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A Condensation of

Henry David Thoreau’s Walden
Condensed by Lance Joel Greenlee 

Remain independent of any source of income that will deprive you of your personal liberties.  

Don’t Squat With Your Spurs On: A Cowboy's Guide to Life by Texas Bix Bender


I see young men, my townsmen, whose misfortune it is to have inherited farms, houses, barns, cattle, and farming tools, for these are more easily acquired than got rid of.  The twelve labors of Hercules were trifling in comparison with [that] which my neighbors have undertaken; for they were only twelve and had an end [a purpose]; but I could never see that these men captured or slew any monster or finished any labor.  Who made them serfs
 of the soil?  The greater part of what my neighbors call good I believe in my soul to be bad.  By a seemingly fate, commonly called necessity, they are employed, as it says in an old book, laying up treasures which moth and rust will corrupt and thieves break through to steal.  Sometimes I wonder that we can be so frivolous
.  So many keen and subtle masters enslave both North and South.  It is hard to have a Southern overseer; it is worse to have a northern one, but worst of all when you are the slave driver of yourself.  

Most men lead lives of quiet desperation.  However, it is a characteristic of wisdom not to do desperate things.  Let us consider what most of the trouble and anxiety that I have referred to is about, and how much it is necessary that we be troubled.  By the word necessary, I mean Food, Shelter, Clothing, and Fuel; for not until we have secured these are we prepared to entertain the true problems of life with freedom and a prospect of success.  Most of the luxuries, and many of the so-called comforts of life, are not only dispensable, but positive hindrances to the elevation of mankind.  Our inventions are likely to be pretty toys, which distract our attention from serious things.  With respect to the luxuries and comforts, the wisest have ever lived a more simple and meager life.  When someone has obtained those things which are necessary to life, there is another alternative than to obtain the superfluities: and that is, to adventure on life now and reject the idea of spending the best part of one's life earning money in order to enjoy a questionable liberty during the least valuable part of it.  

As for clothing, perhaps we are led oftener by the love of novelty, and a regard for the opinions of men, in procuring it, than by a true utility.  Let him who has work to do recollect that the object of clothing is, first, to retain the vital heat, and secondly, in this state of society, to cover nakedness.  But who would wear a patch or only two extra seams over the knee?  Most behave as if they believed that their prospects for life would be ruined if they should do it.  It would be easier for them to hobble to town with a broken leg.  

It is an interesting question how far men would retain their relative rank if they were divested of their clothes.  Could you, in such a case, tell surely of any company of civilized men which belong to the most respected class?  When Madam Pfeiffer, in her adventurous travels round the world, from east to west, had got so near home as Asiatic Russia, she says that she felt the necessity of wearing other than a traveling dress, when she went to meet the authorities, for she "was now in a civilized country, where people are judged of by their clothes."  

As for shelter, I will not deny that this is now a necessary of life, though there are instances of men having done without it for long periods in colder countries than this.  If one designs to construct a dwelling house, it behooves him to exercise a little Yankee shrewdness.  Consider first how slight a shelter is absolutely necessary.  Most men appear never to have considered what a house is, and are actually needlessly poor all their lives because they think that they must have such a one as their neighbors have.  It is possible to invent a house still more convenient and luxurious than we have, which yet all would admit that [no one] could afford to pay for [it].  Shall we always [strive] to obtain more of these things, and not sometimes to be content with less?  But lo!  Men have become the tools of their tools.  
Near the end of March 1845, I borrowed an axe and went down to the woods by Walden Pond, nearest to where I intended to build my house, and began to cut down some tall arrowy white pines, still in their youth, for timber.  It is difficult to begin without borrowing, but perhaps it is the most generous course thus to permit your fellow men to have an interest in your enterprise.  The owner of the axe, as he released his hold on it, said that it was the apple of his eye; but I returned it sharper than I received it.  

It was a pleasant hillside where I worked, covered with pine woods, through which I looked out on the pond, and a small open field in the woods where pines and hickories were springing up.  The ice in the pond was not yet dissolved, though there were some open spaces.  They were pleasant spring days, in which the winter of man's discontent was thawing as well as the earth, and the life that had lain torpid
 began to stretch itself.  One day, I saw a striped snake run into the water, and he lay on the bottom, apparently without inconvenience, as long as I staid there, or more than a quarter of an hour; perhaps because he had not yet fairly come out of the torpid state.  It appeared to me that for a like reason men remain in their present low and primitive condition; but if they should feel the influence of the spring of springs arousing them, they would of necessity rise to a higher and more ethereal
 life.  

