilda invalids, some of whom, like leeches,
fastened upon his horny cuticle, but did not draw ”;
he was convinced that men had no miseries to com-
plain of “except those of indigestion and laziness,
manufactured to their own order.” If he appeared
at times cold and unsympathetic, it was because he
viewed life from a different standpoint from that of the
average man. ‘ My acquaintances,” he says, ‘“some-
times imply that I am too cold, but each thing is
warm enough for its kind. Cold! I am most sen-
sible of warmth in winter days. It is not that I am
too cold, but that our warmth and coldness are not
of the same nature. Hence when I am absolutely
warmest, I may be coldest to you.” In nature
Thoreau could enjoy the warmth and comfort of
which his neighbours imagined him to be destitute ;
the wildness of nature was “a kind of thoroughwort
and boneset” to his intellect. Finding, therefore,
that ordinary society was ““not often so instructive ”
as the silence it broke, he preferred to spend his
leisure time in the forests and meadows. “Itis as
if I always met in those places some grand, serene,
immortal, infinitely encouraging, though invisible,
companion, and walked with him. There, at last,
my nerves are steadied, my senses and my mind do
their office.” While admitting the limitations -of
Thoreau's character, one cannot avoid the convic-
tion that in thus courting solitude in preference to
society he was following the inevitable bent of his
natural genius.
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To a man of this temperament, who needed
leisure, breathing-space, and elbow-room, and could
not endure to be shut up in polite drawing-rooms
and dining-rooms, where the guests jostled each
other, mentally and bodily, and where all true
individuality was hidden and wasted, the frivolities
and formalities of conventional society could not be
otherwise than a burden and an irritant. Under
such conditions he became contradictory and pug-
nacious, and marred the course of conversation by
the promptitude with which he negatived every
proposition that might be advanced, most of all
when he detected any signs of hypocrisy, foppish-
ness, or dilettantism. “His mental appearance,”
says Channing, ‘“at times almost betrayed irrita-
bility ; his words were like quills on the fretful
porcupine. Like a cat, he would curl up his spine
and spit at a fop or monkey, and despised those who
were running well downhill to damnation.” He
had an especial dislike for the cant of self-seeking
reformers and self-styled philanthropists, who would
not keep their distance, but rubbed their neighbours
“with the greasy cheek of their kindness,” and has’
put on record an inimitable description of one of
these gentry whose acquaintance he made in his
father’s house at Concord. “It was difficult to keep
clear of the slimy benignity with which he sought to
cover you, before he took you fairly into his bowels.
He addressed me as Henry within one minute from
the first time I laid eyes on him; and when I spoke,
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he said with sultry, drawling sympathy, ¢ Henry, I
know all you would say, I understand you perfectly ;
you need not explain anything to me.’” The sharp
sayings, and still more ‘‘accusing silences,” as
Emerson terms them, which Thoreau dealt out to
all pretentious personages, had, of course, the effect
of getting him the reputation of cynicism and mis-
anthropy ; those readers, however, who rightly
appreciate his character, will distinguish between
the normal churlishness, which certainly was not one
of his failings, and the occasional acridity of speech
which he deliberately adopted in his intercourse
with his fellow-citizens. “If he had any affectation
in his sincere and aspiring nature,” writes one who
knew him well,! “it was a sort of inherited petu-
lance, that covered a sensitive and affectionate
nature, easily wounded by the scornful criticism
which his new departure sometimes brought upon
him.” “I do not wish to flatter my townsmen,”
says Thoreau in Walden, “nor to be flattered by
them, for that will not advance either of us; we
need to be provoked—goaded like oxen, as we are,
into a trot.” By the habit of applying this intel-
lectual stimulus to sluggish minds, he was too often
led into exaggerated and paradoxical statements—a
danger which he himself noticed and deplored.
“ My companion tempts me to certain licences of
speech, to reckless and sweeping expressions, which

1 Mr. Edward Hoar, of Concord.
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I am wont to regret that I have used. I find that I
have used more harsh, extravagant, and cynical
expressions concerning mankind and individuals
than I intended. I find it difficult to make to him
a sufficiently moderate statement. I think it is
because I have not his sympathy in my sober and
constant view. He asks for a paradox, an eccentric
statement, and too often I give it him.”

To style Thoreau a misanthrope is to misunder-
stand his whole nature, and to do him a great
injustice. He loved to study all forms of innocent
and healthy character, and in one of his works he
quotes, as specially applicable to himself, Terence’s
famous maxim of regard for our common humanity.
“I love,” he says in the Week, “to see the herd of '
men feeding heartily on coarse and succulent plea-
sures, as cattle on the husks and stalks of vegetables.
Though there are many crooked and crabbed speci
mens of humanity among them, run all to thorn an
rind, and crowded out of shape by adverse circu
stances, yet fear not that the race will fail or wav
in them.” Had Thoreau been the mere fastidious
recluse that some critics have supposed him, he
could not have drawn his sympathetic and humorous
sketches of the sturdy Concord farmers, or of the
hearty unsophisticated wood-chopper by whom he
was visited at Walden, or of the aged brown-coated
fisherman who haunted the banks of the Musketa-
quid, or of the drunken Dutchman on board a New
York steamboat, or of the merry old oysterman who
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gave him hospitality at Cape Cod. For idealist and
enthusiast though he was, he possessed a true le_in
of humour, which is none the less piquant because it
is expressed in a manner so dry, pithy, and laconic.
It is pleasant, too, to note that the gravity which
was habitual with the hermit and philosopher could
melt, when occasion arose, into merriment and good-
fellowship, and that when he laughed “ the operation
was sufficient to split a pitcher.” He was fond of
playing on his flute, and would at times sing “ Tom
Bowling” and other nautical songs with much gusto
and animation ; and it is even recorded that he once
or twice startled his friends by performing an impro-
vised dance.

Reference has already been made to his sym-
pathy with children, and his remarkable power of
interesting and amusing them. He would tell them
stories, sing to them, and play on his flute, or per-
form various pieces of jugglery for their entertain-
ment—an accomplishment which he had probably
learnt from his eccentric uncle, Charles Dunbar, in
whose oddities he always took much interest. But
it was in the huckleberry expeditions that his ser-
vices were in greatest request, for then he would
drive the hay-cart in which the children journeyed
to the hills where the berries abounded,—and who
knew each knoll and dingle so intimately as
Thoreau ?—*“leading the frolic with his jokes and
laughter as they jolted along.” When we read the
delightful accounts of his kindness and helpfulness

— Na
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on these occasions, we know how to estimate the
charges of misanthropy and churlishness. ‘Though
shy of general society,” says the writer of the
reminiscences in JFraser, *“ Thoreau was a hero
among children, and the ¢aptain of their excursions.
He was the sine qua non of the Concord huckle-
berry party, which is in that region something of an
institution. To have Thoreau along with them was
to be sure of finding acres of bushes laden with the
delicious fruit. . . . A child stumbles and falls,
losing his carefully gathered store of berries;
Thoreau kneels beside the weeping unfortunate,
and explains to him and to the group that nature
has made these little provisions for next year's
crop. If there were no obstacles, and little boys did
not fall occasionally, how would berries be scattered
" and planted? and what would become of huckle-
berryings? He will then arrange that he who has
thus suffered for the general good shall have the first
chance at the next pasture.”

The severity of Thoreau's ideal was not less
conspicuous in matters of business than in his rela-
tions towards his friends. He was absolutely and
austerely faithful to his inner sense of right, keeping
his engagements with stern regularity, and never
failing in the full discharge of his duty to those who
engaged him as surveyor or handicraftsman, laying
out, as Channing expresses it, *“every molecule of
fidelity upon his employer’s interests.” Himself
thus inflexible in his probity, he expected and
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exacted a corresponding uprightness in others; and
where this was not exhibited, he made no polite pre-
tence of concealing his dissatisfaction. “He was a
man,” says John Burroughs,! “so thoroughly de-
voted to principle and to his own aims in life, that
he seems never to have allowed himself one in-
different or careless moment ; he was always making
the highest demands upon himself and upon others.”
No meanness, hypocrisy, or dishonesty, whether on
the part of rich or poor, could escape the rigorous
censure of “that terrible Thoreau,” as his acquaint-
ances called him ; nor would he waste on thriftless
applicants one cent of the money which he had
earned by his own conscientious labours. He main-
tained sincerity to be the chief of all virtues. “The
old mythology,” he wrote, “is incomplete without a
god or a goddess of sincerity, on whose altars we
might offer up all the products of our farms, our
workshops, and our studies. This is the only
panacea.”

“A Yankee stoic” is a term that has been
happily applied to Thoreau. Though cosmopolitan
in his philosophical views, he was American to the
backbone in sentiment and manner, and did not
study to conceal his indifference or aversion for
English and European fashions. He possessed in
large measure the American qualities of self-con-
sciousness and self-assertion, and avows in Walden

1 The Century, July 1882.
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his intention “to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the
morning,” in order to wake up his neighbours. “As
a true patriot,” he says elsewhere, “I should be

. ashamed to think that Adam in Paradise was more

favourably situated on the whole than the back-
woodsman in this country.” And as America was
the most favoured of countries, so did he extol his
native Concord as the most favoured of towns.
This preference, however, was not due, as some
have supposed, to mere parochialism and narrowness
of mind—for parochialism, the study of the little
instead of the great, was certainly not one of
Thoreau’s failings—but was, as Emerson has pointed
out, a half-serious half-humorous way of reasserting
the old stoical maxim that all places are the same to
a wise man, and that “the best place for each is
where he stands.” On the same principle, being
asked at table what dish he preferred, he is said to
have answered, “ The nearest.”

Not even the suspicion of provincial prejudice
can attach to Thoreau’s literary tastes. It is true
that his earnest practical mind could not relish
the subtleties of metaphysical works, the dulness
of moral treatises, or the floweriness of romance;
and he was usually averse to reading the magazines
and journals of the day, the “news” in which he
was interested being other than that which news-
papers report. But he read largely and widely
nevertheless, and his discrimination never deterior-
ated into fastidiousness and partiality. The class
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of books which he most highly valued was un-
doubtedly the ‘‘sacred scriptures,” as he calls
them, of the poets and philosophers of Persia
and India—the Bhagvat Geeta, Vishnu Sarma,
Laws of Menu, Saadi, and other ‘“bibles” of the
old Oriental religions. These he studied chiefly
in French and German translations, which he
accumulated with such zeal that he is said to
have had the best library of such books in the
country; and this was supplemented, in 1855, by
a handsome present of volumes in English, French,
Latin, Greek, and Sanscrit, sent him by Mr.
Cholmondeley, a young English friend. There
are numerous citations from these ancient writings
in Thoreau’s own works, and so great was his
reverence for them that he jealously asserted
their claim to the title of “scriptures” in common
with those of Jewish origin. When a young
visitor from Harvard College informed him that
he was studying “the Scriptures” Thoreau quickly
retorted, “But whick?” “It would be worthy
of the age,” he says in his Week, ‘“to print
together the collected Scriptures or Sacred Writ-
ings of the several nations, the Chinese, the
Hindoos, the Persians, the Hebrews, and others,
as the Scripture of mankind. Such a juxtaposition
and comparison might help to liberalise the faith
of men. This would be the Bible, or Book of
Books, which let the missionaries carry to the
uttermost parts of the earth.”
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Thoreau’s classical studies were not confined
to his early years, but were fully maintained in
after-life, Homer, Aschylus, Virgil, and the poets
of the Greek Anthology being his chief favourites.
Classical learning is eulogised in both the Week
and Walden, as being the most heroic and tran-
quillising of all branches of reading. “I know
of no studies so composing as those of the classical
scholarr, When we have sat down to them, life
seems as still and serene as if it were very far
off, and I believe it is not habitually seen from
any common platform so truly and unexaggerated
as in the light of literature.” *The value of the
classic languages,” says one who knew Thoreau
well! “was never better exemplified than in their
influence on his training. They were real
‘humanities’ to him, linking him with the great
memories of the race, and with high intellectual
standards, so that he could never, like some of
his imitators, treat literary art as a thing unmanly
and trivial. I remember how that fine old classical
scholar, the late John Glen King, of Salem,
used to delight in Thoreau as being ‘the only
man who thoroughly loved both nature and
Greek.’” His reading in Greek and Latin in-
cluded not only the ‘‘classics” proper, but many
old-fashioned authorities on agriculture and natural
history, such as Aristotle, Alian, Theophrastus,
Cato, Varro, and Pliny.

