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     “Mere facts & names & dates communicate more
      than we suspect –”
               — Henry Thoreau, January 27, 1852
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

“Adam’s grandmother”


WALDEN: Through want of enterprise and faith men are where they 
are, buying and selling, and spending their lives like serfs.

O Baker Farm!

“Landscape where the richest element
Is a little sunshine innocent.”  * *

“No one runs to revel
On thy rail-fenced lea.”  * *

“Debate with no man hast thou,
   With questions art never perplexed,
As tame at the first sight as now,
   In thy plain russet gabardine dressed.”  * *

“Come ye who love,
   And ye who hate,
Children of the Holy Dove,
   And Guy Faux of the state,
And hang conspiracies
From the tough rafters of the trees!”

Men come tamely home at night only from the next field or street, 
where their household echoes haunt, and their life pines because 
it breathes its own breath over again; their shadows morning and 
evening reach farther than their daily steps. We should come home 
from far, from adventures, and perils, and discoveries every day, 
with new experience and character.

Before I had reached the pond some fresh impulse had brought out 
John Field, with altered mind, letting go “bogging” ere this 
sunset. But he, poor man, disturbed only a couple of fins while 
I was catching a fair string, and he said it was his luck; but 
when we changed seats in the boat luck changed seats too. Poor 
John Field!–I trust he does not read this, unless he will improve 
by it,–thinking to live by some derivative old country mode 
in this primitive new country,–to catch perch with shiners. It is 
good bait sometimes, I allow. With his horizon all his own, 
yet he a poor man, born to be poor, with his inherited Irish 
poverty or poor life, his Adam’s grandmother and boggy ways, not 
to rise in this world, he nor his posterity, till their wading 
webbed bog-trotting feet get talaria to their heels.

JOHN FIELD

GUY FAWKES

ADAM’S GRANDMOTHER

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Abelard, Peter (1079-1142)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: We boast that we belong to the nineteenth century and are making the 
most rapid strides of any nation. But consider how little this village does 
for its own culture. I do not wish to flatter my townsmen, nor to be flattered 
by them, for that will not advance either of us. We need to be provoked, – 
goaded like oxen, as we are, into a trot. We have a comparatively decent system 
of common schools, schools for infants only; but excepting the half-starved 
Lyceum in the winter, and latterly the puny beginning of a library suggested 
by the state, no school for ourselves. We spend more on almost any article of 
bodily aliment or ailment than on our mental aliment. It is time that we had 
uncommon schools, that we did not leave off our education when we begin to be 
men and women. It is time that villages were universities, and their elder 
inhabitants the fellows of universities, with leisure – if they are indeed so 
well off-to pursue liberal studies the rest of their lives. Shall the world be 
confined to one Paris or one Oxford forever? Cannot students be boarded here 
and get a liberal education under the skies of Concord? Can we not hire some 
Abélard to lecture to us? Alas! what with foddering the cattle and tending the 
store, we are kept from school too long, and our education is sadly neglected. 
In this country, the village should in some respects take the place of the 
nobleman of Europe. It should be the patron of the fine arts. It is rich enough. 
It wants only the magnanimity and refinement. It can spend money enough on such 
things as farmers and traders value, but it is thought Utopian to propose 
spending money for things which more intelligent men know to be of far more 
worth. This town has spent seventeen thousand dollars on a town-house, thank 
fortune or politics, but probably it will not spend so much on living wit, the 
true meat to put into that shell, in a hundred years. The one hundred and 
twenty-five dollars annually subscribed for a Lyceum in the winter is better 
spent than any other equal sum raised in the town. If we live in the nineteenth 
century, why should we not enjoy the advantages which the nineteenth century 
offers? Why should our life be in any respect provincial? If we will read 
newspapers, why not skip the gossip of Boston and take the best newspaper in 
the world at once? –not be sucking the pap of “neutral family” papers, or 
browsing “Olive-Branches” here in New England. Let the reports of all the 
learned societies come to us, and we will see if they know any thing. Why should 
we leave it to Harper & Brothers and Redding & Co. to select our reading? As 
the nobleman of cultivated taste surrounds himself with whatever conduces to 
his culture, –genius –learning –wit –books –paintings –statuary –music –
philosophical instruments, and the like; so let the village do, –not stop short 
at a pedagogue, a parson, a sexton, a parish library, and three selectmen, 
because our pilgrim forefathers got through a cold winter once on a bleak rock 
with these. To act collectively is according to the spirit of our institutions; 
and I am confident that, as our circumstances are more flourishing, our means 
are greater than the nobleman’s. New England can hire all the wise men in the 
world to come and teach her, and board them round the while, and not be 
provincial at all. That is the uncommon school we want. Instead of noblemen, 
let us have noble villages of men. If it is necessary, omit one bridge over 
the river, go round a little there, and throw one arch at least over the darker 
gulf of ignorance which surrounds us.

PETER ABÉLARD
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Adelaide Amelia Louisa Theresa Caroline of Saxe-Coburg Meiningen (1792-
1849)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: As with our colleges, as with a hundred “modern 
improvements”; there is an illusion about them; there is not 
always a positive advance. The devil goes on exacting compound 
interest to the last for his early share and numerous succeeding 
investments in them. Our inventions are wont to be pretty toys, 
which distract our attention from serious things. They are but 
improved means to an unimproved end, an end which it was already 
but too easy to arrive at; as railroads lead to Boston or New 
York. We are in great haste to construct a magnetic telegraph from 
Maine to Texas; but Maine and Texas, it may be, have nothing 
important to communicate. Either is in such a predicament as the 
man who was earnest to be introduced to a distinguished deaf 
woman, but when he was presented, and one end of her ear trumpet 
was put into his hand, had nothing to say. As if the main object 
were to talk fast and not to talk sensibly. We are eager to tunnel 
under the Atlantic and bring the old world some weeks nearer to 
the new; but perchance the first news that will leak through into 
the broad, flapping American ear will be that the Princess 
Adelaide has the whooping cough.

ADELAIDE

HARRIET MARTINEAU
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Æschylus (525-456 BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Those who have not learned to read the ancient classics 
in the language in which they were written must have a very 
imperfect knowledge of the history of the human race; for it is 
remarkable that no transcript of them has ever been made into any 
modern tongue, unless our civilization itself may be regarded as 
such a transcript. Homer has never yet been printed in English, 
nor Æschylus, nor Virgil even, works as refined, as solidly done, 
and as beautiful almost as the morning itself; for later writers, 
say what we will of their genius, have rarely, if ever, equalled 
the elaborate beauty and finish and the life-long and heroic 
literary labors of the ancients.

HOMER

ÆSCHYLUS
Æ VIRGIL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Agassiz, Jean Louis Rodolphe (1807-1873)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The mice which haunted my house were not the common ones, 
which are said to have been introduced into the country, but a 
wild native kind (Mus leucopus) not found in the village. I sent 
one to a distinguished naturalist, and it interested him much. 
When I was building, one of these had its nest underneath the 
house, and before I had laid the second floor, and swept out the 
shavings, would come out regularly at lunch time and pick up the 
crumbs at my feet. It probably had never seen a man before; and 
it soon became quite familiar, and would run over my shoes and up 
my clothes. It could readily ascend the sides of the room by 
short impulses, like a squirrel, which it resembled in its 
motions. At length, as I leaned with my elbow on the bench one 
day, it ran up my clothes, and along my sleeve, and round 
and round the paper which held my dinner, while kept the latter 
close, and dodged and played at bo-peep with it; and when at last 
I held still a piece of cheese between my thumb and finger, it 
came and nibbled it, sitting in my hand, and afterward cleaned 
its face and paws, like a fly, and walked away.

LOUIS AGASSIZ
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Albius Tibullus (circa 54 BCE-circa 19 BCE)1

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was never molested by any person but those who 
represented the state. I had no lock nor bolt but for the desk 
which held my papers, not even a nail to put over my latch or 
windows. I never fastened my door night or day, though I was to 
be absent several days; not even when the next fall I spent a 
fortnight in the woods of Maine. And yet my house was more 
respected than if it had been surrounded by a file of soldiers. 
The tired rambler could rest and warm himself by my fire, the 
literary amuse himself with the few books on my table, or the 
curious, by opening my closet door, see what was left of my 
dinner, and what prospect I had of a supper. Yet, though many 
people of every class came this way to the pond, I suffered no 
serious inconvenience from these sources, and I never missed any 
thing but one small book, a volume of Homer, which perhaps was 
improperly gilded and this I trust a soldier of our camp has found 
by this time. I am convinced, that if all men were to live as 
simply as I then did, thieving and robbery would be unknown. These 
take place only in communities where some have got more than is 
sufficient while others have not enough. The Pope’s Homers would 
soon get properly distributed.–

                 “Nec bella fuerunt,
Faginus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes.”
                “Nor wars did men molest,
When only beechen bowls were in request.”

“You who govern public affairs, what need have you to employ 
punishments? Love virtue, and the people will be virtuous. 
The virtues of a superior man are like the wind; the virtues of 
a common man are like the grass; the grass, when the wind passes 
over it, bends.” 

ALEXANDER POPE

ALBIUS TIBULLUS

ALEK THERIEN

LYGDAMUS

CONFUCIUS

MENCIUS

HOMER

1. The lines in question, about a beechen cup or  ,  in WALDEN, appear in a posthumous collection that represents itself as 
by Albius Tibullus but apparently they had been authored by another, unattested 1st Century BCE Roman poet named Lygdamus.
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Alcott, Amos Bronson (1799-1888)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I should not forget that during my last winter at the pond there 
was another welcome visitor, who at one time came through the village, 
through snow and rain and darkness, till he saw my lamp through the 
trees, and shared with me some long winter evenings. One of the last of 
the philosophers, –Connecticut gave him to the world,– he peddled first 
her wares, afterwards, as he declares, his brains. These he peddles 
still, prompting God and disgracing man, bearing for fruit his brain 
only, like the nut its kernel. I think that he must be the man of the 
most faith of any alive. His words and attitude always suppose a better 
state of things than other men are acquainted with, and he will be the 
last man to be disappointed as the ages revolve. He has no venture in 
the present. But though comparatively disregarded now, when his day 
comes, laws unsuspected by most will take effect, and masters of 
families and rulers will come to him for advice.–

“How blind that cannot see serenity!”

A true friend of man; almost the only friend of human progress. An Old 
Mortality, say rather an Immortality, with unwearied patience and faith 
making plain the image engraven in men’s bodies, the God of whom they 
are but defaced and leaning monuments. With his hospitable intellect 
he embraces children, beggars, insane, and scholars, and entertains 
the thought of all, adding to it commonly some breadth and elegance. 
I think that he should keep a caravansary on the world’s highway, 
where philosophers of all nations might put up, and on his sign should 
be printed. “Entertainment for man, but not for his beast. Enter ye that 
have leisure and a quiet mind, who earnestly seek the right road.” He 
is perhaps the sanest man and has the fewest crotchets of any I chance 
to know; the same yesterday and tomorrow. Of yore we had sauntered and 
talked, and effectually put the world behind us; for he was pledged to 
no institution in it, freeborn, ingenuus. Whichever way we turned, it 
seemed that the heavens and the earth had met together, since he enhanced 
the beauty of the landscape. A blue-robed man, whose fittest roof is the 
overarching sky which reflects his serenity. I do not see how he can 
ever die; Nature cannot spare him.

BRONSON ALCOTT

SIR WALTER SCOTT

ROBERT PATERSON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Alexander the Great (356-323BCE)


WALDEN: No wonder that Alexander carried the Iliad with him on 
his expeditions in a precious casket. A written word is the 
choicest of relics. It is something at once more intimate with us 
and more universal than any other work of art. It is the work of 
art nearest to life itself. It may be translated into every 
language, and not only be read but actually breathed from all 
human lips; –not be represented on canvas or in marble only, but 
be carved out of the breath of life itself. The symbol of an 
ancient man’s thought becomes a modern man’s speech. Two thousand 
summers have imparted to the monuments of Grecian literature, as 
to her marbles, only a maturer golden and autumnal tint, for they 
have carried their own serene and celestial atmosphere into all 
lands to protect them against the corrosion of time. Books are 
the treasured wealth of the world and the fit inheritance of 
generations and nations. Books, the oldest and the best, stand 
naturally and rightfully on the shelves of every cottage. They 
have no cause of their own to plead, but while they enlighten and 
sustain the reader his common sense will not refuse them. Their 
authors are a natural and irresistible aristocracy in every 
society, and, more than kings or emperors, exert an influence on 
mankind. When the illiterate and perhaps scornful trader has 
earned by enterprise and industry his coveted leisure and 
independence, and is admitted to the circles of wealth and 
fashion, he turns inevitably at last to those still higher but 
yet inaccessible circles of intellect and genius, and is sensible 
only of the imperfection of his culture and the vanity and 
insufficiency of all his riches, and further proves his good sense 
by the pains which he takes to secure for his children that 
intellectual culture whose want he so keenly feels; and thus it 
is that he becomes the founder of a family.

ALEXANDER

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

HOMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Amim, the Mameluke Bey (1st part of 19th Century)


WALDEN: I live in the angle of a leaden wall, into whose 
composition was poured a little alloy of bell metal. Often, in 
the repose of my mid-day, there reaches my ears a confused 
tintinnabulum from without. It is the noise of my 
contemporaries. My neighbors tell me of their adventures with 
famous gentlemen and ladies, what notabilities they met at the 
dinner-table; but I am no more interested in such things than in 
the contents of the Daily Times. The interest and the 
conversation are about costume and manners chiefly; but a goose 
is a goose still, dress it as you will. They tell me of 
California and Texas, of England and the Indies, of the Hon. Mr. 
_________ of Georgia or of Massachusetts, all transient and 
fleeting phenomena, till I am ready to leap from their court-
yard like the Mameluke bey. I delight to come to my bearings, –
not walk in procession with pomp and parade, in a conspicuous 
place but to walk even with the Builder of the universe, if I 
may,– not to live in this restless, nervous, bustling, trivial 
Nineteenth Century, but stand or sit thoughtfully while it goes 
by. What are men celebrating? They are all on a committee of 
arrangements, and hourly expect a speech from somebody. God is 
only the president of the day, and Webster is his orator. I love 
to weigh, to settle, to gravitate toward that which most strongly 
and rightfully attracts me; –not hang by the beam of the scale 
and try to weigh less,– not suppose a case, but take the case 
that is; to travel the only path I can, and that on which no 
power can resist me. It affords me no satisfaction to commence 
to spring an arch before I have got a solid foundation. Let us 
not play at kittly-benders. There is a solid bottom every where. 
We read that the traveller asked the boy if the swamp before him 
had a hard bottom. The boy replied that it had. But presently 
the traveller’s horse sank in up to the girths, and he observed 
to the boy, “I thought you said that this bog had a hard bottom.” 
“So it has,” answered the latter, “but you have not got half way 
to it yet.” So it is with the bogs and quicksands of society; 
but he is an old boy that knows it. Only what is thought said or 
done at a certain rare coincidence is good. I would not be one 
of those who will foolishly drive a nail into mere lath and 
plastering; such a deed would keep me awake nights. Give me a 
hammer, and let me feel for the furring. Do not depend on the 
putty. Drive a nail home and clinch it so faithfully that you 
can wake up in the night and think of your work with 
satisfaction, –a work at which you would not be ashamed to invoke 
the Muse. So will help you God, and so only. Every nail driven 
should be as another rivet in the machine of the universe, you 
carrying on the work.

AMIM, THE MAMELUKE BEY

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

An old settler: The original proprietor of Walden Pond, believed to be dead, 
who stoned around the pond and fringed it with pine woods. Thoreau says he 
visits him in long winter evenings, implying he imagines encounters with this 
character, who may symbolize God as creator of the pond. They have long 
talks about old times and eternity. He is a beloved, though secret, friend to 
Thoreau. 
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

A long-headed farmer: One of Thoreau’s visitors came through the snowy 
woods to “have a social crack,” and he and Thoreau were able to chat about 
simpler times. 
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

An old hunter: An old hunter swam in Walden Pond in the summer and then 
visited with Thoreau. He told of seeing a fox many years ago, pursued by 
distant hounds, stop and wait near the pond. He shot it and the hounds were 
surprised to find it dead. 
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

The “Artist of Kouroo”

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: There was an artist in the city of Kouroo who was disposed 
to strive after perfection. One day it came into his mind to make 
a staff. Having considered that in an imperfect work time is an 
ingredient, but into a perfect work time does not enter, he said 
to himself, It shall be perfect in all respects, though I should 
do nothing else in my life. He proceeded instantly to the forest 
for wood, being resolved that it should not be made of unsuitable 
material; and as he searched for and rejected stick after stick, 
his friends gradually deserted him, for they grew old in their 
works and died, but he grew not older by a moment. His singleness 
of purpose and resolution, and his elevated piety, endowed him, 
without his knowledge, with perennial youth. As he made no 
compromise with Time, Time kept out of his way, and only sighed 
at a distance because he could not overcome him. Before he had 
found a stock in all respects suitable the city of Kouroo was a 
hoary ruin, and he sat on one of its mounds to peel the stick. 
Before he had given it the proper shape the dynasty of the 
Candahars was at an end, and with the point of the stick he wrote 
the name of the last of that race in the sand, and then resumed 
his work. By the time he had smoothed and polished the staff Kalpa 
was no longer the pole-star; and ere he had put on the ferule and 
the head adorned with precious stones, Brahma had awoke and 
slumbered many times. But why do I stay to mention these things? 
When the finishing stroke was put to his work, it suddenly 
expanded before the eyes of the astonished artist into the fairest 
of all the creations of Brahma. He had made a new system in making 
a staff, a world with full and fair proportions; in which, though 
the old cities and dynasties had passed away, fairer and more 
glorious ones had taken their places. And now he saw by the heap 
of shavings still fresh at his feet, that, for him and his work, 
the former lapse of time had been an illusion, and that no more 
time had elapsed than is required for a single scintillation from 
the brain of Brahma to fall on and inflame the tinder of a mortal 
brain. The material was pure, and his art was pure; how could the 
result be other than wonderful?

ARTIST OF KOUROO

KALPA?

CANDAHARS?
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Aurelius Augustinus (354-430CE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: But men labor under a mistake. The better part of the man 
is soon ploughed into the soil for compost. By a seeming 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 and steal. It is a fool’s life, as they 
will find when they get to the end of it, if not before.

AUGUSTINE

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The customs of some savage nations might, perchance be 
profitably imitated by us, for they at least go through the 
semblance of casting their slough annually; they have the idea of 
the thing, whether they have the reality or not. Would it not be 
well if we were to celebrate such a “busk,” or “feast of first 
fruits,” as Bartram describes to have been the custom of the 
Mucclasse Indians? “When a town celebrates the busk,” says he, 
“having previously provided themselves with new clothes, new 
pots, pans, and other household utensils and furniture, they 
collect all their worn out clothes and other despicable things, 
sweep and cleanse their houses, squares, and the whole town, of 
their filth, which with all the remaining grain and other old 
provisions they cast together into one common heap, and consume 
it with fire. After having taken medicine, and fasted for three 
days, all the fire in town is extinguished. During this fast they 
abstain from the gratification of every appetite and passion 
whatever. A general amnesty is proclaimed; all malefactors may 
return to their town.–”

  “On the fourth morning, the high priest, by rubbing dry wood 
together, produces new fire in the public square, from whence 
every habitation in the town is supplied with the new and pure 
flame.”

  They then feast on the new corn and fruits and dance and sing 
for three days, “and the four following days they receive visits 
and rejoice with their friends from neighboring towns who have in 
like manner purified and prepared themselves.”

  The Mexicans also practised a similar purification at the end 
of every fifty-two years, in the belief that it was time for the 
world to come to an end.

  I have scarcely heard of a truer sacrament, that is, as the 
dictionary defines it, “outward and visible sign of an inward and 
spiritual grace,” than this, and I have no doubt that they were 
originally inspired directly from Heaven to do thus, though they 
have no biblical record of the revelation.

AUGUSTINE

WILLIAM BARTRAM

NOAH WEBSTER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bacon, Sir Francis (1561-1626)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY


WALDEN: Besides, there was a still more terrible standing 
invitation to call at every one of these houses, and company 
expected about these times. For the most part I escaped 
wonderfully from these dangers, either by proceeding at once 
boldly and without deliberation to the goal, as is recommended to 
those who run the gantlet, or by keeping my thoughts on high 
things, like Orpheus, who, “loudly singing the praises of the gods 
to his lyre, drowned the voices of the Sirens, and kept out of 
danger.” Sometimes I bolted suddenly, and nobody could tell my 
whereabouts, for I did not stand much about gracefulness, and 
never hesitated at a gap in a fence. I was even accustomed to make 
an irruption into some houses, where I was well entertained, and 
after learning the kernels and very last sieve-ful of news, what 
had subsided, the prospects of war and peace, and whether the 
world was likely to hold together much longer, I was let out 
through the rear avenues, and so escaped to the woods again.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

ORPHEUS

SIR FRANCIS BACON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Baker, Gilian: Owned of a “winged cat,” lived near Walden Pond in Lincoln. 
That cat’s “wings” consisted of matted fur.


WALDEN: Many a village Bose, fit only to course a mud-turtle in 
a victualling cellar, sported his heavy quarters in the woods, 
without the knowledge of his master, and ineffectually smelled at 
old fox burrows and woodchucks’ holes; led perchance by some 
slight cur which nimbly threaded the wood, and might still inspire 
a natural terror in its denizens; –now far behind his guide, 
barking like a canine bull toward some small squirrel which had 
treed itself for scrutiny, then, cantering off, bending the 
bushes with his weight, imagining that he is on the track of some 
stray member of the gerbille family. Once I was surprised to see 
a cat walking along the stony shore of the pond, for they rarely 
wander so far from home. The surprise was mutual. Nevertheless 
the most domestic cat, which has lain on a rug all her days, 
appears quite at home in the woods, and, by her sly and stealthy 
behavior, proves herself more native there than the regular 
inhabitants. Once, when berrying, I met with a cat with young 
kittens in the woods, quite wild, and they all, like their mother, 
had their backs up and were fiercely spitting at me. A few years 
before I lived in the woods there was what was called a “winged 
cat” in one of the farm-houses in Lincoln nearest the pond, 
Mr. Gilian Baker’s. When I called to see her in June, 1842, she 
was gone a-hunting in the woods, as was her wont, (I am not sure 
whether it was a male or female, and so use the more common 
pronoun,) but her mistress told me that she came into 
the neighborhood a little more than a year before, in April, and 
was finally taken into their house; that she was of a dark 
brownish-gray color, with a white spot on her throat, and white 
feet, and had a large bushy tail like a fox; that in the winter 
the fur grew thick and flatted out along her sides, forming strips 
ten or twelve inches long by two and a half wide, and under her 
chin like a muff, the upper side loose, the under matted like 
felt, and in the spring these appendages dropped off. They gave 
me a pair of her “wings,” which I keep still. There is no 
appearance of a membrane about them. Some thought it was part 
flying-squirrel or some other wild animal, which is not 
impossible, for, according to naturalists, prolific hybrids have 
been produced by the union of the marten and domestic cat. This 
would have been the right kind of cat for me to keep, if I had 
kept any; for why should not a poet’s cat be winged as well as 
his horse?

CAT

CATS WITH WINGS

DOG
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Mrs. Baker: When Thoreau stopped by to inspect her “winged cat” it was 
nowhere to be found — but she described in detail how its appendages 
appeared every winter and dropped off every spring, and offered him a pair of 
the old wings.


WALDEN: Many a village Bose, fit only to course a mud-turtle in 
a victualling cellar, sported his heavy quarters in the woods, 
without the knowledge of his master, and ineffectually smelled at 
old fox burrows and woodchucks’ holes; led perchance by some 
slight cur which nimbly threaded the wood, and might still inspire 
a natural terror in its denizens; –now far behind his guide, 
barking like a canine bull toward some small squirrel which had 
treed itself for scrutiny, then, cantering off, bending the 
bushes with his weight, imagining that he is on the track of some 
stray member of the gerbille family. Once I was surprised to see 
a cat walking along the stony shore of the pond, for they rarely 
wander so far from home. The surprise was mutual. Nevertheless 
the most domestic cat, which has lain on a rug all her days, 
appears quite at home in the woods, and, by her sly and stealthy 
behavior, proves herself more native there than the regular 
inhabitants. Once, when berrying, I met with a cat with young 
kittens in the woods, quite wild, and they all, like their mother, 
had their backs up and were fiercely spitting at me. A few years 
before I lived in the woods there was what was called a “winged 
cat” in one of the farm-houses in Lincoln nearest the pond, 
Mr. Gilian Baker’s. When I called to see her in June, 1842, she 
was gone a-hunting in the woods, as was her wont, (I am not sure 
whether it was a male or female, and so use the more common 
pronoun,) but her mistress told me that she came into 
the neighborhood a little more than a year before, in April, and 
was finally taken into their house; that she was of a dark 
brownish-gray color, with a white spot on her throat, and white 
feet, and had a large bushy tail like a fox; that in the winter 
the fur grew thick and flatted out along her sides, forming strips 
ten or twelve inches long by two and a half wide, and under her 
chin like a muff, the upper side loose, the under matted like 
felt, and in the spring these appendages dropped off. They gave 
me a pair of her “wings,” which I keep still. There is no 
appearance of a membrane about them. Some thought it was part 
flying-squirrel or some other wild animal, which is not 
impossible, for, according to naturalists, prolific hybrids have 
been produced by the union of the marten and domestic cat. This 
would have been the right kind of cat for me to keep, if I had 
kept any; for why should not a poet’s cat be winged as well as 
his horse?

CAT

CATS WITH WINGS

DOG

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf


THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bartlett, Dr. Josiah (1796-1878)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The old and infirm and the timid, of whatever age or sex, 
thought most of sickness, and sudden accident and death; to them 
life seemed full of danger, –what danger is there if you don’t 
think of any?– and they thought that a prudent man would carefully 
select the safest position, where Dr. B. might be on hand at a 
moment’s warning. To them the village was literally a com-munity, 
a league for mutual defence, and you would suppose that they would 
not go a-huckleberrying without a medicine chest. The amount of 
it is, if a man is alive, there is always danger that he may die, 
though the danger must be allowed to be less in proportion as he 
is dead-and-alive to begin with. A man sits as many risks as he 
runs.

DR. JOSIAH BARTLETT
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bartram, Friend William (1739-1823)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The customs of some savage nations might, perchance be 
profitably imitated by us, for they at least go through the 
semblance of casting their slough annually; they have the idea of 
the thing, whether they have the reality or not. Would it not be 
well if we were to celebrate such a “busk,” or “feast of first 
fruits,” as Bartram describes to have been the custom of the 
Mucclasse Indians? “When a town celebrates the busk,” says he, 
“having previously provided themselves with new clothes, new 
pots, pans, and other household utensils and furniture, they 
collect all their worn out clothes and other despicable things, 
sweep and cleanse their houses, squares, and the whole town, of 
their filth, which with all the remaining grain and other old 
provisions they cast together into one common heap, and consume 
it with fire. After having taken medicine, and fasted for three 
days, all the fire in town is extinguished. During this fast they 
abstain from the gratification of every appetite and passion 
whatever. A general amnesty is proclaimed; all malefactors may 
return to their town.–”

  “On the fourth morning, the high priest, by rubbing dry wood 
together, produces new fire in the public square, from whence 
every habitation in the town is supplied with the new and pure 
flame.”

  They then feast on the new corn and fruits and dance and sing 
for three days, “and the four following days they receive visits 
and rejoice with their friends from neighboring towns who have in 
like manner purified and prepared themselves.”

  The Mexicans also practised a similar purification at the end 
of every fifty-two years, in the belief that it was time for the 
world to come to an end.

  I have scarcely heard of a truer sacrament, that is, as the 
dictionary defines it, “outward and visible sign of an inward and 
spiritual grace,” than this, and I have no doubt that they were 
originally inspired directly from Heaven to do thus, though they 
have no biblical record of the revelation.

AUGUSTINE

WILLIAM BARTRAM

NOAH WEBSTER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bascom & Cole English and West Indian Shop on Concord’s Milldam

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Breed’s hut was standing only a dozen years ago, though 
it had long been unoccupied. It was about the size of mine. It 
was set on fire by mischievous boys, one Election night, if I do 
not mistake. I lived on the edge of the village then, and had just 
lost myself over Davenant’s Gondibert, that winter that I labored 
with a lethargy, –which, by the way, I never knew whether to 
regard as a family complaint, having an uncle who goes to sleep 
shaving himself, and is obliged to sprout potatoes in a cellar 
Sundays, in order to keep awake and keep the Sabbath, or as the 
consequence of my attempt to read Chalmers’ collection of English 
poetry without skipping. It fairly overcame my Nervii. I had just 
sunk my head on this when the bells rung fire, and in hot haste 
the engines rolled that way, led by a straggling troop of men and 
boys, and I among the foremost, for I had leaped the brook. 
We thought it was far south over the woods, –we who had run to 
fires before,– barn, shop, or dwelling-house, or all together. 
“It’s Baker’s barn,” cried one. “It is the Codman Place,” affirmed 
another. And then fresh sparks went up above the wood, as if the 
roof fell in, and we all shouted “Concord to the rescue!” Wagons 
shot past with furious speed and crushing loads, bearing, 
perchance, among the rest, the agent of the Insurance Company, 
who was bound to go however far; and ever and anon the engine bell 
tinkled behind, more slow and sure, and rearmost of all, as it 
was afterward whispered, came they who set the fire and gave the 
alarm. Thus we kept on like true idealists, rejecting the evidence 
of our senses, until at a turn in the road we heard crackling and 
actually felt the heat of the fire from over the wall, and 
realized, alas! that we were there. The very nearness of the fire 
but cooled our ardor. At first we thought to throw a frog-pond on 
to it; but concluded to let it burn, it was so far gone and so 
worthless. So we stood round our engine, jostled one another, 
expressed our sentiments through speaking trumpets, or in lower 
tone referred to the great conflagrations which the world has 
witness, including Bascom’s shop, and, between ourselves we 
thought that, were we there in season with our “tub”, and a full 
frog-pond by, we could turn that threatened last and universal 
one into another flood. We finally retreated without doing any 
mischief, –returned to sleep and Gondibert. But as for Gondibert, 
I would except that passage in the preface about wit being the 
soul’s powder, –“but most of mankind are strangers to wit, 
as Indians are to powder.”