By the middle of April, for I made no haste in my work, but rather made the most of it, my house was framed and ready for the raising.  I had already bought the shanty of James Collins, an Irishman who worked on the Fitchburg Railroad, for boards.  I paid four dollars and twenty-five cents.  I took down this dwelling the same morning and removed it to the pond side by small cartloads, spreading the boards on the grass there to bleach and warp back again in the sun.  I dug my cellar in the side of a hill sloping to the south, where a woodchuck had formerly dug his burrow, down through the sumac and blackberry roots, and the lowest stain of vegetation, to a fine sand where potatoes would not freeze in any winter.  

I began to occupy my house on the 4th of July, as soon as it was boarded and roofed, for the boards were carefully feather-edged and lapped, so that it was perfectly impervious to rain; but before boarding I laid the foundation of a chimney at one end, bringing two cartloads of stone up the hill from the pond in my arms.  I built the chimney after my hoeing in the fall, before a fire became necessary for warmth.   

There is some of the same fitness in a man's building his own house that there is in a bird's building its own nest.  Shall we ever resign the pleasure of construction to the carpenter?  I never in all my walks came across a man engaged in so simple and natural an occupation as building his house.  Where is this division of labor to end?  And what object (goal) does it finally serve?  No doubt, another man may also think for me; but it is not therefore desirable that he should do so to the exclusion of my thinking for me.  

I have thus a tight shingled and plastered house, ten feet wide by fifteen long, and eight-foot posts, with a garret
 and a closet, a large window on each side, two trap doors, one door at the end and a brick fireplace opposite.  

I would observe, by the way, that it costs me nothing for curtains, for I have no gazers to shut out but the Sun and Moon, and I am willing that they should look in.  

[Who needs a stone palace?]  How much more admirable [is] the Bhaga-vat-geeta
 than all the ruins of the East!  To what end, pray, is so much stone hammered?  Nations are possessed with an insane ambition to perpetuate the memory of themselves by the amount of hammered stone they leave.  More sensible is a rod of stone wall that bounds
 an honest man’s field.  As for the Pyramids, there is nothing to wonder at in them so much as the fact that so many men could be found degraded enough to spend their lives constructing a tomb for some ambitious booby, whom it would have been wiser and manlier to have drowned in the Nile.  
For more that five years I maintained myself thus solely by the labor of my hand, and I found that by working about six weeks in a year, I could meet all the expenses of living.  The whole of my winters, as well as most of my summers, I had free and clear.  In short, I am convinced, by both faith and experience, that to maintain one's self on this Earth is not a hardship but a pastime, if we will live simply and wisely.  

But all this is very selfish, I have heard some of my townsmen say.  I confess that I have hitherto
 indulged very little in philanthropic
 enterprises.  Probably I should not consciously and deliberately forsake my particular calling to do the good that society demands of me, to save the universe from annihilation; and I believe that an infinitely greater steadfastness elsewhere is all that now preserves it.  Men say, go about doing good.  If I knew for a certainty that a man was coming to my house with the conscious design of doing me good, I should run for my life.  

I desire that there may be as many different persons in the world as possible; but I would have each one be very careful to find out and pursue his 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.  

II Where I Lived, and What I Lived For
Too much debt doubles the weight on your horse and puts another in control of the reins.  

 Don’t Squat With Your Spurs On: A Cowboy's Guide to Life by Texas Bix Bender
Little is to be expected of a day, to which we are not awakened by our Genius, but by the mechanical nudgings, when we are not awakened by our own newly acquired force and from within, [but] instead [by] factory bells.  That man who does not believe that each day contains an earlier, more sacred and auroral hour, has despaired of life, and is pursuing a descending and darkening way.  Poetry and art, and the fairest and most memorable of the actions of men, date from such an hour.  Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn in me.  Moral reform is the effort to throw off sleep.  

