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Mary fumbled for her shoes, but could
not find them, and, afraid of catching
cold by walking on the oak floor, hopped
from chair to chair looking for them.
This sans géne did not, however, pre-
vail at all times. The afternoon recep-
tious, though perfectly simple and uncer-
emonious, were conducted quite deco-
rously. Very pleasant and interesting
they must have been. Sometimes Ma-
dame Rdécamier came in, in her favor-
ite visiting dress of dark blue velvet,
close fitting like a pelisse, according to
the fashion of the day, and a white satin
bonnet — or hat, we should now call it —
with long white marabou feathers, curl-
ing to her shoulder. Another picturesque
figure was the Princess Belgiojoso, look-
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ing like some Leonora of the Renais-
sance, with her clinging draperies, and
great dark eyes, and wouderful pallor.
A story is told of the princess arriving
late one evening when music was going
on. Not to interrupt the singer, she
stood in the doorway, quite motionless,
her arms hanging by her side. She was
dressed in white silk, and wore jct orna-
ments,— an attire which, with her immo-
bility and her extraordinary marble-like
pallor, made more intense by her lus-
trous black eyes and hair, gave her the
appearance of a beautiful ghost. Some
one whispered, “ Ilow lovely she is!”
“Yes,” replied some one clse, “she
must have been very beautiful when she
was alive.”

Kathieen O Meara.

WINTER DAYS.

EXTRACTS FROM TIHE JOURNAL OF

Jaxvary 1, 1841. All, men and wo-
men, woo one. There is a fragrance in
their breath.

¢ Nosque — equis oriens afflavit anhelis.”
And if now they hate, I muse as in som-
bre, eloudy weather, not despairing of
the absent ray.

¢“llic sera rubens accendit ITumina vesper.”

January 1, 1842, . . . The virtuous
soul possesses a fortitude and hardihood
which not the grenadier nor pioneer can
match. It never shrinks. It goes sing-
ing to its work. Iiffort is its relaxation.
The rude pioneer work of the world has
been done by the most devoted worship-
ers of beauty. . . . Ju winter is their
campaign. They never go into quarters.
They are elastic under the heaviest bur-
den, under the extremest physical suffer-
ing.

January 1, 1852. . . . T have ob-
served that one mood is the natural
critic of another. When possessed with

IIENRY D. THOREAU.
a strong feeling on any subject {orcign
to the ene I may be writing on, I know
very well what of good and what of
bad I have written on the latter. Tt
looks to me now as it will ten years
hence. My life is then carnest, and wiil
tolerate no  makeshifts nor nonsense.
What is tiusel, or euphuism, or irrele-
vant is revealed to such a touchstone.
In the light of a strong fecling all
things take their places, and truth of
every kind is scen as such.  Now let me
read my verses, and T will tell you if
the god has had a hand in them. 1
wish to survey my composition for a
moment from the least favorable point
of view. I wish to be transiated to the
future, and look at my work as it were
at a structure on the plain, to observe
what portious have crumbled under the
influence of the clements.

9% p. o, To Fair Haven. Moon lit-
tle more than half full.  Not a cloud in



80 Winter

the sky. It is a remarkably warm night
for the season, the ground almost entire-
ly bare. The stars are dazzlingly bright.
The fault may be in my own barren-
ness, but methinks there is a certain
poverty about the winter night’s sky.
The stars of ligher magunitude are more
bright and duazzling, and therefore ap-
pear more near and numerable; while
those that appear indistinet and infinitely
remote in the summer, giving the im-
pression of unfathomableness in the sky,
are scarcely scen at all. The front halls
of heaven are so brilliantly lighted that
they quite eclipse the more remote. The
sky has fallen many degrees.

The worst kind of chico (?) or tick to
get under your skin is yourself in an ir-
ritable mood.

.. . These are some of the differences
between this and the autumn or summer
night: the stiffencd glebe under my feet,
the dazzle and seceming ncarness of the
stars, the duller gleam from ice on rivers
and ponds, the white spots in the fields
and streaks by the wall sides where are
the remains of drifts yet unmelted. Per-
haps the only thing that spoke to me in
this walk was the bare, lichen-covered,
gray rock at the cliff, in the moonlight,
naked and almost warm as in summer.