INSURANCE

NARCOLEPSY

FIRE

ALEXANDER CHALMERS

BASCOM & COLE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Benjamin, Asher (1773-1845)


WALDEN: True, there are architects so called in this country, and I have 
heard of one at least possessed with the idea of making architectural 
ornaments have a core of truth, a necessity, and hence a beauty, as if 
it were a revelation to him. All very well perhaps from his point of 
view, but only a little better than the common dilettantism. 
A sentimental reformer in architecture, he began at the cornice, not at 
the foundation. It was only how to put a core of truth within the 
ornaments, that every sugar plum in fact might have an almond or caraway 
seed in it –though I hold that almonds are most wholesome without the 
sugar,– and not how the inhabitant, the indweller, might build truly 
within and without, and let the ornaments take care of themselves. What 
reasonable man ever supposed that ornaments were something outward and 
in the skin merely, –that the tortoise got his spotted shell, or the 
shellfish its mother-o’-pearl tints, by such a contract as the 
inhabitants of Broadway their Trinity Church? But a man has no more to 
do with the style of architecture of his house than a tortoise with that 
of its shell, nor need the soldier be so idle as to try to paint the 
precise color of his virtue on his standard. The enemy will find it out. 
He may turn pale when the trial comes. This man seemed to me to lean 
over the cornice and timidly whisper his half truth to the rude occupants 
who really knew it better than he. What of architectural beauty I now 
see, I know has gradually grown from within outward, out of the 
necessities and character of the indweller, who is the only builder, –
out of some unconscious truthfulness, and nobleness, without ever a 
thought for the appearance; and whatever additional beauty of this kind 
is destined to be produced will be preceded by a like unconscious beauty 
of life. The most interesting dwellings in this country, as the painter 
knows, are the most unpretending, humble log huts and cottages of the 
poor commonly; it is the life of the inhabitants whose shells they are, 
and not any peculiarity in their surfaces merely, which makes them 
picturesque; and equally interesting will be the citizen’s suburban box, 
when his life shall be as simple and as agreeable to the imagination, 
and there is as little straining after effect in the style of his 
dwelling. A great proportion of architectural ornaments are literally 
hollow, and a September gale would strip them off, like borrowed plumes, 
without injury to the substantials. They can do without architecture who 
have no olives nor wines in the cellar. What if an equal ado were made 
about the ornaments of style in literature, and the architects of our 
bibles spent as much time about their cornices as the architects of our 
churches do? So are made the belles-lettres and the beaux-arts and their 
professors. Much it concerns a man, forsooth, how a few sticks are 
slanted over him or under him, and what colors are daubed upon his box. 
It would signify somewhat, if, in any earnest sense, he slanted them and 
daubed it; but the spirit having departed out of the tenant, it is of a 
piece with constructing his own coffin, –the architecture of the grave, 
and “carpenter” is but another name for “coffin-maker.” One man says, 
in his despair or indifference to life, take up a handful of the earth 
at your feet, and paint your house that color. Is he thinking of his 
last and narrow house? Toss up a copper for it as well. What an abundance 
of leisure he must have! Why do you take up a handful of dirt? Better 
paint your house your own complexion; let it turn pale or blush for you. 
An enterprise to improve the style of cottage architecture! When you 
have got my ornaments ready I will wear them.

ASHER BENJAMIN

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bidpai or Pilpai or Pilpay

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Why do precisely these objects which we behold make a 
world? Why has man just these species of animals for his 
neighbors; as if nothing but a mouse could have filled this 
crevice? I suspect that Pilpay & Co. have put animals to their 
best use, for they are all beasts of burden, in a sense, made to 
carry some portion of our thoughts.

XENOPHANES

ÆSOP

HITOPADESA
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Blanchard, Luther (1756-1775)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was myself excited somewhat even as if they [the warring 
red and black ants] had been men. The more you think of it, the 
less the difference. And certainly there is not the fight 
recorded in Concord history, at least, if in the history of 
America, that will bear a moment’s comparison with this, whether 
for the numbers engaged in it, or for the patriotism and heroism 
displayed. For numbers and for carnage it was an Austerlitz or 
Dresden. Concord Fight! Two killed on the patriots’ side, 
and Luther Blanchard wounded! Why here every ant was a Buttrick, 
–“Fire! for God’s sake fire!”– and thousands shared the fate 
of Davis and Hosmer. There was not one hireling there. I have 
no doubt that it was a principle they fought for, as much as our 
ancestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax on their tea; 
and the results of this battle will be as important and memorable 
to those whom it concerns as those of the battle of Bunker Hill, 
at least.

LUTHER BLANCHARD

JOHN BUTTRICK

ISAAC DAVIS

DAVID HOSMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bonaparte, Napoleon (1769-1822)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


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

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE

THE GREAT SNOW
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Breed, John C. (17??-1824)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Nearer yet to town, you come to Breed’s location, on the other side 
of the way, just on the edge of the wood; ground famous for the pranks of 
a demon not distinctly named in old mythology, who has acted a prominent 
and astounding part in our New England life, and deserves, as much as any 
mythological character, to have his biography written one day; who first 
comes in the guise of a friend or hired man, and then robs and murders the 
whole family, –New England Rum. But history must not yet tell the tragedies 
enacted here; let time intervene in some measure to assuage and lend an 
azure tint to them. Here the most indistinct and dubious tradition says 
that once a tavern stood; the well the same, which tempered the traveller’s 
beverage and refreshed his steed. Here then men saluted one another, and 
heard and told the news, and went their ways again.

Breed’s hut was standing only a dozen years ago, though it had long been 
unoccupied. It was about the size of mine. It was set on fire by 
mischievous boys, one Election night, if I do not mistake. I lived on the 
edge of the village then, and had just lost myself over Davenant’s 
Gondibert, that winter that I labored with a lethargy, –which, by the way, 
I never knew whether to regard as a family complaint, having an uncle who 
goes to sleep shaving himself, and is obliged to sprout potatoes in a 
cellar Sundays, in order to keep awake and keep the Sabbath, or as the 
consequence of my attempt to read Chalmers’ collection of English poetry 
without skipping. It fairly overcame my Nervii. I had just sunk my head on 
this when the bells rung fire, and in hot haste the engines rolled that 
way, led by a straggling troop of men and boys, and I among the foremost, 
for I had leaped the brook. We thought it was far south over the woods, –
we who had run to fires before,– barn, shop, or dwelling-house, or all 
together. “It’s Baker’s barn,” cried one. “It is the Codman Place,” 
affirmed another. And then fresh sparks went up above the wood, as if the 
roof fell in, and we all shouted “Concord to the rescue!” Wagons shot past 
with furious speed and crushing loads, bearing, perchance, among the rest, 
the agent of the Insurance Company, who was bound to go however far; and 
ever and anon the engine bell tinkled behind, more slow and sure, and 
rearmost of all, as it was afterward whispered, came they who set the fire 
and gave the alarm. Thus we kept on like true idealists, rejecting the 
evidence of our senses, until at a turn in the road we heard crackling and 
actually felt the heat of the fire from over the wall, and realized, alas! 
that we were there. The very nearness of the fire but cooled our ardor. 
At first we thought to throw a frog-pond on to it; but concluded to let it 
burn, it was so far gone and so worthless.

JOHN C. BREED

JOHN CODMAN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Brother Jonathan (Rural Wit Tradition)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is the luxurious and dissipated who set the fashions 
which the herd so diligently follow. The traveller who stops at 
the best houses, so called, soon discovers this, for the publicans 
presume him to be a Sardanapalus, and if he resigned himself to 
their tender mercies he would soon be completely emasculated. 
I think that in the railroad car we are inclined to spend more on 
luxury than on safety and convenience, and it threatens without 
attaining these to become no better than a modern drawing room, 
with its divans, and ottomans, and sunshades, and a hundred other 
oriental things, which we are taking west with us, invented for 
the ladies of the harem and the effeminate natives of the 
Celestial Empire, which Jonathan should be ashamed to know the 
names of. I would rather sit on a pumpkin and have it all to 
myself, than be crowded on a velvet cushion. I would rather ride 
on earth in an ox cart with a free circulation, than go to heaven 
in the fancy car of an excursion train and breathe a malaria all 
the way.

SARDANAPALUS

“JONATHAN”
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Bull, John (Rural Wit Tradition)


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

“JOHN” (BULL)

“JONATHAN”

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Buttrick, Major John (1731-1791)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was myself excited somewhat even as if they [the warring 
red and black ants] had been men. The more you think of it, the 
less the difference. And certainly there is not the fight 
recorded in Concord history, at least, if in the history of 
America, that will bear a moment’s comparison with this, whether 
for the numbers engaged in it, or for the patriotism and heroism 
displayed. For numbers and for carnage it was an Austerlitz or 
Dresden. Concord Fight! Two killed on the patriots’ side, 
and Luther Blanchard wounded! Why here every ant was a Buttrick, 
–“Fire! for God’s sake fire!”– and thousands shared the fate 
of Davis and Hosmer. There was not one hireling there. I have 
no doubt that it was a principle they fought for, as much as our 
ancestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax on their tea; 
and the results of this battle will be as important and memorable 
to those whom it concerns as those of the battle of Bunker Hill, 
at least.

LUTHER BLANCHARD

JOHN BUTTRICK

ISAAC DAVIS

DAVID HOSMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Carew, Thomas (1594?-1645?)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN



WALDEN: 

COMPLEMENTAL VERSES

THE  PRETENSIONS  OF  POVERTY

“Thou dost presume too much, poor needy wretch,
To claim a station in the firmament,
Because thy humble cottage, or thy tub,
Nurses some lazy or pedantic virtue
In the cheap sunshine or by shady springs,
With roots and pot-herbs; where thy right hand,
Tearing those human passions from the mind
Upon whose stocks fair blooming virtues flourish,
Degradeth nature, and benumbeth sense,
And, Gorgon-like, turns active men to stone
We not require the dull society
Of your necessitated temperance,
Or that unnatural stupidity
That knows nor joy nor sorrow; nor your forc’d
Falsely exalted passive fortitude
Above the active. This low abject brood
That fix their seats in mediocrity,
Become your servile minds; but we advance
Such virtues only as admit excess,
Brave, bounteous acts, regal magnificence,
All-seeing prudence, magnanimity
That knows no bound, and that heroic virtue
For which antiquity hath left no name,
But patterns only, such as Hercules,
Achilles, Theseus. Back to thy loath’d cell;
And when thou seest the new enlightened sphere,
Study to know but what those worthies were.”

T. CAREW

THOMAS CAREW
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Cato, Marcus Porcius (234-149 BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Cato says that the profits of agriculture are particularly 
pious or just, (maximeque pius quæstus,) and according to Varro 
the old Romans “called the same earth Mother and Ceres, 
and thought that they who cultivated it led a pious and useful 
life, and that they alone were left of the race of King Saturn.”

CATO

VARRO


WALDEN: Old Cato, whose “De Re Rusticâ” is my “Cultivator,” says, 
and the only translation I have seen makes sheer nonsense of the 
passage, “When you think of getting a farm, turn it thus in your 
mind, not to buy greedily; nor spare your pains to look at it, 
and do not think it enough to go round it once. The oftener you 
go there the more it will please you, if it is good.” I think 
I shall not buy greedily, but go round and round it as long as 
I live, and be buried in it first, that it may please me the more 
at last.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

CATO
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Cellini, Benvenuto (1500-1571)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Once it chanced that I stood in the very abutment 
of a rainbow’s arch, which filled the lower stratum of the 
atmosphere, tinging the grass and leaves around, and dazzling me 
as if I looked through colored crystal. It was a lake of rainbow 
light, in which, for a short while, I lived like a dolphin. If it 
had lasted longer it might have tinged my employments and life.
As I walked on the railroad causeway, I used to wonder at the halo 
of light around my shadow, and would fain fancy myself one of the 
elect. One who visited me declared that the shadows of some 
Irishmen before him had no halo about them, that it was only 
natives that were so distinguished. Benvenuto Cellini tells us in 
his memoirs, that, after a certain terrible dream or vision which 
he had during his confinement in the castle of St. Angelo, 
a resplendent light appeared over the shadow of his head at 
morning and evening, whether he was in Italy or France, and it was 
particularly conspicuous when the grass was moist with dew. 
This was probably the same phenomenon to which I have referred, 
which is especially observed in the morning, but also at other 
times, and even by moonlight. Though a constant one, it is not 
commonly noticed, and, in the case of an excitable imagination 
like Cellini’s, it would be basis enough for superstition. 
Beside, he tells us that he showed it to very few. But are they 
not indeed distinguished who are conscious that they are regarded 
at all?

ROME

ITALY

BENVENUTO CELLINI
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Chalmers, Alexander (1759-1834)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Breed’s hut was standing only a dozen years ago, though 
it had long been unoccupied. It was about the size of mine. It 
was set on fire by mischievous boys, one Election night, if I do 
not mistake. I lived on the edge of the village then, and had just 
lost myself over Davenant’s Gondibert, that winter that I labored 
with a lethargy, –which, by the way, I never knew whether to 
regard as a family complaint, having an uncle who goes to sleep 
shaving himself, and is obliged to sprout potatoes in a cellar 
Sundays, in order to keep awake and keep the Sabbath, or as the 
consequence of my attempt to read Chalmers’ collection of English 
poetry without skipping. It fairly overcame my Nervii. I had just 
sunk my head on this when the bells rung fire, and in hot haste 
the engines rolled that way, led by a straggling troop of men and 
boys, and I among the foremost, for I had leaped the brook. 
We thought it was far south over the woods, –we who had run to 
fires before,– barn, shop, or dwelling-house, or all together. 
“It’s Baker’s barn,” cried one. “It is the Codman Place,” affirmed 
another. And then fresh sparks went up above the wood, as if the 
roof fell in, and we all shouted “Concord to the rescue!” Wagons 
shot past with furious speed and crushing loads, bearing, 
perchance, among the rest, the agent of the Insurance Company, 
who was bound to go however far; and ever and anon the engine bell 
tinkled behind, more slow and sure, and rearmost of all, as it 
was afterward whispered, came they who set the fire and gave the 
alarm. Thus we kept on like true idealists, rejecting the evidence 
of our senses, until at a turn in the road we heard crackling and 
actually felt the heat of the fire from over the wall, and 
realized, alas! that we were there. The very nearness of the fire 
but cooled our ardor. At first we thought to throw a frog-pond on 
to it; but concluded to let it burn, it was so far gone and so 
worthless. So we stood round our engine, jostled one another, 
expressed our sentiments through speaking trumpets, or in lower 
tone referred to the great conflagrations which the world has 
witness, including Bascom’s shop, and, between ourselves we 
thought that, were we there in season with our “tub”, and a full 
frog-pond by, we could turn that threatened last and universal 
one into another flood. We finally retreated without doing any 
mischief, –returned to sleep and Gondibert. But as for Gondibert, 
I would except that passage in the preface about wit being the 
soul’s powder, –“but most of mankind are strangers to wit, 
as Indians are to powder.”

INSURANCE

NARCOLEPSY

FIRE

ALEXANDER CHALMERS

BASCOM & COLE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Champollion, Jean-François (1790-1832)


WALDEN: Thus it seemed that this one hillside illustrated the 
principle of all the operations of Nature. The Maker of this earth 
but patented a leaf. What Champollion will decipher this 
hieroglyphic for us, that we may turn over a new leaf at last? 
This phenomenon is more exhilarating to me than the luxuriance 
and fertility of vineyards. True, it is somewhat excrementitious 
in its character, and there is no end to the heaps of liver lights 
and bowels, as if the globe were turned wrong side outward; but 
this suggests at least that Nature has some bowels, and there 
again is mother of humanity. This is the frost coming out of the 
ground; this is Spring. It precedes the green and flowery spring, 
as mythology precedes regular poetry. I know of nothing more 
purgative of winter fumes and indigestions. It convinces me that 
Earth is still in her swaddling clothes, and stretches forth baby 
fingers on every side. Fresh curls springs from the baldest brow. 
There is nothing inorganic. These foliaceous heaps lie along the 
bank like the slag of a furnace, showing that Nature is “in full 
blast” within. The earth is not a mere fragment of dead history, 
stratum upon stratum like the leaves of a book, to be studied by 
geologists and antiquaries chiefly, but living poetry like the 
leaves of a tree, which precede flowers and fruit, –not a fossil 
earth, but a living earth; compared with whose great central life 
all animal and vegetable life is merely parasitic. Its throes will 
heave our exuviæ from their graves. You may melt your metals and 
cast them into the most beautiful moulds you can; they will never 
excite me like the forms which this molten earth flows out into. 
And not only it, but the institutions upon it, are plastic like 
clay in the hands of the potter.

JEAN-FRANÇOIS CHAMPOLLION

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

GEOLOGY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Channing, Ellery, II (1817-1901)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The one who came from farthest to my lodge, through 
deepest snows and most dismal tempests, was a poet. A farmer, a 
hunter, a soldier, a reporter, even a philosopher, may be 
daunted; but nothing can deter a poet, for he is actuated by pure 
love. Who can predict his comings and goings? His business calls 
him out at all hours, even when doctors sleep. We made that small 
house ring with boisterous mirth and resound with the murmur of 
much sober talk, making amends then to Walden vale for the long 
silences. Broadway was still and deserted in comparison. At 
suitable intervals there were regular salutes of laughter, which 
might have been referred indifferently to the last uttered or the 
forth-coming jest. We made many a “bran new” theory of life over 
a thin dish of gruel, which combined the advantages of 
conviviality with the clear-headedness which philosophy requires.

ELLERY CHANNING

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I took a poet to board for a fortnight about those times, 
which caused me to be put to it for room. He brought his own 
knife, though I had two, and we used to scour them by thrusting 
them into the earth. He shared with me the labors of cooking. 
I was pleased to see my work rising so square and solid by 
degrees, and reflected, that, if it proceeded slowly, it was 
calculated to endure a long time. The chimney is to some extent 
an independent structure, standing on the ground and rising 
through the house to the heavens; even after the house is burned 
it still stands sometimes, and its importance and independence 
are apparent. This was toward the end of summer. It was now 
November.

ELLERY CHANNING
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Henry David Thoreau quotes from Ellery Channing’s poetry:

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: As I sit at my window this summer afternoon, hawks are circling 
about my clearing; the tantivy of wild pigeons, flying by twos and threes 
athwart my view, or perching restless on the white-pine boughs behind 
my house, gives a voice to the air; a fishhawk dimples the glassy surface 
of the pond and brings up a fish; a mink steals out of the marsh before 
my door and seizes a frog by the shore; the sedge is bending under the 
weight of the reed-birds flitting hither and thither; and for the last 
half hour I have heard the rattle of railroad cars, now dying away and 
then reviving like the beat of a partridge, conveying travellers from 
Boston to the country. For I did not live so out of the world as that 
boy, who, as I hear, was put out to a farmer in the east part of the 
town, but ere long ran away and came home again, quite down at the heel 
and homesick. He had never seen such a dull and out-of-the-way place; 
the folks were all gone off; why, you couldn’t even hear the whistle! I
doubt if there is such a place in Massachusetts now:–
       “In truth, our village has become a butt
        For one of those fleet railroad shafts, and o’er
        Our peaceful plain its soothing sound is –Concord.”

The Fitchburg Railroad touches the pond about a hundred rods south of 
where I dwell. I usually go to the village along its causeway, and am, 
as it were, related to society by this link. The men on the freight 
trains, who go over the whole length of the road, bow to me as to an old 
acquaintance, they pass me so often, and apparently they take me for an 
employee; and so I am. I too would fain to be a track-repairer somewhere 
in the orbit of the earth.
The whistle of the locomotive penetrates my woods summer and winter, 
sounding like the scream of a hawk sailing over some farmer’s yard, 
informing me that many restless city merchants are arriving within the 
circle of the town, or adventurous country traders from the other side. 
As they come under one horizon, they shout their warning to get off the 
track to the other, heard sometimes though the circles of two towns. 
Here come your groceries, country; your rations, countrymen! Nor is 
there any man so independent on his farm that he can say them nay. And 
here’s your pay for them! screams the countryman’s whistle; timber like 
long battering rams going twenty miles an hour against the city’s walls, 
and chairs enough to seat all the weary and heavy laden that dwell within 
them. With such huge and lumbering civility the country hands a chair 
to the city. All the Indian huckleberry hills are stripped, all the 
cranberry meadows are raked into the city. Up comes the cotton, down 
goes the woven cloth; up comes the silk, down goes the woollen; up come 
the books, but down goes the wit that writes them.

ELLERY CHANNING
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Chapman, George (1559-1634)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: As Chapman sings,–

“The false society of men–
–for earthly greatness

All heavenly comforts rarefies to air.”

  And when the farmer has got his house, he may not be the richer 
but the poorer for it, and it be the house that has got him. As I 
understand it, that was a valid objection urged by Momus against 
the house which Minerva made, that she “had not made it movable, 
by which means a bad neighborhood might be avoided;” and it may 
still be urged, for our houses are such unwieldy property that we 
are often imprisoned rather than housed in them; and the bad 
neighborhood to be avoided is our own scurvy selves. I know one 
or two families, at least, in this town, who, for nearly 
a generation, have been wishing to sell their houses in the 
outskirts and move into the village, but have not been able to 
accomplish it, and only death will set them free.

GEORGE CHAPMAN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Chaucer, Geoffrey (1342/3?-1400)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was studying ornithology, and sought only new or rare 
birds. But I confess that I am now inclined to think that there 
is a finer way of studying ornithology than this. It requires so 
much closer attention to the habits of the birds, that, if for 
that reason only, I have been willing to omit the gun. Yet 
notwithstanding the objection on the score of humanity, I am 
compelled to doubt if equally valuable sports are ever 
substituted for these; and when some of my friends have asked me 
anxiously about their boys, whether they should let them hunt, 
I have answered, yes, –remembering that it was one of the best 
parts of my education,– 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 vegetable 
wilderness, –hunters as well as fishers of men. Thus far I am of 
the opinion of Chaucer’s nun, who

“yave not of the text a pulled hen
That saith that hunters ben not holy men.”

There is a period in the history of the individual, as of the 
race, when the hunters are the “best men,” as the Algonquins 
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. This was my answer with respect to those youths who 
were bent on this pursuit, trusting that they would soon outgrow 
it. 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. 
I warn you, mothers, that my sympathies do not always make the 
usual phil-anthropic distinctions.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Clark, William (1770-1838)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is 
not our own interior white on the chart? black though it may 
prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it the source of 
the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West 
Passage around this continent, that we would find? Are these 
the problems which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the 
only man who is lost, that his wife should be so earnest to 
find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be 
rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, 
of your own streams and oceans; explore your own higher 
latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats to support 
you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high 
for a sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat 
merely? Nay, be a Columbus to whole new continents and 
worlds within you, opening new channels, not of trade, but 
of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which 
the earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a 
hummock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have 
no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They 
love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy 
with the spirit which may still animate their clay. 
Patriotism is a maggot in their heads. What was the meaning 
of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its parade 
and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that 
there are continents and seas in the moral world, to which 
every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, 
but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles through 
cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with 
five hundred men and boys to assist one, than it is to 
explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of 
one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

DR. ELISHA KENT KANE

LEWIS AND CLARK

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS

MUNGO PARK
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Claudian (370-404CE)


WALDEN: 

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

CLAUDIAN

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

DOWN UNDER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Codman, John (1782-1847)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Nearer yet to town, you come to Breed’s location, on the other side 
of the way, just on the edge of the wood; ground famous for the pranks of 
a demon not distinctly named in old mythology, who has acted a prominent 
and astounding part in our New England life, and deserves, as much as any 
mythological character, to have his biography written one day; who first 
comes in the guise of a friend or hired man, and then robs and murders the 
whole family, –New England Rum. But history must not yet tell the tragedies 
enacted here; let time intervene in some measure to assuage and lend an 
azure tint to them. Here the most indistinct and dubious tradition says 
that once a tavern stood; the well the same, which tempered the traveller’s 
beverage and refreshed his steed. Here then men saluted one another, and 
heard and told the news, and went their ways again.

Breed’s hut was standing only a dozen years ago, though it had long been 
unoccupied. It was about the size of mine. It was set on fire by 
mischievous boys, one Election night, if I do not mistake. I lived on the 
edge of the village then, and had just lost myself over Davenant’s 
Gondibert, that winter that I labored with a lethargy, –which, by the way, 
I never knew whether to regard as a family complaint, having an uncle who 
goes to sleep shaving himself, and is obliged to sprout potatoes in a 
cellar Sundays, in order to keep awake and keep the Sabbath, or as the 
consequence of my attempt to read Chalmers’ collection of English poetry 
without skipping. It fairly overcame my Nervii. I had just sunk my head on 
this when the bells rung fire, and in hot haste the engines rolled that 
way, led by a straggling troop of men and boys, and I among the foremost, 
for I had leaped the brook. We thought it was far south over the woods, –
we who had run to fires before,– barn, shop, or dwelling-house, or all 
together. “It’s Baker’s barn,” cried one. “It is the Codman Place,” 
affirmed another. And then fresh sparks went up above the wood, as if the 
roof fell in, and we all shouted “Concord to the rescue!” Wagons shot past 
with furious speed and crushing loads, bearing, perchance, among the rest, 
the agent of the Insurance Company, who was bound to go however far; and 
ever and anon the engine bell tinkled behind, more slow and sure, and 
rearmost of all, as it was afterward whispered, came they who set the fire 
and gave the alarm. Thus we kept on like true idealists, rejecting the 
evidence of our senses, until at a turn in the road we heard crackling and 
actually felt the heat of the fire from over the wall, and realized, alas! 
that we were there. The very nearness of the fire but cooled our ardor. 
At first we thought to throw a frog-pond on to it; but concluded to let it 
burn, it was so far gone and so worthless.

JOHN C. BREED

JOHN CODMAN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Colebrook, Henry Thomas (1765-1837), Īśvara Kṛṣṇa

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Children, who play life, discern its true law and 
relations more clearly than men, who fail to live it worthily, 
but who think that they are wiser by experience, that is, by 
failure. I have read in a Hindoo book, that “there was a king’s 
son, who, being expelled in infancy from his native city, was 
brought up by a forester, and, growing up to maturity in that 
state imagined himself to belong to the barbarous race with which 
he lived. One of his father’s ministers having discovered him, 
revealed to him what he was, and the misconception of his 
character was removed, and he knew himself to be a prince. So 
soul,” continues the Hindoo philosopher, “from the circumstances 
in which it is placed, mistakes its own character, until the truth 
is revealed to it by some holy teacher, and then it knows itself 
to be Brahme.” I perceive that we inhabitants of New England live 
this mean life that we do because our vision does not penetrate 
the surface of things. We think that that is which appears to be.
If a man should walk through this town and see only the reality, 
where, think you, would the “Mill-dam” go to? If he should give 
us an account of the realities he beheld there, we should not 
recognize the place in his description. Look at a meeting-house, 
or a court-house, or a jail, or a shop, or a dwelling-house, and 
say what that thing really is before a true gaze, and they would 
all go to pieces in your account of them.

HORACE HAYMAN WILSON

HENRY THOMAS COLEBROOKE
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R.K. Dhawan says this story is from the SANKHYA KARIKA of Iswara Krsna, which contains the central doctrines of the Sankhya system of Indian philosophy.

Thoreau replaced "State Street" with "Mill-dam."
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Collins, James (????-????): An Irishman who worked for the Fitchburg 
Railroad. Thoreau bought boards from his shanty for the cabin at Walden 
Pond. James’s wife assured Thoreau that the boards were sound. On the way 
to the cabin site, he watched the Collins family depart with their belongings.





Colman, Reverend Henry Root (1785-1849)2

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: A very agricola laboriosus was I to travellers bound 
westward through Lincoln and Wayland to nobody knows where; they 
sitting at their ease in gigs, with elbows on knees, and reins 
loosely hanging in festoons; I the home-staying, laborious native 
of the soil. But soon my homestead was out of their sight and 
thought. It was the only open and cultivated field for a great 
distance on either side of the road; so they made the most of it; 
and sometimes the man in the field heard more of travellers’ 
gossip and comment than was meant for his ear: “Beans so late! 
peas so late!” –for I continued to plant when others had begun to 
hoe,– the ministerial husbandman had not suspected it.

