

















FRIENDSHIP
AND

SINGULARITY
&

Thornton Wilder maintained that the distance Thorean sensed be-
tween himself and those around bim ‘was aggravated by the vast-
ness of bis expectations” Wilder went on to comment that this
insistent demand for perfection is an obstacle deeply and broadly
present in the American character. That may serve to explain why
Thoreaw’s thoughts on friendship and solitude have long struck a
resonant, yet often melancholy, chord in many of bis readers.
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I KNOW OF but one or two persons with whom I can afford
to walk. With most the walk degenerates into a mere vig-
orous use of your legs, ludicrously purposeless, while you
are discussing some mighty argument, each one having his
say, spoiling each other’s day, worrying one another with
conversation, hustling one another with our conversation.
I know of no use in the walking part in this case, except
that we may seem to be getting on together toward some
goal; but of course we keep our original distance all the
way. Jumping every wall and ditch with vigor in the vain
hope of shaking your companion off. Trying to kill two
birds with one stone, though they sit at opposite points of
compass, to see nature and do the honors to one who does
not.
b

WE HAVE such a habit of looking away that we see not
what is around us. How few are aware that in winter, when
the earth is covered with snow and ice, the phenomenon of
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Clear Sky, Pure Light

the sunset sky is double! The one is on the earth around us,
the other in the horizon. These snow-clad hills answer to
the rosy isles in the west.

THUS THE sKY and the earth sympathize, and are sub-
ject to the same laws, and in the horizon they, as it were,
meet and are seen to be one.

I have walked in such a place and found it hard as
marble.

o

EVERYWHERE SNOW, gathered into sloping drifts about
the walls and fences, and, beneath the snow, the frozen
ground, and men are compelled to deposit the summer’s
provision in burrows in the earth like the ground squirrel.
Many creatures, daunted by the prospect, migrated in the
fall, but man remains and walks over the frozen snow-crust
and over the stiffened rivers and ponds, and draws now
upon his summer stores. Life is reduced to its lowest terms.
There is no home for you now, in this freezing wind, but
in that shelter which you prepared in the summer. You
steer straight across the fields to that in season. I can with
difficulty tell when I am over the river. There is a similar
crust over my heart. Where I rambled in the summer and
gathered flowers and rested on the grass by the brook-side
in the shade, now no grass nor flowers, no brook nor shade,
but cold, unvaried snow, stretching mile after mile, and no
place to sit.
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o
I KNEW a crazy man who walked into an empty pulpit
one Sunday and, taking up a hymn-book, remarked: “We
have had a good fall for getting in corn and potatoes. Let us
sing Winter.” So I say, ‘Let us sing winter.” What else can
we sing, and our voices be in harmony with the season?

b
HERE I AM at home. In the bare and bleached crust of
the earth I recognize my friend.

o
How LoNG we will follow an illusion! On meeting that
one whom I call my friend, I find that T had imagined some-
thing that was not there. I am sure to depart sadder than I
came. Nothing makes me so dejected as to have met my
friends, for they make me doubt if it is possible to have any
friends. I feel what a fool I am. I cannot conceive of persons
more strange to me than they actually are; not thinking,
not believing, not doing as I do; interrupted by me. My
only distinction must be that I am the greatest bore they
ever had. Not in a single thought agreed; regularly balking
one another. But when I get far away, my thoughts return
to them. That is the way I can visit them. Perhaps it is
unaccountable to me why I care for them. Thus I am
taught that my friend is not an actual person. When I have
withdrawn and am alone, I forget the actual person and re-
member only my ideal. Then I have a friend again. Iam not
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so ready to perceive the illusion that is in Nature. I certain-
ly come nearer, to say the least, to an actual and joyful
intercourse with her. Every day I have more or less com-
munion with her, as I think. At least, I do not feel as if T
must withdraw out of nature. I feel like a welcome guest.
Yet, strictly speaking, the same must be true of nature and
of man; our ideal is the only real.
ot
I LONG for wildness, a nature which I cannot put my foot
through, woods where the wood thrush forever sings,
where the hours are early morning ones, and there is dew
on the grass, and the day is forever unproved, where I
might have a fertile unknown for a soil about me.
&