I have so much faith in the power of
truth to communicate itself that I should
not believe a friend, if he should tell
me that he had given credit to an un-
just rumor concerning me. Suspect!
Ah, yes, you may suspect a thousand
things, but I well know that what you
suspect most confidently of all is just
the truth. Your other doubts but flavor
this your main suspicion. They are the
condiments which, taken alone, do simply
bite the tongue.

January 1, 1853. This morning we
have somcthing between ice and frost
on the trees, ete. The rocks cased in ice
look like alum rocks. 'This, not frozen
mist or frost, but frozen drizzle, collected
around the slightest cores, gives promi-
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nence to the lecast withered herbs and
grasses. Where yesterday was a plain,
smooth field appears now a teeming crop
of fat, icy herbage. The stems of the
herbs on the north side are enlarged
from ten to one hundred times. The
addition is so universally on the north
side that a traveler could not lose the
points of the compass to-day, though it
should 1)«2 never so dark ; for every blade
of grass would serve to guide him, tell-
ing from which side the storm came yes-
terday. These straight stems of grasses
stand up like white batons, or sceptres,
and make a conspicuous foreground to
the landscape, from six inches to three
feet high. C. thought that these fat, icy
branches on the withered grass and herbs
had no nuclens, but looking closer I
showed him the fine, black, wiry threads
on which they impinged, which made him
laugh with surprise. .. . The clover and
sorrel send up a dull, green gleam through
this icy coat, like strange plants. . . .
Some weeds bear the ice in masses ; some,
like the trampet weed and tansy, in balls
for each dried flower.
jewels as you walk ! The most carcless
walker, who never deigned to look at
these humble weeds before, cannot help
observing them now. This is why the
herbage is left to stand dry in the fields
all winter. Upon a solid foundation of
ice stand out, pointing in all directions
between N. W. and N. k., or within the
limits of 90°, little spicula, or crystallized
points, half an inch, or more, in length.
Upon the dark, glazed, plonghed ground,
where a mere wiry stem rises, its north
side is thickly clad with these snow-
white spears, like some Indian head-
dress, as if it had attracted all the fross.
I saw a Prinos bush full of large ber-
ries by the wall in Ilubbard’s ficld.
Standing on the west side, the contrast
of the red berries with their white in-
crustation or prolongation on the north
was admirable. I thought I had never
seen the berries so dazzlingly bright.
The whole north side of the bush, ber-

What a crash of
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ries and stock, was beautifully incrusted,
and when I went round to the north
side the redness of the berries came
softened through, and tinging the allied
snow-white bush, like an evening sky
beyond. These adjoined snow or ice
berries, being beset within the limits of
90° on the N. with those icy particles
or spicula, between which the red glow,
and sometimes the clear red itself, was
sometimes visible, produced the appear-
ance of a raspberry bush full of over-
ripe fruit.

Standing on the north side of a bush
or tree, looking against the sky, you see
only the white ghost of a tree, without
a mote of earthiness; but as you go
round it, the dark core comes into view.
It makes all the odds imaginable wheth-
er you are traveling N. or S. The
drooping birches along the edges of
woods are the most feathery, fairy-like
ostrich plumes, and the color of their
trunks increases the delusion. The
weight of the ice gives to the pines the
forms which northern trees, like the firs,
constantly wear, bending and twisting
the branches; for the twigs and plumes
of the pines, being frozen, remain as the
wind held them, and new portions of
the trunk are exposed. Seen from the
N. there is no greenness in the pines,
and the character of the tree is changed.
The willows along the edge of the river
look like sedge in the meadows. The
sky is overcast, and a fine snowy hail
and rain is falling, and these ghost-like
trees make a scenery which reminds
yvou of Spitzbergen. I see now the
beauty of the causeway by the bridge,
alders below swelling into the road,
overtopped by willows and maples. The
fine grasses and shrubs in the meadow
rise to meet and mingle with the droop-
ing willows, and the whole makes an in-
distinct impression like a mist, Through
all this, the road runs toward those
white, ice-clad, ghostly or fairy trees
in the distance, toward spirit-land. The
pines are as white as a counterpane,
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with raised embroidery and white tas-
sels and fringes. Each fascicle of leaves
or needles is held apart by an icy club
surmounted by a little snowy or icy ball,
Finer than the Saxon arch is this path
ranning under the pines, roofed not with
crossing boughs, but drooping, ice-cov-
ered, irregular twigs. In the midst of
this stately pine, towering like the solemn
ghost of a tree, I see the white, ice-clad
boughs of other trees appearing, of a dif-
ferent character; sometimes oaks with
leaves incrusted, or fine-sprayed maples
or walnuts. But finer than all, this red
oak, its leaves incrusted like shields a
quarter of an inch thick, and a thousand
fine spicula like long serrations at right
angles with their planes upon the edges.
It produces an indescribably rich effect,
the color of the leaf coming softened
through the ice, a delicate fawn of many
shades. Where the plumes of the pitch
pine are short and spreading close to
the trunk, sometimes perfect cups or
ays are formed. Pitch pines present
rough, massy grenadicr plumes, each
having a darker spot or cavity in the
end where you look in to the bud. I
listen to the booming of the poud as if
it were a reasonable creature. T return
at last in the rain, and am coated with
a glaze, like the fields.

