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Journal 1: 1837-1844
8-9, October 29, 1837:
The Arrowhead.

A curious incident happened some four or six weeks ago which I think it worth the while to record. John and I had been searching for Indian relics, and been successful enough to find two arrowheads and a pestle, when, of a Sunday evening, with our heads full of the past and its remains, we strolled to the mouth of Swamp-bridge Brook. As we neared the brow of the hill forming the bank of the river, inspired by my theme, I broke forth into an extravagant eulogy on those savage times, using most violent gesticulations by way of illustration. 


"There on Nawshawtuct," said I, "was their lodge, the rendezvous of the tribe, and yonder, on Clamshell Hill their feasting ground. This was no doubt a favorite haunt; here on this brow was an eligible look-out post. How often have they stood on this very spot, at this very hour, when the sun was sinking behind yonder woods, and gilding with his last rays the waters

of the Musketaquid, and pondered the days success and the morrow's prospects, or communed with the spirit of their fathers gone before them to the land of shades!


-- -- "Here," I exclaimed, "stood Tahatawan; and there (to complete the period,) is Tahatawan's arrowhead"


We instantly proceeded to sit down on the spot I had pointed to, and I, to carry out the joke, to lay bare an ordinary stone which my whim had selected, when lo! the first I laid hands on, the grubbing stone that was to be, proved a most perfect arrowhead, as sharp as if just

from the hands of the Indian fabricator!!!

39, April 1, 1838:

The Indian Axe. 


The Indian must have possessed no small share of vital energy--to have rubbed industriously stone upon stone for long months, till at length he had rubbed out an axe or pestle--  As though he had said in the face of the constant flux of things--I at least will live an enduring life.
46, May 8, 1838:

Bangor to Oldtown May 10th -- -- the rail-road from Bangor to Oldtown is civilization shooting off in a tangent into the forest.-- I had much conversation with an old Indian at the latter place, who sat dreaming upon a scow at the water side--and striking his deer-skin moccasins against the planks--while his arms hung listlessly by his side. He was the most communicative man I had met. -- -- Talked of hunting and fishing--old times and new times. Pointing up the Penobscot he observed--“Two or three miles up the river one beautiful country!” And then as if he would come as far to meet me as I had gone to meet him--he exclaimed--“Ugh! One very hard time!” But he had mistaken his man.
167-168, July and August 1840

We have need to be as sturdy pioneers still as Miles

Standish or Church. We are to follow on another

trail, perhaps, but one as convenient for ambushes, and

with not so much as a moccasin print to guide us.
What if the Indians are exterminated? Do not savages

as grim defile down into the clearing to-day?

The danger is that we be exterminated.

172, August 14, 1840: 
The Penobscots by the river are my Britains come to Rome.

187, October 11, 1840:

The true man of science will have a rare Indian

wisdom--and will know nature better by his finer

organization. He will smell, taste, see, hear, feel, better

than other men. His will be a deeper and finer experience

We do not learn by inference and deduction, and the

application of mathematics to philosophy but by direct

intercourse. It is with science as with ethics--we cannot

know truth by method and contrivance--the Baconian

is as false as any other method. The most scientific

should be the healthiest man.

304, April 26, 1841: 
The charm of the Indian to me is that he stands free and unconstrained in nature--is her inhabitant--and not her guest--and wears her easily and gracefully. But the civilized man has the habits of the house. His house is a prison in which he finds himself oppressed and confined, not sheltered and protected. He walks as if he sustained the roof--he carries his arms as if the walls would fall in and crush him--and his feet remember the cellar beneath. His muscles are never relaxed-- It is rare that he overcomes the house, and learns to sit at home in it--and roof and floor--and walls support themselves--as the sky--and trees--and earth.

308-309, May 9, 1841: 

The pine stands in the woods like an Indian--untamed--with a fantastic wildness about it even in the clearings. If an Indian warrior were well painted, with pines in the back ground--he would seem to blend with the trees, and make a harmonious expression.-- the pitch pines are the ghosts of Philip and Massassoit-- The white pine has the smoother features of the squaw.
321, August 18, 1841:

The best poets, after all, exhibit only a tame and

civil side of nature-- They have not seen the west side

of any mountain.

Day and night--mountain and wood are visible from

the wilderness as well as the village-- They have their

primeval aspects--sterner savager-t-han any poet

has sung. It is only the white man's poetry--we want

the Indian's report. Wordsworth is too tame for the

Chippeway.
380-382, March 19, 1842: 

When I walk in the fields of Concord and meditate on the destiny of this prosperous slip of the Saxon family--the unexhausted energies of this new country--I forget that this which is now Concord was once Musketaquid and that the American race has had its destiny also. Everywhere in the fields--in the corn and grain land--the earth is strewn with the relics of a race which has vanished as completely as if trodden in with the earth. 


I find it good to remember the eternity behind me as well as the eternity before. Where ever I go I tread in the tracks of the Indian-- I pick up the bolt which he has but just dropped at my feet. And if I consider destiny I am on his trail. I scatter his hearth stones with my feet, and pick out of the embers of his fire the simple but enduring implements of the wigwam and the chace-- In planting my corn in the same furrow which yielded its increase to his support so long--I displace some memorial of him. 


I have been walking this afternoon over a pleasant field planted with winter rye--near the house. Where this strange people once had their dwelling place. Another species of mortal men but little less wild to me than the musquash they hunted-- Strange spirits--daemons--whose eyes could never meet mine. With another nature--and another fate than mine-- The crows flew over the edge of the woods, and wheeling over my head seemed to rebuke--as dark winged spirits more akin to the Indian than I. Perhaps only the present disguise of the Indian-- If the new has a meaning, so has the old.


Nature has her russet hues as well as green-- Indeed our eye splits on every object, and we can as well take one path as the other-- If I consider its history it is old--if its destiny it is new-- I may see a part of an object or the whole. I will not be imposed on and think Nature

is old, because the season is advanced  I will study the botany of the mosses and fungi on the decayed--and remember that decayed wood is not old, but has just begun to be what it is. I need not think of the pine almond or the acorn and sapling when I meet the fallen pine or oak--more than of the generations of pines and oaks which have fed the young tree. 

The new blade of the corn--the third leaf of the melon--these are not green but gray with time, but sere in respect of time.


The pines and the crows are not changed, but instead that Philip and Paugus stand on the plain--here are Webster and Crocket. Instead of the council-house is the legislature. What a new aspect have new eyes given to the land. Where is this country but in the hearts of its inhabitants  why there is only so much of Indian America left--as there is of the American Indian in the character of this generation.
383, March 30, 1842

The field where friends have met is consecrated

forever-- Man seeks friendship out of the desire to

realize a home here. As the Indian thinks he receives

in to himself the courage and strength of his conquered

enemy--so we add to ourselves all the character and

heart of our friend, He is my creation I can do what I

will with him. There is no possibility of being thwarted

--the friend is Like wax in the rays that fall from our

own hearts
391, March 25, 1842:

Very dangerous is the talent of composition-the

striking out the heart of life at a blow-as the Indian

takes off a scalp-- I feel as if my life had grown more

outward since I could express it.

417, transcribed 1842: 

I find on seeing a painting of our village as it appeared a hundred years ago with a fair open aspect--and a light on trees and river, as if it were mid noon--that I had not thought the sun shone in those days--or that men lived in broad day light then. When I have been reading the Indian wars or the early history of the colonies, I do not remember to have seen the sun once--but a dim twilight or night did their events transpire in. I cannot imagine the sun shining on hill or valley during Philip’s war--or on the war path of Paugus--or Standish or Church or Lovell--with serene summer weather.


But it is fit the past should be dark--and yet it is not altogether the fault of the past but equally of tradition-- It is not a distance of time but a distance of rotation which makes thus dusky the memorials of the past-- What is near to the heart of this generation is present and bright. Greece lies outspread fair and sunshiny in floods of light--for there is the sun and daylight in her literature and art-- Homer does not allow me to forget that the sun shone--nor Phidias--nor the Parthenon.


I must confess I am a little incredulous when I hear of the excessive sultriness of the weather--during some of those toilsome Indian marches, and how the troops sweated, and their tongues were swollen in their mouths-- I do not question the fatigue--but it implies such a glare of light on the landscape.-- They could have fought in the shade of their own dusky deeds.

487, November 9, 1843:
Ossian is like Homer &like the Indian. His Duans

are like the seasons of the year in northern latitudes.

Who are the Inhabitants of London and New York

--but savages who have built cities-and forsaken for a

season hunting and war-- Who are the Blackfeet and the

Tartars but citizens roaming the plains and dwelling

in wigwams and tents.

When it comes to poetry the most polished era finds

nothing wanting or that offends its taste in the real

poetry of the rudest.
Journal 2: 1842-1848
4, 1842-1844:

These Indian relics in our fields which have preserved their rugged forms so long are evidence of the vital energy of the people who made them.

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 123, 1842-1844:
                 The poets exhibit but a tame and civil side of nature.

            They have not gone west of the mountains.  There are

            sterner savager--and more primeval aspects than they

            have sung.  It is only the white man's poetry--  If we could

            get a clear report from the Indian it would be different--for

            he is more conversant with pure nature.  We should do

            him more justice and understand better why he will not

            exchange his savageness for civilization.  I cannot think

            him wilful--for steel hatchets, and rifles are a great

            temptation.

35, 1842-1844
                 The Mississippi the Nile the Ganges can their

            personality be denied?  have they not a personal history

            in the annals of the world--  These journeying atoms

            from the andes and ural and mountains of the moon--by

            villas--villages--and mists--with the moccasined tread of

            an Indian warrior.  Their sources not yet drained.  The

            mountains of the moon send their tribute to the pasha as

            they did to Pharoah without fail.  though he most collect

            the rest of his revenue at the point of the bayonnette

38-40, 1842-1844 (copied from 3/19/42 entry):
 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
                 Everywhere in our corn and grain fields the earth is

            strewn with the relics of a race, which has vanished as

            completely as if trodden in with the earth--  When I

            meditate on the destiny of this prosperous branch of the

            Saxon family, and the unexhausted energies of this new

            country--I forget that what is now Concord was once

            Musketaquid, And that the American race has had its

            history--  The future reader of history will associate this

            generation with the red man in his thoughts, and give it

            credit for some sympathy with that race--  Our history

            will have some copper tints at least and be read as through

            an Indian summer haze--  But such were not our

            reflections 

                 But the Indian is absolutely forgotten but by some

            persevering poets.  By an evident fate the White man has

            commenced a new era.  What do our anniversaries

            commemorate but white men's exploits?  For Indian deeds

            there must be an Indian memory--the white man will

            remember his own only--  We have forgotten their hostility

            as well as friendship.  Who can realize that within the

            memory of this generation in our last war--the remnant

            of an ancient and dusky race of warriors the stockbridge

            Indians within the limits of this very state--furnished a

            company for the war--on condition only that they should

            not be expected to fight white man's fashion--or to

            train--but Indian fashion still--  And occasionally their

            wigwams are seen on the banks of this very stream still,

            like the cabins of the muskrats in the meadow.
                 They seem like a race who have exhausted the secrets

            of nature--tanned with age--while this young and still

            fair saxon race--on whom the sun has not long shined,

            is but commencing its career.


     Wherever I go I am still on the trail of the Indian.--  The

            light and sandy soils which the first settlers cultivated

            were the Indian corn fields--and with every fresh

            ploughing their surface is strewn with the relics of their

            race--            

                 Arrow heads--spear heads tomahawks, axes--gouges

            --pestles--mortars--hoes pipes of soap-stone, ornaments

            for the neck and breast--and other implements of war

            and of the chace attract the transient curiosity of the

            farmer--  We have some hundreds which we have

            ourselves collected.            

                 And one is as surely guided in this search by the

            locality and nature of the soil as to the berries in

            autumn--  Unlike the modern farmer they selected the

            light and sandy plains and rising grounds near to ponds

            and streams of water-- --which the squaws could easily

            cultivate with their stone hoes.  And where these fields

            have been harrowed and rolled for grain in the fall--their

            surface yields its annual crop arrow heads and other

            relics as of grain.--  And the burnt stones on which their

            fires were built are seen dispersed by the plow on every

            hand.          

                 Their memory is in harmony with the russet hue of

            the fall of the year

                 Instead of Philip and Paugus on the plains here are

            Webster & Crockett.  Instead of the council house is the

            legislature.

47-48 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1, 1842-1844
           Tuesday--

                 At intervals when there was a suitable reach in the

            river--we caught sight of the Goffstown mountain--the

            Indian Un-can-nu-nuc rising before us, on the left of the

            river--  "The far blue mountain."

            {One-fourth page blank}

                 We soon after saw the Piscataquoag emptying in on our

            left--and heard the falls of Amoskieg above.

                 It was here according to tradition that the sachem

            Wonolanset resided, and when at war with the mohawks

            his tribe are said to have concealed their provisions in

            the cavities of the rocks in the upper part of the falls

56-57, 1842-1844:

  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1                 We learned afterward that we had pitched our camp

           upon the very spot which a few summers before had been

           ocupied by a roving party of Penobscots.--  as if we had

           been led by an Indian instinct.  We could see rising a few

           miles before us a dark conical eminence--called Hooksett

           pinnacle a landmark--for boatmen. 

58-60, 1842-1844 

  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1      

Among others I have picked up a curious spherical

            stone--probably an implement of war--like a small paving

            stone--about the size of a goose egg--with a groove worn

            quite round it--by which it was probably fastened to a

            thong or a withe--and answered to strike a severe blow

            like a shotted colt.            

                 I have since seen larger ones of the same description            

                 The arrow heads are of every color and of various

            forms--and materials--though they are commonly made of

            a stone which has a conchoidal fracture.  Many small ones

            are found made of white quartz which are simple

            equilateral triangles--with one side slightly convex.

            --  These were probably small shot for birds and

            squirrels.  Where the arrow heads are found the chips

            which were made in manufacturing them are much more

            numerous--  Wherever a lodge stood for any length of

            time.  And these slivers are the surest indication of Indian

            ground--since the geologists tell us that this stone is not

            to be found in this vicinity.                      

                 The spear heads are of the same form and material

            only larger.            

                 Some are found as perfect and sharp as ever for time

            has not the effect of blunting this stone  And when it

            breaks it has a ragged edge which makes a worse cut

            than steel--  Yet they are so brittle that they can hardly

            be carried in the pocket without being broken.            

                 It is a matter of astonishment how the Indians ever

            made them with no iron or steel tools to work with--  And

            I doubt whether one of our merchants with all the aids

            of Yankee ingenuity could soon learn to copy one of the

            thousands under our feet.  It is well known that the art of

            making flints which is best understood in Germany is

            only acquired after long practice and then requires
            some unusual knack in the operator they being struck out

            with a hardened steel chisel--but the arrow-head is of

            much more irregular form, and like the flint such is the

            nature of the stone, must be struck out by skilful

            blows--  A blow of a hammer cracks them into a hundred

            pieces.            

                 An Indian to whom I exhibited some--but who like

            myself regarded them only as relics of antiquity--suggested

            that as white man has one blacksmith who did all the

            work for many families--  So Indian had one arrow head

            maker--  But the number of chips (or to keep up the

            analogy--the cinder heaps) imply too many forges--and

            that there must have been as many artists, unless like

            the cobblers of old times, the Indian blacksmith--went

            round from wigwam to wigwam--and supplied the wants

            of the warrior.            

                 I have seen some from the south seas which were

            precisely similar--  So necessary--so little whimsical--and

            so important in the history of the human race is this

            little tool.            

                 So has the steel hatchet its prototype in the stone one

            of the Indian--and the stone hatchet--in the necessities of

            man.            

                 Venerable are these ancient arts whose early history is

            lost in that of the race itself.            

                 Here too is the pestle and mortar these--ancient forms

            and symbols older than the plow or the spade.            

                 The invention of that plow which now turns them up

            to the surface marks the era of their burial.          

                 An era which can never have its history--which is

            older than the invention of history.            

                 These are relics of an era older than--modern

            civilization--compared with which--Greece and Rome--and

            Egypt are modern.  And the savage retreats and the white

            man advances.
                 I have the following account of some relics in my

            possession which were brought from Taunton in Bristol

            County.  Many a field which had been planted with corn

            for many years  The sod being broken the wind began to

            blow away the soil and then the sand--for several years

            until at length it was blown away to the depth of several

            feet--where it ceased--  And the ground appeared strewed

            with the remains of an Indian village--with regular

            circles of stones which formed the foundation of their

            wigwams--and numerous implements beside.

[These are almost certainly the ones Thoreau’s brother John sent the family in March 1838 from Taunton where he was teaching school:
To John Thoreau Jr.

March 17, 1838

Concord, March 17th 1838

Dear John,


Your box of relics came safe to hand, but was speedily de​posited on the carpet I assure you. What could it be? Some de​clared it must be Taunton herrings

. . . 

The relics have been arranged numerically on a table.]

62-63, 1842-1844


   Far oer the bow

                      Amid the drowsy noon

                      Souhegan creeping slow

                      Appeareth soon.

                      Where gleaming fields of haze

                      Meet the voyageur's gaze,

                      And above the heated air

                      Seems to make a river there.