HENRY ROOT COLMAN

THE BEANFIELD

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Fellow-travellers as they rattled by compared it aloud 
with the fields which they had passed, so that I came to know how 
I stood in the agricultural world. This was one field not in Mr. 
Colman’s report. And, by the way, who estimates the value of the 
crop which Nature yields in the still wilder fields unimproved by 
man? The crop of English hay is carefully weighed, the moisture 
calculated, the silicates and the potash; but in all dells and 
pond holes in the woods and pastures and swamps grows a rich and 
various crop only unreaped by man. Mine was, as it were, the 
connecting link between wild and cultivated fields; as some 
states are civilized, and others half-civilized, and others 
savage or barbarous, so my field was, though not in a bad sense, 
a half-cultivated field. They were beans cheerfully returning to 
their wild and primitive state that I cultivated, and my hoe 
played the Ranz des Vaches for them.

HENRY ROOT COLMAN

THE BEANFIELD

2.  “ministerial husbandman”
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Columbus, Christopher (1451-1506)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is 
not our own interior white on the chart? black though it may 
prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it the source of 
the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West 
Passage around this continent, that we would find? Are these 
the problems which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the 
only man who is lost, that his wife should be so earnest to 
find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be 
rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, 
of your own streams and oceans; explore your own higher 
latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats to support 
you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high 
for a sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat 
merely? Nay, be a Columbus to whole new continents and 
worlds within you, opening new channels, not of trade, but 
of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which 
the earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a 
hummock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have 
no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They 
love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy 
with the spirit which may still animate their clay. 
Patriotism is a maggot in their heads. What was the meaning 
of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its parade 
and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that 
there are continents and seas in the moral world, to which 
every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, 
but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles through 
cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with 
five hundred men and boys to assist one, than it is to 
explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of 
one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

DR. ELISHA KENT KANE

LEWIS AND CLARK

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS

MUNGO PARK
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Confucius — Kong Fu Zi (551-479 BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was never molested by any person but those who 
represented the state. I had no lock nor bolt but for the desk 
which held my papers, not even a nail to put over my latch or 
windows. I never fastened my door night or day, though I was to 
be absent several days; not even when the next fall I spent a 
fortnight in the woods of Maine. And yet my house was more 
respected than if it had been surrounded by a file of soldiers. 
The tired rambler could rest and warm himself by my fire, the 
literary amuse himself with the few books on my table, or the 
curious, by opening my closet door, see what was left of my 
dinner, and what prospect I had of a supper. Yet, though many 
people of every class came this way to the pond, I suffered no 
serious inconvenience from these sources, and I never missed any 
thing but one small book, a volume of Homer, which perhaps was 
improperly gilded and this I trust a soldier of our camp has found 
by this time. I am convinced, that if all men were to live as 
simply as I then did, thieving and robbery would be unknown. These 
take place only in communities where some have got more than is 
sufficient while others have not enough. The Pope’s Homers would 
soon get properly distributed.–

                 “Nec bella fuerunt,
Faginus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes.”
                “Nor wars did men molest,
When only beechen bowls were in request.”

“You who govern public affairs, what need have you to employ 
punishments? Love virtue, and the people will be virtuous. 
The virtues of a superior man are like the wind; the virtues of 
a common man are like the grass; the grass, when the wind passes 
over it, bends.” 

ALEXANDER POPE

ALBIUS TIBULLUS

ALEK THERIEN

LYGDAMUS

CONFUCIUS

MENCIUS

HOMER
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John Evelyn quoted this in his _Sylva; or, A Discourse of Forest-trees_, on page 46, from Book III of the _Elegies of Tibullus_ (11.7-8).
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HDT WHAT? INDEX

Cook, Captain James (1728-1779)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Man has invented, not only houses, but clothes and cooked 
food; and possibly from the accidental discovery of the warmth of 
fire, and the consequent use of it, at first a luxury, arose the 
present necessity to sit by it. We observe cats and dogs acquiring 
the same second nature. By proper Shelter and Clothing we 
legitimately retain our own internal heat; but with an excess of 
these, or of Fuel, that is, with an external heat greater than 
our own internal, may not cookery properly be said to begin? 
Darwin, the naturalist, says of the inhabitants of Tierra del 
Fuego, that while his own party, who were well clothed and sitting 
close to a fire, were far from too warm, these naked savages, who 
were farther off, were observed, to his great surprise, “to be 
streaming with perspiration at undergoing such a roasting.” So, 
we are told, the New Hollander goes naked with impunity, while 
the European shivers in his clothes. Is it impossible to combine 
the hardiness of these savages with the intellectualness of the 
civilized man? According to Liebig, man’s body is a stove, and 
food the fuel which keeps up the internal combustion the lungs. 
In cold weather we eat more, in warm less. The animal heat is the 
result of a slow combustion, and disease and death take place when 
this is too rapid; or for want of fuel, or from some defect in 
the draught, the fire goes out. Of course the vital heat is not 
to be confounded with fire; but so much for analogy. It appears, 
therefore, from the above list, that the expression, animal life, 
is nearly synonymous with the expression, animal heat; for while 
Food may be regarded as the Fuel which keeps up the fire within 
us, –and Fuel serves only to prepare that Food or to increase the 
warmth of our bodies by addition from without, –Shelter and 
Clothing also serve only to retain the heat thus generated and 
absorbed.

CAPTAIN COOK
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Cowper, William (1731-1800)


WALDEN: My imagination carried me so far that I even had the refusal of 
several farms, –the refusal was all I wanted,– but I never got my fingers 
burned by actual possession. The nearest that I came 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 to 
carry it on or off with; but before the owner gave me a deed of it, his 
wife –every man has such a 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 that man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars, 
or all together. However, I let him keep the ten dollars and the farm 
too, for I had carried it far enough; 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 found thus that I had been 
a rich man without any damage to my poverty. But I retained the 
landscape, and I have since annually carried off what it yielded without 
a wheelbarrow. With respect to landscapes,–

                                      “I am monarch of all I survey,
                                            My right there is none to dispute.”

HOLLOWELL FARM

ALEXANDER SELKIRK

WILLIAM COWPER

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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Cromwell, Oliver (1599-1658)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Curtis, Burril (1821-1895), Curtis, George William (1824-1892)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Several times, when a visitor chanced to stay into the 
evening, and it proved a dark night, I was obliged to conduct him 
to the cart-path in the rear of the house, and then point out to 
him the direction he was to pursue, and in keeping which he was 
to be guided rather by his feet than his eyes. One very dark night 
I directed thus on their way two young men who had been fishing 
in the pond. They lived about a mile off through the woods, and 
were quite used to the route. A day or two after one of them told 
me that they wandered about the greater part of the night, close 
by their own premises, and did not get home till toward morning, 
by which time, as there had been several heavy showers in the mean 
while, and the leaves were very wet, they were drenched to their 
skins. I have heard of many going astray even in the village 
streets, when the darkness was so thick that you could cut it with 
a knife, as the saying is. Some who live in the outskirts, having 
come to town a-shopping in their wagons, have been obliged to put 
up for the night; and gentlemen and ladies making a call have gone 
half a mile out of their way, feeling the sidewalk only with their 
feet, and not knowing when they turned. It is a surprising and 
memorable, as well as valuable experience, to be lost in the woods 
any time.

JAMES BURRILL CURTIS

GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS
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Damon, Calvin Carver (1803-1855)


WALDEN: A factory owner, hearing what depth I had found, thought 
that it could not be true, for judging from his acquaintance with 
dams, sand would not lie at so steep an angle. But the deepest 
ponds are not so deep in proportion to their area as most suppose, 
and, if drained, would not leave very remarkable valleys. 
They are not like cups between the hills; for this one, which is 
so unusually deep for its area, appears in a vertical section 
through its centre not deeper than a shallow plate.Most ponds, 
emptied, would leave a meadow no more hollow than we frequently 
see. William Gilpin, who is so admirable in all that relates to 
landscapes, and usually so correct, standing at the head 
of Loch Fyne, in Scotland, which he describes as “a bay of salt 
water, sixty or seventy fathoms deep, four miles in breadth,” 
and about fifty miles long, surrounded by mountains, observes, 
“If we could have seen it immediately after the diluvian crash, 
or whatever convulsion of Nature occasioned it, before the waters 
gushed in, what a horrid chasm it must have appeared!

So high as heaved the tumid hills, so low
Down sunk a hollow bottom, broad, and deep,
Capacious bed of waters–.”

But if, using the shortest diameter of Loch Fyne, we apply these 
proportions to Walden, which, as we have seen, appears already in 
a vertical section only like a shallow plate, it will appear four 
times as shallow. So much for the increased horrors of the chasm 
of Loch Fyne when emptied. No doubt many a smiling valley with 
its stretching cornfields occupies exactly such a “horrid chasm,” 
from which the waters have receded, though it requires the insight 
and the far sight of the geologist to convince the unsuspecting 
inhabitants of this fact. Often an inquisitive eye may detect the 
shores of a primitive lake in the low horizon hills, and no 
subsequent elevation of the plain has been necessary to conceal 
their history. But it is easiest, as they who work on the highways 
know, to find the hollows by the puddles after a shower. 
The amount of it is, the imagination, give it the least license, 
dives deeper and soars higher than Nature goes. So, probably, 
the depth of the ocean will be found to be very inconsiderable 
compared with its breadth.

CALVIN CARVER DAMON

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

WILLIAM GILPIN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Darwin, Charles (1809-1882)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Darwin, the naturalist, says of the inhabitants of Tierra 
del Fuego, that while his own party, who were well clothed and 
sitting close to a fire, were far from too warm, these naked 
savages, who were farther off, were observed, to his great 
surprise, “to be streaming with perspiration at undergoing such 
a roasting.”

CHARLES DARWIN
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HDT WHAT? INDEX

Davenant, Sir William (1606-1668)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Breed’s hut was standing only a dozen years ago, though 
it had long been unoccupied. It was about the size of mine. It 
was set on fire by mischievous boys, one Election night, if I do 
not mistake. I lived on the edge of the village then, and had just 
lost myself over Davenant’s Gondibert, that winter that I labored 
with a lethargy, –which, by the way, I never knew whether to 
regard as a family complaint, having an uncle who goes to sleep 
shaving himself, and is obliged to sprout potatoes in a cellar 
Sundays, in order to keep awake and keep the Sabbath, or as the 
consequence of my attempt to read Chalmers’ collection of English 
poetry without skipping. It fairly overcame my Nervii. I had just 
sunk my head on this when the bells rung fire, and in hot haste 
the engines rolled that way, led by a straggling troop of men and 
boys, and I among the foremost, for I had leaped the brook. We 
thought it was far south over the woods, –we who had run to fires 
before,– barn, shop, or dwelling-house, or all together. “It’s 
Baker’s barn,” cried one. “It is the Codman Place,” affirmed 
another. And then fresh sparks went up above the wood, as if the 
roof fell in, and we all shouted “Concord to the rescue!” Wagons 
shot past with furious speed and crushing loads, bearing, 
perchance, among the rest, the agent of the Insurance Company, 
who was bound to go however far; and ever and anon the engine bell 
tinkled behind, more slow and sure, and rearmost of all, as it 
was afterward whispered, came they who set the fire and gave the 
alarm. Thus we kept on like true idealists, rejecting the evidence 
of our senses, until at a turn in the road we heard crackling and 
actually felt the heat of the fire from over the wall, and 
realized, alas! that we were there. The very nearness of the fire 
but cooled our ardor. At first we thought to throw a frog-pond on 
to it; but concluded to let it burn, it was so far gone and so 
worthless. So we stood round our engine, jostled one another, 
expressed our sentiments through speaking trumpets, or in lower 
tone referred to the great conflagrations which the world has 
witness, including Bascom’s shop, and, between ourselves we 
thought that, were we there in season with our “tub”, and a full 
frog-pond by, we could turn that threatened last and universal 
one into another flood. We finally retreated without doing any 
mischief, –returned to sleep and Gondibert. But as for Gondibert, 
I would except that passage in the preface about wit being the 
soul’s powder, –“but most of mankind are strangers to wit, as 
Indians are to powder.”

DAVENANT
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Davis, Captain Isaac (1744-1775)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was myself excited somewhat even as if they [the warring 
red and black ants] had been men. The more you think of it, the 
less the difference. And certainly there is not the fight 
recorded in Concord history, at least, if in the history of 
America, that will bear a moment’s comparison with this, whether 
for the numbers engaged in it, or for the patriotism and heroism 
displayed. For numbers and for carnage it was an Austerlitz or 
Dresden. Concord Fight! Two killed on the patriots’ side, 
and Luther Blanchard wounded! Why here every ant was a Buttrick, 
–“Fire! for God’s sake fire!”– and thousands shared the fate 
of Davis and Hosmer. There was not one hireling there. I have 
no doubt that it was a principle they fought for, as much as our 
ancestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax on their tea; 
and the results of this battle will be as important and memorable 
to those whom it concerns as those of the battle of Bunker Hill, 
at least.

LUTHER BLANCHARD

JOHN BUTTRICK

ISAAC DAVIS

DAVID HOSMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Digby, Sir Kenelm (1603-1665)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Though I gave them no manure, and did not hoe them all 
once, I hoed them unusually well as far as I went, and was paid 
for it in the end, “there being in truth,” as Evelyn says, “no 
compost or lætation whatsoever comparable to this continual 
motion, repastination, and turning of the mould with the spade.” 
“The earth,” he adds elsewhere, “especially if fresh, has a 
certain magnetism in it, by which it attracts the salt, power, or 
virtue (call it either) which gives it life, and is the logic of 
all the labor and stir we keep about it, to sustain us; all 
dungings and other sordid temperings being but the vicars 
succedaneous to this improvement.” Moreover, this being one of 
those “worn-out and exhausted lay fields which enjoy their 
sabbath,” had perchance, as Sir Kenelm Digby thinks likely, 
attracted “vital spirits” from the air. I harvested twelve 
bushels of beans.

SIR KENELM DIGBY

JOHN EVELYN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Donne, the Reverend John (1572-1631) 

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I fear that we are such gods or demigods only as fauns and satyrs, 
the divine allied to beasts, the creatures of appetite, and that, to some 
extent, our very life is our disgrace.–

“How happy’s he who hath due place assigned
To his beasts and disaforested his mind!
     *     *     *
Can use his horse, goat, wolf, and ev’ry beast,
And is not ass himself to all the rest!
Else man not only is the herd of swine,
But he’s those devils too which did incline
Them to a headlong rage, and made them worse.”

All sensuality is one, though it takes many forms; all purity is one. It 
is the same whether a man eat, or drink, or cohabit, or sleep 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. The impure can 
neither stand nor sit with purity. When the reptile is attacked at one 
mouth of his burrow, he shows himself at another. If you would be chaste, 
you must be temperate. What is chastity? How shall a man know if he is 
chaste? He shall not know it. We have heard of this virtue, but we know 
not what it is. We speak conformably to the rumor which we have heard. 
From exertion come wisdom and purity; from sloth ignorance and 
sensuality. In the student sensuality is a sluggish habit of mind. An 
unclean person is universally a slothful one, one who sits by a stove, 
whom the sun shines on prostrate, who reposes without being fatigued. If 
you would avoid uncleanness, and all the sins, work earnestly, thought it 
be at cleaning a stable. Nature is hard to be overcome, but she must be 
overcome.

JOHN DONNE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Douglass, Frederick (1818-1895)3

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Men of almost every degree of wit called on me in the 
migrating season. Some who had more wits than they knew what to 
do with; runaway slaves with plantation manners, who listened 
from time to time, like the fox in the fable, as if they heard 
the hounds a-baying on their track, and looked at me 
beseechingly, as much as to say,–

“O Christian, will you send me back?”

One real runaway slave, among the rest, whom I helped to forward 
toward the northstar. Men of one idea, like a hen with one 
chicken, and that a duckling; men of a thousand ideas, and unkempt 
heads, like those hens which are made to take charge of a hundred 
chickens, all in pursuit of one bug, a score of them lost in every 
morning’s dew, –and become frizzled and mangy in consequence; men 
of ideas instead of legs, a sort of intellectual centipede that 
made you crawl all over. One man proposed a book in which visitors 
should write their names, as at the White Mountains; but, alas! 
I have too good a memory to make that necessary.

FREDERICK DOUGLASS

MUMPERY

3.  The remark about the northstar dates to Draft D (the draft of 1852). Runaway slave Douglass had in 1848 begun an 
abolitionist newspaper The North Star in Rochester, New York.
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Drummond, Sir William (1585-1649)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


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

WILLIAM DRUMMOND
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Queen Elizabeth (1533-1603)


WALDEN: On the whole, I think that it cannot be maintained that 
dressing has in this or any country risen to the dignity of an 
art. At present men make shift to wear what they can get. Like 
shipwrecked sailors, they put on what they can find on the beach, 
and at a little distance, whether of space or time, laugh at each 
other’s masquerade. Every generation laughs at the old fashions, 
but follows religiously the new. We are amused at beholding the 
costume of Henry VIII., or Queen Elizabeth, as much as if it was 
that of the King and Queen of the Cannibal Islands. All costume 
off a man is pitiful or grotesque. It is only the serious eye 
peering from and the sincere life passed within it, which restrain 
laughter and consecrate the costume of any people. Let Harlequin 
be taken with a fit of the colic and his trappings will have to 
serve that mood too. When the soldier is hit by a cannon ball rags 
are as becoming as purple.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

HENRY VIII
ELIZABETH I
HARLEQUIN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (1803-1882)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: There was one other with whom I had “solid seasons,” long 
to be remembered, at his house in the village, and who looked in 
upon me from time to time; but I had no more for society there.

WALDO EMERSON

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: At length, in the beginning of May, with the help of some 
of my acquaintances, rather to improve so good an occasion for 
neighborliness than from any necessity, I set up the frame of my 
house. No man was ever more honored in the character of his 
raisers than I. They are destined, I trust, to assist at the 
raising of loftier structures one day. 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 stones 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, doing my cooking in the mean while out of 
doors on the ground, early in the morning; which mode I still 
think is in some respects more convenient and agreeable than the 
usual one. When it stormed before my bread was baked, I fixed a 
few boards over the fire, and sat under them to watch my loaf, 
and passed some pleasant hours in that way. In those days, when 
my hands were much employed, I read but little, but the least 
scraps of paper which lay on the ground, my holder, or tablecloth, 
afforded me as much entertainment, in fact answered the same 
purpose as the Iliad.

BRONSON ALCOTT

ELLERY CHANNING

WALDO EMERSON

EDMUND HOSMER

EDMUND HOSMER, JR.
JOHN HOSMER

ANDREW HOSMER

JAMES BURRILL CURTIS

GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Euripides (480-406BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Sometimes, on Sundays, I heard the bells, the Lincoln, 
Acton, Bedford, or Concord bell, when the wind was favorable, 
a faint, sweet, and, as it were, natural melody, worth importing 
into the wilderness. At a sufficient distance over the woods this 
sound acquires a certain vibratory hum, as if the pine needles in 
the horizon were the strings of a harp which it swept. All sound 
heard at the greatest possible distance produces one and the same 
effect, vibration of the universal lyre, just as the intervening 
atmosphere makes a distant ridge of earth interesting to our eyes 
by the azure tint it imparts to it. There came to me in this case 
a melody which the air had strained, and which had conversed with 
every leaf and needle of the wood, that portion of the sound which 
the elements had taken up and modulated and echoed from vale to 
vale. The echo is, to some extent, an original sound, and therein 
is the magic and charm of it. It is not merely a repetition of 
what was worth repeating in the bell, but partly the voice of the 
wood; the same trivial words and notes sung by a wood-nymph.
At evening, the distant lowing of some cow in the horizon beyond 
the woods sounded sweet and melodious, and at first I would 
mistake it for the voices of certain minstrels by whom I was 
sometimes serenaded, who might be straying over hill and dale; 
but soon I was not unpleasantly disappointed when it was 
prolonged into the cheap and natural music of the cow. I do not 
mean to be satirical, but to express my appreciation of those 
youths’ singing, when I state that I perceived clearly that it 
was akin to the music of the cow, and they were at length one 
articulation of Nature.
Regularly at half past seven, in one part of the summer, after 
the evening train had gone by, the whippoorwills chanted their 
vespers for half an hour, sitting on a stump by my door, or upon 
the ridge pole of the house. They would begin to sing almost with 
as much precision as a clock, within five minutes of a particular 
time, referred to the setting of the sun, every evening. I had a 
rare opportunity to become acquainted with their habits. 
Sometimes I heard four or five at once in different parts of the 
wood, by accident one a bar behind another, and so near me that 
I distinguished not only the cluck after each note, but often that 
singular buzzing sound like a fly in a spider’s web, only 
proportionally louder. Sometimes one would circle round and round 
me in the woods a few feet distant as if tethered by a string, 
when probably it was near its eggs. They sang at intervals 
throughout the night, and were again as musical as ever just 
before and about dawn.

BEN JONSON

EURIPIDES

AEOLIAN HARP

WHIPPOORWILL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Evelyn, John (1620-1706)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Though I gave them no manure, and did not hoe them all 
once, I hoed them unusually well as far as I went, and was paid 
for it in the end, “there being in truth,” as Evelyn says, “no 
compost or lætation whatsoever comparable to this continual 
motion, repastination, and turning of the mould with the spade.” 
“The earth,” he adds elsewhere, “especially if fresh, has a 
certain magnetism in it, by which it attracts the salt, power, or 
virtue (call it either) which gives it life, and is the logic of 
all the labor and stir we keep about it, to sustain us; all 
dungings and other sordid temperings being but the vicars 
succedaneous to this improvement.” Moreover, this being one of 
those “worn-out and exhausted lay fields which enjoy their 
sabbath,” had perchance, as Sir Kenelm Digby thinks likely, 
attracted “vital spirits” from the air. I harvested twelve 
bushels of beans.

SIR KENELM DIGBY

JOHN EVELYN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Farmer, John (1789-1838)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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. 
Nay nobleness begins at once to refine a man’s features, any 
meanness or sensuality to imbrute them.

John Farmer sat at his door one September evening, after a hard 
day’s work, his mind still running on his labor more or less. 
Having bathed he sat down to recreate his intellectual man. It 
was a rather cool evening, and some of his neighbors were 
apprehending a frost. He had not attended to the train of his 
thoughts long when he heard some one playing on a flute, and that 
sound harmonized with his mood. Still he thought of his work; but 
the burden of his thought was, that though this kept running in 
his head, and he found himself planning and contriving it against 
his will, yet it concerned him very little. It was no more than 
the scurf of his skin, which was constantly shuffled off. But the 
notes of the flute came home to his ears out of a different sphere 
from that he worked in, and suggested work for certain faculties 
which slumbered in him. They gently did away with the street, and 
the village, and the state in which he lived. A voice said to him, 
–Why do you stay here and live this mean moiling life, when a 
glorious existence is possible for you? Those same stars twinkle 
over other fields than these.– But how to come out of this 
condition and actually migrate thither? All that he could think 
of was to practise some new austerity, to let his mind descend 
into his body and redeem it, and treat himself with ever 
increasing respect.

JOHN FARMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Fawkes or Faux, Guy or Guido (1570-1606)


WALDEN: Through want of enterprise and faith men are where they 
are, buying and selling, and spending their lives like serfs.

O Baker Farm!

“Landscape where the richest element
Is a little sunshine innocent.”  * *

“No one runs to revel
On thy rail-fenced lea.”  * *

“Debate with no man hast thou,
   With questions art never perplexed,
As tame at the first sight as now,
   In thy plain russet gabardine dressed.”  * *

“Come ye who love,
   And ye who hate,
Children of the Holy Dove,
   And Guy Faux of the state,
And hang conspiracies
From the tough rafters of the trees!”

Men come tamely home at night only from the next field or street, 
where their household echoes haunt, and their life pines because 
it breathes its own breath over again; their shadows morning and 
evening reach farther than their daily steps. We should come home 
from far, from adventures, and perils, and discoveries every day, 
with new experience and character.

Before I had reached the pond some fresh impulse had brought out 
John Field, with altered mind, letting go “bogging” ere this 
sunset. But he, poor man, disturbed only a couple of fins while 
I was catching a fair string, and he said it was his luck; but 
when we changed seats in the boat luck changed seats too. Poor 
John Field!–I trust he does not read this, unless he will improve 
by it,–thinking to live by some derivative old country mode 
in this primitive new country,–to catch perch with shiners. It is 
good bait sometimes, I allow. With his horizon all his own, 
yet he a poor man, born to be poor, with his inherited Irish 
poverty or poor life, his Adam’s grandmother and boggy ways, not 
to rise in this world, he nor his posterity, till their wading 
webbed bog-trotting feet get talaria to their heels.

JOHN FIELD

GUY FAWKES

ADAM’S GRANDMOTHER

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Felton, Cornelius Conway (1807-1862)


WALDEN: There are nowadays professors of philosophy, but not 
philosophers. Yet it is admirable to profess because it was once 
admirable to live. To be a philosopher is not merely to have 
subtle thoughts, nor even to found a school, but so to love wisdom 
as to live according to its dictates, a life of simplicity, 
independence, magnanimity, and trust. It is to solve some of the 
problems of life, not only theoretically, but practically. The 
success of great scholars and thinkers is commonly a courtier-
like success, not kingly, not manly. They make shift to live 
merely by conformity, practically as their fathers did, and are 
in no sense the progenitors of a nobler race of men. But why do 
men degenerate ever? What makes families run out? What is the 
nature of the luxury which enervates and destroys nations? Are we 
sure that there is none of it in our own lives? The philosopher 
is in advance of his age even in the outward form of his life. He 
is not fed, sheltered clothed, warmed, like his contemporaries. 
How can a man be a philosopher and not maintain his vital heat by 
better methods than other men?

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

CORNELIUS CONWAY FELTON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

John Field: An Irishman with a wife and several children in a hut in a field 
near Baker’s Farm, Thoreau’s nearest neighbor, he was a honest and 
hardworking “bogger,” digging up meadows and bogs for farmers — yet in 
Thoreau’s estimation was shiftless. He had come to America hoping to have 
access to luxuries such as milk, coffee, tea, and meat everyday, and Thoreau 
attempted to persuade him that were he to do without them he would need to 
spend less on food and clothing and might live simply and comfortably. 
Thoreau sheltered in his hut during a rainstorm, after which he left off 
bogging and went fishing with Thoreau (albeit unsuccessfully). This name, 
since it relates to his work, makes him presumably an amalgam of a number 
of such poor workingmen encountered by Thoreau. 

Mrs. Field: John Field’s wife, who hoped someday to improve her condition. 
Thoreau considered her brave to cook so many successive dinners in that 
same stove. She seemed intrigued by the possibility of the simpler, easier life 
which Thoreau suggested but unable to make the arithmetic work so that this 
might become a reality.

John Field’s oldest son: John Field’s broad-faced boy, who assisted his 
father in his work as a bogger. 

John Field’s infant: A wrinkled, sybil-like newborn, as yet unaware that it was 
merely “John Field’s poor starveling brat” rather than the current princeling 
of a long line of nobility. The infant could be seen to be “cone-headed” due to 
its very recent passage through the birth canal.


WALDEN: But therein, as I found, dwelt now John Field, an 
Irishman, and his wife, and several children, from the broad-
faced boy who assisted his father at his work, and now came 
running by his side from the bog to escape the rain, to the 
wrinkled, sibyl-like, cone-headed infant that sat upon its 
father’s knee as in the palaces of nobles, and looked out from 
its home in the midst of wet and hunger inquisitively upon 
the stranger, with the privilege of infancy, not knowing but it 
was the last of a noble line, and the hope and cynosure of the 
world, instead of John Field’s poor starveling brat.

JOHN FIELD

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Flint, David (????-????)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Half-witted men from the almshouse and elsewhere came to 
see me; but I endeavored to make them exercise all the wit they 
had, and make their confessions to me; in such cases making wit 
the theme of our conversation; and so was compensated. Indeed, 
I found some of them to be wiser than the so called overseers of 
the poor and selectmen of the town, and thought it was time that 
the tables were turned. With respect to wit, I learned that there 
was not much difference between the half and the whole. One day, 
in particular, an inoffensive, simple-minded pauper, whom with 
others I had often seen used as fencing stuff, standing or sitting 
on a bushel in the fields to keep cattle and himself from 
straying, visited me, and expressed a wish to live as I did. 
He told me, with the utmost simplicity and truth, quite superior, 
or rather inferior, to any thing that is called humility, that 
he was “deficient in intellect.” These were his words. The Lord 
had made him so, yet he supposed the Lord cared as much for him 
as for another. “I have always been so,” said he, “from my 
childhood; I never had much mind; I was not like other children; 
I am weak in the head. It was the Lord’s will, I suppose.” 
And there he was to prove the truth of his words. He was a 
metaphysical puzzle to me. I have rarely met a fellow-man on such 
promising ground, –it was so simple and sincere and so true all 
that he said. And, true enough, in proportion as he appeared to 
humble himself was he exalted. I did not know at first but it was 
the result of a wise policy. It seemed that from such a basis of 
truth and frankness as the poor weak-headed pauper had laid, 
our intercourse might go forward to something better than the 
intercourse of sages.

DAVID FLINT

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/WALDEN/PeopleOfWALDEN.pdf
We have no information on David Flint except that he was a halfwitted occupant of the Concord poorfarm. Presumably he was related to the other Flints in Concord, who lived around Sandy Pond.



THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Forbes, Professor James David (1809-1868)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: All our Concord waters have two colors at least, one when 
viewed at a distance, and another, more proper, close at hand. 
The first depends more on the light, and follows the sky. 
In clear weather, in summer, they appear blue at a little distance, 
especially if agitated, and at a great distance all appear alike. 
In stormy weather they are sometimes of a dark slate color. The sea, 
however, is said to be blue one day and green another without any 
perceptible change in the atmosphere. I have seen our river, when, the 
landscape being covered with snow, both water and ice were almost as 
green as grass. Some consider blue “to be the color of pure water, 
whether liquid or solid.” But, looking directly down into our waters 
from a boat, they are seen to be of very different colors. Walden is 
blue at one time and green at another, even from the same point of 
view. Lying between the earth and the heavens, it partakes of the color 
of both. Viewed from a hill-top it reflects the color of the sky, but 
near at hand it is of a yellowish tint next the shore where you can 
see the sand, then a light green, which gradually deepens to a uniform 
dark green in the body of the pond. In some lights, viewed even from 
a hill-top, it is of a vivid green next the shore. Some have referred 
this to the reflection of the verdure; but it is equally green there 
against the railroad sand-bank, and in the spring, before the leaves 
are expanded, and it may be simply the result of the prevailing blue 
mixed with the yellow of the sand. Such is the color of its iris. This 
is that portion, also, where in the spring, the ice being warmed by 
the heat of the sun reflected from the bottom, and also transmitted 
through the earth, melts first and forms a narrow canal about the still 
frozen middle. Like the rest of our waters, when much agitated, in 
clear weather, so that the surface of the waves may reflect the sky at 
the right angle, or because there is more light mixed with it, it 
appears at a little distance of a darker blue than the sky itself; and 
at such a time, being on its surface, and looking with divided vision, 
so as to see the reflection, I have discerned a matchless and 
indescribable light blue, such as watered or changeable silks and 
sword blades suggest, more cerulean than the sky itself, alternating 
with the original dark green on the opposite sides of the waves, which 
last appeared but muddy in comparison. It is a vitreous greenish blue, 
as I remember it, like those patches of the winter sky seen through 
cloud vistas in the west before sundown. Yet a single glass of its 
water held up to the light is as colorless as an equal quantity of air. 
It is well known that a large plate of glass will have a green tint, 
owing, as the makers say, to its “body,” but a small piece of the same 
will be colorless. How large a body of Walden water would be required 
to reflect a green tint I have never proved. The water of our river is 
black or a very dark brown to one looking directly down on it, and, 
like that of most ponds, imparts to the body of one bathing in it a 
yellowish tinge; but this water is of such crystalline purity that the 
body of the bather appears of an alabaster whiteness, still more 
unnatural, which, as the limbs are magnified and distorted withal, 
produces a monstrous effect, making fit studies for a Michael Angelo.

MICHELANGELO

JAMES D. FORBES
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Franklin, Benjamin (1706-1790)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I am not sure that I ever heard the sound of cock-crowing 
from my clearing, and I thought that it might be worth the while 
to keep a cockerel for his music merely, as a singing bird. The 
note of this once wild Indian pheasant is certainly the most 
remarkable of any bird’s, and if they could be naturalized 
without being domesticated, it would soon become the most famous 
sound in our woods, surpassing the clangor of the goose and the 
hooting of the owl; and then imagine the cackling of the hens to 
fill the pauses when their lords’ clarions rested! No wonder that 
man added this bird to his tame stock, –to say nothing of the eggs 
and drumsticks. To walk in a winter morning in a wood where these 
birds abounded, their native woods, and hear the wild cockerels 
crow on the trees, clear and shrill for miles over the resounding 
earth, drowning the feebler notes of other birds, –think of it! 
It would put nations on the alert. Who would not be early to rise, 
and rise earlier and earlier every successive day of his life, 
till he became unspeakably healthy, wealthy, and wise? 
This foreign bird’s note is celebrated by the poets of all 
countries along with the notes of their native songsters. 
All climates agree with brave Chanticleer. He is more indigenous 
even than the natives. His health is ever good, his lungs 
are sound, his spirits never flag.

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: In most books, the I, or first person, is omitted; in this 
it will be retained; that, in respect to egotism, is the main 
difference. We commonly do not remember that it is, after all, 
always the first person that is speaking. I should not talk so 
much about myself if there were any body else whom I knew as well. 
Unfortunately, I am confined to this theme by the narrowness of 
my experience.

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Franklin, Sir John (1786-1847)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is 
not our own interior white on the chart? black though it may 
prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it the source of 
the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West 
Passage around this continent, that we would find? Are these 
the problems which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the 
only man who is lost, that his wife should be so earnest to 
find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be 
rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, 
of your own streams and oceans; explore your own higher 
latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats to support 
you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high 
for a sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat 
merely? Nay, be a Columbus to whole new continents and 
worlds within you, opening new channels, not of trade, but 
of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which 
the earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a 
hummock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have 
no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They 
love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy 
with the spirit which may still animate their clay. 
Patriotism is a maggot in their heads. What was the meaning 
of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its parade 
and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that 
there are continents and seas in the moral world, to which 
every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, 
but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles through 
cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with 
five hundred men and boys to assist one, than it is to 
explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of 
one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

DR. ELISHA KENT KANE

LEWIS AND CLARK

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS

MUNGO PARK
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Freeman, Bristo (????-1820, of Concord) 
or Freeman, Brister (????-1822, of Lincoln)4

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Down the road, on the right hand, on Brister’s Hill, lived 
Brister Freeman, “a handy Negro,” slave of Squire Cummings once, 
–there where grow still the apple-trees which Brister planted and 
tended; large old trees now, but their fruit still wild and 
ciderish to my taste. Not long since I read his epitaph in the 
old Lincoln burying-ground, a little on one side, near the 
unmarked graves of some British grenadiers who fell in the retreat 
from Concord, –where he is styled “Sippio Brister,”– Scipio 
Africanus he had some title to be called, –“a man of color,” as 
if he were discolored. It also told me, with startling emphasis, 
when he died; which was but an indirect way of informing me that 
he ever lived. With him dwelt Fenda, his hospitable wife, who told 
fortunes, yet pleasantly, –large, round, and black, blacker than 
any of the children of night, such a dusky orb as never rose on 
Concord before or since.

BRISTO FREEMAN

BRISTER FREEMAN

4.  It would appear that since Thoreau had met neither of these individuals of similar age and similar color and similar name, but 
had merely inherited local word-of-mouth stories, he confused them – the fact that one had been sometimes referred to as “Sippio 
Brister” encouraged such confusion.
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Frémont, John Charles (1813-1890)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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, whose sentences were first written on 
bark, and are now merely copied from time to time on to linen 
paper. Says the poet Mîr Camar Uddîn Mast, “Being seated to run 
through the region of the spiritual world; I have had this 
advantage in books. To be intoxicated by a single glass of wine; 
I have experienced this pleasure when I have drunk the liquor of 
the esoteric doctrines.” 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 of travel in 
the intervals of my work, till that employment made me ashamed 
of myself, and I asked where it was then that I lived.

MÎR CAMAR UDDÎN MAST

JOHN CHARLES FRÉMONT

HOMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Fry, Friend Elizabeth (1780-1845)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Garrison, William Lloyd (1805-1879)


WALDEN: I sometimes wonder that we can be so frivolous, 
I may almost say, as to attend to the gross but somewhat foreign 
form of servitude called Negro Slavery, there are so many keen 
and subtle masters that 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. 
Talk of a divinity in man! Look at the teamster on the highway, 
wending to market by day or night; does any divinity stir within 
him? His highest duty to fodder and water his horses! What is his 
destiny to him compared with the shipping interests? Does not he 
drive for Squire Make-a-stir? How godlike, how immortal, is he? 
See how he cowers and sneaks, how vaguely all the day he fears, 
not being immortal nor divine, but the slave and prisoner of his 
own opinion of himself, a fame won by his own deeds. Public 
opinion is a weak tyrant compared with our own private opinion. 
What a man thinks of himself, that it is which determines, 
or rather indicates, his fate. Self-emancipation even in the West 
Indian provinces of the fancy and imagination, – what Wilberforce 
is there to bring that about? Think, also, of the ladies of the 
land weaving toilet cushions against the last day, not to betray 
too green an interest in their fates! As if you could kill time 
without injuring eternity.
The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation. What is called 
resignation is confirmed desperation. From the desperate city 
you go into the desperate country, and have to console yourself 
with the bravery of minks and muskrats. A stereotyped but 
unconscious despair is concealed even under what are called 
the games and amusements of mankind. There is no play in them, 
for this comes after work. But it is a characteristic of wisdom 
not to do desperate things.

WILLIAM WILBERFORCE

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

JOSEPH ADDISON

“CATO, A TRAGEDY”
WM. LLOYD GARRISON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Gilpin, Reverend William (1724-1804)


WALDEN: A factory owner, hearing what depth I had found, thought 
that it could not be true, for judging from his acquaintance with 
dams, sand would not lie at so steep an angle. But the deepest 
ponds are not so deep in proportion to their area as most suppose, 
and, if drained, would not leave very remarkable valleys. 
They are not like cups between the hills; for this one, which is 
so unusually deep for its area, appears in a vertical section 
through its centre not deeper than a shallow plate.Most ponds, 
emptied, would leave a meadow no more hollow than we frequently 
see. William Gilpin, who is so admirable in all that relates to 
landscapes, and usually so correct, standing at the head 
of Loch Fyne, in Scotland, which he describes as “a bay of salt 
water, sixty or seventy fathoms deep, four miles in breadth,” 
and about fifty miles long, surrounded by mountains, observes, 
“If we could have seen it immediately after the diluvian crash, 
or whatever convulsion of Nature occasioned it, before the waters 
gushed in, what a horrid chasm it must have appeared!

So high as heaved the tumid hills, so low
Down sunk a hollow bottom, broad, and deep,
Capacious bed of waters–.”

But if, using the shortest diameter of Loch Fyne, we apply these 
proportions to Walden, which, as we have seen, appears already in 
a vertical section only like a shallow plate, it will appear four 
times as shallow. So much for the increased horrors of the chasm 
of Loch Fyne when emptied. No doubt many a smiling valley with 
its stretching cornfields occupies exactly such a “horrid chasm,” 
from which the waters have receded, though it requires the insight 
and the far sight of the geologist to convince the unsuspecting 
inhabitants of this fact. Often an inquisitive eye may detect the 
shores of a primitive lake in the low horizon hills, and no 
subsequent elevation of the plain has been necessary to conceal 
their history. But it is easiest, as they who work on the highways 
know, to find the hollows by the puddles after a shower. 
The amount of it is, the imagination, give it the least license, 
dives deeper and soars higher than Nature goes. So, probably, 
the depth of the ocean will be found to be very inconsiderable 
compared with its breadth.

CALVIN CARVER DAMON

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

WILLIAM GILPIN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von (1749-1832)


WALDEN: Sometimes, having had a surfeit of human society and 
gossip, and worn out all my village friends, I rambled still 
farther westward than I habitually dwell, into yet more 
unfrequented parts of the town, “to fresh woods and pastures new,” 
or, while the sun was setting, made my supper of huckleberries 
and blueberries on Fair Haven Hill, and laid up a store for 
several days. The fruits do not yield their true flavor to the 
purchaser of them, nor to him who raises them for the market. 
There is but one way to obtain it, yet few take that way. If you 
would know the flavor of huckleberries, ask the cow-boy or the 
partridge. It is a vulgar error to suppose that you have tasted 
huckleberries who never plucked them. A huckleberry never reaches 
Boston; they have not been known there since they grew on her 
three hills. The ambrosial and essential part of the fruit is lost 
with the bloom which is rubbed off in the market cart, and they 
become mere provender. As long as Eternal Justice reigns, not one 
innocent huckleberry can be transported thither from the 
country’s hills.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

JOHANN WOLFGANG VON GOETHE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Goff, William (1605-1679)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I have occasional visits in the long winter evenings, when 
the snow falls fast and the wind howls in the wood, from an old 
settler and original proprietor, who is reported to have dug 
Walden Pond, and stoned it, and fringed it with pine woods; who 
tells me stories of old time and of new eternity; and between us 
we manage to pass a cheerful evening with social mirth and 
pleasant views of things, even without apples or cider, –a most 
wise and humorous friend, whom I love much, who keeps himself more 
secret than ever did Goffe or Whalley; and though he is thought 
to be dead, none can show where he is buried. An elderly dame, 
too, dwells in my neighborhood, invisible to most persons, in 
whose odorous herb garden I love to stroll sometimes, gathering 
simples and listening to her fables; for she has a genius of 
unequalled fertility, and her memory runs back farther than 
mythology, and she can tell me the original of every fable, and 
on what fact every one is founded, for the incidents occurred when 
she was young. A ruddy and lusty old dame, who delights in all 
weathers and seasons, and is likely to outlive all her children 
yet.

MAJOR-GENERAL WILLIAM GOFFE

LT.-GENERAL EDWARD WHALLEY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

The Good Shepherd


WALDEN: There is a period in the history of the individual, 
as of the race, when the hunters are the “best men,” 
as the Algonquins 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. This was my answer with respect to those 
youths who were bent on this pursuit, trusting that they would 
soon outgrow it. 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. I warn you, mothers, that my sympathies do not 
always make the usual phil-anthropic distinctions.

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 a 
naturalist it may be, and leaves the gun and fish-pole behind. 
The mass of men are still and always young in this respect. 
In some countries a hunting parson is no uncommon sight. Such a 
one might make a good shepherd’s dog, but is far from being the 
Good Shepherd.

THE GOOD SHEPHERD

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Gookin, Daniel (1612-1687)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: A comfortable house for a rude and hardy race, that lived 
mostly out of doors, was once made here almost entirely of such 
materials as Nature furnished ready to their hands. Gookin, who 
was superintendent of the Indians subject to the Massachusetts 
Colony, writing in 1674, says, “The best of their houses are 
covered very neatly, tight and warm, with barks of trees, slipped 
from their bodies at those seasons when the sap is up, and made 
into great flakes, with pressure of weighty timber, when they are 
green.... The meaner sort are covered with mats which they make 
of a kind of bulrush, and are also  indifferently tight and warm, 
but not so good as the former.... Some I have seen, sixty or a 
hundred feet long and thirty feet broad.... I have often lodged 
in their wigwams, and found them as warm as the best English 
houses.” He adds, that they were commonly carpeted and lined 
within with well-wrought embroidered mats, and were furnished 
with various utensils. The Indians had advanced so far as to 
regulate the effect of the wind by a mat suspended over the hole 
in the roof and moved by a string. Such a lodge was in the first 
instance constructed in a day or two at most, and taken down 
and put up in a few hours; and every family owned one, 
or its apartment in one.

DANIEL GOOKIN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Gray, Thomas (1716-1771)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I have, as it were, my own sun and moon and stars, and 
a little world all to myself. At night there was never a traveller 
passed my house, or knocked at my door, more than if I were the 
first or last man; unless it were in the spring, when at long 
intervals some came from the village to fish for pouts, –they 
plainly fished much more in the Walden Pond of their own natures, 
and baited their hooks with darkness,– but they soon retreated, 
usually with light baskets, and left “the world to darkness and 
to me,” and the black kernel of night was never profaned by any 
human neighborhood. I believe that men are generally still 
a little afraid of the dark, though the witches are all hung, and 
Christianity and candles have been introduced.

THOMAS GRAY

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


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

THOMAS GRAY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Habington, William (1605-1654)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Yet we should oftener look over the tafferel of our craft, like curious 
passengers, and not make the voyage like stupid sailors picking oakum. The other 
side of the globe is but the home of our correspondent. Our voyaging is only 
great-circle sailing, and the doctors prescribe for diseases of the skin merely. 
One hastens to Southern Africa to chase the giraffe; but surely that is not the 
game he would be after. How long, pray, would a man hunt giraffes if he could? 
Snipes and woodcocks also may afford rare sort; but I trust it would be nobler 
game to shoot one’s self.–

“Direct your eye sight inward, and you’ll find
A thousand regions in your mind
Yet undiscovered. Travel them, and be
Expert in home-cosmography.”

What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is not our own interior white 
on the chart? black though it may prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it 
the source of the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West Passage 
around this continent, that we would find? Are these the problems which most 
concern mankind? Is Franklin the only man who is lost, that his wife should be 
so earnest to find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be rather 
the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, of your own streams and 
oceans; explore your own higher latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats 
to support you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high for a 
sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat merely? Nay, be a Columbus 
to whole new continents and worlds within you, opening new channels, not of 
trade, but of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which the earthly 
empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hummock left by the ice. Yet some 
can be patriotic who have no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the 
less. They love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy with 
the spirit which may still animate their clay. Patriotism is a maggot in their 
heads. What was the meaning of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all 
its parade and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that there are 
continents and seas in the moral world, to which every man is an isthmus or an 
inlet, yet unexplored by him, but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles 
through cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with five hundred 
men and boys to assist one, than it is to explore the private sea, the Atlantic 
and Pacific Ocean of one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”
Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

It is not worth the while to go round the world to count the cats in Zanzibar. 
Yet do this even till you can do better, and you may perhaps find some “Symmes’ 
Hole” by which to get at the inside at last. England and France, Spain and 
Portugal, Gold Coast and Slave Coast, all front on this private sea; but no bark 
from them has ventured out of sight of land, though it is without doubt the 
direct way to India. If you would learn to speak all tongues and conform to the 
customs of all nations, if you would travel farther than all travellers, be 
naturalized in all climes, and cause the Sphinx to dash her head against a stone, 
even obey the precept of the old philosopher, and Explore thyself. Herein are 
demanded the eye and the nerve. Only the defeated and deserters go to the wars, 
cowards that run away and enlist. Start now on that farthest western way, which 
does not pause at the Mississippi or the Pacific, nor conduct toward a worn-out 
China or Japan, but leads on direct a tangent to this sphere, summer and winter, 
day and night, sun down, moon down, and at last earth down too.

SYMMES HOLELEWIS AND CLARK HENRY GRINNELL

HABINGTON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Haynes, Sudbury “Heavy” (1800-1884)


WALDEN: About fifteen years ago you could see the top of a pitch-pine, 
of the kind called yellow-pine hereabouts, though it is not a distinct 
species, projecting above the surface in deep water, many rods from the 
shore. It was even supposed by some that the pond had sunk, and this was 
one of the primitive forest that had formerly stood there. I find that 
even so long ago as 1792, in a “Topographical Description of the Town 
of Concord,” by one of its citizens, in the Collections of the 
Massachusetts Historical Society, the author, after speaking of Walden 
and White Ponds, adds: “In the middle of the latter may be seen, when 
the water is very low, a tree which appears as if it grew in the place 
where it now stands, although the roots are fifty feet below the surface 
of the water; the top of this tree is broken off, and at that place 
measures fourteen inches in diameter.” In the spring of ’49 I talked 
with the man who lives nearest the pond in Sudbury, who told me that it 
was he who got out this tree ten or fifteen years before. As near as he 
could remember, it stood twelve or fifteen rods from the shore, where 
the water was thirty or forty feet deep. It was in the winter, and he 
had been getting out ice in the forenoon, and had resolved that in the 
afternoon, with the aid of his neighbors, he would take out the old 
yellow-pine. He sawed a channel in the ice toward the shore, and hauled 
it over and along and out on to the ice with oxen; but, before he had 
gone far in his work, he was surprised to find that it was wrong end 
upward, with the stumps of the branches pointing down, and the small end 
firmly fastened in the sandy bottom. It was about a foot in diameter at 
the big end, and he had expected to get a good saw-log, but it was so 
rotten as to be fit only for fuel, if for that. He had some of it in his 
shed then. There were marks of an axe and of woodpeckers on the but. He 
thought that it might have been a dead tree on the shore, but was finally 
blown over into the pond, and after the top had become waterlogged, while 
the but-end was still dry and light, had drifted out and sunk wrong end 
up. His father, eighty years old, could not remember when it was not 
there. Several pretty large logs may still be seen lying on the bottom, 
where, owing to the undulation of the surface, they look like huge water 
snakes in motion.

SUDBURY “HEAVY” HAYNES

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Hedge, Reverend Frederic Henry (1805-1890)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia Dorothea (1793-1835)


WALDEN: On gala days the town fires its great guns, which echo 
like popguns to these woods, and some waifs of martial music 
occasionally penetrate thus far. To me, away there in my bean-
field at the other end of the town, the big guns sounded as if a 
puff ball had burst; and when there was a military turnout of 
which I was ignorant, I have sometimes had a vague sense all the 
day of some sort of itching and disease in the horizon, as if some 
eruption would break out there soon, either scarlatina or canker-
rash, until at length some more favorable puff of wind, making 
haste over the fields and up the Wayland road, brought me 
information of the “trainers.” It seemed by the distant hum as if 
somebody’s bees had swarmed, and that the neighbors, according to 
Virgil’s advice, by a faint tintinnabulum upon the most sonorous 
of their domestic utensils, were endeavoring to call them down 
into the hive again. And when the sound died quite away, and the 
hum had ceased, and the most favorable breezes told no tale, I 
knew that they had got the last drone of them all safely into the 
Middlesex hive, and that now their minds were bent on the honey 
with which it was smeared.

I felt proud to know that the liberties of Massachusetts and of 
our fatherland were in such safe keeping; and as I turned to my 
hoeing again I was filled with an inexpressible confidence, and 
pursued my labor cheerfully with a calm trust in the future.

When there were several bands of musicians, it sounded as if the 
village was a vast bellows, and all the buildings expanded and 
collapsed alternately with a din. But sometimes it was a really 
noble and inspiring strain that reached these woods, and the 
trumpet that sings of fame, and I felt as if I could spit a Mexican 
with a good relish, –for why should we always stand for trifles?– 
and looked round for a woodchuck or a skunk to exercise my 
chivalry upon. These martial strains seemed as far away as 
Palestine, and reminded me of a march of crusaders in the horizon, 
with a slight tantivy and tremulous motion of the elm-tree tops 
which overhang the village. This was one of the great days; though 
the sky had from my clearing only the same everlastingly great 
look that it wears daily, and I saw no difference in it.

VIRGIL

FELICIA DOROTHEA HEMANS

WAR ON MEXICO

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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King Henry VIII (1491-1547)


WALDEN: On the whole, I think that it cannot be maintained that 
dressing has in this or any country risen to the dignity of an 
art. At present men make shift to wear what they can get. Like 
shipwrecked sailors, they put on what they can find on the beach, 
and at a little distance, whether of space or time, laugh at each 
other’s masquerade. Every generation laughs at the old fashions, 
but follows religiously the new. We are amused at beholding the 
costume of Henry VIII., or Queen Elizabeth, as much as if it was 
that of the King and Queen of the Cannibal Islands. All costume 
off a man is pitiful or grotesque. It is only the serious eye 
peering from and the sincere life passed within it, which restrain 
laughter and consecrate the costume of any people. Let Harlequin 
be taken with a fit of the colic and his trappings will have to 
serve that mood too. When the soldier is hit by a cannon ball rags 
are as becoming as purple.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

HENRY VIII
ELIZABETH I
HARLEQUIN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Hercules (Herakles)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I have travelled a good deal in Concord; and every where, 
in shops, and offices, and fields, the inhabitants have appeared 
to me to be doing penance in a thousand remarkable ways. What I 
have heard of Brahmins sitting exposed to four fires and looking 
in the face of the sun; or hanging suspended, with their heads 
downward, over flames; or looking at the heavens over their 
shoulders “until it becomes impossible for them to resume their 
natural position, while from the twist of the neck nothing but 
liquids can pass into the stomach;” or dwelling, chained for life, 
at the foot of a tree; or measuring with their bodies, 
like caterpillars, the breadth of vast empires; or standing on 
one leg on the tops of pillars, –even these forms of conscious 
penance are hardly more incredible and astonishing than the 
scenes which I daily witness. The twelve labors of Hercules were 
trifling in comparison with those which my neighbors have 
undertaken; for they were only twelve, and had an end; but I could 
never see that these men slew or captured any monster or finished 
any labor. They have no friend Iolas to burn with a hot iron the 
root of the hydra’s head, but as soon as one head is crushed, two 
spring up.

HERCULES

JAMES MILL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Hermit: A projection of part of Thoreau’s self in an imagined dialogue. 
“Hermit” wants to sit and philosophize, and has as nearly been resolved into 
the essence of things as he has ever been when he is interrupted by “Poet,” 
who was gazing at the sky and suddenly wants to go a-fishing. Thoreau 
portrays a dialectical conflict between top-down and bottom-up selves.
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Hippocrates (circa 460BCE–circa 370BCE) 

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The whole ground of human life seems to some to have been 
gone over by their predecessors, both the heights and the valleys, 
and all things to have been cared for. According to Evelyn, “the 
wise Solomon prescribed ordinances for the very distances of 
trees; and the Roman praetors have decided how often you may go 
into your neighbor’s land to gather the acorns which fall on it 
without trespass, and what share belongs to that neighbor.” 
Hippocrates has even left directions how we should cut our nails; 
that is, even with the ends of the fingers, neither shorter nor 
longer. Undoubtedly the very tedium and ennui which presume to 
have exhausted the variety and the joys of life are as old as 
Adam. But man’s capacities have never been measured; nor are we 
to judge of what he can do by any precedents, so little has been 
tried. Whatever have been thy failures hitherto, “be not 
afflicted, my child, for who shall assign to thee what thou hast 
left undone?”

HORACE HAYMAN WILSON

SOLON OF ATHENS

HIPPOCRATES

JOHN EVELYN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Hoar, Elizabeth Sherman (1814-1878)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Housework was a pleasant pastime. When my floor was 
dirty, I rose early, and, setting all my furniture out of doors 
on the grass, bed and bedstead making but one budget, dashed water 
on the floor, and sprinkled white sand from the pond on it, and 
then with a broom scrubbed it clean and white; and by the time 
the villagers had broken their fast the morning sun had dried my 
house sufficiently to allow me to move in again, and my 
meditations were almost uninterrupted. It was pleasant to see my 
whole household effects out on the grass, making a little pile 
like a gypsy’s pack, and my three-legged table, from which I did 
not remove the books and pen and ink, standing amid the pines and 
hickories. They seemed glad to get out themselves, and as if 
unwilling to be brought in. I was sometimes tempted to stretch an 
awning over them and take my seat there. It was worth the while 
to see the sun shine on these things, and hear the free wind blow 
on them; so much more interesting most familiar objects look out 
of doors than in the house. A bird sits on the next bough, life-
everlasting grows under the table, and blackberry vines run round 
its legs; pine cones, chestnut burs, and strawberry leaves are 
strewn about. It looked as if this was the way these forms came 
to be transferred to our furniture, to tables, chairs, and 
bedsteads, –because they once stood in their midst.

ELIZABETH SHERMAN HOAR
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Owner of the Hollowell place: A man who was about to sell his farm to 
Thoreau, who had already been given $10 earnest money — when his 
“wife changed her mind” (or so he claimed in creating his excuse). 
Thoreau accepted his $10 back, but was disturbed at the sexist manner in 
which this husband had made use of his woman.
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Homer (???-??? BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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, whose sentences were first written on 
bark, and are now merely copied from time to time on to linen 
paper. Says the poet Mîr Camar Uddîn Mast, “Being seated to run 
through the region of the spiritual world; I have had this 
advantage in books. To be intoxicated by a single glass of wine; 
I have experienced this pleasure when I have drunk the liquor of 
the esoteric doctrines.” 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 of travel in 
the intervals of my work, till that employment made me ashamed 
of myself, and I asked where it was then that I lived.

MÎR CAMAR UDDÎN MAST

JOHN CHARLES FRÉMONT

HOMER

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Every morning was a cheerful invitation to make my life 
of equal simplicity, and I may say innocence, with Nature herself. 
I have been as sincere a worshipper of Aurora as the Greeks. I got 
up early and bathed in the pond; that was a religious exercise, 
and one of the best things which I did. They say that characters 
were engraven on the bathing tub of king Tching-thang to this 
effect: “Renew thyself completely each day; do it again, and 
again, and forever again.” I can understand that. Morning brings 
back the heroic ages. I was as much affected by the faint hum of 
a mosquito making its invisible and unimaginable tour through my 
apartment at earliest dawn, when I was sitting with door and 
windows open, as I could be by any trumpet that ever sang of fame. 
It was Homer’s requiem; itself an Iliad and Odyssey in the air, 
singing its own wrath and wanderings. There was something 
cosmical about it; a standing advertisement, till forbidden, of 
the everlasting vigor and fertility of the world. The morning, 
which is the most memorable season of the day, is the awakening 
hour. Then there is least somnolence in us; and for an hour, at 
least, some part of us awakes, which slumbers all the rest of the 
day and night.

HOMER

AURORA
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Hooper, Mrs. Ellen Sturgis (1812-1848)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The next winter I used a small cooking-stove for economy, 
since I did not own the forest; but it did not keep fire so well 
as the open fire-place. Cooking was then, for the most part, no 
longer a poetic, but merely a chemic process. It will soon be 
forgotten, in these days of stoves, that we used to roast potatoes 
in the ashes, after the Indian fashion. The stove not only took 
up room and scented the house, but it concealed the fire, and felt 
as if I had lost a companion. You can always see a face in the 
fire. The laborer, looking into it at evening, purifies his 
thoughts of the dross and earthiness which they have accumulated 
during the day. But I could no longer sit and look into the fire, 
and the pertinent words of a poet recurred to me with new force.–

“Never, bright flame, may be denied to me
Thy dear, life imaging, close sympathy.
What but my hopes shot upward e’er so bright?
What by my fortunes sunk so low in night?
Why art thou banished from our hearth and hall,
Thou who art welcomed and beloved by all?
Was thy existence then too fanciful
For our life’s common light, who are so dull?
Did thy bright gleam mysterious converse hold
With our congenial souls? secrets too bold?
Well, we are safe and strong, for now we sit
Beside a hearth where no dim shadows flit,
Where nothing cheers nor saddens, but a fire
Warms feet and hands – nor does to more aspire
By whose compact utilitarian heap
The present may sit down and go to sleep,
Nor fear the ghosts who from the dim past walked,
And with us by the unequal light of the old wood fire talked.”