After talking with nnele Charles, the
other night, about the worthies of this
country, Webster and the rest, as usual,
considering who were geniuscs and who
not, I showed him up to bed; and when
I had got into bed myself I heard the
chamber door opened, after eleven o’clock,
and he called out in an carnest, stento-
rian voice, loud enough to wake the
whole house, ¢ Ienry ! wus John (uiney
Adams a genius?” « No, I think net,”
was my reply. ¢ Well, I did n’t think
he was,” answered he.

January 1, 1854. Le Jeune, referring
to the death of a young Frenchwoman
who had devoted her life to the savages
of Canada, uses this expression : “ Final-
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ly this beautiful soul detached jtself from
its body the 15th of March,” etc.

The drifts mark the standstill or
equilibrium between the currents of air
or particular winds. In our greatest
snowstorms, the wind being northerly,
the greatest drifts are on the south side
of houses and fences. . . . I notice
that in the angle made by our house
and shed, a S. W. exposure, the snow-
drift does not lie close about the pump,
but is afoot off, forming a circular bowl,
showing that there was an eddy about
it.  The snow is like a mould, showing
the form of the eddying currents of air
which have been impressed on it, while
the drift and all the rest is that which
fell between the carrents or where they
counterbalanced each other.  These
boundary lines are mountain barriers.

The white-in-tails, or grass finches,
linger pretty late, flitting in flocks. They
come ouly so near winter as the white
in their tails indicates. . . .

The snow buutings and the tree spar-
rows are the true spirits of the snow-
storm. They are the animated beings
that ride upon it and have their life in
it.

The snow is the great betrayer. Tt
not only shows the track of mice, ot-
ters, ete., ete., which else we should rare-
ly, if ever, see, but the tree sparrows
are more plainly seen against its white
ground, and they in tarn are attracted
by the dark weeds it reveals. It also
drives the crows and other birds out of
the woods to the villages for food.  We
might expeet to find in the snow the foot-
print of a life superior to our own, of
which no zoslogy takes cognizance. Is
there no trace of a nobler life than that
of an otter or an escaped convict to be
looked for in is? Shall we suppose that
is the only life that has been abroad in
the night ? Tt is only the savage that can
see the track of no higher life than an
otter’s.  Why do the vast snow plains
give us pleasure, the twilight of the bent
and half-buried woods? Isnot all there
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consonant with virtue, justice, purity,
courage, magnanimity ; and does not all
this amount to the track of a higher life
than the otter’s, — a life which has not
gone by and left a footprint merely, but
is there with its beauty, its music, its
perfume, its sweetness, to exhilarate and
recreate us ¢ All that we perceive is the
impress of its spirit. If there is a per-
fect government of the world according
to the highest laws, do we find no trace of
intelligence there, whether in the suow,
or the earth, or in ourselves,—mno other
trail but such as a dog can scent? Is
there none which an angel can detect and
follow, — none to guide a man in his pil-
grimage, which water will not conceal ?
Is there no odor of sanctity to be per-
ceived? Is its trail too old? llave
mortals lost the scent? . . . Are there
not hunters who seek for something
higher than foxes, with judgment more
discriminating than the senses of fox-
hounds, who rally to a nobler music
than that of the hunting-horn? As
there is contention among the fishermen
who shall be the first to reach the pond
as soon as the ice will bear, in spite of
the cold; as the hunters are forward to
take the ficld as soon as the first snow
has fallen, so he who would make the
most of his life for discipline must be
abroad early and late, in spite of cold
and wet, in pursuit of nobler game,
whose traces are there most distinet, — a
life which we seek not to destroy, but to
make our own ; which when pursucd does
not earth itself, does not burrow down-
ward, but upward, takes not to the trees,
but to the heavens, as its home ; which
the hunter pursues with winged thoughts
and aspirations (these the dogs that tree
it), rallying his pack with the bugle
notes of undying faith. . . . Do the Tu-
dian and hunter only need snow-shocs,
while the saint sits indoors in embroi-
dered slippers ?

