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PREFACE

T s115 book is a collection of representative sketches by
six of the most eminent American writers on nature. It
has been compiled with a view to giving the greatest
possible variety in subject, treatment, and locality, as
well as in the point of view. The authors represented
are Thoreau, the Transcendental philosopher, who, in
spite of his Transcendentalism, could yet write delight-
fully of very concrete natural objects; Burroughs, the
leading exponent of the real country life, — the life of
the farm and the nearby woodlands, — the man who
probably more than any other one writer is responsible
for the present interest in nature-study; John Muir,
geologist, arborist, gentle enthusiast, lover of the wildest
of our wild American scenery, the sympathetic inter-
preter of the great California forests; Bradford Torrey,
an across-lots rambler, ornithologist, and botanist, an
observer of birds as a part of the landscape; Olive
Thorne Miller, whose studies of birds have been of a
more intensive character and devoted more exclusively
to the bird itself; and Dallas Lore Sharp, whose ac-
quaintance with the farm and its tenants the smaller
wild animals is particularly intimate and sympathetic,
and who writes from an unusual depth of sentiment.:
and poetic feeling for nature. The subjects treated in-
clude birds, beasts, frogs, and fishes; ponds, wild apples,



vi PREFACE

the cow; forests and wild flowers; strawberries and
trout-fishing; and the territory covered extends from
Massachusetts to California, from the spruce-lined
coast of Maine to the pine groves of North Carolina.

But the book is also something more than a collection
of essays. It represents both the literary outcome and
the literary inspiration of an important movement in
American life, — that which has come to be known as
the Nature Movement. As to the origin and significance
of this movement it would be hard to find a more perti-
nent statement than that contained in an essay in Mr.
Dallas Lore Sharp’s “The Lay of the Land.”

“There is no way of accounting for the movement,”
says Mr. Sharp, “that reflects in the least upon its
reality and genuineness. It may be only the appro-
priation by the common people of the world that the -
scientists have discovered to us; it may be a popular
reaction against the conventionality of the eighteenth
century ; or the result of our growing wealth and leisure;
or a fashion set by Thoreau and Burroughs, — one or
all of these may account for its origin; but nothing can
explain the movement away, or hinder us from being
- borne by it out, at least a little way, under the open of
heaven, to the great good of body and soul.

“Among the cultural influences of our times that
have developed the proportions of a movement, this so-
called nature movement is peculiarly American. No -
such general, widespread turning to the out-of-doors is
seen anywhere else; no other such body of nature litera-
ture as ours; no other people so close to nature in sym-
pathy and understanding, because there is no other

.
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people of the same degree of culture living so close to
the real, wild out-of-doors.

“The extraordinary interest in the out-of-doors is not
altogether a recent acquirement. We inherited it. Na-
ture study is an American habit. What else had the
* pioneers and colonists to study but the out-of-doors?
and what else was half as wonderful ? They came from
an old urban world into this new country world, where
all was strange, unnamed, and unexplored. Their chief
business was observing nature, not as dull savages, nor
as children born to a dead familiarity with their sur-
roundings, but as interested men and women, with a
need and a desire to know. Their coming was the real
beginning of our nature movement ; their observing has
developed into our thture study habit.

“QOur nature literature also began with them. There
is scarcely a journal, a diary, or a set of letters of this
early time in which we do not find that careful seeing,
and often that imaginative interpretation, so character-
istic of the present day. Even the modern animal ro-
mancer is represented among these early writers in
John Josselyn and his delicious book, ‘New England’s
Rarities Discovered.’

“It was not until the time of Emerson and Bryant
and Thoreau, however, that our interest in nature be-
came general and grew into something deeper than
mere curiosity. There had been naturalists such as
Audubon (he was a poet, also), but they went off into
the deep woods alone. They were after new facts, new
species. Emerson and Bryant and Thoreau went into
the woods, too, but not for facts, nor did they go far,
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and they invited us to go along. We went, because they
got no farther than the back-pasture fence. It was not
to the woods they took us, but to nature; not a-hunting
after new species in the name of science, but for new
iuspirations, new estimates of life, new health for mind
and spirit.

“But we were slow to get as far even as their back-
pasture fence, slow to find nature in the fields and
woods. Tt was fifty years ago that Emerson tried to take
us to nature; but fifty years ago, how few there were
who could make sense out of his invitation, to say no-
thing of accepting it! And of Thoreau’s first nature
book, ‘A Week on the Concord and Merrimack
Rivers,” there were sold, in four years after publication,
two hundred and twenty copies. But two hundred and
twenty of such books at work in the mind of the country
could leaven, in time, a big lump of it. And they did.
The out-of-doors, our attitude toward it, and our litera-
ture about it have never been the same since. . . . .

“Let us learn to see and name first. The inexperi-
enced, the unknowing, the unthinking, cannot love.
One must live until tired, and think until baffled, before
he can know his need of Nature; and then he will not
know how to approach her unless already acquainted.
To expect anything more than curiosity and animal de-
light in a child is foolish, and the attempt to teach him
anything more at first than to know the out-of-doors is
equally foolish. Poets are born, but not until they are
old.

“But if one got no farther than his how-to-know book
would lead him, he still would get into the fields, — the
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best place for him this side of heaven, —he would get
ozone for his lungs, red blood, sound sleep, and health.
As a nation, we had just begun to get away from the
farm and out of touch with the soil. The nature move-
ment is sending us back in time. A new wave of physi-
cal soundness is to roll in upon us as the result, accom-
panied with a newness of mind and of morals.

“For, next to bodily health, the influence of the fields
makes for the health of the spirit. It is easier to be good
in a good body and an environment of largeness, beauty,
and peace, — easier here than anywhere else to be sane,
sincere, and ‘in little thyng have suffisaunce.” If it
means anything to think upon whatsoever things are
good and lovely, then it means much to own a how-to-
know book and to make use of it.

“'This is hardly more than a beginning, however,
merely satisfying an instinet of the mind. It is good if
done afield, even though such classifying of the out-of-
doors is only scraping an acquaintance with nature.
The best good, the deep healing, come when one, no
longer a stranger, breaks away from his getting and
spending, from his thinking with men, and camps under
the open sky, where he knows without thinking, and
worships without priest or chant or prayer.”

Boston, January, 1909.
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HENRY D. THOREAU



WILD APPLES
THE HISTORY OF THE APPLE TREE

Ir is remarkable how closely the history of the apple
tree is connected with that of man. The geologist tells
us that the order of the Rosacee, which includes the
apple, also the true grasses, and the Labiate, or mints,
were introduced only a short time previous to the ap-
pearance of man on the globe.

It appears that apples made a part of the food of that
unknown primitive people whose traces have lately
been found at the bottom of the Swiss ‘lgl{ss, supposed
to be-older than the foundation of Rome, so old that
they had no metallic implements. An entire black and
shriveled crab-apple has been recovered from their
stores. '

Tacitus says of the ancient Germans that they sat-
isfied their hunger with wild apples (agrestia poma),
among other things.

- Niebuhr observes that “ the words for a house, a field,
a plow, plowing, wine, oil, milk, sheep, apples, and
others relating to agriculture and the gentler way of life,
agree in Latin and Greek, while the Latin words for all
" objects pertaining to war or the chase are utterly alien
from the Greek.” Thus the apple tree may be con-
sidered a symbol of peace no less than the olive.

. 'The apple was early so important, and generally dis-

tributed, that its name traced to its root in many lan-
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guages signifies fruit in general. M7ov, in Greek, means
an apple, also the fruit of other trees, also a sheep and
any cattle, and finally riches in general.

The apple tree has been celebrated by the Hebrews,
Greeks, Romans, and Scandinavians. Some have
thought that the first human pair were tempted by its
fruit. Goddesses are fabled to have contended for it,
dragons were set to watch it, and heroes were employed
to pluck it.

The tree is mentioned in at least three places in the
Old Testament, and its fruit in two or three more.
Solomon. sings, “As the apple-tree among the trees
of the wood, so is my beloved among the sons.” And
again, “Stay me with flagons, comfort me with ap-
ples.” The noblest part of man’s noblest feature is .
named from this fruit, “the apple of the eye.”

The apple tree is also mentioned by Homer and
Herodotus. Ulysses saw in the glorious garden of Al-
cinoiis “ pears and pomegranates, and apple trees bear-
ing beautiful fruit” (xai pyiéa dyradkapma). And ac-
cording to Homer, apples were among the fruits which
- Tantalus could not pluck, the wind ever blowing their
boughs away from him. Theophrastus knew and de-
scribed the apple trge as a botanist.

According to the Prose Edda, “Iduna keeps in a box
the apples which the gods, when they feel old age ap-
proaching, have only to taste of to become young again.
It is in this manner that they will be kept in renovated
youth until Ragnardk” (or the destruction of the gods).

I learn from Lgudon that “the ancient Welsh bards

were rewarded for excelling in song by the token of the
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apple-spray;” and “in the Highlands of Scotland the
_apple-tree is the badge of the clan Lamont.”

The apple tree (Pyrus malus) belongs chiefly to the
n_qgtbgﬂgnperate zone. Loudon says that “it grows
spontaneously in every part of Europe except the frigid
zone, and throughout Western Asia, China, and Japan.”
We have also two or three varieties of the apple indige-
nous in North America. The cultivated apple tree was
first introduced into this country by the earliest settlers,
and is thought to do as well or better here than any-
where else. Probably some of the varieties which are
now cultivated were first introduced into Britain by the
Romans.

Pliny, adopting the distinction of Theophrastus, says,
“Of trees there are some which are altogether wild
(sylvestres), some more civilized (urbaniores).” Theo-
phrastus includes the apple among the last; and, in-
deed, it is in this sense the most civilized of all trees.
It is as harmless as a dove, as beautiful as a rose, and as
valuable as flocks and herds. It has been longer culti-
vated than any other, and so is more humanized; and
who knows but, like the dog, it will at length be no
longer traceable to its wild original? It migrates with
man, like the dog and horse and cow: first, perchance,
from Greece to Italy, thence to England, thence to
America; and our Western emigrant is still marching
steadily toward the setting sun with the seeds of the
apple in his pocket, or perhaps a few young trees
strapped to his load. At least a milljon apple trees are
thus set farther westward this year than any cultivated
ones grew last year. Consider how the Blossom Week,
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" like the Sabbath, is thus annually spre‘ldlng over the
prairies; for when man migrates, he carries with him
not only his birds, quadrupeds, insects, vegetables,
and his very sward, but his orchard also.

The leaves and tender twigs are an agreeable food to
many domestic ammals, as the cow, hofgg, sheep, and
goat; and the fruit is sought after by the first, as well
as by the hog. Thus there appears to have existed a
natural alliance between these animals and this tree
from the first. “The fruit of the crab in the forests of
France” is said to be “
boar.”

Not only the Indian, but many indigepous insects,
birds, and quadrupeds, welcomed the apple tree to
these shores. The tent caterpillar saddled her eggs on
the very first twig that was formed, and it has since
shared her affections with the wild cherry; and the
canker-worm also in a measure abandoned the elm to
feed on it. As it grew apace, the bluebird, robin, cherry-
bird, kingbird, and many more came with haste and
built their nests and warbled in its boughs, and so be-
came orchard-birds, and multiplied more than ever.
It was an era in the history of their race. The downy
woodpecker found such a sayory morsel under its bark
that he perforated it in a ring quite round the tree,
before he left it, — a thing which he had never done
before, to my knowledge. It did not take the partridge
long to find out how sweet its buds were, and ei’ery
winter eve she flew, and still flies, from the 'wood, to

a great resource for the wild

pluck them, much to the farmer’s sorrow. The rabbit; = .

too, was not slow to learn the taste of its twigs and bark; :
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and when the fruit was ripe, the squirrel half rolled,
half carried it to his hole; and even the musquash crept
up the bank from the brook at evening, and greedily
devoured it, until he had worn a path in the grass there;
and when it was frozen and thawed, the crow and the
jay were glad to taste it occasionally. The owl crept
into the first apple tree that became hollow, and fairly
hooted with delight, finding it just the place for him; so,
settling down into it, he has remained there ever since.

My theme being the Wild Apple, I will merely glance
at some of the seasons in the annual growth of the cul-
tivated apple, and pass on to my special province.

The flowers of the apple are perhaps the most beau-
tiful of any tree’s, so copious and so delicious to both
~ sight and scent. The walker is frequently tempted to
turn and linger near some more than usually handsome
one, whose blossoms are two-thirds expanded. How
superior it is in these respects to the pear, whose blos-
soms are neither colored nor fragrant!

By the middle of July, green apples are so large as to
romind us of coddling, and of the autumn. The sward
is commonly strewed with little ones which fall still-
born, as it were, — Nature thus thinning them for
us. The Roman writer Palladius said, “If apples are
inclined to fall before their time, a stone placed in a
split root will retain them.” Some such notion, still
surviving, may account for some of the stones which
we see placed, to be overgrown, in the forks of trees.
They have a saying in Suffolk, England, —

i “At Michaelmas time, or a little before,
Half an apple goes to the core.”
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Early apples begin to be ripe about the first of August;
but I think that none of them are so good to eat as some
to smell. One is worth more to scent your handkerchief
with than any perfume which they sell in the shops.
The fragrance of some fruits is not to be forgotten,
along with that of flowers. Some gnarly apple whicli I
pick up in the road reminds me by its fragrance of all
the wealth of Pomona, — carrying me forward to those
days when they will be collected in golden and ruddy
heaps in the orchards and about the cider-mills.

A week or two later, as you are going by orchards or
gardens, especially in the evenings, you pass through
a little region possessed by the fragrance of ripe apples,
and thus enjoy them without price, and without robbing
anybody.

There is thus about all natural products a certain
volatile and ethereal quality which represents their
highest value, and which cannot be vulgarized, or
bought and sold. No mortal has ever enjoyed the per-
fect flavor of any fruit, and only the godlike among men
begin to taste its ambrosial qualities. For nectar and
ambrosia are only those fine flavors of every earthly -
fruit which our coarse palates fail to perceive, — just
as we occupy the heaven of the gods without knowing
it. When I see a particularly mean man carrying a load
of fair and fragrant early apples to market, 1 seem to
see a contest going on between him and his horse, on
the one side, and the apples on the other, and, to my
mind, the apples always gain it. Pliny says that apples
are the heaviest of all things, and that the oxen begin
to sweat at the mere sight of a load of them. Our driver
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begins to lose his load the moment he tries to transport
them to where they do not belong, that is, to any but
the most beautiful. Though he gets out from time to
time, and feels of them, and thinks they are all there,
I see the stream of their evanescent and celestial quali-
ties going to heaven from his cart, while the pulp and
skin and core only are going to market. They are not
apples, but pomace. Are not these still Iduna’s apples,
the taste of which keeps the gods forever young? and
think you that they will let Loki or Thjassi carry them
off to Jotunheim, while they grow wrinkled and gray?
No, for Ragnartk, or the destruction of the gods, is not
yet.