At a certain season of our life, we are accustomed to consider every spot as the possible site of a house.  I have thus surveyed the country on every side within a dozen miles of where I live.  In my imagination, I have bought all the farms in succession
, for all were to be bought and I knew their price.  I walked over each farmer's premises
, tasted his wild apples, discoursed on husbandry with him, took his farm at his price, at any price, mortgaging it to him in my mind; and withdrew when I had enjoyed it long enough, leaving him to carry it on.  An afternoon sufficed
 to lay out the land into orchard, woodlot, and pasture, and to decide what fine oaks or pines should be left to stand before the door; and then I let it lie, fallow
 perchance
, for a man is rich in proportion to the number of things which he can afford to let alone.  

The nearest I had come to actual possession was when I bought the Hollowell place, and had begun to sort my seeds, and collected materials with which to make a wheelbarrow; but before the owner gave me a deed
 of it his wife changed her mind and wished to keep it, and he offered me ten dollars to release him.  Now to speak the truth, I had but ten cents in the world, and it surpassed my arithmetic to tell if I was a man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars, of all together.  However, I let him keep the ten dollars and the farm too; or rather, to be generous, I sold him the farm for just what I gave for it, and, as he was not a rich man, made him a present of ten dollars, and still had my ten cents, and seeds, and materials for a wheelbarrow left.                 

I have frequently seen a poet withdraw, having enjoyed the most valuable part of a farm, while the crusty farmer supposed that he had gotten a few wild apples only.  Why, the owner does not know it for many years when a poet has put his farm in rhyme, milked it, skimmed it, and got all the cream, and left the farmer only the skimmed milk.  

The real attractions of the Hollowell farm, to me, were: its complete retirement, being about two miles from the village, half a mile form the nearest neighbor, and separated from the highway by a broad field; its bounding on the river; the grey color and ruinous state of the house and barn, and the dilapidated fences, which put such an interval between me and the last occupant; and the hollow and lichen-covered apple trees.  I was in haste to buy it, before the owner finished getting out some rocks, cutting down the hollow apple trees, and making any more of his “improvements”, for I knew all the while that it would yield the most abundant crop of the kind I wanted if I could only afford to let it alone.  But it turned out as I have said.  

When I first took up my abode
 in the woods, that is, began to spend my nights as well as days there, my house was not finished for winter, but was merely a defense against the rain, without plastering or chimney, the wall being of rough weather-stained 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.  The Harivansa
 says, "An abode without birds is like a meat without seasoning."  Such was not my abode, for I found myself suddenly neighbor to the birds; not by having imprisoned one, but having caged myself near them.  

I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to confront only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived.  I did not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear
; nor did I wish to practice resignation, unless it was quite necessary.  I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not life.  

Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity!  I say let your affairs be as two or three, and not a hundred or a thousand; keep your accounts on your thumb nail.  Our life is like a German Confederacy, made up of petty states, with its boundary forever fluctuation
.  Why should we live with such hurry and waste of life?  

III Reading

When I first noticed the decline in reading during the late sixties, I began asking my large introductory classes what books really count for them.  Most are silent, puzzled by the question.  The notion of books as companions is foreign to them.  Justice Black with his tattered copy of The Constitution is foreign to them.  There is no printed work to which they look for counsel, inspiration, and joy.  Sometimes one student will say The Bible.  He learned it at home, and his Biblical studies are not usually continued at the university.  There is always a girl who mentions Ayn Rand’s The Fountainhead, a book, although hardly literature, excites somewhat eccentric youngsters to a new way of life.  A few students mention recent books that struck them and supported their own self-interpretation, like The Catcher in the Rye.  Theirs is usually the most genuine response and show a felt need for help in self-interpretation.  But it is an uneducated response.  Teachers should take advantage of the need expressed in it to show such students that better writers can help them more…


It is a complex set of experiences that enable one to say so simply “He is a Scrooge.”  Without literature, no such observations are possible and the fine art of comparison is lost.  Our students have only pop psychology to tell them what people are like, and the range of their motives.  As the awareness that we owed almost exclusively to literary genius falters, people become more alike for lack of knowing they can be otherwise.  What poor substitutes for real diversity are the wild rainbows of dyed hair and other external differences that tell the observer nothing about what is inside.  

As it now stands, students have powerful images of what a perfect body is and pursue it incessantly.  But deprived of literary guidance, they no longer have any image of a perfect soul, and hence do not long to have one.  They do not even imagine that there is such a thing.