                      The pines stand up with pride

                      by the Souhegan's side,

                      And the hemlock and the larch

                      With their triumphal arch

                      Have accompanied its march

                           To the sea.

                      No wind stirs its waves

                      But the spirits of the braves

                           Hov'ring o'er

                      Whose antiquated graves

                      Its still water laves

                           On the shore.

                      But with an Indian's stealthy tread

                      It goes sleeping in its bed

                      Without joy or grief

                      Or the rustle of a leaf

                      From the Lyndeboro' hills

                      To the merrimack mills

                      Without a ripple or a billow

                      Or the sigh of a willow

                      Which trails in its stream

                      The mid current of its dream.

                      Not a sound is floated o'er

                      save the mallet on shore

                      Which echoing on high

                      Seems a caulking the sky.

                      experienced river

                      Hast thou flown for ever?

                      Souhegan soundeth old

                      But the half is not told.

                      What names hast thou borne

                      In the ages far gone?

                      When the Xanthus and Meander

                      Commenced to wander--

                      Eer the brown bear haunted

                      On they forest floor

                      Or nature had planted

                      The pines by thy shore.

                      With a louder din

                      Did they current begin

                      When melted the snow

                      On the far mountain's brow

                      And the drops came together

                      In that rainy weather.

66, 1842-1844
                 When we made our fire on the banks of the Merrimack

            at noon to boil some rice for our dinner, the fine grey

            smoke went silently up and sealed the treaty we had made

            with nature.  The flames of our fire spreading amid the

            dry grass, and its smoke casting grotesque shadows on

            the ground, seemed a phenomenon of the yellow noon.

            And we sat like Indians on the banks, bound upward

            through the summer.  Our adventure seemed in harmony

            with the operations of nature, and we progressed up the

            stream (without effort or haste) as naturally as the

            wind and tide went down--not outraging the calm days by

            unworthy bustle or impatience.

100-101, After August 1, 1844
               Everyone finds by his own experience that the era in

            which men cultivate the apple and the amenities of the

            garden, must be different from that of the forest and

            hunter's life--  Gardening is civil and sociable but it wants

            the vigor and freedom of the forest and the outlaw.  Talk

            of civilizing the Indian!  By his wary independence and

            aloofness he is admitted to a refinement in his untrimmed

            mistress, which is like the distant but permanent light of

            the stars, compared with tapers.  There are the innocent

            pleasures of country life,--but the heroic paths are rugged

            and retired in another sense, and he who treads them

            studies his plots and parterres in the stars, he gathers

            nuts and berries by the way and orchard fruits with such

            heedlessness as berries.            

                 There is something less noble in gardening even than

            in savage life.  It conciliates--soothes--tames Nature.  It

            breaks the horse and the ox, but the Indian rides the

            horse wild and chases the Buffalo, and not the less

            worships them both as his gods.            

                 The gardiner takes plants out of the forest and sets

            them in his garden, but the true child of nature finds

            them in his garden already wherever they grow, and does

            not have to transplant them.  If the Indian is somewhat of

            a stranger in nature the gardener is too much a familiar.

            There is something vulgar and foul in the latter's closeness

            to his mistress, something noble and cleanly in the

            formers distance.            

                 Yet the hunter seems to have a property in the moon

            which even the farmer has not.            

                 Ah!--the poet knows uses of plants which are not easily

            reported, though he cultivates no parterre; see how the

            sun smiles on him while he walks in the gardener's

            aisles, rather than on the gardner.

103, After August 1, 1844
      The Concord or Musketaquid or Grass-ground-river,

            (the original name, it is conjectured, being "formed of

            the Indian words, moskeht, signifying 'grass', and okheit,

            signifying 'ground'; and unitedly 'grass-ground,'"

            describing accurately enough the country through which

            it flows, and hence justly applied to the stream

            itself)--though as old as the Euphrates and Nile, did not

            begin to have a place in history until the fame of its

            broad meadows and open uplands--and abundance of

            fish, attracted settlers out of England in 1635--  And the

            other kindred name of Concord it derived from the quiet

            and peaceable lives of these settlers upon its banks both

            with one another and with the Indians

104, After August 1, 1844

                 Salmon--Shad--& Alewives--were formerly abundant in

            this river and taken in weirs by the Indians, and afterward

            by the settlers who used them as food and as manure--until

            the dam and afterward the canal at Billerica, and the

            factories at Lowell put an end to their migrations

            hitherward.--

136-137, Fall-Winter 1845-1846
               Circumstances & employment have but little effect on

            the finer qualities of our nature.  I observe among the

            rail-road men--such inextinguishable ineradicable

            refinement & delicacy of nature--older and of more worth

            than the sun & moon.  A genuine magnanimity--more than

            Greek or Roman--equal to the least occasion--of unexplored

            of uncontaminated descent.  Greater traits I observe in

            them--in the shortest intercourse--than are recorded of

            Epaminondas Socrates--or Cato--  The most famous

            philosophers & poets seem infantile--in comparison with

            these easy profligate giants.  with faces homely--hard and

            scarred like the rocks--but human & wise--embracing--copt

            & musselman--all races & nations.  One is a famous

            pacha--or sultan in disguise            

                 A fineness which is commonly thought to adorn the

            drawing rooms only  There is no more real rudeness in

            laborers--and washerwomen than in Gentlemen &

            ladies  Under some ancient wrinkled--almost forlorn

            visage--as of Indian chieftain slumber the world famous

            humanities of man.  There is the race--& you need look

            no farther.  You can tell a nobleman's head among a

            million--though he may be shovelling gravel six rods off in

            the midst of a gang--with a cotton handkerchief tied about

            it--  Such as are to succeed the worthies of history--  It

            seems no disadvantage, their humble occupation and that

            they take no airs upon themselves  Civilization seems to

            make bright the superficial film of the eye

140, Fall-Winter 1845-1846

                 Flints pond lies east a mile or more--a walk to which

            through the woods by such paths as the Indians used is a

            pleasant diversion summer or winter--  Our greatest

            lake--  Worth the while if only to feel the wind blow--and

            see the waves run--and remember those that go down

            upon the sea--  I went a nutting there in the fall--one

            windy day--when the nuts were dropping into the water

            & were washed ashore.--  and as I crawled along its long

            sedgey shore the fresh spray flung in my face--I came

            upon what seemed a large pad amid the reeds--which

            proved the mouldering wreck of a boat still distinctly

            preserving its well modelled outline--as when it was first

            cast up upon that beach--but ready to furnish the substance

            of new pads and reeds.

161, July 14, 1845

      
     And earlier today came 5 Lestrigones--Railroad men

            who take care of the road, some of them at least. They
            still represent the bodies of men--transmitting arms and

            legs--and bowels downward from those remote days to

            more remote.  They have some got a rude wisdom

            withal--thanks to their dear experience.  And one with

            them a handsome younger man--a sailor like Greek like

            man--says "Sir I like your notions--  I think I shall live so

            my self  Only I should like a wilder country--where there

            is more game.  I have been among the Indians near

            Apallachecola I have lived with them, I like your kind of

            life--  Good-day I wish you success and happiness."

161, July 16, 1845

                 Our furniture should be as simple as the Arab's or the

            Indians'--  At first the thoughtful wondering man plucked

            in haste the fruits which the boughs extended to him--and

            found in the sticks and stones around him his implements

            ready.  And he still remembered that he was s sojourner

            in nature.  When he was refreshed with food and sleep he

            contemplated his journey again.  He dwelt in a tent in this

            world.  He was either threading the vallies or crossing the

            plains or climbing the mountain tops

After December 6, 1845

                 Man does not live long in this world without finding

            out the comfort there is in a house the domestic comforts

            --which originally belong to the house--more than

            to the family.  Man was not made so large limbed

            and tough but that he must seek to narrow his world and

            wall in a space such as fitted him.  He found himself all

            bare and out of doors (and out doors is there still, and has

            remained all bare and unchanged, serene and wintry by

            turns since Adam) and though this was pleasant enough

            in serene and warm weather by day light--the rainy

            seasons and the winters would perchance have nipped his

            race in the bud--if he had not first of all clothed himself

            with the shelter of a house of some kind.  Adam and Eve

            according to the fable wore the bower before other clothes.

            Where is home--without a house?            

                 Though the race is not so degenerated but A man

            might possibly live in a cave today and keep himself

            warm by furs  Yet as caves and wild beasts are not plenty

            enough to accommodate all at the present day--it were

            certainly better to accept the advantages which the

            invention and industry of mankind offer.            

                 In thickly settled civilized communities boards &

            shingles lime & brick are cheaper and more easily come at

            than suitable caves.--  or the whole logs or bark in

            succicient quantity--or even clay or flat stones.            

                 A tolerable house for a rude and hardy race that lived

            much out of doors was once made here without any of

            these materials.  According to the testimony of the first

            settlers of Boston an Indian wigwam was as comfortable

            in winter as an English house with al its wainscoating.

            And they had advanced so far, as to regulate the effect of

            the wind by a mat suspended over the hole in the roof,

            which was moved by a string.

                 Such a lodge was in the first instance erected in a day

            or two and every family had one--and taken down and put

            up again in a few hours.

                 Thus (to try our civilization by a fair test) in the ruder

            states of society every family owns a shelter as good as

            the best--and sufficient for its ruder and simpler

            wants--but in modern civilized society--though the birds

            of the air have their nests and woodchucks and foxes

            their holes--though each one is commonly the owner of

            his coat and hat though never so poor--yet not more than

            one man in a thousand owns a shelter--            

                 but the 999 pay an annual tax for this outside garment

            of all--indispensable summer and winter which would buy

            a village of Indian wigwams and contributes to keep

            them poor as long as they live.            

                 But, answers one, by simply paying this annual tax the

            poorest man secures an abode which is a palace compared

            to the Indian's.  An annual rent of from 20 to 60 or 70

            dollars entitle him to the benefit of all the improvements

            of centuries.  Rumford fire place--Black plastering--

            Venitian blinds--copper pump Spring lock--&c--&c--            

                 But while civilization has been improving our houses

            she has not equally improved the men who should occupy

            them.  She has created palaces but it was not so easy to

            create noblemen and kings--  The mason who finishes the

            cornice of the palace returns at night perchance to a hut

            no better than a wigwam.            

                 If She claims to have made a real advance in the

            welfare of man--she must show how she has produced

            better dwellings without making them more costly--  And

            the cost of a thing it will be remembered is the amount

            of life it requires to be exchanged for it.  An average

            house costs perhaps 1500 dollars and to earn this sum will

            require from 15 to 20 years of the day-laborer's life even

            if he is not incumbered with a family--so that he must

            spend more than half his life before a wigwam can be

            earned--  And if we suppose he he pays a rent instead this

            is but a doubtful choice of evils            

                 Would the savage have been wise to exchange his

            wigwam for a palace on these terms?            

                 When I consider my neighbors--the farmers of Concord

            for instance, who are least as well off as the other

            classes, what are they about?  For the most part I find that

            they have been toiling 10 20 or thirty years to pay for

            their farms and we set down on half of that toil to the

            cost of their houses, and commonly they have not yet paid

            for them.            

                 This is the reason they are poor and for similar

            reasons we are are all poor in respect to a thousand savage

            comforts though surrounded by luxuries.            

                 But most men do not know what a house is--and the

            mass are actually poor all their days because they think

            they must have such an one as their neighbors--  As if one

            were to wear any sort of coat the tailor might cut out for

            him--or gradually leaving off palm leaf hat and cap of

            woodchuck skin should complain of hard times because he

            cannot by him a crown.--

After December 23, 1845

                 There is a civilization going on among brutes as well

            as men--  Foxes are Indian dogs.  I hear one barking raggedly,

            wildly demoniacally in the darkness to night--seeking

            expression laboring with some anxiety--striving to be a

            dog--struggling for light. He is but a faint man--before

            pigmies--an imperfect--burrowing man.--  Goules are also

            misformed, unfortunate men.  He has come up near to my

            window attracted by the light, and barked a vulpine

            course at me--then retreated.

233, April 17, 1846  
               Even nations are ennobled by affording protection to

          the weaker races of animals  When I read of some custom

          by which an ancient people recognized the migrations of

          birds and beasts, or any necessity of theirs, they seem

          not more savage but more god like--  The Greeks were not

          above this humane intercourse with nature.  They were as

          happy as children on the arrival of the swallow in the

          spring--and the passage of cranes from the sources of the

          Nile.  They took note of and delight in such trifling events

          like Indians.  Anacreon sings

                         Behold how the crane travels

                         Behold how the duck dives.

          The partridge & the quail the swan and the stork were

          also mentioned by the poets with distinction. 

251, June 20, 1846

                 Now you paddle along the edge of a dense palisade of

            bull rushes--as straightly bounding the water as if clipped

            by art--reminding us of Indian forts.  Alternate shore &

            bank & precipitous bank--  the bank is over hung with

            graceful branches grasses--& various species of brake

            --whose stems stand close & visible grouped as if in

            a vase, while their heads spread many feet on either hand.

[Journal notes about trip to Maine woods that is the basis for “Ktaadn,” August 31-September 10, 1846, follow. None of this is in the 1906 edition.]

279, After September 10, 1846
                 There we lay where Indians once--and since adventurous

            loggers seeking the white pine had camped before us and

            caught trout like us.  There were the moose on which

            some party had feasted, of which we brought away some

            teeth--and we used the birch poles that had been left

            by them.

284-285, Fall 1846
                 This ferry took us past the Indian Island--lying

            between that and the falls--  Just as our boat left the

            shore we observed one short ill-looking washerwoman

            looking Indian land on the old town side--as if just from

            up river--  And drawing up his canoe he took out a

            bundle of skins in one hand and an empty keg of half

            barrel in the other--  Here was his history written

      
    The island seemed nearly deserted this day-- Yet I

            noticed some new houses among the weather stained as if

            the tribe had a design to live--but generally they have a

            very shabby and forlorn & cheerless look all backside and

            woodshed and not homestead even Indian homestead but

            in stead of home an abroad-stead--for their life is domi et

            militiae--or rather venatus--and most of the latter--  The

            church is the only trim looking building--but that is not

            Abenakis  That was Rome's doings.            

                 Good Canadian it may be but poor Indian.            

                 There was here a sort of swing somewhere called a

            fandango I believe erected by a Canadian for the

            amusement of strangers and his own profit--a contrivance

            by which you were carried round in the air as it were

            sitting in the circumference of a skeleton wheel--with a

            radius of 60 feet or so--not horizontally but vertically--and

            your seat kept upright by your weight I judged.  It was

            altogether a frail and trembling structure and I should

            have preferred to see a heavier man "come full's circle"

            before I tried it.            

                 We were at length landed in Milford and rode along on

            the east side of the Penobscot having a more or less

            constant view of the river and the islands in it--for they

            hold these as far up as Nickatow at the mouth of the

            East branch.  It was the Houlton military road on which

            we were travelling--the main almost the only road of much

            importance in these parts  It is straight and as well made

            and kept in repair as you will find almost any where.

            Everywhere we saw signs of the great freshet this house

            standing awry--and that where it was not founded--and

            that other with a water-logged look as it were still airing

            and drying its basement--and logs with every body's

            marks upon them--and sometimes the marks of their

            having served as bridges--strewn along the road.            

                 We crossed at the Sunk haze a summerish Indian

            name--the Olemmon and other streams--which make a

            greater show on the map than they now did from the road.

J2, 286-288
            So we left our horse and waggon and walked through

            the fields and woods to the river but it was not till after

            considerable search that we discovered their

            habitations--regular shanties--in a retired place out of

            sight of settlers--  Taking one or 2 canoes which we found

            drawn up on he shore on the Lincoln side we paddled

            across to what seemed their landing on the island


side  There were some canoes and a curious fish spear

            made of wood lying on the shore--such as they might have

            used before white men came  They afterward told us it

            was a salmon spear.  its point was an elastic piece of

            wood somewhat like the contrivance for holding the

            bucket on the end of a well pole.  Near where we landed

            sat an Indian girl on a rock in the water washing and

            singing or huming a song meanwhile--  This was an

            aboriginal strain--her hair hung down like the long grass

            at the bottom of the river--  We walked up to the nearest

            house--but were met by a sally of a dozen wolfish looking

            dogs which might have been lineal descendants from the

            ancient Indian dogs which the first voyageurs describe

            as "their wolves."

