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Flute, Oboe, Bb Clarinet, Bassoon 

French Horn, Bb Trumpet, Trombone, Piano 

Strings: 1st Violin, 2nd Violin, Viola, 'Cello, Contra Bass 

(Where an orchestra is not available, this can be performed with 

piano accompaniment only.) 

 

The texts for songs and readings are all by Henry David Thoreau.  

Most are from 'Walden', the book written about his years at 

Walden Pond during the years 1845-1847 and published in 1854. 

In addition, "There is Nothing in the World" comes from A Week 

on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers.  "Canst thou love with thy 

mind?" is from his pamphlet Friendship, Love, and Marriage. 

"Live in the Present" is from his Journal of 1859. 

 

 

Thoreau intended to make his living as a writer.  Unfortunately, he 

was only occasionally successful.  Initially, he received support 

from his mentor, Ralph Waldo Emerson, who also owned the land 

on which he stayed at Walden Pond.  He describes his experiences, 

and at the same time, attempts to draw lessons from what he is 

learning.  Consequently, 'Walden' is filled with Thoreau's views on 

how one should live. 
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1. Orchestral Introduction   Orchestra  

 

2 

 

When I wrote the following pages, or rather the bulk of them, I 

lived alone, in the woods, a mile from any neighbor, in a house 

which I had built myself, on the shore of Walden Pond, in 

Concord, Massachusetts, and earned my living by the labor of my 

hands only. I lived there two years and two months.  

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 practise resignation, unless it was quite necessary. 
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3. I Wanted to Live Deep   Tenor Solo 

 

4 

 

I hewed the main timbers six inches square. Most of the studs on 

two sides only, and the rafters and floor timbers on one side, 

leaving the rest of the bark on, so that they were just as straight and 

much stronger than sawed ones. Each stick was carefully mortised 

or tenoned by its stump, for I had borrowed other tools by this 

time. My days in the woods were not very long ones; yet I usually 

carried my dinner of bread and butter, and read the newspaper in 

which it was wrapped, at noon, sitting amid the green pine boughs 

which I had cut off, and to my bread was imparted some of their 

fragrance, for my hands were covered with a thick coat of pitch. 

Before I had done I was more the friend than the foe of the pine 

tree, though I had cut down some of them, having become better 

acquainted with it.  
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The greater part of what my neighbors call good I believe in my 

soul to be bad, and if I repent of anything, it is very likely to be my 

good behavior. What demon possessed me that I behaved so well? 

You may say the wisest thing you can, old man — you who have 

lived seventy years, not without honor of a kind — I hear an 

irresistible voice which invites me away from all that. One 

generation abandons the enterprises of another like stranded 

vessels. 

 

There is no odor so bad as that which arises from goodness tainted. 

It is human, it is divine, carrion. If I knew for a certainty that a man 

was coming to my house with the conscious design of doing me 

good, I should run for my life, as from that dry and parching wind 

of the African deserts called the simoom, which fills the mouth and 

nose and ears and eyes with dust till you are suffocated, for fear 

that I should get some of his good done to me — some of its virus 

mingled with my blood. No — in this case I would rather suffer 

evil the natural way.  
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5. I Was Seated    Chorus 

 

6 

 

The scenery of Walden is on a humble scale. And, though very 

beautiful, does not approach to grandeur, nor can it much concern 

one who has not long frequented it or lived by its shore; yet this 

pond is so remarkable for its depth and purity as to merit a 

particular description. It is a clear and deep green well, half a mile 

long and a mile and three quarters in circumference. And contains 

about sixty-one and a half acres; a perennial spring in the midst of 

pine and oak woods, without any visible inlet or outlet except by 

the clouds and evaporation. The surrounding hills rise abruptly 

from the water to the height of forty to eighty feet, though on the 

southeast and east they attain to about one hundred and one 

hundred and fifty feet respectively, within a quarter and a third of a 

mile. They are exclusively woodland. All our Concord waters have 

two colors at least; one when viewed at a distance, and another, 
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more proper. Close at hand. The first depends more on the light, 

and follows the sky. In clear weather, in summer, they appear blue 

at a little distance, especially if agitated, and at a great distance all 

appear alike. In stormy weather they are sometimes of a dark slate-

color. The sea, however, is said to be blue one day and green 

another without any perceptible change in the atmosphere. 
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7. This Is A Delicious Evening  Women’s Chorus  

      and Baritone Solo 

 

