Ralph Waldo Emerson

from Nature

To go into solitude, a man needs to retire
as much from his chamber as from society. 1
am not solitary whilst I read and write, though
nobody is with me. But if a man would be
alone, let him look at the stars. The rays that
come from those heavenly worlds will separate
between him and what he touches. One might
think the atmosphere was made transparent
with this design, to give man, in the heavenly
bodies, the perpetual preseace of the sublime.
Scen in the streets of cities, how great they
are! If the stars should appear one night in a
thousand years, how would men believe and
adore, and preserve for many generations the
remembrance of the city of God which had
been shown! But every night come out these
envoys of beauty, and light the universe with
their admonishing smile.

The stars awaken a certain reverence be-

cause, though always present, they are inacces-.

sible; but all natural objects make a kindred
impression when the mind is open to their in-
fluence. Nature never wears a mean' appear-
ance. Neither does the wisest man extort her
secret and lose his curiosity by finding out all
her perfection. Nature never became a toy to
a wise spirit. The flowers, the animals, the
mountains reflected the wisdom of his best
hour, as much as they had delighted the sim-
plicity of his chiidhood.

To speak truly, few adult persons can sce
nature. Most persons do not see the sun, At
least they have a very superficial secing. The
sun illuminates only the eye of the man, but
shines into the cye and the heart of the child.
The lover of nature is he whose inward and
outward senses are still truly adjusted to each
other, who has retained the spirit of infancy
even into the era of manhood, His intercourse
with heaven and earth becomes part of his

1. mean: shabby; miserly; ignobje.

daily food. In the presence of nature a wild de-
light runs through the man, in spite of real sor-
rows. Nature says: He is my creature, and
maugre” all his impertinent griefs, he shall be
glad with me. Not the sun or the summer
alone, but every hour and season yields its
tribute of delight; for every bour and change
corresponds to and authorizes a different state
of the mind, from breathless noon to grimmest
midnight. Nature is a setting that fits equally
well 2 comic or a mourning piece. In good
health, the air is a cordial®> of incredible vir-
tue. Crossing a bare common,* in snow pud-
dies, at twilight, under a clouded sky, without
having in my thoughts any occurrence of spe-
cial good fortune, 1 have enjoyed a perfect ex-
hilaration. 1 am glad to the brink of fear, In
the woods, t0o, a man casts off his years, as the
snake his slough, and at what period soever of
life is always a child. In the woods is perpet-
val youth Within these plantations of God, a
decorum® and sanctity - reign; a perennial festi-
val is dressed, and the guest sees not how he
should tire of them in a thousand years. In the
woods, we return to reason and faith. There I
feel that nothing can befall me in life—no dis-
grace, no calamity (leaving me my eyes), which
nature cannot repair, Standing on the bare
ground—my head bathed by the blithe air and
uplifted into infinite space—all mean egotism
vanishes. T become a transparent cyeball; I am
nothing; I see all; the currents of the Universal
Being circulate through me; I am part or par-.
ticle of God. The name of the nearest friend
sounds then foreign and accidental: to be
brothers, to be acquaintances, master or ser-
vant, is then a trifle and a disturbance: I am
the Jover of uncontained and immortal beauty.

. maugre [md’gor): in spite of,

cordial: stimulating medicine or drink.
common: arca of open public land.

. decorum: rightness; harmony.
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In the wilderness, I find something more dear
and connate® than in strects or villages. In the
tranquil landscape, and especially in the distant
line of the horizon, man beholds somewhat as
beautiful as his own nature.

The greatest delight which the fields and
woods minister is the suggestion of an occult
relation between man and the vegetable. I am
not alone and unacknowledged. They nod to
me, and I to them. The waving of the boughs
in the storm is new to me and old. It takes me
by surprise, and yet is not unknown. Its effect
is like that of a higher thought or a better
emotion coming over me, when 1 deemed I
was thinking justly or doing right.

6. connate |kon’it): closely related.