There is another thinning of the fruit, commonly
near the end of August or in September, when the ground
is strewn with windfalls; and this happens especially
when high winds occur after rain. In some orchards
you may see fully three quarters of the whole crop on
the ground, lying in a circular form beneath the trees,
yet hard and green, or, if it is a hillside, rolled far down
the hill. However, it is an ill wind that blows nobody

~any good. All the country over, people are busy pick-
ing up the windfalls, and this will make them cheap for
early apple pies.

In October, the leaves falling, the apples are more
‘distinct on the trees. I saw one year in a neighboring
town some trees fuller of fruit than I remember.to have
ever seen before, small yellow apples hanging over the
road. The branches were gracefully drooping with their
weight, like a barberry bush, so that the whole tree
acquired a new character. Even the topmost branches,
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instead of standing erect, spread and drooped in all di-
rections; and there were so many poles supporting the
lower ones that they looked like pictures of banyan
trees. As an old English manuscript says, “The mo
appelen the tree bereth the more sche boweth to the
folk.” ‘

Surely the apple is the noblest of fruits. Let the most
beautiful or the swiftest have it. That should be the

“going” price of apples.

Between the 5th and 20th of October I see the barrels
lie under the trees. And perhaps I talk with one who
is selecting some choice barrels to fulfill an order. He
turns a specked one over many times before he leaves it
out. If I were to tell what is passing in my mind, I
should say that every one was specked which he had
handled; for he rubs off all the bloom, and those fu-
gacious ethereal qualities leave it. Cool evenings prompt
the farmers to make haste, and at length I see only the
ladders here and there left leaning against the trees.

It would be well, if we accepted these gifts with more
joy and gratitude, and did not think it enough simply
to put a fresh load of compost about the tree. Some -
old English customs are suggestive at least. I find them
described chiefly in Brand’s “Popular Antiquities.”
It appears that ““on Christmas Eve the farmers and
their men in Devonshire take a large bowl of cider,
with a toast in it, and carrying it in state to the orchard,
they salute the apple-trees with much ceremony, in
order to make them bear well the next season.” This
salutation consists in ‘““throwing some of the cider
about the roots of the tree, placing bits of the toast on
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the branches,” and then, “encircling one of the best
bearing trees in the orchard, they drink the following
toast three several times: —
‘Here’s to thee, old apple tree,
Whence thou mayst bud, and whence thou mayst blow,
And whence thou mayst bear apples enow!
Hats-full! caps-full!
Bushel, bushel, sacks-full!
And my pockets full, too! Hurra!’”

Also what was called “apple-howling” used to be
practiced in various counties of England on New Year’s
Eve. A troop of boys visited the different orchards,
and, encircling the apple trees, repeated the following
words: —

“Stand fast, root! bear well, top!
Pray God send us a good howling crop:
Every twig, apples big;
Every bough, apples enow!”

“They then shout in chorus, one of the boys accom- -
panying them on a cow’s horn. During this ceremony
they rap the trees with their sticks.” This is called
“wassailing” the trees, and is thought by some to be
“a relic of the heathen sacrifice to Pomona.”

Herrick sings, —

“ Wassaile the trees that they may beare
" You many a plum and many a peare;
For more or less fruits they will bring

As you so give them wassailing.”

Our poets have as yet a better right to sing of cider
than of wine; but it behooves them to sing better than
English Phillips did, else they will do no credit to their
Muse.
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THE WILD APPLE

So much for the more civilized apple trees (urbani-
ores, as Pliny calls them). I love better to go through
the old orchards of ungrafted appletrees, at what ever
season of the year,—so irregularly planted: some-
times two trees standing close together; and the rows
so devious that you would think that they not only had
grown while the owner was sleeping, but had been set
out by him in a somnambulic state. The rows of grafted
fruit will never tempt me to wander amid them like
these. But I now, alas, speak rather from memory than
from any recent experience, such ravages have been
made!

Some soils, like a rocky tract called the Easterbrooks
Country in my neighborhood, are so suited to the apple,
that it will grow faster in them without any care, or
if only the ground is broken up once a year, than it will
in many places with any amount of care. The owners
of this tract allow that the soil is excellent for fruit, but
they say that it is so rocky that they have not patience
to plow it, and that, together with the distance, is
the reason why it is not cultivated. There are, or were
recently, extensive orchards there standing without
order. Nay, they spring up wild and bear well there
in the midst of pines, birches, maples, and oaks. I am
often surprised.to see rising amid these trees the rounded
tops of apple trees glowing with red or yellow fruit, in
harmony with the autumnal tints of the forest.

Going up the side of a cliff about the first of Novem-
ber, I saw a vigorous young apple tree, which, planted
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by birds or cows, had shot up amid the rocks and open
woods there, and had now much fruit on it, uninjured
by the frosts, when all cultivated apples were gathered.
It was a rank, wild growtl, with many green leaves on
it still, and made an impression of thorniness. The
fruit was hard and green, but looked as if it would be
palatable in the winter. Some was dangling on the twigs,
but more half buried in the wet leaves under the tree,
or rolled far down the hill amid the rocks. The owner
knows nothing of it. The day was not observed when
it first blossomed, nor when it first bore fruit, unless by
the chickadee. There was no dancing on the green be-
neath it in its honor, and now there is no hand to pluck
its fruit, — which is only gnawed by squirrels, as I per-
ceive. It has done double duty, — not only borne this
crop, but each twig has grown a foot into the air. And
this. is suck fruit! bigger than many berries, we must
admit, and carried home will be sound and palatable
next spring. What care I for Iduna’s apples so long as
I can get these?

When I go by this shrub thus late and hardy, and see
its dangling fruit, I respect the tree, and I am grateful
for Nature’s bounty, even though I cannot eat it. Here
on this rugged and woody hillside has grown an apple
tree, not planted by man, no relic of a former orchard,
but a natural growth, like the pines and oaks. Most
fruits which we prize and use depend entirely on our
care. Corn and grain, potatoes, peaches, melons, etc.,
depend altogether on our planting; but the apple emu-
lates man’s independence and enterprise. It is not sim-
ply carried, as I have said, but, like him, to some extent,
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it has migrated to this New World, and is even, here
and there, making its way amid the aboriginal trees;
just as the ox and dog and horse sometimes run wild
and maintain themselves.

Even the sourest and crabbedest apple, growing in
the most unfavorable position, suggests such thoughts
as these, it is so noble a fruit.

THE CRAB

Nevertheless, our wild apple is wild only like myself,
perchance, who belong not to the aboriginal race here,
but have strayed into the woods from the cultivated .
stock. Wilder still, as I have said, there grows elsewhere
in this country a native and aboriginal crab-apple,
Malus coronaria, “ whose nature has not yet been modi-
fied by cultivation.” It is found from western New
York to Minnesota, and southward. Michaux says
that its ordinary height “is fifteen or eighteen feet, but
it is sometimes found twenty-five or thirty feet high,”
and that the large ones “exactly resemble the common
apple tree.” “The flowers are white mingled with rose
color, and are collected in corymbs.” They are remark-
_ able for their delicious odor. The fruit, according to
him, is about an inch and a half in diameter, and is in-
tensely acid. Yet they make fine sweetmeats and also
cider of them. He concludes that “if, on being culti-
vated, it does not yield new and palatable varieties, it
will at least be celebrated for the beauty of its flowers,
and for the sweetness of its perfume.”

I never saw the crab-apple till May, 1861. I had -
" heard of it through Michaux, but more modern bota-
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nists, so far as I know, have not treated it as of any
peculiar importance. Thus it was a half-fabulous tree
to me. I contemplated a pilgrimage to the “ Glades,”
a portion of Pennsylvania where it was said to grow to
perfection. I thought of sending to a nursery for it, but
doubted if they had it, or would distinguish it from
European varjeties. At last I had occasion to go to
Minnesota, and on entering Michigan I began to notice
from the cars a tree with handsome rose-colored flowers.
At first I thought it some variety of thorn; but it was
not long before the truth flashed on me, that this
was my long-sought crab-apple. It was the prevailing
flowering shrub or tree to be seen from the cars at that
" season of the year, — about the middle of May. But
the cars never stopped before one, and so I was launched
on the bosom of the Mississippi without having touched
one, experiencing the fate of Tantalus. On arriving at
St. Anthony’s Falls, I was sorry to be told that I was
too far north for the crab-apple. Nevertheless I suc-
ceeded in finding it about eight miles west of the Falls;
touched it and smelled it, and secured a lingering
corymb of flowers for my herbarium. This must have
been near its northern limit.

HOW THE WILD APPLE GROWS

But though these are indigenous, like the Indians, I
doubt whether they are any hardier than those back-
woodsmen among the apple trees, which, though de-
scended from cultivated stocks, plant themselves in
distant fields and forests, where the soil is favorable to
them. Iknow of no trees which have more difficulties
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to contend with, and which more sturdily resist their
foes. These are the ones whose story we have to tell. It
oftentimes reads thus: —

“Near the beginning of May, we notice little thickets
of apple trees just springing up in the pastures where
cattle have been, — as the rocky ones of our Easter-
brooks Country, or the top of Nobscot Hill, in Sud-
bury. One or two of these, perhaps, survive the drought
and other accidents, — their very birthplace defending
them against the encroaching grass and some other dan-
gers, at first.

In two years’ time ’t had thus
Reached the level of the rocks,

Admired the stretching world,
Nor feared the wandering flocks.

But at this tender age
Its sufferings began:
There came a browsing ox
And cut it down a span.

This time, perhaps, the ox does not notice it amid the
grass; but the next year, when it has grown more stout,
he recognizes it for a fellow-emigrant from the old
country, the flavor of whose leaves and twigs he well
knows; and though at first he pauses to welcome it,
and express his surprise, and gets for answer, “The
same cause that brought you here brought me,” he
nevertheless browses it again, reflecting, it may be, that
he has some title to it.

Thus cut down annually, it does not despair; but,
putting forth two short twigs for every one cut off, it
spreads out low along the ground in the hollows or
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between the rocks, growing more stout and scrubby,
until it forms, not a tree as yet, but a little pyramidal,
stiff, twiggy mass, almost as solid and impenetrable as
a rock. Some of the densest and most impenetrable
clumps of bushes that I have ever seen, as well on ac-
count of the closeness and stubbornness of their branches
as of their thorns, have been these wild apple scrubs.
They are more like the scrubby fir and black spruce on
which you stand, and sometimes walk, on the tops of
mountains, where cold is the demon they contend with,
than anything else. No wonder they are prompted to
grow thorns at last, to defend themselves against such
foes. In their thorniness, however, there is no malice,
only some malic acid.

The rocky pastures of the tract I have referred to —
for they maintain their ground best in a rocky field —
are thickly sprinkled with these little tufts, reminding
you often of some rigid gray mosses or lichens, and you
see thousands of little trees just springing up between
them, with the seed still attached to them.

Being regularly clipped all around each year by the
cows, as a hedge with shears, they are often of a perfect
conical or pyramidal form, from one to four feet high,
and more or less sharp, as if trimmed by the gardener’s
art. In the pastures on Nobscot Hill and its spurs, they
make fine dark shadows when the sun is low. They
are also an excellent covert from hawks for many small
birds that roost and build in them. Whole flocks perch
in them at night, and I have seen three robins’ nests in
one which was six feet in diameter.

No doubt many of these are already old trees, if you
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 reckon from the day they were planted, but infants still
when you consider their development and the long life
before them. I counted the annual rings of some which
were just one foot high, and as wide as high, and found
that they were about twelve years old, but quite sound
and thrifty! They were so low that they were unnoticed
by the walker, while many of their contemporaries from
the nurseries were already bearing considerable crops.
But what you gain in time is perhaps in this case, too,
lost in power, — that is, in the vigor of the tree. This
is their pyramidal state.

The cows continue to browse them thus for twenty
years or more, keeping them down and compelling
them to spread, until at last they are so broad that they
become their own fence, when some interior shoot,
which their foes cannot reach, darts upward with joy:
for it has not forgotten its high calling, and bears its
own peculiar fruit in triumph.

Such are the tactics by which it finally defeats its
bovine foes. Now, if you have watched the progress
of a particular shrub, you will see that it is no longer a
simple pyramid or cone, but that out of its apex there
rises a sprig or two, growing more lustily perchance
than an orchard-tree, since the plant now devotes the
whole of its repressed energy to these upright parts.
In a short time these become a small tree, an inverted
pyramid resting on the apex of the other, so that the
whole has now the form of a vast hour-glass. The
spreading bottom, having served its purpose, finally
disappears, and the generous tree permits the now

harmless cows to come in and stand in its shade, and

-
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rub against and redden its trunk, which has grown
in spite of them, and even to taste a part of its fruit, and
so disperse the seed.

Thus the cows create their own shade and food; and
the tree, its hour-glass being inverted, lives a second life,
as it were.

It is an important question with some nowadays,
" whether you should .trim young apple trees as high as
your nose or as high as your eyes. The ox trims them
up as high as he can reach, and that is about the right
height, I think.

In spite of wandering kine, and other adverse cir-
cumstances, that despised shrub, valued only by small
birds as a covert and shelter from hawks, has its blos-
som week at last, and in course of time its harvest, sin-
cere, though small.

By the end of some October, when its leaves have
fallen, I frequently see such a central sprig, whose
progress I have watched, when I thought it had for-
gotten its destiny, as I had, bearing its first crop of small
green or yellow or rosy fruit, which the cows cannot get
at over the bushy and thorny hedge which surrounds it,
and I make haste to taste the new and undescribed va-
riety.. We have all heard of the numerous varieties of
fruit invented by Van Mons and Knight. This is the
system of Van Cow, and she has invented far more and
more memorable varieties than both of them.