January 1,1856. . .. vy To Wal-
den. . . . On the ice at Wulden are
very beautiful large leaf crystals in
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great profusion. The ice is frequently
thickly covered with them for many
rods. They seem to be connected with
the rosettes, a running together of them,
look like a loose bunch of small white
feathers springing from a tuft of down,
for their shafts are lost in a tuft of fine
snow, like the down about the shaft of
a feather, as if a feather bed had been
shaken over the ice. They are, on a
close examination, surprisingly perfect
leaves, like ferns, only very broad for
their length, and commonly more on
one side the midrib than the other.
They are from an inch to an inch and a
half long, and three fourths of an inch
wide, and slanted, where I look from the
S. W. They have first a very distinct
midrib, though so thin that they cannot
be taken up; then distinct ribs branch-
ing from this, commonly opposite; and
minute ribs springing again from these
last, as in many ferns, the last running
to each crenation in the border. ITow
much farther they are subdivided the
naked eye cannot discern. They are so
thin and fragile that they melt under
your breath while you are looking close-
ly at them. A fisherman says they were
much finer in the morning. In other
places the ice is strewn with a different
kind of frost-work, in little patches, as
if oats had been spilled, like fibres of
asbestos rolled one half or three fourths
of an iuch long and one eighth or more
wide. Here and there patches of them
a foot or two over, like some boreal
grain spilled.

Jannary 1, 1858. . . . T have lately
been surveying the Walden woods so
extensively and minutely that I can see
it mapped o my mind’s cye as so many
men’s woodlots, and am aware when [
walk there that I am at a given mo-
ment passing from such a one’s woodlot
to such another’s. T fear this particular
dry knowledge may affect my imagina-
tion and fancy, that it will not be easy
to see so much wiliness and native vig-
or there as formerly. No thicket will
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seem so unexplored now that I know a
stake and stones may be found in it.

In these respects those Maine woods
differ essentially from ours. 'There you
are never reminded that the wilderness
you are treading is after all some vil-
lager’s familiar woodlot, from which his
ancestors have sledded their fuel for a
generation or two, or some widow’s
thirds, minutely described in some old
deed which is recorded, of which the
owuer has got a plan too, and of which
the old boundmarks may be found every
forty rods, if you will search.

What a history this Concord wilder-
ness which I affect so much may have
had! IIow many old deeds describe it,
some particular wild spot, how it passed
from Cole to Robinson, and Robinson
to Jones, and from Jones finally to Smith
in course of years. Some had cut it over
three times during their lives, built walls
and made a pasture of it perchance, and
some burned it and sowed it with rye.

In the Maine woods yon are not re-
minded of these things. ‘T is true the
map informs you that you stand on land
granted by the State to such an acad-
emy, or on ‘»inghum’s purchase ; but
these names do not impose on you, for
you see nothing to remind yon of the
acacdemy or of Bingham.

Januvary 2, 1341. . Every needle
of the white pine trembles distinetly in
the breeze, which oun the sunny side
gives the whole tree a shimmering, sceth-
ing aspect.

I stopped short in the path to-day to
admire how the trees grow wp withont
forethought, regardless of the time and
circumstances. They do not wait, as
men do. Now is the golden nce of the
sapling 5 earth, air, sun, and rain are oc-
casion enough.

They were no better in primeval cen-
turies. “The winter of 7 their ¢« discon-
tent” never comes. Witness the buds
of the native poplar, standing gayly out
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to the frost, on the sides of its bare
switches. They express a naked confi-
dence.