Yet it is certain that the power to produce
this delight does not reside in nature, but in
man, or in a harmony of both. It is necessary
to use these plcasures with great temperance.
For nature is not always tricked’ in holiday at-
tire; but the same scene which yesterday
breathed perfume and glittered as for the frolic
of the nymphs is overspread with melancholy
today. Naturc always wears the colors of the
spirit. To a man laboring under calamity, the
heat of his own fire hath sadness in it. Then
there is a kind of contempt of the landscape
felt by him who has just lost by death a dear
friend. The sky is less grand as it shuts down
over less worth in the population. . . .

7. tricked: dressed.

STUDY QUESTIONS

Recalling

1. According to paragraph 1, what does Emerson
say would happen if the stars appeared one
night in a thousand years?

2. According to paragraph 2, why does Emerson
believe the stars awaken a reverence in peo-
ple? When do natural objects make a simitar
impression of reverence?

3. According to paragraph 3, how does Emerson
describe the lover of nature?

4. Summarize the first sentence of paragraph 4.
Be sure to use your own words In the sum-
mary.
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interpreting

5. Near the end of paragraph 3, what does Emer-
son mean when he describes himself as “a
transparent eyeball” when in the woods? How
does this state of mind affect his relationship
with God?

6. Where does Emerson believe the power for a
true relationship between man and God comes
from, according to paragraph 57

Extending

7. What do you think is the difference between
the kind of meaning Emerson finds in nature
and the meaning a botanist, a geographer, or
an astrophysicist finds in nature?



Ralph Waldo Emerson

rom Self-Reliance

Trust thyself: every heart vibrates to that
iron string. Accept the place the divine provi-
dence has found for you, the society of your
contemporaries, the conaection of cvents.
Great men have always done so, and confided
themselves childlike to the genius' of their age,
betraying their perception that the absolutely
trustworthy was seated at their heart, working
through their bands, predominating in all their
being. And we are now men, and must accept
in the highest mind the same transcendent des-
tiny; and not minors and invalids in a pro-
tected corner, not cowards fleeing before a
revolution, but guides, redeemers, and benefac-
tors, obeying the Almighty effort and advancing
on Chaos and the Dark. . . . o

A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of
listle minds, adored by little statesmen and
philosophers and divines, With consistency 2
great soul has simply nothing to do.. He may
as well concern himself with his shadow on
the wall. Speak what you think now in hard
words, and tomorrow speak what tomorrow
thinks in bard words again, though it contra-
dict everything you said today. “Ah, so you
shall be sure to be misunderstood.” Is it so
bad then to be misunderstood? Pythagoras was
misunderstood, and Socrates, and Jesus, and
Luther, and Copernicus, and Galileo, and New-
ton,z and every pure and wise spirit that ever
took flesh. To be great is to be misunder-
stood. . . .

Man is timid and apologetic; he is no longer
upright; he dares not say, “I think,” I am,”
but quotes some saint or sage. He is ashamed
before the blade of grass or the blowing rose.
These roses under my window make no refer-

1. genins: spirit.

2. Pythagoras . . . Newton: Individeals who made an
extraordinury contribution to scientific, philosophical, or
religious thinking.

ence to former roses or to better ones; they
are for what they are; they exist with God to-
day. There is no time to them. There is sim-
ply the rose; it is perfect in every moment of
its existence. Before a leaf bud has burst, its
whole life acts; in the full-blown flower there
is no more; in the leafless root there is no
less. Its nature is satisfied and it satisfies na-
ture in all moments alike, But man postpones
or remembers; he does not live in the present,
but with reverted® eye laments the past, or,
heedless of the riches that surround him,
stands on tiptoe to foresee the future. He can-
not be happy and strong until he too lives with
nature in the present, above time.

This should be plain enough. Yet sce what
strong intellects dare not yet hear God himself
unless he speak the phraseology of I know not
what David, or Jeremiah, or Paul® We shall
not always set so great a price on a few texts,
on a few lives. We are like children who re-
peat by rote the sentences of grandames and
tutors and, as they grow older, of the men of
talents and character they chance to see—
painfully recollecting the exact words they
spoke. Afterwards, when they come into the
point of view which those had who uttered
these sayings, they understand them and are
willing to let the words go, for at any time
they can use words as good when occasion
comes. If we live truly, we shall see truly. It
is as easy for the strong man to be strong as it
is for the weak to be weak. When we have
new perception, we shall gladly disburden the
memory of its hoarded treasures as old rub-
bish. When a2 man lives with God, his voice
shall be as sweet as the murmur of the brook
and the rustle of the corn. . . .

