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Description :  Description du produitIn August 1854, Houghton Mifflin"s predecessor, Ticknor Fields, 
published a book called Walden; or, Life in the Woods, by a little-known writer named Henry Thoreau. At 

the time the book was largely ignored, but it has gone on to become one of the most widely read and 
influential works ever published, not only in this country but throughout the world. In August 2004 

Houghton Mifflin, in association with the Walden Woods Project, will proudly publish a special 150th 
anniversary edition, beautifully illustrated with Scot Miller's spectacular color photographs, which are 

accompanied by historic black-and-white photographs and drawings. In the spirit of Thoreau, the book will 
be sensibly priced at $28.12, half a cent less than he spent building his cabin at Walden Pond.

Prsentation de l'diteurWalden and On the Duty of Civil Disobedience by Henry David Thoreau from Coterie 

/file.html?id=B01D0UXRAG


Classics All Coterie Classics have been formatted for ereaders and devices and include a bonus link to the 
free audio book. I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of 

life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not 
lived. I did not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practise resignation, unless 

it was quite necessary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and 
Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life into a 

corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms. Henry David Thoreau, Walden: Or, Life in the Woods Henry David 
Thoreau's famous year-long experiment near Walden Pond. This edition also includes Thoreau's famous 

essay, Civil Disobedience.ExtraitHenry David Thoreau was the last male descendant of a French ancestor 
who came to this country from the Isle of Guernsey. His character exhibited occasional traits drawn from 

this blood, in singular combination with a very strong Saxon genius.He was born in Concord, Massachusetts, 
on the 12th of July, 1817. He was graduated at Harvard College in 1837, but without any literary distinction. 

An iconoclast in literature, he seldom thanked colleges for their service to him, holding them in small 
esteem, whilst yet his debt to them was important. After leaving the University, he joined his brother in 
teaching a private school, which he soon renounced. His father was a manufacturer of lead-pencils, and 

Henry applied himself for a time to this craft, believing he could make a better pencil than was then in use. 
After completing his experiments, he exhibited his work to chemists and artists in Boston, and having 

obtained their certificates to its excellence and to its equality with the best London manufacture, he returned 
home contented. His friends congratulated him that he had now opened his way to fortune. But he replied 

that he should never make another pencil. "Why should I? I would not do again what I have done once." He 
resumed his endless walks and miscellaneous studies, making every day some new acquaintance with 

Nature, though as yet never speaking of zoology or botany, since, though very studious of natural facts, he 
was incurious of technical and textual science.At this time, a strong, healthy youth, fresh from college, 

whilst all his companions were choosing their profession, or eager to begin some lucrative employment, it 
was inevitable that his thoughts should be exercised on the same question, and it required rare decision to 

refuse all the accustomed paths and keep his solitary freedom at the cost of disappointing the natural 
expectations of his family and friends: all the more difficult that he had a perfect probity, was exact in 

securing his own independence, and in holding every man to the like duty. But Thoreau never faltered. He 
was a born protestant. He declined to give up his large ambition of knowledge and action for any narrow 

craft or profession, aiming at a much more comprehensive calling, the art of living well. If he slighted and 
defied the opinions of others, it was only that he was more intent to reconcile his practice with his own 
belief. Never idle or self-indulgent, he preferred, when he wanted money, earning it by some piece of 

manual labor agreeable to him, as building a boat or a fence, planting, grafting, surveying or other short 
work, to any long engagements. With his hardy habits and few wants, his skill in wood-craft, and his 

powerful arithmetic, he was very competent to live in any part of the world. It would cost him less time to 
supply his wants than another. He was therefore secure of his leisure.A natural skill for mensuration, 

growing out of his mathematical knowledge and his habit of ascertaining the measures and distances of 
objects which interested him, the size of trees, the depth and extent of ponds and rivers, the height of 

mountains and the air-line distance of his favorite summits--this, and his intimate knowledge of the territory 
about Concord, made him drift into the profession of land-surveyor. It had the advantage for him that it led 
him continually into new and secluded grounds, and helped his studies of Nature. His accuracy and skill in 
this work were readily appreciated, and he found all the employment he wanted.He could easily solve the 
problems of the surveyor, but he was daily beset with graver questions, which he manfully confronted. He 
interrogated every custom, and wished to settle all his practice on an ideal foundation. He was a protestant 
outrance, and few lives contain so many renunciations. He was bred to no profession, he never married; he 
lived alone; he never went to church; he never voted; he refused to pay a tax to the State; he ate no flesh, he 
drank no wine, he never knew the use of tobacco; and, though a naturalist, he used neither trap nor gun. He 
chose, wisely no doubt for himself, to be the bachelor of thought and Nature. He had no talent for wealth, 
and knew how to be poor without the least hint of squalor or inelegance. Perhaps he fell into his way of 

