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PREFACE

WMWMW&

Colleges up and down the land are teaching, or soon will be
teaching, students in uniform—prospective officers of the armed
forces. The Army and the Navy both require, in their basic pro-
grams, the study of American history and American institutions
in the context of world history and of the world war. They re-
quire also training in written and spoken expression, in thinking
and in reading. Reading is of the essence of the problem. With-
out texts for analysis and discussion, how can the teacher
attempt to train his students in expression, in the interpretation
of language, in whatever can be meant by ‘‘communication,”
in logic and orderly thought? But how and what shall students
in uniform be asked to read? How much and at what level of
difficulty can they be expected to absorb? And as a practical
problem, how shall the appropriate reading be placed in their
hands and worked into the heavy technical training prescribed
for them?

Both the Army and the Navy have indicated general kinds of
reading to be pursued in relation to certain general purposes.
These purposes are determined by the qualifications which officers
ultimately should possess. The Army has suggested a particular
list of works and writers, with the recommendation that selec-
tions be drawn from them. But the Army and Navy evidently
take a comprehensive view of the reading useful for a prospective
officer. This view extends from reading to stimulate precise ob-
servation and orderly analysis—expositions and reports on
technical or scientific topics—to reading for imagination, for
acquaintance with important problems of the past and future,
reading the virtue of which would be to make a well-informed
and thoughtful citizen of America in the world Americans will
face during and after the war. ’

The editors of this volume believe that a new book of readings
is clearly requisite to meet the needs of the announced Army
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viii PREFACE

and Navy basic programs. They believe that these programs
make possible a collection that will be pedagogically sound, in-
dispensably convenient for teacher and student, interesting
and lively in contents. They offer the present volume as one
that they hope will meet these various needs and purposes.

The sections of the book overlap frecly, and offer many op-
portunities for correlation and comparison. But the contents
have been roughly segregated into five groups corresponding
with what the editors take to be important objects of the in-
tended training. The first section, Observation of America, calls
attention to the native environment and its institutions and
habits as a proper object of observation; and observation leads
naturally to reflection on implications, to a study of the spirit
and the assumptions underlying the phenomena. But Powell’s
report on the descent of the Colorado River (in the third section)
is also an example of observation employed to good purpose. And
so on throughout the book: topics recur in documents from
different times and by writers of different temperament; many
angles of vision on the same or related problems are represented.
Illustrations of method and style in relation to purpose are
plentiful enough, the editors hope, to meet all reasonable needs;
content is various and controversial enough to provoke discussion
of the world we live in, the stakes we play for, the destiny of
both the material and the spiritual man, the soldier-technician
and the citizen fighting a war for the hope of a tolerable peace.

A glance at the design of the book will show that it is suitable
for any contemporary American student, military or civilian—or
so the editors hope and so they believe the case ought to be.
The virtues of war and peace are not totally distinct. Modern
war requires prolonged specialized training, as the nation is learn-
ing through casualties and the impatient postponement of the
day of victory. But what qualities does training affect? Qualities
already present or potential in the citizen—qualities that can
turn the civilian into a fighter without destroying his capacity
for membership in a society at peace. Even in the direct win-
ning of the war, then, civil education has its part. Civilian
English teachers must be desired for what they are and know,
not for what they do not know and cannot be turned into over-
night. They are not military or naval experts or technicians of
war. They are or should be experienced readers and analysts
both of the utterances of superior minds and of the work of
students; they should be able to teach “communication”’—the
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interpretation of language, clearness and conciseness in the use
of it, appropriateness of diction to purpose, logic and mental
order and structure and the devices of expression, in both
writing and Speech. They will stimulate such qualities best in
relation to kinds of material which fall within their experience
and their competence. As for the prospective officer, he will
need his technical training for modern war, and will receive
it in camp and in the field. But surcly it is the faith of the
Republic that a well-informed citizen, imaginative and reflective,
can fight when trained and can bring to the peace after fighting
those personal qualities without which the most far-sighted
and statesmanlike programs for society lic inert on papet. “The
best pre-flight training,” wrote E. B. White recently, “is a view
of the whole sky, not a close-up of an instrument panel.” The
whole sky is too much to put into one book, but (while not
overlooking the instrument panel) this volume provides glimpses
into important quarters of the sky, where omens of the past
and the future may be discerned for the citizen at war to read.