I HAD two friends. The one offered me friendship on such
terms that I could not accept it, without a sense of degrada-
tion. He would not meet me on equal terms, but only be to
some extent my patron. He would not come to see, but was
hurt if T did not visit him. He would not readily accept a
favor, but would gladly confer one. He treated me with
ceremony occasionally, though he could be simple and
downright sometimes; and from time to time acted a part,
treating me as if I were a distinguished stranger; was on
stilts, using made words. Our relation was one long trage-
dy, yet I did not directly speak of it. I do not believe in
complaint, nor in explanation. The whole is but too plain,
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alas, already. We grieve that we do not love each other,
that we cannot confide in each other. I could not bring my-
self to speak, and so recognize an obstacle to our affection.

I had another friend, who, through a slight obtuseness,
perchance, did not recognize a fact which the dignity of
friendship would by no means allow me to descend so far as
to speak of, and yet the inevitable effect of that ignorance

was to hold us apart forever.
oF

The first of the ‘two friends’ Thoreau speaks of was Emerson. The

following excerpts from three letters of 1843 tell a relared story.
There is an undercurrent in them which brings to mind Wilder’s
comment, ‘W henever I think of Thorean, I feel a weight about my
beart’; yet, their first theme is joy, of a kind peculiar to those who
see beyond the framework of mortal affairs. It is joy suggestive of an
innocence not commonly celebrated in modern relationships.

FROM A LETTER TO EMERSON

I have made slight acquaintance also with one Mrs.
Lidian Emerson, who almost persuades me to be a Christian,
but I fear I as often lapse into Heathenism.

o

FROM TWO LETTERS TO MRS. R. W. EMERSON
My dear Friend, —

I believe a good many conversations with you were left
in an unfinished state, and now indeed I don’t know where
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to take them up. But I will resume some of the unfinished
silence. I shall not hesitate to know you. I think of you as
some elder sister of mine, whom I could not have avoided,—
a sort of lunar influence,—only of such age as the moon,
whose time is measured by her light. You must know that
you represent to me woman, for I have not traveled very
far or wide,—and what if T had?

YOU HAVE HELPED to keep my life ‘on loft,’” as Chaucer
says of Griselda, and in a better sense. You always seemed
to look down at me as from some elevation— some of your
high humilities—and I was better for having to look up. I
felt taxed not to disappoint your expectation; for could
there be any accident so sad as to be respected for some-
thing better than we are?
b

MY VERY DEAR FRIEND,

I have only read a page of your letter and have come out
to the top of the hill at sunset where I can see the ocean to
prepare to read the rest. It is fitter that it should hear it
than the walls of my chamber. The very crickets here seem
to chirp around me as they did not before. I feel as if it were
a great daring to go on and read the rest, and then to live
accordingly. There are more than thirty vessels in sight
going to sea. I am almost afraid to look at your letter. I see
that it will make my life very steep, but it may lead to
fairer prospects than this.
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You seem to me to speak out of a very clear and high
heaven, where any one may be who stands so high. Your
voice seems not a voice, but comes as much from the blue
heavens, as from the paper.

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

I, PERHAPS, am more willing to deceive by appearances
than you say you are; it would not be worth the while to
tell how willing—but I have the power perhaps too much
to forget my meanness as soon as seen, and not be incited
by permanent sorrow.

WHAT WEALTH IS IT to have such friends that we cannot
think of them without elevation. And we can think of them
any time, and any where, and it costs nothing but the lofty
disposition. I cannot tell you the joy your letter gives me —
which will not quite cease till the latest time. Let me
accompany your finest thought.
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I send my love to my other friend and brother, whose

nobleness I slowly recognize.
S

The story taken up in the preceding letters passed on to a sober con-
clusion. Lidian Emerson’s response to Thoreaw’s sentiments is lost,
but bis next extant correspondence with the Emerson bousebold
leaves the distinct impression that ber reply was guarded, at best. In
the extraordinary, brief passage quoted bere, and in three subse-
quent Journal entries of much later years, one senses the degree of
Thoreaw’s ambivalence toward bumankind. It is, however, an
ambivalence tempered by a thoughtful nature . . . and, here and
there, by a welcome and almost mischievous sense of bumor.