Through what hardships it may attain to bear a
sweet fruit! Though  somewhat small, it may prove
equal, if not superior, in flavor to that which has grown
in a garden,—will perchance be all the sweeter and
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more palatable for the very difficulties it has had to
contend with. Who knows but this chance wild fruit,
planted by a cow or a bird on some remote and rocky
hillside, where it is as yet unobserved by man, may
be the choicest of all its kind, and foreign potentates
shall hear of it, and royal societies seek to propagate it,
though the virtues of the perhaps truly crabbed owner
of the soil may never be heard of, — at least, beyond
the limits of his village? It was thus the Porter and
the Baldwin grew.

Every wild apple shrub excites our expectation thus,
somewhat as every wild child. It is, perhaps, a prince
in disguise. What a lesson to man! So are human be-
ings, referred to the highest standard, the celestial fruit
which they suggest and aspire to bear, browsed on by
fate; and only the most persistent and strongest genius
defends itself and prevails, sends a tender scion up-
ward at last, and drops its perfect fruit on the ungrate-
ful earth. Poets and philosophers and statesmen thus
spring up in the country pastures, and outlast the hosts
of unoriginal men.

Such is always the pursuit of knowledge. The ce-
lestial fruits, the golden apples of the Hesperides, are
ever guarded by a hundred-headed dragon which never
sleeps, so that it is an Herculean labor to pluck them.

This is one, and the most remarkable way in which
the wild apple is propagated; but commonly it springs
up at wide intervals in woods and swamp, and by the
sides of roads, as the soil may suit it, and grows with
comparative rapidity. Those which grow in dense
woods are very tall and slender. I frequently pluck
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from these trees a perfectly mild and tamed fruit. As
Palladius says, “ Et injussu consternitur ubere mali:”
And the ground is strewn with the fruit of an unbidden
apple tree.

It is an old notion that, if these wild trees do not bear
a valuable fruit of their own, they are the best stocks
by which to transmit to posterity the most highly prized
qualities of others. However, I am not in search of
stocks, but the wild fruit itself, whose ﬁerce gust has
suffered no “inteneration.” It is not my

“highest plot
To plant the Bergamot.”

THE FRUIT, AND ITS FLAVOR

The time for wild apples is the last of October and
the first of November. They then get to be palatable,
for they ripen late, and they are still perhaps as beauti-
ful as ever. I make a great account of these fruits, which
the farmers do not think it worth the while to gather, —
wild flavors of the Muse, vivacious and inspiriting.
The farmer thinks that he has better in his barrels, but
he is mistaken, unless he has a walker’s appetite and
1magmat10n, neither of which can he have.

Such as grow quite wild, and are left out till the ﬁrst
of November, I presume that the owner does not mean
to gather. They belong to, children as wild as them-
selves, — to certain active boys that I know, — to the
wild-eyed woman of the fields, to whom nothing comes
amiss, who gleans after all the world, and, moreover, to
us walkers. We have met with them, and they are ours.
These rights, long enough' insisted upon, have come
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to be an institution in some old countries, where they
have learned how to live. I hear that *the custom of
grippling, which may be called apple-gleaning, is, or
was formerly, practiced in Herefordshire. It consists in
leaving a few apples, which are called the gripples, on
every tree, after the general gathering, for the boys, who
go with climbing-poles and bags to collect them.”

As for those I speak of, I pluck them as a wild fruit,
native to this quarter of the earth, — fruit of old trees
that have been dying ever since I was a boy and are not
yet dead, frequented only by the woodpecker and the
squirrel, deserted now by the owner, who has not faith
enough to look under their boughs. From the appear-
ance of the tree-top, at a little distance, you would ex-
pect nothing but lichens to drop from it, but your faith
is rewarded by finding the ground strewn with spirited
fruit, — some of it, perhaps, collected at squirrel-holes,
with the marks of their teeth by which they carried
them, — some containing a cricket or two silently feed-
ing within, and some, especially in damp days, a shell-
less snail. The very sticks and stones lodged in the tree-
top might have convinced you of the savoriness of the
fruit which has been so eagerly sought after in past
years. :

I have seen no account of these among the “Fruits
and Fruit-Trees of America,” though they are more
memorable to my taste than the grafted kinds; more
racy and wild American flavors do they possess when
October and November, when December and January,
and perhaps February and March even, have assuaged
them somewhat. An old farmer in my neighborhood,
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who always selects the right word, says that “they have
a kind of bow-arrow tang.”

Apples for grafting appear to have been selected
commonly, not so much for their spinted flavor, as for
their mildness, their size, and bearing qualities, — not
so much for their beauty, as for their fairness and
soundness. Indeed, I have no faith in the selected lists
of pomological gentlemen. Their “Favorites” and
“None-suches” and “Seek-no-farthers,”” when I have
fruited them, commonly turn out very tame and for-
gettable. They are eaten with comparatively little zest,
and have no real tang nor smack to them.

What if some of these wildings are acrid and puckery,
genuine verjuice, do they not still belong to the Poma-
cee, which are uniformly innocent and kind to our race ?
I still begrudge them to the cider-mill. Perhaps they are
not fairly ripe yet.

No wonder that these small and high-colored apples
are thought to make the best cider. Loudon quotes
from the “Herefordshire Report,” that “apples of a
small size are always, if equal in quality, to be preferred
to those of a larger size, in order that the rind and kernel
may bear the greatest proportion to the pulp, which
affords the weakest and most watery juice.” And he says
that, “ to prove this, Dr.Symonds, of Hereford, about the
year 1800, made one hogshead of cider entirely from the
rinds and cores of apples, and another from the pulp
only, when the first was found of extraordinary strength
and flavor, while the latter was sweet and insipid.”

Evelyn says that the “ Red-strake” was the favorite
cider-apple in his day; and he quotes one Dr. Newburg
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as saying, “In Jersey 't is a general observation, as I
hear, that the more of red any apple has in its rind, the
more proper it is for this use. Pale-faced apples they
exclude as much as may be from their cider-vat.”
This opinion still prevails.

All apples are good in November. Those which the
farmer leaves out as unsalable and unpalatable to those
who frequent the markets are choicest fruit to the
walker. But it is remarkable that the wild apple, which
I praise as so spirited and racy when eaten in the fields
or woods, being brought into the house has frequently
a harsh and crabbed taste. The Saunterer’s Apple not
even the saunterer can eat in the house. The palate
rejects it there, as it does haws and acorns, and de-
mands'a ‘tamed one; for there you miss the November
air, which is the sauce it is to be eaten with. Accord-
~ ingly, when Tityrus, seeing the lengthening shadows,
invites Melibceus to go home and pass the night with
him, he promises him mild apples and soft chestnuts, —
mitia poma, castane® molles. 1 frequently pluck wild
apples of so rich and spicy a flavor that I wonder all
orchardists do not get a scion from that tree, and I fail
not to bring home my pockets full. But perchance,
when I take one out of my desk and taste it in my cham-
ber, I find it unexpectedly crude, — sour enough to set
a squirrel’s teeth on edge and make a jay scream.

These apples have hung in the wind and frost and
rain till they have absorbed the qualities of the weather
or season, and thus are highly seasoned, and they pierce
and sting and permeate us with their spirit. They must
be eaten in season, accordingly,—that is, out-of-doors.
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To appreciate the wild and sharp flavors of these Oc-
tober fruits, it is necessary that you be breathing the
sharp October or November air. The outdoor air and
exercise which the walker gets give a different tone to
his palate, and he craves a fruit which the sedentary
would call harsh and crabbed. They must be eaten in
the fields, when your system is all aglow with exercise,
when the frosty weather nips your fingers, the wind
rattles the bare boughs or rustles the few remaining
leaves, and the jay is heard screaming around. What
is sour in the house a bracing walk makes sweet. Some
of these apples might be labeled, “To be eaten in the
wind.”

Of course no flavors are thrown away; they are in-
tended for the taste that is up to them. Some apples
have two distinct flavors, and perhaps one half of them
must be eaten in the house, the other outdoors. One
Peter Whitney wrote from Northborough in 1782, for
the Proceedings of the Boston Academy, describing an
apple tree in that town “ producing fruit of opposite
qualities, part of the same apple being frequently sour
and the other sweet;” also some all sour, and others
all sweet, and this diversity on all parts of the tree.

There is a wild apple on Nawshawtuct Hill in my
town which has to me a peculiarly pleasant bitter tang,
not perceived till it is three-quarters tasted. It remains
on the tongue. As you eat it, it smells exactly like a
squash-bug. It is a sort of triumph to eat and relish it.

I hear that the fruit of a kind of plum tree in Provence
1s “called Prunes sibarelles, because it is impossible to
whistle after having eaten them, from their sourness.”
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But perhaps they were only eaten in the house and in
summer, and if tried out-of-doors in a stinging atmos-
phere, who knows but you could whistle an octave
higher and clearer ?

In the fields only are the sours and bitters of Nature
appreciated; just as the woodchopper eats his meal in
a sunny glade, in the middle of a winter day, with con-
tent, basks in a sunny ray there, and dreams of summer
in a degree of cold which, experienced in a chamber,
would make a student miserable. They who are at work
abroad are not cold, but rather it is they who sit shiver-
ing in houses. As with temperatures, so with flavors;
as with cold and heat, so with sour and sweet. This
natural raciness, the sours and bitters which the diseased
palate refuses, are the true condiments.

Let your condiments be in the condition of your
senses. To appreciate the flavor of these wild apples
requires vigorous and healthy senses, papille firm and
erect on the tongue and ‘palate, not easily flattened and
tamed.

From my experience with wild apples, I can under-
stand that there may be reason for a savage’s preferring
many kinds of food which the civilized man rejects.
The former has the palate of an outdoor man. It takes
a savage or wild taste to appreciate a wild fruit.

What a healthy out-of-door appetite it takes to relish
the apple of life, the apple of the world, then!

“Nor is it every apple I desire,

Nor that which pleases every palate best;
"L is not the lasting Deuxan I require,

Nor yet the red-cheeked Greening I request,
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Nor that which first beshrewed the name of wife,
Nor that whose beauty caused the golden strife:
No, no! bring me an apple from the tree of life.”

So there is one thought for the field, another for the
house. I would have my thoughts, like wild apples, to
be food for walkers, and will not warrant them to be
palatable if fasted in the house.

THEIR BEAUTY

Almost all wild apples are handsome. They cannot
be too gnarly and crabbed and rusty to look at. The
gnarliest will have some redeeming traits even to the
eye. You will discover some evening redness dashed or
sprinkled on some protuberance or in some cavity. It is
rare that the summer lets an apple go without streaking
or spotting it on some part of its sphere. Tt will have
some red stains, commemorating the mornings and
evenings it has witnessed; some dark and rusty blotches,
in memory of the clouds and foggy, mildewy days that
have passed overit; and a spacious field of green reflect-
ing the general face of nature, —green even as the
fields; or a yellow ground, which implies a milder flavor,
— yellow as the harvest, or russet as the hills.

Apples, these I mean, unspeakably fair, — apples not
of Discord, but of Concord! Yet not so rare but that the
homeliest may have a share. Painted by the frosts, some
a uniform clear bright yellow, or red, or erimson, as if
their spheres had regularly revolved, and enjoyed the
influence of the sun on all sides alike, — some with the
faintest pink blush imaginable, — some brindled with
deep red streaks like a cow, or with hundreds of fine
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blood-red rays running regularly from the stem-dimple
to the blossom end, like meridional lines, on a straw-
colored ground, — some touched with a greenish rust,
like a fine lichen, here and there, with crimson blotches
or eyes more or less confluent and fiery when wet, —
and others gnarly, and freckled or peppered all over on
the stem side with fine crimson spots on a white ground,
as if accidentally sprinkled from the brush of Him who-
paints the autumn leaves. Others, again, are sometimes
red iuside, perfused with a beautiful blush, fairy food,
too beautiful to eat, — apple of the Hesperides, apple of
the evening sky! But like shells and pebbles on the sea-
“shore, they must be seen as they sparkle amid the wither-
ing leaves in some dell in the woods, in the autumnal air,
or as they lie in the wet grass, and not when they have
wilted and faded in the house.

THE NAMING OF THEM

It would be a pleasant pastime to find suitable names
for the hundred varieties which go to a single heap at
the cider-mill. Would it not tax a man’s invention, —
no one to be named after a man, and all in the Zingua
vernacula? Who shall stand godfather at the christen-
ing of the wild apples? It would exhaust the Latin
and Greek languages, if they were used, and make
the lingua vernacula flag. We should have to call in the
sunrise and the sunset, the rainbow and the autumn
woods and the wild-flowers, and the woodpecker and
the purple finch and the squirrel and the jay and the
butterfly, the November traveler and the truant boy, to
our aid.



WILD APPLES 29

In 1836 there were in the garden of the London
Horticultural Society more than fourteen hundred
distinct sorts. But here are species which they have not
in their catalogue, not to mention the varieties which our
crab might yield to cultivation.

Let us enumerate a few of these. I find myself com-
pelled, after all, to give the Latin names of some for the

- benefit of those who live where English is not spoken, —
for they are likely to have a world-wide reputation.

There is, first of all, the Wood Apple (Malus syl-
vatica); the Blue-Jay Apple; the Apple which grows
in Dells in the Woods (sylvestrivallis), also in Hollows
in Pastures (campestrivallis); the Apple that grows in
an old Cellar-Hole (Malus cellaris); the Meadow Ap-
ple; the Partridge Apple; the Truant’s Apple (cessa-
toris), which no boy will ever go by without knocking
off some, however late it may be; the Saunterer’s Ap-
ple, — you must lose yourself before you can find the
way to that; the Beauty of the Air (decus aéris);
December-Eating; the Frozen-Thawed (gelato-soluta),
good only in that state; the Concord Apple, possibly
the same with the Musketaquidensis; the Assabet Ap-
ple; the Brindled Apple; Wine of New England; the
Chickaree Apple; the Green Apple (3alus viridis), —
this has many synonyms: in an imperfect state, it is the
choleramorbifera aut dysenterifera, puerulis dilectissima;
the Apple which Atalanta stopped to pick up; the
Hedge Apple (Malus sepium); the Slug Apple (lima-
cea); the Railroad Apple, which perhaps came from
a core thrown out of the cars; the Apple whose Fruit
we tasted in our Youth; our Particular Apple, not to ]
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be found in any catalogue; pedestrium solatium; also
the Apple where hangs the Forgotten Scythe; Iduna’s
Apples, and the Apples which Loki found in the Wood;
and a great many more I have on my list, too numerous
to mention, — all of them good. As Bodw®us exclaims,
referring to the cultivated kinds, and adapting Virgil to
his case, so I, adapting Bodeus, —

“Not if I had a hundred tongues, a hundred mouths,
An iron voice, could I describe all the forms
And reckon up all the names of these wild apples.”

