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SOLITUDE

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 wdlk\along the stony shore of the pond
in my shirt-sleeves, though i44§ cool as\yell as cloudy and windy, and I
see nothing special to atjract me, all the elements are unusually
congenial to me. Thebullfrogs trump to usher in the night, and the note
of the whip-poggAvill is karne on the rippling\wind from over the water.
Sympathy wi the ring alder a@d poplar [gaves almost takes away
my bregth; yet, e lake, m enlty is ripple¥ but not ruffled. These
smpl' waves ralsed by t}@{evdﬁ’ng wind are as remote from storm as the
gtooth reflecting surfa ough it is now dark, the Wind still blows
aNd roars in the w 9[ waves still dash, and some cr]atures lull the
rest\with their s. The repose is never complete. The

the fields and woods without fear. They are Nature
watchmem\— links which connect the days of animated life.

eft, as a flower
away, even as far off as

sex or age or quality they weré\by some slight tracg
dropped, or a bunch of grass plucked and throx
the railroad, half a mile distant, oN\by the iigering odor of a cigar or
pipe. Nay, I was frequently notified dthe passage of a traveller along the
highway sixty rods off by the scent of his pipe.

There is commonly sufficient space about us. Our horizon is never quite
at our elbows. The thick wood is not just at our door, nor the pond, but

somewhat is always clearing, familiar and worn by us, appropriated and
fenced in some way, and reclaimed from Nature. For what reason have I