FROM A LETTER
TO MR. AND MRs. R. W. EMERSON

But know, my friends, that I a good deal hate you all in
my most private thoughts—as the substratum of the little
love I bear you. Though you are a rare band and do not
make half use enough of one another.

2t

I ASSOCIATE the idea of friendship, methinks, with the
person the most foreign to me. This illusion is perpetuated,
like superstition in a country long after civilization has
been attained to. We are attracted toward a particular per-
son, but no one has discovered the laws of this attraction.
When I come nearest to that other actually, I am wont to
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be surprised at my selection. It may be enough that we
have met some time, and now can never forget it. Some
time or other we paid each other this wonderful compli-
ment, looked largely, humanly, divinely on one another,
and now are fated to be acquaintances forever. In the case
of nature I am not so conscious of this unsatisfied yearning.
o

WHAT IF WE FEEL a yearning to which no breast
answers? I walk alone. My heart is full. Feelings impede
the current of my thoughts. I knock on the earth for my
friend. T expect to meet him at every turn; but no friend
appears, and perhaps none is dreaming of me. I am tired of
frivolous society, in which silence is forever the most
natural and the best manners. I would fain walk on the
deep waters, but my companions will only walk on shallows
and puddles. I am naturally silent in the midst of twenty

from day to day, from year to year. I am rarely reminded of
 their presence. T'wo yards of politeness do not make socie-
ty for me. One complains that I do not take his jokes. I took
them before he had done uttering them, and went my way.
One talks to me of his apples and pears, and I depart with
my secret untold.

B

THE OBSTACLES which the heart meets with are like
granite blocks which one alone cannot move. She who was
as the morning light to me is now neither the morning
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star nor the evening star. We meet but to find each other
further asunder, and the oftener we meet the more rapid
our divergence. So a star of the first magnitude pales in the
heavens, not from any fault in the observer’s eye nor from
any fault in itself, perchance, but because its progress in its
own system has put a greater distance between.

The night is oracular. What have been the intimations
of the night? I ask How have you passed the night? Good-
night!

My friend will be bold to conjecture; he will guess
bravely at the significance of my words.

WINTER, with its inwardness, is upon us. A man is con-
strained to sit down, and to think.
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JOHN BROWN

ot

It is doubtful that any other man be met so struck Thorean as did
Fobn Brown. One may accept the psychoanalytic view that an iden-
tification with Brown fulfilled a critical need in Thoreau to align
himself with active and rebellious forces; or, one may simply take
bis words at their poetic, practical and philosophical face values. The
net impact is the same. Brown stood for something, and the size of
what be symbolized is, perbaps, too much for us to fully grasp.
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JoHN BROWN’s career for the last six weeks of his life
was meteor-like, flashing through the darkness in which
we live. I know of nothing so miraculous in our history.

FOR MY OWN PART, I commonly attend more to nature
than to man, but any affecting human event may blind our
eyes to natural objects. I was so absorbed in him as to be
surprised whenever I detected the routine of the natural
world surviving still, or met persons going about their
affairs indifferent. It appeared strange to me that the ‘little
dipper’ should be still diving quietly in the river, as of
yore; and it suggested that this bird might continue to
dive here when Concord should be no more.

I felt that he, a prisoner in the midst of his enemies and
under sentence of death, if consulted as to his next step or
resource would answer more wisely than all his country-
men beside. He best understood his position; he contem-
plated it most calmly. Comparatively, all other men, North
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and South, were beside themselves. Our thought could not
revert to any greater or wiser or better man with whom to
contrast him, for he, then and there, was above them all.
The man this country was about to hang appeared the
greatest and best in it.

