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Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn in 
me. Moral reform is the effort to throw off 
sleep ....The millions are awake enough for physical 
labor; but only one in a million is awake enough for 
effective intellectual exertion, only one in a hundred 
millions to a poetic or divine life. To be awake is to be 
alive. I have never yet met a man who was quite 
awake. How could I have looked him in the face?



I went to the woods because I wished to live 
deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, 
and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and 
not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I 
did not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear; 
nor did I wish to practice resignation, unless it was 
quite necessary.



Our life is frittered away by detail. An honest man has 
hardly need to count more than his ten fingers, or in 
extreme cases he may add his ten toes, and Jump the 
rest. Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity!



Men think that it is essential that the Nation have 
commerce, and export ice, and talk through a 
telegraph, and ride thirty miles an hour, without a 
doubt, whether they do or not; but whether we should 
live like baboons or like men, is a little uncertain. If 
we do not get out sleepers,  and forge rails, and devote 
days and nights to the work, but go to tinkering upon 
our lives to improve them, who will build railroads? 
And if railroads are not built, how shall we get to 
heaven in season? But if we stay at home and mind 
our business, who will want railroads? We do not ride 
on the railroad; it rides upon us. 



Hardly a man takes a half hour's nap after dinner, but 
when he wakes he holds up his head and asks,..."Pray 
tell me any thing new that has happened to a man any 
where on this globe,"-and he reads it over his coffee 
and rolls, that a man has had his eyes gouged out this 
morning on the Wachito River; never dreaming the 
while that he lives in the dark unfathomed mammoth 
cave of this world, and has but the rudiment of an eye 
himself....I never read any memorable news in a 
newspaper. If we read of one man robbed, or 
murdered, or killed by accident, or one house burned, 
or one vessel wrecked, or one steamboat blown up, or 
one cow run over on the Western Railroad, or one mad 
dog killed, or one lot of grasshoppers in the winter,-we 
never need read of another.



Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I drink at it; 
but while I drink I see the sandy bottom and detect 
how shallow it is. Its thin current slides away, but 
eternity remains. I would drink deeper; fish in the sky, 
whose bottom is pebbly with stars. I cannot count one. 
I know not the first letter of the alphabet. I have 
always been regretting that I was not as wise as the 
day I was born. 
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