Henry David Thoreau – Biography on page 370
Fill in the blanks with info from the bio.
Spent much of his life writing and observing ___________________.

He was a careful _______________ and a deep _________________.

Taking to heart the ideas of his friend, __________________________, Thoreau tried to live by his 
own __________.

List 4 ways Thoreau was a nonconformist:

1.

2.

3.

4.

INTERVIEW QUESTIONS

(in your composition notebook dated 1/30)

Interview with ________________

PARTNER 1

1. Why does Thoreau go to the woods? What does it mean to live deliberately? How do YOU live deliberately?
2. Thoreau wanted to “live deep” and “suck the marrow out of life.” What does this mean to you?
3. Thoreau says, ” I have always regretted that I was not as wise as the day I was born.”  What does this mean to you? 
PARTNER 2

1. Thoreau said he wanted to “Drive life into a corner” by living in the woods. What do you think this means?

2. What does Thoreau mean by “simplicity, simplicity, simplicity?” 

3. Do you live with simplicity? How? If not, why don’t you live with simplicity?
Walden (excerpt)

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. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and Spartanlike as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life into a corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then get the whole and genuine meanness of it, and publish its meanness to the world; or if it were sublime, to know it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in my next excursion. For most men, it appears to me, are in a strange uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat hastily concluded that it is the chief end of man here to 'glorify God and enjoy him forever.' 

Still we live meanly, like ants; though the fable tells us that we were long ago changed into men; like pygmies we fight with cranes; it is error upon error, and clout upon clout, and our best virtue has for its occasion a superfluous and evitable wretchedness. 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 lump the rest. Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity! 

…
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 regretted that I was not as wise as the day I was born.
…