THE LAST GLEANING

- By the middle of November the wild apples have lost
some of their brilliancy, and have chiefly fallen. A great
part are decayed on the ground, and the sound ones are
more palatable than before. The note of the chickadee
sounds now more distinct, as you wander amid the old
trees, and the autumnal dandelion is half closed and
tearful. But still, if you are a skillful gleaner, you may
get many a pocketful even of grafted fruit, long after
apples are supposed to be gone out-of-doors. I know
a Blue Pearmain tree, growing within the edge of a
swamp, almost as good as wild. You would not sup-
pose that there was any fruit left there, on the first sur-
vey, but you must look according to system. Those
which lie exposed are quite brown and rotten now, or
perchance a few still show one blooming cheek here and
there amid the wet leaves. Nevertheless, with experi-
enced eyes, I explore amid the bare alders and the
huckleberry bushes and the withered sedge, and in the
crevices of the rocks, which are full of leaves, and pry
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under the fallen and decaying ferns, which, with apple
and alder leaves, thickly strew the ground. For I know
that they lie concealed, fallen into hollows long since
and covered up by the leaves of the tree itself, —a
proper kind of packing. From these lurking-places,
anywhere within the circumference of the tree, I draw
forth the fruit, all wet and glossy, maybe nibbled by
rabbits and hollowed out by crickets, and perhaps with
a leaf or two cemented to it (as Curzon an old manu-
script from a monastery’s mouldy cellar), but still with
a rich bloom on it, and at least as ripe and well-kept,
if not better than those in barrels, more crisp and lively
than they. If these resources fail to yield anything, 1
have learned to look between the bases of the suckers
which spring thickly from some horizontal limb, for
now and then one lodges there, or in the very midst of
an alder-clump, where they are covered by leaves, safe
from cows which may have smelled them out. If X am
sharp-set, for I do not refuse the Blue Pearmain, I fill
my pockets on each side; and as I retrace my steps in
the frosty eve, being perhaps four or five miles from
home, I eat one first from this side, and then from that,
to keep my balance.

I learn from Topsell’'s Gesner, whose authority ap-
pears to be Albertus, that the following is the way in
which the hedgehog collects and carries home his apples.
He says, — “His meat is apples, worms, or grapes:
when he findeth apples or grapes on the earth, he rolleth
himself upon them, until he have filled all his prickles,
and then carrieth them home to his den, never bearing
above one in his mouth; and if it fortune that one of
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them fall off by the way, he likewise shaketh off all the
residue, and walloweth upon them afresh, until they
be all settled upon his back again. So, forth he goeth,
making a noise like a cart-wheel; and if he have any
young ones in his nest, they pull off his load where-’
withal he is loaded, eating thereof what they please, and
laying up the residue for the time to come.”

THE “FROZEN-THAWED” APPLE

Toward the end of November, though some of the
sound ones are yet more mellow and perhaps more
edible, they have generally, like the leaves, lost their
beauty, and are beginning to freeze. It is finger-cold,
and prudent farmers get in their barreled apples, and
bring you the apples and cider which they have en-
gaged; for it is time to put them into the cellar. Per-
haps a few on the ground show their red cheeks above
the early snow, and occasionally some even preserve
their color and soundness under the snow throughout
the winter. But generally at the beginning of the winter
they freeze hard, and soon, though undecayed, acquire
the color of a baked apple.

Before the end of December, generally, they experi-
ence their first thawing. Those which a month ago were
sour, crabbed, and quite unpalatable to the civilized
taste, such at least as were frozen while sound, let a
warmer sun come to thaw them, — for they are extremely
sensitive to its rays, — are found to be filled with a rich,
sweet cider, better than any bottled cider that I know
of, and with which I am better acquainted than with
wine. All apples are good in this state, and your jaws

%
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are the cider-press. Others, which have more substance,
are a sweet and luscious food, — in my opinion of more
worth than the pineapples which are imported from the
West Indies. Those which lately even I tasted only
to repent of it, —for I am semicivilized, — which the
farmer willingly left on the tree, I am now glad to find
have the propetty of hanging on like the leaves of the
young oaks. It is a way to keep cider sweet without
boiling. Let the frost come to freeze them first, solid as
stones, and then the rain or a warm winter day to thaw
them, and they will seem to have borrowed a flavor from
heaven through the medium of the air in which they
hang. Or perchance you find, when you get home,
that those which rattled in your pocket have thawed,
and the ice is turned to cider. But after the third or
fourth freezing and thawing they will not be found so
good. , , _
What are the imported haif-ripe fruits of the torrid
south, to this fruit matured by the cold of the frigid
north? 'These are those crabbed apples with which I
cheated my companion, and kept a smooth face that
I might tempt him to eat. Now we both greedily fill
our pockets with them, — bending to drink the cup
and save our lappets from the overflowing juice, — and
grow more social with their wine. Was there one that
hung so high and sheltered by the tangled branches
that our sticks could not dislodge it ? '
" Itis a fruit never carried to market, that I am aware
of, — quite distinct from the apple of the markets, as
from dried apple and cider, — and it is not every winter
that produces it in perfection.
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The era of the Wild Apple will soon be past. Itis a
fruit which will probably become extinct in New Eng-
land. You may still wander through old orchards of
native fruit of great extent, which for the most part
went to the cider-mill, now all gone to decay. I have
heard of an orchard in a distant town, on the side of a
hill, where the apples rolled down and lay four feet
deep against a wall on the lower side, and this the owner
cut down for fear they should be made into cider. Since

* the temperance reform and the general introduction of
grafted fruit, no native apple trees, such as I see every-
where in deserted pastures, and where the woods have
grown up around them, are set out. I fear that he who
walks over these fields a century hence will not know
the pleasure of knocking off wild apples. Ah, poor man,
there are many pleasures which he will not know! Not-
withstanding the prevalence of the Baldwin and the
Porter, I doubt if so extensive orchards are set out to-
day in my town as there were a century ago, when those
vast straggling cider-orchards were planted, when men
both ate and drank apples, when the pomace-heap was
the only nursery, and trees cost nothing but the trouble
of setting them out. Men could afford then to stick a
tree by every wall-side and let it take its chance. I see
nobody planting trees to-day in such out of the way
places, along the lonely roads and lanes, and at the bot-
tom of dells in the wood. Now that they have grafted
trees, and pay a price for them, they collect them into
a plat by their houses, and fence them in, — and the
end of it all will be that we shall be compelled to look
for our apples in a barrel.
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This is “'The word of the Lord that came to Joel the
son of Pethuel.

“Hear this, ye old men, and give ear, all ye inhabit-
ants of the land! Hath this been in your days, or even
in the days of your fathers? . . .

“That which the palmerworm hath left hath the
locust eaten; and that which the locust hath left hath
the. cankerworm eaten; and that which the canker-
worm hath left hath the caterpillar eaten.

“Awake, ye drunkards, and weep; and howl, all ye
drinkers of wine, because of the new wine; for it is cut
off from your mouth.

“For a nation is come up upon my land, strong, and
without number, whose teeth are the teeth of a lion, and
he hath the cheek teeth of a great lion.

“He hath laid my vine waste, and barked my fig
tree: he hath made it clean bare, and cast it away; the
branches thereof are made white. .

“Be ye ashamed, O ye husbandmen; howl, O ye
vinedressers. . . .

“The vine is dried up, and the fig tree languisheth;
the pomegranate tree, the palm tree also, and the apple
tree, even all the trees of the field, are withered: be-
cause joy is withered away from the sons of men.”
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Bor while we are confined to books, though the most
select and classic, and read only particular written lan-
guages, which are themselves but dialects and provincial,
we are in danger of forgetting the language which all
things and events speak without metaphor, which alone
is copious and standard. Much is published, but little
printed. The rays which stream through the shutter
will be no longer remembered when the shutter is wholly
removed. No method nor discipline can supersede the
necessity of being forever on the alert. What is a course
of history or philosophy, or poetry, no matter how well
selected, or the best society, or the most admirable
routine of life, compared with the ‘discipline of looking
always at what is to be seen? Will you be a reader,
a student merely, or a seer? Read your fate, see what is
before you, and walk on into futurity.

I did not read books the first summer; I hoed beans.
Nay, I often did better than this. There were times
when I could not afford to sacrifice the bloom of the
present moment to any work, whether of the head or
hands. I love a broad margin to my life. Sometimes,
in a summer morning, having taken my accustomed
bath, I sat in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon,
rapt in a revery, amidst the pines and hickories and



SOUNDS 37

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 window,
or the noise of some traveller’s wagon on the distant
highway, I was reminded of the lapse of time. I grew
in those seasons like corn in the night, and they were
far better than any work of the hands would have been.
They were not time subtracted from my life, but so
much over and above my usual allowance. I realized
what the Orientals mean by contemplation and the
forsaking of works. TFor the most part, I minded not
how the hours went. The day advanced as if to light
some work of mine; it was morning, and lo, now it is
evening, and nothing memorable is accomplished.
Instead of singing like the birds, I silently smiled at my
incessant good fortune. As the sparrow had its trill,
sitting on the hickory before my door, so had I my
chuckle or suppressed warble which he might hear out
of my nest. My days were not days of the week, bear-
ing the stamp of any heathen deity, nor were they
minced into hours and fretted by the ticking of a clock;
for I lived like the Puri Indians, of whom it is said that
“for yesterday, to-day, and to-morrow they have only
one word, and they express the variety of mcaning by
pointing backward for yesterday, forward for to-mor-
row, and overhead for the passing day.” This was
sheer idleness to my fellow-townsmen, no doubt; but
if the birds and flowers had tried me by their standard,
I should not have been found wanting. A man must
find his occasions in himself, it is true. The natural day
is very calm, and will hardly reprove his indolence.
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I had this advantage, at least, in my mode of life,
over those who were obliged to look abroad for amuse-
ment, to society and the theatre, that my life itself was
become my amusement and never ceased to be novel.
It was a drama of many scenes and without an end. 'If
we were always, indeed, getting our living, and regulat-
ing our lives according to the last and best mode we
had learned, we should never be troubled with ennui.
Follow your genius closely enough, and it will not fail
to show you a fresh prospect every hour. Housework
was a pleasant pastime. When my floor was dirty, I rose
early, and, setting all my furniture 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 suffi-
ciently to allow me to move in again, and my medita-
tions were almost uninterrupted. It was pleasant to see
my whole household effects out on the grass, making a
little pile like a gypsy’s pack, and my three-legged table,
from which I did not remove the books and pen and
ink, standing amid the pines and hickories. They
seemed glad to get out themselves, and as if unwilling
to be brought in. I was sometimes tempted to stretch
an awning over them and take my seat there. It was
worth the while to see the sun shine on these things, and
hear the free wind blow on them; so much more inter-
esting most familiar objects look out of doors than in
the house. A bird sits on the next bough, life-everlasting
grows under the table, and blackberry vines run round
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its legs; pine cones, chestnut burs, and strawberry
leaves are strewn about. It looked as if this was the
way these forms came to be transferred to our furniture,
to tables, chairs, and bedsteads, — because they once
stood in their midst.
My house was on the side of a hill, immediately on
the edge of the larger wood, in the midst of a young
“forest of pitch pines and hickories, and half a dozen
rods from the pond, to which a narrow footpath led
down the hill. In my front yard grew the strawberry,
blackberry, and life-everlasting, johnswort and golden-
rod, shrub oaks and sand cherry, blueberry and ground-
nut. Near the end of May, the sand cherry (Cerasus
pumila) adorned the sides of the path with its delicate
flowers arranged in umbels cylindrically about its short
stems, which last, in the fall, weighed down with good-
sized and handsome cherries, fell over in wreaths like
rays on every side. I tasted them out of compliment
to Nature, though they were scarcely palatable. The
sumach (Rhus glabra) grew luxuriantly about the
house, pushing up through the embankment which I
had made, and growing five or six feet the first season.
Its broad pinnate tropical leaf was pleasant though
strange to look on. The large buds, suddenly pushing
out late in the spring from dry sticks which had seemed
to be dead, developed themselves as by magic into
graceful green and tender boughs, an inch in diameter;
and sometimes, as I sat at my window, so heedlessly
did they grow and tax their weak joints, I heard a fresh
and tender bough suddenly fall like a fan to the ground,
when there was not a breath of air stirring, broken off .
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by its own weight. In August, the large masses of ber-
ries, which, when in flower, had attracted many wild
bees, gradually assumed their bright velvety crimson
hue, and by their weight again bent down and broke the
tender limbs.

As Isit at my window this summer afternoon, hawks
are circling about my clearing; the tantivy of wild
pigeons, flying by twos and threes athwart my view, or
perching restless on the white pine boughs bchind my
house, gives a voice to the air; a fish hawk dimples the
glassy surface of the pond and brings up a fish; a mink
steals out of the marsh before my door and seizes a frog
by the shore; the sedge is bending under the weight of
the reed-birds flitting hither and thither; and for the
last half-hour I have heard the rattle of railroad cars,
now dying away and then reviving like the beat of a
partridge, conveying travellers from Boston to the coun-
try. For I did not live so out of the world as that boy
who, as I hear, was put out to a farmer in the east part
of the town, but ere long ran away and came home
again, quite down at the heel and homesick. He had
never seen such a dull and out-of-the-way place; the
folks were all gone off; why, you could n’t even hear
the whistle! I doubt if there is such a place in Massa-
chusetts now: —

“In truth, our village has become a butt
For one of those fleet railroad shafts, and o'er
Qur peaceful plain its soothing sound is — Concord.”

The Fitchburg Railroad touches the pond about a

hundred rods south of where I dwell. I usually go to the
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village along its causeway, and am, as it were, related to
society by this link. The men on the freight trains, who
go over the whole length of the road, bow to me as to an
old acquaintance, they pass me so often, and apparently
they take me for an employee; and so I am. Itoo would
fain be a track-repairer somewhere in the orbit of the
earth. ' '

The whistle of the locomotive penetrates my woods
summer and winter, sounding like the scream of a hawk
sailing over some farmer’s yard, informing me that many
restless city merchants are arriving within the circle of
the town, or adventurous country traders from the other
side. As they come under one horizon, they shout their
warning to get off the track to the other, heard some-
times through the circles of two towns. Here come your
groceries, country; your rations, countrymen! Nor is
there any man so independent on his farm that he can

" say them nay. And here’s your pay for them! screams
the countryman’s whistle; timber like long battering-
rams going twenty miles an hour against the city’s walls,
and chairs enough to seat all the weary and heavy-laden
that dwell within them. With such huge and lumbering
civility the country hands a chair to the city. All the In-
dian huckleberry hills are stripped, all the cranberry
meadows are raked into the city. Up comes the cotton,
down goes the woven cloth; up comes the silk, down
goes the woollen; up come the books, but down goes
the wit that writes them.