THEODORE MORRISON
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WALDEN'!
By E. B. Wxuite

I e & o o e N N S .
Miss Nims, take a letter to Henry David Thoreau. Dear Henry:
I thought of you the other afternoon as I was approaching Con- -
cord doing fifty on Route 62. That is a high speed at which to
hold a philosopher in one’s mind, but in this century we are a
nimble bunch. ,

On one of the lawns in the outskirts of the village a woman
was cutting the grass with a motorized lawn mower. What made
me think of you was that the machine had rather got away from
her, although she was game enough, and in the brief glimpse I
had of the scene it appeared to me that the lawn was mowing
the lady. She kept a tight grip on the handles, which throbbed
violently with every explosion. of the one-cylinder motor, and as
she sheered around bushes and lurched along at a reluctant trot
behind her impetuous servant, she looked like a puppy who had
grabbed something that was too much for him. Concord hasn’t
changed much, Henry; the farm implements and the animals still
have the upper hand.

I may as well admit that I was journeying to Concord with
the deliberate intention of visiting your woods; for although I
have never knelt at the grave of a philosopher nor placed wreaths
on moldy poets, and have often gone a mile out of my way to
avoid some place of historical interest, T have always wanted to
see Walden Pond. The account which you left of your sojourn
there is, you will be amused to learn, a document of increasing
pertinence; each year it seems to gain a little headway, as the
world loses ground. We may all be transcendental yet, whether
we like it or not. As our common complexities increase, any tale
of individual simplicity (and vours is the best written and the
cockiest) acquires a new fascination; as our goods accumulate,

* One Man’s Meat, Harper & Brothers, 1942.
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4 E. B. WHITE

but not our well-being, your report of an existence without mate-
rial adornment takes on a certain awkward credibility.

My purpose in going to Walden Pond, like yours, was not to
live cheaply or to live dearly there, but to transact some private
business with the fewest obstacles. Approaching Concord, doing
forty, doing forty-five, doing fifty, the steering wheel held snug
in my palms, the highway held grimly in my vision, the crown
of the road now serving me (on the righthand curves), now de-
feating me (on the lefthand curves), I began to rouse myself
from the stupefaction which a day’s motor journey induces. It
was a delicious evening, Henry, when the whole body is one
sense, and imbibes delight through every pore, if I may coin a
phrase. Fields were richly brown where the harrow, drawn by the
stripped Ford, had lately sunk its teeth; pastures were green; and
overhead the sky had that same everlasting great look which you
will find on Page 144 of the Oxford Pocket Edition. I could feel
the road entering me, through tire, wheel, spring, and cushion;
shall I have intelligence with earth too? Am I not partly leaves
and vegetable mold myself>—a man of infinite horsepower, yet
partly leaves.

Stay with me on 62 and it will take you into Concord. As I
say, it was a delicious evening. The snake had come forth to die
in a bloody S on the highway, the wheel upon its head, its bowels
flat now and exposed. The turtle had come up too to cross the
road and die in the attempt, its hard shell smashed under the
rubber blow, its intestinal yearning (for the other side of the
road) forever squashed. There was a sign by the wayside which
announced that the road had a “cotton surface.” You wouldn’t
know what that is, but neither, for that matter, did I. There is a
cryptic ingredient in many of our modern improvements—we are
awed and pleased without knowing quite what we are enjoying.
It is something to be traveling on a road with a cotton surface.

The civilization round Concord to-day is an odd distillation of
city, village, farm, and manor. The houses, yards, fields look not
quite suburban, not quite rural. Under the bronze beech and the
blue spruce of the departed baron grazes the milch goat of the
heirs. Under the porte-cochére stands the reconditioned station
wagon; under the grape arbor sit the puppies for sale. (But why
do men degenerate ever? What makes families run out?)

It was June and everywhere June was publishing her im-
memorial stanza: in the lilacs, in the syringa, in the freshly
edged paths and the sweetness of moist beloved gardens, and
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the little wire wickets that preserve the tulips’ front. Farmers
were already moving the fruits of their toil into their yards, ar-
ranging the rhubarb, the asparagus, the strictly fresh eggs on the
painted stands under the little shed roofs with the patent shingles.
And though it was almost a hundred years since you had taken
your ax and started cutting out your home on Walden Pond, I
was interested to observe that the philosophical spirit was still
alive in Massachusetts: in the center of a vacant lot some boys
were assembling the framework of a rude shelter, their whole
mind and skill concentrated in the rather inauspicious helter-
skeleton of studs and rafters. They too were escaping from town,
to live naturally, in a rich blend of savagery and philosophy.