                 The occupant soon appeared with a long pole in his

            hand with which he bet off the dogs--while he parleyed

            with us.  He seemed half mullattoe  He told us in his

            sluggish way that there were Indians going "up river" he

            and one other--  And when were they going--?  to-day

            --before noon--  And who was the other--  Louis Neptune

            who live in the next wigwam--  Well let us go see Louis

            --  The ame doggish reception--the same development

            And Louis Neptune makes his appearance--a small

            wirey man with a puckered and wrinkled face--  The

            same as I remembered who had guided Jackson to the Mt

            in 37--  The same questions were put to him--and the same

            information obtained--while the other Ind. stood by.  he

            going by noon with two canoes up to Chesuncook

            hunting--to be gone month--  Well Louis suppose you get

            to the Point tonight--we walk on on up the west branch

            tomorrow four of us--  You overtake us tomorrow--and

            take us into your canoes--  You stop for us we stop for

            you--  Yea  May be you carry some provision for use and

            so pay.--  He said "me sure get some Moose--"  and when

            I asked if he though Pomolar the genius of the Mt

            --would let us go up he answered--we must plant one

            bottle of rum on the top--he had planted a good many--and

            when ever he looked again the rum was all gone--  No

            wonder--

                 He had been up 2 or 3 times--  he had planted letter

            Eng--German--French. &c &c.--  So we parted  he would

            reach Mattawamkeag point tonight to camp--and over

            take us up the west branch the next day or the next--  When

            we reached the landing Mrs Neptune was just coming up

            the bank having been shopping in Lincoln and smilingly

            affirmed that we had stolen her canoe--  We asked her too

            if Louis were going upriver and she answered "right

            away".

                 So we left the Indians thinking ourselves lucky to have

            secured such guides and companions.

                 These Ind. were bare headed and lightly dressed like

            laborers  They did not ask us in to their houses but met

            us outside.

J2, 296-297

     
The woods abounded in beech and yellow birch of

            which there were some very large specimens and spruce

            cedar and fir & hemlock--but we saw only the stumps of

            the white pine--some of great size--these having been

            closely culled out--and being the only tree much sought

            after even in this neighborhood--  It was the white pine

            that had tempted white travellers to preceed us on this

            route.  There are now indeed 3 classes of inhabitants in

            this country first the loggers who for a part of the year

            are much the most numerous--  2nd the settlers we have

            named who raise supplies for the loggers the only

            permanent inhabitants--and there were but 3 log huts

            above where we now were--  And 3dly the hunters mostly

            Indians--the most ancient of all.

1850

Between 7/16/50 and 7/29/50, J3, 93
     The names of those who bought these fields of the Red men the wild men of the woods‑‑are Buttrick Davis Barrett Bulkley &c &c     v Hist. Here and there still you will find a man with Indian blood in his veins. An eccentric farmer descended from an Indian Chief‑‑ Or you will see a solitary pure blooded Indian looking as wild as ever among the pines‑‑one of the last of the massachusett's tribes stepping into a railroad car with his gun & pappoose

     Still here and there an Indian squaw with her dog‑‑her only companion‑‑lives in some lone house‑‑insulted by school children‑‑making baskets & picking berries her employment You will meet her on the highway‑‑with few children or none‑‑with melancholy face‑‑history destiny‑‑stepping after her race‑‑who had stayed to tuck them up in their long sleep. For whom berries condescend to grow. I have not seen one on the Musketaquid for many a year And some who came up in their canoes and camped on its banks a dozen years ago had to ask me where it came from. A lone Indian woman without children‑‑acompanied by her dog‑‑ weaving the shroud of her race‑‑performing the last services for her departed race. Not yet absorbed into the elements again‑‑  A daughter of the soil‑‑one of the nobility of the land‑‑the white man an imported weed burdock & mullein which displace the ground nut.

Between 10/31/50 and 11/8/50, J3, 130-131
 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1     A squaw came to our door today, with two pappooses--and said--“Me want a pie.” Theirs is not common begging-- You are merely the rich Indian who shares his goods with the poor. They merely offer you an opportunity to be generous and hospitable.

     Equally simple was the observation which an Indian made at Mr Hoar's door the other day--who went there to sell his baskets. “No, we dont want any,” said the one who went to the door--  ”What? do you mean to starve us?” asked the Indian in astonishment as he was going out the gate. The Indian seems to have said--I too will do like the white man I will go into business. He sees his white neighbors well off around him--and he thinks that if he only enters on the profession of basket-making riches will flow in unto him as a matter of course. Just as the Lawyer weaves arguments and by some magical means wealth & standing follow. He thinks that when he has made the baskets he has done his part--now it is yours to buy them. He has not discovered that it is necessary for him to make it worth your while to buy them--or make some which it will be worth your while to buy. With great simplicity he says to himself I too will be a man of business--I will go into trade-- It is n't enough simply to make baskets You have got to sell them.          
11/20/50, J3, 147
   SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1     Desor who has been among the Indians at Lake Superior this summer told me the other day that they had a particular name for each species of tree, as of the maple--but they had but one word for flowers-- They did not distinguish the species of the last.   

11/26/50, J3, 152-155
 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Nov. 26th

     An inch of snow on ground this morning--our first

     Went tonight to see the Indians who are still living in tents-- Showed the horns of the moose, the black moose they call it, that goes in low lands     horns 3 or 4 feet wide (The red moose they say is another kind runs on Mts & has horns 6 feet wide)     can move their horns. The broad flat side portions of the horns are covered with hair and are so soft when the creature is alive that you can run a knife through them, They color the lower portions a darker color by rubbing them on alders &c to harden them. Make Kee-nong-gun or pappoose cradle of the broad part of the horn, putting a rim on it. Once scared will run all day. A dog will hang to their lips and be carried along and swung against a tree & drop off. Always find 2 or three together. Can't run on glare ice but can run in snow four feet deep. The caribou can run on ice. Sometimes spear them with a sharp pole--sometimes with a knife at the end of a pole. Signs good or bad from the turn of the horns. Their caribou horns had been gnawed by mice in their wigwams. The moose horns & others are not gnawed by mice while the creature is alive. Moose cover themselves with water all but noses to escape flies. about as many now as 50 years ago.

     Imitated the sounds of the moose caribou & deer with a birch bark horn which last they sometimes make very long. The moose can be heard 8 or ten miles sometimes a loud sort of bellowing sound clearer more sonorous than the looing of cattle-- The caribou's a sort of snort--the small deer,--like a lamb.

     Made their clothes of the young moose skin. Cure the meat by smoking it--use no salt in curing it, but when they eat it.

     Their spear very serviceable. The inner pointed part of a hemlock knot--the side spring pieces of hickory. Spear salmon pickerel--trout--chub &c also by birch-bark light at night using the other end of spear as pole.

     Their sled Jeborgon or Jebongon? 1 foot wide 4 or 5 long of thin wood turned up in part     draw by a strong rope of bass-wood bark--

     Canoe of moose hide. One hide will hold 3 or 4--can be taken apart and put together very quickly. Can take out cross bars and bring the sides together a very convenient boat to carry & cross streams with. They say they did not make birch canoes till they had edge tools. The birches the lightest-- They think our birches the same only second growth.

     Their kee-nong-gun or cradle has a hoop to prevent the child being hurt when it falls-- Cant eat dirt--can be hung up out of way of snakes.

     A boak-henjo     a birchbark vessel for water--can boil meet in it with hot stones-- Takes a long time. Also a vessel of birch bark shaped like a pan both ornamented by scratching the bark, which is wrong side out--very neatly made. Valued our kettles much

     Did not know use of eye in axe. Put a string through it & wore it round neck--cut toes.

     Did not like gun     killed one moose; scared all the rest.

     The squaw-heegun for cooking--a mere stick put through the game & stuck in the ground slanted over the fire--a spit-- Can be eating one side while the other is doing.

     The ar-tu-e-se     a stick--string & bunch of leaves, which they toss & catch on the point of the stick--make great use of it. Count with it-- Make the clouds go off the sun with it

     Snow shoes of two kinds, one of same shape at both ends so that the mohawks could not tell which way they were going. (Put some rags in the heel-hole to make a toe-mark?)

     Log trap to catch many kinds of animals. side view Some for bears let the log fall 6 or 7 feet First there is a Frame then the little stick which the animal moves presses down as he goes through under the log. Then the crooke stick is hung over the top of the frame & holds up the log by a string     the weight of the log on this keeps the little stick up.

     A drizzling & misty day this has been melting the snow. The mist divided into a thousand ghostly forms was blowing across Walden. Mr Emerson's Cliff-hill seen from the RR through the mist looked like a dark heavy frowning N Hampshire Mt-- I do not understand fully why hills look so much larger at such a time-- unless being the most distant we see & in the horizon we suppose them farther off and so magnify them. I think there can be no looming about it.

11/28/50, J3, 155
     The Indian talked about “our folks” & “your folks” “my grandfather” & “my grandfather's cousin”--Samoset.

1851
9/12/51, J4, 78-79

Went through the old cornfield on the hill side beyond now grown up to birches & hickories. Woods where you feel the old corn hills under your feet‑‑for these not being disturbed or levelled in getting the crop like potatoe hills last an indefinite while‑‑& by some they are called Indian corn fields‑‑though I think erroniously not only from their position in rocky soil frequently‑‑but because the squaws probably with their clam shells or thin stones or wooden hoes did not hill their corn more than many now recommend.

1852

1/22/52, J4, 278-279


That in the preaching or mission of the Jesuits in Canada which converted the Indians was their sincerity. They could not be suspected of sinister motives. The savages were not poor observers & reasoners. The priests were therefore sure of success‑‑for they had paid the price of it.


We resist no true invitations‑‑they are irresistible. When my friend asks me to stay & I do not‑‑unless I have another engagement‑‑it is because I do not find myself invited. It is not in his will to invite me. We should deal with the real mood of our friends. I visited my friend constantly for many years‑‑& he postponed our friendship to trivial engagements‑‑so that I saw him not at all. When in after years he had leisure to meet me‑‑I did not find myself invited to go to him.

1/28/52, J4, 299-300

The woodcutter & his practices & experiences are more to be attended to‑‑his accidents perhaps more than any others( should mark the epochs in the winter day. Now that the Indian is gone he stands nearest to nature. Who has written the history of his day? How far still is the writer of books from the man‑‑his old playmate it may be‑‑who chops in the woods! There are ages between them. Homer refers to the progress of the woodcutters work‑‑to mark the time of day on the plains of Troy‑‑  And the inference from such passages commonly is that he lived in a more primitive state of society than the present. But I think that this is a mistake. Like proves like in all ages‑‑& the fact that I myself‑‑should take pleasure in referring to just such simple & peaceful labors which are always proceeding‑‑that the contrast itself alway attracts the civilized poet to what is rudest and most primitive in his contemporaries,‑‑all this rather proves a certain interval between the poet & the chopper whose labor he refers to than an unusual nearness to him.‑‑  on the principle that familiarity breeds contempt. Homer is to be subjected to a very different kind of criticism from any he has received.

2/6/52, J4, 331

[Reading Mirick, Charlevoix, Lahontan]


The historian of Haverhill commences his account of the attack on that town in 1608 by the French & Indians, by saying that of one the French Commanders was (the infamous Hertel de Rouville, the sacker of Deerfield,( that the French of that period equalled if they did not exceed the Indians in acts of wantonness & barbarity & (When the former were weary of murdering (poor, helpless women & children(‑‑when they were glutted with blood, it is said that M. Vaudreuil, then Governor of Canada, employed the latter to do it.( He then goes on to describe the sudden & appalling attack before sunrise‑‑the slaughter women & infants‑‑& the brave or cowardly conduct of the inhabitants.‑‑   Rolfe & Wainright & many others were killed.

2/8/52, J4, 337


The French respected the Indians as a separate & independent people and speak of them & contrast themselves with them‑‑as the English have never done. They not only went to war with them but they lived at home with them. There was a much less interval between them.

9/7/52, J5, 339-340

A very large leaved 

3 lobed maple--with a handsome 

striped bark--<en><th>This I believe the Indians 

smoke.--
10/15/52, J5, 375

  How Father le Jeune (?) pestered

the poor Indians with his God at

every turn--they ust have thought

it his one idea--only getting their

attention when--when they required some

external aid to save them from starving

then indeed they were good christians.
10/25/52

The constitution of the Ind mind appears 

to be the very opposite to that

of the white man. He is acquainted 

with a different side of nature. 

He measures his life by winters not

summers--<en><th>His year is not 

measured by the sun

but consists of a certain number of 

moons, & his moons are measured 

not by days but by nights--<en><th>He has 

taken hold of the dark side of nature--the 

white man the bright side.

11/9/52, J5, 393-394
  All around Walden both in 

the thickest wood & where the wood 

has been cut off there can be traced

a meandering narrow shelf on the steep hill side, the 

foot path worn by the feet of Indian 

hunters & still occasionally trodden by the 

white man--probably as old as the 

race of man here--and the same 

trail may be found encircling all our 

ponds.
1853

2/9/53, J5, 464-465

  At Cambridge today. Dr Harris

thinks the Indians had no real

hemp but their apocynum--and

he thinks a kind of nettle--& an asclepias. &c. He 

doubts if the dog was

indigenous among them--<en><th>Finds nothing

to convince him in the history of N. England.

Agassiz asked him what authority 

there was for it<en><th>Thinks 

that the potatoe which is said

to have been carried from Virginia by Raleigh 

was the ground nut--(which is described 

I perceived in Derby (Heriot?) among the 

fruits of Virginia) the potatoe not being 

indigenous in N. America,--& the ground nut 

having been called wild potatoe in 

New England the north part of 

Virginia--& not being found in England. 

Yet he allows that Raleigh cultivated 

the potatoe in Ireland.

3/17/53, J6, 11

Pm Rode to Lexington with

Browne--. Saw on the corner of 

a wall by a house about 3/4 of a

mile from the Monument on the

Bedford road--a stone apparently

worne by water into the form of a

rude bird like idol--which I thought

as I rode by to be the work of the Indians.

It was probably discovered and used

by them. It was as near as nature

might come by accidents to an

eagle with a very regular pedestal

such as busts have on which it 

stood--in all about 2 1/2 feet

high. Whitewashed as well as the

wall--found not near water.

It is one of those stones which School-

craft describes as found among the

Chippeways--  These ways are mostly settled frozen dry

3/24/53, J6, 33

  I have heard of 2 skeletons dug

up in Concord within 20 years

one at least undoubtedly an Indian.

This was as they were digging away

the bank directly behind J. Moore's House.

Dr. Jarvis pronounced it an Indian.

6/10/53, J6, 192

There are one or two 

in the town who probably have Indian 

blood in their veins--and when they exhibit 

any unusual irascibility--the neigh-

bors say they have got their Ind. blood 

roused.--

[Journal 7 account of second Maine woods trip, 9/13/53-9/27/53, 40-99, contains many references to Indians, accounts of their appearance and behavior. Most of this account is excluded from the 1906 edition, as noted in v. 5, p. 424.]
He was a good looking Indian‑‑short 

and stout with a broad face and 

reddish complexion‑‑and eyes methinks 

narrower and more turned up at the 

outer corners than ours. He wore 

a cotton shirt & cotton or woolen

drawers and stockings‑‑and over

these a red flannel shirt with

sleeves‑‑woolen pants‑‑and light shoes‑‑and 

a black Kossuth hat‑‑the ordinary 

dress of the lumberman and I may

say of the Indian When afterward he had occasion to take off his

shoes & stockings I was struck with the smallness of his feet. He had worked a

good deal as a lumberman, and 

appeared to identify himself with the 

lumbermen‑‑ He was the only one of the

party who possessed an India rubber

coat. He had gone with 2 white men moose hunting in this direction last year.

. . .

Anow some of Joe(s Indian traits

come out He said if you wound (em

me sure get (em. We all landed

at once‑‑ T. reloaded‑‑Joe threw off 

his hat‑‑fastened his birch with the painter 

adjusted his waistband‑‑seized the 

hatchet‑‑& set out. He told me afterward that Before we landed

he had seen a drop of blood on the

bank‑‑when it was 2 or 3 rods distant. He

proceeded rapidly up the bank & through

the woods with a peculiar elastic‑‑noiseless 

& stealthy tread‑‑looking to right & left on the ground & stepping 

in the faint tracks of the wounded moose‑‑now and then

pointing in silence to a single drop

of blood on the handsome shining

leaves of the Clintonia borealis which

on every side covered the ground‑‑or

to a dry fern stem freshly broken‑‑all the

while chewing some leaf or else the

spruce Gum‑‑ I followed watching his 

motions more than the trail of the 

moose. After following the trail about 

40 rods‑‑in a pretty direct 

course‑‑stepping over fallen trees &

winding between standing ones‑‑he at‑‑length 

lost it‑‑& returening once more

to the last bloodstain traced it a 

little way & lost it again‑‑and 

too soon methought for a good

hunter gave it up entirely. He traced 

a few steps also the tracks of the calf‑‑but

seeing no blood soon relinquished it.

. . .

The explorers & lumberers

are all hired men paid so much a day for 

their labor‑‑ They have no more love for 

wild nature than woodsawyers have for

gardens‑‑ Other white men & Indians

are for the most part hunters whose 

object is to slay as many moose &c 

as possible‑‑ But pray could not 

one spend some weeks or years in 

the solitude of this vast wilderness 

with other employments than these?‑‑employments 

perfectly sweet & innocent 

& ennobling‑‑? What a coarse & imperfect 

use Indians & hunters make

of nature‑‑ No wonder their race is

so soon exterminated‑‑

. . .