When I meet the engine with its train of cars moving
off with planetary motion, —or, rather, like a comet, for
the beholder knows not if with that velocity and with that
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direction it will ever revisit this system, since its orbit
does not look like a returning curve, — with its steam
cloud like a banner streaming behind in golden and
silver wreaths, like many a downy cloud which.I have
seen, high in the heavens, unfolding its masses to the
light, — as if this travelling demigod, this cloud-com-
peller, would ere long take the sunset sky for the livery
of his train; when I hear the iron horse make the hills
echo with his snort like thunder, shaking the earth with
his feet, and breathing fire and smoke from his nostrils
(what kind of winged horse or fiery dragon they will put
into the new Mythology I don’t know), it seems as if
the earth had got a race now worthy to inhabit it. If all
were as it seems, and men made the elements their
servants for noble ends! If the cloud that hangs over
the engine were the perspiration of heroic deeds, or as
beneficent as that which floats over the farmer’s fields,
then the elements and Nature herself would cheerfully
accompany men on their errands and be their escort.
I watch the passage of the morning cars with the same
feeling that I do the rising of the sun, which is hardly
-more regular. Their train of clouds stretching far be-
hind and rising higher and higher, going to heaven while
the cars are going to Boston, conceals the sun for a
minute and casts my distant field into the shade, a ce-
lestial train beside which the petty train of cars which
hugs the earth is but the barb of the spear. The stabler
of the iron horse was up early this winter morning by the
light of the stars amid the mountains, to fodder and har-
ness his steed. Fire, too, was awakened thus early to
put the vital heat in him and get him off. If the enter-
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prise were as innocent as it is early! If the snow lies
deep, they strap on his snowshoes, and, with the giant
plow, plow a furrow from the mountains to the sea-
board, in which the cars, like a following drill-barrow,
sprinkle all the restless men and floating merchandise
in the country for seed. All day the fire-steed flies over
the country, stopping only that his master may rest, and
I am awakened by his tramp and defiant snort at mid-
night, when in some remote glen in the woods he fronts -
the elements incased in ice and snow; and he will reach
his stall only with the morning star, to start once more
on his travels without rest or slumber. Or perchance, at
evening, I hear him in his stable blowing off the super-
fluous energy of the day, that he may calm his nerves
and cool his liver and brain for a few hours of iron slum-
ber. If the enterprise were as heroic and commanding
as it is protracted and unwearied!

Far through unfrequented woods on the confines of
towns, where once only the hunter penetrated by day,
in the darkest night dart these bright saloons without
the knowledge of their inhabitants; this moment stop-
ping at some brilliant station-house in town or city,
where a social crowd is gathered, the next in the Dismal
Swamp, scaring the owl and fox. The startings and ar-
rivals of the cars are now the epochs in the village day.
They go and come with such regularity and precision,
and their whistle can be heard so far, that the farmers
set their clocks by them, and thus one well-conducted
institution regulates a whole country. Have not men
improved somewhat in punctuality since the railroad
was invented ? Do they not talk and think faster in the
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depot than they did in the stage-office? There is some-
thing electrifying in the atmosphere of the former place.
I have been astonished at the miracles it has wrought;
that some of my neighbors, who, I should have prophe-
sied, once for all, would never get to Boston by so prompt
a conveyance, are on hand when the bell rings. To do
things “ railroad fashion ” is now the byword; and it is
worth the while to be warned so often and so sincerely
by any power to get off its track. There is no stopping
to read the riot act, no firing over the heads of the mob,
in this case. We have constructed a fate, an Atropos,
that never turns aside. (Let that be the name of your
engine.) Men are advertised that at'a certain hour and
minute these bolts will be shot toward particular points
of the compass; yet it interferes with no man’s business,
and the children go to school on the other track. We live
the steadier for it. We are all educated thus to be sons
of Tell. The airis full of invisible bolts. Every path but
your own is the path of fate. Keep on your own track,
then. :

What recommends commerce to me is its enterprise
and bravery. It does not clasp its hands and pray to
Jupiter. I see these men every day go about their busi-
ness with more or less courage and content, doing more
even than they suspect, and perchance better employed
than they could have consciously devised. I am less
affected by their heroism who stood up for half an hour
in the front line at Buena Vista, than by the steady and
cheerful valor of the men who inhabit the snow-plow
for their winter quarters; who have not merely the
three-o’-clock-in-the-morning courage, which Bonaparte
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thought was the rarest, but whose courage does not go
to rest so early, who go to sleep only when the storm
sleeps or the sinews of their iron steed are frozen. On
this morning of the Great Snow, perchance, which is
still raging and chilling men’s blood, I hear the muffled
tone of their engine bell from out the fog bank of thcir
chilled breath, which announces that the cars are com-
ing, without long delay, notwithstanding the veto of a
New England northeast snow-storm, and I behold the
plowmen covered with snow and rime, their heads peer-
ing above the mould-board which is turning down other
than daisies and the nests of field mice, like bowlders
of the Sierra Nevada, that occupy an outside place in
the universe.

Commcrece is unexpectedly confident and serene, alert,
adventurous, and unwearied. It is very natural in its
methods withal, far more so than many fantastic enter-
prises and sentimental experiments, and hence its sin-
gular success. I am refreshed and expanded when the
freight train rattles past me, and I smell the stores which
go dispensing their odors all the way from Long Wharf
to Lake Champlain, reminding me of foreign parts, of
coral reefs, and Indian oceans, and tropical climes, and
the extent of the globe. I feel more like a citizen of the
world at the sight of the palm-leaf which will cover so
many flaxen New England heads the next summer, the
Manilla hemp and cocoanut husks, the old junk, gunny
bags, scrap iron, and rusty nails. This carload of tomn
sails is more legible and interesting now than if they
should be wrought into paper and printed books. Who
can write so graphically the history of the storms they
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have weathered as these rents have done? 'They are
proof-sheets which need no correction. Here goes lum-
ber from the Maine woods, which did not go out to sea
in the last freshet, risen four dollars on the thousand be-
cause of what did go out or was split up; pine, spruce,
cedar, — first, second, third and fourth qualities, so
lately all of one quality, to wave over the bear, and
moose, and caribou. Next rolls Thomaston lime, a
prime lot, which will get far among the hills before it
gets slacked. These rags in bales, of all hues and quali-
ties, the lowest condition to which cotton and linen de-
scend, the final result of dress, — of patterns which are
now no longer cried up, unless it be in Milwaukee, as
those splendid articles, English, French, or American
prints, ginghams, muslins, etc., gathered from all quar-
ters both of fashion and poverty, going to become paper
of one color or a few shades only, on which, forsooth, will
be written tales of real life, high and low, and founded
on fact! This closed car smells of salt fish, the strong
New England and commercial scent, reminding me of
the Grand Banks and the fisheries. Who has not seen
a salt fish, thoroughly cured for this world, so that no-
thing can spoil it, and putting the perseverance of the
saints to the blush ? with which you may sweep or pave
the streets, and split your kindlings, and the teamster
shelter himself and his lading against sun, wind, and
rain behind it,— and the trader, as a Concord trader
once did, hang it up by his door for a sign when he com-
mences business, until at last his oldest customer cannot
tell surely whether it be animal, vegetable, or mineral,
and yet it shall be as pure as a snowflake, and if it be
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put into a pot and boiled, will come out an excellent dun
fish for a Saturday’s dinner. Next Spanish hides, with
the tails still preserving their twist and the angle of ele-
vation they had when the oxen that wore them were
careering over the pampas of the Spanish main, — a type
of all obstinacy, and evincing how almost hopeless and
incurable are all constitutional vices. I confess, that
practically speaking, when I have learned a man’s real
disposition, I have no hopes of changing it for the better
or worse in this state of existence. As the Orientals say,
“A cur’s tail may be warmed, and pressed, and bound
round with ligatures, and after a twelve years’ labor be-
stowed upon it, still it will retdin its natural form.” The
only effectual cure for such inveteracies as these tails
exhibit is to make glue of them, which I believe is what is
usually done with them, and then they will stay put and
stick. Here is a hogshead of molasses or of brandy di-
rected to John Smith, Cuttingsville, Vermont, some trader
among the Green Mountains, whoimports for the farmers
near his clearing, and now perchance stands over his
bulkhead and thinks of the last arrivals on the coast, how
they may affect the price for him, telling his customers
this moment, as he has told them twenty times before
this morning, that he expects some by the next train of
prime quality. It is advertised in the Cuttingsville
Times.

While these things go up other things come down.
Warned by the whizzing sound, Ilook up from my book
and see some tall pine, hewn on far northern hills, which
has winged its way over the Green Mountains and the
Connecticut, shot like an arrow through the township
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_ within ten minutes, and scarce another eye beholds it;

going
“to be the mast
Of some great ammiral.”

And hark! here comes the cattle-train bearing the cattle
of a thousand hills, sheepcots, stables, and cow-yards in
the air, drovers with their sticks, and shepherd boys in
the midst of their flocks, all but the mountain pastures,
whirled along like leaves blown from the mountains by
the September gales. The air is filled with the bleating
of calves and sheep, and the hustling of oxen, as if a pas-
toral valley were going by. When the old bell-wether at
the head rattles his bell, the mountains do indeed skip
like rams and the little hills like lambs. A carload of
drovers, too, in the midst, on a level with their droves
now, their vocation gone, but still clinging to their use-
less sticks as their badge of office. But their dogs, where
are they? It is a stampede to them; they are quite
thrown out; they have lost the scent. Methinks I hear
them barking behind the Peterboro’ Hills, or panting up
the western slope of the Green Mountains. They will not
be in at the death. Their vocation, too, is gone. Their
fidelity and sagacity are below par now. They will slink
back to their kennels in disgrace, or perchance run wild
and strike a league with the wolf and the fox. So is
your pastoral life whirled past and away. But the bell
rings, and I must get off the track and let the cars go
by; —
What’s the railroad to me?

I never go to see
Where it ends.
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1t fills a few hollows,

And makes banks for the swallows,
It sets the sand a-blowing,

And the blackberries a-growing,

but I cross it like a cart-path in the woods. I will not
have my eyes put out and my ears spoiled by its smoke
and steam and hissing.

Now that the cars are gone by and all the restless
world with them, and the fishes in the pond no longer
feel their rumbling, I am more alone than ever. For the
rest of the long afternoon, perhaps, my meditations are
interrupted only by the faint rattle of a carriage or team -
along the distant highway.

Sometimes, on Sundays, I heard the bells, the Lincoln,
Acton, Bedford, or Concord bell, when the wind was
favorable, a faint, sweet, and, as it were, natural melody,
worth importing into the wilderness. At a sufficient dis-
tance over the woods this sound acquires a certain vi-
~ bratory hum, as if the pine needles in the horizon were

the strings of a harp which it swept. All sound heard
at the greatest possible distance produces one and the
same effect, a vibration of the universal lyre, just as
the intervening atmosphere makes a distant ridge of
earth interesting to our eyes by the azure tint it imparts
to it. There came to me in this case a melody which
the air had strained, and which had conversed with
every leaf and needle of the wood, that portion of the
sound which the elements had taken up and modulated
and echoed from vale to vale. . The echo is, to some
extent, an original sound, and therein is the magic and
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charm of it. Ttis not merely a repetition of what was
worth repeating in the bell, but partly the voice of the
wood; the same trivial words and notes sung by a
wood-nymph.

At evening, the distant lowing of some cow in the ho-
rizon beyond the woods sounded sweet and melodious,
and at first T would mistake it for the voices of certain
minstrels by whom I was sometimes serenaded, who
might be straying over hill and dale; but soon I was not.
‘unpleasantly disappointed when it was prolonged into
the cheap and natural music of the cow. I do not mean
to be satirical, but to express my appreciation of those
youths’ singing, when I state that I perceived clearly that
it was akin to the music of the cow, and they were at
length one articulation of Nature.

Regularly at half-past seven, in one part of the summer,
after the evening train had gone by, the whip-poor-wills
chanted their vespers for half an hour, sitting on a stump

by my door, or upon the ridge-pole of the house. They

" would begin to sing almost with as much’ precision as a
clock, within five minutes of a particular time, referred
to the setting of the sun, every evening. I had a rare op-
portunity to become acquainted with their habits. Some-
times I heard four or five at once in different parts of the
wood, by accident one a bar behind another, and so near
- me that I distinguished not only the cluck after each note,
but often that singular buzzing sound like a fly in a

spider’s web, only proportionally louder. Sometimes

one would circle round and round me in the woods a few

feet distant as if tethered by a string, when probably I

was near its eggs. They sang at intervals throughout the
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night, and were again as musical as ever just before and
about dawn.

When other birds are still, the screech owls take up
the strain, like mourning women their ancient u-lu-lu.
Their dismal scream is truly Ben Jonsonian. Wise mid-
night hags! It is no honest and blunt tu-whit tu-who of
the poets, but, without jesting, a most solemn graveyard
ditty, the mutual consolations of suicide lovers remember-
ing the pangs and the delights of supernal love in the in-
fernal groves. Yet Ilove to hear their wailing, their dole-
ful responses, trilled along the woodside; reminding me
sometimes of music and singing birds; as if it were the
dark and tearful side of music, the regrets and sighs that
would fain be sung. Pl‘hey are the spirits, the low spirits
and melancholy forebodings, of fallen souls that once in
human shape night-walked the earth and did the deeds
of darkness, now expiating their sins with their wailing
hymns or threnodies in the scenery of theirtransgressions,
They give me a new sense of the variety and capacity of
that nature which is our common dwelling. O%-0-0-0-0
that I never had been bor-r-r-r-n! sighs one on this side
of the pond, and circles with the restlessness of despair
to some new perch on the gray oaks. Then —that I
never had been bor-r-r-r-n! echoes another on the farther
side with tremulous sincerity, and — bor-r-r-r-n/ comes
faintly from far in the Lincoln woods.