8 

I did not read books the first summer; I hoed beans. Nay, I often 

did better than this. There were times when I could not afford to 

sacrifice the bloom of the present moment to any work, whether of 

the head or hands. I love a broad margin to my life. Sometimes, in 

a summer morning, having taken my accustomed bath, 1 sat in my 

sunny doorway from sunrise till noon. Rapt in a revery, amidst the 

pines and hickories and sumachs, in undisturbed solitude and 

stillness, while the birds sang around or flitted noiseless through 

the house. Until by the sun falling in at my west window, or the 

noise of some traveller’s wagon on the distant highway, I was 

reminded of the lapse of time.  
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9. It Is No Dream of Mine   Alto Solo 

 

10. Narr: 

 

Before I finished my house, wishing to earn ten or twelve dollars 

by some honest and agreeable method, in order to meet my unusual 

expenses, I planted about two acres and a half of light and sandy 

soil near it chiefly with beans, but also a small part with potatoes, 

corn, peas, and turnips. The whole lot contains eleven acres. 

Mostly growing up to pines and hickories, and was sold the 

preceding season for eight dollars and eight cents an acre. One 

farmer said that it was good for nothing but to raise cheeping 

squirrels on.’ I put no manure whatever on this land, not being the 

owner, but merely a squatter, and not expecting to cultivate so 

much again, and I did not quite hoe it all once. I got out several 

cords of stumps in plowing, which supplied me with fuel for a long 

time, and left small circles of virgin mould, easily distinguishable 

through the summer by the greater luxuriance of the beans there. 
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The next year I did better still, for I spaded up all the land which I 

required, about a third of an acre, and I learned from the 

experience that if one would live simply and eat only the crop 

which he raised, and raise no more than he ate, and not exchange it 

for an insufficient quantity of more luxurious and expensive things, 

he would need to cultivate only a few rods of ground, and that it 

would be cheaper to spade up that than to use oxen to plow it, and 

to select a fresh spot from time to time than to manure the old, and 

he could do all his necessary farm work as it were with his left 

hand at odd hours in the summer; and thus he would not be tied to 

an ox, or horse, or cow, or pig, as at present.  

I was more independent than any farmer in Concord, for I was not 

anchored to a house or farm, but could follow the bent of my 

genius, which is a very crooked one, every moment. Beside being 

better off than they already, if my house had been burned or my 

crops had failed, I should have been nearly as well off as before.  
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11. The Gift of Life    Men’s Chorus  

      and Tenor Solo 

 

12. Narr: 

The farmer is endeavoring to solve the problem of a livelihood by 

a formula more complicated than the problem itself.  To get his 

shoestrings he speculates in herds of cattle. With consummate skill 

he has set his trap with a hair spring to catch comfort and 

independence, and then, as he turned away, got his own leg into it. 

 

 

One farmer says to me, ‘You cannot live on vegetable food solely, 

for it furnishes nothing to make bones with;’ and so he religiously 

devotes a part of his day to supplying his system with the raw 

material of bones; walking all the while he talks behind his oxen, 

which, with vegetable-made bones, jerk him and his lumbering 

plow along in spite of every obstacle.  
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13. Love Your Life    Chorus 

 

14 

 

I realized what the Orientals mean by contemplation and the 

forsaking of works. For the most part, I minded not how the hours 

went. The day advanced as if to light some work of mine; it was 

morning, and lo, now it is evening, and nothing memorable is 

accomplished. Instead of singing like the birds, I silently smiled at 

my incessant good fortune. As the sparrow had its trill, sitting on 

the hickory before my door, so had I my chuckle or suppressed 

warble which he might hear out of my nest. My days were not days 

of the week, bearing the stamp of any heathen deity, nor were they 

minced into hours and fretted by the ticking of a clock; for I lived 

like the Puri Indians, of whom it is said that for yesterday, today, 

and tomorrow they have only one word, and they express the 

variety of meaning by pointing backward for yesterday, forward 

for tomorrow, and overhead for the passing day. This was sheer 
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idleness to my fellow-townsmen, no doubt; but if the birds and 

flowers had tried me by their standard, I should not have been 

found wanting. A man must find his occasions in himself, it is true. 

The natural day is very calm, and will hardly reprove his 

indolence.  

 

Why should we live with such hurry and waste of life? We are 

determined to be starved before we are hungry. Men say that a 

stitch in time saves nine, and so they take a thousand stitches today 

to save nine tomorrow. As for work, we haven’t any of any 

consequence. We have the Saint Vitus’ dance, and cannot possibly 

keep our heads still.  
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15. I Grew In Those Seasons   Soprano Solo 

 

 

16 

 

 

Death is a law and not an accident – It is as common as life.  When we look 

over the fields we are not saddened because the particular flowers or grasses 

will wither – for the law of their death is the law of new life. 

 

 

 

We should be blessed if we lived in the present always,  

 

and took advantage of every accident that befell us,  

 

And not spend our time atoning for the neglect of past opportunities. 