I was surprised by Joes asking me how far it was to the Moosehorn‑‑ He was not unfamiliar with this stream‑‑but he had probably noticed that I was curious about distances‑‑had several maps & was taking notes‑‑ Joe‑‑& Indians generally‑‑whom I have talked with though they may be conversant enough with the facts are not able to describe to a white man dimensions or distance in feet or miles with any accuracy as I found-- Joe could tell what time we should arrive but not how many miles it was He asked me afterward how long Moose head lake was

. . .
The Indians invited us to camp with 

them‑‑but T was inclined to go to Hinckley(s

log camp on the carry‑‑ we walked over there

& his way of asking leave to camp there i.e. to spread our blankets 

on the fir there when we should come back from hunting

at 10 at night‑‑was to ask him if

he left his door unfastened‑‑for we talked

of coming in there in the night‑‑ But 

this camp was close & dirty & had an ill smell 

on the whole‑‑& I told T I would rather

accept the Indian(s offer‑‑if we

did not make a camp for ourselves‑‑for 

though they were dirty too‑‑there 

was more air there (they were more

in the open air‑‑and while they were no

more dirty were much more agreeable

& even refined company than the lumberers‑‑ So 

we went to the Indian camp‑‑

It was rather windy‑‑& so Joe concluded

to hunt after midnight‑‑if the wind went

down‑‑Which the Indians thought it

would not do because it was from the south‑‑ The 

2 mixed bloods however went off up river for

moose at dark‑‑before we arrived

at their camp‑‑ This Indian Camp

was a slight patched up affair

which had stood there some time‑‑shed 

fashion open to the fire on the west 2 






forked pole with a cross bar & rafters 

slanted from this to the ground‑‑the covering 

was partly an old sail‑‑ ‑‑partly‑‑birch

bark‑‑quite imperfect but securely tied on‑‑& coming 

down to the ground on the sides‑‑ A large 

log was rolled up at the backside for 

a headboard‑‑& 2 or 3 moose hides 

were spread on the ground with the 

hair up‑‑various articles of their wardrobe 

were tucked around the sides & corners‑‑or 

under the roof.

They were smoking mose‑meat on just

such a crate as is pictured on the old

books on America‑‑it was erected in front 

of the camp over the usual large fire 2 

stout forked stakes 4 or 5 feet apart 

5 feet high at each end with 2 poles 10 feet long 

stretched across over the fire and smaller 

one laid transversely about a foot apart. 

On the last hung large & thin slices 

of moose meat drying. They said it

took 3 or 4 days to cure it & it would 

keep a year or more There was the heart hanging whole at one quarter‑‑ Some of it was 

quite black‑‑ There was a space left

open for the flame over the center of the 

fire‑‑ There was a moosehide streched & curing on poles like ours

and quite a pile of skins at hand Pieces of refuse meat lay about

on the ground‑‑and some also in the

fire‑‑half buried & sizzling in the ashes

& as black as a shoe‑‑which last I at

first thought were thrown away‑‑but 

they were cooking. Also a tremendous square rib‑piece 

was rosting‑‑being impaled on an upright 

stake in and out between the ribs

before the fire‑‑ Most of this meat

from the effects of the smoke was as black

as an old hat‑‑ Altogether it was about 

as savage a sight as was ever described 

or witnessed. For fear of dirt we spread 

our blankets over their moosehides so as 

not to touch them anywhere. The st Francis 

Indian & Joe alone were there when we first 

lay down‑‑close side by side. We lay on 

our backs talking with the Indians 

till midnight‑‑ They were very sociable 

and when they did not talk with us 

kept up a steady stream of talk 

in their own language with each other‑‑

. . .

The St Francis 

Indian appeared to be a speculator in

moosehides‑‑ He bought Ts for 2 1/4

dollars green‑‑ He asked for a wighigging (Bill) to show since

he as a foreigner had no right to kill moose in Main. I found that he could 

write‑‑ He wrote his name very well. Tahmunt Swasen said he lived near

Sorelle. Joe said it was worth 2 1/2

at Old Town‑‑ It costs one half that? 

to get it dressed‑‑ Its chief? use is for

moccasins‑‑ We heard the lumberers singing 

in their camp At first I was nearly roasted

out‑‑for I lay against one side & had

the heat reflected not only from the birch 

bark above but from the side‑‑& again 

I remembered the sufferings of the Jesuits 

& what extremes of heat & cold the Indians 

were said to endure‑‑ I struggled long

between my desire to remain & talk with 

the Indians & my impulse to rush out & stretch myself

on the cool grass‑‑& when I was about to

take the last step‑‑Joe hearing my complaints 

got up & dispersed the fire. I amused 

myself while lying there on my back & listening 

to the Indians talking to each other with trying 

guess at their subject‑‑by their gestures or some 

proper name introduced‑‑ There can be no more 

startling evidence of their being a 

distinct & comparatively aboriginal 

race‑‑than to hear this unaltered Indian 

language spoken‑‑which the white man 

cannot speak nor understand‑‑

We may suspect change & deterioration 

in every other particular‑‑but in this

language which is so wholly unintelligible 

to us. I felt then that I stood as near to the

primitive man of America as the Discoverers 

did. In the midst of their conversation Joe

suddenly appealed to me to know how long Moosehead 

lake was. There many torches of birch bark shaped like straight tin

horns lying ready for use on a stump

. . .

Tahmunt said that there were more moose 

here than in the Adirondack country‑‑where he had been That

3 years ago there were a great many 

about‑‑ A great many now in the 

woods but they do not come down to 

the water‑‑ He said it was of no use to 

hunt at midnight‑‑moose won(t come 

out then but sleep. Must have some 

rest‑‑ I told them how I had seen 

pictured in old books pieces of human 

flesh drying in the same way‑‑whereupon 

they repeated some tradition of the Mohawks

eating human flesh what parts they would not eat &c Also of many mohawks 

killed in a battle near this lake‑‑ I found that they

knew but little of their ancestors & could

be entertained by stories about the customs 

of their ancestors as readily as any way‑‑

Meanwhile as we lay there Joe was 

making & trying his horn‑‑to be ready for

hunting‑‑ And Tahmunt amused himself with

sounding it too. We lay awake a long while

talking‑‑& they gave us the meaning of

many Indian names‑‑especially Tahmunt‑‑ Penobscot 

he said after some deliberation meant rocky‑river. I asked

the Indian name of Moose head Lake‑‑ Joe 

answered Sebamook‑‑ Tahmunt

pronounced it Sebemook A township at the head of the lake 

is named Seboomook on map. At first

they did not understand what I wanted, 

and said it meant Moosehead Lake‑‑ But 

that I said was the white man(s 

or Yankee name‑‑ Why did they call it Sebamook‑‑& 

then catching my meaning they 

alternately repeated the word over to 

themselves‑‑& comparing notes slowly‑‑Seb a mook‑‑Sebamook now and then talking to themselves in Indian. They said the Penobscot & St Francis was a little different & at length Tahmunt said (Ugh

I know‑‑(& he rose up partly on the moose‑hide) Like 

as here is a place & there is a place 

pointing to different parts of the hide‑‑& you 

take water from there & fill this & it stays 

here‑‑ That is Sebamook‑‑ At length after 

more questions I understood him to mean that 

it was a reservoir of water which did not 

run away‑‑the river coming in on one side

and passing out again near the same place

and being comparatively insignificant The Gov. Neptunes son in law

afterward said Sebamook was large bay lake & ac

to him Sebago & Sebec (other Lakes) were kindred

words meaning large open water Joe said Seboois meant little river‑‑. But

I was struck with their inability‑‑often

described‑‑to convey an abstract idea‑‑ Having

the idea they groped about in vain for

words with which to express it. He thought

the Whites called it Moosehead Lake because

Mt. Kenio was shaped like a moose(s head

and moose river was so called because

the mt pointed right across the lake to its

mouth. Chesuncook after long deliberation

and often repeating the name‑‑for it gave

much trouble‑‑Tahmunt thought meant

a place where many streams empty in‑‑& he

enumerated Penobscot‑‑Umbazookskus‑‑Cusabexsex‑‑Red 

Brook &c‑‑ Caucomgomoc?

What are those large white birds he asked‑‑ gulls‑‑ ugh 

gull‑lake‑‑ Pammadumcook

Joe thought meant the lake with gravelly

bottom or beds. Kenduskieg Tahmunt

concluded at last though he said he

was not much acquainted with it‑‑meant 

something like this At first he asked if birches went up 

it‑‑ You go up Penobscot till you come to Kenduskieg‑‑& you go by‑‑you

dont turn up there‑‑that is Kenduskieg. (But 

afterward Gov. Neptune(s son in law at 

Orono told us that it meant Little eel River. 

I asked them what Musketaquid the

Indian name of Concord meant‑‑but 

they changed it to Musketicook

& repeated that‑‑& Tahmunt said it

meant Dead Water‑‑& from what he

said I inferred that cook meant stream

and kieg place or ground. When I

asked the meaning of Ponkawtasset‑‑&

Anursnack‑‑they said they were another language. 

Mattawamkieg‑‑a place where

two rivers meet. As Tahmunt said he traded at 

Quebec‑‑T. asked him the meaning of the word Quebec about

which there has been so much question‑‑ He asked what 

those great ships were called that carried solidiers‑‑men 

of war we said‑‑ Well said he when the English 

ships come up the river they cant go any farther 

it is so narrow there‑‑they must go‑‑bac‑‑go‑back‑‑thats( 

Que‑bec!! This

statement is given to qualify his other definitions.

. . .

We called on Gov. Neptune who lived 

in a little 10 footer‑‑ My companion 

knew him‑‑ He was abed‑‑ When we 

entered the room‑‑there was one other

in the house‑‑he was sitting on the 

side of the bed‑‑had on a black‑frock‑coat 

& black pants much worn‑‑white 





cotton shirt‑‑socks‑‑a red silk handkerchief 

about his neck‑‑and a straw hat His 

black hair was only slightly grayed‑‑ He 

had very broad cheeks but was no 

darker than many old white men‑‑ Told 

me he was 89 but was going a moose‑hunting 

this fall‑‑went last fall. Probably 

his companions did the hunting‑‑ Saw various 

squaws dodging about‑‑ One sat on the 

bed by his side awhile & helped out his

stories. They were remarkably corpulent 

with smooth round faces & apparently full of good humor‑‑ One went

over to old town returned & cut out 

a dress she had bought on another bed 

in the room while we were there‑‑for we 

stayed a good while‑‑ The Gov. said he 

could remember when the moose were 

much larger‑‑ Didn(t use to be in

the woods‑‑but came out of the water‑‑all 

deer did. Moose was whale Once away down 

Merrimack way a whale came ashore in a 

shallow bay‑‑ Sea went out & left him 

& he came up on land a moose‑‑ What 

made them know he was a whale

was that at first before he began 

to run in bushes he had no guts inside 

but‑‑& then the sqaw by his side, 

who had been putting in a word now & 

then & confirming the story, asked whats 

that soft thing you find along the 

sea shore‑‑(jelly fish‑‑) no guts but

jelly fish‑‑ We talked mostly however 

with the Governor(s son in law Peal Nicholai. Quite

an intelligent Indian. & the Gov. being so old and somewhat deaf permitted

himself to be ignored & we asked questions about him. He gave us the

meaning of some Indian names‑‑Umbazookskus‑‑meadow 

stream Millinoket Place of Islands‑‑Souneunk 

that runs between mts‑‑Aboljacarmegus 

smooth‑ledge (Falls, or Dead 

Water?) Aboljacarmegus‑cook the stream emptying 

in‑‑(This last was the word he gave us when 

I asked about Aboljacknagesic.)‑‑Mattahumkeag 

Sand creak‑‑Pond Sebamook 

large Bay lake‑‑Sebec & Sebago 

large open water. Piscataquis Branch of a River He said there were

two political parties‑‑one in favor of 

schools & the other opposed‑‑or who did 

not wish to oppose the Priest who was opposed‑‑ The 

first had just prevailed at 

the election & sent their man to the 

legislature‑‑ He & Neptune

& Atean were for schools‑‑ If Indian got 

learning they would keep their money‑‑ When 

we asked where Joe(s father Atean was--He 

knew he must be at Lincoln (he was about 

going moose hunting) for a messenger had 

just gone to him to get his signature to some

papers. There was clock hung up in 

one corner‑‑ I asked Neptune if they had any of the

old dogs yet‑‑he said yes‑‑ But that

said I‑‑pointing to one that had just come

in‑‑is a Yankee dog I said he did not look like a good 

one‑‑ Is he a good one O Yes 

he said‑‑and told with gusto how the year before

he had caught & held by the throat a wolf. 

A very small black puppy rushed into 

the room‑‑& made at the Governer(s feet

as he sat in his stockings with his 

legs dangling from the bedside‑‑ The Governor 

rubbed his hands & made sport with him 

& defied him to come on. Entering into the 

sport with spirit‑‑ He had made speeches 

at the legislature He and a companion 

were once put into the boot blacks room 

at the hotel in Portland‑‑when attending the 

legislature. In the morning they walked 

off in disgust to see the Governor of the 

state‑‑ He asked what was the matter‑‑ They 

said they could not stay there‑‑there was

too much boot there. Indians did not 

like boot any more than white man. 

The Governor saw the matter righted. 

There was a large wooden cross on the 

island. another island above 

called Orson Island.

This village was cleaner than I expected‑‑far 

cleaner than an Irish village‑‑ I 

noticed no filth about‑‑ There

were some quite neat 2 story houses 

painted white‑‑with green blinds & yards‑‑ The 

children were not particularly ragged 

& dirty‑‑ The little boys met us

with bows in hand & arrow on the string 

& cried (put up a cent.( Some kept hens I saw an

Indian woman washing at the water(s 

edge‑‑she stood on a rock‑‑& after 

dipping her clothes in the stream beat 

them on the rock with a short club.

We saw some moosehides hung to dry‑‑almost 

dressed. Behind one house

an Indian had nearly finished one 

canoe & was just beginning another out doors.

I looked very narrowly at the process‑‑& 

had already carefully examined & 

measured our birch. We asked this 

Indian his name He answered

readily & pleasantly‑‑my name is Old John 

Pennyweight‑‑ Said he got his bark 

at the head of Passadumkeag 50 miles off Took 

him 2 days to find one tree that was 

suitable‑‑had to look very sharp to be sure 

the bark was not imperfect‑‑but once he 

made 2 birches out of one tree‑‑ Took 

the bark off with a shovel made of rock 

maple 3 or 4 inches wide. It took him a 

fortnight or three weeks to complete a 

canoe after he had got the materials 

ready. They sometimes made them of spruce 

bark & also of skins but they were not 

so good as birch. Boats of 3 hides were 

quicker made‑‑ This was the best time to 

get the birch bark‑‑ It would not come 

off in the winter‑‑ (I had heard Joe say 

of a certain Canoe that it was made 

of Summer bark) They scrape all 

the inner bark off‑‑and in the canoe the bark 

is wrong side outward.

He had the ribs of a canoe all got out 

of cedar The 1st step in making a canoe after materials brought 

together & each one shaped for the

particular place it was to hold in the canoe‑‑ As 

both ends are alike‑‑there will be

two ribs alike‑‑ These two were placed close

together & the next in succession each way were

placed next on each side & thus tied 

up in bundles of 14 to 16 till all

were made‑‑ In the bundle I examined

they were 2 1/2 inches wide in the middle

& at the ends‑‑narrowing to 1/2 thick or less He 

would untie a bundle take out the inmost or longest 

or several and place them on 

their ends in a very large iron kettle

of hot water over a fire‑‑turning them 








from time to time‑‑ Then taking one of the

inmost or longest ones he bent & 

shaped it with much labor over his knee 

giving it with his eyes the shape 

it was to have in the canoe‑‑ It was

then tied firmly & held in that shape 

with the reddish cedar bark. Sometimes he was

obliged to tie a straight piece of wood 

on tangent wise to the rib & with a bark

tie draw out a side of the rib to that

{drawing} Then each succeeding smaller rib

in one half the bundle is forced into this The 

first bundles of 14 or 16 making 2

bundles of steamed & bent & tied up ribs

& thus all are left to dry in that shape I 

was sorry that I could not be

there to witness the next step in making

a canoe‑‑for I was much struck by the 

method of this work‑‑and the process 

deserves to be minutely described as much 

at least as most of the white man(s arts 

accounts of which now fill the journals. 

I do not know how the bark is made 

to hug so tightly the ribs‑‑unless they are 

driven into place somewhat like a hoop. 

One of the next things must be to make 

the long thin sheathing of cedar less than

1/2 inch thick‑‑of pieces 1/2 the length of 

the birch reaching each way close together beneath the ribs‑‑& quite thin

toward the edges of the canoe. 

However I examined the canoe that was 

nearly done with minuteness‑‑ The edge 

or taffrail is composed 1st of 2 long

strips of cedar‑‑rather stout 1 on each 

side‑‑4 narrow hardwood (rock maple) cross

bars artfully shaped‑‑so that no strength 

may be wasted‑‑keep these apart give 

firmness to the whole & answer for seats The 

ends of the ribs come up behind or outside 

this taffrail & are nailed to it 

with a shingle nail‑‑ Pennyweight said 

they formerly used wooden pegs‑‑ The edge 

of the bark is brought up level with this 

and a very slender triangular cleet 

of cedar is nailed on over it‑‑& flush 

with the surface of the taffrail {drawing}

Then there are ties of split White spruce 

bark‑‑(looking like split bamboo) through 

the bark between the ribs & around these

2 strips of cedar‑‑and over the 2 strips 

flat & thin strips covering the ties making

smooth work & coming out flush with 

the under strips. {drawing} Thus the edge of 

the Canoe is completed. Owing to the form 

of the canoe there must be some seams 

near the edge on the sides about 18 inches 

apart‑‑and pieces of bark are put under them. 