                           Mrs. Hooper

ELLEN STURGIS HOOPER
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Horace (Quintus Horatius Flaccus) (65-8BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I think that I love society as much as most, and am ready 
enough to fasten myself like a blood-sucker for the time to any 
full-blooded man that comes in my way. I am naturally no hermit, 
but might possibly sit out the sturdiest frequenter of the bar-
room, if my business called me thither.
I had three chairs in my house; one for solitude, two for 
friendship, three for society. When visitors came in larger and 
unexpected numbers there was but the third chair for them all, 
but they generally economized the room by standing up. It is 
surprising how many great men and women a small house will 
contain. I have had twenty-five or thirty souls, with their 
bodies, at once under my roof, and yet we often parted without 
being aware that we had come very near to one another. Many of 
our houses, both public and private, with their almost 
innumerable apartments, their huge halls and their cellars for 
the storage of wines and other munitions of peace, appear to me 
extravagantly large for their inhabitants. They are so vast and 
magnificent that the latter seem to be only vermin which infest 
them. I am surprised when the herald blows his summons before some
Tremont or Astor or Middlesex House, to see come creeping out over 
the piazza for all inhabitants a ridiculous mouse, which soon 
again slinks into some hole in the pavement.

HERMIT

HORACE
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Hosmer, David (17??-1775)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was myself excited somewhat even as if they [the warring 
red and black ants] had been men. The more you think of it, the 
less the difference. And certainly there is not the fight 
recorded in Concord history, at least, if in the history of 
America, that will bear a moment’s comparison with this, whether 
for the numbers engaged in it, or for the patriotism and heroism 
displayed. For numbers and for carnage it was an Austerlitz or 
Dresden. Concord Fight! Two killed on the patriots’ side, 
and Luther Blanchard wounded! Why here every ant was a Buttrick, 
–“Fire! for God’s sake fire!”– and thousands shared the fate 
of Davis and Hosmer. There was not one hireling there. I have 
no doubt that it was a principle they fought for, as much as our 
ancestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax on their tea; 
and the results of this battle will be as important and memorable 
to those whom it concerns as those of the battle of Bunker Hill, 
at least.

LUTHER BLANCHARD

JOHN BUTTRICK

ISAAC DAVIS

DAVID HOSMER
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Hosmer, Edmund (1798-1881)
Hosmer, John (1824-????)
Hosmer, Edmund, Jr. (1827-????)
Hosmer, Andrew (1829-????)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Sometimes, notwithstanding the snow, when I returned from 
my walk at evening I crossed the deep tracks of a woodchopper 
leading from my door, and found his pile of whittlings on the 
hearth, and my house filled with the odor of his pipe. Or on a 
Sunday afternoon, if I chanced to be at home, I heard 
the cronching of the snow made by the step of a long-headed 
farmer, who from far through the woods sought my house, to have 
a social “crack;” one of the few of his vocation who are “men on 
their farms;” who donned a frock instead of a professor’s gown, 
and is as ready to extract the moral out of church or state as to 
haul a load of manure from his barn-yard. We talked of rude and 
simple times, when men sat about large fires in cold bracing 
weather, with clear heads; and when other dessert failed, we tried 
our teeth on many a nut which wise squirrels have long since 
abandoned, for those which have the thickest shells are commonly 
empty.

ANDREW HOSMER

JOHN HOSMER

EDMUND HOSMER

EDMUND HOSMER, JR.
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Hosmer, Edmund; John; Edmund, Jr.; Andrew

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: At length, in the beginning of May, with the help of some 
of my acquaintances, rather to improve so good an occasion for 
neighborliness than from any necessity, I set up the frame of my 
house. No man was ever more honored in the character of his 
raisers than I. They are destined, I trust, to assist at the 
raising of loftier structures one day. 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 stones 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, doing my cooking in the mean while out of 
doors on the ground, early in the morning; which mode I still 
think is in some respects more convenient and agreeable than the 
usual one. When it stormed before my bread was baked, I fixed a 
few boards over the fire, and sat under them to watch my loaf, 
and passed some pleasant hours in that way. In those days, when 
my hands were much employed, I read but little, but the least 
scraps of paper which lay on the ground, my holder, or tablecloth, 
afforded me as much entertainment, in fact answered the same 
purpose as the Iliad.

BRONSON ALCOTT

ELLERY CHANNING

WALDO EMERSON

EDMUND HOSMER

EDMUND HOSMER, JR.
JOHN HOSMER

ANDREW HOSMER

JAMES BURRILL CURTIS

GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Howard, John (1726-1790)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Howard was no doubt an exceedingly kind and worthy man in 
his way, and has his reward; but, comparatively speaking, what 
are a hundred Howards to us, if their philanthropy do not help us
in our best estate, when we are most worthy to be helped? I never 
heard of a philanthropic meeting in which it was sincerely 
proposed to do any good to me, or the like of me.

JOHN HOWARD

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Huc, Évariste Régis (1813-1860)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The next year I sometimes caught a mess of fish for my 
dinner, and once I went so far as to slaughter a woodchuck which 
ravaged my bean-field, –effect his transmigration, as a Tartar 
would say,– and devour him, partly for experiment’s sake; but 
though it afforded me a momentary enjoyment, notwithstanding a 
musky flavor, I saw that the longest use would not make that 
a good practice, however it might seem to have your woodchucks 
ready dressed by the village butcher.

ÉVARISTE RÉGIS HUC
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

“Tom Hyde the Tinker”

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Say what you have to say, not what you ought. Any truth 
is better than make-believe. Tom Hyde, the tinker, standing on 
the gallows, was asked if he had any thing to say. “Tell the 
tailors,” said he, “to remember to make a knot in their thread 
before they take the first stitch.” His companion’s prayer is 
forgotten.

TOM HYDE

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/WALDEN/PeopleOfWALDEN.pdf


THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Ice-cutters: Workmen came to Walden Pond in January to harvest the ice. 
Irish laborers with Yankee overseers, they were laboring for a man who had 
already accumulated $500,000 (equivalent today to perhaps $50,000,000). 
As the stack of ice blocks they left covered with straw and boards by the 
railroad track melted, the waters returned to the pond.
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Ingraham, Cato (17??-1804)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: East of my bean-field, across the road, lived 
Cato Ingraham, slave of Duncan Ingraham, Esquire, gentleman of 
Concord village; who built his slave a house, and gave him 
permission to live in Walden Woods;-Cato, not Uticensis, but 
Concordiensis. Some say that he was a Guinea Negro. There are a 
few who remember this little patch among the walnuts, which he let 
grow up till he should be old and need them; but a younger and 
whiter speculator got them at last. He too, however, occupies an 
equally narrow house at present. Cato’s half-obliterated cellar 
hole still remains, though known to few, being concealed from 
the traveller by a fringe of pines. It is now filled with the 
smooth sumach, (Rhus glabra,) and one of the earliest species of 
golden-rod (Solidago stricta) grows there luxuriantly.

CATO INGRAHAM

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/WALDEN/PeopleOfWALDEN.pdf


THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Isis, Veiled Goddess of Truth

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: With a little more deliberation in the choice of their 
pursuits, all men would perhaps become students and observers, 
for certainly their nature and destiny are interesting to all 
alike. In accumulating property for ourselves or our posterity, 
in founding a family or a state, or acquiring fame even, we are 
mortal; but in dealing with truth we are immortal, and need fear 
no change nor accident. The oldest Egyptian or Hindoo philosopher 
raised a corner of the veil from the statue of the divinity; and 
still the trembling robe remains raised, and I gaze upon as fresh 
a glory as he did, since it was I in him that was then so bold, 
and it is he in me that now reviews the vision. No dust has settled 
on that robe; no time has elapsed since that divinity was 
revealed. That time which we really improve, or which is 
improvable, is neither past, present, nor future.

ISIS

EGYPT
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Jesuits


WALDEN: The Jesuits were quite balked by those Indians who, being 
burned at the stake, suggested new modes of torture to their 
tormentors. Being superior to physical suffering, it sometimes 
chanced that they were superior to any consolation which the 
missionaries could offer; and the law to do as you would be done 
by fell with less persuasiveness on the ears of those, who, for 
their part, did not care how they were done by, who loved their 
enemies after a new fashion, and came very near freely forgiving 
them all they did.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

THE JESUITS
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Johnson, Captain Edward (Old Johnson) (1598-1672)


WALDEN: Old Johnson, in his “Wonder-Working Providence,” speaking 
of the first settlers of this town, with whom he was contemporary, 
tells us that “they burrow themselves in the earth for their first 
shelter under some hillside, and, casting the soil aloft upon 
timber, they make a smoky fire against the earth, at the highest 
side.” They did not “provide them houses,” says he, “till the 
earth, by the Lord’s blessing, brought forth bread to feed them,” 
and the first year’s crop was so light that “they were forced to 
cut their bread very thin for a long season.” The secretary of 
the Province of New Netherland, writing in Dutch, in 1650, for 
the information of those who wished to take up land there, states 
more particularly, that “those in New Netherland, and especially 
in New England, who have no means to build farm houses at first 
according to their wishes, dig a square pit in the ground, cellar 
fashion, six or seven feet deep, as long and as broad as they 
think proper, case the earth inside with wood all round the wall, 
and line the wood with the bark of trees or something else to 
prevent the caving in of the earth; floor this cellar with plank, 
and wainscot it overhead for a ceiling, raise a roof of spars 
clear up, and cover the spars with bark or green sods, so that 
they can live dry and warm in these houses with their entire 
families for two, three, and four years, it being understood that 
partitions are run through those cellars which are adapted to the 
size of the family. The wealthy and principal men in New England, 
in the beginning of the colonies, commenced their first dwelling 
houses in this fashion for two reasons; firstly, in order not to 
waste time in building, and not to want food the next season; 
secondly, in order not to discourage poor laboring people whom 
they brought over in numbers from Fatherland. In the course of 
three or four years, when the country became adapted to 
agriculture, they built themselves handsome houses, spending on 
them several thousands.”

EDWARD JOHNSON

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Jonson, Ben (1572-1637)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Sometimes, on Sundays, I heard the bells, the Lincoln, 
Acton, Bedford, or Concord bell, when the wind was favorable, 
a faint, sweet, and, as it were, natural melody, worth importing 
into the wilderness. At a sufficient distance over the woods this 
sound acquires a certain vibratory hum, as if the pine needles in 
the horizon were the strings of a harp which it swept. All sound 
heard at the greatest possible distance produces one and the same 
effect, vibration of the universal lyre, just as the intervening 
atmosphere makes a distant ridge of earth interesting to our eyes 
by the azure tint it imparts to it. There came to me in this case 
a melody which the air had strained, and which had conversed with 
every leaf and needle of the wood, that portion of the sound which 
the elements had taken up and modulated and echoed from vale to 
vale. The echo is, to some extent, an original sound, and therein 
is the magic and charm of it. It is not merely a repetition of 
what was worth repeating in the bell, but partly the voice of the 
wood; the same trivial words and notes sung by a wood-nymph.
At evening, the distant lowing of some cow in the horizon beyond 
the woods sounded sweet and melodious, and at first I would 
mistake it for the voices of certain minstrels by whom I was 
sometimes serenaded, who might be straying over hill and dale; 
but soon I was not unpleasantly disappointed when it was 
prolonged into the cheap and natural music of the cow. I do not 
mean to be satirical, but to express my appreciation of those 
youths’ singing, when I state that I perceived clearly that it 
was akin to the music of the cow, and they were at length one 
articulation of Nature.
Regularly at half past seven, in one part of the summer, after 
the evening train had gone by, the whippoorwills chanted their 
vespers for half an hour, sitting on a stump by my door, or upon 
the ridge pole of the house. They would begin to sing almost with 
as much precision as a clock, within five minutes of a particular 
time, referred to the setting of the sun, every evening. I had a 
rare opportunity to become acquainted with their habits. 
Sometimes I heard four or five at once in different parts of the 
wood, by accident one a bar behind another, and so near me that 
I distinguished not only the cluck after each note, but often that 
singular buzzing sound like a fly in a spider’s web, only 
proportionally louder. Sometimes one would circle round and round 
me in the woods a few feet distant as if tethered by a string, 
when probably it was near its eggs. They sang at intervals 
throughout the night, and were again as musical as ever just 
before and about dawn.

BEN JONSON

EURIPIDES

AEOLIAN HARP

WHIPPOORWILL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Jones, William (1772-1813)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Since the woodcutters, and the railroad, and I myself have profaned 
Walden, perhaps the most attractive, if not the most beautiful, of all our 
lakes, the gem of the woods, is White Pond; –a poor name from its 
commonness, whether derived from the remarkable purity of its waters or 
the color of its sands. In these as in other respects, however, it is a 
lesser twin of Walden. They are so much alike that you would say they must 
be connected under ground. It has the same stony shore, and its waters are 
of the same hue. As at Walden, in sultry dog-day weather, looking down 
through the woods on some of its bays which are not so deep but that the 
reflection from the bottom tinges them, its waters are of a misty bluish-
green or glaucous color. Many years since I used to go there to collect 
the sand by cart-loads, to make sand-paper with, and I have continued to 
visit it ever since. One who frequents it proposes to call it Virid Lake. 
Perhaps it might be called Yellow-Pine Lake, from the following 
circumstance. About fifteen years ago you could see the top of a pitch-
pine, of the kind called yellow-pine hereabouts, though it is not a 
distinct species, projecting above the surface in deep water, many rods 
from the shore. It was even supposed by some that the pond had sunk, and 
this was one of the primitive forest that had formerly stood there. I find 
that even so long ago as 1792, in a “Topographical Description of the Town 
of Concord,” by one of its citizens, in the Collections of the 
Massachusetts Historical Society, the author, after speaking of Walden and 
White Ponds, adds: “In the middle of the latter may be seen, when the water 
is very low, a tree which appears as if it grew in the place where it now 
stands, although the roots are fifty feet below the surface of the water; 
the top of this tree is broken off, and at that place measures fourteen 
inches in diameter.” In the spring of ’49 I talked with the man who lives 
nearest the pond in Sudbury, who told me that it was he who got out this 
tree ten or fifteen years before. As near as he could remember, it stood 
twelve or fifteen rods from the shore, where the water was thirty or forty 
feet deep. It was in the winter, and he had been getting out ice in the 
forenoon, and had resolved that in the afternoon, with the aid of his 
neighbors, he would take out the old yellow-pine. He sawed a channel in 
the ice toward the shore, and hauled it over and along and out on to the 
ice with oxen; but, before he had gone far in his work, he was surprised 
to find that it was wrong end upward, with the stumps of the branches 
pointing down, and the small end firmly fastened in the sandy bottom. It 
was about a foot in diameter at the big end, and he had expected to get a 
good saw-log, but it was so rotten as to be fit only for fuel, if for that. 
He had some of it in his shed then. There were marks of an axe and of 
woodpeckers on the but. He thought that it might have been a dead tree on 
the shore, but was finally blown over into the pond, and after the top had 
become waterlogged, while the but-end was still dry and light, had drifted 
out and sunk wrong end up. His father, eighty years old, could not remember 
when it was not there.

WHITE POND

WILLIAM JONES
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Kabir the Great (1440-1518)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Why level downward to our dullest perception always, and 
praise that as common sense? The commonest sense is the sense of 
men asleep, which they express by snoring. Sometimes we are 
inclined to class those who are once-and-a-half witted with the 
half-witted, because we appreciate only a third part of their 
wit. Some would find fault with the morning-red, if they ever 
got up early enough. “They pretend,” as I hear, “that the verses 
of Kabir have four different senses; illusion, spirit, 
intellect, and the exoteric doctrine of the Vedas;” but in this 
part of the world it is considered a ground for complaint 
if a man’s writings admit of more than one interpretation. 
While England endeavors to cure the potato-rot, will not any 
endeavor to cure the brain-rot, which prevails so much more 
widely and fatally?

KABÎR
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Kalidasa (somewhere between 170CE at the earliest and 643CE at the latest)


WALDEN: The sulphur-like pollen of the pitch-pine soon covered 
the pond and the stones and rotten wood along the shore, so that 
you could have collected a barrel-ful. This is the “sulphur 
showers” we hear of. Even in Calidas’ drama of Sacontala, we read 
of “rills dyed yellow with the golden dust of the lotus.” And so 
the seasons went rolling on into summer, as one rambles into 
higher and higher grass.

KALIDASA

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Kelsey, Reuben (1803-1830)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I learned from my two years’ experience that it would cost 
incredibly little trouble to obtain one’s necessary food, even in 
this latitude; that a man may use as simple a diet as the animals, 
and yet retain health and strength. I have made a satisfactory 
dinner, satisfactory on several accounts, simply off a dish of 
purslane (Portulaca oleracea) which I gathered in my cornfield, 
boiled, and salted. I give the Latin on account of the savoriness 
of the trivial name. And pray what more can a reasonable man 
desire, in peaceful times, in ordinary noons, than a sufficient 
number of ears of green sweet-corn boiled, with the addition of 
salt? Even the little variety which I used was a yielding to the 
demands of appetite, and not of health. Yet men have come to such 
a pass that they frequently starve, not for want of necessaries, 
but for want of luxuries; and I know a good woman who thinks that 
her son lost his life because he took to drinking water only.

REUBEN KELSEY?
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Kidd, Captain William (1654-1701)


WALDEN: It was very pleasant, when I staid late in town, to launch 
myself into the night, especially if it was dark and tempestuous, 
and set sail from some bright village parlor or lecture room, with 
a bag of rye or Indian meal upon my shoulder, for my snug harbor 
in the woods, having made all tight without and withdrawn under 
hatches with a merry crew of thoughts, leaving only my outer man 
at the helm, or even tying up the helm when it was plain sailing. 
I had many a genial thought by the cabin fire “as I sailed.” I 
was never cast away nor distressed in any weather, though I 
encountered some severe storms.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

CAPTAIN WILLIAM KIDD
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Kirby, William (1759-1850)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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, I find it in Kirby and Spence, 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 larvæ. The voracious caterpillar when transformed into a 
butterfly,” ... “and the gluttonous maggot when become a fly,” 
content themselves 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 tid-bit which tempts his 
insectivorous fate. The gross 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.

KIRBY AND SPENCE

WILLIAM KIRBY

WILLIAM SPENCE

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Kirby and Spence tell us that the battles of ants have 
long been celebrated and the date of them recorded, though they 
say that Huber is the only modern author who appears to have 
witnessed them. “Æneas Sylvius,” say they, “after giving a very 
circumstantial account of one contested with great obstinacy by 
a great and small species on the trunk of a pear tree,” adds 
that “‘This action was fought in the pontificate of Eugenius the 
Fourth, in the presence of Nicholas Pistoriensis, an eminent 
lawyer, who related the whole history of the battle with the 
greatest fidelity.’ A similar engagement between great and small 
ants is recorded by Olaus Magnus, in which the small ones, being 
victorious, are said to have buried the bodies of their own 
soldiers, but left those of their giant enemies a prey to the 
birds. This event happened previous to the expulsion of the tyrant 
Christiern the Second from Sweden.” The battle which I witnessed 
took place in the Presidency of Polk, five years before the 
passage of Webster’s Fugitive-Slave Bill.

KIRBY AND SPENCE

WEBSTER

POLK

WILLIAM KIRBY

WILLIAM SPENCE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Kraitsir, Charles V. (1804-1860)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Few phenomena gave me more delight than to observe the forms 
which thawing sand and clay assume in flowing down the sides of a deep 
cut on the railroad through which I passed on my way to the village, 
a phenomenon not very common on so large a scale, though the number of 
freshly exposed banks of the right material must have been greatly 
multiplied since railroads were invented. The material was sand of every 
degree of fineness and of various rich colors, commonly mixed with a 
little clay. When the frost comes out in the spring, and even in 
a thawing day in the winter the sand begins to flow down the slopes like 
lava, sometimes bursting out through the snow and overflowing it where 
no sand was to be seen before. Innumerable little streams overlap and 
interlace one with another, exhibiting a sort of hybrid product, which 
obeys half way the law of currents, and half way that of vegetation. 
As it flows it takes the forms of sappy leaves or vines, making heaps 
of pulpy sprays a foot or more in depth, and resembling, as you look 
down on them, the laciniated lobed and imbricated thalluses of some 
lichens; or you are reminded of coral, of leopards’ paws or birds’ feet, 
of brains or lungs or bowels, and excrements of all kinds. It is a truly 
grotesque vegetation, whose forms and color we see imitated in bronze, 
a sort of architectural foliage more ancient and typical than acanthus, 
chiccory, ivy, vine, or any vegetable leaves; destined perhaps, under 
some circumstances, to become a puzzle to future geologists. The whole 
cut impressed me as if it were a cave with its stalactites laid open to 
the light. The various shades of the sand are singularly rich and 
agreeable, embracing the different iron colors, brown, gray, yellowish, 
and reddish. When the flowing mass reaches the drain at the foot of the 
bank its spreads out flatter into strands, the separate streams losing 
their semi-cylindrical form and gradually becoming more flat and broad, 
running together as they are more moist, till they form an almost flat 
sand, still variously and beautifully shaded, but in which you can trace 
the original forms of vegetation; till at length, in the water itself, 
they are converted into banks, like those formed off the mouths 
of rivers, and the forms of vegetation are lost in the ripple marks 
on the bottom.
The whole bank, which is from twenty to forty feet high, is sometimes 
overlaid with a mass of this kind of foliage, or sandy rupture, for a 
quarter of mile on one or both sides, the produce of one spring day. 
What makes this sand foliage remarkable is its springing into existence 
thus suddenly. When I see on the one side the inert bank, –for the sun 
acts on one side first,– and on the other this luxuriant foliage, 
the creation of an hour, I am affected as if in a peculiar sense I stood 
in the laboratory of the Artist who made the world and me, –had come to 
where he was still at work, sorting on this bank, and with excess of 
energy strewing his fresh designs about. I feel as if I were nearer to 
the vitals of the globe, for this sandy overflow is something such a 
foliaceous mass as the vitals of the animal body. You find thus in the
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Lafayette, Marie-Joseph-Paul-Yves-Roch-Gilbert du Motier, marquis de (1757-
1834)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Every man is the lord of a realm beside which the earthly 
empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hummock left by the 
ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have no self-respect, and 
sacrifice the greater to the less. They love the soil which makes 
their graves, but have no sympathy with the spirit which may still 
animate their clay. Patriotism is a maggot in their heads.

LAFAYETTE

SAM PATCH
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Laing, Samuel (1780-1868)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: As for a 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. Samuel 
Laing says that “The Laplander in his skin dress, and in a skin 
bag which he puts over his head and shoulders, will sleep night 
after night on the snow ——–in a degree of cold which would 
extinguish the life of one exposed to it in any woollen clothing.” 
He had seen them asleep thus. Yet he adds, “They are not hardier 
than other people.” But, probably, man did not live long enough 
on the earth without discovering the convenience which there is 
in a house, the domestic comforts, which phrase may have 
originally signified the satisfactions of the house more than of 
the family; though these must be extremely partial and occasional 
in those climates where the house is associated in our thoughts 
with winter or the rainy season chiefly, and two thirds of the 
year, except for a parasol, is unnecessary. In our climate, in 
the summer, it was formerly almost solely a covering at night. In 
the Indian gazettes a wigwam was the symbol of a day’s march, and 
a row of them cut or painted on the bark of a tree signified that 
so many times they had camped. Man was not made so large limbed 
and robust but that he must seek to narrow his world, and wall in 
a space such as fitted him. He was at first bare and out of doors; 
but though this was pleasant enough in serene and warm weather, 
by daylight, the rainy season and the winter, to say nothing of 
the torrid sun, would perhaps have nipped his race in the bud if 
he had not made haste to clothe himself with the shelter of a 
house. Adam and Eve, according to the fable, wore the bower before 
other clothes. Man wanted a home, a place of warmth, or comfort, 
first of physical warmth, then the warmth of the affections.

SAMUEL LAING
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

La Pérouse, Jean-François de Galoup, Comte de (1741-1788)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I have always endeavored to acquire strict business 
habits; they are indispensable to every man. If your trade is with 
the Celestial Empire, then some small counting house on the coast, 
in some Salem harbor, will be fixture enough. You will export such 
articles as the country affords, purely native products, much ice 
and pine timber and a little granite, always in native bottoms. 
These will be good ventures. To oversee all the details yourself 
in person; to be at once pilot and captain, and owner 
and underwriter; to buy and sell and keep the accounts; to read 
every letter received, and write or read every letter sent; 
to superintend the discharge of imports night and day; to be upon 
many parts of the coast almost at the same time; –often the 
richest freight will be discharged upon a Jersey shore;– to be 
your own telegraph, unweariedly sweeping the horizon, speaking 
all passing vessels bound coastwise; to keep up a steady despatch 
of commodities, for the supply of such a distant and exorbitant 
market; to keep yourself informed of the state of the markets, 
prospects of war and peace every where, and anticipate the 
tendencies of trade and civilization, –taking advantage of the 
results of all exploring expeditions, using new passages and all 
improvements in navigation;– charts to be studied, the position 
of reefs and new lights and buoys to be ascertained, and ever, 
and ever, the logarithmic tables to be corrected, for by the error 
of some calculator the vessel often splits upon a rock that should 
have reached a friendly pier, –there is the untold fate of La 
Perouse;– universal science to be kept pace with, studying the 
lives of all great discoverers and navigators, great adventurers 
and merchants, from Hanno and the Phoenicians down to our day; 
in fine, account of stock to be taken from time to time, to know 
how you stand. It is a labor to task the faculties of a man, –
such problems of profit and loss, of interest, of tare and tret, 
and gauging of all kinds in it, as demand a universal knowledge.

JEAN-FRANÇOIS DE GALOUP
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Lewis, Merriwether (1774-1809)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is 
not our own interior white on the chart? black though it may 
prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it the source of 
the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West 
Passage around this continent, that we would find? Are these 
the problems which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the 
only man who is lost, that his wife should be so earnest to 
find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be 
rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, 
of your own streams and oceans; explore your own higher 
latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats to support 
you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high 
for a sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat 
merely? Nay, be a Columbus to whole new continents and 
worlds within you, opening new channels, not of trade, but 
of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which 
the earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a 
hummock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have 
no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They 
love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy 
with the spirit which may still animate their clay. 
Patriotism is a maggot in their heads. What was the meaning 
of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its parade 
and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that 
there are continents and seas in the moral world, to which 
every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, 
but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles through 
cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with 
five hundred men and boys to assist one, than it is to 
explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of 
one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

DR. ELISHA KENT KANE

LEWIS AND CLARK

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS

MUNGO PARK
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Liebig, Freiherr Justus von (1803-1873)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: According to Liebig, man’s body is a stove, and food the 
fuel which keeps up the internal combustion the lungs. In cold 
weather we eat more, in warm less. The animal heat is the result 
of a slow combustion, and disease and death take place when this 
is too rapid; or for want of fuel, or from some defect in the 
draught, the fire goes out. Of course the vital heat is not to be 
confounded with fire; but so much for analogy. It appears, 
therefore, from the above list, that the expression, animal life, 
is nearly synonymous with the expression, animal heat; for while 
Food may be regarded as the Fuel which keeps up the fire within 
us, –and Fuel serves only to prepare that Food or to increase the 
warmth of our bodies by addition from without, –Shelter and 
Clothing also serve only to retain the heat thus generated and 
absorbed.

JUSTUS VON LIEBIG
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Lovelace, Richard (1618-1657)


WALDEN: Consider first how slight a shelter is absolutely 
necessary. I have seen Penobscot Indians, in this town, living in 
tents of thin cotton cloth, while the snow was nearly a foot deep 
around them, and I thought that they would be glad to have it 
deeper to keep out the wind. Formerly, when how to get my living 
honestly, with freedom left for my proper pursuits, was a question 
which vexed me even more than it does now, for unfortunately I am 
become somewhat callous, I used to see a large box by the 
railroad, six feet long by three wide, in which the laborers 
locked up their tools at night, and it suggested to me that every 
man who was hard pushed might get such a one for a dollar, and, 
having bored a few auger holes in it, to admit the air at least, 
get into it when it rained and at night, and hook down the lid, 
and so have freedom in his love, and in his soul be free. This 
did not appear the worst, nor by any means a despicable 
alternative. You could sit up as late as you pleased, and, 
whenever you got up, go abroad without any landlord or house-lord 
dogging you for rent. Many a man is harassed to death to pay the 
rent of a larger and more luxurious box who would not have frozen 
to death in such a box as this. I am far from jesting. Economy is 
a subject which admits of being treated with levity, but it cannot 
so be disposed of.

RICHARD LOVELACE

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Lygdamus (1st Century BCE)5

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was never molested by any person but those who 
represented the state. I had no lock nor bolt but for the desk 
which held my papers, not even a nail to put over my latch or 
windows. I never fastened my door night or day, though I was to 
be absent several days; not even when the next fall I spent a 
fortnight in the woods of Maine. And yet my house was more 
respected than if it had been surrounded by a file of soldiers. 
The tired rambler could rest and warm himself by my fire, the 
literary amuse himself with the few books on my table, or the 
curious, by opening my closet door, see what was left of my 
dinner, and what prospect I had of a supper. Yet, though many 
people of every class came this way to the pond, I suffered no 
serious inconvenience from these sources, and I never missed any 
thing but one small book, a volume of Homer, which perhaps was 
improperly gilded and this I trust a soldier of our camp has found 
by this time. I am convinced, that if all men were to live as 
simply as I then did, thieving and robbery would be unknown. These 
take place only in communities where some have got more than is 
sufficient while others have not enough. The Pope’s Homers would 
soon get properly distributed.–

                 “Nec bella fuerunt,
Faginus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes.”
                “Nor wars did men molest,
When only beechen bowls were in request.”