1 T. Wentworth Higginson : Skort Studies of American Authors.
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His respect for Linnzus was, according to
Channing, “transcendent.” He furthermore loved
to study Froissart and the old-fashioned chronicles,
and such voyages as those of Drake and Purchas,
with any books of travel that came in his way.
Among poets the old English worthies were most
to his liking; he read and appreciated old ballad-
writers, Chaucer, Spenser, Ossian, Herbert, Cowley,
Quarles, and, above all others, Milton, whose
“Lycidas” was often on his lips. For modern
writers he cared comparatively little, the chief
exceptions being Goethe, Wordsworth, Coleridge,

Ruskin, and Carlyle. He admired Ruskin, but -

thought him somewhat bigoted, finding in him,
as he expressed it, “too much about art for me
and the Hottentots.” For Carlyle he felt and
expressed the sincerest admiration, as may be
seen in the essay which he contributed to Grakam's
Magazine in 1847. He was, if Emerson’s verdict
may be trusted, a good reader and critic. “He
would pass by many delicate rhythms, but he
" would have detected every live stanza or line in
a volume, and knew very well where to find an
equal poetic charm in prose.” All his reading
was done with a pen or pencil in his hand, and
he had separate notebooks in which to jot down
either facts or poetry.
There was another and wholly different branch
of reading to which Thoreau devoted a considerable
portion of his time —the records of the native
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Indian tribes, which he extracted with much labour
and research from the histories of the Jesuit mission-
aries, the early New England chroniclers, and
various other sources of information. Everything
connected with the Indians had a strange interest
and fascination for him; he noted and admired
their natural instinct of woodcraft, their immobility
and self-possession, and their mysterious sense of
remoteness to the white man; he several times
visited Maine in order to study their language
and habits, and never failed to converse with the
wandering parties who sometimes pitched their
tents for a few weeks on the banks of the Con-
cord river. His collection of Indian relics had
been commenced while he was still a youth, and
the soil of Concord—an old settlement of Indian

_tribes—was rich in these treasures, arrow-heads,

pottery, and stone implements being often turned
up by the plough. Regularly every spring, when
the fields had been washed bare by rains and
thawing snow, would Thoreau set out to gather
his crop of arrow-heads, and his extraordinary keen-
ness of sight in detecting these relics was often
a cause of wonder to less observant minds. “I
do not see where you find your Indian arrow-
heads,” once remarked the companion of his walk.
“Here is one,” replied Thoreau on the instant,
picking one up and presenting it to his astonished
friend.

This remarkable sympathy, on the part of one
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of the most advanced of modern thinkers, with the
spirit of a savage and decaying race is accounted
for by Thoreau’s strong natural inclination to the
uncultivated and wild. “There is in my nature,”
he avows, “a singular yearning to all wildness”;
he saw in wildness the universal tonic of life, the
“preservation of the world”; “life consists with
wildness ; the most alive is the wildest.” He loved
the sea and all desert places; preferred the wild
apple to the cultured orchard, and the dreariest
swamp to the most fragrant garden;-and it cheered
him to see the young forest-pines springing up anew
in the fertile corn-land. The Indian, the human
representative of wild life in New England, thus
attracted his sympathies, just as the sympathies
of George Borrow were attracted to the roaming
gipsy tribes. “We talk of civilising the Indian,”
he says, “but that is not the name for his improve-
ment. By the wary independence and aloofness of
his dim forest life he preserves his intercourse with
his native gods, and is admitted from time to time
to a rare and peculiar society with nature.”

This inclination of Thoreau to wild nature was
not, as some critics have suggested, a symptom
of an unhealthy temperament, but rather a method
of retaining the excellent soundness of his mind.
« His whole life,” it has been said,’ “was a search
for the doctor.” This was not the case. He went

1 Mr. Lowell, in My Study Windows.
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to nature, not as a sickly valetudinarian, seeking
a cure for his ailments, but as a sane and healthy
man, the secret of whose health lay in this very
familiarity with the open air. Walking was a
necessity of Thoreau’s existence; he demanded
four hours at least each day for sauntering at
leisure over hills, and woods, and fields, taking
short cuts when he could, and avoiding for the
most part the grit and noise of the busier high-
roads. The direction of his walks was usually,
owing to some strange and indefinable attraction,
towards the west or south-west, as at once the
home of wildness and the goal of human migration ; /
every sunset which he saw (and sunset was one
of his habitual times for walking) inspired him with

_the desire to go to a West ““as distant and as fair

as that into which the sun goes down.” The old
Marlboro’ road which led south-west from Concord,
through a spacious tract of open country abounding
in patches of scrub-oak and wild apples, was one
of his favourite haunts ; so, too, were Walden woods
and the “Cliffs” which overhang Fairhaven, the
wide bay formed by a bend of the river two miles
south of the village. The river was much frequented
by him at all seasons of the year; for in summer
he made almost daily voyages in his boat, which
he kept moored in Ellery Channing’s riverside
garden, and in winter the frozen stream offered
a convenient pathway. “Not till winter,” he says,
“can we take possession of the whole of our terri-

9



130 HENRY DAVID THOREAU

tory. I have three great highways ranging out from
one centre which is near my door. I may walk
down the main river, or up either of its two branches.
With the river I am not compelled to walk in the
tracks of horses.” The Ponds, especially Walden
and White Ponds, were another constant attraction ;
his fondness for the shore of White Pond has been
commemorated in some lines by Ellery Channing :

¢“One whom often here glad Nature found
Seated beneath yon thorn, or on the ground
Poring content, when frosty Autumn bore
Of wilding fruit to earth that bitter store ;
And when the building winter spanned in ice
Thy trembling limbs, soft lake ! then each device
Traced in white figures on thy seamed expanse
This child of problems caught in gleeful trance.
Oh, welcome he to thrush and various jay,
And echoing veery, period of the day !
To each clear hyla trilling the new spring, .
And late gray goose buoyed on his icy wing ;
Bold walnut-buds admire the gentle hand,
While the shy sassafras their rings expand
On his approach, and thy green forest wave,
White Pond ! to him fraternal greetings gave.
The far white clouds that fringe the topmost pine
For his delight their fleecy folds decline ;
The sunset worlds melted their ore for him,
And lightning touched his thought to seraphim.
Clear wave, thou wert not vainly made, I know,
Since this sweet man of Nature thee could owe
A genial hour, and hope that flies afar,
And revelations from thy guiding star.”

On these expeditions Thoreau was generally
unaccompanied, unless Ellery Channing or one of
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his few chosen friends happened to be with him.
Offers of companionship were not rarely forthcom-
ing, but these he for the most part declined with
that frankness which was all his own. “Would he
not walk with them?”’ some acquaintances would ask.
“ He did not know ; there was nothing so important
to him as his walk ; he had no walks to throw away
on company.” But for those who succeeded in
gaining this privilege a rare treat was assured.
“ His powers of conversation,” says one who was
thus favoured,' * were extraordinary. I remember
being surprised and delighted at every step with
revelations of laws and significant attributes in com-
mon things. . . . The acuteness of his senses was
marvellous ; no hound could scent better, and he
could hear the most faint and distant sound without
even laying his ear to the ground like an Indian.
As we penetrated farther and farther into the woods
he seemed to gain a certain transformation, and his
face shone with a light that I had not seen in the
village.” The account of Thoreau's skilful and
genial leadership of the Concord huckleberry-parties
has already been quoted, and from the same authority
we have an equally charming description of how he
would guide his friends to the haunts of the water-
lily? ¢ Upon such occasions his resources for our
entertainment were inexhaustible. He would tell
stories of the Indians who once dwelt thereabouts,

1 Moncure Conway, Fraser, April 1866.
2 Jbid.
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till the children almost looked to see a red man
skulking with his arrow on shore; and every plant
or flower on the bank or in the water, and every
fish, turtle, frog, lizard about us, was transformed
by the wand of his knowledge from the low form
into which the spell of our ignorance had reduced
it, into a mystic beauty. One of his surprises was
to thrust his hand softly into the water, and as softly
raise up before our astonished eyes a large bright
fish, which lay as contentedly in his hand as if they
were old acquaintances.”

His extraordinary sympathy with animals was
one of the most singular and pleasing features in
Thoreau’s character. Like St. Francis, he felt a
sense of love and brotherhood towards the lower
races, and regarded them not as brute beasts,
without sensibility or soul, but as possessing ‘the
character and importance of another order of men.”
He protested against the conceited self-assurance
with which man sets down the intelligence of
animals as mere “instinct,” while overlooking their
real wisdom and fitness of behaviour. They were
his “townsmen and fellow - creatures,” whose in-
dividuality must be recognised as much as his own,
and who must be treated with courtesy and gentle-
ness. ‘‘ There was in his face and expression,” says
Mr. Conway, “a kind of intellectual furtiveness; no
wild thing could escape him more than it could be
harmed by him. The gray huntsman’s suit which
he wore enhanced this expression. . . . The cruellest
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weapons of attack, however, which this hunts-
man took with him were a spy-glass for birds,
a microscope for the game that would hide
in smallness, and an old book in which to press
plants.”

The strange influence which Thoreau was able
to exercise over beasts, and birds, and fish was
doubtless chiefly due to the power of his humane
sympathy, partly, also, to his habits of patient
silence and watchfulness, in which he resembled the
hermits of the Middle Ages. Emerson tells us that
‘“he knew how to sit immovable, a part of the rock
he rested on, until the bird, the reptile, the fish,
which had retired from him, should come back and
resume its habits, nay, moved by curiosity, should
come to him and watch him.” His hut at Walden
was inhabited by other creatures besides himself;
the birds would flit fearlessly through the room; the
red squirrel raced over the reof, while moles and
hares stabled in the cellar; and chickadees perched
on the armfuls of wood which he carried across his
threshold. Once, as he was hoeing in a garden, a
sparrow alighted on his shoulder, which he regarded
as “a greater honor than any epaulet he could have
worn.” Nor was this all, for his mingled firmness
and sympathy enabled him to take all sorts of
liberties with the wildest of wild creatures. * Snakes
coiled round his leg, the fishes swam into his hand,
and he took them out of the water; he pulled the
woodchuck out of its hole by the tail, and took the
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foxes under his protection from the hunters.”* A
story is told how a squirrel, which he had taken
home for a few days in order to observe its habits,
refused to be set at liberty, returning again and
again to its new friend with embarrassing persistence,
climbing up his knee, sitting on his hand, and at
last gaining the day by hiding its head in the folds
of his waistcoat—an appeal which Thoreau was not
able to withstand.

Thoreau was essentially a “ poet-naturalist,” as
Ellery Channing entitled him, and not a man of
science. He was, indeed, an honorary member
and correspondent of the Boston Natural History
Society ; but he declined, as a rule, to write
memoirs of his experiences in this branch of study,
on the ground that he could not properly detach
the mere external record of observation from the
inner associations with which such facts were con-
nected in his mind—in a word, the natural history
of the subject could not be separated from the
poetry and idealism. His whole method, as we
have seen, was different from that of the scientific
anatomist ; he observed but he did not kill, making
it his object to hold his bird “in the affections”
rather than in the hand. His diaries testify to the
immense diligence and keenness of his communion
with nature, and his unflagging interest in the
seasons and all they bring with them. “As a child

1 Memoir, by R. W. Emerson.
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looks forward to the coming of the summer, so could
we contemplate with quiet joy the circle of the
seasons returning without fail eternally.” He noted
and recorded the habits of animals, the tracks of
the fox and otter, the migrations and song of birds,
the croak of frogs and chirp of crickets, the spawning
and nests of fishes, the blossoming of flowers, the
fall of leaves, the height of the river, the temperature
of ponds and springs, and innumerable other pheno-
mena of outdoor life. Like all true naturalists, he
loved birds, and many are the entries in his journal
respecting the kinds that are native at Concord—
the bobolink, the robin, the song-sparrow, the
whip-poor-will, the cat-bird, and the blue-bird, which,
as he beautifully said of it, ““carries the sky on its
back.” He loved to be awakened in the early
summer mornings by the song of birds, and nothing
cheered him so much in the midst of a winter storm
as a bird’s chirp or whistle. Other favourite
creatures were the bull-frog and the little *“ peeping
hyla”; while the huge snapping-turtle, the eggs ot
which he sometimes hatched in his yard, was, in
Channing’s phrase, “his pride and consolation.”
“If Iliads are not composed in our day,” said
Thoreau, ‘ snapping-turtles are hatched and arrive
at maturity.”

The neighbourhood of Concord, with its wide
tracts of meadow and woodland, was a fine field for
the naturalist; and Thoreau, in his characteristic_
love of paradox, was fond of asserting that it sur-

J
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passed all other places as a centre of observation—
a foible for which he was gently bantered by

Emerson. He talked about nature, it was wittily

remarked, ‘““as if she had been born and brought
up at Concord.”
Concordiamgue was his humorous maxim. He
contended that all the important plants of America
were included in the flora of Massachusetts, and
after reading Kane's Arctzc Voyage he expressed his
conviction that most of the Arctic phenomena might
be noted at Concord—an assertion which he partly
substantiated by the discovery of red snow and one
or two Labrador plants.! He had thoughts of
constructing a complete calendar for the natural
phenomena of Concord, and believed that if he
waked up from a trance the time of year would be
as plain to him from the plants as the time of day
from a dial. Of all flowers the water-lily was his
favourite, but there were none that he did not know
and love ; even the growth of the sturdy aboriginal
weeds gave him a sense of satisfaction. He often

1 There is an entry in the journal for 2oth January 1857 which
well illustrates this whim of Thoreau’s. ‘At R. W. E.’s this evening
I was called out to see E.’s cave in the snow. It was a hole about
two and a half feet wide and six feet long, in a drift, a little winding,
and he had got a lamp at the inner extremity. . . . What was most
surprising to me, when E. crawled into the extremity of his cave, and
shouted at the top of his voice, it sounded ridiculously faint, as if he
were a quarter of a mile off The voice was in fact muffled by the
surrounding snow walls, and I saw that we might lie in that hole
screaming for assistance in vain, while travellers were passing along
twenty feet distant. .So you need only make a snow-house in your
yard and pass an hour in it to realise a good deal of Esquimaux life.”