The edges of the bark are carefully 

sowed together at the ends {drawing} with the 

same spruce roots‑‑& in our canoe 

a strip of canvass covered with pitch 

was laid (dubled) over the edge. They 

use rosin now‑‑but pitch formerly. Canoe 

is nearly straight on bottom‑‑straight 

in principle {drawing} and not 

so rounded the other way as is supposed

{drawing} V. this section in middle‑‑the sides

bulge out an inch or so beyond the rail.

There is an additional piece of bark

4 or 5 inches wide along each side in

the middle for 4 or 5 feet‑‑{drawing}

for protection‑‑& a similar protecting

strip for 18 inches on each side at

the ends. The canoe rises about 1 foot 

in the last 5 or 6 feet‑‑ There is

an oval piece of cedar {drawing} for stiffness 

inside within a foot of each end‑‑& near this 

the ribs are bent short to breaking‑‑beyond there

are no ribs but sheaths & a small keel

like piece & the hollow is filled with shavings Lightness 

above all is studied in the construction. Nails & rosin were all the modern

things I noticed. The maker used one of those curved

knives--& worked very hard at bending 

the knees. While the batteau was coming 

over to take us from the Island‑‑I 

looked round on the shore‑‑saw many 

fragments of arrowhead stone & picked 

up one broken chisel.

. . .
Sat in a store hard by while

waiting for the Cars & talked with 

the keeper‑‑& some Indians. I asked 

one intelligent Ind. about the size of 

the bull moose‑‑he said they were 9 feet 

high‑‑and one that he weighed = 800. 

30 years ago not so many as now‑‑that 

they were very easily tamed would come

back when once fed & so would deer‑‑but 

not caribou He said the beaver

were quite numerous & increasing where 

we went‑‑but the fur not good at this 

season‑‑nor worth much at any time 

now. Spoke of the lunxus or Ind devil 

as the only animal whom man need 

fear in Maine‑‑that it would follow 

a man & did not mind a fire.

. . .

  I was surprised when I heard 

the Indian language the other

day‑‑it was an evidence of the existence 

of an Indian race‑‑so much

more conclusive than the arrowheads I 

had found and convinced

me that the Indians were not the 

invention of poets‑‑ I heard these red 

men speaking a language of which

I did not understand a syllable‑‑as 

wild & primitive & purely Indian

as ever. Hearing this brought me

startlingly near to the savage‑‑to King

Philip‑‑& Paugus‑‑who would
have understood it. I sat & heard

Penobscots gossip & laugh & jest    

in the language in which Elliots Indian 

Bible is written‑‑ The language

which has been spoken in New England 

who shall say how long? This sound

these accents at least were as genuine 

as the earliest discoverer heard‑‑ These

were the sounds that issued from the

wigwams of this country before Columbus 

was born‑‑ With few exceptions

the language of their forefathers is still 

copious enough for them.

. . .

The Indians appeared to

live very happily at the Island and

to be well treated by the inhabitants of Old town

. . .

Why is that we look upon the Indian 

as the man of the woods‑‑? There are

races half civilized and barbarous 

even that dwelt in towns‑‑but the Indians 

we associate in our minds with the wilderness.

12/29/53, J7, 209

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1We survive in one sense in our posterity 

and in the continuance of our race--but

when a race of men--of Indians

for instance becomes extinct, is not this the end of the

world for them?--<en><th>Is not the world

forever beginning & coming to an end both

to men and races? Suppose we were to foresee

that the Saxon race to which we belong would

become extinct the present winter--disappear 

from the face of the earth--<en><th>Would it not 

look to us like the end--the dissolution of the

world. Such is the propect of the Indians
1854
1/1/54, J7, 220-221
 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1When in 1641 the Iroquois in force

brought to Three Rivers 2 French Prisones (whom

they had taken--) seeking peace with the French-- --I

believe this preceeded any war with them--<ep>

At the assembling for this purpose they

went through the form of tying their prisoners 

that they might pass for such--then 

after a speech--they broke their bonds and 

cast them into the river that it might

carry them so far that they might never

be remembered--<en><th>The speaker “then made

many presents, ac. to the custom of the

country where the word for presents is

speech-- (où le mot de presens se nomme

parole) to signify that the present speaks

more strongly than the mouth.”<ep>

Our orators might learn much from

the Indians--<en><th>They are remarkable for

their precision--nothing is left at loose ends--<en><th>They 

address more senses than one--so as

to preclude misunderstanding. A present 

accompanies each proposition--<en><th>In delivering 

one present the speaker said--“This is the 

house which we shall have at Three 

Rivers when we come here to treat with 

you &c”<en><th>This is in Paul Le Jeune’s Relation

for 40 & 41 p. 156<lt>

6/3/54, J8, 173-174

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Reflected how many times other similar bubbles

which had now burst--had reflected here 

the Indians & his canoe & paddle--with the same faith-

fullness that they now image me & my boat.

6/21/54, J8, 212-213

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1In the little meadow pool on

bay in Hubbards' shore I see 2 old pouts tending

their countless young close to the shore The former are slate colored

The latter are about 1/2 an inch 

long--& very black--forming a dark mass from

8 to 12 inches in diameter--  The old one con-

stantly circling around them--over & under

& through--as if anxiously endevouring to keep

them together--from time to time moving off

5 or 6 feet to reconnoitre. The whole mass

of the young--and there must be a thousand of

them at least--is incessently moving, pushing forward & stretching out. are often in the form of a great pout--apparently keeping together

by their own instinct chiefly now on the bottom--now rising to the top alone they might be mistaken for polly wogs--  The old, at any

rate, do not appear to be very successful in

their ap. efforts to communicate with & direct them.

At length they break into 4 parts. The old 

are evidently very careful parents One has some wounds ap.. In--

the 2nd part of the story of Tanner--it is said--

"Ah-wa-sis-sie--  Little catfish. The Indians say this 

fish hatches its young in a hole in the mud, and 

that they accompany her for some time after- 

wards."  Yet in Wares' Smellie it is said that

fishes take no care of their young. I think 

also that I see the young breams in schools hovering

over their nests while the old are still protecting

them.

Search for “Indian” in transcripts for Journal 9-Journal 16 (these volumes have not yet been published by PUP)
6/7/54

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1I thought of the Indian 

who so many similar I evenings had 

paddled up this stream--with what advantage 

he beheld the twilight sky-- So we advanced 

%without dust or sound%

%^%by gentle impulses as the twilight gradually 

faded-away.
1855

1/5/55

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
A. m. Walked to Quinsigamond Pond

via Quinsigamond Vill. to southerely end &

returned by Floating Bridge-- Saw the straw-built

wigwam of an Indian from St Louis (rapids?)

Canada--ap a half breed-- Not being able to buy

straw he had made it chiefly of dry grass which

he had cut in a meadow with his knife. The 

It was against a bank--& partly of earth all 



or grass

round-- The straw^laid on horizontal poles–-

& kept down by similar ones outside like our

thatching--makes them of straw often in Canada

Can make one--if he has the straw--in one day. 


on hinges

The door ^ was of straw also put on perpendicularly–-

 pointed at top to fit the roof {drawing}

The roof steep--6 or 8 inches thick. He

The
was making baskets--Did not wholly of 

Sugar Maple--could find no black ash. 

Sowed or bound the edge with maple also–-

Did not look up once--while were there.


There was a fireplace of stone oven like 



one side

running out ^ & covered with earth

It was the nest of a large meadow mouse–-


Had he ever hunted moose--when he

was down at Green island (Greenland(?))

where was that oh far down--very

far--caught seals there--No books

down that way."

10/2/55

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
Oct 2 Rode to "Sampsons"

           a cloudy day--

in Middleborough^13 miles. Many

quails in road. Passed over a narrow

neck between the two Quitticus

Ponds--after first visiting Great

Quitticus on right of road--& gathering

clam shells there as I had done--

at Long Pond--& intend to do at Assa-

wampset-- These shells labelled will

be grand mementos of the ponds.

  It was a great wild pond with large islands in it.


^Saw a loon on Little or West Quitti-

cus from road. An old bird with a

black bill--The bayonet--or rain-

bow rush was common along the shore

there    In Backus's Ac. of Mid. Hist. Coll. Vol 3d 1st series. 

"Philip once sent an army to waylay Capt. Church in Assowamset Neck; 

which is in the South part of Mid." Perhaps this was it.


Just beyond this neck, by the road-

side--between the road & West Quitticus 

Pond--is an Old Indian Burying

ground--R thought it was used before 

the whites came--though of late 

by the praying Indians-- This was the 

old stage road from New Bedford 

to Boston. It occupies a narrow strip

between the road & the pond about

a dozen rods wide & at the north 

end. & narrower at the S--& is about
30 or 40 feet above the water--now 

covered with a middling growth of

oak--birch hickory &c-- Chestnut

oaks--(perhaps Q Montana) grow 

near there. I gathered some leaves & one 

large acorn--from the buggy.


There were two stones with inscriptions 

R. copied one as follows-- V scrap. 


The purport of the other was

that Lydia Squeen died in 1812 aged

75. The other graves were only faintly 

marked with rough head & foot stones

--all amid the thick wood. There

were one or two graves without any

marks stones ap not more than 5 or

6 years old.

. . . 
 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
As we walked easterly the shore 

became stoney-- On one large slate (?) 

rock--with a smooth surface sloping 

toward the pond at high water mark--

were some inscriptions or sculptures--

which R had copied about 10 years 

since--thus 

1749 {drawing} B. Hill Israel felix

                 %comparatively%


The B. Hill is%^%modern. R said that

Israel Felix was an old Indian Preacher--

Ac. to Backus in Hist. Coll. Vol 3d 1st series Thomas Felix was an 

Ind. teacher in Mid. once 

The foot appeared very ancient, though

pecked in only 1/2 an inch. It has squarish 

form & broad at the toes--& is like the 

representation of some sculptures in rocks 

at the West, For a long time we could 

discern only 1749 & B. Hill. At length 

we detected the foot--& after my companion 

had given up--concluding that the 

water & the ice had obliterated the rest 

within 10 years-- I at last rather felt 

with my fingers than saw with my eyes 

the faintly graven & moss lichen covered 

letters of Israel Felix' name. We

had looked on that surface full

15 minutes in vain--yet I felt out the 

letters after all with certainty--  


In a description of Middleborough in 

the Hist. Coll vol 3d 1810--signed 

Nehemiah Bennet Middleborough 1793 

it is said--"There is on the east-

erly shore of Assawampsitt Pond, on 

the shore of Betty's Neck two rocks 

which have curious marks thereon 

(supposed to be done by the Indians) 

which appear like the steppings of a 

person with naked feet, which settled

into the rocks; likewise the prints of 

a hand on several places, with a 

number of other marks; also there 

is a rock on a high hill, a little 

to the eastward of the old stone 

fishing wear, where there is the 

print of a person's hand in said rock".


Perhaps we might have de-

tected more on these same rocks had

we read this before--for we saw that 

there was something on the next rock--

--we did not know of the wear.


The same writer speaks of a settlement 

of Indians at "Betty's Neck (which place 

took its name from an ancient Indian 

woman by the name of Betty Sase-

more, who named that neck) where 

there is now eight Indian houses 

and eight families." between 30 &

40 souls. 


I was interested by some masses of pudding 

stone further along the shore-- These were 






above a few large flat sloping slate (?) rocks 

I saw a small Emys picta, and 

a young snapping turtle--ap hatched 

this summer--the whole length when 

swimming about 3 inches-- It was 

larger than mine last April & had 

10 very distinct points to its shell behind. 


I first saw it in the water next the 

shore-- The same Bennet quoted 

above adds in a postscript--  


“In the year 1763, Mr Shubael Thomp-

son found a land turtle in the 

northeast part of Middleborough, which 

by some misfortune had lost one 

of its feet, and found the following 

marks on its shell, viz. I.W. 1747--  

He marked it S.T. 1763, & let it go. It 

was found again in the year 1773, by 

Elijah Clap, who marked it E.C. 1773, 

& let it go. It was found again 

in the year 1775, by Captain Wm Shaw, 

in the month of May, who marked it 

W.S. 1775. It was found again by 

said Shaw the same year, in Sep-

tember, about one hundred rods 

distance from the place where he let 

it go. It was found again in the 

?
year 1784, by Jonathan Soule, who 

marked it J.S. 1790, & let it go. 

It was found again in the year 1791, 

by Zeno Smith, who marked it Z. S. 1791 

& let it go; it being the last time it 

was found; 44 years from the 

time the first marks were put 

on." 


We saw 5 loons diving near the

shore of Betty's Neck--which instead 

                      within 10 rods

of swimming off--approached^as if

to reconnoitre us--only one had a 

black bill & that not entirely so--

anothers was turning-- Their throats 

were all very white-- I was surprised 

to see the usnea hanging thick
on many apple trees & some pears 

in the neighborhood of this & the 

other ponds--as on Spruce. Sheep

are pastured hereabouts. 


Returning along the shore we saw a 

man & woman putting off in a small 

boat--the first we had seen-- The man 

was black--he rowed & the woman 

steered. R called to them-- They approached 

within a couple of rods in the shallow 

water-- "Come nearer" said R. "Don't be 

afraid; I aint agoing to hurt you--"

The woman answered "I never saw 

the man yet that I was afraid of. 

The man's name was Thomas Smith

and in answer to R's very direct questions 

             he was of
as to how much^of^the native stock said

that he was 1/4 Indian. He then asked 

the woman who sat unmoved in the 

stern with a brown dirt colored dress on

--a regular country woman with half 

an acre of face--(squaw like)--having

first inquired of Tom if she was 

his wife woman--how much Indian 

blood she had in her-- She did not 

answer directly so home a question

--yet at length as good as acknowledged

to 1/2 Indian--& said the she came

from Carver--where she had a sister--

the only--halfbreeds about here--


Said her name was Sepit but could not spell it


R. said "your nose looks rather Ind-

iany." Where will you find a Yankee 

& his wife going a fishing thus. They 

lived on the shore. Tom said he had 

seen turtles in the Pond that weighed 

between 50 & 60. had caught a 

pickerel that morning that weighed 
4 or 5 pounds--had also seen them washed 

up with another in their mouths. 


Their boat was of peculiar construction--

--& T said it was called a sharper %X%

--with very high sides & a very remarkable

run on the bottom aft--& the bottom 

boards were laid across coming out flush

& the sides set on them-- An ugly

model {drawing} 


Tom said that Assawampsett was 15 to 20

feet deep--in deepest part-- A Mr Sampson

good authority told me 9 or 10 on an average

& the deepest place said to be 30 or more.


R. told the squaw that we were 

interested in those of the old stock now 

they were so few--"Yes" said she "& you d be 

glad if they were all gone." This 

boat had a singular "wooden grapple" 

as Tom called it made of a in the form 

of a cross--thus {drawing} or {drawing}--with

a stone within %Sharpie%

                 %W.R.%

1856
3/23/56

I spend a considerable portion of my time

observing the habits of the wild ani-

mals my brute neighbors-- By their

various movements & migrations they

fetch the year about to me-- Very sig-

nificant are the flight of geese & the

migration of suckers &c &c-- But when

I consider that the nobler animals have

been exterminated here--the cougar--

panther--lynx--wolverine wolf--bear

the beaver, the turkey

moose--deer^&c &c--I cannot but

feel as if I lived in a tamed &, as it were,

emasculated country. Would not

the motions of those larger & wilder

animals have been more significant

still-- Is it not a maimed & imperfect

nature that I am conversant with?

As if I were to study a tribe of Indians

that had lost all its warriors. Do not

the forest & the meadow now lack ex-

pression--now that I never see nor

think of the moose with a lesser forest on

his head--in the one--nor of the beaver

in the other? When I think what were

the various sounds & notes--the migrations

& works & changes of fur & plumage

which ushered in the spring & marked

the other seasons of the year--I am

reminded that this my life in Nature

--this particular round of natural phe-

nomena which I call a year--is lamentably

incomplete-- I listen to concert--in which so many

parts are wanting. The whole civilized country

is to some extent turned into a city. Many

 & I am that citizen whom I pity.

^of those animal migrations & other phenome-

na by which the Indians marked the

season--are no longer to be observed.

