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In "Roughing It De Luxe," Irvin S. Cobb delivers a witty and engaging narrative that encapsulates his experiences in the American West during the early 20th century. The book elegantly blends humor, observation, and social commentary, all while mirroring the literary traditions of the travelogue and anecdotal journalism. Cobb's distinctive style, characterized by its rich descriptive prose and sharp wit, invites readers into a world that is both rugged and charming, revealing not only the physical landscape but also the vibrant human tapestry intertwined with it. This work stands as a reflection of the era's fascination with frontier life, capturing the essence of adventure and exploration amidst the evolving American identity. Irvin S. Cobb was not only a prolific writer and humorist but also a native Kentuckian whose experiences in both journalism and fiction informed his keen insights and storytelling prowess. His unique background, enriched by a deep understanding of American culture and a love for the outdoors, contributed significantly to the vivid scenes and characters he portrays in this book. Cobb's literary career, marked by a knack for blending humor with social critique, particularly positioned him to craft this masterpiece that resonates with both nostalgia and realism. "Roughing It De Luxe" is a must-read for those intrigued by Americana, travel literature, and the power of humor. Cobb's compelling prose and engaging anecdotes offer both enlightenment and entertainment, making this book a delightful addition to any literary collection. Readers will find themselves transported to a bygone era, evoking laughter and reflection as they explore the complexities of life on the frontier.
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In 'Ralph Waldo Emerson: The Wisdom & The Philosophy', the reader is invited into the intricate tapestry of Emerson's thoughts, exploring his profound engagement with transcendentalism and idealism. The book is structured around themes such as self-reliance, the divine in nature, and the role of the individual in society, illuminating Emerson's stylistic hallmarks of poetic prose and aphoristic clarity. This work situates Emerson's philosophy amid the intellectual ferment of 19th-century America, revealing how his ideas challenged conventions and inspired a generation of thinkers and writers, thus serving as a cornerstone of American literary and philosophical thought. Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1882), a pivotal figure in the Transcendentalist movement, drew from his experiences as a minister, essayist, and lecturer. His deep engagement with Eastern philosophies, Romantic literature, and his passionate belief in the inherent goodness of both people and nature propelled him to craft a philosophy that emphasized individualism and self-discovery. Emerson's own life, marked by personal loss and fervent inquiry into the nature of existence, shapes the wisdom he imparts in this work. For scholars and general readers alike, 'Ralph Waldo Emerson: The Wisdom & The Philosophy' is an essential exploration of the core tenets of Emersonian thought. It serves not only as an introduction to his philosophical insights but also as a call to introspection and innovation in one's own life, making it an invaluable resource for anyone seeking to understand the implications of Emerson's legacy in contemporary society.
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In "Mearing Stones: Leaves from My Note-Book on Tramp in Donegal," Joseph Campbell intricately weaves his poetic reflections and vivid observations while exploring the rugged landscapes of Donegal, Ireland. The work manifests a lyrical style that blends prose and poetry, capturing the interplay of myth, nature, and the human experience. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century Ireland, Campbell's narrative is steeped in regional folklore and resonant imagery, showcasing a deep appreciation for the land and its stories, revealing a vivid tapestry of life intertwined with the natural world. Joseph Campbell, a prominent mythologist and writer, was profoundly influenced by his travels and the Celtic heritage that shaped his childhood. His fascination with mythology and archetypal patterns in human culture shines through as he navigates the essence of his surroundings. Campbell's erudition in comparative mythology, combined with his passionate exploration of the Irish landscape, allows him to reflect on broader themes of identity, belonging, and the metaphysical connections between humanity and nature in this poignant work. I highly recommend "Mearing Stones" to readers who seek not only to explore enchanting landscapes but also to delve into the rich interplay of myth, memory, and introspection. Campbell's evocative prose provides a unique lens through which to understand both the external world and the internal landscapes of the human spirit.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Loitering in Pleasant Paths