“You who govern public affairs, what need have you to employ 
punishments? Love virtue, and the people will be virtuous. 
The virtues of a superior man are like the wind; the virtues of 
a common man are like the grass; the grass, when the wind passes 
over it, bends.” 

ALEXANDER POPE

ALBIUS TIBULLUS

ALEK THERIEN

LYGDAMUS

CONFUCIUS

MENCIUS

HOMER

5. The lines in question, about a beechen cup or  ,  in WALDEN, appear in a posthumous collection that represents itself as 
by Albius Tibullus but apparently they had been authored by another, unattested 1st Century BCE Roman poet named Lygdamus.
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Martineau, Harriet (1802-1876)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: As with our colleges, as with a hundred “modern 
improvements”; there is an illusion about them; there is not 
always a positive advance. The devil goes on exacting compound 
interest to the last for his early share and numerous succeeding 
investments in them. Our inventions are wont to be pretty toys, 
which distract our attention from serious things. They are but 
improved means to an unimproved end, an end which it was already 
but too easy to arrive at; as railroads lead to Boston or New 
York. We are in great haste to construct a magnetic telegraph from 
Maine to Texas; but Maine and Texas, it may be, have nothing 
important to communicate. Either is in such a predicament as the 
man who was earnest to be introduced to a distinguished deaf 
woman, but when he was presented, and one end of her ear trumpet 
was put into his hand, had nothing to say. As if the main object 
were to talk fast and not to talk sensibly. We are eager to tunnel 
under the Atlantic and bring the old world some weeks nearer to 
the new; but perchance the first news that will leak through into 
the broad, flapping American ear will be that the Princess 
Adelaide has the whooping cough.

ADELAIDE

HARRIET MARTINEAU
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Mencius or Meng-tse (372?-287? BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was never molested by any person but those who 
represented the state. I had no lock nor bolt but for the desk 
which held my papers, not even a nail to put over my latch or 
windows. I never fastened my door night or day, though I was to 
be absent several days; not even when the next fall I spent a 
fortnight in the woods of Maine. And yet my house was more 
respected than if it had been surrounded by a file of soldiers. 
The tired rambler could rest and warm himself by my fire, the 
literary amuse himself with the few books on my table, or the 
curious, by opening my closet door, see what was left of my 
dinner, and what prospect I had of a supper. Yet, though many 
people of every class came this way to the pond, I suffered no 
serious inconvenience from these sources, and I never missed any 
thing but one small book, a volume of Homer, which perhaps was 
improperly gilded and this I trust a soldier of our camp has found 
by this time. I am convinced, that if all men were to live as 
simply as I then did, thieving and robbery would be unknown. These 
take place only in communities where some have got more than is 
sufficient while others have not enough. The Pope’s Homers would 
soon get properly distributed.–

                 “Nec bella fuerunt,
Faginus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes.”
                “Nor wars did men molest,
When only beechen bowls were in request.”

“You who govern public affairs, what need have you to employ 
punishments? Love virtue, and the people will be virtuous. 
The virtues of a superior man are like the wind; the virtues of 
a common man are like the grass; the grass, when the wind passes 
over it, bends.” 

ALEXANDER POPE

ALBIUS TIBULLUS

ALEK THERIEN

LYGDAMUS

CONFUCIUS

MENCIUS

HOMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Michaux, François André (1770-1855)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is remarkable what a value is still put upon wood even 
in this age and in this new country, a value more permanent and 
universal than that of gold. After all our discoveries and 
inventions no man will go by a pile of wood. It is as precious to 
us as it was to our Saxon and Norman ancestors. If they made their 
bows of it, we make our gun-stocks of it. Michaux, more than 
thirty years ago, says that the price of wood for fuel in New York 
and Philadelphia “nearly equals, and sometimes exceeds, that of 
the best wood in Paris, though this immense capital annually 
requires more than three hundred thousand cords, and is 
surrounded to the distance of three hundred miles by cultivated 
plains.” In this town the price of wood rises almost steadily, 
and the only question is, how much higher it is to be this year 
than it was the last. Mechanics and tradesmen who come in person 
to the forest on no other errand, are sure to attend the wood 
auction, and even pay a high price for the privilege of gleaning 
after the wood-chopper. It is now many years that men have 
resorted to the forest for fuel and the materials of the arts; 
the New Englander and the New Hollander, the Parisian and the 
Celt, the farmer and Robinhood, Goody Blake and Harry Gill, in 
most parts of the world the prince and the peasant, the scholar 
and the savage, equally require still a few sticks from the forest 
to warm them and cook their food. Neither could I do without them.

FRANÇOIS ANDRÉ MICHAUX
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Michelangelo (1475-1564)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: All our Concord waters have two colors at least, one when 
viewed at a distance, and another, more proper, close at hand. 
The first depends more on the light, and follows the sky. 
In clear weather, in summer, they appear blue at a little distance, 
especially if agitated, and at a great distance all appear alike. 
In stormy weather they are sometimes of a dark slate color. The sea, 
however, is said to be blue one day and green another without any 
perceptible change in the atmosphere. I have seen our river, when, the 
landscape being covered with snow, both water and ice were almost as 
green as grass. Some consider blue “to be the color of pure water, 
whether liquid or solid.” But, looking directly down into our waters 
from a boat, they are seen to be of very different colors. Walden is 
blue at one time and green at another, even from the same point of 
view. Lying between the earth and the heavens, it partakes of the color 
of both. Viewed from a hill-top it reflects the color of the sky, but 
near at hand it is of a yellowish tint next the shore where you can 
see the sand, then a light green, which gradually deepens to a uniform 
dark green in the body of the pond. In some lights, viewed even from 
a hill-top, it is of a vivid green next the shore. Some have referred 
this to the reflection of the verdure; but it is equally green there 
against the railroad sand-bank, and in the spring, before the leaves 
are expanded, and it may be simply the result of the prevailing blue 
mixed with the yellow of the sand. Such is the color of its iris. This 
is that portion, also, where in the spring, the ice being warmed by 
the heat of the sun reflected from the bottom, and also transmitted 
through the earth, melts first and forms a narrow canal about the still 
frozen middle. Like the rest of our waters, when much agitated, in 
clear weather, so that the surface of the waves may reflect the sky at 
the right angle, or because there is more light mixed with it, it 
appears at a little distance of a darker blue than the sky itself; and 
at such a time, being on its surface, and looking with divided vision, 
so as to see the reflection, I have discerned a matchless and 
indescribable light blue, such as watered or changeable silks and 
sword blades suggest, more cerulean than the sky itself, alternating 
with the original dark green on the opposite sides of the waves, which 
last appeared but muddy in comparison. It is a vitreous greenish blue, 
as I remember it, like those patches of the winter sky seen through 
cloud vistas in the west before sundown. Yet a single glass of its 
water held up to the light is as colorless as an equal quantity of air. 
It is well known that a large plate of glass will have a green tint, 
owing, as the makers say, to its “body,” but a small piece of the same 
will be colorless. How large a body of Walden water would be required 
to reflect a green tint I have never proved. The water of our river is 
black or a very dark brown to one looking directly down on it, and, 
like that of most ponds, imparts to the body of one bathing in it a 
yellowish tinge; but this water is of such crystalline purity that the 
body of the bather appears of an alabaster whiteness, still more 
unnatural, which, as the limbs are magnified and distorted withal, 
produces a monstrous effect, making fit studies for a Michael Angelo.

MICHELANGELO

JAMES D. FORBES
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Mill, Reverend James (1773-1836)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I have travelled a good deal in Concord; and every where, 
in shops, and offices, and fields, the inhabitants have appeared 
to me to be doing penance in a thousand remarkable ways. What I 
have heard of Brahmins sitting exposed to four fires and looking 
in the face of the sun; or hanging suspended, with their heads 
downward, over flames; or looking at the heavens over their 
shoulders “until it becomes impossible for them to resume their 
natural position, while from the twist of the neck nothing but 
liquids can pass into the stomach;” or dwelling, chained for life, 
at the foot of a tree; or measuring with their bodies, 
like caterpillars, the breadth of vast empires; or standing on 
one leg on the tops of pillars, –even these forms of conscious 
penance are hardly more incredible and astonishing than the 
scenes which I daily witness. The twelve labors of Hercules were 
trifling in comparison with those which my neighbors have 
undertaken; for they were only twelve, and had an end; but I could 
never see that these men slew or captured any monster or finished 
any labor. They have no friend Iolas to burn with a hot iron the 
root of the hydra’s head, but as soon as one head is crushed, two 
spring up.

HERCULES

JAMES MILL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Milton, John (1609-1674)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Minot, Mary (1748-1830)


WALDEN: When I ask for a garment of a particular form, 
my tailoress tells me gravely, “They do not make them so now,” 
not emphasizing the “They” at all, as if she quoted an authority 
as impersonal as the Fates, and I find it difficult to get made 
what I want, simply because she cannot believe that I mean what 
I say, that I am so rash. When I hear this oracular sentence, 
I am for a moment absorbed in thought, emphasizing to myself each 
word separately that I may come at the meaning of it, that I may 
find out by what degree of consanguinity They are related to me, 
and what authority they may have in an affair which affects me 
so nearly; and, finally, I am inclined to answer her with equal 
mystery, and without any more emphasis on the “they,” –“It is 
true, they did not make them so recently, but they do now.” 
Of what use this measuring of me if she does not measure my 
character, but only the breadth of my shoulders, as it were a peg 
to hang the coat on? We worship not the Graces, nor the Parcæ, 
but Fashion. She spins and weaves and cuts with full authority. 
The head monkey at Paris puts on a traveller’s cap, and all the 
monkeys in America do the same. I sometimes despair of getting 
any thing quite simple and honest done in this world by the help 
of men. They would have to be passed through a powerful press 
first, to squeeze their old notions out of them, so that they 
would not soon get upon their legs again, and then there would be 
some one in the company with a maggot in his head, hatched from 
an egg deposited there nobody knows when, for not even fire kills 
these things, and you would have lost your labor. Nevertheless, 
we will not forget that some Egyptian wheat is said to have been 
handed down to us by a mummy.

EGYPT

MARY MINOT

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Mirabeau, Honoré-Gabriel Riqueti, comte de (1749-1791)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is said that Mirabeau took to highway robbery 
“to ascertain what degree of resolution was necessary in order to 
place one’s self in formal opposition to the most sacred laws of 
society.” He declared that “a soldier who fights in the ranks does 
not require half so much courage as a foot-pad,” –“that honor and 
religion have never stood in the way of a well-considered 
and firm resolve.” This was manly, as the world goes; and yet it 
was idle, if not desperate. A saner man would have found himself 
often enough “in formal opposition” to what are deemed “the most 
sacred laws of society,” through obedience to yet more sacred 
laws, and so have tested his resolution without going out of his 
way. It is not for a man to put himself in such an attitude to 
society, but to maintain himself in whatever attitude he find 
himself through obedience to the laws of his being, which will 
never be one of opposition to a just government, if he should 
chance to meet with such.

MIRABEAU
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Mir Camar Uddin Mast (1781-1782)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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, whose sentences were first written on 
bark, and are now merely copied from time to time on to linen 
paper. Says the poet Mîr Camar Uddîn Mast, “Being seated to run 
through the region of the spiritual world; I have had this 
advantage in books. To be intoxicated by a single glass of wine; 
I have experienced this pleasure when I have drunk the liquor of 
the esoteric doctrines.” 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 of travel in 
the intervals of my work, till that employment made me ashamed 
of myself, and I asked where it was then that I lived.

MÎR CAMAR UDDÎN MAST

JOHN CHARLES FRÉMONT

HOMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Newton, Isaac (1642-1727)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Nutting, Sam “Old Fox” (????-????)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The hunter who told me this could remember one Sam Nutting, who 
used to hunt bears on Fair Haven Ledges, and exchange their skins for rum 
in Concord village; who told him, even, that he had seen a moose there. 
Nutting had a famous fox-hound named Burgoyne, –he pronounced it Bugine,– 
which my informant used to borrow. In the “Wast Book” of an old trader of 
this town, who was also a captain, town-clerk, and representative, I find 
the following entry. Jan. 18th, 1742-3, “John Melven Cr. by 1 Grey Fox 0-
2-3;” they are not now found here; and in his ledger, Feb. 7th, 1743, 
Hezekiah Stratton has credit “by 1/2 a Catt skin 0-1-41/2;” of course, a 
wild-cat, for Stratton was a sergeant in the old French war, and would 
not have got credit for hunting less noble game. Credit is given for deer 
skins also, and they were daily sold. One man still preserves the horns 
of the last deer that was killed in this vicinity, and another has told 
me the particulars of the hunt in which his uncle was engaged. The hunters 
were formerly a numerous and merry crew here. I remember well one gaunt 
Nimrod who would catch up a leaf by the road-side and play a strain on it 
wilder and more melodious, if my memory serves me, than any hunting horn.

SAM “OLD FOX” NUTTING
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Nutting, Stephen (1768-????)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Once more, on the left, where are seen the well and lilac 
bushes by the wall, in the now open field, lived Nutting and Le 
Grosse.

STEPHEN NUTTING
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Old Dame: An inhabitant of Thoreau’s neighborhood but invisible to most 
visitors. It was her herb garden that Thoreau strolled in while listening to her 
fables. Hardy, she would outlast all her children. 
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Older Man: An excellent fisherman skilled at woodcraft sometimes sat on 
Thoreau’s doorstep while he re-wound his fishing lines. The two fished 
together but, as the old man had lost his hearing, did not converse. 
He hummed psalms, and Thoreau found this to harmonize well with his 
philosophizing. 
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Orpheus


WALDEN: Besides, there was a still more terrible standing 
invitation to call at every one of these houses, and company 
expected about these times. For the most part I escaped 
wonderfully from these dangers, either by proceeding at once 
boldly and without deliberation to the goal, as is recommended to 
those who run the gantlet, or by keeping my thoughts on high 
things, like Orpheus, who, “loudly singing the praises of the gods 
to his lyre, drowned the voices of the Sirens, and kept out of 
danger.” Sometimes I bolted suddenly, and nobody could tell my 
whereabouts, for I did not stand much about gracefulness, and 
never hesitated at a gap in a fence. I was even accustomed to make 
an irruption into some houses, where I was well entertained, and 
after learning the kernels and very last sieve-ful of news, what 
had subsided, the prospects of war and peace, and whether the 
world was likely to hold together much longer, I was let out 
through the rear avenues, and so escaped to the woods again.

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

ORPHEUS

SIR FRANCIS BACON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Ossian

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN:

“Mourning untimely consumes the sad;
Few are their days in the land of the living,
Beautiful daughter of Toscar.”

OSSIAN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Percy, Bishop Thomas (1729-1811)


WALDEN: Now the trunks of trees on the bottom, and the old log 
canoe, and the dark surrounding woods, are gone, and the 
villagers, who scarcely know where it lies, instead of going to 
the pond to bathe or drink, are thinking to bring its water, which 
should be as sacred as the Ganges at least, to the village in a 
pipe, to wash their dishes with! –to earn their Walden by the 
turning of a cock or drawing of a plug! That devilish Iron Horse, 
whose ear-rending neigh is heard throughout the town, has muddied 
the Boiling Spring with his foot, and he it is that has browsed 
off all the woods on Walden shore; that Trojan horse, with a 
thousand men in his belly, introduced by mercenary Greeks! Where 
is the country’s champion, the Moore of Moore Hall, to meet him 
at the Deep Cut and thrust an avenging lance between the ribs of 
the bloated pest?

BISHOP THOMAS PERCY

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Publius Ovidius Naso (43 BCE-17 CE)

On pages 5-6 there is an extract from the METAMORPHOSES (Volume I, pages 
414-415):

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is said that Deucalion and Pyrrha created men 
by throwing stones over their heads behind them:–  

Inde genus durum sumus, experiensque laborum,
Et documenta damus quâ simus origine nati.

Or, as Raleigh rhymes it in his sonorous way,–

“From thence our kind hard-hearted is, enduring pain 
and care,

  Approving that our bodies of a stony nature are.”

So much for a blind obedience to a blundering oracle, throwing 
the stones over their heads behind them, and not seeing where they 
fell.

WALTER RALEIGH

OVID

DEUCALION

PYRRHA
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

On page 74 there is a story from the METAMORPHOSES (Volume II, pages 1-400):

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I am far from supposing that my case is a peculiar one; 
no doubt many of my readers would make a similar defence. At doing 
something, –I will not engage that my neighbors shall pronounce 
it good,– I do not hesitate to say that I should be a capital 
fellow to hire; but what that is, it is for my employer to find 
out. What good I do, in the common sense of that word, must be 
aside from my main path, and for the most part wholly unintended. 
Men say, practically, Begin where you are and such as you are, 
without aiming mainly to become of more worth, and with kindness 
aforethought go about doing good. If I were to preach at all in 
this strain, I should say rather, Set about being good. As if the 
sun should stop when he had kindled his fires up to the splendor 
of a moon or a star of the sixth magnitude, and go about like a 
Robin Goodfellow, peeping in at every cottage window, inspiring 
lunatics, and tainting meats, and making darkness visible, 
instead of steadily increasing his genial heat and beneficence 
till he is of such brightness that no mortal can look him in the 
face, and then, and in the mean while too, going about the world 
in his own orbit, doing it good, or rather, as a truer philosophy 
has discovered, the world going about him getting good. When 
Phaeton, wishing to prove his heavenly birth by his beneficence, 
had the sun’s chariot but one day, and drove out of the beaten 
track, he burned several blocks of houses in the lower streets 
of heaven, and scorched the surface of the earth, and dried up 
every spring, and made the great desert of Sahara, till at length 
Jupiter hurled him headlong to the earth with a thunderbolt, and 
the sun, through grief at his death, did not shine for a year.

OVID
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

On page 272 there is a mention of “storming the citadel,” referring to the 
sacred geese of Juno’s temple in Rome that sounded the alarm when the 
Gauls attacked in 390 BCE. Thoreau may have taken this from Ovid 
(or from Livy or Virgil or Lucretius or Martial):

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: For sounds in winter nights, and often in winter days, 
I heard the forlorn but melodious note of a hooting owl 
indefinitely far; such a sound as the frozen earth would yield if 
struck with a suitable plectrum, the very lingua vernacula of 
Walden Wood, and quite familiar to me at last, though I never saw 
the bird while it was making it. I seldom opened my door in a 
winter evening without hearing it; Hoo hoo hoo, hoorer hoo,
sounded sonorously, and the first three syllables accented 
somewhat like how der do; or sometimes hoo hoo only. One night in 
the beginning of winter, before the pond froze over, about nine 
o’clock, I was startled by the loud honking of a goose, and, 
stepping to the door, heard the sound of their wings like a 
tempest in the woods as they flew low over my house. They passed 
over the pond toward Fair Haven, seemingly deterred from settling 
by my light, their commodore honking all the while with a regular 
beat. Suddenly an unmistakable cat-owl from very near me, with 
the most harsh and tremendous voice I ever heard from any 
inhabitant of the woods responded at regular intervals to the 
goose, as if determined to expose and disgrace this intruder from 
Hudson’s Bay by exhibiting a greater compass and volume of voice 
in a native, and boo-hoo him out of Concord horizon. What do you 
mean by alarming the citadel at this time of night consecrated to 
me? Do you think I am ever caught napping at such an hour, and 
that I have not got lungs and a larynx as well as yourself? Boo-
hoo, boo-hoo, boo-hoo! It was one of the most thrilling discords 
I ever heard. And yet, if you had a discriminating ear, there were 
in it the elements of a concord such as these plains never saw 
nor heard.

OVID?
CANADA GOOSE

GREAT HORNED OWL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

On page 314 there are quotes from the METAMORPHOSES (Volume I, pages 61-
62 and 78-81):

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: As every season seems best to us in its turn, so the 
coming in of spring is like the creation of Cosmos out of Chaos 
and the realization of the Golden Age.–

“Eurus ad Auroram, Nabathæaque regna recessit,
Persidaque, et radiis juga subdita matutinis.”

“The East-Wind withdrew to Aurora and the Nabathæan kingdom,
And the Persian, and the ridges placed under the morning rays.

       *      *      *

Man was born. Whether that Artificer of things
The origin of a better world, made him from the divine seed;
Or the earth being recent and lately sundered from the high
Ether, retained some seeds of cognate heaven.”

OVID
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Paganini, Nicolò (1782-1840)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Near at hand, upon the topmost spray of a birch, sings 
the brown-thrasher –or red mavis, as some love to call him– all 
the morning, glad of your society, that would find out another 
farmer’s field if yours were not here. While you are planting the 
seed, he cries, –“Drop it, drop it, –cover it up, cover it up, –
pull it up, pull it up, pull it up.” But this was not corn, and 
so it was safe from such enemies as he. You may wonder what his 
rigmarole, his amateur Paganini performances on one string or on 
twenty, have to do with your planting, and yet prefer it to 
leached ashes or plaster. It was a cheap sort of top dressing in 
which I had entire faith.

NICOLÒ PAGANINI

THE BEANFIELD
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Park, Mungo (1771-1806?)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is 
not our own interior white on the chart? black though it may 
prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it the source of 
the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West 
Passage around this continent, that we would find? Are these 
the problems which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the 
only man who is lost, that his wife should be so earnest to 
find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be 
rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, 
of your own streams and oceans; explore your own higher 
latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats to support 
you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high 
for a sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat 
merely? Nay, be a Columbus to whole new continents and 
worlds within you, opening new channels, not of trade, but 
of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which 
the earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a 
hummock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have 
no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They 
love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy 
with the spirit which may still animate their clay. 
Patriotism is a maggot in their heads. What was the meaning 
of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its parade 
and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that 
there are continents and seas in the moral world, to which 
every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, 
but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles through 
cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with 
five hundred men and boys to assist one, than it is to 
explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of 
one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

DR. ELISHA KENT KANE

LEWIS AND CLARK

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS

MUNGO PARK
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Parkman, Deacon William (1741-1832)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: This closed car smells of salt fish, the strong New 
England and commercial scent, reminding me of the Grand Banks and 
the fisheries. Who has not seen a salt fish, thoroughly cured for 
this world, so that nothing can spoil it, and putting the 
perseverance of the saints to the blush? with which you may sweep 
or pave the streets, and split your kindlings, and the teamster 
shelter himself and his lading against sun wind and rain behind 
it, –and the trader, as a Concord trader once did, hang it up by 
his door for a sign when he commences business, until at last his 
oldest customer cannot tell surely whether it be animal, 
vegetable, or mineral, and yet it shall be as pure as a snowflake, 
and if it be put into a pot and boiled, will come out an excellent 
dun fish for a Saturday’s dinner.

WILLIAM PARKMAN

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/WALDEN/PeopleOfWALDEN.pdf


THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Parr, Thomas (1483?-1635)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: What is the pill which will keep us well, serene, 
contented? Not my or thy great-grandfather’s but our great-
grandmother Nature’s universal, vegetable, botanic medicines, by 
which she has kept herself young always, outlived so many old 
Parrs in her day, and fed her health with their decaying fatness. 
For my panacea, instead of one of those quack vials of a mixture 
dipped from Acheron and the Dead Sea, which come out of those long 
shallow black-schooner looking wagons which we sometimes see made 
to carry bottles, let me have a draught of undiluted morning air. 
If men will not drink of this at the fountain-head of the day, 
why, then, we must even bottle up some and sell it in the shops, 
for the benefit of those who have lost their subscription ticket 
to morning time in this world. But remember, it will not keep 
quite till noon-day even in the coolest cellar, but drive out the 
stopples long ere that and follow westward the steps of Aurora. 
I am no worshipper of Hygeia, who was the daughter of that old 
herb-doctor Æsculapius, and who is represented on monuments 
holding a serpent in one hand, and in the other a cup out of which 
the serpent sometimes drinks; but rather of Hebe, cupbearer to 
Jupiter, who was the daughter of Juno and wild lettuce, and who 
had the power of restoring gods and men to the vigor of youth. 
She was probably the only thoroughly sound-conditioned, healthy, 
and robust young lady that ever walked the globe, and wherever 
she came it was spring.

THOMAS PARR
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Patch, Sam (1799-November 13, 1829)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Every man is the lord of a realm beside which the earthly 
empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hummock left by the 
ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have no self-respect, and 
sacrifice the greater to the less. They love the soil which makes 
their graves, but have no sympathy with the spirit which may still 
animate their clay. Patriotism is a maggot in their heads.

LAFAYETTE

SAM PATCH


WALDEN: I sometimes despair of getting any thing quite simple and 
honest done in this world by the help of men. They would have to 
be passed through a powerful press first, to squeeze their old 
notions out of them, so that they would not soon get upon their 
legs again, and then there would be some one in the company with 
a maggot in his head, hatched from an egg deposited there nobody 
knows when, for not even fire kills these things, and you would 
have lost your labor.

SAM PATCH

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Paterson, Robert (1715-1801)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I should not forget that during my last winter at the pond there 
was another welcome visitor, who at one time came through the village, 
through snow and rain and darkness, till he saw my lamp through the 
trees, and shared with me some long winter evenings. One of the last of 
the philosophers, –Connecticut gave him to the world,– he peddled first 
her wares, afterwards, as he declares, his brains. These he peddles 
still, prompting God and disgracing man, bearing for fruit his brain 
only, like the nut its kernel. I think that he must be the man of the 
most faith of any alive. His words and attitude always suppose a better 
state of things than other men are acquainted with, and he will be the 
last man to be disappointed as the ages revolve. He has no venture in 
the present. But though comparatively disregarded now, when his day 
comes, laws unsuspected by most will take effect, and masters of 
families and rulers will come to him for advice.–

“How blind that cannot see serenity!”

A true friend of man; almost the only friend of human progress. An Old 
Mortality, say rather an Immortality, with unwearied patience and faith 
making plain the image engraven in men’s bodies, the God of whom they 
are but defaced and leaning monuments. With his hospitable intellect 
he embraces children, beggars, insane, and scholars, and entertains 
the thought of all, adding to it commonly some breadth and elegance. 
I think that he should keep a caravansary on the world’s highway, 
where philosophers of all nations might put up, and on his sign should 
be printed. “Entertainment for man, but not for his beast. Enter ye that 
have leisure and a quiet mind, who earnestly seek the right road.” He 
is perhaps the sanest man and has the fewest crotchets of any I chance 
to know; the same yesterday and tomorrow. Of yore we had sauntered and 
talked, and effectually put the world behind us; for he was pledged to 
no institution in it, freeborn, ingenuus. Whichever way we turned, it 
seemed that the heavens and the earth had met together, since he enhanced 
the beauty of the landscape. A blue-robed man, whose fittest roof is the 
overarching sky which reflects his serenity. I do not see how he can 
ever die; Nature cannot spare him.

BRONSON ALCOTT

SIR WALTER SCOTT

ROBERT PATERSON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Penn, Friend William (1644-1718)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Pfeiffer, Ida (1797-1858)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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 
travelling dress, when she went to meet the authorities, for she 
“was now in a civilized country, where ... people are judged of 
by their clothes.” Even in our democratic New England towns the 
accidental possession of wealth, and its manifestation in dress 
and equipage alone, obtain for the possessor almost universal 
respect. But they who yield such respect, numerous as they are, 
are so far heathen, and need to have a missionary sent to them.

IDA PFEIFFER


WALDEN: I did not read books the first summer; I hoed beans. Nay, 
I often did better than this. There were times when I could not 
afford to sacrifice the bloom of the present moment to any work, 
whether of the head or hands. I love a broad margin to my life.
Sometimes, in a summer morning, having taken my accustomed bath, 
I sat in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt in a 
revery, amidst the pines and hickories and sumachs, in 
undisturbed solitude and stillness, while the birds sang around 
or flitted noiseless through the house, until by the sun falling 
in at my west window, or the noise of some traveller’s wagon on 
the distant highway, I was reminded of the lapse of time. 
I grew in those seasons like corn in the night, and they were far 
better than any work of the hands would have been. They were not 
time subtracted from my life, but so much over and above my usual 
allowance. I realized what the Orientals mean by contemplation 
and the forsaking of works. For the most part, I minded not how 
the hours went. The day advanced as if to light some work of mine; 
it was morning, and lo, now it is evening, and nothing memorable 
is accomplished. Instead of singing like the birds, I silently 
smiled at my incessant good fortune. As the sparrow had its trill, 
sitting on the hickory before my door, so had I my chuckle or 
suppressed warble which he might hear out of my nest. My days were 
not days of the week, bearing the stamp of any heathen deity, nor 
were they minced into hours and fretted by the ticking of a clock; 
for I lived like the Puri Indians, of whom it is said that “for 
yesterday, to-day, and to-morrow they have only one word, and they 
express the variety of meaning by pointing backward for 
yesterday, forward for to-morrow, and overhead for the passing 
day.” This was sheer idleness to my fellow-townsmen, no doubt; 
but if the birds and flowers had tried me by their standard, 
I should not have been found wanting. A man must find his 
occasions in himself, it is true. The natural day is very calm, 
and will hardly reprove his indolence.

