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Henry David Thoreau?

I HEARTILY ACCEPT the motto, — "That government is best which governs least";
and I should like to see it acted up to more rapidly and systematically. Carried out,

it finally amounts to this, which also I believe, — "That government is best which
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governs not at all'; and when men are prepared for it, that will be the kind of
government which they will have. Government is at best but an expedient; but most
governments are usually, and all governments are sometimes, inexpedient. The
objections which have been brought against a standing army, and they are many
and weighty, and deserve to prevail, may also at last be brought against a standing
government. The standing army is only an arm of the standing government. The
government itself, which is only the mode which the people have chosen to execute
their will, is equally liable to be abused and perverted before the people can act
through it. Witness the present Mexican war, the work of comparatively a few
individuals using the standing government as their tool; for, in the outset, the
people would not have consented to this measure.

- Part 1, Civil Disobedience.

I Knew A Man By Sight

I knew a man by sight,

A blameless wight,
Who, for a year or more,
Had daily passed my door,

Yet converse none had had with him.

I met him in a lane,

Him and his cane,
About three miles from home,
Where I had chanced to roam,

And volumes stared at him, and he at me.

In a more distant place

I glimpsed his face,
And bowed instinctively;
Starting he bowed to me,

Bowed simultaneously, and passed along.

Next, in a foreign land

I grasped his hand,
And had a social chat,
About this thing and that,

As I had known him well a thousand years.

Late in a wilderness



I shared his mess,
For he had hardships seen,
And I a wanderer been;

He was my bosom friend, and I was his.

And as, methinks, shall all,
Both great and small,
That ever lived on earth,
Early or late their birth,
Stranger and foe, one day each other know.

THIS IS A delicious evening, when the whole body is one sense, and imbibes
delight through every pore. I go and come with a strange liberty in Nature, a part
of herself. As I walk along the stony shore of the pond in my shirt-sleeves, though
it is cool as well as cloudy and windy, and I see nothing special to attract me, all
the elements are unusually congenial to me. The bullfrogs trump to usher in the
night, and the note of the whip—poor-will is borne on the rippling wind from over
the water. Sympathy with the fluttering alder and poplar leaves almost takes away
my breath; yet, like the lake, my serenity is rippled but not ruffled. These small
waves raised by the evening wind are as remote from storm as the smooth
reflecting surface. Though it is now dark, the wind still blows and roars in the
wood, the waves still dash, and some creatures lull the rest with their notes. The
repose is never complete. The wildest animals do not repose, but seek their prey
now; the fox, and skunk, and rabbit, now roam the fields and woods without fear.
They are Nature's watchmen — links which connect the days of animated life.

- "Solitude," in Walden
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellowd)

A Psalm of Life

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!
For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.

Life is real?life is earnest?
And the grave is not its goal:
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destin'd end or way;
But to act, that each to—morrow
Find us farther than to—day.

Art is long, and time is fleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating

Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle,
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In the bivouac of Life,
Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act?act in the glorious Present!
Heart within, and God o'er head!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footsteps on the sands of time.

Footsteps, that, perhaps another,
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,
A forlorn and shipwreck'd brother,

Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us then be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait.
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Walt Whitman®

Song of Myself

I celebrate myself, and sing myself,
And what I assume you shall assume,

For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.
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I loafe and invite my soul,

[ lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass.

My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil, this air,

Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their
parents the same,

I, now thirty—seven years old in perfect health begin,

Hoping to cease not till death.

Creeds and schools in abeyance,
Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten,
I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard,

Nature without check with original energy.®

When Lilacs Last In The Dooryard Bloom'd.”)

1
WHEN lilacs last in the dooryard bloom'd,
And the great star early droop'd in the western sky in the night,

I mourn'd, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,
Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west,
And thought of him I love.

2

O powerful western fallen star!

O shades of night—0O moody, tearful night!

O great star disappear'd—0O the black murk that hides the star!
O cruel hands that hold me powerless—O helpless soul of me!

O harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul.

3

In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white—wash'd
palings,

Stands the lilac—bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich

m

6) [E9l,, Book I, Song of Myselfq] # H&. 3JJEWHS TE9],; o st AFS
http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/13220 4] Z&RkS- 4= )t}
7) B2 dEHY 558 LS Al




green,
With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the perfume

strong [ love,

O Captain! My Captain

O Captain my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up—-for you the flag is flung for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths for you the shores a-crowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here Captain! dear father!

This arm beneath your head!

It is some dream that on the deck,

You've fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;

The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

But I, with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.