Harland, Marion

8596547215066

341

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "Loitering in Pleasant Paths," Marion Harland weaves a tapestry of reflections that celebrate the beauty of everyday life, offering readers a rich interplay of personal anecdote and meditative prose. Written in a style that bursts with vivid imagery and emotional resonance, this collection stands as a quintessential example of 19th-century American literature, steeped in the tradition of transcendentalism and domesticity. Harland's poignant observations on nature, home, and the societal roles of women invite readers to linger in her eloquent descriptions while contemplating their own experiences and surroundings. Born Mary E. Wilkins Freeman in 1830, Marion Harland grew to become a pioneering figure in American women's literature. Her background as a Southern woman, combined with her keen insights into the complexities of marriage and domestic life, informed her writing, compelling her to explore themes of self-discovery and fulfillment. Harland's literary journey was marked by her collaboration with various publications, reinforcing her commitment to enhancing women's voices in literature during her time. "Loitering in Pleasant Paths" is a delightful read for anyone who appreciates the serenity found in ordinary moments. It offers a gentle reminder to savor life's simple pleasures and encourages a thoughtful exploration of one's surroundings. This book is perfect for readers seeking inspiration through the lens of poetic thought and historical context.
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In "The Inner Beauty," Maurice Maeterlinck crafts a profound exploration of the human condition through a lens that intertwines mysticism and philosophy. The work delves into the themes of perception, inner life, and the quest for deeper meaning beyond external appearances. Employing a rich, impressionistic style, Maeterlinck invites readers to embark on a reflective journey, using elegant prose that resonates with the Symbolist movement—a literary context deeply influenced by the intricate interplay between emotion and thought, often revealing the unseen beauty within the mundane aspects of life. Maurice Maeterlinck, a Belgian playwright and essayist, was at the forefront of the Symbolist movement, drawing from personal experiences and a fascination with nature and spirituality. His background in philosophy and deep engagement with questions of existence profoundly shaped his writings. This book offers a culmination of his lifelong quest to unveil the unseen layers of reality, urging readers to confront their own inner landscapes and discover beauty where it often goes unnoticed. I highly recommend "The Inner Beauty" to readers seeking to enrich their understanding of beauty as a multifaceted concept, transcending the superficial. Maeterlinck's lyrical prose and profound insights provide an essential guide for those willing to venture into the depths of their own inner worlds.
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CHAPTER I. I LEAVE MY FARM
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 “Is it so small a thing
 To have enjoyed the sun,
 To have lived light in spring?”
 



It is eight o'clock of a sunny spring morning. I have been on the road for almost three hours. At five I left the town of Holt, before six I had crossed the railroad at a place called Martin's Landing, and an hour ago, at seven, I could see in the distance the spires of Nortontown. And all the morning as I came tramping along the fine country roads with my pack-strap resting warmly on my shoulder, and a song in my throat—just nameless words to a nameless tune—and all the birds singing, and all the brooks bright under their little bridges, I knew that I must soon step aside and put down, if I could, some faint impression of the feeling of this time and place. I cannot hope to convey any adequate sense of it all—of the feeling of lightness, strength, clearness, I have as I sit here under this maple tree—but I am going to write as long as ever I am happy at it, and when I am no longer happy at it, why, here at my very hand lies the pleasant country road, stretching away toward newer hills and richer scenes.

Until to-day I have not really been quite clear in my own mind as to the step I have taken. My sober friend, have you ever tried to do anything that the world at large considers not quite sensible, not quite sane? Try it! It is easier to commit a thundering crime. A friend of mine delights in walking to town bareheaded, and I fully believe the neighbourhood is more disquieted thereby than it would be if my friend came home drunken or failed to pay his debts.

Here I am then, a farmer, forty miles from home in planting time, taking his ease under a maple tree and writing in a little book held on his knee! Is not that the height of absurdity? Of all my friends the Scotch Preacher was the only one who seemed to understand why it was that I must go away for a time. Oh, I am a sinful and revolutionary person!

When I left home last week, if you could have had a truthful picture of me—for is there not a photography so delicate that it will catch the dim thought-shapes which attend upon our lives?—if you could have had such a truthful picture of me, you would have seen, besides a farmer named Grayson with a gray bag hanging from his shoulder, a strange company following close upon his steps. Among this crew you would have made out easily:

Two fine cows. Four Berkshire pigs. One team of gray horses, the old mare a little lame in her right foreleg. About fifty hens, four cockerels, and a number of ducks and geese.

More than this—I shall offer no explanation in these writings of any miracles that may appear—you would have seen an entirely respectable old farmhouse bumping and hobbling along as best it might in the rear. And in the doorway, Harriet Grayson, in her immaculate white apron, with the veritable look in her eyes which she wears when I am not comporting myself with quite the proper decorum.