3. reverted: backward-looking.
4. David . . . Paul: biblical wrirers.
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Model for Active Reading

In this selection, and in one selection in each unit, you will find
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection.
These notes point out important ideas of the period—in this case,

the Transcendentalist movement—and draw your attention to
literary elements and techniques covered in the Literary Focuses.
Page numbers in the notes will refer you 1o more extensive
discussions of these important ideas and elements.

Herury David Thoreau

Jfrom Walden

Jrom Economy

When 1 wrote the following pages, or rather the bulk of them,
1 lived alone, in the woods, a mile from any neighbor, in a2 house
which I had buiit myself, on the shore of Walden Pond, in Con-
cord, Massachusetts, and earned my living by the labor of my hands
only. I Hved there two years and two months. At present 1 am a
sojourner’ in civilized life again.

I should not obtrude my affairs so much on the notice of my
readers if very particular inquiries had not been made by my
townsmen concerning my mode of life, which some would call im-
pertinent, though they do not appear to me at all impertinent, but,
considering the circumstances, very natural and pertinent. Some
have asked what I got to cat; if I did not feel lonesome; if 1 was
not afraid; and the like. Others have been curious to learn what
portion of my income I devoted to charitable purposes; and some,
who have large families, how many poor children I maintained. I
will therefore ask those of my readers who feel no particular in-
terest in me te pardon me if 1 undertake to answer some of these
questions in this book. In most books, the [ or first person, is
omitted; in this it will be retained; that, in respect to egotism, is
the main difference. We commonly do not remember that it is, af-
ter all, always the first person that is speaking. I should not talk so
much about myself if there were anybody else whom I knew as
well . . .

The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation. What is called
resignation is confirmed desperation. From the desperate city you
go into the desperate country, and have to console yourself with
the bravery of minks and muskrats. A stereotyped but unconscious

1. sojourner: visitor.
2. impertinent: irrelevant; inappropriate.
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Persuasion {p. 22). Thoreau
calis upon his personal
experience 1o give greater
support 1o his observations.




despair is concealed even under what are called the games and
amusements of mankind. There is no play in them, for this comes
after work. But it is a characteristic of wisdom not to do desperate
things.

When we consider what, to use the words of the catechism,? is
the chief end of man,” and what arc the truc necessaries and means
of life, it appears as if men had deliberately chosen the common
mode of living beeause they preferred it to any other. Yet they
honestly think there is no choice lefr. But alert and healthy natures
remember that the sun rose clear. It is never 100 late 1o give up
our prejudices. No way of thinking or doing, however ancient, can
be trusted without proof. What everybody echoes or in silence
passes by as truc today may turn out to be falsehood tomorrow,
mere smoke of opinion, which some had trusted for a cloud that
would sprinkle fertilizing rain on their ficlds. What old pcople say
you cannot do, you try and find that you can. Old deeds for old
people, and new deeds for new. . . .

One young man of my acquaintance, who has inherited some
acres, told me that he thought he should live as 1 did, i be bad
the means. 1 would not have anyone adopt my mode of living on
any account; for, beside that before he has fairly learned it 1 may
have found out another for myself, I desire that there may be as
many different persons in the world as possible; but T would have
cach onc be very careful to find out and pursue bis own way, and
not his father’s or his mother’s or his neighbor’s instead. The youth
may build or plant or sail, only let him not be hindered from doing
that which he tells me he would like to do. It is by a mathematical
point only that we are wise, as the sailor or the fugitive slave keeps
the polestar® in his eye; but that is sufficient guidance for all our
life. We may not arrive at our port within a calculable period, but
we would preserve the true course.

Jrom Where I Lived, and What I Lived For

As | have said, I do not propose to write an ode 1o dejection,
but to brag as lustify as chanticleer® in the morning, standing on
his roost, if only 10 wake my neighbors up.