Years were not required for a revolution of public
opinion; days, nay hours, produced marked changes in this
case. Fifty who were ready to say, on going into our meet-
ing in honor of him in Concord, that he ought to be hung,
would not say it when they came out. They heard his
words read; they saw the earnest faces of the congregation;
and perhaps they joined at last in singing the hymn in his
praise.

THEY, whether within the Church or out of it, who
adhere to the spirit and let go the letter, and are according-
ly called infidel, were as usual foremost to recognize him.
Men have been hung in the South before for attempting to
rescue slaves, and the North was not much stirred by it.
Whence, then, this wonderful difference? We were not so
sure of their devotion to principle. We made a subtle dis-
tinction, forgot human laws, and did homage to an idea.
The North, I mean the living North, was suddenly all
transcendental. It went behind the human law, it went
behind the apparent failure, and recognized eternal justice
and glory. Commonly, men live according to a formula,
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and are satisfied if the order of law is observed, but in this
instance they, to some extent, returned to original percep-
tions, and there was a slight revival of old religion. They
saw that what was called order was confusion, what was
called justice, injustice, and that the best was deemed the
Worst.

WHEN A NOBLE DEED is done, who is likely to appreciate
it? They who are noble themselves. I was not surprised
that certain of my neighbors spoke of John Brown as an
ordinary felon, for who are they? They have either much
flesh, or much office, or much coarseness of some kind.
They are not ethereal natures in any sense. The dark quali-
ties predominate in them. Several of them are decidedly
pachydermatous. I say it in sorrow, not in anger. How can
a man behold the light who has no answering inward light?
They are true to their sight, but when they look this way
they see nothing, they are blind. For the children of the
light to contend with them is as if there should be a contest
between eagles and owls. Show me a man who feels bitterly
toward John Brown, and let me hear what noble verse he
can repeat. He’ll be as dumb as if his lips were stone.

It is not every man who can be a Christian, even in a
very moderate sense, whatever education you give him. It
is a matter of constitution and temperament, after all. He
may have to be born again many times. I have known many
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a man who pretended to be a Christian, in whom it was
ridiculous, for he had no genius for it. It is not every man
who can be a free man, even.

Editors persevered for a good while in saying that
Brown was crazy; but at last they said only that it was ‘a
crazy scheme,’” and the only evidence brought to prove it
was that it cost him his life. I have no doubt that if he had
gone with five thousand men, liberated a thousand slaves,
killed a hundred or two slaveholders, and had as many
more killed on his own side, but not lost his own life, these
same editors would have called it by a more respectable
name. Yet he has been far more successful than that. He has
liberated many thousands of slaves, both North and South.
They seem to have known nothing about living or dying
for a principle. They all called him crazy then; who calls
him crazy now?

LITERARY GENTLEMEN, editors, and critics think
that they know how to write, because they have studied
grammar and rhetoric; but they are egregiously mistaken.
The art of composition is as simple as the discharge of a
bullet from a rifle, and its masterpieces imply an infinitely
greater force behind them. This unlettered man’s speaking
and writing are standard English. Some words and phrases
deemed vulgarisms and Americanisms before, he has made
standard American; such as ‘It will pay.’ It suggests that
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the one great rule of composition—and if I were a profes-
sor of rhetoric I should insist on this—is, to speak the
truth. This first, this second, this third; pebbles in your
mouth or not. This demands earnestness and manhood
chiefly.

NOTHING could his enemies do but it redounded to his
infinite advantage,— that is, to the advantage of his cause.
They did not hang him at once, but reserved him to preach
to them. And then there was another great blunder. They
did not hang his four followers with him; that scene was
still postponed; and so his victory was prolonged and com-
pleted. No theatrical manager could have arranged things
sowisely to give effect to his behavior and words. And who,
think you, was the manager? Who placed the slave-woman
and her child, whom he stooped to kiss for a symbol, be-
tween his prison and the gallows?

