CLASSIC - A BEDS!DE CLASSIC- A BEDSIDE E CLASSIC - A BEDSIDE CLASSIC - A  BEDS

WAKE-
ROBIN =ee-,..

@
Liaoning People’s Publishing House, China
LT A B At



CLASSIC - A BEDSIDE CLA BEDSIDE CLASSIC -«

WAKE-ROBIN

@

Liaoning People’s Publishing House, China



BHERSE (CIP ) B

R FFAR = Wake-robin: 330/ (3£ ) EEHT ( Butoughs, J.)
F. . T ARMARG . 2013.8

(BB WEIESUE)

ISBN 978-7-205-07676-4

I D

0.0 I.O%E—EFEY OB —

EH— B IV.DH3194: I

ob [ A P 3 4H TIPSR 7 (2013) #51658065

HRRAAT

B R
R R
Bk
E ¢
HA RS ¢
EfVfl st ] -
FAEGE :
Eafin)aa
TR
5

LT AR R

Hodik: LPHTTAITX 4255 B4 110003

G 024-23284321 (M #))  024-23284324 ( %17H)
{6 5: 024-23284191 (RATHE) 024-2328434 ( IPAE)
http://www_Inpph.com.cn

11T R o P SCEN R A BR A A

105mm x 175mm

4

80T

201348 A S LR

201348 F 55 1K EN R

1

BRI

=
E]

ISBN 978-7-205-07676-4

E e

10.007T



QIC
The Bedside Classics
of
Werkd Litenature, Philosephy and Psychology

Designed to make all English classic works available to all
readers, The Bedside Classics bring you the world’s greatest
literature, philosophy, psychology—books that have stood the test
of time—at specially low prices. These beautifully designed books
will be proud addictions to your bookshelf. You’ll want all these
time-tested classics for your own reading pleasure. The first set of
the first 15 Bedside Classics includes:

Wake-robin by John Burroughs ¥10.00
1984 by George Orwell ¥ 18.00
The Great Gatsby by F. Scott Fitzgerald ¥ 10.00
Adventures of Huckleberry Finn by Mark Twain ¥ 18.00
Sister Carrie by Theodore Dreiser ¥26.00
Emma by Jane Austen ¥26.00
Tess of the d'Urbervilles by Thomas Hardy ¥24.00
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes

by Arthur Conan Doyle ¥ 18.00
The Call of the Wild + White Fang

by Jack London ¥ 18.00
Sons and Lovers by D. H. Lawrence ¥26.00
Of Human Bondage by William Somerset Maugham ¥35.00
The Divine Comedy  Inferno by Dante Alighieri ¥12.00
Dream Psychology + A Young Girl's Diary

by Sigmund Freud ¥22.00
Thus Spake Zarathustra + Beyond Good and Evil

by Friedrich Nietzsche ¥26.00
Ulysses(I and 11)+(111) by James Joyce ¥36.00

For the online order, please use the 2-dimentional bar code on the back
cover, or visit the publisher’s web-side. Or if you have any suggestions, please
£0 to the publisher s weibo: htp://weibo.comy/lrs 2009, or call 024-23284321.



John Burroughs

John Burroughs (April 3, 1837-March 29, 1921)
was an American naturalist and essayist important
in the evolution of the U.S. conservation movement.
According to biographers at the American Memory
project at the Library of Congress, John Burroughs
was the most important practitioner after Henry David
Thoreau of that especially American literary genre,
the nature essay. By the turn of the 20th century he
had become a virtual cultural institution in his own
right: the Grand Old Man of Nature at a time when
the American romance with the idea of nature, and
the American conservation movement, had come
fully into their own. His extraordinary popularity and
popular visibility were sustained by a prolific stream
of essay collections, beginning with Wake-Robin in
1871.

In the words of his biographer Edward Renehan,
Burroughs' special identity was less that of a scientific
naturalist than that of “a literary naturalist with a duty
to record his own unique perceptions of the natural
world.” The result was a body of work whose perfect
resonance with the tone of its cultural moment perhaps
explains both its enormous popularity at that time, and
its relative obscurity since.
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More classics to be soon published are:

WINTER SUNSHINE by John Burroughs

THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO by Alexandre Dumas

5 PLAYS by George Bernard Shaw

HAMLET by Shakespeare

THE MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
THE GOOD EARTH by Pearl Buck

More ...

