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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 y
in my shirt-sleeves, though i$4€ cool as\yell as cloudy and windy, and I

waves ralsed by tl@‘ev@ﬁn \
gimooth reflecting surfa ough it is now dark, the Wind still blows
aNd roars in the w ,q ew

bended twigs or grass, or th¥ print of their shoes, and génerally of what
sex or age or quality they wer&\by some slight tracefeft, as a flower
dropped, or a bunch of grass plucked and throMm away, even as far off as
the railroad, half a mile distant, o™\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