ON THE DAY of his translation, I heard, to be sure, that
he was hung, but I did not know what that meant; I felt no
sorrow on that account; but not for a day or two did I even
hear that he was dead, and not after any number of days
shall I believe it. Of all the men who were said to be my
contemporaries, it seemed to me that John Brown was the
only one who had not died. I never hear of a man named
Brown now,—and I hear of them pretty often,—I never

L8]



Clear Sky, Pure Light

hear of any particularly brave and earnest man, but my
first thought is of John Brown, and what relation he may be
to him. I meet him at every turn. He is more alive than ever
he was. He has earned immortality. He is not confined to
North Elba nor to Kansas. He is no longer working in
secret. He works in public, and in the clearest light that
shines on this land.
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LATE THOUGHTS
&

On the cover of the original theatre program for Clear Sky, Pure
Light is a piece of photographic serendipity: the sun, emerging from
a trailing edge of cloud, its rays refracted in a chance, striking
pattern by the camera lens. No contrived effect conld more symboli-
cally have suggested the intention of the play . . . or the character of
the man whom it portrayed.

Nearly a century and a quarter earlier, on the same Concord hillside

where that photograph was taken, Thoreau bad found occasion to
remark on the unique, evocative power of the light.
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As I sAT at the wall-corner, high on Conantum, the sky
generally covered with continuous cheerless-looking slate-
colored clouds, except in the west, I saw, through the hol-
lows of the clouds, here and there the blue appearing. All
at once a low-slanted glade of sunlight from one of heaven’s
west windows behind me fell on the bare gray maples,
lighting them up with an incredibly intense and pure white
light; then, going out there, it lit up some white birch
stems south of the pond, then the gray rocks and the pale
reddish young oaks of the lower cliffs, and then the very
pale brown meadow-grass, and at last the brilliant white
breasts of two ducks, tossing on the agitated surface far off
on the pond, which I bad not detected before. It was but a
transient ray, and there was no sunshine afterward, but the
intensity of the light was surprising and impressive, like a
halo, a glory in which only the just deserved to live.

It was as if the air, purified by the long storm, reflected
these few rays from side to side with a complete illumina-
tion, like a perfectly polished mirror, while the effect was
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greatly enhanced by the contrast with the dull dark clouds
and sombre earth. As if Nature did not dare at once to let
in the full blaze of the sun to this combustible atmosphere.
It was a serene, elysian light, in which the deeds I have
dreamed of but not realized might have been performed.
At the eleventh hour, late in the year, we have visions of
the life we might have lived. No perfectly fair weather
ever offered such an arena for noble acts. It was such a light
as we behold but dwell not in! In each case, every recess
was filled and lit up with this pure white light. The maples
were Potter’s, far down stream, but I dreamed I walked like
a liberated spirit in their maze. The withered meadow-
grass was as soft and glorious as paradise. And then it was
remarkable that the light-giver should have revealed to
me, for all life, the heaving white breasts of those two
ducks within this glade of light. It was extinguished and
relit as it travelled.

Tell me precisely the value and significance of these
transient gleams which come sometimes at the end of the
day, before the close of the storm, final dispersion of the
clouds, too late to be of any service to the works of man for
the day, and notwithstanding the whole night after may
be overcast! Is not this a language to be heard and under-
stood? There is, in the brown and gray earth and rocks,
and the withered leaves and bare twigs at this season, a
purity more correspondent to the light itself than summer
offers.
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The story is told that in bis last moment, Thomas Edison sat bolt
upright in bed and, staring straight abead, exclaimed, ‘I am sur-
prised! It is very beautiful over there.’ It seems likely that what
surprised Edison appeared self-evident to Thorean, who might well
have countered that, to the perceptive soul, it was often equally
beantiful over here.

There is something satisfying in the thought that great men make
some of their most intriguing statements as their lives draw to a close.
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THE WINTER is coming when I shall walk the sky.

o
WHEN I waAs a very little boy I learned that I must die,
and I set that down, so of course I am not disappointed
now. Death is as near to you as it is to me.

ot
BUT THERE IS an aftermath in early autumn, and some
spring flowers bloom again, followed by an Indian summer
of finer atmosphere and of a pensive beauty. May my life be
not destitute of itsIndian summer, a season of fine and clear,
mild weather in which I may prolong my hunting before
the winter comes, when I may once more lie on the ground
with faith, as in spring, and even with more serene confi-
dence. And then I'will [wrap the] drapery of summer about
me and lie down to pleasant dreams. As one year passes
into another through the medium of winter, so does this
our life pass into another through the medium of death.