Oh, they would not let me go! How they all followed clamoring after me. My thoughts coursed backward faster than ever I could run away. If you could have heard that motley crew of the barnyard as I did—the hens all cackling, the ducks quacking, the pigs grunting, and the old mare neighing and stamping, you would have thought it a miracle that I escaped at all.

So often we think in a superior and lordly manner of our possessions, when, as a matter of fact, we do not really possess them, they possess us. For ten years I have been the humble servant, attending upon the commonest daily needs of sundry hens, ducks, geese, pigs, bees, and of a fussy and exacting old gray mare. And the habit of servitude, I find, has worn deep scars upon me. I am almost like the life prisoner who finds the door of his cell suddenly open, and fears to escape. Why, I had almost become ALL farmer.

On the first morning after I left home I awoke as usual about five o'clock with the irresistible feeling that I must do the milking. So well disciplined had I become in my servitude that I instinctively thrust my leg out of bed—but pulled it quickly back in again, turned over, drew a long, luxurious breath, and said to myself:

“Avaunt cows! Get thee behind me, swine! Shoo, hens!”

Instantly the clatter of mastery to which I had responded so quickly for so many years grew perceptibly fainter, the hens cackled less domineeringly, the pigs squealed less insistently, and as for the strutting cockerel, that lordly and despotic bird stopped fairly in the middle of a crow, and his voice gurgled away in a spasm of astonishment. As for the old farmhouse, it grew so dim I could scarcely see it at all! Having thus published abroad my Declaration of Independence, nailed my defiance to the door, and otherwise established myself as a free person, I turned over in my bed and took another delicious nap.

Do you know, friend, we can be free of many things that dominate our lives by merely crying out a rebellious “Avaunt!”

But in spite of this bold beginning, I assure you it required several days to break the habit of cows and hens. The second morning I awakened again at five o'clock, but my leg did not make for the side of the bed; the third morning I was only partially awakened, and on the fourth morning I slept like a millionaire (or at least I slept as a millionaire is supposed to sleep!) until the clock struck seven.

For some days after I left home—and I walked out as casually that morning as though I were going to the barn—I scarcely thought or tried to think of anything but the Road. Such an unrestrained sense of liberty, such an exaltation of freedom, I have not known since I was a lad. When I came to my farm from the city many years ago it was as one bound, as one who had lost out in the World's battle and was seeking to get hold again somewhere upon the realities of life. I have related elsewhere how I thus came creeping like one sore wounded from the field of battle, and how, among our hills, in the hard, steady labour in the soil of the fields, with new and simple friends around me, I found a sort of rebirth or resurrection. I that was worn out, bankrupt both physically and morally, learned to live again. I have achieved something of high happiness in these years, something I know of pure contentment; and I have learned two or three deep and simple things about life: I have learned that happiness is not to be had for the seeking, but comes quietly to him who pauses at his difficult task and looks upward. I have learned that friendship is very simple, and, more than all else, I have learned the lesson of being quiet, of looking out across the meadows and hills, and of trusting a little in God.

And now, for the moment, I am regaining another of the joys of youth—that of the sense of perfect freedom. I made no plans when I left home, I scarcely chose the direction in which I was to travel, but drifted out, as a boy might, into the great busy world. Oh, I have dreamed of that! It seems almost as though, after ten years, I might again really touch the highest joys of adventure!

So I took the Road as it came, as a man takes a woman, for better or worse—I took the Road, and the farms along it, and the sleepy little villages, and the streams from the hillsides—all with high enjoyment. They were good coin in my purse! And when I had passed the narrow horizon of my acquaintanceship, and reached country new to me, it seemed as though every sense I had began to awaken. I must have grown dull, unconsciously, in the last years there on my farm. I cannot describe the eagerness of discovery I felt at climbing each new hill, nor the long breath I took at the top of it as I surveyed new stretches of pleasant countryside.

Assuredly this is one of the royal moments of all the year—fine, cool, sparkling spring weather. I think I never saw the meadows richer and greener—and the lilacs are still blooming, and the catbirds and orioles are here. The oaks are not yet in full leaf, but the maples have nearly reached their full mantle of verdure—they are very beautiful and charming to see.