4/8/56

Noticed returning this p.m. a muskrat sitting

near a small hole

on the ice^in Willow Bay-- So motionless &

withal round & featureless--of so uniform

a color--that half a dozen rods off
I should not have detected him--if not

accustomed to observing them-- Saw the

same thing yesterday. It reminds me

of the truth of the Indians name for

it "That sits with in a round form on

the ice--" You would think it was a particular

ly round clod of meadow mud rising

above the ice-- But while you look it

concludes its meditations--or perchance its

meal & deliberately takes itself off off

through a hole at its feet--& you

see no more of him.
5/18/56
Sailed back on Hubbard redstart path--

& there saw a mud turtle draw in his head--

of which I saw the half-- about 8 rods off--

Pushed to the spot where the water was

about a foot deep--& at length 

detected him spread out on the

  his monstrous head & tail & legs outspread

bottom--^ prob. directly under where

he had appeared-- It first I suspect I

mistook him for a rock--for he was

thickly covered with a short green moss-like

conferva (??)-- A venerable object--a true

son of the meadow--suggesting what vigor!

what naturalness-- Perchance to make the

moss grow on your back without in-

juring your health! How many things

can he sustain on his shell where the mosses

grow. He looked like an antediluvian under

that green shaggy shell--tougher than

the rock you mistake it for-- No wonder

the Indian reverenced him as a god. Think

of the time when he was an infant. There

is your native American--who was before Co-

lumbus perchance. Grow not gray, but

green with the lapse of ages.
6/26/56

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
Heard of & sought out the hut

of Martha Simons--the only pure

blooded Indian left about N. Bed.

ford. She lives alone on the narrowest 

point of the neck near the shore in

sight of N. Bedford-- Her hut stands

some 25 rods from the road on a 

small tract of Ind Land--now wholly hers--

It was formerly exchanged by a white man 

for some better land then occupied by Ind. 

at Westport--which he wanted-- So said

a Quaker Minister, her neighbor. The squaw

was not at home when we first called-- It was

a little hut but not as big as mine-- V. sketch

by R. with the bay not far behind it--

no garden only some lettuce amid the



  (white)


     & a great ^ pile of clam & quahog shells one side

thin grass in front. ^ She ere long came in

from the sea side--& we called again.


We knocked & walked in--& she asked

us to sit down-- She had half an acre

of the real tawny Ind. face--broad with




black eyes

high cheek bones, ^ & straight hair

originally black--but now a little gray--

parted in the middle. Her hands were

several shades darker than her face--

She had a peculiarly vacant expression--

perhaps characteristic of the Indian--&

answered our questions listlessly--without

being interested or implicated--mostly in mono-

syllables--as if hardly present there-- To

judge from her physiognomy she might have

been King Philip's own daughter--


Yet she could not speak a word of

Indian and knew nothing of her race--

  said She had lived with the whites--gone

out to service to them when 7 yrs old--

Had lived part of her life at Squaw

Betty's Neck--Assawampsett pond-- Did

she know Sampson’s-- She'd ought to--

she'd done work enough there. She said

she was sixty years old but was probably nearer

seventy. She sat with her elbows on her

knees & her face in her hands--& that

peculiar vacant stare, perhaps looking out

the window between us--not repelling us in the

east but perfectly indifferent to our presence--


She was born on that spot-- Her grand-

father also lived on the same spot--though



     house

not in the same place-- He was the last

of her race who could speak Indian. She

had heard him pray in Ind. but could only

understand "Jesus Christ" Her only com-

panion was a miserable tortoise shell kitten

which took no notice of us-- She had a

stone chimney--a small cooking stove


fore

without ^ legs--set up on bricks within it--&

a bed covered with dirty bed clothes. Said

she hired out her field as pasture--better

for her than to cultivate it. There were 2

young heifers in it. The question she

answered with most interest--was--"What do

you call that plant?", and I reached

her the aletris from my hat--she took

it, looked at it a moment--& said

"That's husk root, It's good to put into

bitters for a weak stomack--" The last years

light colored & withered leaves surround the present

green star--like a husk-- This must be

the origin of the name. The root is described as

intensely bitter. I ought to have had my hat

full of plants. A conceited old

Quaker minister her neighbor--told me

with a sanctified air--"I think that the Indians

were human beings; dost thee not think so?"

He only convinced me of his doubt & narrow-

ness.

6/29/56

Bathed again near

Dogfish bar--It was warm & dirty

water--muddy bottom. I prob. found

an Indian's bone at %(%Throgg's point%)%--%x%

where their bodies have been dug up--

%x Coggeshallo Point%

9/1/56
The S. lucida makes about the 11th willow

that I have distinguished. When I find

a new & rare plant in Concord--I seem

to think it has but just sprung up here--

that it is, & not I am the new comer--

while it has grown here for ages before

I was born. It transports me in imagination

to the Saskatchawan-- It grows alike on

the bank of the Concord & of the Macken-

zie River--proving them a kindred soil--

I see their broad & glossy leaves reflecting

the autumn light this moment all along

those rivers-- Through this leaf I com-

municate with the Indians who roam

the boundless N. W. It tastes the same

nutriments in sand of the Assabet--&

its water--as in that of the Saskatchewan

& Jasper Lake--suggesting that a short

time ago these shores of this river were

as wild as the shores of those.--

We are dwelling amid these wild plants

still--we are eating the huckleberries--

which lately only the Indian ate & dried.

--we are raising & eating his wild & nutritive

maize--& if we have imported wheat,

it is but our wild rice which we

annually gather with grateful awe

like Chippewas-- Potatoes are our ground

nuts.

9/8/56

Witch-hazel out maybe a day or 2 in some places 



//

but the Browns do not think the fringed

gentian out yet-- There for the first time

I see growing indigenously the Dirca Palustris,--

Leather wood

^  the largest on the low interval by the brook.

I notice a bush there 7 feet high-- In it(s

form it is somewhat like a quince bush--

Though less spreading, its leaves broad like

entire sassafras leaves--now beginning to turn

yellow-- It has a remarkably strong thick

white

bark & soft ^ wood which bends like lead.

(Gray says it is brittle?)

^  the different layers separating at the end.

I cut a good sized switch--which was

singularly tough and flexible--just like

a cow hide--& would answer the pur-

pose of one admirably. The color

of the bark is a very pale brown. I was

much interested in this shrub--since

it was the Indians( rope.
. . . 

Indian

cordage. I feel as if I had discovered a more

indigenous plant than usual--it was

so peculiarly useful to the aborigines.

12/5/56

Pm walked over the Hill

The Indians have at length got a regular 

load of wood. It is odd to see a pile 

of good oak wood beside their thin 

cotton tents in the snow-- the wood pile 

which is to be burnt within is so much 

more substantial than the house. Yet 

they do not appear to mind the cold--though 

one side the tent is partly open & all are 

flapping in the wind-- & there is a sick child 

in one-- The children play in the snow in front 

as before more substantial houses. 

12/17/56

The wind is so cold & strong--that 

the Indians that are encamped in 3 wig-

wams of cloth in the RR wood-yard 

have all moved into 2--& closed them up 

tight. 

12/30/56

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
What an evidence it is after all 

of civilization--or of a capacity for improve-

ment--that savages--like our Indians 

who in their protracted wars stealthily 

slay--men women & children without 

mercy--with delight--who delight to 

burn torture & devour one another-- 

proving themselves more inhuman 

in these respects even than beasts-- What 

a wonderful evidence it is, I say, of their 

capacity for improvement--that even they 

can enter into the most formal compact 

or treaty of peace--burying the hatchet &c 

&c--& treating with each other with as 

much consideration as the most enlightened 

states. You would say that they had a 

genious for diplomacy as well as for war-- 

Consider that Iroquois, torturing his cap-

tive--roasting him before a slow fire-- 

biting off the fingers of him alive--& 

finally eating the heart of him dead-- 

betraying not the slightest evidence 

of humanity--& now behold him 

in the council chamber--where 

he meets the representatives of the hostile 

nations to treat of peace--conducting 

with such perfect dignity & decorum-- 

betraying such a sense of justness-- 

These savages are equal to us civilized 

men in their treaties--& I fear 

not essentially worse in their wars--

1857
2/15/57

Shattuck says that the principal sachem

Tahattawan

of our Indians ^ lived (near Nahshawtuck hill.( p. 3

Shat. p 28 says that the celebrated Waban originally lived in Concord--& he describes Squaw Sachem and John Tahattawan--son of Tahattawan as Musketaquid Indians

In 1684 (Mantatukwet, a Christian Indian

of Natick, aged 70 or thereabout( ac. to the

Register at Cambridge Deposed (that about

50 years since he lived within the bounds of

that place which is now called Concord,

at the foot of an hill, named Nahshaw-

tuck, now in the possession of Mr. Henry Woodis,(--

&c--p 7.
6/6/57

[last Cape Cod trip]

Within half a mile I come to the home

of an Indian--a grey one-storied cottage--

& there are 2 or 3 more beyond. They were 

just beginning to build a meeting house to-day!

Mrs Ellis had told me that they were

worthy people, especially such a family,

that were members of the church,--& the

others were decent people though they were

not members "professors of religion--" as if

they were consequently less trustworthy. Ellis

thought that if they should get angry

with you they would not make anything of

taking your life. He had seen it in their

eyes. The usual suspicion. I asked

the way of an Indian whom I met in the

road--a respectable looking young man

not darker than a sun-burnt white man

with black eyes--& the usual straight
black hair of his race-- He was ap. of mixed

race however-- When I observed to him that

he was one of the aboriginal stock--he

answered--"I suppose so". We could see

even to Sandwich Mt house as we stood

in the road--& he showed me where to turn

up from the shore to go to Scusset--

[July 20-August 7: last Maine woods trip. Most of this account is excluded from the 1906 edition, as noted in v. 9, p. 485.]

We wanted to get one who was

temperate & reliable--an older man

    %had%

than we had before %&%--well skilled in Indian

by Lowell & Coe

%had been% %by several%

lore. I was warned %^% not to employ an

Indian on account of their obstinacy &

%our%

the difficulty of %^% understanding one another

& %(%by Coe%)% on ac. of their dirty habits in cooking &c

^--but it was partly the Indian such as he

 %{&}%

was, that I had come to see. The diffi-

culty is to find one who will not get

drunk & detain you whenever liquor is to

be had. Some young white men of Old-

town %(%named Pond%)% were named as the

very ones for us. But I was bent

on having an Indian at any rate.

. . .

Polis sat on the front seat saying nothing

to anybody--with a stolid expression

of face--barely awake to what was

%again%

going on-- I was struck by the pe-

culiar vagueness of his replies when

addressed in the stage or at the taverns

& observed that he really never said any-

  %barely%

thing on such occasions-- He was merely

stirred up like a wild beast--& passively

muttered some insignificant response.

His answer in such cases was never the

consequence of a positive mental energy

 %a%
  %the%
%which betrays the bullet%

--not distinct like a rifle report but

evanescent on edges

vague as a puff of smoke ^ suggesting

no responsibility, & if you considered

   %have found%

it you would find that you had

got nothing out of him-- This was

%parlaver%

instead of the conventional talkativeness

   %equally%

& smartness of the whiteman--& about

as profitable. Most get no more

than this out of the Indian, & pro-

nounce him stolid accordingly. I was sur-

prised to see what a foolish & impertinent

style a maine man a passenger used

in addressing him, which only made Polis'

eyes glisten a little. A tipsy Canadian

%him%

asked P. at a tavern, in a drawling tone,

"You smoke?"

if he smoked--to which he answered vaguely

Let me take

"yes".-- "Wont you lend me your pipe

a little while?" To which P. replied

looking straight by the man's face %(%as if

into the far horizon%)%--with a face singularly

vacant to all that neighboring interests

no got?
%This was what would be called in some places a Whopper%

"Me got no pipe." %^%Yet {for} I saw him put

a new one with a supply of tobacco into his

Our little canoe was so neat

packet that morning. 

& strong drew a favorable criticism from all the wiseacres among the

tavern loungers along the road--

[Polis’s ability to track, to find his way]

It appeared as if he had so many resources

%{& so}%
%{readily}%

that he could not %^% refer to any %(%particular%)% 

one when questioned about it, nor %(%indeed%)%

could he tell distinctly how he was guided

but he found his way very much as an

%{But}%


%{commonly}%

animal does. %^%Perhaps what is %^% called

instinct in the animal in this case is

merely a sharpened & educated sense

%{were}%

The sources of information are so various that

%{did}%

%1%he %(%does%)% not give a distinct conscious attention

%{in particular}%

to any one-- When an Indian says "I dont

know" in regard to the route he is to take, he does

not mean what a white man would by those words

for he may still know well enough

for a white man--but he does not

carry things in his head--he does not

remember the route exactly, like a

%but%

white man--%^%he relies on himself at the

moment-- Not having experienced the need

 %the other%

of that sort of knowledge--all labelled

& arranged, he has not acquired it. %{v p223}% 

9/24/57
Returned eastward

over a bare hill with some walnuts on it--

formerly called Pine Hill--from whence

a very good view of the new town of Natic--

On

Near the N E base of this hill Bacon pointed

out to me what he called Ind. corn hills.

in heavy moist pasture ground--where 

had been a pine wood--the hillocks were 

4 ft apart

in singular rows--which ran along the 

side of the hill, & were much larger than 

you would expect after this lapse of time.

I was confident that if Indian, they 

could not be very old--perhaps not more

than a century or so--for such could

never have been made with the ancient

Ind. hoes--clamshells--stones--or the

like, but with the aid of plows & white

men(s hoes-- Also pointed out to me what

he thought the home site of an Ind. squaw

marked by a Buck thorn bush--by the wall

These hillocks--were like tussocks with

lichens thick on them--& B thought 

that the rows were not running as

a white man with furrow-- 
9/30/57

Polis( singing carried me back to the

period of the discovery--. to san Salvador & the

Incas--when Europeans first encountered the

%There {
}%

%{
}%

%It was%

simple faith of the Indian-- %^% A nasal chant

of the simplest description--nothing of the

dark & savage--only the mild & simple. Without

suggesting superstition it reminded me of

(Lo, the poor Indian whose untutored mind,(--

%{chiefly well}%

The sentiment of humility & reverence was well

%{V 126}%

expressed. Nothing of the savage in it but his sim-

plicity & reverence--

--That phosphorescence impressed me not

a little for I was in just the right frame of

mind to see something wonderful--and I

was prepared to see any phenomenon there-

after. It reminded me that there were phenomena

without number equally if more wonderful

appreciable by the senses, which as yet

we have not perceived only because we have

not occupied the right position. It was

a phenomenon adequate to my circum-

stances & expectation-- It would hardly have

thrilled me more if the fire had taken

the form of a human face. Supposing

that groping thro that wilderness at

midnight--you came upon such a ring

of light light a hoop heated to a white

%exulted%

heat. I rejoiced like a pagan suckled

in a creed that had never been worn

at all--but was {bran} new & adequate

to the occasion-- I let science slide and

rejoiced in that light as if it had

%{
}%

been a fellow creature of the night.

%excellent%

I saw that it was good and was glad to know

that it was so cheap. A scientific explana-
tion, as it is called, would have been

altogether out of place there-- That

is for pale day-light. Consider what

actual phenomena await us--to say nothing

of life which may be rare & difficult

to detect--and death which is startling

enough--we cannot begin to conceive of

surprising &

anything so ^ thrilling but that something

yet more surprising may be actually presented to us.

Science with its retorts would have put

me to sleep--it was the opportunity

to be ignorant that I improved.

It suggested to me that there was something

to be seen if one had eyes. It made a

believer of me more than before--I be-

lieved that the woods were not tenant-

less, but chock-full of honest spirits

as good as myself any day--not an

empty chamber in which chemistry was

left to work alone--but an inhabited

house--%&% for a few moments I enjoyed fellow-

ship with them-- Your so called wise

man goes trying to persuade himself that

%& his traps%

there(s no entity there but himself %^% but

it is a great deal easier to believe the

%too%

truth. It suggested to me %^% that the

same experience always gave birth
to the same sort of belief or religion.

One revelation has been made to the Indian

another to the white-man. I have much

to learn of the Indian, nothing of the missionary--

All that would tempt me to teach the

Indian my religion would be the promise

to teach me his. Long enough I had heard

of irrelevant things-- Now at length I

was glad to make acquaintance with the

light that dwells in rotten wood. Where

is all your knowledge gone to? It evaporates

%I kept those little%

completely for it has no depths--
%chips &c p242 XXIII%

10/7/57

That simple & mild nasal chant
%It% {affected} me like the dawn of civilization--

to the wilderness-- I thought of "Lo the

Poor Indian--whose untutored mind" {&c}

%There was a beautiful {simplicity about it}%

there is always a slight haze or mist on

the brow of the Indian-- The white man(s

brow is clear & distinct-- It is 11 o(clock

in the forenoon with him-- It is 4 o(clock

 %{farmer}%

in the morning with the Indian.

10/22/57

There is scarcely a square rod of sand

exposed in this neighborhood, but you

may find in it the stone arrowheads

of an extinct race-- {Far} back as that

time seems when men went armed with

bows & pointed stones here--yet so nu-

merous are the signs of it. The finer par-

ticles of sand are blown away & the arrow-

point remains-- The race is as clean gone

(from here) as this sand is clean swept

by the wind. Such are our antiquities--

These were our predecessors-- Why then

make so great ado about the Roman

& the Greek & neglect the Indian?

We not wander off with boys in our

imaginations to Juan Fernandez, to

wonder at a footprint in the sand

there-- Here is a point still more signifi-

cant at our doors--the print of a

race that has preceeded us, & this

{drawing} the little symbol that

Nature has transmitted to us. Yes this
arrow headed character is probably more

ancient than any other--& to my mind

it has not been decyphered.