When first 1 took up my abode in the woods, that is, began to
spend my nights as well as days there, which, by accident, was on
Independence Day, or the Fourth of July, 1845, my house was not
finished for winter, but was merely a defense against the rain, with.
out plastering or chimney, the walls being of rough weatherstained

3. catechism [kat’s kiz'am|: handbook that teaches the principles of a rcligion
through questions and answers.

4. chief . . . man: "What is the chief end of man?” is 2 fuestion from the
Shorter Catechism in the New England Primer.

5. polestar: Polaris, the North Star, used for navigation.

6. chanticleer {chan’13 kI&r']: literally, "the loud singer™: 1 rooster.

Transcendentalist idea:
Freedom from dull habit can
lead 10 the discovery of
spiritual truths {(p. 154).
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boards, with wide chinks, which made it cool at night. The upright
white hewn studs and freshly planed door and window casings
gave it a clean and airy look, especially in the morning, when its
timbers were saturated with dew, so that I fancied that by noon
some sweet gum would exude from them. To my imagination it re-
taincd throughout the day more or less of this auroral’ character,
reminding me of 2z certain house on a mountain which [ had visited
the year before. This was an airy and unplastered cabin, fit to en-
tertain a traveling god, and where a goddess might trail her gar-
ments. The winds which passed over my dwelling were such as
sweep over the ridges of mountains, bearing the broken strains, or
celestial parts only, of terrestrial music. The morning wind forever
blows, the poem of creation is uninterrupted, but few are the ears
that hear it. Olympus® is but the outside of the earth every-
where. . . .

I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to
front® only the essential facts of life, and see if 1 could not learn
what it had to teach, and not, when | came to die, discover that I
had not lived. I did not wish to live what was not life, living is so
dear; nor did I wish to practice resignation, unless it was quite nec-
essary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life,
to live so sturdily and Spartan-like'® as to put to rout all that was
not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life into a
corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms, and, if it proved to be
mean, why then to get the whole and genuine meanness of it, and
publish its meanness to the world; or if it were sublime, to know
it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in my
next excursion. For most men, it appears to me, are in a strange
uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have
somewhbat bastily concluded that it is the chief end of man here
to “glorify God and enjoy him forever,”!

Still we live meanly, like ants; though the fable tells us that we
were long ago changed into men;'? like pygmies we fight with
cranes;'> it is crror upon error, and clout upon clout, and our
best virtue has for its occasion a superfluous and evitable'®
‘wretchedness. Our life is frittered away by detail. An honest man
has hardly need to count more than his ten fingers, or in extreme

7. auroral (o ror’al}: resembling the dawn,

8. Olympwus: in Greek mythology, the mountain home of the gods.

9. front: face.

10. Spartan-like: simple, hardy, and disciplined, like the life of the Spartans of
ancient Greece.
11, “glorify . . . forever”: answer 10 the question “"What is the chief end of
man?” in the New England Primer.

12, fable . . . men: in 2 Greek fable Zeus transforms ants into men.
13. pygmies . . , cranes: in the fliad the Trojans are compared to crancs
battling pygmies.

14. evitable: avoidable.
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Description {p. 92). Thorean
uses language that appczls to
the senses to make his
deseription concrcte and vivid.

Transcendentalist idea: Living
in harmony with nature is a
source of inspiration {p. 155).

Simile (p. 39) Thoreauw
compares human life 1o the life
of ants 10 underscore what he
means by “meanly.”




cases he may add his wen toes, and lump the rest. Simplicity, sim-
plicity, simplicity! 1 say, let your affairs be as two or three, and not
a hundred or a thousand; instead of a million count half a dozen,
and keep your accounts on your thumbnail. In the midsi of this
chopping sca of civilized life, such are the clouds and storms and
quicksands and thousand-and-one items to be allowed for, that a
man has to live, if he would not founder and go to the bottom and
not make his port at all, by dead reckoning,'® and he must be 2
great calculator indeed who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of
three meals a day, if it be necessary cat but one; instead of a2
hundred dishes, five; and reduce other things in proportion. . . .