PURI INDIANS

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Pilpai or Pilpay or Bidpai

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Why do precisely these objects which we behold make a 
world? Why has man just these species of animals for his 
neighbors; as if nothing but a mouse could have filled this 
crevice? I suspect that Pilpay & Co. have put animals to their 
best use, for they are all beasts of burden, in a sense, made to 
carry some portion of our thoughts.

XENOPHANES

ÆSOP

HITOPADESA
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Plato of Athens (428 or 427-348BCE)


WALDEN: I aspire to be acquainted with wiser men than this our 
Concord soil has produced, whose names are hardly known here. Or 
shall I hear the name of Plato and never read his book? As if 
Plato were my townsman and I never saw him, –my next neighbor and 
I never heard him speak or attended to the wisdom of his words. 
But how actually is it? His Dialogues which contain what was 
immortal in him, lie on the next shelf, and yet I never read them. 
We are underbred and low-lived and illiterate; and in this respect 
I confess I do not make any very broad distinction between the 
illiterateness of my townsman who cannot read at all, and the 
illiterateness of him who has learned to read only what is for 
children and feeble intellects. We should be as good as the 
worthies of antiquity, but partly by first knowing how good they 
were. We are a race of tit-men, and soar but little higher in our 
intellectual flights than the columns of the daily paper.

PLATO

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

“Poet”: A projection of part of Thoreau’s self in an imagined dialogue. In the 
dialogue with “Hermit,” Thoreau’s “Poet” figure is gazing at the sky and 
suddenly wants to go a-fishing. He represents a bottom-up aspect of thinking 
in his involvement in the material aspects of life, and perhaps disappointingly 
to Thoreau, he overcomes the top-down aspect of Thoreau’s rumination.

Poet2: A friend boarded with Thoreau for a week during the time he was 
building his chimney, which caused him to need to rest his head upon the 
bricks as he slept for want of room. The two worked together building the 
chimney and cooking (presumably this had been Ellery Channing).

Poet3: One of Thoreau’s few winter visitors, he came the farthest at all hours 
and through the worst weather. They spoke at length both in mirth and 
soberly, making theories of life (presumably this had been Bronson Alcott).
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Polk, President James Knox (1795-1849)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Kirby and Spence tell us that the battles of ants have 
long been celebrated and the date of them recorded, though they 
say that Huber is the only modern author who appears to have 
witnessed them. “Æneas Sylvius,” say they, “after giving a very 
circumstantial account of one contested with great obstinacy by 
a great and small species on the trunk of a pear tree,” adds 
that “‘This action was fought in the pontificate of Eugenius the 
Fourth, in the presence of Nicholas Pistoriensis, an eminent 
lawyer, who related the whole history of the battle with the 
greatest fidelity.’ A similar engagement between great and small 
ants is recorded by Olaus Magnus, in which the small ones, being 
victorious, are said to have buried the bodies of their own 
soldiers, but left those of their giant enemies a prey to the 
birds. This event happened previous to the expulsion of the tyrant 
Christiern the Second from Sweden.” The battle which I witnessed 
took place in the Presidency of Polk, five years before the 
passage of Webster’s Fugitive-Slave Bill.

KIRBY AND SPENCE

WEBSTER

POLK

WILLIAM KIRBY

WILLIAM SPENCE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Pope, Alexander (1688-1744)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I was never molested by any person but those who 
represented the state. I had no lock nor bolt but for the desk 
which held my papers, not even a nail to put over my latch or 
windows. I never fastened my door night or day, though I was to 
be absent several days; not even when the next fall I spent a 
fortnight in the woods of Maine. And yet my house was more 
respected than if it had been surrounded by a file of soldiers. 
The tired rambler could rest and warm himself by my fire, the 
literary amuse himself with the few books on my table, or the 
curious, by opening my closet door, see what was left of my 
dinner, and what prospect I had of a supper. Yet, though many 
people of every class came this way to the pond, I suffered no 
serious inconvenience from these sources, and I never missed any 
thing but one small book, a volume of Homer, which perhaps was 
improperly gilded and this I trust a soldier of our camp has found 
by this time. I am convinced, that if all men were to live as 
simply as I then did, thieving and robbery would be unknown. These 
take place only in communities where some have got more than is 
sufficient while others have not enough. The Pope’s Homers would 
soon get properly distributed.–

                 “Nec bella fuerunt,
Faginus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes.”
                “Nor wars did men molest,
When only beechen bowls were in request.”

“You who govern public affairs, what need have you to employ 
punishments? Love virtue, and the people will be virtuous. 
The virtues of a superior man are like the wind; the virtues of 
a common man are like the grass; the grass, when the wind passes 
over it, bends.” 

ALEXANDER POPE

ALBIUS TIBULLUS

ALEK THERIEN

LYGDAMUS

CONFUCIUS

MENCIUS

HOMER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Puri Indians of eastern Brazil


WALDEN: I did not read books the first summer; I hoed beans. Nay, 
I often did better than this. There were times when I could not 
afford to sacrifice the bloom of the present moment to any work, 
whether of the head or hands. I love a broad margin to my life.
Sometimes, in a summer morning, having taken my accustomed bath, 
I sat in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt in a 
revery, amidst the pines and hickories and sumachs, in 
undisturbed solitude and stillness, while the birds sang around 
or flitted noiseless through the house, until by the sun falling 
in at my west window, or the noise of some traveller’s wagon on 
the distant highway, I was reminded of the lapse of time. 
I grew in those seasons like corn in the night, and they were far 
better than any work of the hands would have been. They were not 
time subtracted from my life, but so much over and above my usual 
allowance. I realized what the Orientals mean by contemplation 
and the forsaking of works. For the most part, I minded not how 
the hours went. The day advanced as if to light some work of mine; 
it was morning, and lo, now it is evening, and nothing memorable 
is accomplished. Instead of singing like the birds, I silently 
smiled at my incessant good fortune. As the sparrow had its trill, 
sitting on the hickory before my door, so had I my chuckle or 
suppressed warble which he might hear out of my nest. My days were 
not days of the week, bearing the stamp of any heathen deity, nor 
were they minced into hours and fretted by the ticking of a clock; 
for I lived like the Puri Indians, of whom it is said that “for 
yesterday, to-day, and to-morrow they have only one word, and they 
express the variety of meaning by pointing backward for 
yesterday, forward for to-morrow, and overhead for the passing 
day.” This was sheer idleness to my fellow-townsmen, no doubt; 
but if the birds and flowers had tried me by their standard, 
I should not have been found wanting. A man must find his 
occasions in himself, it is true. The natural day is very calm, 
and will hardly reprove his indolence.

PURI INDIANS

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Quarles, Francis (1592-1644)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: We would not deal with a man thus plodding ever, leaning 
on a hoe or a spade as a staff between his work, not as a mushroom, 
but partially risen out of the earth, [rather we would deal with 
him as] something more than erect, like swallows alighted and 
walking on the ground.–

“And as he spake, his wings would now and then
Spread, as he meant to fly, then close again,”

so that we should suspect that we might be conversing with 
an angel. Bread may not always nourish us; but it always does 
us good, it even takes stiffness out of our joints, and makes 
us supple and buoyant, when we knew not what ailed us, 
to recognize any generosity in man or Nature, to share any unmixed 
and heroic joy.

FRANCIS QUARLES

THE BEANFIELD
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Quoil or Coyle, Hugh (????-1845)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The last inhabitant of these woods before me was an Irishman, 
Hugh Quoil, (if I have spelt his name with coil enough,) who occupied 
Wyman’s tenement, –Col. Quoil, he was called. Rumor said that he had 
been a soldier at Waterloo. If he had lived I should have made him fight 
his battles over again. His trade here was that of a ditcher. Napoleon 
went to St. Helena; Quoil came to Walden Woods. All I know of him is 
tragic. He was a man of manners, like one who has seen the world, and 
was capable of more civil speech than you could well attend to. He wore 
a great coat in mid-summer, being affected with the trembling delirium, 
and his face was the color of carmine. He died in the road at the foot 
of Brister’s Hill shortly after I came to the woods, so that I have not 
remembered him as a neighbor. Before his house was pulled down, when his 
comrades avoided it as “an unlucky castle,” I visited it. There lay his 
old clothes curled up by use, as if they were himself, upon his raised 
plank bed. His pipe lay broken on the hearth, instead of a bowl broken 
at the fountain. The last could never have been the symbol of his death, 
for he confessed to me that, though he had heard of Brister’s Spring, 
he had never seen it; and soiled cards, kings of diamonds spades and 
hearts, were scattered over the floor. One black chicken which the 
administrator could not catch, black as night and as silent, not even 
croaking, awaiting Reynard, still went to roost in the next apartment. 
In the rear there was the dim outline of a garden, which had been planted 
but had never received its first hoeing, owing to those terrible shaking 
fits, thought it was now harvest time. It was over-run with Roman 
wormwood and beggar-ticks, which last stuck to my clothes for all fruit. 
The skin of a woodchuck was freshly stretched upon the back of the house, 
a trophy of his last Waterloo; but no warm cap or mittens would he want 
more.

NAPOLEON

HUGH QUOIL

ST. HELENA
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Raleigh, Sir Walter (1552-1618)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is said that Deucalion and Pyrrha created men 
by throwing stones over their heads behind them:–  

Inde genus durum sumus, experiensque laborum,
Et documenta damus quâ simus origine nati.

Or, as Raleigh rhymes it in his sonorous way,–

“From thence our kind hard-hearted is, enduring pain 
and care,

  Approving that our bodies of a stony nature are.”

So much for a blind obedience to a blundering oracle, throwing 
the stones over their heads behind them, and not seeing where they 
fell.

WALTER RALEIGH

OVID

DEUCALION

PYRRHA
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Ray, the Reverend John (1627-1705)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN:  We belong to the community. It is not the tailor alone 
who is the ninth part of a man; it is as much the preacher, and 
the merchant, and the farmer. Where is this division of labor to 
end? and what object does it finally serve? No doubt another may
also think for me; but it is not therefore desirable that he 
should do so to the exclusion of my thinking for myself.

JOHN RAY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Ricardo, David (1772-1823)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: If I wished a boy to know something about the arts and 
sciences, for instance, I would not pursue the common course, 
which is merely to send him into the neighborhood of some 
professor, where any thing is professed and practised but the art 
of life; –to survey the world through a telescope 
or a microscope, and never with his natural eye; to study 
chemistry, and not learn how his bread is made, or mechanics, and 
not learn how it is earned; to discover new satellites to Neptune, 
and not detect the motes in his eyes, or to what vagabond he is 
a satellite himself; or to be devoured by the monsters that swarm 
all around him, while contemplating the monsters in a drop of 
vinegar. Which would have advanced the most at the end of a month, 
–the boy who had made his own jack-knife from the ore which he 
had dug and smelted, reading as much as would be necessary for 
this, –or the boy who had attended the lectures on metallurgy at 
the Institute in the mean while, and had received a Rodgers’ 
penknife from his father? Which would be most likely to cut his 
fingers? –To my astonishment I was informed on leaving college 
that I had studied navigation! –why, if I had taken one turn down 
the harbor I should have known more about it. Even the poor
student studies and is taught only political economy, while that 
economy of living which is synonymous with philosophy is not even 
sincerely professed in our colleges. The consequence is, that 
while he is reading Adam Smith, Ricardo, and Say, he runs his 
father in debt irretrievably.

ADAM SMITH

DAVID RICARDO

JEAN-BAPTISTE SAY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Riquetti, Honore-Gabriel, comte de Mirabeau (1749-1791)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is said that Mirabeau took to highway robbery 
“to ascertain what degree of resolution was necessary in order to 
place one’s self in formal opposition to the most sacred laws of 
society.” He declared that “a soldier who fights in the ranks does 
not require half so much courage as a foot-pad,” –“that honor and 
religion have never stood in the way of a well-considered 
and firm resolve.” This was manly, as the world goes; and yet it 
was idle, if not desperate. A saner man would have found himself 
often enough “in formal opposition” to what are deemed “the most 
sacred laws of society,” through obedience to yet more sacred 
laws, and so have tested his resolution without going out of his 
way. It is not for a man to put himself in such an attitude to 
society, but to maintain himself in whatever attitude he find 
himself through obedience to the laws of his being, which will 
never be one of opposition to a just government, if he should 
chance to meet with such.

MIRABEAU
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Romulus and Remus of Rome (753 BCE)


WALDEN: 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. Better if they 
had been born in the open pasture and suckled by a wolf, that they 
might have seen with clearer eyes what field they were called to 
labor in. Who made them serfs of the soil? Why should they eat 
their sixty acres, when man is condemned to eat only his peck of 
dirt? Why should they begin digging their graves as soon as they 
are born? They have got to live a man’s life, pushing all these 
things before them, and get on as well as they can. How many a 
poor immortal soul have I met well nigh crushed and smothered 
under its load, creeping down the road of life, pushing before it 
a barn seventy-five feet by forty, its Augean stables never 
cleansed, and one hundred acres of land, tillage, mowing, pasture 
and wood-lot! The portionless, who struggle with no such 
unnecessary inherited encumbrances, find it labor enough 
to subdue and cultivate a few cubic feet of flesh.

ROMULUS AND REMUS

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Rumford, Count von (1753-1814) [Benjamin Thompson]

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: In the savage state every family owns a shelter as good 
as the best, and sufficient for its coarser and simpler wants; 
but I think that I speak within bounds when I say that, though 
the birds of the air have their nests, and the foxes their holes, 
and the savages their wigwams, in the modern civilized society 
not more than one half the families own a shelter. In the large 
towns and cities, where civilization especially prevails, the 
number of those who own a shelter is a very small fraction of 
the whole. The rest pay an annual tax for this outside garment of 
all, become indispensable summer and winter, which would buy a 
village of Indian wigwams, but now helps to keep them poor as long 
as they live. I do not mean to insist here on the disadvantage of 
hiring compared with owning, but it is evident that the savage 
owns his shelter because it cost so little, while the civilized 
man hires his commonly because he cannot afford to own it; nor 
can he, in the long run, any better afford to hire. But, answers 
one, by merely paying this tax the poor civilized man secures an 
abode which is a palace compared with the savage’s. An annual rent 
of from twenty-five to a hundred dollars, these are the country 
rates, entitles him to the benefits of the improvements of 
centuries, spacious apartments, clean paint and paper, Rumford 
fireplace, back plastering, Venetian blinds, copper pump, spring 
lock, a commodious cellar, and many other things. But how happens 
it that he who is said to enjoy these things is so commonly a poor
civilized man, while the savage, who has them not, is rich as a 
savage? If it is asserted that civilization is a real advance in 
the condition of man, –and I think that it is, though only the 
wise improve their advantages, –it must be shown that it has 
produced better dwellings without making them more costly; and 
the cost of a thing is the amount of what I will call life which 
is required to be exchanged for it, immediately or in the long 
run. An average house in this neighborhood costs perhaps eight 
hundred dollars, and to lay up this sum will take from ten to 
fifteen years of the laborer’s life, even if he is not encumbered 
with a family; –estimating the pecuniary value of every man’s 
labor at one dollar a day, for if some receive more, others 
receive less;– so that he must have spent more than half his life 
commonly before his wigwam will be earned. If we suppose him to 
pay a rent instead, this is but a doubtful choice of evils. Would 
the savage have been wise to exchange his wigwam for a palace on 
these terms?

BENJAMIN THOMPSON

COUNT VON RUMFORD
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Sa’di (Mosleh Od-Din ’Abdallah of Shiraz, 1213-1292)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Do not stay to be an overseer of the poor, but endeavor 
to become one of the worthies of the world.
I read in the Gulistan, or Flower Garden, of Sheik Sadi of Shiraz, 
that “They asked a wise man, saying; Of the many celebrated trees 
which the Most High God has created lofty and umbrageous, they 
call none azad, or free, excepting the cypress, which bears no 
fruit; what mystery is there in this? He replied; Each has its 
appropriate produce, and appointed season, during the continuance 
of which it is fresh and blooming, and during their absence 
dry and withered; to neither of which states is the cypress 
exposed, being always flourishing; and of this nature are the 
azads, or religious independents. –Fix not thy heart on that 
which is transitory; for the Dijlah, or Tigris, will continue to 
flow through Bagdad after the race of caliphs is extinct: 
if thy hand has plenty, be liberal as the date tree; but if it 
affords nothing to give away, be an azad, or free man, like the 
cypress.”

CYPRESS

ANDROMEDA

MOSLEH OD-DIN SA’DI
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Samoset (circa 1590-1653)


WALDEN: I had more cheering visitors that the last. Children come 
a-berrying, railroad men taking a Sunday morning walk in clean 
shirts, fishermen and hunters, poets and philosophers, in short, 
all honest pilgrims, who came out to the woods for freedom’s 
sake, and really left the village behind, I was ready to greet 
with, –“Welcome, Englishmen! welcome, Englishmen!” for I had had 
communication with that race.

SAMOSET

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Sardanapalus (Legendary, 7th Century BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: It is the luxurious and dissipated who set the fashions 
which the herd so diligently follow. The traveller who stops at 
the best houses, so called, soon discovers this, for the publicans 
presume him to be a Sardanapalus, and if he resigned himself to 
their tender mercies he would soon be completely emasculated. 
I think that in the railroad car we are inclined to spend more on 
luxury than on safety and convenience, and it threatens without 
attaining these to become no better than a modern drawing room, 
with its divans, and ottomans, and sunshades, and a hundred other 
oriental things, which we are taking west with us, invented for 
the ladies of the harem and the effeminate natives of the 
Celestial Empire, which Jonathan should be ashamed to know the 
names of. I would rather sit on a pumpkin and have it all to 
myself, than be crowded on a velvet cushion. I would rather ride 
on earth in an ox cart with a free circulation, than go to heaven 
in the fancy car of an excursion train and breathe a malaria all 
the way.

SARDANAPALUS

“JONATHAN”
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Say, Jean-Baptiste (1767-1832)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: If I wished a boy to know something about the arts and 
sciences, for instance, I would not pursue the common course, 
which is merely to send him into the neighborhood of some 
professor, where any thing is professed and practised but the art 
of life; –to survey the world through a telescope 
or a microscope, and never with his natural eye; to study 
chemistry, and not learn how his bread is made, or mechanics, and 
not learn how it is earned; to discover new satellites to Neptune, 
and not detect the motes in his eyes, or to what vagabond he is 
a satellite himself; or to be devoured by the monsters that swarm 
all around him, while contemplating the monsters in a drop of 
vinegar. Which would have advanced the most at the end of a month, 
–the boy who had made his own jack-knife from the ore which he 
had dug and smelted, reading as much as would be necessary for 
this, –or the boy who had attended the lectures on metallurgy at 
the Institute in the mean while, and had received a Rodgers’ 
penknife from his father? Which would be most likely to cut his 
fingers? –To my astonishment I was informed on leaving college 
that I had studied navigation! –why, if I had taken one turn down 
the harbor I should have known more about it. Even the poor
student studies and is taught only political economy, while that 
economy of living which is synonymous with philosophy is not even 
sincerely professed in our colleges. The consequence is, that 
while he is reading Adam Smith, Ricardo, and Say, he runs his 
father in debt irretrievably.

ADAM SMITH

DAVID RICARDO

JEAN-BAPTISTE SAY
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Schiller, Friedrich von (1759-1805)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: They were beans cheerfully returning to their wild and 
primitive state that I cultivated, and my hoe played the Ranz des 
Vaches for them.

THE BEANFIELD

FRIEDRICH SCHILLER
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Scott, Sir Walter (1771-1832)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I should not forget that during my last winter at the pond there 
was another welcome visitor, who at one time came through the village, 
through snow and rain and darkness, till he saw my lamp through the 
trees, and shared with me some long winter evenings. One of the last of 
the philosophers, –Connecticut gave him to the world,– he peddled first 
her wares, afterwards, as he declares, his brains. These he peddles 
still, prompting God and disgracing man, bearing for fruit his brain 
only, like the nut its kernel. I think that he must be the man of the 
most faith of any alive. His words and attitude always suppose a better 
state of things than other men are acquainted with, and he will be the 
last man to be disappointed as the ages revolve. He has no venture in 
the present. But though comparatively disregarded now, when his day 
comes, laws unsuspected by most will take effect, and masters of 
families and rulers will come to him for advice.–

“How blind that cannot see serenity!”

A true friend of man; almost the only friend of human progress. An Old 
Mortality, say rather an Immortality, with unwearied patience and faith 
making plain the image engraven in men’s bodies, the God of whom they 
are but defaced and leaning monuments. With his hospitable intellect 
he embraces children, beggars, insane, and scholars, and entertains 
the thought of all, adding to it commonly some breadth and elegance. 
I think that he should keep a caravansary on the world’s highway, 
where philosophers of all nations might put up, and on his sign should 
be printed. “Entertainment for man, but not for his beast. Enter ye that 
have leisure and a quiet mind, who earnestly seek the right road.” He 
is perhaps the sanest man and has the fewest crotchets of any I chance 
to know; the same yesterday and tomorrow. Of yore we had sauntered and 
talked, and effectually put the world behind us; for he was pledged to 
no institution in it, freeborn, ingenuus. Whichever way we turned, it 
seemed that the heavens and the earth had met together, since he enhanced 
the beauty of the landscape. A blue-robed man, whose fittest roof is the 
overarching sky which reflects his serenity. I do not see how he can 
ever die; Nature cannot spare him.

BRONSON ALCOTT

SIR WALTER SCOTT

ROBERT PATERSON
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Seeley the Irishman (????-?????): As someone later informed Thoreau, 
a bystander had been pocketing the good staples, nails, and spikes from 
the Collins shanty while Thoreau was carting the planks down to Walden 
Pond — meanwhile greeting him “innocently.”
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Selkirk, Alexander (1676-1721)


WALDEN: My imagination carried me so far that I even had the refusal of 
several farms, –the refusal was all I wanted,– but I never got my fingers 
burned by actual possession. The nearest that I came 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 to 
carry it on or off with; but before the owner gave me a deed of it, his 
wife –every man has such a 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 that man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars, 
or all together. However, I let him keep the ten dollars and the farm 
too, for I had carried it far enough; 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 found thus that I had been 
a rich man without any damage to my poverty. But I retained the 
landscape, and I have since annually carried off what it yielded without 
a wheelbarrow. With respect to landscapes,–

                                      “I am monarch of all I survey,
                                            My right there is none to dispute.”

HOLLOWELL FARM

ALEXANDER SELKIRK

WILLIAM COWPER

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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Shakespeare, William (1564-1616)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Philanthropy is almost the only virtue which 
is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. Nay, it is greatly 
overrated; and it is our selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, praised a fellow-townsman 
to me, because, as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemed 
than its true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a 
reverend lecturer on England, a man of learning and intelligence, 
after enumerating her scientific, literary, and political 
worthies, Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, Newton, 
and others, speak next of her Christian heroes, whom, as if his 
profession required it of him, he elevated to a place far above 
all the rest, as the greatest of the great. They were Penn, 
Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every one must feel the falsehood and cant 
of this. The last were not England’s best men and women; 
only, perhaps, her best philanthropists.

FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SIR FRANCIS BACON

OLIVER CROMWELL

JOHN MILTON

ISAAC NEWTON

WILLIAM PENN

JOHN HOWARD

ELIZABETH FRY


WALDEN: 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, and it was all dark colored and 
saturated with water. There were some slight flurries of snow 
during the days that I worked there; but for the most part when 
I came out on to the railroad, on my way home, its yellow sand 
heap stretched away gleaming in the hazy atmosphere, and the 
rails shone in the spring sun, and I heard the lark and pewee and 
other birds already come to commence another year with us. 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.

KING RICHARD III
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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Smith, Adam (1723-1790)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: If I wished a boy to know something about the arts and 
sciences, for instance, I would not pursue the common course, 
which is merely to send him into the neighborhood of some 
professor, where any thing is professed and practised but the art 
of life; –to survey the world through a telescope 
or a microscope, and never with his natural eye; to study 
chemistry, and not learn how his bread is made, or mechanics, and 
not learn how it is earned; to discover new satellites to Neptune, 
and not detect the motes in his eyes, or to what vagabond he is 
a satellite himself; or to be devoured by the monsters that swarm 
all around him, while contemplating the monsters in a drop of 
vinegar. Which would have advanced the most at the end of a month, 
–the boy who had made his own jack-knife from the ore which he 
had dug and smelted, reading as much as would be necessary for 
this, –or the boy who had attended the lectures on metallurgy at 
the Institute in the mean while, and had received a Rodgers’ 
penknife from his father? Which would be most likely to cut his 
fingers? –To my astonishment I was informed on leaving college 
that I had studied navigation! –why, if I had taken one turn down 
the harbor I should have known more about it. Even the poor
student studies and is taught only political economy, while that 
economy of living which is synonymous with philosophy is not even 
sincerely professed in our colleges. The consequence is, that 
while he is reading Adam Smith, Ricardo, and Say, he runs his 
father in debt irretrievably.

ADAM SMITH

DAVID RICARDO

JEAN-BAPTISTE SAY
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Smith, John: Ostensively a trader from Cuttingsville, Vermont, although 
clearly imaginative.
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Solomon, King (848-795 BCE?)(992-925 BCE?)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: According to Evelyn, “the wise Solomon prescribed 
ordinances for the very distances of trees; and the Roman praetors 
have decided how often you may go into your neighbor’s land to 
gather the acorns which fall on it without trespass, and what 
share belongs to that neighbor.”

JOHN EVELYN

SOLON OF ATHENS




(This was a mistake. Thoreau should not have indicated the by-tradition-wise King Solomon of Judaea, for 
Evelyn had been referring in SYLVA , OR A DISCOURSE OF FOREST-TREES, to this by-tradition-wise 
originator of Athenian democracy.)
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Solon of Athens (630-560 BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: According to Evelyn, “the wise Solomon prescribed 
ordinances for the very distances of trees; and the Roman praetors 
have decided how often you may go into your neighbor’s land to 
gather the acorns which fall on it without trespass, and what 
share belongs to that neighbor.”

JOHN EVELYN

SOLON OF ATHENS




(This was a mistake. Thoreau should not have indicated the by-tradition-wise King Solomon of Judaea, for 
Evelyn had been referring in SYLVA , OR A DISCOURSE OF FOREST-TREES, to this by-tradition-wise 
originator of Athenian democracy.)
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Spence, William (1783-1860)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: 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, I find it in Kirby and Spence, 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 larvæ. The voracious caterpillar when transformed into a 
butterfly,” ... “and the gluttonous maggot when become a fly,” 
content themselves 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 tid-bit which tempts his 
insectivorous fate. The gross 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.

KIRBY AND SPENCE

WILLIAM KIRBY

WILLIAM SPENCE
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Spenser, Edmund (1552?-1599)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: If one guest came he sometimes partook of my frugal meal, 
and it was no interruption to conversation to be stirring a hasty-
pudding, or watching the rising and maturing of a loaf of bread 
in the ashes, in the mean while. But if twenty came and sat in my 
house there was nothing said about dinner, though there might be 
bread enough for two, more than if eating were a forsaken habit; 
but we naturally practised abstinence; and this was never felt to 
be an offence against hospitality, but the most proper and 
considerate course. The waste and decay of physical life, which 
so often needs repair, seemed miraculously retarded in such a 
case, and the vital vigor stood its ground. I could entertain thus 
a thousand as well as twenty; and if any ever went away 
disappointed or hungry from my house when they found me at home, 
they may depend upon it that I sympathized with them at least. So 
easy is it, though many housekeepers doubt it, to establish new 
and better customs in place of the old. You need not rest your 
reputation on the dinners you give. For my own part, I was never 
so effectually deterred from frequenting a man’s house, by any 
kind of Cerberus whatever, as by the parade one made about dining 
me, which I took to be a very polite and roundabout hint never to 
trouble him so again. I think I shall never revisit those scenes. 
I should be proud to have for the motto of my cabin those lines 
of Spenser which one of my visitors inscribed on a yellow walnut 
leaf for a card:–

“Arrivéd there, the little house they fill,
Ne looke for entertainment where none was;
Rest is their feast, and all things at their will:
The noblest mind the best contentment has.”

EDMUND SPENSER
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Straton, Joseph (1676?-1693?)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Farther down the hill, on the left, on the old road in the 
woods, are marks of some homestead of the Stratton family; whose 
orchard once covered all the slope of Brister’s Hill, but was long 
since killed out by pitch-pines, excepting a few stumps, whose 
old roots furnish still the wild stocks of many a thrifty village 
tree.

JOSEPH STRATON

BRISTER FREEMAN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Symmes, Captain John Cleves (1779-1829)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Yet we should oftener look over the tafferel of our craft, like curious 
passengers, and not make the voyage like stupid sailors picking oakum. The other 
side of the globe is but the home of our correspondent. Our voyaging is only 
great-circle sailing, and the doctors prescribe for diseases of the skin merely. 
One hastens to Southern Africa to chase the giraffe; but surely that is not the 
game he would be after. How long, pray, would a man hunt giraffes if he could? 
Snipes and woodcocks also may afford rare sort; but I trust it would be nobler 
game to shoot one’s self.–

“Direct your eye sight inward, and you’ll find
A thousand regions in your mind
Yet undiscovered. Travel them, and be
Expert in home-cosmography.”