11/14/57

I hear that the Indians say we are to

have a hard winter--because of the

abundance of acorns--also because

of the unusual thickening of corn

husks in the summer!
1858
1/23/58

Who can doubt that men are by a certain

fate what they are--contending with unseen

& unimagined difficulties--or encouraged

& aided by equally mysterious auspicious

circumstances-- Who can doubt this

essential & innate difference between

man & man--when he considers a

whole race--like the Indian inevitably

& resignedly passing away--in spite

of our efforts to christianize & educate

them? Individuals accept their fate

& live according to it--as the Indian does.

Every body notices that the Indian

retains his habits wonderfully--is still the

same man--that the discoverers found--

The fact is the history of the White man is

a history of improvement--that of the Red

man--a history of fixed habits--stagnation

To insure health a man(s relation to

nature--must come very near to a personal

one--he must be conscious of a friendliness in

her--when human friends part or die she

must stand in the gap to him. I cannot

conceive of any life which deserves the

name, unless there is a certain tenderness
relation to nature-- This it is which makes

winter warm--& supplies society in the desert

& wilderness-- Unless nature sympathizes

with & speaks to us, as it were, the most

fertile & blossoming regions are barren

  %v n p%

& dreary.

3/4/58

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
Father Rales’ dictionary of the Abnapki

Language--amounts to a very concentrated



   nat.

and trustworthy ^ history of that people--though

it was not completed. What they have a word

for they have a thing for. A traveller may

tell us that he thinks they used a

pare-vent--or built their columns in a cer-

tain form--or soaked their seed corn in

water--or had no beard &c &c but when

one gives us their word for these things--


 that is a clincher

the question is setled.^ Let us know which

words they had & how they used them

& one can infer almost all the rest. The

lexicographer not only says that a

certain people have or do a certain thing

but, being evidently a disinterested party--

it may be allowed that he brings sufficient

evidence to prove it. He does not so much assert

as exhibit. He has no transient or private pur-

pose to serve.

3/5/58

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1


Mar 5


Went to hear a Chippeway Indian, a

 Mung--somebody

Doctor ^--(assisted by a Penobscot, who said

nothing.) He made the audience

laugh unintentionally by putting an



and almost after this word alone

m after the word too ^ which he brought

in continually ^& unnecessarily--empha-

sising & prolonging that sound as

“They carried them home too m- -a-h”

as if it were a necessity for bringing

in so much of the Indian language


     to his organs

for a relief--^ or a compensation

for “twisting his jaws about” as he said

in his attempts to speak English--

so Polis & the Penobscots--continually

put the um or em to our words.

as padlum littlum &c There was

so much of unsubdued Indian

accent resounding through his speech

so much of the bow-arrow tang-- I have

no doubt it was a great relief to him

& seemed the word best pronounced.


He thought his ancestors came from

Asia--& was sure that Bhering’s Strait








was no obstacle--since Indians or his 

tribe cross Lake Huron & Superior in

birch bark canoes. Thought Indians

might be Jews because of a similarity

of customs-- When a party of his

warriors which to tell an advanced

          concealed

party ^ in ^ a dangerous position to retreat

they shoot an arrow close past them--

if to stay they shoot an arrow over



  exactly

their heads--& ^ this he declared the Jews

did. I inferred from his statement that

the totem (a deer in his case) takes

the place of the sirname with us. for

he said that his {post} children would

have the same totem. He did not use this

word.-- Said they had a secret

paternity like the masonic--by which

they knew & befriended members anywhere--


Had some ornaments of snake skins

4 or 6 inch broad with a bead edging--broad belts--

^ worn diagonally across the breast--

or for a garter--or for a very large & broad

string hande to a bag, passing round the

neck--also an otter skin pouch--

The bead left {on} was evidently very convenient

as well as important--to hold it when caught

under the belt-- It was thus very quickly re-

turned to its place. Had head feet & all.


Had on an eagle-feather cap--i.e. a



black

band with long ^ eagles feathers {strand} from

it--this not worn every day-- A buffaloe

   blanket

skin ^ worked with porcupine quills--


Showed the cradle-- The mother cuts a

notch in the lower end for each day that passes

& one at the top for each moon. If it

falls into the water it floats on this--

said the first poetry made at Plymouths--

was suggested by the sight of this cradle swinging



    of

from a tree. viz Rock a by baby &c


Exhibited very handsome birch-bark

trays--ornamented with moose hair in-

    in the false bottom & side

worked ^ representing strawberries &--very well-- Only

the white hair was not dyed. These were

made without communication with the whites--


The place the feet of the child in

the cradle straight or as they would have

them-- Ind. step with the feet straight

but whites who toe out--seem to have

no use for any toes but the great

one in walking. Ind. woven{s} are brought

up to toe in-- It is improper for them to




 through a blow gun

toe out. Shot small arrows very

straight at an apple arod off--lodging

them all in it-- The gun was of elder

with the pith out about six feet long,

The arrows quite slender of hard wood

with a large & dense cylindrical mass

of common thistle down at what is Com-

monly the feathered end.


The Penobscot who chanced to be Joe

Polis brother, told me that the She-cor-

way of the maine lakes was the Shell-

drake & that when they call out

the moose at night they imitate the

voice of the Cow moose-- That of the

bull is very different.


The former carried the cradle low down on

his back with a strap round his head--& showed

how the mother could had both hands

free & could chop wood &c with her infant

on her back-- The same blanket covered

both if necessary--& the child was prevented

from being smothered by the bow over its face holding



    He regretted that their marriage customs

up the blanket. were not so good as ours--that they did not choose



    for themselves but their parents for them


We read the English poets--we study

botany & zoology--& Geology--lean

an dry as they are--& it is rare that we

get a new suggestion-- It is ebb tide with

the scientifi reports Prof-- in the chair

we would fain know something more about

these sto animals & stones & trees around us.

We are ready to skin the animals alive

to come at them. Our scientific names

convey a {very} partial information only--

they suggest certain thoughts only--

It does not occur to me that there are

other names for most of these objects

given by a people who stand between

me & them--who had better senses than

our race-- How little I know of that

arbor-vitae--when I have learned only what

science can tell me-- It is but a word



  tree

It is {not}a thing of life-- But there are

20 words for the tree & its different parts which

the Indian gave--which are not in our





 more

botanies--which imploy a ^ practical

& vital science. He used it every day--

He was well acquainted with its wood--& its

bark--& its leaves. No science does

more than arrange what knowledge

we have of any class of objects-- But

generally speaking how much more con-

versant was the Indian with any wild

animal or plant than we are--and in

his language is implied all that

intimacey as much as ours is expressed in

How many words in our language about the moose--or birch bark! & The like

our language-- ^ The Indian stood

nearer to wild-nature than we. The wildest

^& noblest

^quadrupeds--even the largest fresh water

fishes Some of the wildest & noblest birds--





actually

& the fairest-flowers--have ^ receded

as we advanced--& we have but the

most distant knowledge of them--

a rumor has come down to us that

the skin of a lion was seen & his

roar heard here by an early settler--

But there was a race here that slept on

his skin. It was a new light when

my guide gave me Indian names for

things, for which I had only scientific

ones before. In proportion as I under-

stood the language I saw them from

a new point of view.


A dictionary of the Ind. language reveals

an other & wholly new life to us-- Look

at the wood Canoe--& see what a story

it tells of out-door life--with the names

of all its parts & modes of {using} it--

as our words describing the different parts

%{&    }%    %{            }%

%^% of a crack--%^% or at the word wigwam &

see how close it brings you to the ground--

or Indian Corn & see which race was

most familiar with it.-- It reveals

to me a life within a life--or rather a

life without a life--as it were threading





  still

the words between our towns,^ & yet we can

never tread in its trail. The Indians’

earthly life was as far off from us

as heaven is.

3/16/58
How conversant the Indian who lived

out of doors--who lay on the ground

must have been with--mouse ear leaves--

pine needles--mosses & lichens which

form the crust of the earth-- No doubt

he had names accordingly for many things

for which we have no popular names.

3/20/58

How much more we might have learned of the Aborigines

if they had not been so reserved-- Suppose they had

generally become the laboring class among

the whites--that my father had been a farmer

& had an Indian for his hired man--how many

aboriginal ways we children should have

learned from them!
9/6/58

On the hill side above Clam Shell 

ditch grows that handsome grass of 

sep 1st (V Sep 4th) evidently Sorghum 

nutans (Andropogon of Big.) Chestnut 

Beard grass--Indian grass--Wood grass 

It is much larger than what I 

saw before--is still abundantly in flower 

4 1/2 feet high--leaves perhaps arundi-

naceous--18 inch long--panicle 9 inches 

long. It is a very handsome wild looking 

grass--well enough called Indian 

grass--& I should have named it with 

the other andropogons Aug. 26.

With its narrow one sided panicle 

{   } bright

of ^ purple & yellow (I include the 

yellow anthers) {  } often {  ding}--raised

high above the leaves-- It looks like 

a narrow banner-- It is of more vivid 

colors than its congeners--& might well 

have caught an Indian(s eye. These 

bright banners are now advanced on 

the distant hill sides--not in large 

armies--but scattered troops or single 

file like the red men themselves-- 

They stand thus fair & bright in our 

midst--as it were representatives of 

the race which they are named after--

but for the most part unobserved. 

It stands like an Indian chief 

taking a last look at his beloved 

hunting grounds-- The expression of 

this grass haunted me for a week 

after I first paused & noticed it--like 

Aster patens past prime at money diggers hill 


//

Polygonum tenue how long? 




//

the glance of an eye-- 

10/15/58

On the sandy slope of the cut close by the 

pond-- I notice the chips, which some Indian 

fletcher has made-- Yet our poets & philosophers 

regret that we have no antiquities in America-- 
no ruins to remind us of the past--

Hardly can the wind blow away the 

surface anywhere exposing the spot-

less sand--even though the thickest 

woods have recently stood there--but 

these little stone chips, made by these 

some aboriginal fletcher are revealed--

With them too--this time (as often) I 

find the white man(s arm--a comel
conical bullet--still marked by the 

groove of the rifle--which has been 

roughened or rucked up like a thimble 

on the side by which it struck the sand-- 

As if by some explained sympathy & 

attraction the Indians & the white man(s 

arrow-head sought the same grave at 

last.
1859

1/22/59

From year to year the snow has its regu- 

lar retreats & lurking places--when a 

thaw comes (laying bare the earth) under 

the south & eastward banks. I see it now 

resting there in broad white lines & deep 

drifts (from my window) as I have seen 

it for many years--as it lay when 

the Ind. was the only man here to see it. 

2/3/59 [date of Thoreau’s father’s death; he writes a short bio of John and then the following]

Some have spoken slightingly of the Indian-- 

as a race possessing so little skill & wit-- 

so low in the scale of humanity & so brutish 

that they hardly deserved to be remembered--using 

only the terms--miserable--wretched--pitiful 

& the like--in writing their histories of this country 

they have so hastily disposed of this refuse 

of humanity (as they might of called it) which 

littered & defiled the shore & the interior. But 

even the indigenous animals are inexhaustibly in- 

teresting to us. How much more than the indigenous 

man of America! If wild man--so much 

more like ourselves than they are unlike--have 

inhabited these shores before us--we wish to know par- 

ticularly what manner of men they were--how they 

lived here--their relation to nature--their arts 

& their customs--their fancies & reflections-- 

They paddled over thes waters--they wandered in these 

woods--& they had their fancies & beliefs 

connected with the sea & the forest--which con- 

cern as quite as much as the fables of 

oriental nations do. It frequently happens that 

the historian though he professes more hu- 

manity than the trapper--mt man or gold digger 

exhibits &

who shoots one as a wild bearin reality ^ pratices 

a similar inhumanity to him--wielding a 

pen instead of a rifle.

One tells you with more contempt than 

pity that the Indian had no religion--holding 

up both hands--& this to all the shallow 

trained & bigoted seems to mean something im 

portant but it is commonly a distinction 

without a difference-- Pray how much more 

religion has the historian. If Henry Ward 

Beecher knows so much more about God 

than another--if he has made some 

discovery of truth in this direction, I would 

thank him to publish it in Sillimans 

Journal--with as few flourishes as possible 

What It is the spirit of humanity 

--that which animates both so called 

savages & civilized nations--working 

through a man--& not the man expressing 

himself-- That interests us most.-- The 

thought of a so called savage tribe is generally 

far more just than that of a single 

civilized man. 
3/13/59

It is remarkable that the spots where 

I find most arrowheads &c being light 

dry soil--(as the Great Fields--Clam-

shell Hill--&c) are among the first 

to be bare of snow--& the frost gets out 

there first. It is very curiously & particu-

larly true--for the only parts of the 

N. E section of the Great Fields which 

are so dry that I do not slump there--

are those small in area--when perfectly 

bare patches of sand occur--and then singularly 

enough the arrowheads are particularly 

common-- Indeed in some cases I find them 

only on such bare spots a rod or 2 in extent 

where a single wig wam might have stood--

& not half a dozen rods off in any direction 

Yet the difference of level may not be 

more than a foot--(if there is any).

 It is as if the Indians had selected precise-

ly the driest spots on the whole plain with 

a view to their advantage at this season-- 

If you were going to pitch a tent tonight 

on the great fields you would inevitably 

pitch on one of these spots--or else lie down 

in water or mud--or on ice. It is as if they 

had chosen the sight of their wig wams at 

this very season of the year.

3/23/59
That broad & low but firm 

island--with but few trees to conceal the 

contour of the ground & its outline--with 

its fine russet sward--firm & soft as velvet--

reflecting so much light--all the undulations 

of the earth its nerves & muscles revealed by the 

light & shade--& even the sharper ridgy edge 

of steep banks where the plow has heaped up 

the earth from year to year-- This is a sort 

of fairy land & elysium to my eye-- The island 

tawny couchant island! Dry land for the 

Indian(s wigwam in the spring--& still strewn 

with his arrow-points-- The sight of such 

land reminds me of the pleasant spring days 

in which I have walked over such tracts looking 

for these relics. How well too this smooth 

firm light reflecting tawny earth contrasts 

with the darker water which surrounds it

--or perchance lighter sometimes. At this 

season when the russet colors prevail--the 

contrast of water & land is more agreeable 

to behold-- What an inexpressibly soft curving 

line is the shore--! and if the water is per-

fectly smooth & yet rising-- you seem 

to see it raised 1/8 of an inch with swelling 

lip above the immediate shore it kisses as 

in a cup--or the of a saucer--
3/28/59

As much ground is turned up in a 

day by the plow as Indian implements 

could not have turned over in a month--

& my eyes rest on the evidences of an 

aboriginal life which passed here a 

thousand years ago perchance-- Especially 

if the knolls in the meadows are washed 

by a freshet where they have been plowed the 

previous fall--the soil will be taken away 

lower down & the stones left--the 

arrowheads &c--& soapstone pottery 

amid them.--some what as gold 

is washed in a dish(-or tom--

. . . 

I have not decided whether I had better 

publish my experience in searching for 

 with plates & an index

arrowheads in 3 volumes--^ or try to compress 

it into one. These durable implements 

seem to have been suggested to the In-

dian mechanic--with a view to my 

entertainment in a succeeding period. 

After all the labor expended on -- 

the bolt may have been shot but once 

perchance--& the shaft which was 

devoted to it decayed--& there lay the 

     h

arrowead sinking into the ground--awaiting 

me-- They lie all over the hills with 

like expectation--and in due time the 

husbandman is sent--& tempted by 

the promise of corn or rye--he plows 

the land & turns them up to my view. 

Many as I have found--methinks the 

last one gives me about the same delight 

that the first did. Some time or

often, you would say, it had rained 

arrowheads for & they lie all over 

the surface of America. You may have 

your peculiar tastes--certain localities 

in your town may seem from association 

unattractive & uninhabitable to you-- 

You may wonder that the land {bears} 

any money value there & pity {some} 

poor fellow who is said to survive 

in that neighborhood-- But plow 

up a new field there--and you 

will find the omnipresent arrowpoints 

strewn over it--& it will appear 

that the red man with other tastes 

& associations lived there too. 

No matter how far from the modern 

road or meeting house, no matter how 

near-- They lie in the meeting house 

cellar--& they lie in the distant 

cow pasture-- And some collections 

which were made a century ago by the 

curious like myself have been dispersed 

again--& they are still as good as new-- 

You can not tell the 3rd hand ones (for 

they are all 2nd hand) from the others. 

Such is their persistent out of door 

durability-- For they were chiefly 
made to be lost-- They are sown like 

a grain that is slow to germinate broad 

cast over the earth-- Like the dragons 

teeth which bore a crop of soldiers--these 

bear crops of philosophers & facts--& the 

same seed is just as good to plant again. 