It is curious how at this moment of the year all the world seems astir. I suppose there is no moment in any of the seasons when the whole army of agriculture, regulars and reserves, is so fully drafted for service in the fields. And all the doors and windows, both in the little villages and on the farms, stand wide open to the sunshine, and all the women and girls are busy in the yards and gardens. Such a fine, active, gossipy, adventurous world as it is at this moment of the year!

It is the time, too, when all sorts of travelling people are afoot. People who have been mewed up in the cities for the winter now take to the open road—all the peddlers and agents and umbrella-menders, all the nursery salesmen and fertilizer agents, all the tramps and scientists and poets—all abroad in the wide sunny roads. They, too, know well this hospitable moment of the spring; they, too, know that doors and hearts are open and that even into dull lives creeps a bit of the spirit of adventure. Why, a farmer will buy a corn planter, feed a tramp, or listen to a poet twice as easily at this time of year as at any other!

For several days I found myself so fully occupied with the bustling life of the Road that I scarcely spoke to a living soul, but strode straight ahead. The spring has been late and cold: most of the corn and some of the potatoes are not yet in, and the tobacco lands are still bare and brown. Occasionally I stopped to watch some ploughman in the fields: I saw with a curious, deep satisfaction how the moist furrows, freshly turned, glistened in the warm sunshine. There seemed to be something right and fit about it, as well as human and beautiful. Or at evening I would stop to watch a ploughman driving homeward across his new brown fields, raising a cloud of fine dust from the fast drying furrow crests. The low sun shining through the dust and glorifying it, the weary-stepping horses, the man all sombre-coloured like the earth itself and knit into the scene as though a part of it, made a picture exquisitely fine to see.

And what a joy I had also of the lilacs blooming in many a dooryard, the odour often trailing after me for a long distance in the road, and of the pungent scent at evening in the cool hollows of burning brush heaps and the smell of barnyards as I went by—not unpleasant, not offensive—and above all, the deep, earthy, moist odour of new-ploughed fields.

And then, at evening, to hear the sound of voices from the dooryards as I pass quite unseen; no words, but just pleasant, quiet intonations of human voices, borne through the still air, or the low sounds of cattle in the barnyards, quieting down for the night, and often, if near a village, the distant, slumbrous sound of a church bell, or even the rumble of a train—how good all these sounds are! They have all come to me again this week with renewed freshness and impressiveness. I am living deep again!

It was not, indeed, until last Wednesday that I began to get my fill, temporarily, of the outward satisfaction of the Road—the primeval takings of the senses—the mere joys of seeing, hearing, smelling, touching. But on that day I began to wake up; I began to have a desire to know something of all the strange and interesting people who are working in their fields, or standing invitingly in their doorways, or so busily afoot in the country roads. Let me add, also, for this is one of the most important parts of my present experience, that this new desire was far from being wholly esoteric. I had also begun to have cravings which would not in the least be satisfied by landscapes or dulled by the sights and sounds of the road. A whiff here and there from a doorway at mealtime had made me long for my own home, for the sight of Harriet calling from the steps:

“Dinner, David.”

But I had covenanted with myself long before starting that I would literally “live light in spring.” It was the one and primary condition I made with myself—and made with serious purpose—and when I came away I had only enough money in my pocket and sandwiches in my pack to see me through the first three or four days. Any man may brutally pay his way anywhere, but it is quite another thing to be accepted by your humankind not as a paid lodger but as a friend. Always, it seems to me, I have wanted to submit myself, and indeed submit the stranger, to that test. Moreover, how can any man look for true adventure in life if he always knows to a certainty where his next meal is coming from? In a world so completely dominated by goods, by things, by possessions, and smothered by security, what fine adventure is left to a man of spirit save the adventure of poverty?

I do not mean by this the adventure of involuntary poverty, for I maintain that involuntary poverty, like involuntary riches, is a credit to no man. It is only as we dominate life that we really live. What I mean here, if I may so express it, is an adventure in achieved poverty. In the lives of such true men as Francis of Assisi and Tolstoi, that which draws the world to them in secret sympathy is not that they lived lives of poverty, but rather, having riches at their hands, or for the very asking, that they chose poverty as the better way of life.