I was also serenaded by a hooting owl. Near at hand
you could fancy it the most melancholy sound in Nature,
as if she meant by this to stereotype and make perma-
nent In her choir the dying moans of a human being, —
some poor weak relic of mortality who has left hope be-



52 HENRY D. THOREAU

hind, and howls like an animal, yet with human sobs, -
on entering the dark valley, made more awful by a cer-
tain gurgling melodiousness, — I find myself beginning
with the letters gl when I try to imitate it, — expressive
of a mind which has reached the gelatinous, mildewy
stage in the mortification of all healthy and courageous
thought. It reminded me of ghouls and idiots and insane
howlings. But now one answers from far woods in a
strain made really melodious by distance, — Hoo hoo
hoo, hoorer hoo; and- indeed for the most part it sug-
gested only pleasing associations, whether heard by day
or night, summer or winter.

I rejoice that there are owls. Let them do the idiotic
and maniacal hooting for men. It is a sound admirably
suited to swamps and twilight woods which no day il-
lustrates, suggesting a vast and undeveloped nature
which men have not recognized. They represent the
stark twilight and unsatisfied thoughts which all have.
All day the sun has shone on the surface of some savage
swamp, where the single spruce stands hung with usnea
lichens, and small hawks circulate above, and the chick-
adee lisps amid the evergreens, and the partridge and
rabbit skulk beneath; but now a more dismal and fitting
day dawns, and a different race of creatures awakes to
express the meaning of Nature there.

Late in the evening I heard the distant rumblmg of
wagons over bridges,— a sound heard farther than al-
most any other at night,—the baying of dogs, and
sometimes again the lowing of some disconsolate cow
in a distant barn-yard. In the meanwhile all the shore
rang with the trump of bullfrogs, the sturdy spirits of
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ancient wine-bibbers and wassailers, still unrepentant,
trying to sing a catch in their Stygian lake, —if the
Walden nymphs will pardon the comparison, for
though there are almost no weeds, there are frogs there,
— who would fain keep up the hilarious rules of their
old festal tables, though their voices have waxed hoarse
and solemnly grave, mocking at mirth, and the wine
has lost its flavor, and become only liquor to distend
their paunches, and sweet intoxication never comes to
drown the memory of the past, but mere saturation and
waterloggedness and distention. The most aldermanic,
with his chin upon a heart-leaf, which serves for a nap-
kin to his drooling chaps, under this northern shore
quaffs a deep draught of the once scorned water, and
passes round the cup with the ejaculation tr-r-r-oonk,
tr-r-r-oonk, tr-r-r-oonk ! and straightway comes over the
water from some distant cove the same password re-
peated, wherethe next in seniority and girth has gulped
down to his mark; and when this observance has made
the circuit of the shores, then ejaculates the master of
ceremonies, with satisfaction, tr-r-r-oonk / and each in
his turn repeats the same down to the least distended,
leakiest, and flabbiest paunched, that there be no mis-
take; and then the bowl goes round again and again,
until the sun disperses the morning mist, and only the
patriarch is not under the pond, but vainly bellowing
troonk from time to time, and pausing for a reply.

I am not sure that I ever heard the sound of cock-
crowing from my clearing, and I thought that it might be
worth the while to keep a cockerel for his music merely,
as a singing bird. The note of this once wild Indian
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pheasant is certainly the most remarkable of any bird’s,
and if they could be naturalized without being domesti-
cated, it would soon become the most famous sound in
our woods, surpassing the clangor of the goose and the
hooting of the owl; and then imagine the cackling of
the hens to fill the pauses when their lords’ clarions
rested! No wonder that man added this bird to his tame
stock, — to say nothing of the eggs and drumsticks.
To walk in a winter morning in a wood where these birds
abounded, their native woods, and hear the wild cock-
erels crow on the trees, clear and shrill for miles over
the resounding earth, drowning the feebler notes of
other birds, — think of it! It would put nations on the
alert. Who would not be early to rise, and rise earlier
and earlier every successive day of his life, till he be-
came unspeakably healthy, wealthy, and wise? This
foreign bird’s note is celebrated by the poets of all coun-
tries along with the notes of their native songsters. All
climates agree with brave Chanticleer. He is more in-
digenous even than the natives. His health is ever good,
his lungs are sound, his spirits never flag. Even the
sailor on the Atlantic and Pacific is awakened by his
voice; but its shrill sound never roused me from my
slumbers. Ikept neither dog, cat, cow, pig, nor hens, so
that you would have said there was a deficiency of do-
mestic sounds; neither the churn, nor the spinning-
wheel, nor even the singing of the kettle, nor the hissing
of the urn, nor children crying, to comfort one. An old-
fashioned man would have lost his senses or died of
. ennui before this. Not even rats in the wall, for they
were starved out, or rather were never baited in, — only
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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 woodchuck 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. Not even a lark or an oriole, those mild planta-
tion birds, ever visited my clearing. No cockerels to crow
nor hens to cackle in the yard. No yard! but unfenced
nature reaching up to your very sills. A young forest
growing up under your windows, and wild sumachs
and blackberry vines breaking through into your cellar;
sturdy pitch pines rubbing and creaking against the
shingles for want of room, their roots reaching quite
under the house. Instead of a scuttle or a blind blown
off in the gale, — a pine tree snapped off or torn up by
the roots behind your house for fuel. Instead of no path
to the front-yard gate in the Great Snow, — no gate —
no front-yard, — and no path to the civilized world.
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Somermes, having had a surfeit of human society
and gossip, and worn out all my village friends, I ram-
bled still farther westward than T habitually dwell, into
yet more unfrequented parts of the town, “to fresh
woods and pastures new,” or, while the sun was setting,
made my supper of huckleberries and blueberries on
Fair Haven Hill, and laid up a store for several days.
The fruits do not yield their true flavor to the purchaser
of them, nor to him who raises them for the market.
There is but one way to obtain it, yet few take that way.
If you would know the flavor of huckleberries, ask the
cow-boy or the partridge. It is a vulgar error to suppose
that you have tasted huckleberries who never plucked
them. A huckleberry never reaches Boston; they have
not been known there since they grew on her three hills.
The ambrosial and essential part of the fruit is lost with
the bloom which is rubbed off in the market cart, and
they become mere provender. As long as Eternal Jus-
tice reigns, not one innocent huckleberry can be trans-
ported thither from the country’s hills.

Occasionally, after my hoeing was done for the day,
I joined some impatient companion who had been fish-
ing on the pond since morning, as silent and motionless
as a duck or a floating leaf, and, after practising various
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kinds of philosophy, had concluded commonly, by the
time I arrived, that he belonged to the ancient sect of
Ccenobites. There was one older man, an excellent fisher
and skilled in all kinds of woodcraft, who was pleased to
look upon my house as a building erected for the con-
venience of fishermen; and I was equally pleased when
he sat in my doorway to arrange his lines. Once in a
while we sat together on the pond, he at one end of the
boat, and I at the other; but not many words passed
between us, for he had grown deaf in his later years,
but he occasionally hummed a psalm, which harmonized
well enough with my philosophy. Our intercourse was
thus altogether one of unbroken harmony, far more
pleasing to remember than if it had been carried on by
speech. When, as was commonly the case, I had none
to commune with, I used to raise the echoes by striking
with a paddle on the side of my boat, filling the sur-
rounding woods with circling and dilating sound, stir-
ring them up as the keeper of a menagerie his wild
beasts, until I elicited a growl from every wooded vale
and hillside.

In warm evenings I frequently sat in the boat playing
the flute, and saw the perch, which I seem to have
charmed, hovering around me, and the moon travelling
over the ribbed bottom, which was strewed with the
wrecks of the forest. Formerly I had come to this pond
adventurously, from time to time, in dark summer
nights, with a companion, and, making a fire close to the
water’s edge, which we thought attracted the fishes, we
caught pouts with a bunch of worms strung on a thread,
" and when we had done, far in the night, threw the burn-
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ing brands high into the air like skyrockets, which, com-
ing down into the pond, were quenched with a loud
hissing, and we were suddenly groping in total dark-
ness. Through this, whistling a tune, we took our way
to the haunts of men again. But now I had made my
home by the shore.

Sometimes, after staying in a village parlor till the
family had all retired, I have returned to the woods,
and, partly with a view to the next day’s dinner spent
the hours of midnight fishing from a boat by moonlight,
serenaded by owls and foxes, and hearing, from time to
time, the creaking note of some unknown bird close at
hand. These experiences were very memorable and
valuable to me, — anchored in forty feet of water, and
twenty or thirty rods from the shore, surrounded some-
times by thousands of small perch and shiners, dim-
pling the surface with their tails in the moonlight, and
communicating by a long flaxen line with mysterious
nocturnal fishes which had their dwelling forty feet be-
low, or sometimes dragging sixty feet of line about the
pond as I drifted in the gentle night breeze, now and
then feeling a slight vibration along it, indicative of
some life prowling about its extremity, of dull uncertain
blundering purpose there, and slow to make up its
mind. At length you slowly raise, pulling hand over
hand, some horned pout squeaking and squirming to
the upper air. Tt was very queer, especially in dark
nights, when your thoughts had wandered to vast and
cosmogonal themes in other spheres, to feel this faint
jerk, which came to interrupt your dreams and link
you to Nature again. It seemed as if I might next cast
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my line upward into the air, as well as downward into
this element, which was scarcely more dense. Thus I
caught two fishes as it were with one hook.

The scenery of Walden is on a humble scale, and,
though very beautiful, does not approach to grandeur,
nor can it much concern one who has not long frequented
it or lived by its shore; yet this pond is so remarkable
* for its depth and purity as to merit a particular descrip-
tion. It is a clear and deep green well, half a mile long
and a mile and three quarters in circumference, and
contains 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 evapora-
tion. The surrounding hills rise abruptly from the
water to the height of forty to eighty feet, though on the
southeast and east they attain to about one hundred
and one hundred and fifty feet respectively, within a
quarter and a third of a mile. They are exclusively
woodland. All our Concord waters have two colors at
least; one when viewed at a distance, and another, more
proper, close at hand. The first depends more on the
light, and follows the sky. In clear weather, in summer,
they appear blue at a little distance, especially if agitated,
and at a great distance all appear alike. In stormy
weather they are sometimes of a dark slate-color. The
sea, however, is said to be blue one day and green an-
other without any perceptible change in the atmosphere.
T have seen our river, when, the landscape being covered
with snow, both water and ice were almost as green as
grass. Some consider blue “to be the color of pure
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water, whether liquid or solid.” But, looking directly
down into our waters from a boat, they are seen to be
of very different colors. Walden is blue at one time and
green at another, even from the same point of view.
Lying between the earth and the heavens, it partakes of
the color of both. Viewed from a hilltop it reflects the
color of the sky; but near at hand it is of a yellowish
tint next the shore where you can see the sand, then a
light green, which gradually deepens to a uniform dark
green in the body of the pond. In some lights, viewed
even from a hilltop, it is of a vivid green next the shore.
Some have referred this to the reflection of the verdure;
but it is equally green there against the railroad sand-
bank, and in the spﬁng, before the leaves are expanded,
and it may be simply the result of the prevailing blue
mixed with the yellow of the sand. Such is the color of
its iris. This is that portion, also, where in the spring,
the ice being warmed by the heat of the sun reflected
from the bottom, and also transmitted through the
earth, melts first and forms a narrow canal about the
still frozen middle. Like the rest of our waters, when
much agitated, in clear weather, so that the surface of
the waves may reflect the sky at the right angle, or be-
cause there is more light mixed with it, it appears at a
little distance of a darker blue than the sky itself; and
at such a time, being on its surface, and looking with
divided vision, so as to see the reflection, I have dis-
cerned a matchless and indescribable light blue, such as
- watered or changeable silks and sword blades suggest ‘
more cerulean than the sky itself, alternating with the ori-
gmal dark greenonthe opp051te sides of the waves, which
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last appeared but muddy in comparison. Itis a vitreous
greenish blue, as I remember it, like those patches of -
the winter sky seen through cloud vistas in the west
before sundown. Yet a single glass of its water held up
to the light is as colorless as an equal quantity of air.
It is well known that a large plate of glass will have a
green tint, owing, as the makers say, to its “body,” but
a small piece of the same will be colorless. How large
a body of Walden water would be required to reflect a
green tint I have never proved. The water of our river
is black or a very dark brown to one looking directly
down on it, and, like that of most ponds, imparts to the
body of one bathing in it a yellowish tinge; but this
water is of such crystalline purity that the body of the
bather appears of an alabaster whiteness, still more
unnatural, which, as the limbs are magnified and dis-
torted withal, produces a monstrous effect, making fit
studies for a Michael Angelo.

The water is so transparent that the bottom can easily
be discerned at the depth of twenty-five or thirty feet.
Paddling over it, you may see, many feet beneath the
surface, the schools of perch and shiners, perhaps only
an inch long, yet the former easily distinguished by
their transverse bars, and you think that they must be
ascetic fish that find a subsistence there. Once, in the
winter, many years ago, when I had been cutting holes
through the ice in order to catch pickerel, as I stepped
ashore I tossed my axe back on to the ice, but, as if
some evil genius had directed it, it slid four or five rods
directly into one of the holes, where the water was
twenty-five feet deep. Out of curiosity, I lay down on
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the ice and looked through the hole, until I saw the axe
- a little on one side, standing on its head, with its helve
erect and gently swaying to and fro with the pulse of the
pond; and there it might have stood erect and swaying
- till in the course of time the handle rotted off, if I had
not disturbed it. Making another hole directly over it
with an ice chisel which I had, and cutting down the
longest birch which I could find in the neighborhood
with my knife, I made a slip-noose, which I attached to
its end, and, letting it down carefully, passed it over the
knob of the handle, and drew it by a line along the
birch, and so pulled the axe out again.

The shore is composed of a belt of smooth rounded
white stones like paving-stones, excepting one or two
short sand beaches, and is so steep that in many places
a single leap will carry you into water over your head;
and were it not for its remarkable transparency, that
would be the last to be seen of its bottom till it rose on
the opposite side. Some think it is bottomless. It is
nowhere muddy, and a casual observer would say that
there were no weeds at all in it; and of noticeable plants,
except in the little meadows recently overflowed, which
do not properly belong to it, a closer scrutiny does not
detect a flag nor a bulrush, nor even a lily, yellow or
white, but only a few small heart-leaves and potamo-
getons, and perhaps a. water-target or two; all which
however a bather might not perceive; and these plants
are clean and bright like the element they grow in. The
stones extend a rod or two into the water, and then the
bottom is pure sand, except in the deepest parts, where
there is usually a little sediment, probably from the de-
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cay of the leaves which have been wafted on to it so
many successive falls, and a bright green weed is brought
up on anchors even in midwinter.