With cheerful heart I could be a so-
journer in the wilderness. I should be
sure to find there the catkins of the al-
der. When I read of them in the ac-
counts of northern adventurers by Baf-
fi’s Bay or Mackenzie’s River, I sce
how even there too I could dwell. They
are my little vegetable redcemers. Me-
thinks my virtue will not flag ere they
come again. They are worthy to have
had a greater than Neptune or Ceres for
their donor. Who was the benignant
goddess that bestowed them on man-
kind ?

I saw a fox run across the pond to-
day with the carelessness of freedom.
As atintervals T traced his course in the
sunshine, as he trotted along the ridge
of a hill on the crust, it scemed as if the
sun never shone so proudly, sheer down
on the hillside, and the winds and woods
were huashed in sympathy. I gave up
to him sun and earth as to their true
proprietor. Ie did not go in the sun-
shine, but the sunshine seemed to follow
him. There was a visible sympathy be-
tween him and it.

Javuary 2, 1842. The ringing of the
church bell is a much more melodious
sound than any that is heard within the
church. Al great values are thus pub-
lic, and undulate like sound through the
atmosphere. Wealth cannot purchase
any great private solace or convenience.
Riches are ouly the means of sociality.
I will depend on the extravagance of
my neighbors for my luxuries; they
will take care to pamper me, if T will
be overfed. The poor man, who sacri-
ficed nothing for the gratification, seems
to derive a safer and more natural enjoy-
ment from his neighbor’s extravagance
than lie does himself. It is a new nat-
ural product, from the contemplation of
which he derives new vigor and solace
as from a natural phenomenon.

In moments of quiet and leisure my
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thoughts are more apt to revert to some
natural than to any human relation.

Chaucer’s sincere sorrow in his latter
days for the grossness of his earlier
works, and that he “cannot reeall and
annul 7 what he had ¢ written of the
base and filthy love of men towards wo-
men, but alas, they are now continued
from man to man,” says he, ¢ and I can-
not do what I desire,” is all very cred-
itable to his character.

January 2, 1853. 9 a. s, Down R. R.

to Cliffs. A clear day, a pure sky with
cirrhi. In this clear air and bright sun-