Ne guid quesiveris extra te.
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walked miles to note the condition of some rare tree
or shrub, and congratulated himself that the time
thus spent was more profitably laid out than in a
good many social visits. “On one occasion,” says
a friend who visited him at Concord, ‘ he mentioned
the /ibiscus beside the river—a rare flower in New
England—and when I desired to see it, told me it
would open ‘about Monday and not stay long.’ I
went on Tuesday afternoon and was a day too late
—the petals lay on the ground.”

Such were the points in Thoreau's personality
which made him an object of interest and wonder
from the first to his own friends and acquaintances,
and afterwards to a far wider circle. ‘We can well
believe that a man gifted with such an intense and
genuine individuality often found himself, as Emer-
son tells us, in “dramatic situations,” and that in
any debatable matter there was no person whose
judgment was awaited by his townsmen with keener
expectation. As his fame spread he gained an

" increasing number of admiring friends, some of

whom travelled long distances to see and converse
with him. “I have repeatedly known young men
of sensibility,” says Emerson, *“converted in a
moment to the belief that this was the man they

were in search of, the man of men, who could tell
them all they should do.”



CHAPTER VI
LITERARY LIFE AT CONCORD

IN the autumn of 1847, shortly after leaving the
hut at Walden, Thoreau again took up his residence
at Emerson’s house, and lived there a year during
his friend’s absence in Europe, in order to keep
Mrs. Emerson company and take charge of the
garden. He was in the habit of assisting Mr.
Alcott in garden work on his estate at * Hillside,”
and in 1847 the two friends and fellow-workmen
had built Emerson a summer-house, to be used as
a study. Early in October Thoreau accompanied
Emerson to Boston to see him start on his voyage,
and in a letter to his sister Sophia he feelingly
described the appearance and dimensions of the
philosopher’s cabin, and how, instead of a walk in
Walden woods, he would be compelled to promenade
on deck, ‘“where the few trees, you know, are
stripped of their bark.” Emerson, on his part,
was not forgetful of Thoreau’s interests during his
visit to England, and we find him planning, in
1848, a new joint American and English magazine,
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to which Thoreau was to be one of the chief
contributors. After Emerson’s return to Concord
in 1849 Thoreau lived at his father’s house in the
village, and this continued to be his home for the
rest of his life.

He had now begun to consider literature his
regular occupation, and it was as a writer and
lecturer that he was henceforth chiefly known. We
have seen that during his literary novitiate he had
contributed articles (unpaid, for the most part) to
the Dia/ and other journals; and in 1847, by the
kind services of Horace Greeley, his essay .on
Carlyle was printed in Grakam's Magazine. This
was followed in 1849 by the essay on “ Civil Dis-
obedience,” an expression of his anarchist views,
which found place in the Boston Esthetic Papers.
In the spring of the same year he took a far
more daring and important step by the publication
of his first volume, the Week on the Concord and
Merrimac Rivers, which was issued, at the author’s
expense, by Munroe, a Boston bookseller. The book
was well reviewed, but did not sell, and the result
was that Thoreau was compelled to raise money
to pay off the debt by devoting his time for an
unusually long period to the more remunerative
but less congenial task of surveying. An edition
of one thousand copies had been printed, and for
several years the bulk of these lay idle on the
publisher’s shelves, until, in 1853, the remaining
seven hundred volumes were returned ez masse to
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the author. This event is recorded by Thoreau
in his characteristic vein of dry humour, and with
a manly courage and self-reliance not to be sur-
passed in the history of literary authorship :

“The wares are sent to me at last, and I have an opportunity
to examine my purchase, They are something more substantial
than fame, as my back knows, which has borne them up two
flights of stairs to a place similar to that to which they trace.
their origin. Of the remaining two hundred ninety and odd,
seventy-five were given away, the rest sold. I have now a
library of nearly nine hundred volumes, over seven hundred of
which I wrote myself. Is it not well that the author should
behold the fruits of his labour? My works are piled up in my
chamber, half as high as my head, my opera omnia. This is
authorship. These are the work of my brain. There was just
one piece of good luck in the venture. The un-bound were tied
up by the printer four years ago in stout paper wrappers, and
inscribed ‘H. D. Thoreau’s Concord River, fifty copies.” So
Munroe had only to cross out ‘River’ and write ¢Mass.,’ and
deliver them to the express-man at unce. I can see now what
I write for, and the result of my labors. Nevertheless, in spite
of this result, sitting beside the inert mass of my works, I take
up my pen to-night, to record what thought or experience I may
have had, with as much satisfaction as ever. Indeed, I believe
that this result is more inspiring and better than if a thousand
had bought my wares. It affects my privacy less, and leaves me
freer.”

That the Week should at first have failed to
win the favour of any but a few sympathetic readers
can hardly be a matter of surprise, since its intense
idealism and strongly pantheistic tone were ill cal-
culated to conciliate the ordinary American mind.
Purporting to be a record of the trip made by the
two brothers in 1839, it was in reality an out-
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pouring of its author’s ideal philosophy on a great
variety of topics, a number of essays and poems
(mostly reprints from the Dial) being interwoven,
in the most arbitrary manner, with the thread of
the nominal subject. The book is thus rendered
vague, disjointed, and discursive ; and is, moreover,
almost arrogant in its transcendental egoism. Yet,
with all its deficiencies, it has, and must ever have,
a great and indefinable charm for the lovers of
Thoreau’s genius. Its very lack of cohesion and
entire disregard of method contribute to enhance
the effect of its poetical mysticism and brilliant
descriptive power, while several of the discourses
introdu into it—notably those on Friendship
and \Religion —3-are written in Thoreau’s most
admirable and telling style. Emerson calls it “a
seven days’' voyage, in as many chapters, pastoral
as [zaak Walton, spicy as flag-root, broad and deep
as Menu”; and adds that Thoreau read some of
it to him one afternoon under an oak on the river-
bank, and invigorated him by the reading. Curtis,
too, has described it as “a book as redolent of
genuine and perceptive sympathy with nature as
a clover-field of honey.” !

In the autumn of 1849 Thoreau accompanied
a friend on an excursion to the wild sandy tract

1 The Athenaum of 27th October 1849 contained a brief notice of
the Week. “ The matter is for the most part poor enough,” said the
reviewer, “but there are a few things in the volume, scattered here and
there, which suggest that the writer is a man with a habit of original
thinking.” )
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of Cape Cod, for which he conceived so great a
liking that he visited it again on several occasions;
in like manner he spent a week in Canada, with
Ellery Channing as his fellow-traveller, in Sep-
tember 1850. Each of these excursions provided
material for a series of articles in Putnam's
Magazine ; but both came to an abrupt conclusion
owing to misunderstandings between author and
publisher —a mishap to which Thoreau’s out-
spoken tone and uncompromising temper made
him peculiarly liable. His visit to the Maine
Woods in 1846, which has already been alluded
to, was described in the Unwion Magazine a year
or two later ; and he again went to Maine in 1853
and 1857.! These occasional excursions were a
great pleasure to Thoreau, as extending the circle
of his observations, without putting any restriction
on his freedom; but he still resolutely declined
to extend his travels to more distant regions, in
spite of the offers he sometimes received from
admirers and friends, who wished to take him
round the world at their own cost. “I am afraid
to travel much, or to famous places,” he writes in
~ his journal, “lest it might completely dissipate the
mind. Then I am sure that what we observe at
home, if we observe anything, is of more im-
portance than what we observe abroad. The far-
fetched is of least valuee What we observe in

1 For an account of these excursions, see chapter vii.
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travelling are, to some extent, the accidents of the
body ; what we observe when sitting at home are,
in the same proportion, phenomena of the mind
itself.” In the same spirit he asserted that the
sight of a marsh-hawk in the Concord meadows
was of more value to him than the entry of the
allies into Paris. It is easy to laugh at this
deliberate concentration of thought on a particular
locality ; but a study of Thoreau's life inclines one
to believe that he gauged correctly the peculiar
strength and the peculiar weakness of his shy, subtle,
and sensitive genius.

The course of his life at Concord was singularly
quiet and uneventful. Always an affectionate son
and brother, he lived contentedly as a member of
the household of his father, who, with Henry's
assistance, had now built himself a dwelling of his
own and was no longer a tenant. Thoreau’s study'
was in the garret, where he stored his collections
of birds’ eggs, botanical specimens, and Indian
relics, and carried on his literary work. His
affectionate regard for his father was in no wise
diminished by the dissimilarity of their characters,
a contrast which is illustrated by one or two sug-
gestive passages in the journal. On one occasion
we find a protest made by the quiet, unobtrusive,
but eminently practical old man against what he
considered a waste of time on the part of his
more imaginative son, who was busying himself in
making sugar from a neighbouring maple-grove
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when he could have bought it cheaper at the village
shop. To his father's remark that it took him
from his studies, Thoreau made the characteristic
answer that it was his study, and that after being
engaged in this pursuit he felt “as if he had been
to a university.” Mrs. Thoreau, who was of the
same age as her husband, retained all her dramatic
vivacity of demeanour, her liking for ribbons and
finery, and her extraordinary power of talk. It is
said that when his mother began to talk at table,
Thoreau would patiently remain silent until she
had finished, and then, with a courteous obeisance,
resume the thread of his conversation at the point
where it had been interrupted. In 1849 the family
circle suffered a heavy loss in the death of Helen,
Thoreau’s elder sister, whose character, like that
of the brother who died seven years earlier, was full
of ability and promise.

It was about this time that Thoreau became
acquainted with Mr. Harrison G. O. Blake, a clergy-
man and tutor residing at Worcester, Massachusetts,
with whom he corresponded largely from 1848
onwards, chiefly on subjects connected with his
ideal method of thought. The following are Mr.
Blake’s reminiscences of his friendly intercourse with
Thoreau :

“ T was introduced to him first by Mr. Emerson more than
forty years ago, though I had known him by sight before at col-
lege. I recall nothing of that first interview unless it be some
remarks upon astronomy, and his want of interest in the study
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as compared with studies relating more directly to this world—
remarks such as he has made here and there in his writings.
My first real introduction was from the reading of an article of
his in the Dsa/ on ¢ Aulus Persius Flaccus,” which appears now in
the Week. That led to my first writing to him, and to his reply,
which is published in the volume of letters.! Our correspond-
ence continued for more than twelve years, and we visited each
other at times, he coming here to Worcester, commonly to read
something in public, or being on his way to read somewhere
else. .

“ As to the outward incidents of our intercourse, I think of
little or nothing that it seems worth while to write. Our con-
versation, or rather his talking, when we were together, was in
the strain of his letters and of his books. Our relation, as I
look back on it, seems almost an impersonal one, and illustrates
well his remark that ‘ our thoughts are the epochs in our lives ;
all else is but as a journal of the winds that blew while we were
here.” His personal appearance did not interest me particularly,
except as the associate of his spirit, though I felt no discord be-
tween them. When together, we had little Inclination to talk of
personal matters. His aim was directed so steadily and earnestly
towards what is essential in our experience, that beyond all others
of whom I have known, he made but a single impression on me.
Geniality, versatility, personal familiarity are, of course, agreeable
in those about us, and seem necessary in human intercourse, but
I did not miss them in Thoreau, who was, while living, and is
still in my recollection and in what he has left to us, such an
effectual witness to what is highest and most precious in life.
As I re-read his letters from time to time, which I never tire of
doing, I am apt to find new significance in them, am still warned
and instructed by them, with more force occasionally than ever
before ; so that in a sense they are still in the mail, have not

1 In this letter, dated 27th March 1848, Thoreau says, “ I am glad
to hear that any words of mine, though spoken so long ago that I can
hardly claim identity with their author, have reached you. It gives
me pleasure, because I have therefore reason to suppose that I have
uttered what concerns men, and that it is not in vain that man speaks
to man. This is the value of literature.”

I0
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altogether reached me yet, and will not probably before I die.
They may well be regarded as addressed to those who can read
them best.”

Here are two passages from Thoreau’s letters
which throw light on the manner of his living and
thinking, as compared with that of some of his
neighbours at Concord. The first is addressed to
Mr. Blake :

“ 20tk Nov. 1849.— At present I am subsisting on certain wild
flavors which nature wafts to me, which unaccountably sustain
me, and make my apparently poor life rich. Within a year my
walks have extended themselves, and almost every afternoon (I
read, or write, or make pencils in the forenoon, and by the last
means get a living for my body) I visit some new hill, or pond,
or wood, many miles distant. I am astonished at the wonderful
retirement through which I move, rarely meeting a man in these
excursions ; never seeing one similarly engaged unless it be my
companion, when I have one. I cannot help feeling that of all
the human inhabitants of nature hereabouts, only we two have
leisure to admire and enjoy our inheritance.”

“13¢k_ July 1852.—Concord is just as idiotic as ever in relation
to the spirits and their knockings. Most people here believe in
a spiritual world which no respectable junk-bottle, which had not
met with a slip, would condescend to contain even a portion of
for a moment. . . . If I could be brought to believe in the
things which they believe, I should make haste to get rid of my
certificates of stock in this and the next world’s enterprises, and
buy a share in the first Immediate Annihilation Company that
offered. I would exchange my immortality for a glass of small
beer this hot weather. Where are the heathen? Was there \
ever any superstition before? And yet I suppose there may be |
a vessel this very moment setting sail from the coast of North
America to that of Africa with a missionary on board! Consider
the dawn and the sunrise—the rainbow and the evening—the
words of Christ and the aspirations of all the saints! Hearl
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+ music! See, smell, taste, feel, hear—anything—and then hear
" these idiots, inspired by the cracking of a restless board, humbly

asking, ¢ Please, Spirit, if you cannot answer by knocks, answer
\by tips of the table!’”