That evening, after supper at the inn, I strolled out into the
twilight to dream my shapeless transcendental dreams and see
that the car was locked up for the night (first open the right
front door, then reach over, straining, and pull up the handles of
the left rear and the left front till you hear the click, then the
handle of the right rear, then shut the right front but open it
again, remembering that the key is still in the ignition switch,
remove the key, shut the right front again with a bang, push the
tiny keyhole cover to one side, insert key, turn, and withdraw).
Tt is what we all do, Henry. It is called locking the car. It is said
to confuse thieves and keep them from making off with the lap-
robe. Four doors to lock behind one robe. The driver himself
never uses a laprobe, the free movement of his legs being vital to
the operation of the vehicle; so that when he locks the car it is a
pure and unselfish act. I have in my life gained very little essen-
tial heat from laprobes, yet I have ever been at pains to lock them
up.

The evening was full of sounds, some of which would have
stirred your memory. The robins still love the elms of New Eng-
land villages at sundown. There is enough of the thrush in them
to make song inevitable at the end of the day, and enough of
the tramp to make them hang round the dwellings of men. A
robin, like many another American, dearly loves a white house
with green blinds. Concord is still full of them.

Your fellow-townsmen were stirring abroad—not many afoot,
most of them in their cars; and the sound which they made in
Concord at evening was a rustling and a whispering. The sound
lacks steadfastness and is wholly unlike that of a train. A train,
as you know who lived so near the Fitchburg line, whistles once
or twice sadly and is gone, trailing a memory in smoke, sooth-
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ing to ear and mind. Automobiles, skirting a village green, are
like flies that have gained the inner ear—they buzz, cease, pause,
start, shift, stop, halt, brake, and the whole effect is a nervous
polytone curiously disturbing.

As I wandered along, the toc toc of ping pong balls drifted
from an attic window. In front of the Reuben Brown house a
Buick was drawn up. At the wheel, motionless, his hat upon his
head, a man sat, listening to Amos and Andy on the radio (it is
a drama of many scenes and without an end). The deep voice of
Andrew Brown, emerging from the car, although it originated
more than two hundred miles away, was unstrained by distance.
When you used to sit on the shore of your pond on Sunday
morning, listening to the church bells of Acton and Concord,
you were aware of the excellent filter of the intervening at-
mosphere. Science has attended to that, and sound now main-
tains its intensity without regard for distance. Properly spon-
sored, it goes on forever.

A fire engine, out for a trial spin, roared past Emerson’s house,
hot with readiness for public duty. Over the barn roofs the
martins dipped and chittered. A swarthy daughter of an asparagus
grower, in culottes, shirt, and bandanna, pedalled past on her
bicycle. It was indeed a delicious evening, and I returned to the
inn (I believe it was your house once) to rock with the old
ladies on the concrete veranda.

Next morning early I started afoot for Walden, out Main Street
and down Thoreau, past the depot and the Minuteman Chevrolet
Company. The morning was fresh, and in a bean field along the
way I flushed an agriculturalist, quietly studying his beans. Tho-
reau Street soon joined Number 126, an artery of the State. We
number our highways nowadays, our speed being so great we
can remember little of their quality or character and are lucky
to remember their number. (Men have an indistinct notion that
if they keep up this activity long enough all will at length ride
somewhere, in next to no time.) Your pond is on 126.