And

THE INTERPRETATION OF DREAMS by Sigmund Freud
THE CONFESSIONS by Jean-Jacques Rousseau
PRINCE by Niccolo Machiavelli

More ...

And

ROBINSON CRUSOE by Daniel Defoe

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE by Jane Austen
JANE EYRE by Charlotte Bronte

WUTHERING HEIGHTS by Emily Bronte

DAVID COPPERFIELD by Charles Dickens
GREAT EXPECTATIONS by Charles Dickens
HARD TIMES by Charles Dickens

OLIVER TWIST by Charles Dickens

A TALE OF TWO CITIES by Charles Dickens
THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE by Thomas Hardy
HEART OF DARKNESS by Joseph Conrad
LORD JIM by Joseph Conrad

DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE by Robert Louis Stevenson
TREASURE ISLAND by Robert Louis Stevenson
KIDNAPPED by Robert Louis Stevenson

And many more ...



General Preface

Millions of Chinese are learning English to acquire
knowledge and skills for communication in a world
where English has become the primary language for
international discourse. Yet not many learners have come
to realize that the command of the English language also
enables them to have an easy access to the world literary
classics such as Shakespeare’s plays, Shelley’s poems,
mark Twain’s novels and Nietzsche’s works which are an
important part of liberal-arts education. The most important
goals of universities are not vocational, that is, not merely
the giving of knowledge and the training of skills.

In a broad sense, education aims at broadening young
people’s mental horizon, cultivating virtues and shaping
their character. Lincoln, Mao Zedong and many other
great leaders and personages of distinction declared how
they drew immense inspiration and strength from literary
works. As a matter of fact, many of them had aspired to
become writers in their young age. Alexander the Great
(356-323 B.C.) is said to take along with him two things,
waking or sleeping: a book and a dagger, and the book
is Iliad, a literary classic, by Homer. He would put these
two much treasured things under his pillow when he
went to bed.



Today, we face an unprecedented complex and
changing world. To cope with this rapid changing world
requires not only communication skills, but also adequate
knowledge of cultures other than our own home culture.
Among the most important developments in present-day
global culture is the ever increasing cultural exchanges
and understanding between different nations and peoples.
And one of the best ways to know foreign cultures is
to read their literary works, particularly their literary
classics, the soul of a country’s culture. They also give
you the best language and the feeling of sublimity.

Liaoning People’s Publishing House is to be
congratulated for its foresight and courage in making
a new series of world literary classics available to the
reading public. It is hoped that people with an adequate
command of the English language will read them, like
them and keep them as their lifetime companions.

I am convinced that the series will make an important
contribution to the literary education of the young
people in china. At a time when the whole country is
emphasizing “spiritual civilization”, it is certainly a very
timely venture to put out the series of literary classics for
literary and cultural education.

Zhang Zhongzai

Professor

Beijing Foreign Studies University
July, 2013 Belijing
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INTRODUCTION TO RIVERSIDE EDITION 1

INTRODUCTION TO RIVERSIDE EDITION

In coming before the public with a newly made
edition of my writings, what can I say to my reader at
this stage of our acquaintance that will lead to a better
understanding between us? Probably nothing. We
understand each other very well already. [ have offered
myself as his guide to certain matters out of doors,
and to a few matters indoor, and he has accepted me
upon my own terms, and has, on the whole been better
pleased with me than I had any reason to expect. For
this I am duly grateful; why say more? Yet now that
[ am upon my feet, so as to speak, and palaver is the
order, I will keep on a few minutes longer.

It is now nearly a quarter of a century since my first
book, “Wake-Robin,” was published. I have lived
nearly as many years in the world as I had lived when
I wrote its principal chapters. Other volumes have
followed, and still others. When asked how many there
are, | often have to stop and count them up. I suppose
the mother of a large family does not have to count up
her children to say how many there are. She sees their
faces all before her. It is said of certain savage tribes
who cannot count above five, and yet who own flocks
and herds, that every native knows when he has got all
his own cattle, not by counting, but by remembering
each one individually.