In addition to his pedestrian excursions, Thoreau
paid occasional visits to Cambridge and Boston, the
attraction at the former place being the University
Library, from which, owing to the insistence with
which he petitioned the librarian and president, he
was permitted unusual privileges in the taking out
of books. At Boston he was fond of studying the

books of the Natural History Society and walking
on the Long Wharf; the rest “was barrels.”
“ When I go to Boston,” he wrote, “ 1 go naturally
straight through the city to the end of Long Wharf
and look off, for I have no cousins in the back alleys.
The water and the vessels are novel and interesting.
I see a great many barrels and fig drums, and piles
of wood for umbrella sticks, and blocks of granite
and ice, etc., and that is Boston. The more barrels
the more Boston. The museums and scientific
societies and libraries are accidental. They gather
around the barrels to save carting.” Salem, too,
he sometimes visited as the guest of Hawthorne,
who had left Concord in 1846, and he lectured once
or twice at the Salem Lyceum, of which Hawthorne
was the secretary. One other journey he had about
this time of a more mournful character. In July
1850, when Margaret Fuller, who had become the
wife of the Marquis of Ossoli, was shipwrecked on
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her return from Italy and drowned off the coast
of Fire Island, near New York, Thoreau with her
other friends hurried to the scene of the disaster, to
assist in the vain attempt to recover her body.

Though Thoreau had now attained a certain
recognised position as a writer and lecturer, he was
still compelled to earn the greater part of his means
of subsistence by pencil-making or land-surveying.
This last employment—or rather the company into
which his employment brought him—was very far
from being a congenial one; on such occasions he
was no longer the poet-naturalist and idealist, but
“merely Thoreau the surveyor,” as he informs his
friend Blake. “ When I sit in the parlors and
kitchens of some with whom my business brings me
—I was going to say in contact (business, like
misery, makes strange bed-fellows), I feel a sort of
awe, and as forlorn  as if I were cast away on a
desolate shore.” And elsewhere: “I rode with my
employer a dozen miles to-day, keeping a profound
silence almost all the way, as the most simple and
natural course. I treated him simply as if he had
bronchitis and could not speak, just as I would a
sick man, a crazy man, or an idiot. The disease
was only an unconquerable stiffness in a well-mean-
ing and sensible man.”

Lecturing was probably a more agreeable occupa-
tion, though here, too, he speaks of himself as
“simply their hired man”; while his uncompro-
mising candour occasionally placed him in strained
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relations towards his audience. “I take it for
granted,” he said, ‘“ when I am invited to lecture
anywhere—for I have had a little experience in that
business—that there is a desire to hear what 1 Z4ink
on some subject, though I may be the greatest fool
in the country, and not that I should say pleasant
things merely, or such as the audience will assent
to; and I resolve accordingly that I will give them
a strong dose of myself. They have sent for me
and engaged to pay me, and I am determined that
they shall have me, though I bore them beyond all
precedent.” There were times, however, when
Thoreau felt some diffidence about addressing his
audience, as may be judged from the following
letters to Colonel (then Mr.) Wentworth Higgin-
son with reference to a lecture which was being
arranged for him at Boston :

“CONCORD, 2d April 1852,

“ T do not see that I can refuse to read another lecture, but
what makes me hesitate is the fear that I have not another
available which will enfertain a large audience, though I have
thoughts to offer which I think will be quite as worthy of their
attention. However, I will try, for the prospect of earning a few
dollars is alluring. As far as I can foresee, my subject would be
Reality rather transcendentally treated. It lies still in ¢ Walden,
or Life in the Woods.” Since you are kind enough to under-
take the arrangements, I will leave it to you to name an
evening of next week, decide on the most suitable room,
and advertise, if this is not taking you too literally at your
word.

“If you still think it worth the while to attend to this, will
you let me know, as soon as may be, what evening will be most
convenient.”
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“CONCORD, 3d Agril 1852,

“T certainly do not feel prepared to offer myself as a lecturer
to the Boston pudlic, and hardly know whether more to dread a
small audience or a large one. Nevertheless, I will repress this
squeamishness, and propose no alteration in your arrangements.
I shall be glad to accept of your invitation to tea.”

Though Thoreau on several occasions made’ his
mark as a lecturer, the general effect of the ‘strong
dose” of himself was to puzzle and bewilder his
hearers. “I have been told,” says Mr. John
Burroughs, “by a man who when a boy heard him
read a lecture, that the audience did not know what
to make of him. They came out, hardly knowing
whether they had been sold or not. His coolness,
his paradoxes, his strange and extreme gospel of
nature, and evidently his indifference as to whether
he pleased them or not, were not in the line of the
usual popular lecturer.”

In the autumn of 1852 Thoreau met Arthur
Hugh Clough, who had come over to Boston with
Thackeray and thence paid Emerson a visit at
Concord. “Walk with Emerson to a wood with a
prettyish pool,” writes Clough in his diary for 14th
November, the pool being presumably Walden.
“Concord is very bare; it is a small sort of village,
almost entirely of wood houses, painted white, with
Venetian blinds, green outside, with two white
wooden churches. There are some American elms
and sycamores, z.e. planes; but the wood is mostly
pine — white pine and yellow pine —somewhat
scrubby, occupying the tops of the low banks and
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marshy hay-land between. A little brook runs
through to the Concord river. At 6.30, tea and
Mr. Thoreau ; and presently Mr. Ellery Channing,
Miss Channing, and others.” It was in this same
year that Nathaniel Hawthorne returned to Concord,
-and took up his residence at ‘ Hillside”—now
renamed “ Wayside "—an estate which had been for
some years in Alcott's possession, and on which
Thoreau and Alcott had done a great deal of manual
work in constructing terraces and summer-houses.
It has already been stated that Thoreau’s sym-
pathies were enlisted from his earliest manhood in
the cause of abolition, and that he was himself
instrumental in furthering the escape of several
fugitive slaves. One instance of this kind has been
recorded by Mr. Conway, who was introduced to
Thoreau by Emerson in the summer of 1853 :?

“ When I went to the house next morning I found them all
in a state of excitement by reason of the arrival of a. fugitive
negro from the South, who had come fainting to their door about
daybreak, and thrown himself on their mercy. . . . I sat and
watched the singularly lowly and tender devotion of the scholar
to the slave. He must be fed, his swollen feet bathed, and he
must think of nothing but rest. Again and again this coolest
and calmest of men drew near to the trembling negro, and bade
him feel at home, and have no fear that any power should again
wrong him. He could not walk this day, but must mount guard
over the fugitive, for slave-hunters were not extinct in those days,
and so I went away after a while, much impressed by many little
traits that I had seen as they appeared in this emergency, and not
much disposed to cavil at their source, whether Bible or Bhaghavat.”

1 Fyaser, April 1866.
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At this time Thoreau's mind was a good deal
occupied with the question of slavery, for in
1850 the iniquitous Fugitive Slave Law had been
passed by Act of Congress, and in the spring of
1854 the heart of Massachusetts had been stirred
by the case of Anthony Burns, an escaped slave,
who was sent back by the authorities of the State
in compliance with the demand of his owner. This
event formed the main topic of Thoreau’s essay on
Slavery in Massackusetts, which was delivered
as an address at the anti-slavery celebration at
Framingham in 1854. “For my part,” he said,
“my oldest and worthiest pursuits have lost I cannot
say how much of their attraction, and I feel that my
investment in life here is worth many per cent less
since Massachusetts last deliberately sent back an
innocent man, Anthony Burns, to slavery.” In
his kindred essay on Civi/ Disobedience, when
dealing with this same subject of state-supported
slavery, he had expressed the conviction that if but
one honest man in the State of Massachusetts were
to withdraw his allegiance as a protest against
this iniquity, and to be imprisoned therefor, *it
would be the abolition of slavery in America.” This
. was written before the appearance of John Brown.

In 1854 occurred the most memorable event of
Thoreau's literary life—the publication of Walden
by Messrs. Ticknor & Co. of Boston. The greater
part of the book was drawn from the journal
kept by Thoreau during his residence in the woods,
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but there are also passages which were written at a
later date, when he was working his materials into
their ultimate form. The inducement to Thoreau to
give the story of his sojourn at Walden to the world
was, he tells us, that very particular inquiries had
been made by his townsmen concerning the manner
of his life, and that he felt he had something to say
which bore not remotely on the social condition of
the inhabitants of Concord. The result justified the
expectations of the author in writing the book, and
of the publishers in printing it, for in spite of the
ridicule and hostility of some critics, a great deal of
interest was aroused by Walden, and the edition
appears to have been sold out in the course of a few
years, in marked contrast to the unsaleableness of its
predecessor, the Week! From whatever point of
view it be regarded, Walden is undoubtedly
Thoreau’s masterpiece; it contains the sum and
essence of his ideal and ethical philosophy; it is
written in his most powerful and incisive style, while
by the freshness and maivet¢ of its narrative it
excites the sympathy and imagination of the reader,
and wins a popularity far exceeding that of his other
writings. “ Walden,” says Channing, ‘“increased
his repute as a writer, if some great men thought

1 In March 1855 the New York Knickerbocker devoted an article,
entitled “Town and Rural Humbugs,” to a comparison of Barnum.
and Thoreau, and declared Walden to be the antidote to Barnum’s
autobiography. Walden was reviewed in Puinam's Magasine in
1854, and was noticed in this country in Chambers's Journal for
November 1857, under the title of “ An American Diogenes.”

——



154 HENRY DAVID THOREAU

him bean-dieted, with an owl for his minister, and
who milked creation, not the cow. It is in vain for
the angels to contend against stupidity.”

“ Welcome, Englishmen! welcome, English-
men!” Thoreau exclaimed in Walden, “for 1 had
had communication with that race.” “A young
Englishman, Mr. Cholmondeley, is just now waiting
for me to take a walk with him,” he writes in a letter
dated 1st October 1854. This was Mr. Thomas
Cholmondeley, of Overleigh, Cheshire, a nephew of
Bishop Heber, and six years Thoreau’s junior in
age, the only Englishman, it appears, with whom
Thoreau ever became intimate. He spent some
time with Thoreau at Concord, accompanying him
on a visit to Mr. Ricketson, a friend who lived at
New Bedford ; and the strong personal admiration
which this travelled English gentleman conceived
for the Concord hermit is one of many testimonies to
Thoreau’s singularly impressive character. A corre-
spondence was maintained after Mr. Cholmondeley’s
return to Europe in 1855, and towards the end
of that year Thoreau received a splendid gift of
Oriental books from his English friend, who_knew
how deep an interest he felt in Buddhist literature.
“I wish to inform you,” Thoreau wrote to MTr.
Ricketson, “that Cholmondeley has gone to the
Crimea, ‘a complete soldier,” with a design, when he
returns, if he ever returns, to buy a cottage in the
south of England, and tempt me over; but that,
before going, he busied himself in buying, and has
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caused to be forwarded to me by Chapman, a royal
gift, in the shape of twenty-one distinct works,
almost exclusively relating to ancient Hindoo litera-
ture, and scarcely one of them to be bought in
America. I am familiar with many of them, and
know how to prize them. I send you information
of this as I might of the birth of a child.” Mr.
Cholmondeley again visited Concord in 1859.!

The following extracts are from the letters to
Mr. Blake:

“ 8tk August 1854.—Methinks I have spent a rather unprofit-
able summer thus far. I have been too much with the world, as
the poet might say. . . . I find it, as ever, very unprofitable to
have much to do with men. It is sowing the wind, but not
reaping the whirlwind ; only reaping an unprofitable calm and
stagnation. Our conversation is a smooth and civil and never-
ending speculation merely. I take up the thread of it again in
the moming with very much such courage as the invalid takes
his prescribed Seidlitz powders. Shall I help you to some of the
mackerel? It would be more respectable if men, as has been
said before, instead of being such pigmy desperates, were Giant
Despairs. Emerson says that his life is so unprofitable and
shabby for the most part, that he is driven to all sorts of
resources, and among the rest to men. I tell him that we differ
only in our resources. Mine is to get away from men . . . I
have seen more men than usual lately; and, well as I was
acquainted with one, I am surprised to find what vulgar fellows
they are. They do a little business commonly each day, in order
to pay their board, and then they congregate in sitting-rooms and
feebly fabulate and paddle in the social slush, and when I think
that they have sufficiently relaxed, and am prepared to see them

1 In later years he took the name of Owen. He succeeded to the
Condover estate, near Shrewsbury, in 1863, and died in the following
year.
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steal away to their shrines, they go unashamed to their beds, and
take on a new layer of sloth. They may be single, or have
families in their faincancy. 1 do not meet men who can have
nothing to do with me because they have so much to do with them-
selves. However, I trust that a very few cherish purposes which
they never declare. Only think for 2 moment of a man about
his affairs! How we should respect him! How glorious he
would appear! Not working for any corporation, its agent, or
president, but fulfilling the end of his being! A man about Ass
business would be the cynosure of all eyes.