For my part, I could easily do without the post office. 1 think
that there are very few important communications made through it.
To speak critically, T never received more than one or two letters
in my life—I wrote this some years ago—that were worth the post-
age. The penny post is, commonly, an institution through which
you seriously offer a man that penny for his thoughts which is so
often safely offered in jest. And 1 am sure that I never read any
memorable news in a newspaper. If we read of one man robbed,
or murdered, or killed by accident, or one house burned, or one
vessel wrecked, or one steamboat blown up, Of one COW rumn over
on the Western Railroad, or one mad dog killed, or one lot of
grasshoppers in the winter—wec never need read of another. One
is enough. If you are acquainted with the principle, what do you
care for a myriad instances and applications? To a philosopher all
news, as it is called, is gossip, and they who edit and read it are
old women over their tea. Yet not a few are greedy after this gos-
sip. . . .
Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I drink at it; but while
I drink, I see the sandy bottom and detect how shallow it is. Its
thin current slides away, but ecternity remains. I would drink
deeper, fish in the sky, whose bottom is pebbly with stars. I cannot
count onc. 1 know not the first letter of the alphaber. I have afways
been regretting that I was not as wisc as the day 1 was born. The
intellect is a cleaver; it discerns and rifts its way into the secret of
things. I do not wish to be any more busy with my hands than is
necessary. My head is hands and feet, I feel all my best faculties
concentrated in it. My instinct tells me that my head is an organ
for burrowing, as some creatures use their snout and forepaws, and
with it I would mine and burrow my way through these hills. I
think that the richest vein is somewhere hereabouts; so by the di-
vining rod'® and thin rising vapors 1 judge; and here | will begin
o mine,

15. dead reckoning: navigating without sighting the stars.
16. divining rod: forked stick that supposedly reveals the presence of
underground minerals or water.

Transcendentalist idea: Only
by simplifying our material lves
and rising above the material
world can we discover spiritual
reality (p. 154).

Methods of persuasion

(p. 84): Thoreau uses
exaggeration and repetition 1o
persuade the reader that his
opinion of the post office and
newspapers is justified.

Figurative language (p. 104):
Thureau compares time to 2
stream, using 2 figure of speech
to mazke his abstract idea
concrete,
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Jrom Conclusion X

I left the woods for as good a reason as [ went there. Perhaps
it seemed to me that I had several more lives to live, and could
not spare any more time for that one. It is remarkable how easily
and insensibly we fall into a particular route, and make a beaten
track for ourselves. 1 had not lived there a week before my feet
wore a path from my door to the pondside; and though it is five
or six years since I trod i, it is still quite distinct. It is true, I fear
that others may have fallen into it, and so helped to keep it open.
The surface of the earth is soft and impressible by the feet of men;
and so with the paths which the mind travels. How worn and
dusty, then, must be the highways of the world, how deep the ruts
of tradition and conformity! 1 did not wish to take a cabin passage,
but rather to go before the mast and on the deck of the world, for
there I could best see the moonlight amid the mountains. 1 do not
wish to go below now.

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

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

However mean your life is, meet it and live it; do not shun it
and call it hard names. It is not s0 bad as you are. It looks poorest
when you are richest. The faultfinder will find faults even in para-
dise. Love your life, poor as it is. You may perhaps have some
pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in 2 poorhouse. The setting
sun is reflected from the windows of the almshouse as brightly as

178 New England Renaissance

Transcendentalist idez:
Spiritual reality is available only
to people living as true
individuals {p. 155),




from the rich man’s abode; the snow melts before its door as carly
in the spring, 1 do not sce but a quiet mind may live as content-
edly there, and have as cheering thoughts, as in a palace. The
town’s poor seem to me often to live the most independent lives
of any. Maybc they are simply great enough to receive without mis-
giving. Most think that they are above being supported by the
town; but it oftener happens that they are not above supporting
themselves by dishonest means, which should be more disreputa-
ble. Cultivate poverty like a garden herb, like sage. Do not trouble
yourself much to get new things, whether clothes or friends. Turn
the old; return to them. Things do not change; we change. Sell
your clothes and keep your thoughts. God will see that you do not
want society. If ] were confined to a corner of a garret ail my days,
like a spider, the world would be just as large to me while I had
my thoughts about me. . . . .