I knew I must be nearing your woodland retreat when the
Golden Pheasant lunchroom came into view—Sealtest ice cream,
toasted sandwiches, hot frankfurters, waffles, tonics, and lunches.
Were 1 the proprietor, I should add rice, Indian meal, and mo-
lasses—ijust for old time’s sake. The Pheasant, incidentally, is
for sale: a chance for some nature lover who wishes to set him-
self up beside a pond in the Concord atmosphere and live de-
liberately, fronting only the essential facts of life on Number 126.
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Beyond the Pheasant was a place called Walden Breezes, an
oasis whose porch pillars were made of old green shutters sawed
into lengths. On the porch was a distorting mirror, to give the
traveler a comical image of himself, who had miraculously learned
to gaze in an ordinary glass without smiling. Behind the Breezes,
in a sun-parched clearing, dwelt your philosophical descendants
in their trailers, each trailer the size of your hut, but all grouped
together for the sake of congeniality. Trailer people leave the city,
as you did, to discover solitude and in any weather, at any hour
of the day or night, to improve the nick of time; but they soon
collect in villages and get bogged deeper in the mud than ever.
The camp behind Walden Breezes was just rousing itself to the
morning. The ground was packed hard under the heel, and the
sun came through the clearing to bake the soil and enlarge the
wry smell of cramped housekeeping. Cushman’s bakery truck
had stopped to deliver an early basket of rolls. A camp dog, see-
ing me in the road, barked petulantly. A man emerged from one
of the trailers and set forth with a bucket to draw water from
some forest tap.

Leaving the highway I turned off into the woods toward the
pond, which was apparent through the foliage. The floor of the
forest was strewn with dried old oak leaves and Transcripts.
From beneath the flattened popcorn wrapper (granum explosum )
peeped the frail violet. I followed a footpath and descended to
the water’s edge. The pond lay clear and blue in the moming
light, as you have seen it so many times. In the shallows a man’s
waterlogged shirt undulated gently. A few flies came out to greet
me and convoy me to your cove, past the No Bathing signs on
which the fellows and the girls had scrawled their names. I felt
strangely excited suddenly to be snooping around your premises,
tiptoeing along watchfully, as though not to tread by mistake
upon the intervening century. Before I got to the cove I heard
something which seemed to me quite wonderful: I heard your
frog, a full, clear troonk, guiding me, still hoarse and solemn,
bridging the years as the robins had bridged them in the sweet-
ness of the village evening. But he soon quit, and I came on a
couple of young boys throwing stones at him.

Your front yard is marked by a bronze tablet set in a stone.
Four small granite posts, a few feet away, show where the house
was. On top of the tablet was a pair of faded blue bathing trunks
with a white stripe. Back of it is a pile of stones, a sort of cairn,
left by your visitors as a tribute, I suppose. It is a rather ugly
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little heap of stones, Henry. In fact the hillside itself seems
faded, browbeaten; a few tall skinny pines, bare of lower limbs,
a smattering of young maples in suitable green, some birches and
oaks, and a number of trees felled by the last big wind. It was
from the bole of one of these fallen pines, torn up by the roots,
that 1 extracted the stone which I added to the cairn—a senti-
mental act in which I was interrupted by a small terrier from a
nearby picnic group, who confronted me and wanted to know
about the stone.

I sat down for a while on one of the posts of your house to
listen to the bluebottles and the dragonflies. The invaded glade
sprawled shabby and mean at my fect, but the flies were tuned
to the old vibration. There were the remains of a fire in your
ruins, but I doubt that it was yours; also two beer bottles trodden
into the soil and become part of carth. A young oak had taken
root in your house, and two or three ferns, unrolling like the
ticklers at a banquet. The only other furnishings were a DuBarry
pattern sheet, a page torn from a picture magazine, and some
crusts In wax paper.

Before 1 quit I walked clear round the pond and found the
place where you used to sit on the northeast side to get the sun
in the fall, and the beach where you got sand for scrubbing your
floor. On the eastern side of the pond, where the highway borders
it, the State has built dressing rooms for swimmers, a float with
diving towers, drinking fountains of porcelain, and rowboats for
hire. The pond is in fact a State Preserve, and carries a twenty-
dollar fine for picking wild flowers, a decree signed in all solem-
nity by your fellow-citizens Walter C. Wardell, Erson B. Bar-
low, and Nathaniel I. Bowditch. There was a smell of creosote
where they had been building a wide wooden stairway to the
road and the parking area. Swimmers and boaters were arriving;
bodies splashed vigorously into the water and emerged wet and
beautiful in the bright air. As I left, a boatload of town boys were
splashing about in mid-pond, kidding and fooling, the young
fellows singing at the tops of their lungs in a wild chorus:

Amer-ica, Amer-i-ca, God shed his grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brotherhood
From sea to shi-ning sea!