“The other evening I was determined that I would silence
this shallow din ; that I would walk in various directions and see
if there was not to be found any depth of silence around. As’
Bonaparte sent out his horsemen in the Red Sea on all sides to
find shallow water, so I sent forth my mounted thoughts to find
deep water. I left the village, and paddled up the river to the
Fair Haven Pond. As the sun went down I saw a solitary boat-
man disporting on the smooth lake. The falling dews seemed to
strain and purify the air, and I was soothed with an infinite still-
ness. I got the world, as it were, by the nape of the neck, an
held it under in the tide of its own events, till it was drowned,
and then I let it go down stream like a dead dog. Vast hollow
chambers of silence stretched away on every side, and my being
expanded in proportion and filled them. Then first could I
appreciate sound, and find it musical.” )

“ 26tk September 1855.—Mr. Ricketson, of New Bedford, has
just made me a visit of a day and a half, and I have had a quite
good time with him. He and Channing have got on particularly
well together. He is a man of very simple tastes, notwithstand-
ing his wealth ; a lover of nature; but, above all, singularly frank
and plain-spoken. . . . He says that he sympathises much with
my books, but much in them is naught to him—*¢ namby-pamby,’
‘stuff,’ ‘mystical” Why will not I, having common sense, write
in plain English always; feack men how to live a simpler life, etc.,
not go off into ? But I say that I have no scheme about
it, no designs on men at all, and that if I had, my mode would be
to tempt them with the fruit and not with the manure. To what
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end do I lead a simple life, pray? That I may teach others to
simplify their lives, and so all our lives be simplified merely, like
an algebraic formula? Or not, rather, that I may make use of
the ground I have cleared, to live more worthily and profit-
ably?”

Increasing fame brought Thoreau an increasing
number of friends, while his intimacy with Emerson,
Alcott, and Channing continued as close as ever.
Daniel Ricketson, who is mentioned in the above
letter, was one of these later friends and corre-
spondents. Their first meeting was at Christmas
1854, when Thoreau, then on his way to lecture at
Nantucket, paid a passing visit to New Bedford, and
spent a day or two in Mr. Ricketson’s house. On
presenting himself to his host, he was at first mis-
taken, as on several other occasions, for “a pedlar
of small wares,” but this unfavourable impression
was quickly corrected when he gave proof of his
singular conversational powers. The points in his
personal appearance which particularly arrested Mr.
Ricketson’s attention were his keen blue eyes, “full
of the greatest humanity and intelligence,” and, next
to these, his sloping shoulders (in which he re-
sembled Emerson), long arms, and shert sturdy legs,
which generally enabled him to outwalk his com-
panions in his daily excursions. The following
letter was written by Thoreau to Mr. Ricketson in
1855. It will be observed that his health at this
time was far from satisfactory.

162k October 1855.—1 have got both your letters at once.
You must not think Concord so barren a place when Channing
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is away. There are the river and the fields left yet; and I,
though ordinarily a man of business, should have some afternoons
and evenings to spend with you, I trust—that is, if you could
stand so much of me. If you can spend your time profitably
here, or without ennui, having an occasional ramble or /éfe-d-téte
. with one of the natives, it will give me pleasure to have you in
the neighbourhood. You see I am preparing you for our awful
unsocial ways—keeping in our dens a good part of the day—
sucking our claws perhaps. But then we make a religion of it,
and that you cannot but respect.

“If you know the taste of your own heart, and like it, come
to Concord, and T’ll warrant you to season the dish with , Y,
even though Channing and Emerson and I were all away. We
might paddle quietly up the river. Then there are one or two
more ponds to be seen, etc.

“T should very much enjoy further rambling with you in your
vicinity, but must postpone it for the present. To tell the truth,
I am planning to get seriously to work after these long months of
inefficiency and idleness. So for a long season I must enjoy only
a low slanting gleam in my mind’s eye from the Middleborough
Ponds far away. Methinks I am getting a little more strength
into those knees of mine ; and, for my part, I believe that God
does delight in the strength of a man’s legs.”

In Mr. F. B. Sanborn, the well-known aboli-
tionist, who as a young man came to live at Con-
cord early in 1855, Thoreau found yet another
friend, with whom he gradually became very inti-
mate. The first impressions of Thoreau, as recorded
at the time by one who was destined to be his
biographer a quarter of a century later, are extremely
interesting. “In his tones and gestures he seemed
to me to imitate Emerson, so that it was annoying
to listen to him, though he said many good things.
He looks like Emerson, too, coarser, but with some-
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thing of that serenity and sagacity which Emerson
has. Thoreau looks eminently sagacious, like a sort
of wise wild beast. He dresses plainly, wears a
beard in his throat, and has a brown complexion.”
Thoreau's beard, which is here for the first time
mentioned, must have been of quite recent growth,
for in the crayon portrait of 1854 he appears as
beardless.

Thoreau’s friendship with Horace Greeley, editor
of the New York Tribune, had been kept up since
his visit to Staten Island, chiefly by letter, for
Thoreau was seldom at New York; but Greeley
had done him valuable service at a critical period in
obtaining publication for several of his articles in
Grakam, Putnam, and other magazines, and in
acting generally as a sort of literary patron and
adviser. Greeley had a farm at Chappaqua, thirty-
six miles north of New York, and in the early part
of 1856 he pressed Thoreau to come to reside at
this place and act as tutor to his children, which
offer seems to have been for a time seriously enter-
tained. In the following November Thoreau
accompanied Alcott on a short visit to Greeley at
Chappaqua, and a day or two later he had a memor
able interview with a still more powerful and remark-
able personality than his own. The meeting of
Thoreau with Walt Whitman—of the author of
Walden with the author of Leaves of Grass, must be
told in Thoreau’s own words, from his letters to Mr.

Blake:
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“ 19tk November 1856.—Alcott has been here three times,
and Sunday before last I went with him and Greeley, by invita-
tion of the last, to G.’s farm, thirty-six miles north of New York.
The next day Alcott and I heard Beecher preach; and what was
more, we visited Whitman the next morning (Alcott had already
seen him), and were much interested and provoked. He is
apparently the greatest democrat the world has seen. Kings and
aristocracy go by the board at once, as they have long deserved
to. A remarkably strong though coarse nature, of a sweet dis-
position, and much prized by his friends. Though peculiar and
rough in his exterior, he is essentially a gentleman. I am still
somewhat in a quandary about him—feel that he is essentially
strange to me, at any rate; but I am surprised by the sight of
him. He is very broad, but, as I have said, not fine. He
said that I misapprehended him. I am not quite sure that I
do. . . .”

2tk December 1856.—That Walt Whitman, of whom I wrote
to you, is the most interesting fact to me at present. I have just
read his second edition (which he gave me), and it has done me
more good than any reading for a long time. Perhaps I
remember best the poem of Walt Whitman, an American, and
the Sun-down poem. There are two or three pieces in the book
which are disagreeable, to say the least, simply sensual. . . . As
for its sensuality—and it may turn out to be less sensual than it
appears—I do not so much wish that those parts were not
written, as that men and women were so pure that they could
read them without harm, that is, without understanding them.

“On the whole it sounds to me very brave and American,
after whatever deductions. I do not believe that all the sermons,
5o called, that have been preached in this land, put together, are
equal to it for preaching. We ought greatly to rejoice in him.
He occasionally suggests something a little more than human.
You can't confound him with the other inhabitants of Brooklyn.
How they must shudder when they read him! He is awfully
good.

“To be sure, I sometimes feel a little imposed on. By his
heartiness and broad generalities he puts me into a liberal frame
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of mind, prepared to see wonders—as it were, sets me upon a
hill or in the midst of a plain—stirs me well up, and then—
throws in a thousand of brick. Though rude and sometimes in-
effectual, it is a great primitive poem, an alarum or trumpet-note
ringing through the American camp. Wonderfully like the
Orientals, too, considering that when I asked him if he had read
them, he answered, ‘No ; tell me about them.’

“1 did not get far in conversation with him—two more being
present—and among the few things I chanced to say, I remember
that one was, in answer to him as representing America, that I
did not think much of America, or of politics, and so on, which
may have been somewhat of a damper to him.

“Since I have seen him I find that I am not disturbed by
any brag or egoism in his book. He may turn out the least of a
braggart of all, having a better right to be confident. Heisa
great fellow.” !

In the following year Thoreau had the satisfac-
tion of meeting another of the great figures of
American democracy. John Brown, then fresh
from his anti-slavery struggle in Kansas, was a
guest at Mr. Sanborn’s house in March 1857, and
was introduced by his host to Emerson, Alcott,
Thoreau, and other Concord friends. It was ar-
ranged that Brown should address a meeting in the
Town Hall on the subject of slave-holding. “On

1 It is interesting, in this connection, to note the mention of"
Thoreau in Walt Whitman’s Specimen Days in America. On 17th
September 1881, when visiting Mr. Sanborn at Concord, he met
Emerson, Alcott, Louisa Alcott, and other Concord friends. ‘A good
deal of talk,” he records, “the subject Henry Thoreau—some new
glints of his life and fortunes, with letters to and from him—one of the
best by Margaret Fuller, others by Horace Greeley, Channing, etc.—
one from Thoreau himself, most quaint and interesting.” Mr. Sanborn
informs me that on this occasion Whitman expressed a high estimate
of Thoreau.

IX
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the day appointed,” says Mr. Sanborn,' “ Brown
went up from Boston at noon, and dined with Mr.
Thoreau, then a member of his father’s family, and
residing not far from the railroad station. The two
idealists, both of them in revolt against the civil
government because of its base subservience to
slavery, found themselves friends from the beginning
of their acquaintance. They sat after dinner dis-
cussing the events of the border warfare in Kansas,
and Brown’s share in them, when, as it often hap-
pened, Mr. Emerson called at Mr. Thoreau’s door
on some errand to his friend. Thus the three men
met under the same roof, and found that they held
the same opinion of what was uppermost in the
mind of Brown.” Emerson and Thoreau were both
present at the meeting in the evening, when Brown
produced a thrilling effect on his audience by his
earnestness and eloquence, and by the display of the
very chain worn by one of his sons who had been
made prisoner and tortured by the champions of
slavery. From that time there were many people
in Concord who were favourable to Brown’s cause.

In the spring of 1857 Thoreau, Alcott, and
Ellery Channing paid a visit to Mr. Ricketson at
“ Brooklawn,” New Bedford, as will be seen from
the following entries in Alcott’s diary :

““ 15t April 1857.—At Mr. Ricketson’s, 24 miles from New
Bedford, a neat country residence, surrounded by wild pastures
and low woods ; the little stream Achushnet flowing east of the

1 Memoirs of Jokn Brown, 1878.
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house and into Fair Haven Bay at the City. Ricketson’s tastes
are pastoral, simple even to wildness, and he passes a good part
of his day in the fields and woods, or in his rude shanty near
his house, where he writes and reads his favourite authors, Cowper
having the first place in his affections. He is in easy circum-
stances and has the manners of an English gentleman—frank,
hospitable, and with positive persuasions of his own; a man to
feel on good terms with, and reliable as to the things good and
true—mercurial, perhaps, and wayward a little sometimes.

“ 3d April, Am—In house and shanty. Thoreau and Ricket-
son treating of nature and the wild. Thoreau has visited Ricketson
before, and won him as a disciple, though not in the absolute
way he has Blake of Worcester, whose love for his genius partakes
of the exceeding tenderness of women, and is a pure Platonism
to the fineness and delicacy of the devotee’s sensibility. But
Ricketson is himself, and plays the manly part in the matter,
defending himself against the master’s tough ¢thoroughcraft’
with spirit and ability.

‘“p.M.—Walk into the city and see Weiss.! Channing returns
with me to Brooklawn, to smoke his pipe and joke with R. in
the shanty.

On the occasion of one of these visits to Brook-
lawn Thoreau surprised the company by an un-
expected outburst of hilarity. ‘One evening,” says
Mr. Ricketson, “ when my wife was playing an air
upon the piano, Thoreau became very hilarious, sang
‘Tom Bowling,’ and finally entered upon an impro-
vised dance. Not being able to stand what appeared
to me at the time the somewhat ludicrous appearance
of our Walden hermit, I retreated to my ¢shanty,’
a short distance from my house; whilst my older

1 The Rev. John Weiss, a fellow-collegian with Thoreau at Har-
vard, His admirable essay on Thoreau in the Christian Examiner
has been more than once quoted.
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and more humor-loving friend, Alcott, remained
and saw it through, much to his amusement.”?!
Thoreau afterwards told his sister Sophia that in
the excitement of this dance he had made a point of
treading on the toes of his guileless friend.

Mr. Blake’s estimate of Thoreau’s character has
already been quoted; equally interesting is that
given by Mr. Ricketson. “ On this point,” he says,
“] can bear my own testimony, that without any
formality he was remarkable in his uprightness and
honesty ; industrious and frugal ; simple though not
fastidious in his tastes, whether in food, dress, or
address; an admirable conversationist, and a good
story-teller, not wanting in humor. His full blue
eye, aquiline nose, and peculiarly pursed lips added
much to the effect of the descriptive powers. He
was a man of rare courage, physically and intellectu-
ally. In the way of the former, he arrested two
young fellows on the lonely road leading to his
hermitage by Walden Pond, who were endeavouring
to entrap a young woman on her way home, and
took them to the village. Intellectually his was a
strong manly mind, enriched by a classical education,
and extensive knowledge of history, ancient and
modern, and English literature—himself a good
versifier, if not true poet, whose poetic character is
often seen in his prose works.”

Side by side with this testimony may be placed

! Quoted in Mr. Sanborn’s ZAoreaw.
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the following sketch, from the same pen, of Thoreau
and his three Concord friends :?