8
BuT HARK! I hear the tolling of a distant funeral bell, and
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they are conveying a corpse to the churchyard from one of
the houses that I see, and its serious sound is more in
harmony with this scenery than any ordinary bustle could
be. It suggests that a man must die to his present life before
he can appreciate his opportunities and the beauty of the
abode that is appointed him.
&t

WHATEVER ACTUALLY HAPPENS to a man is wonder-
fully trivial and insignificant,—even to death itself, I
imagine.

THIS STREAM OF EVENTS which we consent to call
actual, and that other mightier stream which alone carries
us with it,—what makes the difference? On the one our
bodies float, and we have sympathy with it through them;
on the other, our spirits. We are ever dying to one world
and being born into another, and possibly no man knows
whether he is at any time dead in the sense in which he
affirms that phenomenon of another, or not.

o

ONE WORLD at a time.
o

I sHALL LEAVE the world without regret.
ot

I'T 1s BETTER some things should end.
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B
In the last days of bis life, Thoreau was asked by his Aunt Louisa
whether e had ‘made bis peace with God.” In what must qualify as
one of the most gentle, eloguent, and terminal rejoinders ever given,
be responded with a sentence which sums up, precisely, the true thrust
of his accomplishments:

I pID NOT KNOW we had ever quarrelled, Aunt.
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Appendix: Sources

ot

Source references within brackets are made
to the following texts

Thoreaw’s Fournal [F]
A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers [WWk]
page references to the Apollo paperback edition of 1966
Walden [Wal)
page references to the W.W. Norton edition of 1957,
reprinted by Bramhall House, New York '
The Correspondence of Henry David Thoreau [Corr]
ed. by Walter Harding and Carl Bode; New York
University Press, 1958
The Days of Henry Thorean [Days of HT)
Harding; Alfred A. Knopf, New York, 1966
‘Civil Disobedience’ [Ci» Dis]
“The Last Days of John Brown’ [Last Days]

Several of these editions are out of print, but may be found
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in libraries or at such organizations as the Thoreau Lyceum
- in Concord.

A number of the selections in this volume may also be
found in Thorean’s World: Miniatures From His Fournal, ed.
by Charles R. Anderson, Prentice-Hall 1971 (currently out
of print, but available as indicated above), and in A Thorean
Profile, by Walter Harding and Milton Meltzer, a Thoreau
Foundation paperback available through the Thoreau
Lyceum, 156 Belknap St., Concord, Mass. 01742.

The two comments by Thornton Wilder which are
quoted in the section, ‘Friendship and Singularity,” are
excerpted from the essay, “The American Loneliness,’
which appeared in the Atlantic Monthly of August, 1952.
They are reprinted here through the courtesy of the firm
of Brandt and Brandt.

A Preface: Speech and Silence

As the truest society . . . [#k, Friday, pp. 480-491]
Do not speak for other men . . . [ ¥, IIL, pp. 157-158, 25
Dec. 1851}

Rever: Wildness and Civilization
Quoted in commentary: ‘we two...” [I##, Saturday, p.I1]

I have never got over my surprise . . . [ IX, p. 160, 5 Dec.
1856]
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I think T could write a poem... [¥, L, p. 282, 4 Sept. 1841]
Concord River is remarkable.. . . [#k, Concord River, p. 6]
With such thoughts . . . [#%, Saturday, p. 15]
Gradually the village murmur . . . [#%, Saturday, p. 17]
By noon we were let down . . . [#k, Sunday, p. 92]

We were thusentering the State. .. [/#k,Sunday, pp.98-103 ]
Some spring the white man came. .. [#’k, Sunday, pp. $8-59]
We talk of civilizing the Indian... [#k, Sunday, pp. 62-63]
I am convinced that my genius... [#k, Sunday, pp. 60-61]
Heal yourselves, doctors . . . [#k, Monday, p. 213 ]