It is a stone fruit. Each one yields

{  } a thought. I come nearer to the maker 

of it than if I found his bones-- His bones 

would not prove any wit that wielded 

them--such as this work of his bones does--

It is humanity inscribed on the face of the 

earth--patent to my eyes--as soon as the 

snow goes off--not hidden away in some 

cript--or grave--or under a pyramid-- 

No disgusting mummy--but a clean 

stone--the best symbol or letter that 

could have been transmitted to me-- The 

Red Man--his mark {drawing}! at 

every step I see it--& I can easily supply 

the Tahitawan or Mantatukets that 

might have been written if he had had 

a clerk-- It is no single inscription 

on a particular rock--but a footprint 

--rather a mind print--left every where 

& altogether illegible-- No vandals 

however vandalic in their disposition can 

be so industrious as to destroy them 

Time will soon destroy the works of 

famous painters & sculptors--but 

the Indian arrow head will balk his 

efforts & Eternity will have to come to his 

aid. They are not fossil bones--but 

as it were fossil thoughts--forever re-

minding me of the mind that shaped them. 

I would fain know that I am treading 

in the tracks of human game--that I 

am on the trail of mind--& those 

little reminders never fail to set me 

right-- When I see these signs I know 

that the subtle spirits that made 

them are not far off into whatever 

form transmuted-- What if you do 

plow & hoe amid them--& swear that 

not one stone shall left upon another-- 

They are only the less like to break in that 

case-- When you turn up one layer 

you bury another so much the more 

securely-- They are at peace with rust-- 

This arrowheaded character promises 

to out last all others-- the larger pestles 

& axes may perchance grow scarce & 

be broken--but the arrowhead shall 

perhaps never cease to wing its way through 

the ages to eternity. It was originally 

winged for but a short flight--but 

it still to my minds eye wings its way thro 

the ages bearing a message from the 

hand that shot it-- Myriads of arrow 

points lie sleeping in the skin of the re-

volving earth--while meteors revolve 

in the space-- The footprint--the mind-

print of the oldest men-- When some vandal 

chieftain has razed to the earth the 

British Museum & perchance the winged 

bulls from Nineveh shall have lost 

most if not all of their features--

the arrowheads which the museum 

contains will perhaps find themselves 

at home again in familiar dust--

& resume their shining in new 

springs upon the bared surface of 

the earth then--& be picked up for 

the thousandth time by the shephard 

or savage that may be wandering there--

& once more suggest their story to him. 

Indifferent they to British museums--& 

no doubt Nineveh bulls are old acquain-

tances of theirs--for they have camped 

on the plains of Mesopotamia too--

& were buried with the winged bulls.

They cannot be said to be lost nor 

found. Surely their use was not so 

much to bear its fate to some bird 

or quadruped--or man--as it was to 

lie here near the surface of the earth 

for a perpetual reminder to the generations 

that come after-- As for museums 

I think it is better to let Nature take 

care of our antiquities-- These are our-- 

antiquities & they are cleaner-- to think 

of than the rubbish of the Tower of London. 

& they are a more ancient armor than 

is there. It is a recommendation that 

they are so in obvious--that they occur 

only to the eye & thought that chances to 

be directed toward them. When you 

pick up an arrowhead & put it in your 

pocket--it may say {but} Eh--you 

think you have got me, do you? but I 

shall wear a hole in your pocket at last. 

or if you put me in your cabinet

--your heir--or great grandson--will 

negl forget me--or throw me out 

the window directly--or when the house 

falls I shall drop into the cellar(- & 

there I shall lie quite at home again. 

Ready to be found again eh? Perhaps 

some {new} red man that is to come will fit 
me to a shaft & make me do his 

bidding for a bow shot--What reck I?

4/8/59
What a pitiful business is the fur trade

--which has been pursued now for so many a year--

--for so many years by famous companies--

which enjoy a profitable monopoly & control

a large portion of the earths surface--

unweariedly pursuing & ferreting out small

animals by the aid of all the loafing

class tempted by rum & money--that you

may rob some little fellow creature

of its coat to adorn or thicken your

own, that you may get a {    } or




in which to hide

fashionable covering ^ your head, or

a suitable robe in which to dispense justice

to your fellow men! Regarded from 

the philosopher's point of view, it is

precisely on a level--with rag & bone picking

in the streets of the cities. The Indian

led a more respectable life--before he

was tempted to debase himself so much 

by the white man-- Think how many musquash

& weasel skins the Hudson Bay Company

pile up annually in their ware houses(-leaving

   bare

the ^ red canvas on the banks of the streams through

out all British America--& this it is chiefly

which makes it British America-- It is

the place where Great Britain goes a

mousing. We have heard much of the

wonderful intelligence of the beaver, but

that regard for the beaver is all a pretense

& we would give more for a beaver hat

than to preserve the intelligence of the

whole race of beavers--

When we see men & boys spend their time

shooting & trapping musquash & mink--we

cannot but have a poorer opinion of them--

unless, we thought meanly of them before--

Yet the world is imposed on by the fame

of the Hudson Bay & N.W. Fur Companies

who are only so many partners more or

less in the same sort of business with thousands

of just such loafing men & boys in their

service to abet them-- On the one side

is the Hudson Bay Company on the other

this company of scavengers who clear the 

sewers of Paris of their rats vermin--

There is a good excuse for smoking out

or poisoning rats which infest the

house--but when they are as far off

as Hudson's Bay I think that we had

better let them alone. To such an

extent as time & distance & our imagi-

nations consecrate at last not only the

most ordinary but even vilest pursuits(-.

The efforts of legislation from time to time to

stem the torrent are significant as showing

that there is some sense & conscience left--

but they are insignificant in their effects.

{So} we will fine abner if shoots a sing-

ing bird-(but encourage the army of 

abners that compose the Hudson Bay 

Company.
5/2/59

I feel no desire to go to California or Pikes 

Peak(- but I often think at night with 

inexpressible 

^ satisfaction & yearning(-of the arrowheadiferous 

sands of Concord. I have often spent whole 

afternoons, esp. in the spring,(-pacing back 

& forth over a sandy field(-looking for these 

relics of a race. This is the gold which our 

sands yield. The soil of that rocky spot 

on Simon Brown(s land is quite ash colored 

(-(now that the sod is turned up) by Indian 

fires(-with numerous pieces of clo coal in it. 

There is a great deal of this ash-colored soil 

in the country(- We do literally plough up 

the hearths of a people & plant in 

their ashes. The ashes of their fires colors 

much of our soil. 
9/16/59
Again and again I am surprised to observe

what an interval there is, in what is

called Civilized Life--between the shell

& the inhabitant of the shell-- What a

disproportion there is between the life

of man & his conveniences & luxuries--

The house is neatly painted has many apartments,

You are shown into the sitting room

where is a carpet & couch & mirror &

splendidly bound bible--Daguerreotypes--

ambrotypes--photographs were on the

mantel piece-- One could live here

more deliciously & improve his divine

gifts better than in a cave surely--

In these bright & costly saloon man

will not be starving or freezing or contending

with vermin surely--but he will be meditating

a divine song--or a heroic deed

or perfuming the atmosphere by the very

breath of his natural & healthy existence--

As the parlor is preferable to the cave

so will the life of its occupant be more

god like--than that of the dweller in the

cave. I called at such a house

this afternoon--the house of one who

in Europe would be called an operative--

The woman was not in the 3d heavens,

the wood shed or

but in the 3d kitchen, as near ^ to outdoors

& to the cave as she could instinctively

get--for they there she belonged--

a coarse scullion or wench--but [not] one

%but in fact inferior%

whit superior %^% to the squaw in a wigwam,

& the master of the house where was he?

He was drunk some where both on some

mow or behind some stack & I could

not see him-- He had been having a

spree. If he had been as sober as he

may be to-morrow, it would have been essentially

the same--for refinement is not in

him--it is only in his house--in the appliances

which he did not invent-- So is it in the 5th

civilized

Avenue & all over the ^ world. There is

nothing but confusion in our New England

life. The hogs are in the parlor-- This

man & his wife (& how many like them!)

should have lived in sucked their claws in

some hole in a rock--or lived lurked

 the

like gypsies in ^ outbuildings of some diviner

race-- They(ve got in to the wrong boxes--

they rained down at these houses by mistake

, as it is said to rain toads sometimes-- They

wear these advantages--helter skelter & without

appreciating them--or to satisfy a vulgar taste--

just as savages--wear the dress of civilized

men--just as that Indian chief walked

the streets of N. Orleans clad in nothing

but a gaudy military coat--which his great

Father had given him. Some philanthropists{ts}

trust that the the houses will civilize

the inhabitants at last. The mass of

strive always after

men--just like savages--^{(}contend always

for{}} the outside--the clothes & finery of

civilized life--the blue beads--& tinsel & center-

tables-- It is a wonder that any load

ever gets moved over men are so prone to

put the cart before the horse--

We do everything according to the fashion

just as the Flatheads--flatten the heads

of their children--we conform ourselves

in a myriad ways & with infinite pains

to the fashions of our time. We mourn

for our lost relatives according to fashion

and as some nations {hig} hire professed

mourners to howl--so we hire stone-

masons to hammer & blast by the month

& so express our grief--for if a public

character dies we get up a regular wake

with eating & drinking--till mid night.

10/21/59 [about John Brown]

They have got to conceive of a man of ideas 

hard as it may be for them 
 %Mohawk% 

& of principle ^ & not a politician or an %^%Indian 

of a man who did not wait till he was personally 

interfered with or thwarted in some harmless 

business, before he gave his life to the cause 

of the oppressed. 
. . .

In California & Oregon, if not nearer home, 

it is common to treat men exactly like deer which 

are hunted, & I read from time to time 

in Christian newspapers--how many (bucks( 

that is Indian men--their sportsmen have 

killed.
. . . 

For once the Sharpes( rifle & the revolver were 

employed in a righteous cause-- The tools were 

in the hands of one who could use them.

I know that the mass of my neighbors 

think that the only righteous use that can 

be made of them is to fight duels 

with them when we are insulted by other 

nations--or hunt Indians, or shoot 

fugitive slaves with them.
. . . 

He could give you information on various 

subjects--for he had travelled widely--& observed 

with whom he {dealt} in 

closely-- He said that the Indians ^ of Kansas 

in a pecuniary sense 

were perhaps the richest people ^ on the earth-- 
The money that their government annually paid them 

so much 

gave (more) to each member of the community-- 

They were moreover more intelligent than the men 

of the Border ruffians or that class of the in-

habitants of Missouri.

Much of the time of late years he has had to skulk 

in the swamps of Kansas with a price set upon 

suffering from sickness & poverty--& exposure 

his head--^ befriended only by Indians & few White-

men. When surprise was expressed that he was 

not taken--he accounted for it by saying--That 

it was perfectly well understood that he would 

not be taken alive-- He would even show him-

self openly in towns which were half composed of 

border ruffians--and transact some business with-- 

out delaying long--& yet nobody attempted 

to arrest--because, as he said, a small party 

did not like to undertake it, & a large one 

could not be got together in season.

12/31/59
I do not mean by this to condemn our 

system of education--but to show what it 

amounts to. A hundred boys at college are drilled

in physics & metaphysics languages &c--

prematurely old perchance 

   






 
who

There may be one or 2 in each hundred ^ approaches

the subject from a similar point of view to his

teachers--but as far as the rest, & the most 

promising, it is like agricultural chemistry 

for many Indians. They get a valuable

drilling it may be--but they do not learn

what you profess to teach-- They at most

only learn where the arsenal is, in case they

should ever want to use any of its weapons 

1860

1/29/60

Not only the Indian, but many%^% wild 

& insects

birds & quadrupeds ^ welcomed the apple tree

      As it grew apace

to these shores. ^The blue-bird--robin--

   & many more

cherry-bird, kingbird--& woodpecker came

 %haste%                    %& warbled%
     

with a rush & built their nests %^% in it%s% %boughs%
and so became orchard birds--%& multiplied more% %than ever%
3/8/60
I meet some Indians just camped 

on Brister's Hill-- As usual, they are 

chiefly concerned to find where black 

ash grows, for their baskets-- This

is what they set about to ascertain 

as soon as they arrive in any strange 

neighborhood.
3/14/60
I see that the Indians have got

this black ash & made a basket
or 2--the large kind-- One a bushel

basket--the rim of white oak--& they

have hung them on the trees, as if to ex-

hibit their wares. May not this size &

style of basket be an Indian invention?

3/24/60
I find on Indian ground, as today on

the Great Fields--very regular oval

stones like large pebbles--sometimes 5 or

6 inches long--water worn of course--

& brought hither by the Ind. They commonly

show marks of having been used as hammers.

Often in fields where there is not a stone

of that kind in place for a mile or more.
7/15/60 [accounting of springs]

No 1 is at the head of them all & no doubt was

used by the Indians. It is used by the Fitchburg RR--

for their locomotives--
11/10/60 [Boxboro oak woods]

Seeing this I can realise how this

country appeared when it was discovered--

Such were the oak woods which the

Indian treaded hereabouts.

Such a wood must have a peculiar fauna

to some extent. Warblers must at least

pass through it in the spring which we do not

see here--

We have but a faint conception of a

full-grown oak forest--stretching un-

interrupted for miles--consisting of sturdy trees

from one to 3 & even 4 feet in diameter--

whose interesting branches form a complete

& uninterrupted canopy-- {Many} trunks old

& hollow in which wild beasts den-- Hawks

nesting in the dense tops--& deer glancing

between the trunks--& occasionally the

Indian with a face the color of the

faded oak leaf.

11/26/60

But where did the pitch pines stand originally?

Who cleared the land for its seedlings to

spring up-- -- It is commonly referred to very

%we%

poor & sandy land-- Yet I find it growing

%not only do%

on the best land also-- The expression a

pitch-pine plain is but another name

%{




}%

for a poor & sandy level-- Who knows

%{






}%

but the fires or clearings of the Indians 

%{






}%

may have to do with the presence of these 
trees there? They regularly cleared extensive tracks 

for cultivate--& these were {were} always level

tracts where the soil was light--such

as they could turn over with their rude hoes--

they di Such was the land which they are

known to have cultivated extensively in this town

--as the great fields--& the rear of Mr

Dennis--sandy plains-- It is in such 

places chiefly that you find their relics

in my part of the country-- They did not

cultivate such soil as our maple swamps

occupy--or such a succession of hills & dales as

this oak wood covers-- Other trees will grow

where the {p.} pine--does--but the former will

maintain its ground there the best. I know

of no tree so likely to spread rapidly over such areas

when abandoned by the aborigines--as the

pitch pines--and next birches & white pines--

. . .

Mother says that Lidy Bay--an Indian

woman (so considered) used to live in the 

house beyond {Caesars}--& made baskets which

she brought to town to sell with a ribbon about

her hat. She had a husband.
1861
1/3/61

The berries which I celebrate appear

to have a range--most of them--very

nearly coterminous with what has

been called the Algonquin Family

of Indians, whose territories are now

occupied by the Eastern Middle & North-

western states--& the Canadas--& completely

surrounded those of the Iroquois who occupied

what is now the state of New York--

These {are} the small fruits of the Algonquin &

Iroquois families.

The algonquins appear to have described this

kind of fruit generally by words ending

in the syllables--meenar
. . . 

Not only the channel but one or both

banks of every river should be a pub-

lic highway-- The only use of a river

is not to float on it.

Think of a mt-top in the township

even to the minds of the Indians a sacred place

only accessible thro' private grounds--

A temple, as it were, which you cannot

%{to trespass}%

enter except %^% at the risk of letting out

or letting in somebody's cattle-- In fact

the temple itself in this case private property

%{for such is}%

& standing in a man's cow yard.
%{commonly the case!}%

1/8/61

They taught us not only the use of

corn & how to plant it--but also

of whortleberries--& how to dry them for winter--

& made us baskets to put them in.

We should have {hesitated} long to eat some

kinds if they had not set us the example

--learning by old experience that they were

not only harmless but {salutary}--I

have added a few to my no' of edible berries

by walking behind an Indian in Maine--

who ate such as I never tasted thought

of tasting before. 

Of course, they made a much greater account of

wild fruits than we do

What we call huckleberry cake--

made of Indian meal & huckleberries

%{was evidently}%

appears to have been the principal cake of

 %{2}%the aborigines--& was generally known & used

by them all over this part of N{,} America

as much or more than plumb cake by us--

 %{They enjoyed it all alone ages before our ancestors heard of Ind. meal or huckleberries}%

If you had travelled here 1000 years ago--

it would probably have been offered you alike
on the Connecticut--the Potomac--the Niagara

the Ottowa--& the Mississippi--

It appears from the above evidence that

 %{1}%the Ind. used the dried berries commonly in the

form of huckleberry cake--& also of huckleberry

porridge or pudding.

We have no national cake so universal

 {as} this was

  %3% & well known--^in all parts of the country

where corn & huckleberries grew--

%{



}%

Botanists have long been inclined

to associate this family in some way with

mt Ida--& ac to Tourneforte--arrange whortle-

berries were what the ancients meant by the

vine of mt ida--& the Common English

Raspberry is called Ruben Idaea from

  old

the ^ Greek name-- The truth of it seems to

be that blue berries & raspberries flourish

best in cool & airy situations on hills &

mts--& I can easily believe that something

like them at least grows on mt Ida.
But mt Monodnoc is as good as

mt Ida & probably better for blue-

berries--though it does not near

bad Rock--but the worst rocks as

the best for poets use
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