We have one other pond just like this, White Pond, in
Nine Acre Corner, about two and a half miles westerly ;
but, though I am acquainted with most of the ponds
within a dozen miles of this centre, I do not know a
third of this pure and well-like character. Successive
nations perchance have drank at, admired, and fath-
omed it, and passed away, and still its water is green
and pellucid as ever. Not an intermitting spring! Per-
haps on that spring morning when Adam and Eve were
driven out of Eden Walden Pond was already in exist-
ence, and even then breaking up in a gentle spring
rain accompanied with mist and a southerly wind, and
covered with myriads of ducks and geese, which had
not heard of the fall, when still such pure lakes sufficed
them. Even then it had commenced to rise and fall,
and had clarified its waters and colored them of the
hue they now wear, and obtained a patent of Heaven
to be the only Walden Pond in the world and distiller of
celestial dews. Who knows in how many unremembered
nations’ literatures this has been the Castalian Foun-
tain ? or what nymphs presided over it in the Golden
Age? Tt is a gem of the first water which Concord wears
in her coronet.

Yet perchance the first who came to this well have
left some trace of their footsteps. I have been surprised
to detect encircling the pond, even where a thick wood
has just been cut down on the shore, a narrow shelf-like
path in the steep hillside, alternately rising and falling,
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approaching and receding from the water’s edge, as old
probably as the race of man here, worn by the feet of
aboriginal hunters, and still from time to time unwit-
tingly trodden by the present occupants of the land.
This is particularly distinct to one standing on the
middle of the pond in winter, just after a light snow
has fallen, appearing as a clear undulating white line,
unobscured by weeds and twigs, and very obvious a
quarter of a mile off in many places where in summer
it is hardly distinguishable close at hand. The snow
reprints it, as it were, in clear white type alto-relievo.
The ornamented grounds of villas which will one day
be built here may still preserve some trace of this.

The pond rises and falls, but whether regularly or
not, and within what period, nobody knows, though, as
usual, many pretend to know. It is commonly higher’
in the winter and lower in the summer, though not cor-
responding to the general wet and dryness. I can re-
member when it was a foot or two lower, and also when
it was at least five feet higher, than when I lived by it.
There is a narrow sand-bar running into it, with very
deep water on one side, on which I helped boil a kettle
* of chowder, some six rods from the main shore, about

the year 1824, which it has not been possible to do for
twenty-five years; and, on the other hand, my friends
used to listen with incredulity when I told them, that
a few years later I was accustomed to fish from a boat
in a secluded cove in the woods, fifteen rods from the .
only shore they knew, which place was long since con-
" verted into a meadow. - But the pond has risen steadily
~ for two years, and now, in the summer of ’52, is just
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five feet higher than when I lived there, or as high as it
was thirty years ago, and fishing goes on again in the
meadow. This makes a difference of level, at the out-
side, of six or seven feet; and yet the water shed by the
surrounding hills is insignificant in amount, and this
overflow must be referred to causes which affect the
deep springs. This same summer the pond has begun
to fall again. It is remarkable that this fluctuation,
whether periodical or not, appears thus to require many
years for its accomplishment. I have observed one rise
and a part of two falls, and I expect that a dozen or
fifteen years hence the watcr will again be as low as I
have ever known it. Flint’s Pond, a mile eastward,
allowing for the disturbance occasioned by its inlets and
outlets, and the smaller intermediate ponds also, sym-
pathize with Walden, and recently attained their great-
est height at the same time with the latter. The same
is true, as far as my observation goes, of White Pond.
This rise and fall of Walden at long intervals serves
this use at least; the water standing at this great height
for a year or more, though it makes it difficult to walk
round it, kills the shrubs and trees which have sprung
up about its edge since the last rise, — pitch pines,
birches, alders, aspens, and others, — and, falling again,
leaves an unobstructed shore; for, unlike many ponds
and all waters which are subject to a daily tide, its shore
is cleanest when the water is lowest. On the side of the
pond next my house a row of pitch pines, fifteen feet
high, has been killed and tipped over as if by a lever,
and thus a stop put to their encroachments; and their
size indicates how many years have elapsed since the



66 HENRY D. THOREAU

last rise to this height. By this fluctuation the pond
asserts its title to a shore, and thus the shore is shorn,
and the trees cannot hold it by right of possession.
These are the lips of the lake, on which no beard grows.
It Kicks its chaps from time to time. When the water
is at its height, the alders, willows, and maples send
forth a mass of fibrous red roots several feet long from
all sides of their stems in the water, and to the height
of three or four feet from the ground, in the effort to
maintain themselves; and I have known the high blue-
berry bushes about the shore, which commonly produce
no fruit, bear an abundant crop under these circum-
stances.

Some have been puzzled to tell how the shore became
so regularly paved. My townsmen have all heard the
tradition—the oldest people tell me that they heard it
in their youth—that anciently the Indians were holding
a pow-wow-upon a hill here, which rose as high into the
- heavens as the pond now sinks deep into the earth, and
they used much profanity, as the story goes, though this
vice is one of which the Indians were never guilty, and
while they were thus engaged the hill shook and sud-
denly sank, and only one old squaw, named Walden,
escaped, and from her the pond was named. It has been
conjectured that when the hill shook these stones rolled
down its side and became the present shore. It is very
certain, at any rate, that once there was no pond here,
and now there is one; and this Indian fable does not
in any respect conflict with the account of that ancient
settler whom I have mentioned, who remembers so well
when he first came here with his divining-rod, saw a
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thin vapor rising from the sward, and the hazel pointed
steadily downward, and he concluded to dig a well here.
As for the stones, many still think that they are hardly to
be accounted for by the action of the waves on these
hills; but I observe that the surrounding hills are re-
markably full of the same kind of stones, so that they
have been obliged to pile them up in walls on both sides
of the railroad cut nearest the pond; and, moreover,
there are most stones where the shore is most abrupt;
so that, unfortunately, it is no longer a mystery to me. I
detect the paver. If the name was not derived from that
of some English locality, — Saffron Walden, for in-
stance, — one might suppose that it was called originally
Walled-in Pond.

The pond was my well ready dug. For four months
in the year its water is as cold as it is pure at all times;
and I think that it is then as good as any, if not the best,
in the town. In the winter, all water which is exposed
to the air is colder than springs and wells which are
protected from it. The temperature of the pond water
which had stood in the room where I sat from five
o’clock in the afternoon till noon the next day, the sixth
of March, 1846, the thermometer having been up to
65° or 70° some of the time, owing partly to the sun on
the roof, was 42°, or one degree colder than the water of
one of the coldest wells in the village just drawn. The
temperature of the Boiling Spring the same day was
45°, or the warmest of any water tried, though it is the
coldest that I know of in summer, when, beside, shallow
and stagnant surface water is not mingled with it. More-
over, In summer, Walden never becomes so warm as
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most water which is exposed to the sun, on account of its
depth. In the warmest weather I usually placed a pail-
ful in my cellar, where it became cool in the night, and
remained so during the day; though I also resorted to
a spring in the neighborhood. It was as good when a
week old as the day it was dipped, and had no taste of
the pump. Whoever camps for a week in summer by
the shore of a pond, needs only bury a pail of water a
few feet deep in the shade of his camp to be independent
of the luxury of ice.

There have been caught in Walden pickerel, one
weighing seven pounds, —to say nothing of another
which carried off a reel with great velocity, which the
fisherman safely set down at eight pounds because he
did not see him, — perch and pouts, some of each
weighing over two pounds, shiners, chivins or roach
(Leuciscus pulchellus), a very few breams, and a couple
of eels, one weighing four pounds, —1I am thus particular
because the weight of a fish is commonly its only title to
fame, and these are the only eels I have heard of here;
~—also, I have a faint recollection of a little fish some
five inches long, with silvery sides and a greenish back,
somewhat dace-like in its character, which I mention
here chiefly to link my facts to fable. Nevertheless,
this pond is not very fertile in fish. Its pickerel, though
not abundant, are its chief boast. I have seen at one
time lying on the ice pickerel of at least three different
kinds: a long and shallow one, steel-colored, most like
those caught in the river; a bright golden kind, with
greenish reflections and remarkably deep, which is the
most common here; and another, golden-colored, and .
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shaped like the last, but peppered on the sides with
small dark brown. or black spots, intermixed with a
few faint blood-red ones, very much like a trout. The
specific name reticulatus would not apply to this; it
should be guttatus rather. These are all very firm fish,
and weigh more than their size promises. The shiners,
pouts, and perch also, and indeed all the fishes which
inhabit this pond, are much cleaner, handsomer, and
. firmer-fleshed than those in the river and most other
ponds, as the water is purer, and they can easily be dis-
tinguished from them. Probably many ichthyologists
would make new varieties of some of them. There are
also a clean race of frogs and tortoises, and a few mus-
sels in it; muskrats and minks leave their traces about
it, and occasionally a travelling mud-turtle visits it.
Sometimes, when I pushed off my boat in the morning,
I disturbed a great mud-turtle which had secreted him-
self under the boat in the night. Ducks and geese
frequent it in the spring and fall, the white-bellied swal-
lows (Hirundo bicolor) skim over it, and the peetweets
(Totanus macularius) “teeter” along its stony shores all
summer. Ihave sometimes disturbed a fish hawk sitting
on a white pine over the water; but I doubt if it is ever
profaned by the wing of a gull, like Fair Haven. At
most, it tolerates one annual loon. These are all the
animals of consequence which frequent it now.

You may see from a boat, in calm weather, near the
sandy eastern shore, where the water is eight or ten
feet deep, and also in some other parts of the pond,
some circular heaps half a dozen feet in diameter by a
foot in height, consisting of small stones less than a
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hen’s egg in size, where all around is bare sand. At
first you wonder if the Indians could have formed them
on the ice for any purpose, and so, when the ice melted,
they sank to the bottom; but they are too regular and
some of them plainly too fresh for that. They are similar
to those found in rivers; but as there are no suckers nor
lampreys here, I know not by what fish they could be
made. Perhaps they are the nests of the chivin. These
lend a pleasing mystery to the bottom.

The shore is irregular enough not to be monotonous.

I have in my mind’s eye the western, indented with deep
' bays, the bolder northern, and the beautifully scalloped
southern shore, where successive capes overlap each
other and suggest unexplored coves between. The
forest has never so good a setting, nor is so distinctly
beautiful, as when seen from the middle of a small lake
amid hills which rise from the water’s edge; for the
water in which it is reflected not only makes the best
foreground in such a case, but, with its winding shore,
the most natural and agreeable boundary to it. There
is no rawness nor imperfection in its edge there, as
where the axe has cleared a part, or a cultivated field
abuts on it. The trees have ample room to expand on
the water side, and each sends forth its most vigorous
branch in that direction. There Nature has woven a
natural selvage, and the eye rises by just gradations
from the low shrubs of the shore to the highest trees.
There are few traces of man’s hand to be seen. The
water laves the shore as it did a thousand years ago.
. Alakeis the landscape’s most beautiful and expressive

feature. It is earth’s eye; looking into which the be-

.
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‘holder measures the depth of his own nature. The
fluviatile trees next the shore are the slender eyelashes
which fringe it, and the wooded hills and cliffs around
are its overhanging brows.

Standing on the smooth sandy beach at the east end
of the pond, in a calm September afternoon, when a
slight haze makes the opposite shore-line indistinet, 1
have seen whence came the expression, “the glassy sur-
face of a lake.” When you invert your head, it looks
like a thread of finest gossamer stretched across the
valley, and gleaming against the distant pine woods,.
separating one stratum of the atmosphere from another.
You would think that you could walk dry under it to the
opposite hills, and that the swallows which skim over
might perch on it. Indeed, they sometimes dive below
the line, as it were by mistake, and are undeceived. As
you look over the pond westward you are obliged to
employ both your hands to defend your eyes against the
reflected as well as the true sun, for they are equally
bright; and if, between the two, you survey its surface
critically, it is literally as smooth as glass, except where
the skater insects, at equal intervals scattered over its
whole extent, by their motions in the sun produce the
finest imaginable sparkle on it, or, perchance, a duck
plumes itself, or, as I have said, a swallow skims so low
as to touch it. It may be that in the distance a fish de-
scribes an arc of three or four feet in the air, and there
is one bright flash where it emerges, and another where
it strikes the water; sometimes the whole silvery are is
revealed;. or here and there, perhaps, is a thistle-down
floating on its surface, which the fishes dart at and so
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dimple it again. It is like molten glass cooled but not
congealed, and the few motes in it are pure and beautiful
like the imperfections in glass. You may often detect a
yet smoother and darker water, separated from the rest
as if by an invisible cobweb, boom of the water nymphs,
resting on it. From a hilltop you can see a fish leap in
almost any part; for not a pickerel or shiner picks an
insect from this smooth surface but it manifestly dis-
turbs the equilibrium of the whole lake. It is wonderful
with what elaborateness this simple fact is advertised,
— this piscine murder will out, — and from my distant
perch I distinguish the circling undulations when they
are half a dozen rods in diameter. You can even detect
a water-bug (Gyrinus) ceaselessly progressing over the
smooth surface a quarter of a mile off; for they furrow
the water slightly, making a conspicuous ripple bounded
by two diverging lines, but the skaters glide over it
without rippling it perceptibly. When the surface is
considerably agitated there are no skaters nor water-
bugs on it, but apparently, in calm days, they leave their
havens and adventurously glide forth from the shore by
short impulses till they completely cover it. It is a
soothing employment, on one of those fine days in the
fall when all the warmth of the sun is fully appreciated,
to sit on a stump on such a height as this, overlooking
the pond, and study the dimpling circles which are
incessantly inscribed on its otherwise invisible surface
amid the reflected skies and trees. Over this great ex-
panse there is no disturbance but it is thus at once gently
smoothed away and assuaged, as, when a vase of water
is jarred, the trembling circles seek the shore and all is
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smooth again. Not a fish can leap or an insect fall on
the pond but it is thus reported in circling dimples, in
lines of beauty, as it were the constant welling up of
its fountain, the gentle pulsing of its life, the heaving of
its breast. The thrills of joy and thrills of pain are
undistinguishable. How peaceful the phenomena of the
lake! Again the works of man shine as in the spring.
Ay, every leaf and twig and stone and cobweb sparkles
now at mid-afternoon as when covered with dew in a
spring morning. Every motion of an oar or an insect
produces a flash of light; and if an oar falls, how sweet
the echo! _

In such a day, in September or October, Walden is
a perfect forest mirror, set round with stones as precious
to my eye as if fewer or rarer. Nothing so fair, so pure,
and at the same time so large, as a lake, perchance,
lies on the surface of the earth. Sky water. It needs
no fence. Nations come and go without defiling it. 1t is
a mirror which no stone can crack, whose quicksilver
will never wear off, whose gilding Nature continually
repairs; no storms, no dust, can dim its surface ever
fresh; —a mirror in which all impurity presented to
it sinks, swept and dusted by the sun’s hazy brush, —
this the light dust-cloth, — which retains no breath
that is breathed on it, but sends its own to float as
clouds high above its surface, and be reflected in its
bosom still.