What does Africa, –what does the West stand for? Is not our own interior white 
on the chart? black though it may prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it 
the source of the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North-West Passage 
around this continent, that we would find? Are these the problems which most 
concern mankind? Is Franklin the only man who is lost, that his wife should be 
so earnest to find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be rather 
the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Frobisher, of your own streams and 
oceans; explore your own higher latitudes, –with shiploads of preserved meats 
to support you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high for a 
sign. Were preserved meats invented to preserve meat merely? Nay, be a Columbus 
to whole new continents and worlds within you, opening new channels, not of 
trade, but of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm beside which the earthly 
empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hummock left by the ice. Yet some 
can be patriotic who have no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the 
less. They love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sympathy with 
the spirit which may still animate their clay. Patriotism is a maggot in their 
heads. What was the meaning of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all 
its parade and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that there are 
continents and seas in the moral world, to which every man is an isthmus or an 
inlet, yet unexplored by him, but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles 
through cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with five hundred 
men and boys to assist one, than it is to explore the private sea, the Atlantic 
and Pacific Ocean of one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”
Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

It is not worth the while to go round the world to count the cats in Zanzibar. 
Yet do this even till you can do better, and you may perhaps find some “Symmes’ 
Hole” by which to get at the inside at last. England and France, Spain and 
Portugal, Gold Coast and Slave Coast, all front on this private sea; but no bark 
from them has ventured out of sight of land, though it is without doubt the 
direct way to India. If you would learn to speak all tongues and conform to the 
customs of all nations, if you would travel farther than all travellers, be 
naturalized in all climes, and cause the Sphinx to dash her head against a stone, 
even obey the precept of the old philosopher, and Explore thyself. Herein are 
demanded the eye and the nerve. Only the defeated and deserters go to the wars, 
cowards that run away and enlist. Start now on that farthest western way, which 
does not pause at the Mississippi or the Pacific, nor conduct toward a worn-out 
China or Japan, but leads on direct a tangent to this sphere, summer and winter, 
day and night, sun down, moon down, and at last earth down too.

SYMMES HOLELEWIS AND CLARK HENRY GRINNELL

HABINGTON
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Tell, William (14th Century?)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


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

WILLIAM TELL
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Therien, Alek (1811-18??)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The best books are not read even by those who are called 
good readers. What does our Concord culture amount to? There is 
in this town, with a very few exceptions, no taste for the best 
or for very good books even in English literature, whose words 
all can read and spell. Even the college-bred and so called 
liberally educated men here and elsewhere have really little or 
no acquaintance with the English classics; and as for the recorded 
wisdom of mankind, the ancient classics and Bibles, which are 
accessible to all who will know of them, there are the feeblest 
efforts any where made to become acquainted with them. I know a 
woodchopper, of middle age, who takes a French paper, not for news 
as he says, for he is above that, but to “keep himself in 
practice,” he being a Canadian by birth; and when I ask him what 
he considers the best thing he can do in this world, he says, 
beside this, to keep up and add to his English. This is about as 
much as the college bred generally do or aspire to do, and they 
take an English paper for the purpose. One who has just come from 
reading perhaps one of the best English books will find how many 
with whom he can converse about it?

ALEK THERIEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX



PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: He interested me because he was so quiet and solitary and 
so happy withal; a well of good humor and contentment which 
overflowed at his eyes. His mirth was without alloy. Sometimes I 
saw him at his work in the woods, felling trees, and he would 
greet me with a laugh of inexpressible satisfaction, and a 
salutation in Canadian French, though he spoke English as well. 
When I approached him he would suspend his work, and with half-
suppressed mirth lie along the trunk of a pine which he had 
felled, and, peeling off the inner bark, roll it up into a ball 
and chew it while he laughed and talked. Such an exuberance of 
animal spirits had he that he sometimes tumbled down and rolled 
on the ground with laughter at any thing which made him think and 
tickled him. Looking round upon the trees he would exclaim, –“By 
George! I can enjoy myself well enough here chopping; I want no 
better sport.” Sometimes, when at leisure, he amused himself all 
day in the woods with a pocket pistol, firing salutes to himself 
at regular intervals as he walked. In the winter he had a fire by 
which at noon he warmed his coffee in a kettle; and as he sat on 
a log to eat his dinner the chicadees would sometimes come round 
and alight on his arm and peck at the potato in his fingers; and 
he said that he “liked to have the little fellers about him.”
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Thompson, Benjamin (1753-1814) [Count von Rumford]

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: In the savage state every family owns a shelter as good 
as the best, and sufficient for its coarser and simpler wants; 
but I think that I speak within bounds when I say that, though 
the birds of the air have their nests, and the foxes their holes, 
and the savages their wigwams, in the modern civilized society 
not more than one half the families own a shelter. In the large 
towns and cities, where civilization especially prevails, the 
number of those who own a shelter is a very small fraction of 
the whole. The rest pay an annual tax for this outside garment of 
all, become indispensable summer and winter, which would buy a 
village of Indian wigwams, but now helps to keep them poor as long 
as they live. I do not mean to insist here on the disadvantage of 
hiring compared with owning, but it is evident that the savage 
owns his shelter because it cost so little, while the civilized 
man hires his commonly because he cannot afford to own it; nor 
can he, in the long run, any better afford to hire. But, answers 
one, by merely paying this tax the poor civilized man secures an 
abode which is a palace compared with the savage’s. An annual rent 
of from twenty-five to a hundred dollars, these are the country 
rates, entitles him to the benefits of the improvements of 
centuries, spacious apartments, clean paint and paper, Rumford 
fireplace, back plastering, Venetian blinds, copper pump, spring 
lock, a commodious cellar, and many other things. But how happens 
it that he who is said to enjoy these things is so commonly a poor
civilized man, while the savage, who has them not, is rich as a 
savage? If it is asserted that civilization is a real advance in 
the condition of man, –and I think that it is, though only the 
wise improve their advantages, –it must be shown that it has 
produced better dwellings without making them more costly; and 
the cost of a thing is the amount of what I will call life which 
is required to be exchanged for it, immediately or in the long 
run. An average house in this neighborhood costs perhaps eight 
hundred dollars, and to lay up this sum will take from ten to 
fifteen years of the laborer’s life, even if he is not encumbered 
with a family; –estimating the pecuniary value of every man’s 
labor at one dollar a day, for if some receive more, others 
receive less;– so that he must have spent more than half his life 
commonly before his wigwam will be earned. If we suppose him to 
pay a rent instead, this is but a doubtful choice of evils. Would 
the savage have been wise to exchange his wigwam for a palace on 
these terms?

BENJAMIN THOMPSON

COUNT VON RUMFORD
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Varro, Marcus Terentius (116-27BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Cato says that the profits of agriculture are particularly 
pious or just, (maximeque pius quæstus,) and according to Varro 
the old Romans “called the same earth Mother and Ceres, 
and thought that they who cultivated it led a pious and useful 
life, and that they alone were left of the race of King Saturn.”

CATO

VARRO
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Virgil (70-19 BCE)


WALDEN: On gala days the town fires its great guns, which echo 
like popguns to these woods, and some waifs of martial music 
occasionally penetrate thus far. To me, away there in my bean-
field at the other end of the town, the big guns sounded as if a 
puff ball had burst; and when there was a military turnout of 
which I was ignorant, I have sometimes had a vague sense all the 
day of some sort of itching and disease in the horizon, as if some 
eruption would break out there soon, either scarlatina or canker-
rash, until at length some more favorable puff of wind, making 
haste over the fields and up the Wayland road, brought me 
information of the “trainers.” It seemed by the distant hum as if 
somebody’s bees had swarmed, and that the neighbors, according to 
Virgil’s advice, by a faint tintinnabulum upon the most sonorous 
of their domestic utensils, were endeavoring to call them down 
into the hive again. And when the sound died quite away, and the 
hum had ceased, and the most favorable breezes told no tale, I 
knew that they had got the last drone of them all safely into the 
Middlesex hive, and that now their minds were bent on the honey 
with which it was smeared.

I felt proud to know that the liberties of Massachusetts and of 
our fatherland were in such safe keeping; and as I turned to my 
hoeing again I was filled with an inexpressible confidence, and 
pursued my labor cheerfully with a calm trust in the future.

When there were several bands of musicians, it sounded as if the 
village was a vast bellows, and all the buildings expanded and 
collapsed alternately with a din. But sometimes it was a really 
noble and inspiring strain that reached these woods, and the 
trumpet that sings of fame, and I felt as if I could spit a Mexican 
with a good relish, –for why should we always stand for trifles?– 
and looked round for a woodchuck or a skunk to exercise my 
chivalry upon. These martial strains seemed as far away as 
Palestine, and reminded me of a march of crusaders in the horizon, 
with a slight tantivy and tremulous motion of the elm-tree tops 
which overhang the village. This was one of the great days; though 
the sky had from my clearing only the same everlastingly great 
look that it wears daily, and I saw no difference in it.

VIRGIL

FELICIA DOROTHEA HEMANS

WAR ON MEXICO

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Vitruvius, Marcus Vitruvius Pollio (circa 80-70 BCE-after 15 BCE)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The religion and civilization which are barbaric and 
heathenish build splendid temples; but what you might call 
Christianity does not. Most of the stone a nation hammers goes 
towards its tomb only. It buries itself alive. 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, 
and then given his body to the dogs. I might possibly invent some 
excuse for them and him, but I have no time for it. As for the 
religion and love of art of the builders, it is much the same all 
the world over, whether the building be an Egyptian temple or the 
United States Bank. It costs more than it comes to. The mainspring 
is vanity, assisted by the love of garlic and bread and butter. 
Mr. Balcom, a promising young architect, designs it on the back 
of his Vitruvius, with hard pencil and ruler, and the job is let 
out to Dobson & Sons, stonecutters. When the thirty centuries 
begin to look down on it, mankind begin to look up at it. As for 
your high towers and monuments, there was a crazy fellow once in 
this town who undertook to dig through to China, and he got so 
far that, as he said, he heard the Chinese pots and kettles 
rattle; but I think that I shall not go out of my way to admire 
the hole which he made. Many are concerned about the monuments of 
the West and East, –to know who built them. For my part, I should 
like to know who in those days did not build them, –who were above 
such trifling.

MARCUS VITRUVIUS POLLIO

DE ARCHITECTVRA LIBRI DECEM

EGYPT
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Webster, Senator Daniel (1782-1852)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Kirby and Spence tell us that the battles of ants have 
long been celebrated and the date of them recorded, though they 
say that Huber is the only modern author who appears to have 
witnessed them. “Æneas Sylvius,” say they, “after giving a very 
circumstantial account of one contested with great obstinacy by 
a great and small species on the trunk of a pear tree,” adds 
that “‘This action was fought in the pontificate of Eugenius the 
Fourth, in the presence of Nicholas Pistoriensis, an eminent 
lawyer, who related the whole history of the battle with the 
greatest fidelity.’ A similar engagement between great and small 
ants is recorded by Olaus Magnus, in which the small ones, being 
victorious, are said to have buried the bodies of their own 
soldiers, but left those of their giant enemies a prey to the 
birds. This event happened previous to the expulsion of the tyrant 
Christiern the Second from Sweden.” The battle which I witnessed 
took place in the Presidency of Polk, five years before the 
passage of Webster’s Fugitive-Slave Bill.

KIRBY AND SPENCE

WEBSTER

POLK

WILLIAM KIRBY

WILLIAM SPENCE
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THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)
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Webster, Noah (1758-1843)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The customs of some savage nations might, perchance be 
profitably imitated by us, for they at least go through the 
semblance of casting their slough annually; they have the idea of 
the thing, whether they have the reality or not. Would it not be 
well if we were to celebrate such a “busk,” or “feast of first 
fruits,” as Bartram describes to have been the custom of the 
Mucclasse Indians? “When a town celebrates the busk,” says he, 
“having previously provided themselves with new clothes, new 
pots, pans, and other household utensils and furniture, they 
collect all their worn out clothes and other despicable things, 
sweep and cleanse their houses, squares, and the whole town, of 
their filth, which with all the remaining grain and other old 
provisions they cast together into one common heap, and consume 
it with fire. After having taken medicine, and fasted for three 
days, all the fire in town is extinguished. During this fast they 
abstain from the gratification of every appetite and passion 
whatever. A general amnesty is proclaimed; all malefactors may 
return to their town.–”

  “On the fourth morning, the high priest, by rubbing dry wood 
together, produces new fire in the public square, from whence 
every habitation in the town is supplied with the new and pure 
flame.”

  They then feast on the new corn and fruits and dance and sing 
for three days, “and the four following days they receive visits 
and rejoice with their friends from neighboring towns who have in 
like manner purified and prepared themselves.”

  The Mexicans also practised a similar purification at the end 
of every fifty-two years, in the belief that it was time for the 
world to come to an end.

  I have scarcely heard of a truer sacrament, that is, as the 
dictionary defines it, “outward and visible sign of an inward and 
spiritual grace,” than this, and I have no doubt that they were 
originally inspired directly from Heaven to do thus, though they 
have no biblical record of the revelation.

AUGUSTINE

WILLIAM BARTRAM

NOAH WEBSTER
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Whalley, Edward (1615-1675)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I have occasional visits in the long winter evenings, when 
the snow falls fast and the wind howls in the wood, from an old 
settler and original proprietor, who is reported to have dug 
Walden Pond, and stoned it, and fringed it with pine woods; who 
tells me stories of old time and of new eternity; and between us 
we manage to pass a cheerful evening with social mirth and 
pleasant views of things, even without apples or cider, –a most 
wise and humorous friend, whom I love much, who keeps himself more 
secret than ever did Goffe or Whalley; and though he is thought 
to be dead, none can show where he is buried. An elderly dame, 
too, dwells in my neighborhood, invisible to most persons, in 
whose odorous herb garden I love to stroll sometimes, gathering 
simples and listening to her fables; for she has a genius of 
unequalled fertility, and her memory runs back farther than 
mythology, and she can tell me the original of every fable, and 
on what fact every one is founded, for the incidents occurred when 
she was young. A ruddy and lusty old dame, who delights in all 
weathers and seasons, and is likely to outlive all her children 
yet.

MAJOR-GENERAL WILLIAM GOFFE

LT.-GENERAL EDWARD WHALLEY

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/WALDEN/PeopleOfWALDEN.pdf


THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

White, Joseph Blanco (1775-1841)


WALDEN: However mean your life is, meet it and live it; do not 
shun it and call it hard names. It is not so bad as you are. 
It looks poorest when you are richest. The fault-finder will find 
faults even in paradise. Love your life, poor as it is. You may 
perhaps have some pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a 
poor-house. The setting sun is reflected from the windows of the 
alms-house as brightly as from the rich man’s abode; the snow 
melts before its door as early in the spring. I do not see but a 
quiet mind may live as contentedly there, and have as cheering 
thoughts, as in a palace. The town’s poor seem to me often to live 
the most independent of lives of any. May be they are simply great 
enough to receive without misgiving. Most think that they are 
above being supported by the town; but it oftener happens that 
they are not above supporting themselves by dishonest means, 
which should be more disreputable. Cultivate property like garden 
herb, like sage. Do not trouble yourself much to get new things, 
whether clothes or friends. Turn the old; return to them. 
Things do not change; we change. Sell your clothes and keep your 
thoughts. God will see that you do not want society. If I were 
confined to a corner of a garret all my days, like a spider, 
the world would be just as large to me while I had my thoughts 
about me. The philosopher said: “From an army of three divisions 
one can take away its general, and put it in disorder; from the 
man the most abject and vulgar one cannot take away his thought.”
Do not seek so anxiously to be developed, to subject yourself to 
many influences to be played on; it is all dissipation. Humility 
like darkness reveals the heavenly lights. The shadows of poverty 
and meanness gather around us, “and lo! creation widens to our 
view.” We are often reminded that if there were bestowed on us 
the wealth of Crœsus, our aims must still be the same, and our 
means essentially the same. Moreover, if you are restricted in 
your range by poverty, if you cannot buy books and newspapers, 
for instance, you are but confined to the most significant and 
vital experiences; you are compelled to deal with the material 
which yields the most sugar and the most starch. It is life 
near the bone where it is sweetest. You are defended from 
being a trifler. No man loses ever on a lower level by magnanimity 
on a higher. Superfluous wealth can buy superfluities only. 
Money is not required to buy one necessary of the soul.

JOSEPH BLANCO WHITE

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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White, Zilpah (????-1820)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Here, by the very corner of my field, still nearer 
to town, Zilpha, a colored woman, held her little house, where 
she spun linen for townsfolk, making the Walden Woods ring with 
her shrill singing, for she had a loud and notable voice. 
At length, in the war of 1812, her dwelling was set on fire by 
English soldiers, prisoners on parole, when she was away, and her 
cat and dog and hens were all burned up together. She led a hard 
life, and somewhat inhumane. One old frequenter of these woods 
remembers, that as he passed her house one noon he heard her 
muttering to herself over her gurgling pot, –“Ye are all bones, 
bones!” I have seen bricks amid the oak copse there.

ZILPAH WHITE
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Wilberforce, William (1758-1883)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: I sometimes wonder that we can be so frivolous, 
I may almost say, as to attend to the gross but somewhat foreign 
form of servitude called Negro Slavery, there are so many keen 
and subtle masters that 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. Talk 
of a divinity in man! Look at the teamster on the highway, wending 
to market by day or night; does any divinity stir within him? 
His highest duty to fodder and water his horses! What is his 
destiny to him compared with the shipping interests? Does not he 
drive for Squire Make-a-stir? How godlike, how immortal, is he? 
See how he cowers and sneaks, how vaguely all the day he fears, 
not being immortal nor divine, but the slave and prisoner of his 
own opinion of himself, a fame won by his own deeds. Public 
opinion is a weak tyrant compared with our own private opinion. 
What a man thinks of himself, that it is which determines, or 
rather indicates, his fate. Self-emancipation even in the West 
Indian provinces of the fancy and imagination, –what Wilberforce 
is there to bring that about?

WILLIAM WILBERFORCE

JOSEPH ADDISON

“CATO, A TRAGEDY”
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Wilkins, Charles (1749-1836)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Next Spanish hides, with the tails still preserving their 
twist and the angle of elevation they had when the oxen that wore 
them were careering over the pampas of the Spanish main, –a type 
of all obstinacy, and evincing how almost hopeless and incurable 
are all constitutional vices. I confess, that practically 
speaking, when I have learned a man’s real disposition, I have no 
hopes of changing it for the better or worse in this state of 
existence. As the Orientals say, “A cur’s tail may be warmed, and 
pressed, and bound round with ligatures, and after a twelve years’ 
labor bestowed upon it, still it will retain its natural form.” 
The only effectual cure for such inveteracies as these tails 
exhibit is to make glue of them, which I believe is what is 
usually done with them, and then they will stay put and stick.

CHARLES WILKINS
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Wilkes, Captain Charles (1798-1877)


WALDEN: What was the meaning of that South-Sea Exploring 
Expedition, with all its parade and expense, but an indirect 
recognition of the fact, that there are continents and seas in 
the moral world, to which every man is an isthmus or an inlet, 
yet unexplored by him, but that it is easier to sail many 
thousand miles through cold and storm and cannibals, in a 
government ship, with five hundred men and boys to assist one, 
than it is to explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific 
Ocean of one’s being alone.–

“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”

Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.

CLAUDIAN

CHARLES WILKES

DOWN UNDER
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Wilson, Horace Hayman (1789-1860)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The whole ground of human life seems to some to have been 
gone over by their predecessors, both the heights and the valleys, 
and all things to have been cared for. According to Evelyn, “the 
wise Solomon prescribed ordinances for the very distances of 
trees; and the Roman praetors have decided how often you may go 
into your neighbor’s land to gather the acorns which fall on it 
without trespass, and what share belongs to that neighbor.” 
Hippocrates has even left directions how we should cut our nails; 
that is, even with the ends of the fingers, neither shorter nor 
longer. Undoubtedly the very tedium and ennui which presume to 
have exhausted the variety and the joys of life are as old as 
Adam. But man’s capacities have never been measured; nor are we 
to judge of what he can do by any precedents, so little has been 
tried. Whatever have been thy failures hitherto, “be not 
afflicted, my child, for who shall assign to thee what thou hast 
left undone?”

HORACE HAYMAN WILSON

SOLON OF ATHENS

HIPPOCRATES

JOHN EVELYN
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Winslow, Governor Edward (1594-1654)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: When Winslow, afterward governor of the Plymouth Colony, 
went with a companion on a visit of ceremony to Massasoit on foot 
through the woods, and arrived tired and hungry at his lodge, they 
were well received by the king, but nothing was said about eating 
that day. When the night arrived, to quote their own words,– “He 
laid us on the bed with himself and his wife, they at the one end 
and we at the other, it being only plank, laid a foot from the 
ground, and a thin mat upon them. Two more of his chief men, for 
want of room, pressed by and upon us; so that we were worse weary 
of our lodging than of our journey.” At one o’clock the next day 
Massassoit “brought two fishes that he had shot,” about thrice as 
big as a bream; “these being boiled, there were at least forty 
looked for a share in them. The most ate of them. This meal only 
we had in two nights and a day; and had not one of us bought a 
partridge, we had taken our journey fasting.” Fearing that they 
would be light-headed for want of food and also sleep, owing to 
“the savages’ barbarous singing, (for they used to sing 
themselves asleep,)” and that they might get home while they had 
strength to travel, they departed. As for lodging, it is true 
they were but poorly entertained, though what they found an 
inconvenience was no doubt intended for an honor; but as far as 
eating was concerned, I do not see how the Indians could have done 
better. They had nothing to eat themselves, and they were wiser 
than to think that apologies could supply the place of food to 
their guests; so they drew their belts tighter and said nothing 
about it. Another time when Winslow visited them, it being a 
season of plenty with them, there was no deficiency in this 
respect.

EDWARD WINSLOW
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Wright, Elizur, Jr. (1804-1885)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Some who had more wits than they knew what to do with; 
runaway slaves with plantation manners, who listened from time 
to time, like the fox in the fable, as if they heard the hounds 
a-baying on their track, and looked at me beseechingly, as much 
as to say,–

“O Christian, will you send me back?”
One real runaway slave, among the rest, whom I helped to forward 
toward the northstar.

ELIZUR WRIGHT
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Wyman or Wayman, John (1730?-1800)


WALDEN: An old man, a potter, who lived by the pond before the 
Revolution, told him once that there was an iron chest at the 
bottom, and that he had seen it. Sometimes it would come floating 
up to the shore; but when you went toward it, it would go back 
into deep water and disappear. I was pleased to hear of the old 
log canoe, which took the place of an Indian one of the same 
material but more graceful construction, which perchance had 
first been a tree on the bank, and then, as it were, fell into 
the water, to float there for a generation, the most proper vessel 
for the lake. I remember that when I first looked into these 
depths there were many large trunks to be seen indistinctly lying 
on the bottom, which had either been blown over formerly, or left 
on the ice at the last cutting, when wood was cheaper; but now 
they have mostly disappeared.

JOHN WYMAN

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN

http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/thumbnails/T/HDT.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/explanation.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/ActiveIndex.pdf
http://www.kouroo.info/kouroo/WALDEN/PeopleOfWALDEN.pdf


THE PEOPLE OF WALDEN (MENTIONED, UNMENTIONED)

HDT WHAT? INDEX

Wyman, Thomas (1774?-1843)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: Farther in the woods than any of these, where the road 
approaches nearest to the pond, Wyman the potter squatted, and 
furnished his townsmen with earthen ware, and left descendants to 
succeed him. Neither were they rich in worldly goods, holding the 
land by sufferance while they lived; and there often the sheriff 
came in vain to collect the taxes, and “attached a chip,” for 
form’s sake, as I have read in his accounts, there being nothing 
else that he could lay his hands on. One day in midsummer, when 
I was hoeing, a man who was carrying a load of pottery to market 
stopped his horse against my field and inquired concerning Wyman 
the younger. He had long ago bought a potter’s wheel of him, and 
wished to know what had become of him. I had read of the potter’s 
clay and wheel in Scripture, but it had never occurred to me that 
the pots we use were not such as had come down unbroken from those 
days, or grown on trees like gourds somewhere, and I was pleased 
to hear that so fictile an art was ever practised in my 
neighborhood.

THOMAS WYMAN
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Young, Reverend Alexander (1800-1854)


WALDEN: This further experience also I gained. I said to myself, 
I will not plant beans and corn with so much industry another 
summer, but such seeds, if the seed is not lost, as sincerity, 
truth, simplicity, faith, innocence, and the like, and see if they 
will not grow in this soil, even with less toil and manurance, 
and sustain me, for surely it has not been exhausted for these 
crops. Alas! I said this to myself; but now another summer is 
gone, and another, and another, and I am obliged to say to you, 
Reader, that the seeds which I planted, if indeed they were the 
seeds of those virtues, were wormeaten or had lost their vitality, 
and so did not come up. Commonly men will only be brave as their 
fathers were brave, or timid. This generation is very sure to 
plant corn and beans each new year precisely as the Indians did 
centuries ago and taught the first settlers to do, as if there 
were a fate in it. I saw an old man the other day, to my 
astonishment, making the holes with a hoe for the seventieth time 
at least, and not for himself to lie down in! But why should not 
the New Englander try new adventures, and not lay so much stress 
on his grain, his potato and grass crop, and his orchards? –raise 
other crops than these? Why concern ourselves so much about our 
beans for seed, and not be concerned at all about a new generation 
of men? We should really be fed and cheered if when we met a man 
we were sure to see that some of the qualities which I have named, 
which we all prize more than those other productions, but which 
are for the most part broadcast and floating in the air, had taken 
root and grown in him. Here comes such a subtile and ineffable 
quality, for instance, as truth or justice, though the slightest 
amount or new variety of it, along the road. Our ambassadors 
should be instructed to send home such seeds as these, and 
Congress help to distribute them over all the land. We should 
never stand upon ceremony with sincerity. 

ALEXANDER YOUNG

THE BEANFIELD

SQUANTO

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN
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Young, Arthur (1741-1820)

PEOPLE OF
WALDEN


WALDEN: The next year I did better still, for I spaded up all 
the land which I required, about a third of an acre, and I learned 
from the experience of both years, not being in the least awed by 
many celebrated works on husbandry, Arthur Young among the rest, 
that if one would live simply and eat only the crop which he 
raised, and raise no more than he ate, and not exchange it 
for an insufficient quantity of more luxurious and expensive 
things, he would need to cultivate only a few rods of ground, 
and that it would be cheaper to spade up that than to use oxen 
to plough it, and to select a fresh spot from time to time than 
to manure the old, and he could do all his necessary farm work 
as it were with his left hand at odd hours in the summer; and thus 
he would not be tied to an ox, or horse, or cow, or pig, 
as at present. I desire to speak impartially on this point, 
and as one not interested in the success or failure of the present 
economical and social arrangements. I was more independent than 
any farmer in Concord, for I was not anchored to a house or farm, 
but could follow the bent of my genius, which is a very crooked 
one, every moment. Beside being better off than they already, 
if my house had been burned or my crops had failed, I should have 
been nearly as well off as before.

ARTHUR YOUNG
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COPYRIGHT NOTICE: In addition to the property of others, 
such as extensive quotations and reproductions of 
images, this “read-only” computer file contains a great 
deal of special work product of Austin Meredith, 
copyright 2014. Access to these interim materials will 
eventually be offered for a fee in order to recoup some 
of the costs of preparation. My hypercontext button 
invention which, instead of creating a hypertext leap 
through hyperspace —resulting in navigation problems— 
allows for an utter alteration of the context within 
which one is experiencing a specific content already 
being viewed, is claimed as proprietary to Austin 
Meredith — and therefore freely available for use by 
all. Limited permission to copy such files, or any 
material from such files, must be obtained in advance 
in writing from the “Stack of the Artist of Kouroo” 
Project, 833 Berkeley St., Durham NC 27705. Please 
contact the project at <Kouroo@kouroo.info>


“It’s all now you see. Yesterday won’t be over until 
tomorrow and tomorrow began ten thousand years ago.” 

              – Remark by character “Garin Stevens”
                in William Faulkner’s INTRUDER IN THE DUST

.

Prepared: July 1, 2017

mailto:Kouroo@brown.edu
Well, tomorrow is such and such a date and so it began on that date in like 8000BC? Why 8000BC, because it was the beginning of the current interglacial -- or what?

Bearing in mind that this is America, "where everything belongs," the primary intent of such a notice is to prevent some person or corporate entity from misappropriating the materials and sequestering them as property for censorship or for profit.
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ARRGH  AUTOMATED RESEARCH REPORT

GENERATION HOTLINE


This stuff presumably looks to you as if it were generated by a 
human. Such is not the case. Instead, someone has requested that 
we pull it out of the hat of a pirate who has grown out of the 
shoulder of our pet parrot “Laura” (as above). What these 
chronological lists are: they are research reports compiled by 
ARRGH algorithms out of a database of modules which we term the 
Kouroo Contexture (this is data mining). To respond to such a 
request for information we merely push a button.




Commonly, the first output of the algorithm has obvious 
deficiencies and we need to go back into the modules stored in 
the contexture and do a minor amount of tweaking, and then we 
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need to punch that button again and recompile the chronology — 
but there is nothing here that remotely resembles the ordinary 
“writerly” process you know and love. As the contents of this 
originating contexture improve, and as the programming improves, 
and as funding becomes available (to date no funding whatever 
has been needed in the creation of this facility, the entire 
operation being run out of pocket change) we expect a diminished 
need to do such tweaking and recompiling, and we fully expect 
to achieve a simulation of a generous and untiring robotic 
research librarian. Onward and upward in this brave new world.

        First come first serve. There is no charge.
        Place requests with <Kouroo@kouroo.info>. Arrgh.
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