As for me, I do not in the least pretend to have accepted the final logic of an achieved poverty. I have merely abolished temporarily from my life a few hens and cows, a comfortable old farmhouse, and—certain other emoluments and hereditaments—but remain the slave of sundry cloth upon my back and sundry articles in my gray bag—including a fat pocket volume or so, and a tin whistle. Let them pass now. To-morrow I may wish to attempt life with still less. I might survive without my battered copy of “Montaigne” or even submit to existence without that sense of distant companionship symbolized by a postage-stamp, and as for trousers—

In this deceptive world, how difficult of attainment is perfection!

No, I expect I shall continue for a long time to owe the worm his silk, the beast his hide, the sheep his wool, and the cat his perfume! What I am seeking is something as simple and as quiet as the trees or the hills—just to look out around me at the pleasant countryside, to enjoy a little of this show, to meet (and to help a little if I may) a few human beings, and thus to get nearly into the sweet kernel of human life. My friend, you may or may not think this a worthy object; if you do not, stop here, go no further with me; but if you do, why, we'll exchange great words on the road; we'll look up at the sky together, we'll see and hear the finest things in this world! We'll enjoy the sun! We'll live light in spring!

Until last Tuesday, then, I was carried easily and comfortably onward by the corn, the eggs, and the honey of my past labours, and before Wednesday noon I began to experience in certain vital centres recognizable symptoms of a variety of discomfort anciently familiar to man. And it was all the sharper because I did not know how or where I could assuage it. In all my life, in spite of various ups and downs in a fat world, I don't think I was ever before genuinely hungry. Oh, I've been hungry in a reasonable, civilized way, but I have always known where in an hour or so I could get all I wanted to eat—a condition accountable, in this world, I am convinced, for no end of stupidity. But to be both physically and, let us say, psychologically hungry, and not to know where or how to get anything to eat, adds something to the zest of life.

By noon on Wednesday, then, I was reduced quite to a point of necessity. But where was I to begin, and how? I know from long experience the suspicion with which the ordinary farmer meets the Man of the Road—the man who appears to wish to enjoy the fruits of the earth without working for them with his hands. It is a distrust deep-seated and ages old. Nor can the Man of the Road ever quite understand the Man of the Fields. And here was I, for so long the stationary Man of the Fields, essaying the role of the Man of the Road. I experienced a sudden sense of the enlivenment of the faculties: I must now depend upon wit or cunning or human nature to win my way, not upon mere skill of the hand or strength in the bent back. Whereas in my former life, when I was assailed by a Man of the Road, whether tramp or peddler or poet, I had only to stand stock-still within my fences and say nothing—though indeed I never could do that, being far too much interested in every one who came my way—and the invader was soon repelled. There is nothing so resistant as the dull security of possession the stolidity of ownership!

Many times that day I stopped by a field side or at the end of a lane, or at a house-gate, and considered the possibilities of making an attack. Oh, I measured the houses and barns I saw with a new eye! The kind of country I had known so long and familiarly became a new and foreign land, full of strange possibilities. I spied out the men in the fields and did not fail, also, to see what I could of the commissary department of each farmstead as I passed. I walked for miles looking thus for a favourable opening—and with a sensation of embarrassment at once disagreeable and pleasurable. As the afternoon began to deepen I saw that I must absolutely do something: a whole day tramping in the open air without a bite to eat is an irresistible argument.

Presently I saw from the road a farmer and his son planting potatoes in a sloping field. There was no house at all in view. At the bars stood a light wagon half filled with bags of seed potatoes, and the horse which had drawn it stood quietly, not far off, tied to the fence. The man and the boy, each with a basket on his arm, were at the farther end of the field, dropping potatoes. I stood quietly watching them. They stepped quickly and kept their eyes on the furrows: good workers. I liked the looks of them. I liked also the straight, clean furrows; I liked the appearance of the horse.

“I will stop here,” I said to myself.

I cannot at all convey the sense of high adventure I had as I stood there. Though I had not the slightest idea of what I should do or say, yet I was determined upon the attack.

Neither father nor son saw me until they had nearly reached the end of the field.

“Step lively, Ben,” I heard the man say with some impatience; “we've got to finish this field to-day.”

“I AM steppin' lively, dad,” responded the boy, “but it's awful hot. We can't possibly finish to-day. It's too much.”
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