The savage is with his herds daily; the mother has
the love of her children constantly in her heart; but
when one’s book goes forth from him, in a sense it
never returns. It is like the fruit detached from the
bough. And yet to sit down and talk of one’s books as
a father might talk of his sons, who had left his roof
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and gone forth to make their own way in the world, is
not an easy matter. The author’s relation to his book
is a little more direct and personal, after all, more a
matter of will and choice, than a father’s relation to
his child. The book does not change, and, whatever it
fortunes, it remains to the end what its author made it.
The son is an evolution out of a long line of ancestry,
and one’s responsibility of this or that trait is often
very slight; but the book is an actual transcript of his
mind, and is wise or foolish according as he made it
so. Hence I trust my reader will pardon me if I shrink
from any discussion of the merits or demerits of these
intellectual children of mine, or indulge in any very
confidential remarks with regard to them.

[ cannot bring myself to think of my books as
“works,” because so little “work™ has gone to the
making of them. It has all been play. I have gone
a-fishing, or camping, or canoeing, and new literary
material has been the result. My corn has grown while
I loitered or slept. The writing of the book was only a
second and finer enjoyment of my holiday in the fields
or woods. Not till the writing did it really seem to
strike in and become part of me.

A friend of mine, now an old man, who spent his
youth in the woods of northern Ohio, and who has
written many books, says, “I never thought of writing
a book, till my self-exile, and then only to reproduce
my old-time life to myself.” The writing probably
cured or alleviated a sort of homesickness. Such is a
great measure has been my own case. My first book,
“Wake-Robin,” was written while I was a government
clerk in Washington. It enabled me to live over again
the days | had passed with the birds and in the scenes
of my youth. I wrote the book sitting at a desk in front
of an iron wall. I was the keeper of a vault in which
many millions of bank-notes were stored. During my
long periods of leisure I took refuge in my pen. How
my mind reacted from the iron wall in front of me, and
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sought solace in memories of the birds and of summer
fields and woods! Most of the chapters of “Winter
Sunshine” were written at the same desk. The sunshine
there referred to is of a richer quality than is found in
New York or New England.

Since I left Washington in 1873, instead of an iron
wall in front of my desk, T have had a large window
that overlooks the Hudson and the wooded heights
beyond, and I have exchanged the vault for a vineyard.
Probably my mind reacted more vigorously from the
former than it does from the latter. The vineyard winds
its tendrils around me and detains me, and its loaded
trellises are more pleasing to me than the closets of
greenbacks.

The only time there is a suggestion of an iron wall
in front of me is in winter, when ice and snow have
blotted out the landscape, and I find that it is in this
season that my mind dwells most fondly upon my
favorite themes. Winter drives a man back upon
himself, and tests his powers of self-entertainment.

Do such books as mine give a wrong impression
of Nature, and lead readers to expect more from a
walk or a camp in the woods than they usually get? |
have a few times had occasion to think so. I am not
always aware myself how much pleasure I have had
in a walk till I try to share it with my reader. The heat
of composition brings out the color and the flavor.
We must not forget the illusions of all art. If my
reader thinks he does not get from Nature what I get
from her, let me remind him that he can hardly know
what he has got till he defines it to himself as I do,
and throws about it the witchery of words. Literature
does not grow wild in the woods. Every artist does
something more than copy Nature; more comes out in
his account than goes into the original experience.

Most persons think the bee gets honey from the
flowers, but she does not: honey is a product of the
bee; it is the nectar of the flowers with the bee added.
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What the bee gets from the flower is sweet water: this
she puts through a process of her own and imparts to
it her own quality; she reduces the water and adds to it
a minute drop of formic acid. It is this drop of herself
that gives the delicious sting to her sweet. The bee is
therefore the type of the true poet, the true artist. Her
product always reflects her environment, and it reflects
something her environment knows not of. We taste the
clover, the thyme, the linden, the sumac, and we also
taste something that has its source in none of these
flowers.

The literary naturalist does not take liberties with
facts; facts are the flora upon which he lives. The more
and the fresher the facts the better. I can do nothing
without them, but I must give them my own flavor.
| must impart to them a quality which heightens and
intensifies them.

To interpret Nature is not to improve upon her: it is
to draw her out; it is to have an emotional intercourse
with her, absorb her, and reproduce her tinged with the
colors of the spirit.

If I name every bird I see in my walk, describe its
color and ways, etc., give a lot of facts or details about
the bird, it is doubtful if my reader is interested. But
if I relate the bird in some way to human life, to my
own life,—show what it is to me and what it is in the
landscape and the season,—then do I give my reader a
live bird and not a labeled specimen.

J. B. 1895.