Alan Bloom.  
From “Books” a chapter of 

The Closing of the American Mind

I 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, or one cow run over on the Western Railroad, or one mad dog killed, or one lot of grasshoppers in the winter – we need never read of another.  One is enough.  If you are acquainted with the principle, what do you care for 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.  
My residence was more favorable, not only to thought, but to serious reading, than a university; and though I was beyond the range of the ordinary circulating library, I had more than ever come within the influence of those books which circulate round the world.  I kept Homer's Iliad on my table through the summer, though I looked at his page only now and then.  Incessant labor with my hands, at first, for I had my house to finish and my beans to hoe at the same time, made more study impossible.  Yet, I sustained myself by the prospect of such reading in future.  I read one or two shallow books in the intervals of my work, until that employment made me ashamed of myself.  

The student may read Homer or Aeschylus in the Greek without danger of [squandering] or [self-indulgence], for it implies that he in some measure emulates [imitates] their heroes.  The heroic books, even if printed in the character of our mother tongue, will always be in a language dead to degenerate
 times, but the adventurous student will always study classics.  Later writers, say what we will of their genius, have rarely, if ever, equaled the elaborate beauty and finish and the lifelong and heroic literary labors of the ancients.  They only talk of forgetting them who never knew them.  
To read well, that is, to read true books in a true spirit, is a noble exercise, and one that will task the reader more than any exercise that the customs of the day esteem.  It requires a training such as the [great] athletes underwent, the steady intention almost of the whole life to this object.  Books must be read as deliberately and reservedly as they were written.   

Most men have learned to read to serve a paltry
 convenience, as they have learned [math] in order to keep accounts and not be cheated in trade; but of reading as a noble intellectual exercise, they know little or nothing.  

V Solitude

Flee, my friend, into your solitude!  I see you deafened by the uproar of the great men and pricked by the stings of the small ones.  Forest and rock know well how to be silent with you.  Where solitude ceases, there the marketplace begins; and where the marketplace begins, the uproar of the great actors and the buzzing of poisonous flies.  All great things occur away from glory and the marketplace.  

Frederick Nietzsche.  
From “The Flies of the Marketplace”, 

a chapter of Thus Spoke Zarathrusta 
This is a delicious evening, when the whole body is one sense and imbibes delight through every pore.  I go and come with a strange liberty in Nature, a part of herself.  As I walk along the stone shore of the pond in my shirtsleeves, though it is cool as well as cloudy and windy, and I see nothing special to attract me, all the elements are unusually congenial to me.  The bullfrogs trump to usher in the night, and the note of the whippoorwill is borne on the rippling wind from over the water.  Sympathy with the fluttering alder and poplar leaves almost takes away my breath; yet, like the lake, my serenity is rippled but not ruffled.  There can be no very black melancholy to him who lives in the midst of Nature and has his senses still.  There was never yet such a storm but it was Aeolian
 music to a healthy and innocent ear.  

Men frequently say to me, "I should think you would feel lonesome down there, and want to be nearer to folks."  What sort of space is that which separates a man from his fellows and makes him solitary?  I have found that no exertion of the legs can bring two minds much nearer to one another.  
Society is commonly too cheap.  We meet at very short intervals, not having had time to acquire any new value for each other.  We have to agree on a certain set of rules, called etiquette and politeness, to make this frequent meeting tolerable.  We live thick and are in each other's way, and stumble over one another.  Certainly less frequency would suffice for all-important and hearty communications.  

God is alone – but devil, he is far from being alone; he sees a great deal of company; he is legion.  
XI Higher Laws

You have heard it was said to the people long ago, “Do not murder, and anyone who murders will be subject to judgment.”  

But I tell you that anyone who is angry with his brother will be subject to judgment.  

You have head that it was said, “Do not commit adultery.”  

But I tell you that anyone who looks at a woman lustfully has already committed adultery with her in his heart.”  

Jesus Christ, 
Matthew 5:21,22,27,28 NIV

They are in error who assert that the Yankee has few amusements because he has not so many public holidays and men and boys do not play so many games as they do in England, for here the more primitive but solitary amusements of hunting, fishing, and the like have not yet given place to the former.  Almost every New England boy among my contemporaries shouldered a fowling piece
 between the ages of ten and fourteen; and his hunting and fishing grounds were not limited, like the preserves of an English nobleman, but were more boundless even that those of a savage.  No wonder, then, that he did not oftener stay to play on the common
.  Not withstanding the objection the score of humanity, I am compelled to doubt if equally valuable sports are ever substituted for these.  When some of my friends have asked me anxiously about their boys, whether they should let them hunt, I have answered, yes – make them hunters, though sportsmen only at first, if possible, mighty hunters at last, so that they shall not find game large enough for them in this or any wilderness, -- hunters as well as fishers of men.  