“ With thee I gladly roamed
To Baker farm, or to the beetling Cliff
That overhangs the gentle river’s course,
Or to thy Walden, ¢ blue-eyed Walden ’ called
By that much-gifted man, thy chosen friend,?
Companion of thy walks and rural life.
With thee I've sat beside the glowing hearth
Of one so grand in thought, so pure of aim,3
New England’s keenest, wisest scrutineer,
A poet, too, endowed with rarest gifts—
And listened to the converse thou and he,
So like and yet so unlike, often held.
And ’neath another roof all browned with age,
And overhung by one great sheltering elm,
Where dwells a seer decreed to solemn thought,*
Amid old books and treasures rare to see,
And learn’d of wisdom and devout of heart.
I see ye two, in memory’s faithful glass,
As last I saw ye, brave and worthy pair !
The white-haired sage with deep and solemn words,
Sonorously expressed ; thy quick reply,
And eyes all glowing with supreme good sense—
A genial pair though of unequal age.”

" Thoreau'’s indifference to fame, and to the greater
wealth that is the result of fame, was very remark-
able. He once told a friend, with every sign of
satisfaction, how his first book, the Week, was still
lying unsold and unsaleable at his publisher’s offices.
“ Within the last five years,” he wrote in his journal

! From The Autumn Sheaf, a volume of verse, privately printed
by Mr. Ricketson some years after Thoreaw’s death.
3 Ellery Channing. $ Emerson. ¢ Aloott.
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in 1856, “I have had the command of a little more
money than in the previous five years, for I have
sold some books and some lectures, yet I have not
been a whit better clothed or fed or warmed or
sheltered, not a whit richer, except that I have been
less concerned about my living; but perhaps my
life has been the less serious for it, and I feel now
that there is a possibility of failure. Who knows
but I may come upon the town, if, as is likely, the
public want no more of my books and lectures, as
with regard to the last is already the case. Before,
I was much likelier to take the town upon my
shoulders.”

This chapter may fitly conclude with some pass-
ages from a characteristic letter of Thoreau’s about
the “hard times ” which were then causing distress
and anxiety in New England:

16tk November 1857.—They make a great ado nowadays
about hard times; but I think that the community generally,
ministers and all, take a wrong view of the matter. This general
failure, both private and public, is rather occasion for rejoicing, as
reminding us whom we have at the helm—that justice is always
done. If our merchants did not most of them fail, and the banks
too, my faith in the old laws of the world would be staggered.
The statement that ninety-six in a hundred doing such business
surely break down, is perhaps the sweetest fact that statistics
have revealed—exhilarating as the fragrance of sallows in spring.
Does it not say somewhere, ¢ The Lord reigneth, let the earth
rejoice’?  If thousands are thrown out of employment, it suggests
that they were not well employed. Why don’t they take the
hint? It is not enough to be industrious; so are the ants.

What are you industrious about ?
“The merchants and company have long laughed at trans-
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cendentalism, higher laws, etc., crying ¢ None of your moonshine,’
as if they were anchored to something not only definite, but sure
and permanent. If there was any institution which was presumed
to rest on a solid and secure basis, and more than any other
represented this boasted common sense, prudence, and practical
talent, it was the bank ; and now these very banks are found to
be mere reeds shaken by the wind. Scarcely one in the land
has kept its promise. Not merely the Brook Farm and Fourierite
communities, but now the community generally has failed. But
there is the moonshine still, serene, beneficent, and unchanged.
Hard times, I say, have this value, among others, that they show
us what such promises are worth—where the sure banks are. . .
“Men will tell you sometimes that ‘money’s hard.’ That
shows it was not made to eat, I say. Only think of a man, in
this new world, in his log cabin, in the midst of a gorn and
potato patch, with a sheepfold on one side, talking about money
being hard! So are flints hard ; there is no alloy in them.
What has that to do with his raising his food, cutting his wood
(or breaking it), keeping indoors when it rains, and, if need be,
spinning and weaving his clothes? Some of those who sank
with the steamer the other day found out that money was Aeagy
too. Think of a man’s priding himself on this kind of wealth,
as if it greatly enriched him. As if one struggling in mid-ocean
with a bag of gold on his back should gasp out, ‘I am worth a
hundred thousand dollars.’” I see them struggling just as
ineffectually on dry land, nay even more hopelessly, for, in the
former case, rather than sink, they will finally let the bag go;
but in the latter they are pretty sure to hold and go down with
it. I see them swimming about in their greatcoats, collecting
their rents, really getting their dues, drinking bitter draughts which
only increase their thirst, becoming more and more water-logged,
till finally they sink plumb to the bottom. But enough of this.”



CHAPTER VII
EXCURSIONS

To dvoid the need of too frequently breaking the
continuity of the narrative of Thoreau’s Concord
life, it is convenient to group together some of the
chief excursions made by him between 1846 and
1860. And first as to his mode of journeying.
The perfection of travelling, he thought, was to
travel without baggage; and after considerable
experience he decided that “the best bag for the
foot-traveller is made with a handkerchief, or, if he
study appearances, a piece of stiff brown paper well
tied up.” He would travel as a common man, and
not as a gentleman, for he had no wish to spend a
moment more than was necessary in the railway-
carriage, among the sedentary travellers, *“whose
legs hang dangling the while,” or to be a prey to
the civility and rapacity of the landlords of hotels;
he preferred to journey on foot, and to spend the
night in the homes of farmers and fishermen, where
he could sit by the kitchen fire, and hear the sort
of conversation in which he was always interested.
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“The cheapest way to travel,” he wrote in the
Week, “and the way to travel the farthest in the
shortest distance, is to go afoot, carrying a dipper,
a spoon, and a fish-line, some Indian meal, some
salt, and some sugar. When you come to a brook
or pond, you can catch fish and cook them; or you
can boil a hasty-pudding; or you can buy a loaf
of bread at a farmer’s house for fourpence, moisten
it in the next brook that crosses the road, and dip
it into your sugar—this alone will last you a whole
day.” He wore a shabby gray coat and a drab
hat, and carried with him a piece of tallow for
greasing his boots, for he no more thought of black-
ing these than his face; and “many an officious
shoe-black,” he tells us, who carried off his shoes
while he was slumbering, mistaking him for a
gentleman, ‘“had occasion to repent it before he
produced a gloss on them.” He was better pleased
when the farmers called out to him, as he passed
their fields, to come and help in the hay-making ;
or when he was mistaken for a travelling mechanic,
and asked to do tinkering jobs, and repair clocks
or umbrellas; or when, as once happened, a man
wished to buy the tin cup which he carried strapped
to his belt.

Before starting on an expedition it was his habit
to procure all the available information from maps
and guide-books, and he often took with him a part
of the large Government map of Massachusetts.
His pack was quickly made up, for he kept a list
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of the few necessaries that he carried, among which
were sewing materials, a book for pressing plants,
spy-glass, compass, -and measuring-tape. He had
learnt the art of camping out in his earlier excur-
sions, and was well skilled in pitching a tent or
constructing a hut at the shortest possible notice.
On these occasions his favourite drink was tea,
which he made strong and sweet in his tin cup, so
that, as Channing hints, the traveller was not only
refreshed but ‘grew intimate with tea-leaves.”
He was fond of carrying with him a large slice
of cake, with plums in it, for he found that this
furnished him with dinner and dessert at the same
time. Thus simply equipped, he was practically
independent of time-tables and hotel-lists, could
roam wherever the fancy took him, and take his
own time in his observation of the fauna and flora -
of the districts which he visited. Such expeditions
were not only an agreeable recreation in them-
selves, but were a means of adding to his various
collections and suggesting new subjects for his
pen; so it was natural that the pleasant experi-
ence which he gained in his week’s jaunt in 1839
should have been repeated more frequently in later
years. '

Cape Cod, the long sandy spit which was visited
by Thoreau in 1849, and on several later occasions,
is described by him as “ the bared and bended arm
of Massachusetts, behind which the State stands
on her guard, with her back to the Green Mountains,
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and her feet planted on the floor of the ocean,
like an athlete protecting her Bay.” All wild
and desolate landscapes had an attraction for
Thoreau, and he delighted in the dreary expanse
of this long monotonous tract of shore, with its
drift-wood and kelp-weed, flocks of gulls and
plovers, and incessant din of waves. “If I were
required,” he says, “to name a sound the remem-
brance of which most perfectly revives the im-
pression which the beach has made, it would be
the dreary peep of the piping plover which haunts
there. Their voices, too, are heard as a fugacious
part in the dirge, which is ever played along the
shore, of those mariners who have been lost in the
deep since first it was created. But through- all
this dreariness we seemed to have a pure and
unqualified strain of eternal melody, for always
the same strain which is a dirge to -one house-
hold ‘is a morning song of rejoicing to another.”
His accounts of these vast sandy tracts are ex-
tremely vivid and picturesque; the very dash and
roar of the waves seem to be reproduced, as though
we were reading, as the author suggests, ““ with a
large conch-shell at our ear.” It was possibly
with reference to his visit to Cape Cod that he
wrote his stanzas about the sea-shore :

¢ My life is like a stroll upon the beach,
As near the ocean’s edge as I can go;
My tardy steps its waves sometimes o’erreach,
Sometimes I stay to let them overflow.
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“ My sole employment is, and scrupulous care,
To place my gains beyond the reach of tides,
Each smoother pebble, and each shell more rare,
Which Ocean kindly to my hand confides.

T have but few companions on the shore :
They scorn the strand who sail upon the sea;
Yet oft I think the ocean they’ve sailed o’er
Is deeper known upon the strand to me.

¢ The middle sea contains no crimson dulse,
Its deeper waves cast up no pearls to view;
Along the shore my hand is on its pulse,
And I converse with many a shipwrecked crew.”

It was amidst these surroundings that Thoreau,
after witnessing the pathetic scenes that followed
the wreck of an Irish brig at Cohasset, walked and
meditated with a companion (Ellery Channing,
presumably, though the name is not recorded) in
the wet, windy days of a stormy October. ¢ Day
by day,” it has been said,! “ with his stout pedestrian
shoes, he plodded along that level beach —the
eternal ocean on one side, and human existence
reduced to its simplest elements on the other —
and he pitilessly weighing each.” They journeyed
northward, on the Atlantic side of the Cape, till
they came to Provincetown at its upper extremity,
avoiding towns and villages on their route, and
spending the nights in the cottages of fisher-
men and lighthouse-keepers, where Thoreau was
several times mistaken for a travelling pedlar.

1 Atlantic Monthly, March 1865,
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“Well,” said an old fisherman, unconvinced by the
explanations that had been offered, ‘it makes no
odds what it is you carry, so long as you carry
truth along with you.” At Wellfleet, where the
wayfarers were entertained in the hut of an aged
oysterman, an idiot son of their host expressed his
determination to get a gun and shoot the “ damned
book-pedlars, all the time talking about books.”
What might have been a more serious misunder-
standing was caused by a robbery of the Province-
town Bank about the time of their visit to Cape
Cod, for Thoreau learnt afterwards that the sus-
picion of the police had centred on him and his
companion, and that their journey had been traced
the whole length of the Cape.

The volume on Cape Cod, parts of which
appeared in Putnam’'s Magazine in 1855, and in
the Atlantic Monthly in 1864, is deliberately form-
less in style, being interspersed with quotations
from old histories and records of merely local
interest; it abounds, however, in its author's dry
sententious humour and epigrammatic paradoxes.
It has been remarked that Cape Cod is in one
sense the most human of Thoreau’s books, and
has more tenderness of tone than Walden, as if
the sea had exercised a mellowing influence on his
genius. Especially good are the Dutch pictures
of the Wellfleet oysterman and the “sea-captains”
of Provincetown. ‘It is worth the while,” says
Thoreau, ““to talk with one whom his neighbors
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address as Captain, though his craft may have long
been sunk, and he may be holding by his teeth to
the shattered mast of a pipe alone, and only gets
half-seas-over in a figurative sense now. He is
pretty sure to vindicate his right to the title at
last—can tell one or two good stories at least.”
In this volume the experiences of several visits are
condensed into one account.

Orni 25th September 1850 Thoreau and Ellery
Channing started on a week’s tour in Canada,
equipped each of them in the simple fashion which
Thoreau adopted on his excursions (he avows that
he wore his “bad weather clothes” on this occasion),
and styling themselves, accordingly, the “ Knights
of the Umbrella and the Bundle.” They first visited
Montreal, where the Church of Notre Dame made
a great impression on Thoreau’s imagination, as
described by him in a very characteristic passage:

“It was a great cave in the midst of a city,—and what
were the altars and the tinsel but the sparkling stalactites P—
into which you entered in a moment, and where the still
atmosphere and the sombre light disposed to serious and
profitable thought. Such a cave at hand, which you can enter
any day, is worth a thousand of our churches which are open
only Sundays, hardly long enough for an airing, and then filled
with a bustling congregation—a church where the priest is the
least part, where you do your own preaching, where the universe
preaches to you and can be heard. I am not sure but this
Catholic religion would be an admirable one if the priest were
quite omitted. I think that I might go to church myself sometimes,
some Monday, if I lived in a city where there was such a one
to go to. In Concord, to be sure, we do not need such. Our
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forests are such a church, far grander and more sacred. . . . I
think of its value not only to religion, but to philosophy and
to poetry; besides a reading-room, to have a thinking-room in
every city! Perchance the time will come when every house
even will have not only its sleeping-rooms, and dining-room,
and talking-room or parlor, but its thinking-room also, and the
architects will put it in their plans. Let it be furnished and
ornamented with whatever conduces to serious and creative
thought. I should not object to the holy water, or any other
simple symbol, if it were consecrated by the imagination of the
worshippers.”