The life in us is like the water in the river. It may risc this year
higher than man has c¢ver known it, and flood the parched uplands;
even this may be the eventful year, which will drown out all our
muskrats. It was not always dry land where we dwell. I see far in-
land the banks which the stream anciently washed, before science
began to record its freshets, Everyone has heard the story, which
has gone the rounds of New England, of a strong and beautiful bug
which came out of the dry leaf of an old table of apple tree wood
which had stood in a farmer's kitchen for sixty years, first in Con-
necticut, and afterward in Massachusetts—{rom an egg deposited in
the living tree many ycars earlier still, as appeared by counting the
annual layers beyond it— which was heard gnawing out for scveral
weeks, hatched perchance by the heat of an urn. Who does not feel
his faith in a resurrection and immortality strengthened by hearing
of this? Who knows what beautiful and winged life, whose ege has
been buried for ages under many concentric layers of woodenness
in the dead dry life of society, deposited at first in the alburnum’”
of the green and living tree, which has been gradually converted
into the semblance of its well-scasoned tomb-—heard perchance
gnawing out now for years by the astonished family of man, as they
sat round the festive board—may unexpectedly come forth from
amidst society's most trivial and handseled furniture, to enjoy its
perfect summer life at last!

I do not say that John or Jonathan'® will realize all this; but
such is the character of that morrow which mere lapse of time can
never make te dawn. The light which puts out our eyes is darkness
to us. Only that day dawns to which we are awake. There is more
day to dawn. The sun is but a morning star.

17. alburnum [al bur’nsm]: youngest part of the wood in a tree, through which
the sap moves.

18. John or jonathan: the average person. Thoreau is using the popular names for
the average Englishman (John Bull) and the average American (Bsother Jonathan).

Aphorism (p. 57) Throughou
Walden, Thorean offers short,
mernorable recommendarions o

the reader,

Transcendentalist idea:

improved (p. 155

Society can be and should be

Henry David Thoreau
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Thanatopsis
BY WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT

To him who in the love of Nature holds
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks
A various language; for his gayer hours
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile
And eloquence of beauty, and she glides
Into his darker musings, with a mild
And healing sympathy, that steals away
Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When thoughts
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight
Over thy spirit, and sad images
Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,
And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart; —
Go forth, under the open sky, and list
To Nature’s teachings, while from all around—
Earth and her waters, and the depths of air—
Comes a still voice—

Yet a few days, and thee

The all-beholding sun shall see no more
In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground,
Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist
Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again,
And, lost each human trace, surrendering up
Thine individual being, shalt thou go
To mix for ever with the elements,
To be a brother to the insensible rock
And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain
Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak
Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould.

Yet not to thine eternal resting-place
Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish
Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down
With patriarchs of the infant world —with kings,
The powerful of the earth—the wise, the good,
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,
All in one mighty sepulchre. The hills
Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun,—the vales
Stretching in pensive quietness between;
The venerable woods—rivers that move
In majesty, and the complaining brooks
That make the meadows green; and, poured round all,
Old Ocean’s gray and melancholy waste,—



Are but the solemn decorations all
Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun,
The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,
Are shining on the sad abodes of death,
Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread
The globe are but a handful to the tribes
That slumber in its bosom.—Take the wings
Of morning, pierce the Barcan wilderness,
Or lose thyself in the continuous woods
Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound,
Save his own dashings— yet the dead are there:
And millions in those solitudes, since first
The flight of years began, have laid them down
In their last sleep—the dead reign there alone.
So shalt thou rest, and what if thou withdraw
In silence from the living, and no friend
Take note of thy departure? All that breathe
Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh
When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care
Plod on, and each one as before will chase
His favorite phantom; yet all these shall leave
Their mirth and their employments, and shall come
And make their bed with thee. As the long train
Of ages glide away, the sons of men,
The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes
In the full strength of years, matron and maid,
The speechless babe, and the gray-headed man—
Shall one by one be gathered to thy side,
By those, who in their turn shall follow them.

So live, that when thy summons comes to join
The innumerable caravan, which moves
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
His chamber in the silent halls of death,
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,
Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.