Gods
Entire Selection [W#k, Sunday, pp. 75-82]

On Being a Writer
Entire Selection [¥, V, pp. 459460, 28 Oct. 1853 ]

Loss

Quoted in commentary: ‘drive life into a corner’ and
‘whether it is of the devil or of God’ [I#4l, Where I
Lived and What I Lived For, p. 106]

The sun has just burst through . . . [letter to Emerson, 11
March 18425 Corr pp. 63—65]

Only nature has a right to grieve . . . [letter to Mrs. Lucy
Brown, 2 March 1842; Corr pp. 62-63]

On Improvements
Entire Selection [#%l, Economy, pp. 18-22]

[99]



Clear Sky, Pure Light

The Woods, and Walden
Foralong time I was reporter... [I#al, Economy, pp. 32-36]
Nevertheless, of all the characters . . . [I#4l, The Ponds,
pp. 212-213]

Resistance to Civil Government
Entire Selection [Ci» Dis]

Return

WhenIwrote the following pages. .. [W#4l, Economy, p.17]

But Why I changed? why Ileft . .. [, III, pp. 214-215, 22
Jan. 1852]

I left the woods for as good a reason . . . [W#4l, Conclusion,
p- 343]

I must say that I do not know . . . [¥, III, p. 216, 22 Jan.
1852]

I learned this, at least . . . [##al, Conclusion, pp. 343-345]

On the Nature and Origin of an Accident
Entire Selection [¥, II, pp. 21-25, 1850]

Friendship and Singularity

I know of but one or two persons . . . [F, XT, pp. 296297,
8 Nov. 1858]

We have such a habit of looking away . . . [¥, X1, pp. 141~
142, 12 Feb. 1860 (paragraph order inverted)]
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Appmdix: Sources

Everywhere snow, gathered . . . [¥, I, pp. 312-313, 18
Feb. 1852]

I knew a crazy man . . . [¥, VI, p. 86, 30 Jan. 1854]

Here I am at home . . . [¥, X, p. 275, I Nov. 1858]

How long we will follow an illusion! . . . [, XI, pp. 281-
282, 3 Nov. 1858]

I long for wildness . . . [¥, V, p. 293, 22 June 1853 ]

I had two friends . . . [§, VIL, p. 199, 4 March 1856]

I have made slight acquaintance . . . [letter to Emerson,
24 Jan. 1843; Corr pp. 76-78]

My dear Friend,—I believe . . . [letter to Mrs. R.W. Emer-
son, 22 May 18433 Corr pp. 103—104]

My very dear Friend, I have only . .. [letter to Mrs. R.W.
Emerson, 20 June 1843; Corr pp. 119-120]

But know, my friends . . . [letter to Mr. and Mrs. R.W.
Emerson, 8 July 1843; Corr pp. 123-125]

I associate the idea of friendship . . . [¥, XI, p. 282, 3 Nov. |
1858]

What if we feel a yearning . . . [¥, VIL, pp. 416-417, 11 June
1855]

The obstacles which the heart meets . . . [, III, pp. 82-83,
27 October 1851]

‘j’é/m Brown
Entire Selection [Last Days]
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Clear Sky, Pure Light

Late Thoughts
Entire Selection [¥, X, pp. 132-134, 28 Oct. 1857]

Departure

The winter is coming . . . [, XII, p. 142, 12 Feb. 1860]

When I was a very little boy . . . [Days of H T, p. 464]

But there is an aftermath . . . .[¥, II, pp. 481482, 8 Sept.
1851]

But hark! I hear the tolling . . . [, X, pp. 73-74, 7 Oct.
1857]

Whatever actually happens to aman . .. [, IL p. 43, bet.
16 July—31 Aug. 1850]

One world at a time . . . [Days of H T, p. 465]

I shall leave the world without regret . . . [Days of H T,
p- 462]

It is better some things shouldend . .. [Days of H T, p. 462]

I did not know we had ever quarreled . . . [Days of H T, p.

464]

Unless otherwise indicated,
spelling and punctuation in all selections

are as in the original.
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