light, the ice-covered trees have a new
beauty, especially the birches along under
the edge of Warren’s wood on each side
of the R, R., bent quite to the ground
in every kind of curve. At a distance,
as you are approaching them endwise,
they look like the white tents of In-
dians under the edge of the wood. The
birch is thus remarkable, perhaps, from
the feathery form of the tree, whose nu-
merous small branches sustain so great
weight, bending it to the ground; and,
moreover, because, from the color of the
bark, the core is less observable. The
oaks not only are less pliant in the
trunk, but have fewer and stiffer twigs
and branches. The birches droop over
in all directions, like ostrich feathers.
Most wood paths are impassable now to
a carriage, almost to a foot traveler,
from the number of saplings and boughs
bent over even to the ground in them.
Both sides of the deep cut shine in the
sun as if silver-plated, and the fine spray
of a myriad bushes on the edge of the
bank sparkle like silver. The telegraph
wire is coated to ten times its size, and
looks like a slight fence scalloping along
at a distance. . . . When we climb the
bank at Stow’s woodlot and come upon
the piles of {reshly split white pine wood
(for he is ruthlessly laying it waste), the
transparcut ice, like a thick varnish,
beautifully exhibits the color of the
clear, tender. yellowish wood, pumpkin
pine (Y. and its grain.  We pick our
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way over a bed of pine boughs a foot
or two deep, covering the ground, each
twig and needle thickly incrusted with
ice, one vast gelid mass, which our feet
crunch, as if we were walking through
the cellar of some confectioner to the
gods. The invigorating scent of the re-
cently cut pines refreshes us, if that is
any atonement for this devastation. . . .
Especially now do I notice the hips,
barberries, and winter-berries for their
red. The red or purplish catkins of the
alders are interesting as a winter fruit,
and also of the birch. But few birds
about. Apparently their granaries are
locked up in ice, with which the grasses
and buds are coated. Even far in the
horizon the pine tops are turned to fir
or spruce by the weight of the ice bend-
ing them down, so that they look like a
spruce swamp. No two trees wear the
ice alike. The short plumes and needles
of the spruce make a very pretty and
peculiar figure. I see some ouks in the
distance, which, from their branches be-
ing curved and arched downward and
massed, are turned into perfect elms,
which suggests that this is the peculiar-
ity of the elm. Ifew, if any, other trees
are thus wisp-like, the branches grace-
fully drooping. I mean some slender
red and white oaks which have been re-
cently left in a clearing. Just apply a
weight to the end of the boughs which
will cause them to droop, and to each
particular twig which will mass them to-
gether, and you have perfect elms. Scen
at the right angie, cach ice-incrusted
blade of stubble shines like a prism
with some color of the rainbow, intense
blue, or violet, and red. The smooth
field, clad the other day with a low wiry
grass, is now converted into rough stub-
ble land, where you walk with crunching
feet. It is remarkable that the trees
can ever recover from the burden which
bends them to the ground. I should
like to weigh a limb of this pitch pine.
The character of the tree is changed.
I have now pussed the Lars, and am ap-
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proaching the Cliffs. The forms and
variety of the ice are particularly rich
here, there are so many low bushes and
weeds before me as I ascend toward the
sun, especially very small white pines
almost merged in the ice-incrusted
ground. All objects are to the eye pol-
ished silver. It is a perfect land of
faery. Le Jeune describes the same in
Canada in 1636 : “ Nos grands bois ne
paroissoient qu’une forest de cristal.”
.« . The bells are particularly sweet
this morning. I hear more, methinks,
than ever before. . . . Men obey their
cull and go to the stove-warmed church,
though God exhibits himself to the
walker in a frosted bush to-day as much
as he did in a burning one to Moses of
old. We build a fire on the Cliffs.
When kicking to pieces a pine stump
for the fat knots which alone would burn
this icy day, at the risk of spoiling my
boots, having looked in vain for a stone,
I thought how convenient would be an
Indian stone axe to batter it with. The
bark of white birch, though covered with
ice, burned well. We soon had a roar-
ing fire of fat pine on a shelf of rock
from which we overlooked the icy land-
seape. ‘The sun, too, was melting the ice
on the rocks, and the water was purling
downwaurds in dark bubbles exactly like
pollywogs.  What a good word is flame,
expressing the form and soul of fire,
lambent, with ferked tongue! We lit a
fire to see it, rather than to feel it, it is
s0 rare a sight these days. It seems
good to have our eyes ache once more
with smoke. What a peculiar, indescril-
able color has this flame ! — a reddish
or lurid yellow, not so splendid or full
of light as of life and heat. These
fat roots made mwuch flame and a very
black smoke, commencing where the
flame left off, which cast fine Hickering
shadows on the rocks. There was some
bluish-white smoke from the rotten part
of the wood. Then there was the fine
white ashes which farmers’ wives some-
times use for pearlash.
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January 2, 1854. . . . The tints of
the sunset sky are never purer aid more
ethereal than in the coldest winter days.
This evening, though the colors are not
brilliant, the sky is crystalline, and the
pale fawn-tinged clouds are very beauti-
ful. T wish to get on to a hill to look
down on the winter landscape. We go
about these days as if we were in fet-
ters; we walk in the stocks, stepping into
the holes made by our predecessors. . . .
The team and driver have long since
gone by, but I see the marks of his
whiplash on the snow, its recoil ; but,
alas ! these are not a complete tally of
the strokes which fell upon the oxen’s
back. The unmerciful driver thought,
perhaps, that no one saw him, but un-
wittingly he recorded each blow on the
unspotted snow behind his back as in a
book of life. To more searching eyes
the marks of his lash are in the air. T
paced partly through the piteh - pine
wood, and partly, the open fiekd from the
turnpike by the Lee place to the R. R.
from N.to S., more than one fourth of
a mile, measuring at every ten paces.
The average of sixty-five measurements
up hill and down was nineteen inches.
"This, after increasing those in the woods
by one inch (little enough), on account
of the snow on the pines. . . . I think
one would have to pace a mile on a N.
and 8. line, up and down hill, through
woods and fields, to get a quite reliable
result. The snow will drift sometimes
the whole width of a field, and fill a
road or valley beyound, so that it would
be well your measuring included several
such driftings. Very little reliance is
to be put on the usual estimates of the
depth of snow. [ have beard different
men set this snow at six, fifteen, eight-
een, twenty-four, thirty-six, and forty-
eight inches. My snow-shoes sank about
four inches into the snow this morning,
but more than twice as much the 29th.