1 walked back to town along the railroad, following your
custom. The rails were expanding noisily in the hot sun, and on
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the slope of the roadbed the wild grape and the blackberry sent
up their creepers to the track.
The expense of my brief sojourn in Concord was:

€anvas, shoess . ALAENRA U udd il $1.95

Baschallbats & T STy .25\gifts to take

Left-handed fielder’s glove ... ... 1.25/back to a boy

Hoteltandimealss & 0. ool 4.25
ImiallessCits . o vl S b §FER $7.70

As you sce, this amount was almost what you spent for food for
cight months. I cannot defend the shoes or the expenditure for
shelter and food: they reveal a meanness and grossness in my
nature which you would find contemptible. The baseball equip-
ment, however, is the sort of impediment with which you were
never on even terms. You must remember that the house where
you practiced the sort of economy which I respect was haunted
only by mice and squirrels. You never had to cope with a short:
stop.



THE NATIONAL CAPITOL: 1835*

By HARRIET MARTINEAU

WWM’%

1

In Philadelphia T had found perpetual difficulty in remembering
that I was in a foreign country. The pronunciation of a few
words by our host and hostess, the dinner-table, and the in-
quiries of visitors were almost all that occurred to remind me
that T was not in a brother’s house. At Washington it was very
different. The city itself is unlike any other that ever was seen,
straggling out hither and thither, with a small house or two a
quarter of a mile from any other; so that, in making calls “in the
city,” we had to cross ditches and stiles, and walk alternately on
grass and pavements, and strike across a field to reach a street.
Then the weather was so strange; sometimes so cold that the
only way I could get any comfort was by stretching on the sofa
drawn before the fire up to the very fender (on which days
every person who went in and out of the house was sure to
leave the front door wide open); then the next morning, per-
haps, if we went out muffled in furs, we had to turn back and
exchange our wraps for a light shawl. Then we were waited
upon by a slave appointed for the exclusive service of our party
during our stay. Then there were canvass-back ducks, and all
manner of other ducks on the table, in greater profusion than
any single article of food, except turkeys, that I ever saw. Then
there was the society, singularly compounded from the largest
variety of elements: foreign ambassadors, the American govern-
ment, members of Congress, from Clay and ‘Webster down to
Davy Crockett, Benton from Missouri, and Cuthbert, with the
freshest Irish brogue, from Georgia; flippant young belles, “pious”
wives dutifully attending their husbands, and groaning over the
frivolities of the place; grave judges, saucy travellers, pert news-

1 From Retrospect of Western Travel, 1837.
10
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paper reporters, melancholy Indian chiefs, and timid New Eng-
land ladies, trembling on the verge of the vortex; all this was
wholly unlike anything that is to be seen in any other in the
world; for all these are mixed up together in daily intercourse,
like the higher circle of a little village, and there is nothing else.
You have this or nothing; you pass your days among these people,
or you spend them alone. It is in Washington that varieties of
manners are conspicuous. There the Southerners appear to the
most advantage, and the New Englanders to the least; the ease
and frank courtesy of the gentry of the South (with an oc-
casional touch of arrogance, however) contrasting favourably
with the cautious, somewhat gauche, and too deferential air of
the members from the North. One fancies one can tell a New
England member in the open air by his deprecatory walk. He
seems to bear in mind perpetually that he cannot fight a duel,
while other people can. The odd mortals that wander in from
the western border cannot be described as a class, for no one is
like anybody else. One has a neck like a crane, making an interval
of inches between stock and chin. Another wears no cravat, ap-
parently because there is no room for one. A third has his lank
black hair parted accurately down the middle, and disposed in
bands in front, so that he is taken for a woman when only the
head is seen in a crowd. A fourth puts an arm round the neck of
a neighbour on either side as he stands, seeming afraid of his tall
wirchung frame dropping to pieces if he tries to stand alone; a
fifth makes something between a bow and a courtesy to every-
body who comes near, and proses with a knowing air: all having
shrewd faces, and being probably very fit for the business they
come upon.

Our way of life was so diversified that it is difficult to give an
account of our day; the only way in which one day resembled
another being that none had any privacy. We breakfasted about
nine, surrounded by the heaps of newspapers, documents, and
letters which the post and newsmen brought to the parliamentary
members of our party. We amused ourselves with the different
versions given by the Globe and the Intelligencer—the adminis-
tration and opposition papers—to speeches and proceedings at
which we had been present the day before; and were kindly
made acquainted by our representative friend with the nature
of much of his business, the petitions he had to present, the
dilemmas in which he was placed by his constituents of different
parties, and his hopes and fears about favourite measures in