A field of water betrays the spirit that is in the air.
It is continually receiving new life and motion from
above. It is intermediate in its nature between land and
sky. On land only the grass and trees wave, but the
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water itself is rippled by the wind. I see where the
breeze dashes across it by the streaks or flakes of light.-
It 1s remarkable that we can look down on.its surface.
We shall, perhaps, look down thus on the surface of air
at length, and mark where a still subtler spirit sweeps
over it.

The skaters and water-bugs finally disappear in the
latter part of October, when the severe frosts have
come; and then and in November, usually, in a calm
day, there is absolutely nothing to ripple the surface. .
One November afternoon, in the calm at the end of a
rain-storm of several days’ duration, when the sky was
still completely overcast and the air was full of mist, I .
observed that the pond was remarkably smooth, S0
that it was difficult to distinguish its surface; though
it no longer reflected the bright tints of October, but
the sombre November colors of the surrounding hills. -
Though I passed over it as gently as possible, the slight
undulations produced by my boat extended almost as"
far as I could see, and gave a ribbed appearance to the
reflections. But, as I was looking over the surface, I saw -
here and there at a distance a faint glimmer, as if some-
skater insects which had escaped the frosts might be
collected there, or, perchance, the surface, being so
smooth, betrayed where a spring welled up from the
bottom. Paddling gently to one of these places, I was
surprised to find myself surrounded by myriads of small
perch, about five inches long, of a rich bronze color in
the green water, sporting there, and constantly rising to
the surface and dimpling it, sometimes leaving bubbles
on it. In such transparent and seemingly bottomless
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- water, reflecting the clouds, I seemed to be floating
through the air as in a balloon, and their swimming
impressed me as a kind of flight or hovering, as if they
were a compact flock of birds passing just beneath my
level on the right or left, their fins, like sails, set all
around them. There were many such schools in the
pond, apparently improving the short season before
winter would draw an icy shutter over their broad sky-
light, sometimes giving to the surface an appearance as
if a slight breeze struck it, or a few rain-drops fell there.
When I approached carelessly and alarmed them, they
made a sudden plash and rippling with their tails, as if
one had struck the water with a brushy bough, and in-

- stantly took refuge in the depths. At length the wind

" rose, the mist increased, and the waves began to run,

- and the perch leaped much higher than before, half out
of water, a hundred black points, three inches long, at
once above the surface. Even as late as the fifth of
- December, one year, I saw some dimp'les on the surface,
‘and thinking it was going to rain hard immediately,
the air being full of mist, I made haste to take my place
at the oars and row homeward; already the rain seemed

“~rapidly increasing, though I felt none on my cheek, and
I anticipated a thorough soaking. But suddenly the
dimples ceased, for they were produced by the perch,
which the noise of my oars had scared into the depths,
and I saw their schools dimly disappearing; so I spent
a dry afternoon after all.

An old man who used to frequent this pond nearly
sixty years ago, when it was dark with surrounding
forests, tells me that in those days he sometimes saw it
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all alive with ducks and other water-fowl, and that there
were many eagles about it. He came here a-fishing, and
used an old log canoe which he found on the shore. It
was made of two white pine logs dug out and pinned
together, and was cut off square at the ends. It was
very clumsy, but lasted a great many years before it
became water-logged and perhaps sank to the bottom.
He did not know whose it was; it belonged to the pond.
He used to make a cable for his anchor of strips of
hickory bark tied together. An old man, a potter, who
lived by the pond before the Revolution, told him once
that there was an iron chest at the bottom, and that he
had seen it. Sometimes it would come floating up to the
shore; but when you went toward it, it would go back
into deep. water and disappear. I was pleased to hear
of the old log canoe, which took the place of an Indian
. one of the same material but more graceful construc-
tion, which perchance had first been a tree on the bank,
and then, as it were, fell into the water, to float there
_ for a generation, the most proper vessel for the lake.
1 remember that when I first looked into these depths
there were many large trunks to be seen indistinctly
lying on the bottom, which had either been blown over
formerly, or left on the ice at the last cutting, when
wood was cheaper; but now they have mostly disap-
peared.

When I first paddled a boat on Walden, it was com-
pletely surrounded by thick and lofty pine and oak
woods, and in some of its coves grape-vines had run
over the trees next the water and formed bowers under
which a boat could pass. The hills which form its shores
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are so steep, and the woods on them were then so high,
that, as you looked down from the west end, it had the
appearance of an amphitheatre for some kind of sylvan
spectacle. I have spent many an hour, when I was
younger, floating over its surface as the zephyr willed,
having paddled my boat to the middle, and lying on my
back across the seats, in a summer forenoon, dreaming
awake, until I was aroused by the boat touching the
sand, and I arose to see what shore my fates had im-
pelled me to; days when idleness was the most attrac-
tive and productive industry. Many a forenoon have I
stolen away, preferring to spend thus the most valued
part of the day; for I was rich, if not in money, in sunny
hours and summer days, and spent them lavishly; nor
do I regret that I did not waste more of them in the
workshop or the teacher’s desk. But since I left those
shores the woodchoppers have still further laid them
waste, and now for many a year there will be no more
rambling through the aisles of the wood, with occasional
vistas through which you see the water. My Muse may
be excused if she is silent henceforth. How can you
expect the birds to sing when their groves are cut
down?

Now the trunks of trees on the bottom, and the old
log canoe, and the dark surrounding woods, are gone, and
the villagers, who scarcely know where it lies, instead of
going to the pond to bathe or drink, are thinking to
bring its water, which should be as sacred as the Ganges
at least, to the village in a pipe, to wash their dishes
with! — to earn their Walden by the turning of a cock
or drawing of a plug! That devilish Iron Horse, whose
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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! Where is the coun-
try’s champion, the Moore of Moore Hall, to meet him
at the Deep Cut and thrust an avenging lance between
the ribs of the bloated pest?

Nevertheless, of all the characters I have known,
perhaps Walden wears best, and best preserves its
purity. Many men have been likened to it, but few de-
serve that honor. Though the woodchoppers have laid
bare first this shore and then that, and the Irish have
built their sties by it, and the railroad has infringed on
its border, and the ice-men have skimmed it once, it is
itself unchanged, the same water which my youthful
eyes fell on; all the change is in me. It has not acquired
one permanent wrinkle after all its ripples. It is peren-
nially young, and I may stand and see a swallow dip
apparently to pick an insect from its surface as of yore.
1t struck me again to-night, as if I had not seen it almost
daily for more than twenty years, — Why, here is Wal-
den, the same woodland lake that I discovered so many
years ago; where a forest was cut down last winter
another is springing up by its shore as lustily as ever;
the same thought is welling up to its surface that was
then; it is the same liquid joy and happiness to itself
and its Maker, ay, and it may be to me. It is the work
of a brave man surely, in whom there was no guile! He
rounded this water with his hand, deepened and clarified
it in his thought, and in his will bequeathed it to Con-
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cord. I see by its face that it is visited by the same re-
flection; and I can almost say, Walden, is it you?

It is no dream of mine,

To ornament a line;

I cannot come nearer to God and Heaven
Than I live to Walden even.

T am its stony shore,

And the breeze that passes o'er;

In the hollow of my hand

Are its water and its sand,”

And its deepest resort

Lies high in my thought.

The cars never pause to look at it; yet I fancy that
the engineers and firemen and brakemen, and those
passengers who have a season ticket and see it often,
are better men for the sight. The engineer does not for-
get at night, or his nature does not, that he has beheld
this vision of serenity and purity once at least during the
day. Though seen but once, it helps to wash out State
Street and the engine’s soot. One proposes that it be
called “God’s Drop.”

I have said that Walden has no visible inlet nor outlet,
but it is on the one hand distantly and indirectly related
to Flint’s Pond, which is more elevated, by a chain of
small ponds coming from that quarter, and on the other
directly and manifestly to Concord River, which is
lower, by a similar chain of ponds through which in
some other geological period it may have flowed, and
by a little digging, which God forbid, it can be made to
flow thither again. If by living thus reserved and austere,
like a hermit in the woods, so long, it has acquired such
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wonderful purity, who would not regret that the com-
paratively impure waters of Flint’s Pond should be
mingled with it, or itself should ever go to waste its
sweetness in the ocean wave?

Flint’s, or Sandy Pond, in Lincoln, our greatest lake
and inland sea, lies about a mile east of Walden. Itis
much larger, being said to contain one hundred and
ninety-seven acres, and is more fertile in fish; but it is
comparatively shallow, and not remarkably pure. A
walk through the woods thither was often my recrea-
tion. It was worth the while, if only to feel the wind
blow on your cheek freely, and see the waves run, and
remember the life of mariners. I went a-chestnutting
there in the fall, on' windy days, when the nuts were
dropping into the water and were washed to my feet;
and one day, as I crept along its sedgy shore, the fresh
spray blowing in my face, I came upon the mouldering
wreck of a boat, the sides gone, and hardly more than
the impression of its flat bottom left amid the rushes;
yet its model was sharply defined, as if it were a large
decayed pad, with its veins. It wasas impressive a wreck
as one could imagine on the seashore, and had as
good a moral. It is by this time mere vegetable mould
and undistinguishable pond shore, through which
rushes and flags have pushed up. I used to admire the
ripple marks on the sandy bottom, at the north end of
this pond, made firm and hard to the feet of the wader
by the pressure of the water, and the rushes which
grew in Indian file, in waving lines, corresponding to -

these marks, rank behind rank, as if the waves had
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planted them. There also I have found, in considerable
quantities, curious balls, composed apparently of fine
grass or roots, of pipewort perhaps, from half an inch
to four inches in diameter, and perfectly spherical. These
wash back and forth in shallow. water on a sandy bot-
tom, and are sometimes cast on the shore. They are
either solid grass, or have a little sand in the middle. At
first you would say that they were formed by the action
of the waves, like a pebble; yet the smallest are made
of equally coarse materials, half an inch long, and they
are produced only at one season of the year. Moreover,
the waves, I suspect, do not so much construct as wear
down a material which has already acquired consistency.
They preserve their form when dry for an indefinite
period.

Flint’s Pond! Suchis the poverty of our nomencla-
ture. What right had the unclean and stupid farmer,
whose farm abutted on this sky water, whose shores he
has ruthlessly laid bare, to give his name to it? Some
skin-flint, who loved better the reflecting surface of a dol-
lar, or a bright cent, in which he could see his own brazen
face; who regarded even the wild ducks which settled
in it as trespassers; his fingers grown into crooked and
horny talons from the long habit of grasping harpy-like;
—so it is not named for me. I go not there to see him
nor to hear of him; who never saw it, who never bathed
in it, who never loved it, who never protected it, who
never spoke a good word for it, nor thanked God that
He had made it. Rather let it be named from the fishes
that swim in it, the wild fowl or quadrupeds which fre-
quent it, the wild flowers which grow by its shores, or
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some wild man or child the thread of whose history is in-
terwoven with its own; not from him who could show
no title to it but the deed which a like-minded neighbor
or legislature gave him,— him who thought only of its
money value; whose presence perchance cursed all the
shores; who exhausted the land around it, and would fain
have exhausted the waters within it; who regretted only
that it was not English hay or cranberry meadow, —
there was nothing to redeem it, forsooth, in his eyes,
—and would have drained and sold it for the mud at
its bottom. It did not turn his mill, and it was no privi-
lege to him to behold it. I respect not his labors, his
farm where everything has its price, who would carry -
- the landscape, who would carry his God, to market, if
he could get anything for him; who goes to market for
his god as it is; on whose farm nothing grows free, whose
fields bear no crops, whose meadows no flowers, whose
trees no fruits, but dollars; who loves not the beauty of
his fruits, whose fruits aré not ripe for him till they are
turned to dollars. Give me the poverty that enjoys true
wealth. Farmers are respectable and interesting to me
in proportion as they are poor, — poor farmers. A model
farm! where the house stands like a fungus in a muck-
heap, chambers for men, horses, oxen, and swine,
cleansed and uncleansed, all contiguous to one another!
Stocked with men! A great grease-spot, redolent of
manures and buttermilk! Under a high state of cultiva-
tion, being manured with the hearts and brains of men!
As if you were to raise your potatoes in the churchyard!
Such is a model farm. .

No, no; if the fairest features of the landscape are to
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'be named after men, let them be the noblest and worthi-
est men alone. Let our lakes receive as true names at
least as the Icarian Sea, where “still the shore” a “brave
attempt resounds.”

Goose Pond, of small extent, is on my way to Flint’s;
Fair Haven, an expansion of Concord River, said to con-
tain some seventy acres, is a mile southwest; and White
Pond, of about forty acres, is a mile and a half beyond
Fair Haven. This is my lake country. These, with Con-
cord River, are my water privileges; and night and day,
year in year out, they grind such grist as I carry to them.

Since the wood-cutters, and the railroad, and I my-
 self have profaned Walden, perhaps the most attractive,
if not the most beautiful, of all our lakes, the gem of the
woods, is White Pond; — a poor name from its common-
ness, whether derived from the remarkable purity of its
waters or the color of its sands. In these as in other re-
spects, however, it is a lesser twin of Walden. They are
so much alike that you would say they must be connected
under ground. It has the same stony shore, and its
waters are of the same hue. As at Walden, in sultry dog-
day weather, looking down through the woods on some
of its bays which are not so deep but that the reflection
from the bottom tinges them, its waters are of a misty
bluish-green or glaucous color. Many years since I used
to go there to collect the sand by cartloads, to make
sandpaper with, and I have continued to visit it ever
since. One who frequents it proposes to call it Virid
Lake. Perhaps it might be called Yellow Pine Lake,
from the following circumstance. About fifteen years