From Montreal they went on to Quebec, and
thence to the Falls of St. Anne, thirty miles lower
down the St. Lawrence. In the latter district they
obtained lodging in a house where their French
host and his family could speak but a few words of
English, and they concluded that “a less crime
would be committed on the whole if they spoke
French with him, and in no respect aided or
abetted his attempts to speak English,” a resolve
which they carried into effect with some amusing
difficulties—for in spite of his Gallic extraction, a
knowledge of the French tongue was not one of
Thoreau’s accomplishments—solving their frequent
~ misunderstandings by writing on the table with a
piece of chalk. What chiefly impressed Thoreau,
during his brief visit to Canada, was the contrast
between the imperialism of the Canadian cities,
whose inhabitants appeared to him ““to be suffering
between two fires—the soldiery and the priesthood,”
and the more homely free-thinking independence of
American life.
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The Yankee in Canada, in which his experiences
and impressions are related, was partly published in
Putnam in 1852. “1 do not wonder,” he wrote to
Mr. Blake, “that you do not like my Canada story.
It concerns me but little, and probably is not worth
the time it took to tell it. It has come to an end,
at any rate; they will print no more, but return
me my MS. when it is but little more than half
done, as well as another I had sent, because the
editor requires the liberty to omit the heresies
without consulting me—a privilege California is .
not rich enough to bid for.” The Yankee in Canada
is certainly one of the least successful of its author's
writings ; for though it contains a few fine passages
and interesting touches, it is decidedly overladen
with description, the cities being, as Horace Greeley
expressed it, “described to death.” I fear that I
have not got much to say about Canada,” says
Thoreay, in his opening sentence, “not having seen
much ; what I got by going to Canada was a cold.”
This frigidity, if the truth be told, has left its mark
on the pages of the Yankee in Canada.

The object of Thoreau's three excursions to the
Maine Woods, the wild district which lies at the
extreme north-east of New England, was chiefly to
gratify his strong curiosity and interest in the habits
and character of the Indians. In September 1846,
during his fortnight’s absence from the Walden
hermitage, he visited Maine, and in company with
a cousin, who was employed in the Bangor lumber
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trade, made a voyage up the western branch of the
Penobscot river, and ascended Ktaadn, one of the
loftiest mountains of New England, over 5000 feet
in height. The paper on “Ktaadn and the Maine
Woods,” which appeared in the Union Magazine
in 1848, is a record of this expedition, and contains
some vivid descriptions of the outlying lumber-
farms and log-huts; the manufacture and manage-
ment of the bdafteau, or “bark-canoe,” by which
they navigated the rapids of the Penobscot; their
_ trout-fishing extraordinary in the clear swift streams
which descend from the heights of Ktaadn; and,
above all, the primitive solitudes of the Maine
forests, which were still the haunt of the bear, the
moose, the deer, the wolf, and other wild animals.

“What is most striking in the Maine wilderness is the
continuousness of the forest, with fewer open intervals or glades
than you had imagined. Except the few burnt-lands, the
narrow intervals on the rivers, the bare tops of the high moun-
tains, and the lakes and streams, the forest is uninterrupted.
It is even more grim and wild than you had anticipated, a damp
and intricate wilderness, in the spring everywhere wet and
miry. . . . Who shall describe the inexpressible tenderness and
immortal life of the grim forest, where nature, though it be
mid-winter, is ever in her spring, where the moss-grown and
decaying trees are not old, but seem to enjoy a perpetual youth ;
and blissful, innocent nature, like a serene infant, is too happy
to make a noise, except by a few tinkling, lisping birds and
trickling rills ?”

In the autumn of 1853 Thoreau, accompanied
by the same relative, and by an Indian hunter

named Joe Aitteon, paid his second visit to the
12
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Maine Woods, the lake of Chesuncook being this
time his destination. The paper entitled ¢ Chesun-
cook,” which was published in the A¢antic Monthly
in 1858, is occupied in great measure with the sub-
ject of moose-hunting, and contains, among other
things, some highly characteristic reflections on the
“ murder of the moose,” in which Thoreau had been
a witness and to some extent a participator :

“ On more accounts than one, I had had enough of moose-
hunting. I had not come to the woods for this purpose, nor
had I foreseen it, though I had been willing to learn how the
Indian manceuvred ; but one moose killed was as good, if not
as bad, as a dozen. The afternoon’s tragedy, and my share in
it, as it affected the innocence, destroyed the pleasure of my
adventure. It is true, I came as near as is possible to come to
being a hunter and miss it, myself ; and as it is, I think I could
spend a year in the woods, fishing and hunting just enough to
sustain myself, with satisfaction. This would be next to living
like a philosopher on the fruits of the earth which you had
raised, which also attracts one. But this hunting of the moose
merely for the satisfaction of killing him—not even for the sake
of his hide — without making any extraordinary exertion or
running any risk yourself, is too much like going out by night
to some woodside pasture and shooting your neighbour’s horses.
These are God’s own horses, poor, timid creatures, that will run
fast enough as soon as they smell you, though they are nine feet
high.”

“ The Allegash and East Branch,” the account
of Thoreau’s third and final excursion to Maine, in
July 1857, at which time he had been in weak
health for two years, forms the concluding portion

of the volume afterwards published under the title
of The Maine Woods, and is chiefly concerned with
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geographical topics, botanical specimens, and the
character of Joe Polis, an intelligent Indian guide,
from whom Thoreau derived much valuable infor-
mation. ““ Having returned,” wrote Thoreau to
Mr. Blake, “ I flatter myself that the world appears
in some respects a little larger, and not, as usual,
smaller and shallower, for having extended my
range. [ have made a short excursion into the
new world which the Indian He
begins where we leave off. The Indfan who can
find his way so wonderfully in the woods possesses
so much intelligence which the white man does not,
and it increases my own capacity, as well as faith,
to observe it. I rejoice to find that intelligence
flows in other channels than I knew. It redeems
for me portions of what seemed brutish before.”
“As to Thoreau’s courage and manliness,” says
Mr. Edward Hoar of Concord, who was his fellow-
traveller on this expedition, ‘“nobody who had
seen him among the Penobscot rocks and rapids,
the Indian trusting his life and his canoe to his
skill, promptitude, and nerve, would ever doubt it.”

The following letter, addressed by Thoreau to
Colonel Wentworth Higginson, in reference to a
projected tour through the Maine forests to Canada,
is interesting as showing with what precision and
practical acuteness his expeditions were planned :

¢ CONCORD, 28¢4 January 1858.

“ DeAR S1IR—TIt would be perfectly practicable to go [to] the
Madawaska the way you propose. As for the route to Quebec,
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I do not find the ‘Sugar Loaf Mts.’ on my maps. The most
direct and regular way, as you know, is substantially Montresor’s
and Arnold’s and the younger John Smith’s—by the Chauditre ;
but this is less wild. If your object is rather to see the St
Lawrence River below Quebec, you will probably strike it at the
Riviére du Loup (v. Hodge’s account of his excursion thither iz
the Allegash. I believe it is in the second Report on the
Geology of the Public Lands of Maine and Mass. in ’37). I
think that our Indian last summer, when we talked of going
to the St. Lawrence, named another route, near the Madawaska
—perhaps the St. Francis, which would save the long portage
which Hodge made.

“I do not know whether you think of ascending the St.
Lawrence in a canoe—but if you should, you might be delayed
not only by the current, but by the waves, which frequently run
too high for a canoe on such a mighty stream. It would be a
grand excursion to go to Quebec by the Chauditre—descend
the St. Lawrence to the Rivitre du Loup—and return by the
Madawaska and St. John’s to Frederickton, or further—almost
all the way down stream—a very important consideration.

“I went to Moosehead in company with a party of four who
were going a-hunting down the Allegash and St. John's, and
thence by some other stream over into the Ristigouche and
down that to the Bay of Chaleur—to be gone six weeks.

“Qur northern terminus was an island in Heron Lake on
the Allegash (2. Cotton’s R. R. and township map of Maine).
The Indian proposed that we should return to Bangor by the
St. John’s and Great Schoodic Lake, which we had thought of
ourselves ; and he showed us on the map where we should be
each night. It was then noon, and the next day night, continu-
ing down the Allegash, we should have been at the Madawaska
settlements, having made only one or two portages; and there-
after, on the St. John’s there would be but one or two more falls
with short carries, and if there was not too much wind, we could
go down that stream 100 miles a day. It is settled all the
way below Madawaska. He knew the route well. He even
said that this was easier, and would take but little more time,
though much further, than the route we decided on, fe. by
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Webster Stream, the East Branch, and Main Penobscot and
Oldtown ; but he may have wanted a longer job. We preferred
the latter, not only because it was shorter, but because, as he
said, it was wilder.

“We went about 325 miles with the canoe (including sixty
miles of stage between Bangor and Oldtown), were out twelve
nights, and spent about forty dollars apiece, which was more
than was necessary. We paid the Indian, who was a very good
one, $1.50 per day and 50 cents per week for his canoe. This
is enough in ordinary seasons. I had formerly paid $20 for an
Indian and for white batteau-men.

“If you go to Madawaska in a leisurely manner, suppos-
ing no delay on account of rain or the violence of the wind, you
may reach Mt. Kineo by noon, and have the afternoon to explore
it The next day you may get to the head of the lake before
noon, make the portage of two and a half miles over a wooden
R. R, and drop down the Penobscot half a dozen miles. The
third morning you will perhaps walk half a mile about Pine
Stream Falls, while the Indian runs down, cross the head of
Chesuncook, reach the junction of the Cancomgamook and
Umbazookskus by noon, and ascend the latter to Umbazookskus
Lake that night. If it is low water, you may have to walk and
carry a little on the Umbazookskus before entering the lake,
The fourth morning you will make the carry of two miles to
Mud Pond (Allegash water), and a very wet carry it is, and reach
Chamberlain Lake by noon, and Heron Lake perhaps that night,
after a couple of very short carries at the outlet of Chamberlain.
At the end of two days more you will probably be at
Madawaska.

“ Of course the Indian can paddle twice as far in a day as
he commonly does.

“Perhaps you would like a few more detailss We wused
(three of us) exactly 26 1bs. of hard bread, 14 Ibs. of pork, 3 Ibs.
of coffee, 12 lbs. of sugar (and could have used more), besides a
little tea, Indian meal and rice, and plenty of berries and moose-
meat. This was faring very luxuriously. I had not formerly

carried coffee, sugar, or rice. But for solid food, I decide that

it is not worth the while to carry anything but hard bread and
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pork, whatever your tastes and habits may be. These wear
best, and you have no time nor dishes in which to cook any-
thing else. Of course you will take a little Indian meal to fry
fish in, and half a dozen lemons also, if you have sugar, will be
very refreshing, for the water is warm.

“To save time, the sugar, coffee, tea, salt, etc. etc.,, should
be in separate watertight bags, labelled and tied with a leathern
string ; and all the provisions and blankets should be put into two
large india-rubber bags, if you can find them watertight. Ours
were not.

““ A four-quart tin pail makes a good kettle for all purposes,
and tin plates are portable and convenient. Don’t forget an
india-rubber knapsack, with a large flap, plenty of disk cloths,
old newspapers, strings, and twenty-five feet of strong cord.

“Of india-rubber clothing the most you can wear, if any,
is a very light coat, and that you cannot work in.

“I could be more particular, but perhaps have been too
much so already.—Yours truly,

“ HENrRY D. THOREAU.”

Mention has already been made of Thoreau's
fondness for mountains. He possessed in a marked
degree the instinct of topography, and with map and
compass would make out his way unerringly through
the wildest regions; and Channing tells us that he
could run up the steepest places without losing
breath. “He ascended such hills as Monadnock or
Saddleback mountains,” says the same authority,
“by his own path, and would lay down his map on
the summit and draw a line to the point he proposed
to visit below, perhaps forty miles away in the land-
scape, and set off bravely to make the short cut.
The lowland people wondered to see him scaling the
heights as if he had lost his way, or at his jumping

W
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over their cow-yard fences, asking if he had fallen
from the clouds.”

In July 1858 he made another expedition with
his friend Edward Hoar, this time to the White
Mountains of New Hampshire, the Switzerland of
New England, which he had visited with his brother
nineteen years earlier. They travelled by carriage,
and Thoreau complains in his journal of the loss of
independence, as regards choice of camping-stations,
which this method involved ; it was not simple and
adventurous enough to suit his tastes. He also
" disliked the “mountain houses” which were already
erected in New Hampshire, with large saloons, and
other appurtenances of the city, for the supposed
convenience of the tourist; ‘“ give me,” he says, “a
spruce-house made in the rain.” Their chief exploit
during the fortnight they spent in New Hampshire
was the ascent of Mount Washington, the highest
mountain in New England, where, in descending
towards Tuckerman’s Ravine, Thoreau lost his foot-
ing on the steep crust of a snow-slope, and was only
saved by digging his finger-nails into the snow.
They camped for several days in a plantation of
dwarf firs near the foot of the ravine, and by the
carelessness of their guide in lighting a fire several
acres of brushwood were set in a blaze, which proved
to be the means of attracting the attention of two
other friends. ‘“In the course of the afternoon,”
says Thoreau in his journal, ‘“we heard, as we
thought, a faint shout, and it occurred to me that
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Blake, for whom I had left a note at the Glen
House, might possibly be looking for me, but soon
Wentworth (the guide) decided that it must be a
bear, for they make a noise like a woman in distress.
After an hour or two had elapsed, we heard the
voice again nearer, and saw two men. I went up
the stream to meet Blake and Brown,! wet, ragged,
and bloody from black flies. I had told Blake to
look out for a smoke and a white tent. We had
made a smoke, sure enough. We slept five in the
tent that night, and found it quite warm.” The
next afternoon Thoreau sprained his ankle while
scrambling on the rocks, and was laid up in the
camp for two or three days.