On the N. side of the R. R., above
the Red House crossing, the train has
cut through a drift about one fourth of
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a mile long, and two to nine feet high,
straight up and down. It reminds me
of the Highlunds, the Pictured Rocks,
the side of an iccberg, ete. Now that
the sun has just sunk below the horizon,
it is wonderful what an amount of soft
light it appears to be absorbing. There
appears to be more day just here by its
side than anywhere else. T can almost
see to a depth of six inches into it. Tt
is made translucent, it is so saturated
with light.

I have heard of one precious stone
found in Concord, the cinnamon stone.
A geologist has spoken of it as found in
this town, and a farmer described to me
one he once found, perhaps the samne
referred to by the other. Ile said it
was as large as a brick, and as thick,
and yet you could distinguish a pin
through it, it was so transparent.

Javuary 2,1855. . .. Yesterday [skat-
ing] we saw the pink light ou the snow
within a rod of us. The shadows of the
bridges, ete., on the snow were a dark
indigo blue.

Junuary 2, 1859. . . . Going up the
hill through Stow’s young oak woodland,
I listen to the sharp, dry rustle of the
withered oak leaves. This is the voice
of the wood now. It would be compar-
atively still and more dreary here in
other respects, if it were not for these
leaves that hold on. It sounds like the
roar of the sca, and is inspiriting like
that, suggesting how all the land is sea-
coast to the aerial ocean. It is the
sound of the surf, the rut, of au vnscen
ocean, — billows of air breaking on the
forest, like water on itself or on sand
and rocks. 1t rises and falls, swells aud
dies away, with agreeable alternation. as
the sea surf does. Perhaps the lands-
man can foretell a storn by it. It is
remarkable how universal these grand
murmurs are, these backorounds of
sound, — the surf, the wind in the forest,
waterfalls, ete., — which yet to the car
and in their origin are essentially one
voice, the earth voice, the breathing or
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snoring of the creature. The earth is
our ship, and this is the sound of the
wind in her rigging as we sail.  Just as
the inhabitant of Cape Cod hears the
surf ever breaking on its shores, so we
countrymen hear this kindred surf on
the leaves of the forest. Regarded as a
voice, though it is not articulate, as our
articulate sounds are divided into vow-
els (though this is nearer a consonant
sound), labials, dentals, palatals, sibi-
lants, mutes, aspirates, etc., so this may
be called folial or frondal, produced by
air driven against the leaves, and comes
nearest to our sibilants or aspirates.

Michaux said that white oaks might
be distinguished by retaining their leaves
in the winter, but as far as iy obser-
vation goes they cannot be so distin-
guished. All our large oaks may re-
tain a few leaves at the base of the low-
er limbs and about the truuk, though
only a few, and the white oak scarcely
more than the others; while the same
trees, when young, are all alike thickly
clothed in the winter, but the leaves of
the white oak are the most withered
and shriveled of them all.

There being some snow on the ground,
T can casily distinguish the forest on the
mountains (the Peterboro ITilly, ete),
aud tell which are forested, those parts
and those mountains being dark, like a
shadow. T caunot distinguish the forest
thus far in summer.

When I hear the hypereritical quar-
reling about grammar and style, the po-
sition of the particles, ete., etc., stretch-
ing or contracting every speaker to cer-
tain rules, — Mr. Webster, perhaps, not
having spoken according to Mr. Kirk-
ham’s rule, — I see they forget that the
first requisite and rule is that expression
shall be vital and natural, as much as
the voice of a brute, or an interjection :
first of all, mother tongue; and last of
all, artificial or fatheg tongue. sscn-
tially, your trucst poetic scutence is as
tree and lawless as a laml’s bleat. The
grammarian is often one who can ucither
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cry nor laugh, yet thinks he can express
human emotions. So the posture-mas-
ters tell you how you shall walk, turn-
ing your toes out excessively, perhaps;
but so the beautiful walkers are mnot
made.