There is a period in the history of the individual, as of the race, when the hunters are the "best men," as the Algonquians called them.  We cannot but pity the boy who has never fired a gun; he is no more humane while his education has been sadly neglected.  No humane being, past the thoughtless age of boyhood, will wantonly
 murder any creature, which holds its life by the same tenure that he does.  The hare in its extremity cries like a child.  

Such is oftenest the young man's introduction to the forest, and the most original part of himself.  He goes thither at first as a hunter and fisher, until at last, if he has the seeds of a better life in him, he distinguishes his proper objects, as a poet or naturalist it may be, and leave the gun and fish-pole behind.  Except wood chopping and ice cutting, I have been surprised to [find] that, whether fathers or children of the town, the only obvious employment that detained for a whole half day any of my fellow-citizens was fishing.  Commonly they did not think that they were lucky, or well paid for their time, unless they got a long string of fish, though they had the opportunity of seeing the pond all the while.  They might go there a thousand times before the sediment of `fishing' would sink to the bottom and leave their purpose pure; but no doubt, such a clarifying process would be going on all the while.  

I have found repeatedly, of late years, that I cannot fish without failing a little in self-respect.  I have tried it again and again.  I have skill at it, and, like many of my fellows, a certain instinct for it, which revives from time to time, but always when I have done, I feel that it would have been better if I had not fished.  I think that I do not mistake.  It is a faint intimation, yet so are the first streaks of morning.  There is unquestionably this instinct in me that belongs to the lower orders of creation; yet with every year I am less a fisherman, though without more humanity or even wisdom.  At present I am no fisherman at all, but I see that if I were to live in a wilderness I should again be tempted to become a fisher and hunter in earnest.  Beside, there is something essentially unclean about this diet [of] flesh.  Having been my own butcher and scullion and cook, as well as the gentleman for whom the dishes were served up, I can speak from an unusually complete experience.  The practical objection to animal food in my case was its uncleanness; and besides, when I had caught, cleaned, cooked, and eaten my fish, they seemed not to have fed me essentially.  It was insignificant and unnecessary, and cost more than it came to.  A little bread or a few potatoes would have done as well, with less trouble and filth.  Like many of my contemporaries, I had rarely for many years used animal food, or tea, or coffee, etc.; not so much because of any ill effects which I had traced to them, as because they were not agreeable to my imagination.  

I believe that every man who has ever been earnest to preserve his higher or poetic faculties in the best condition has been particularly inclined to abstain from animal food, and from much food of any kind.  It is a significant fact, stated by entomologists, that some insects in their perfect state, though furnished with organs of feeding, make no use of them, and they lay it down as a general rule that almost all insects in this state eat much less than in that of larvae.  The voracious caterpillar when transformed into a butterfly contents itself with a drop or two of honey or some other sweet liquid.  The abdomen under the wings of the butterfly still represents the larva.  This is the tidbit that tempts birds and other insectivores.  The gross [human] feeder is a man in the larva state; and there are whole nations in that condition, nations without fancy, or imagination, whose vast abdomens betray them.  

It is hard to provide and cook so simple and clean a diet as will not offend the imagination; but the imagination, I think, is to be fed when we feed the body; they should both sit down at the same table.  Is it not a reproach that man is a carnivorous animal?  True, he can and does live, in a great measure, by preying on other animals; but this is a miserable way, as any one who will go to snaring rabbits, or slaughtering lambs may learn, and he will be regarded as a benefactor of his race who shall teach man to confine himself to a more innocent and wholesome diet.  Whatever my own practice may be, I have no doubt that it is a part of the destiny of the human race, in its gradual improvement, to leave off eating animals, as surely as the savage tribes have left off eating each other when they came in contact with the more civilized.    