“What mountain are you camping on nowa-
days?” he wrote to his friend Blake some months .
after the excursion. ‘““We are always, methinks, in
some kind of ravine, though our bodies may walk
the smooth streets of Worcester. Our souls (I use
this word for want of a better) are ever perched on
its rocky sides, overlooking that lowland. What a
more than Tuckerman’s Ravine is the body itself, in
which the soul is encamped, when you come to look
into it! However, eagles alway have chosen such
places for their eyries.”

Monadnock, a mountain of nearly four thousand
feet, which is visible from Concord on the north-
west horizon, had been visited by Thoreau, like

1 “Theo” Brown, a merchant living at Worcester.
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Wachusett, in his early manhood. In 1858, a month
before his excursion to the White Mountains, he
camped a couple of nights on its summit in com-
pany with Mr. Blake, and two years later he again
ascended it with Ellery Channing, who, being un-
accustomed to mountain life, did not relish its in-
conveniences as much as his friend, but complains
pathetically of the “fatigue, the blazing sun, the face
getting broiled ; the pint cup never scoured ; shaving
unutterable ; your stockings dreary, having taken to
peat,” and other similar experiences. There is an
interesting account of this adventure in one of
Thoreau’s letters to Blake :

“ gth November 1860.—We made an excellent beginning of
our mountain life. We went up in the rain—wet through—and
found ourselves in a cloud there at mid-afternoon, in no situation
to look about for the best place for a camp. So I proceeded at
once, through the cloud, to that memorable stone ‘chunk yard’
in which we made our humble camp once, and there, after
putting our packs under a rock, having a good hatchet, I pro-
ceeded to build a substantial house, which C. declared the
handsomest he ever saw. (He never camped out before, and
was no doubt prejudiced in its favour.) This was done about
dark, and by that time we were nearly as wet as if we had stood
in a hogshead of water. We then built a fire before the door,
directly on the site of our little camp of two years ago, and it
took a long time to burn through its remains to the ground
beneath. Standing before this, and turning round slowly, like
meat that is roasting, we were as dry, if not drier, than ever,
after a few hours, and so at last we turned in.

“This was a great deal better than going up there in fair
weather and having no adventure (not knowing how to appreciate
either fair weather or foul) but dull commonplace sleep in a use-
less house, and before a comparatively useless fire, such as we get
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every night. Of course we thanked our stars, when we saw them,
which was about midnight, that they had seemingly withdrawn
for a season. We had the mountain all to ourselves that after-
noon and night. There was nobody going up that day to engrave
his name on the summit, nor to gather blueberries. The genius
of the mountain saw us starting from Concord, and it said, There
come two of our folks. Let us get ready for them. Get up a
serious storm, that will send a-packing these holiday guests. Let
us receive them with true mountain hospitality—Xkill the fatted
cloud. Let them know the value of a spruce roof and of a fire
of dead spruce stumps. . . .

“ After several nights’ experience, C. came to the conclusion
that he was ‘lying out-doors,’ and inquired what was the largest
beast that might nibble his legs there. I fear he did not improve
all the night, as he might have done, to sleep. I had asked him
to go and spend a week there. We spent five nights, being gone
six days, for C. suggested that six working days made a week,
and I saw that he was ready to dexamp. However, he found his
account in it as well as L.”

This visit to Monadnock was the last of
Thoreau's excursions in which he camped out.
The reasons which compelled the discontinuance of
a practice in which he found such pleasure will
appear when we resume the story of his life at
Concord.



CHAPTER VIII

CLOSING YEARS

As early as 1855 Thoreau’s health had begun to be
a matter of some anxiety to himself and to his
friends. Frequent mention has been made by those
who knew him personally of the iron endurance and
sturdy strength of limb which enabled him to out-
strip the companions of his walks and open-air pur-
suits. Emerson, who was himself little qualified for
an outdoor life, marvelled at his friend’s indefati-
gable energy in tree-felling and field-work ; while
Channing and others who accompanied him to the
mountains suffered acutely from the exposure, which
Thoreau seemed not to feel. Nevertheless, this
power of prolonged endurance was due, there is
reason to believe, far more to an indomitable spirit
than to a natural strength of constitution; for,
idealist as he was, he was too apt to compel his body
at all times to keep pace with his mind, and if he
was somewhat exacting in his demands on his friends,
he had still less consideration for his own weaknesses.
“ The physique given him at birth,” says Dr. E. W.
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Emerson, “was unusually slight. [have never seen
a person with more sloping shoulders, and seldom a
narrower chest. Yet he made his frame all that it
could be made.” It will be remembered that his
college career was interrupted by an illness which
kept him for some time from his studies; and as
early as 1841 there is reference in the journal to a
bronchial attack, which is significant when read in
connection with the story of his closing years. I
am confined to the house,” he wrote, “ by bronchitis,
and so seek to content myself with that quiet and
serene life there is in a warm corner by the fireside,
and see the sky through the chimney-top. Sickness
should not be allowed to extend farther than the
body. As soon as I find my chest is not of
tempered steel and my heart of adamant, I bi
good-bye to them, and look out for a new naturq.
I will be liable to no accidents.” This last sentj-
ment is eminently illustrative of Thoreau’s philg-
sophy of life.

In the autumn of 1855 we find him writing of the
“months of feebleness” that had preceded, and of
his satisfaction at partly regaining his health, though
he would have liked ‘‘to know first what it was that
ailed him.” During the winter that followed he was
able to walk afield as usual, and boasts that he had
made it a part of his business ‘‘to wade in the snow
and take the measure of the ice,” and that, in spite
of his recent ill-health, he was probably the greatest
walker in Concord. In the spring of 1857 he refers
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to his ‘two-year-old invalidity,” from which we
see that the disquieting symptoms had not wholly
abated ; and it cannot be doubted that he at all
times subjected himself to considerable risks both by
the severity of his exertions in carrying heavy loads
and taking long walks—‘“always doing ideal work ”
is Channing’s expression—and also in the reckless-
ness with which he exposed himself to all extremes
of weather, and all changes of season, regardless alike
of frost and sun, wind and snow, the chills of midnight
and the mists of the early morning. For the present,
however, we hear no more of his illness, and he con-
tinued to lead the same equable contented state of
life which has already been described. '

For several years after the appearance of Walden
in 1854 Thoreau did not publish more of his writ-
ings, though he was busily engaged in various
literary plans, chief among which was his projected
book on the Indians. His relations with editors and
publishers, partly no doubt owing to his own un-
accommodating temperament, had not always been of
the most amicable kind ; his essays were repeatedly
refused by papers and magazines on account of their
religious unorthodoxy, and it is said an editor once
begged Emerson to persuade Thoreau to write an
article containing no allusion to God. In 1859, when,
at Emerson’s suggestion, he contributed his paper on
““ Chesuncook " (the Maine Woods) to the A#/antic
Monthly, of which Mr. Lowell was then editor, a
fresh point of difference arose. A sentence in which
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Thoreau had spoken in his idealistic style of the
“living spirit” of the pine tree (‘‘it is as immortal as
I am, and perchance will go to as high a heaven,
there to tower above me still ’) was struck out under
editorial censorship, without the permission of the
author, and this being an indignity to which Thoreau
would never submit, he sent no more of his essays to
the Atlantic Monthly until the editorship had passed
into other hands. The sentencg¢ in question was, of
course, restored when the article on “ Chesuncook ”
was included in the volume on 7%e Maine Woods.
On 3d February 1859 Thoreau records in his
diary the death of his father, who had lived to the
age of seventy-two. This was the third time he had
mourned the loss of a near relative, his brother
having died, as narrated, in 1842, and his sister Helen
in 1849. “Five minutes before 3 p.M. father died.
I have touched a body which was flexible and warm,
yet tenantless—warmed by what fire? 1 perceive
that we partially die ourselves, through sympathy, at
the death of each of our friends or near relatives.
Each such experience is an assault on our vital force.
After long watching around the sick-bed of a friend
we too partially give up the ghost with him, and are
the less to be identified with this state of things.”
In the following letter to Mr. Daniel Ricketson he
gives an interesting account of his father’s character :

¢ CONCORD, 12¢A February 1859.
“ FRIEND RICKETSON—TI thank you for your kind letter. I
sent you the notice of my father's death as much because you knew

L
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him as because you know me. I can hardly realise that he is
dead. He had been sick about two years, and at last declined
rather rapidly though steadily. Till within a week or ten days
before he died he was hoping to see another spring, but he then
discovered that this was a vain expectation, and thinking that he
was dying, he took his leave of us several times within a week
before his departure. Once or twice he expressed a slight im-
patience at the delay. He was quite conscious to the last, and
his death was so easy that though we had all been sitting around
the bed for an hour or more expecting that event, as we had sat
before, he was gone at last almost before we were aware of it.

“I am glad to read what you say about his social nature, I
think I may say that he was wholly unpretending, and there was
this peculiarity in his aim, that though he had pecuniary difficul-
ties to contend with the greater part of his life, he always studied
merely how to make a good article, pencil or other (for he prac-
tised various arts), and was never satisfied with what he had pro-
duced. Nor was he ever in the least disposed to put off a goor
one for the sake of pecuniary gain, as if he laboured for a higher
end.

“ Though he was not very old, and was not a native of Concord,
I think that he was, on the whole, more identified with Concord
street than any man now alive, having come here when he was
about twelve years old, and set up for himself as a merchant here
at the age of twenty-one, fifty years ago.

“As I sat in a circle the other evening with my mother and
sister, my mother’s two sisters, and my father’s two sisters, it
occurred to me that my father, though 71, belonged to the youngest
four of the eight who recently composed our family.

““ How swiftly at last, but unnoticed, a generation passes away !
Three years ago I was called, with my father, to be a witness to
the signing of our neighbour Mr. Frost’s wil. Mr. Samuel Hoar,
who was there writing it, also signed it. I was lately required
to go to Cambridge to testify to the genuineness of the will,
being the only one of the four who could be there, and now |
am the only one alive.

“My mother and sister thank you heartily for your sympathy.
The latter in particular agrees with you in thinking that it is
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communion with still living and healthy nature alone which can
restore to sane and cheerful views. I thank you for your invitation
to New Bedford, but I feel somewhat confined here for the present.
I did not know but we should see you the day after Alger was
here. Itis not too late for a winter walk in Concord. It does me
good to hear of spring birds and singing ones too, for spring
seems far away from Concord yet. I'm going to Worcester to
read a parlor lecture on the 22d, and shall see Blake and Brown.
What if you were to meet me there? or go with me from here ?
You would see them to good advantage. Cholmondeley bhas
been here again, after going as far south as Virginia, and left for
Canada about three weeks ago. He is a good soul, and I am
afraid that I did not sufficiently recognise him.

“Please remember me to Mrs. Ricketson, and to the rest of
your family.—Yours, HEeNRY D. THOREAU.”

After his father’s death Thoreau carried on the
family business, pencil-making and the preparation
of plumbago, on behalf of his mother and his
younger sister Sophia. This same year, 1859, was
destined to be one of the most memorable in his
experience. We have seen how he was, from the
first, an ardent abolitionist, how he had withdrawn
his allegiance from the State of Massachusetts owing
to its sanction of slavery, and had delivered lectures
and published essays on the subject at a time
when the outspoken profession of abolitionist
principles was neither safe nor comfortable ;
and how he had himself concealed escaped
slaves and assisted their flight to Canada. True-
hearted American though he was, he had little
respect for the patriotic feelings of those of his
fellow-countrymen who could combine a pride in
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their national liberties with an indifference to aboli-
tion ; and on one of the occasions when a runaway
slave was surrendered to his owners by the Massa-
chusetts Government, he is said to have proposed
to his townsmen at Concord that the monument
which commemorated American independence
should be coated with black paint. .

When he was introduced to John Brown in 1857
he doubtless recognised in him the “one righteous
man ” whose advent he had heralded in the essay
on Slavery in Massackusetts, which he had written
and published several years before, and it _is not
difficult to imagine the intensity of admiration with
which he must have followed the phases of the great
emancipator’s career. Himself an individualist, and,
as regards politics, less a man cf .._.lon than a man
of thought, he reverenced in Brown the very
qualities in which he was himself deficient. “His
was a more sour and saturnine hatred of injustice,”
says Changing ; “his life was more passive, and he
lost the glory of action which fell to the lot of Brown.
Thoreau worshipped a hero in a mortal disguise,
under the shape of that homely son of justice; his
pulses thrilled and his hands involuntarily clenched
together at the mention of Captain Brown.” The
final effort of Brown's heroism was now at hand, and
the events that followed proved to be in some
respects the crowning point of Thoreau’s life also.

In October 1859 John Brown, who was just
entering on his sixtieth year, was again in Concord,
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and it was from Mr. Sanborn’s house that he started
on his last and fateful expedition against the Virgin-
ian slaveholders. The very evening before his
departure he addressed another meeting in the
Concor