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Landing at Malta

Henry De Monfreid

We called at Malta, a curious town where there is nothing but
churches, and the only sound of life is the ringing of church bells. The
whole place reminded me of the strange towns one often sees in the
nightmares of delirium.

As soon as the ship anchored, a regular battle began between the
boatmen for possession of the passengers. These unhappy creatures
were hustled hither and thither, and finally one, waving his arms like
a marionette unhinged, lost his balance and fell back into a boat. It
immediately bore him off with a cry of triumph, and the defeated
boatman revenged himself by carrying off his luggage in a different
direction. All this took place amid a hail of oaths in Maltese, with
many suggestive Arab words intermingle.

The young priests in the second class, freshly hatched out of the
seminary, turned vividly pink, and the good nuns covered their
faces with their veils and fled under the mocking gaze of an old
bearded missionary, who wasn’t to be upset by such trifles.

I did not go ashore, for getting back to the ship was too much of
a problem. Some passengers had to pay a veritable ransom before they
could return. Two French sailors, who had got mixed up with
churches when looking for a building of quite another character,
solved the matter very simply by throwing their grasping boatman into
the sea. A few strokes with the oars, and they were alongside, and as
a tug was just leaving they tied the little boat to it, to the
accompaniment of indignant shrieks from the owner as he floundered

in the water.
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Walden(Excerpt)

Henry David Thoreau

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 walk along the stony shore of
the pond in my shirt-sleeves, though it is cool as well as cloudy and
windy, and I see nothing special to attract me, all the elements are
unusually congenial to me. The bullfrog trump to usher in the night
and the note of the whip-poor-will is borne on the rippling wind from
over the water. Sympathy with the fluttering alder and poplar leaves
almost takes away my breath; yet, like the lake, my serenity is
rippled but not ruffled. These small waves raised by the evening wind
are as remote from storm as the smooth reflecting surface. Though it
is now dark, the wind still blows and roars in the wood, the waves still
dash, and some creatures lull the rest with their notes. The repose is
never complete. The wildest animals do not repose, but seek their
prey now; the fox, and skunk, and rabbit, now roam the fields and
woods. They are Nature’s watchmen, —links which connect the days
of animated life.

When I return to my house I find that visitors have been there
and left their cards, either a bunch of flowers, or a wreath of
evergreen, a name in pencil on a yellow walnut leaf or a chip. They
who come rarely to the woods take some little piece of the forest into
their hands to play with by the way, which they leave, either
intentionally or accidentally. One has peeled a willow wand, woven it
into a ring, and dropped it on my table. I could always tell if visitors

had called in my absence, either by the bended twigs or grass, or the



print of their shoes, and generally of what sex or age or quality they
were by some slight trace left, as a flower dropped, a bunch of grass
plucked and thrown away, even as far off as the railroad, half a mile
distant, or by the lingering odor of a cigar or pipe. Nay, I was
frequently notified of the passage of a traveler 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 this vast range and circuit, some square miles
of unfrequented forest, for my privacy, abandoned to me by men? My
nearest neighbor is a mile distant, and no house is visible from any
place but the hill-tops within half a mile of my own. I have my
horizon bounded by woods all to myself; a distant view of the railroad
where it touches the pond on the one hand, and of the fence which
skirts the woodland road on the other. But for the most part it is as
solitary where I live as on the prairies. It is as much Asia or Africa as
New England. I have, as it were, my own sun and moon and stars,
and a little world all to myself. At night there was never a traveler
passed my house, or knocked at my door, more than if I were the first
or last man; unless it were in the spring, when at long intervals some
came from the village to fish for pouts, —they plainly fished much
more in the Walden Pond of their own natures, and baited their hooks
with darkness, —but they soon retreated, usually with light baskets
and left “the world to darkness and to me,” and the black kernel of
the night was never profaned by any human neighborhood. 1 believe
that men are generally still a little afraid of the dark, though the
witches are all hung, and Christianity and candles have been

introduced.
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The Age of Dust

Elwyn Brooks White

On a sunny morning last week, I went out and put up a swing for
a little girl, age three, under an apple tree—the tree being much older
than the girl, the sky being blue, the clouds white. I pushed the little
girl for a few minutes, then returned to the house and settled down to
an article on death dust, or radiological warfare, in the July Bulletin
of the Atomic Scientists, Volume VI, No. 7.

The article ended on a note of disappointment. “The area that
can be poisoned with the fission products available to us today is
disappointingly small; it amounts to not more than two or three major
cities per month.” At first glance, the sentence sounded satirical, but
a rereading convinced me that the scientist’s disappointment was real
enough—that it had the purity of detachment. The world of the child
in the swing (the trip to the blue sky and back again) seemed, as |
studied the ABC of death dust, more and more a dream world with no
true relation to things as they are or to the real world of
discouragement over the slow rate of the disappearance of cities.

Probably the scientist-author of the death-dust article, if he were
revising his literary labors with a critical eye, would change the
wording of that queer sentence. But the fact is, the sentence got
written and published. The terror of the atom age is not the violence
of the new power but the speed of man’s adjustment to it—the speed
of his acceptance. Already, bombproofing is on approximately the
same level as mothproofing. Two or three major cities per month isn’t
much of an area, but it is a start. To the purity of science ( which

hopes to enlarge the area) there seems to be no corresponding purity
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