living without forecasting it much, but approved it with later wisdom. "I am often reminded," he wrote in his 
journal, "that if I had bestowed on me the wealth of Crsus, my aims must be still the same, and my means 

essentially the same." He had no temptations to fight against--no appetites, no passions, no taste for elegant 
trifles. A fine house, dress, the manners and talk of highly cultivated people were all thrown away on him. 

He much preferred a good Indian, and considered these refinements as impediments to conversation, wishing 



to meet his companion on the simplest terms. He declined invitations to dinner-parties, because there each 
was in every one's way, and he could not meet the individuals to any purpose. "They make their pride," he 
said, "in making their dinner cost much; I make my pride in making my dinner cost little." When asked at 
table what dish he preferred, he answered, "The nearest." He did not like the taste of wine, and never had a 

vice in his life. He said--"I have a faint recollection of pleasure derived from smoking dried lily-stems, 
before I was a man. I had commonly a supply of these. I have never smoked anything more noxious."He 
chose to be rich by making his wants few, and supplying them himself. In his travels, he used the railroad 
only to get over so much country as was unimportant to the present purpose, walking hundreds of miles, 
avoiding taverns, buying a lodging in farmers' and fishermen's houses, as cheaper, and more agreeable to 
him, and because there he could better find the men and the information he wanted.There was somewhat 
military in his nature, not to be subdued, always manly and able, but rarely tender, as if he did not feel 

himself except in opposition. He wanted a fallacy to expose, a blunder to pillory, I may say required a little 
sense of victory, a roll of the drum, to call his powers into full exercise. It cost him nothing to say No; 

indeed he found it much easier than to say Yes. It seemed as if his first instinct on hearing a proposition was 
to controvert it, so impatient was he of the limitations of our daily thought. This habit, of course, is a little 
chilling to the social affections; and though the companion would in the end acquit him of any malice or 

untruth, yet it mars conversation. Hence, no equal companion stood in affectionate relations with one so pure 
and guileless. "I love Henry," said one of his friends, "but I cannot like him; and as for taking his arm, I 

should as soon think of taking the arm of an elm-tree."Yet, hermit and stoic as he was, he was really fond of 
sympathy, and threw himself heartily and childlike into the company of young people whom he loved, and 
whom he delighted to entertain, as he only could, with the varied and endless anecdotes of his experiences 
by field and river: and he was always ready to lead a huckleberry-party or a search for chestnuts or grapes. 

Talking, one day, of a public discourse, Henry remarked that whatever succeeded with the audience was bad. 
I said, "Who would not like to write something which all can read, like Robinson Crusoe? and who does not 

see with regret that his page is not solid with a right materialistic treatment, which delights everybody?" 
Henry objected, of course, and vaunted the better lectures which reached only a few persons. But, at supper, 
a young girl, understanding that he was to lecture at the Lyceum, sharply asked him, "Whether his lecture 

would be a nice, interesting story, such as she wished to hear, or whether it was one of those old 
philosophical things that she did not care about." Henry turned to her, and bethought himself, and, I saw, 

was trying to believe that he had matter that might fit her and her brother, who were to sit up and go to the 
lecture, if it was a good one for them.From School Library JournalGrade 9 Up--Henry David Thoreau's 
classic, first published in 1854 and reporting on his experiences at the eponymous site where he lived in 

physical and social independence during the mid-1840's, receives refreshing treatment here. William Hope 
reads leisurely but with feeling, offering listeners the illusion that the author is speaking directly to them. 

The abridgements are not substantive, so listeners will feel that they have become acquainted with the 
complexities of a text that is both orderly and sprinkled with irony and other literary devices. The chapters 

are tastefully set off by musical interludes that complement Thoreau's own rhythms. Not only is this an 
excellent alternative for students assigned to read the text that is often offered in tiny print without benefit of 
margins, but it is also possible to suggest this to thoughtful teens who are seeking an intellectually engaging 

listening experience for their personal enjoyment. Hope's pacing invites readers with minimal skills to 
accompany their print foray with his narration. The careful editing here assures that they will not become 
lost between page and sound.Francisca Goldsmith, Berkeley Public Library, CACopyright 2002 Cahners 
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