He who distinguishes the true savor of his food can never be a glutton; he who does not cannot be otherwise.  Not that food which enters in to the mouth defiles a man but the appetite with which it is eaten.  A Puritan may go to his brown-bread crust with as gross an appetite as ever an alderman to his turtle.  It is neither the quality nor the quantity, but the devotion to sensual savors.  Our whole life is startlingly moral.  There is never and instant's truce between virtue and vice.  We are conscious of an animal in us, which awakens in proportion as our higher nature slumbers.  It is reptile and sensual, and perhaps cannot be wholly expelled.  Possibly, we may withdraw from it, but never change its nature.  "That in which men differ from brute beasts," says Meng-Tse, "is a thing very inconsiderable [small]; the common herd lose it very soon; superior men preserve it carefully."  Yet, the spirit can for the time pervades and control every member and function of the body, and transmute what in form is the grossest sensuality into purity and devotion.  Chastity is the flowering of man and what are called Genius, Heroism, Holiness, and the like are but various fruits that succeed [follow] it.  Man flows at once to God when the channel of purity is open.  By turns, our purity inspires and our impurity casts us down.  He is blessed who is assured that the animal is dying out in him day by day, and the divine being established.  

All sensuality is one, though it takes many forms; all purity is one.  It is the same whether a man eats, or drinks, or cohabits, or sleeps sensually.  They are but one appetite, and we only need to see a person do any one of these things to know how great a sensualist he is.  When a reptile is attacked at one mouth of his burrow, he shows himself at another.  If you would be chaste, you must be temperate.  From exertion comes wisdom and purity; from sloth comes ignorance and sensuality.  

Every man is the builder of a temple, called his body, to the god he worships, after a style purely his own, nor can he get off by hammering marble instead.  We are all sculptors and painters, and our material is our own flesh and blood and bones.  Any nobleness begins at once to refine a man's features, any meanness or sensuality to imbrute them.  
XVIII Conclusion

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

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 unexpected in common hours.  If you have built castles in the air, your work need not be lost; that is where they should be.  Now put the foundations under them.  

Why should we be in such desperate haste to succeed, and in such desperate enterprises?  Do not trouble yourself much to get new things, whether clothes or friends.  Return to the old.  Superfluous wealth can buy superfluities only.   There is an incessant influx of novelty into the world, and yet we tolerate incredible dullness.  

The life is in us like the water in the river.  It may rise this year higher than man has ever known it, and flood the parched uplands; even this may be the eventful year that will drown out all our muskrats.  It was not always dry land where we dwell.  I see far inland the banks that the stream anciently washed, before science began to record its freshets.  Everyone has heard the story that has gone the rounds of New England, of a strong and beautiful bug that 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, from an egg deposited in the living tree many years earlier.  Who does not feel his faith in a resurrection and immortality strengthened by hearing of this?  Who knows what beautiful and winged life, whose egg has been buried for ages under many concentric layers of woodenness in the dead, dry life of society, heard gnawing out now for years by the astonished family of man, may unexpectedly come forth from amidst society's most trivial furniture, to enjoy its perfect summer life at last!
Thoreau begins with a shocking statement.  Most people of his day were farmers, and most people would have looked at someone who had inherited a working farm and said, “He’s got it made!” 





What does Thoreau consider the “true problems of life”?  What are they to you?  





Should a young person spend his or her life preparing for retirement?  Just having fun?  Why or why not?





Is there a dress-code at your school?  Why?  


Is there a daily fashion competition?  Why?





Do people still spend their lives poorer than they need to because they’re trying to “Keep up with the Joneses?”  





What does this bold line mean?  Is it true?





Note this comparison.





Is this too small to live in?  How small are college dorm rooms?  





What does he mean, “mechanical nudgings?”





What, according to Thoreau, is the real purpose of hunting and fishing?








� Serf = like a slave


� Frivolous = the opposite of serious


� Torpid = asleep, groggy


� Ethereal = spiritual  


� Garret = small attic


� This is the book that tells the life of Krishna, a favorite in India.  


� Bounds = borders


� Hitherto = up until now


� Philanthropies = charitable deeds 


� In succession = one after another 


� Premises = property 


� Sufficed = was enough 


� Fallow = ununsed 


� Perchance = perhaps, possibly


� Deed = property ownership papers 


� Abode = home 


� An addition to the Bhagavagita, noted above.  


� Dear = precious 


� Germany at this time was not united, but it was divided up into little kingdoms.  


� Myriad = an uncountable number 


� Degenerate = decadent, corrupt


� Paltry = trivial, insignificant, measly 


� from the wind god


� bird gun


� in the park


� without reason
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