Minott says that a fox will lead a dog
on to the ice in order that he may get
in. Tells of Jake Lakin losing a hound
$0, which went under the ice and was
drowned below the Holt. . . . They
used to cross the river therc on the ice,
goiug to market formerly. ‘

January 3, 1842. It is pleazant when
one can relieve the grossuess of the
kitchen and the table by the simple
beauty of his repast, so that there may
be anything in it to attract the eye of
the artist, even. T have been popping
corn to-night, which is only a more rapid
blossoming of the sced under a greater
than July heat. The popped corn is a
perfect winter flower, hinting of anem-
ones and houstonias. . . . Ilere has
bloomed for my repast such a delicate
flower as will soon spring by the wall
sides, and this is as it should be.  Why
should not Nature revel sometimes, and
genially relax, and make herself familiar
at my board? I wonld have my house
a bower {it to ecntertain her. [t is a
feast of such innocence as might have
my warm hearth
sprang these cercalian blossoms; here
was the bank where they grew.  Me-
thinks some such vizible token of ap-
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proval would always accompany the
simple and healthy repast, — some such
smiling or blessing upon it.  Our appe-
tite should always be so related to our
taste, and our board be an epitome of
the primeval table which Nature sers by
hill and wood and stream for her dumb
pensioners.

January 3, 1852. . . . A spirit sweeps
the string of the telegraph harp, and
strains of music are drawn out suddenly,
like the wire itself. . . . What becomoes
of the story of a tortoise shell on the
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seashore now? The world is young,
and music is its infant voice. I do not
despair of a world where you have only
to stretch an ordinary wire from tree
to tree to hear such strains drawn from
it by New Lngland breezes as make
Greece and all antiquity seem poor in
melody. Why was man so made as to
be thrilled to his inmost being by the
vibrating of a wire? Are not inspira-
tion and ecstasy a more rapid vibration
of the nerves swept by the inrushing ex-
cited spirit, whether zephyral or boreal
in its character ?

January 3, 1853, . . . Ilove Nature
partly because she is not man, but a re-
treat from him. None of his institutions
control or pervade her. Ierea different
kind of right prevails. In her midst I
can be glad with an eutire gladness. If
this world were all man, I could not
stretch myself. T should lose all hope.
He is constraint; she is {freedom to me.
He makes me wish for another world ;
she makes me content with this. Nonc
of the joys she supplies is subject to his
rules and definitions, What he touches

A Country

Gentleman. [January,

he taints. In thought he moralizes.
One would think that no free, joyful
labor was possible to him. Ilow iufinite
and pure the least pleasure of which
nature is basis compared with the con-
gratulation of mankind! The joy which
nature yields is like that afforded by the
frank words of one we love.

Man, man is the devil,

The source of all evil.
Methinks these prosers, with their saws
aud their laws, do not know how glad a
man can be. What wisdom, what warn-
ing, can prevail against gladuess? There
is no law so strong which a little glad-
ness may not transgress. 1 have a room
all to myself. It is nature. It is a
place beyond the jurisdiction of human
governments.  Pile up your books, the
records of sadness, your saws and your
laws, Nature is glad outside, and her
many worms within will erelong topple
them down. . . . Nature is a prairie for
outlaws, There are two worlds, — the
post-office and nature. I know them
both. T continually forget mankind and
their institutions, as 1 do a bank,
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TaEODORE WARRENDER was still at
Oxford when his father died. He was
a youth who had come up from his
school with the highest hopes of what he
was to do at the university. It had in-
deed been laid out for him by an adwir-
ing tutor with anticipations which were
almost certainties : “ If you will only
work as well as you have doue these
last two years!” These years had been
spent in the dignified ranks of Sixth
Form, where he had done almost every-
thing that boy can do. It was expected
that the School would have had a hol-
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iday when he and Drunson went up for
the scholarships in their chosen college,
and everybody ealeulated on the = double
event.” Bruuson got the scholarship in
question, but Warrender failed, which at
first astonished everybody, but was after-
wards more than accounted for by the
fact that his fine and fastidious mind
had been carried away by the Iischylus
paper, which he made into an exhaus-
tive analysis of the famous trilogy, to the
neglect of other less inviting subjects.
His tutor was thus almost more proud
of him for having failed than if he had
succeeded, aud Sixth Form in general ac-
cepted Brunsoun’s success apologetically