 

We loiter in winter while it is already spring. 
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17. A Single Gentle Rain   Chorus 

 

--------------Optional Intermission --------------- 

 

 17A Optional Orchestral Interlude (if there is an Intermission) 

 

18 

At length the jays arrive, whose discordant screams were heard 

long before, as they were warily making their approach an eighth 

of a mile off, and in a stealthy and sneaking manner they flit from 

tree to tree, nearer and nearer. And pick up the kernels which the 

squirrels have dropped. Then, sitting on a pitch pine bough, they 

attempt to swallow in their haste a kernel which is too big for their 

throats and chokes them; and after great labor they disgorge it, and 

spend an hour in the endeavor to crack it by repeated blows with 

their bills. They were manifestly thieves, and I had not much 

respect for them; but the squirrels, though at first shy, went to work 

as if they were taking what was their own.  

Meanwhile also came the chickadees in flocks, which, picking up 

the crumbs the squirrels had dropped, flew to the nearest twig, and, 

placing them under their claws, hammered away at them with their 
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little bills, as if it were an insect in the bark, till they were 

sufficiently reduced for their slender throats. A little flock of these 

titmice came daily to pick a dinner out of my wood-pile, or the 

crumbs at my door, with faint flitting lisping notes, like the 

tinkling of icicles in the grass, or else with sprightly day day day, 

or more rarely, in springlike days, a wiry summery phe-be from the 

woodside. They were so familiar that at length one alighted on an 

armfull of wood which I was carrying in, and pecked at the sticks 

without fear. I once had a sparrow alight upon my shoulder for a 

moment while I was hoeing in a village garden, and I felt that I 

was more distinguished by that circumstance than I should have 

been by any epaulet I could have worn. The squirrels also grew at 

last to be quite familiar, and occasionally stepped upon my shoe, 

when that was the nearest way.   
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19 – Chorus, Soprano Solo, and Narrator: 

 

(The chorus and orchestra pause while the Narrator reads the 

following texts.  The director will cue the Narrator at the 

appropriate times.) 

 

Chorus: This first Spring morning the sun shines bright and warm, 

this first spring morning, recreating the world. 

In a pleasant spring morning all sins are forgiven.  In a pleasant 

spring morning all sins are forgiven.   

 

NARR: 

Why the jailer does not leave open his prison doors -- why the 

judge does not dismiss his case -- why the preacher does not 

dismiss his congregation! 

Orchestra:    

NARR: 

It is because they do not accept the pardon which is freely offered 

to all. 

 

Chorus: The sun shines bright and warm, this first spring morning, 

recreating the world. 

Solo: The first sparrow of spring! The year beginning, with 

younger hopes than ever. 

Chorus: This first Spring morning the sun shines bright and warm, 

this first spring morning, recreating the world. 
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NARR: 

The faint silvery warblings from the bluebird, the song sparrow, 

and the red-wing, as if the last flakes of winter tinkled as they fell! 

The brooks sing carols and glees to the spring. The marsh hawk, 

sailing low over the meadow, the sinking sound of melting snow is 

heard in all dells, and the ice dissolves apace in the ponds. 

 

Chorus: The sun shines bright and warm, this first spring morning, 

recreating the world. 

 

NARR: 

The grass flames up on the hillsides like a spring fire as if the earth 

sent forth an inward heat to greet the returning sun;  

not yellow but green is the color of its flame; --the symbol of 

perpetual youth, the grass-blade, like a long green ribbon, streams 

from the sod into the summer. 

 

Chorus: The sun shines bright and warm, this first spring morning, 

recreating the world. This first spring morning 
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19. This First Spring Morning  Chorus, Soprano Solo,  

      and Narrator 

 

20 

I found myself suddenly neighbor to the birds; not by having 

imprisoned one, but having caged myself near them. I was not only 

nearer to some of those which commonly frequent the garden and 

the orchard, but to those wilder and more thrilling songsters of the 

forest which never, or rarely, serenade a villager — the wood 

thrush, the veery, the scarlet tanager, the field sparrow, the whip-

poor-will, and many others.   

We are wont to forget that the sun looks on our cultivated fields 

and on the prairies and forests without distinction.  They all reflect 

and absorb his rays alike, and the former make but a small part of 

the glorious picture which he beholds in his daily course.  In his 

view the earth is all equally cultivated like a garden.  Therefore we 

should receive the benefit of his light and heat with a 

corresponding trust and magnanimity. 
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21. We Can Never Have Enough  Chorus and Tenor Solo 

 

22 

I could not but notice some of the peculiarities of my visitors. Girls 

and boys and young women generally seemed glad to be in the 

woods. They looked in the pond and at the flowers, and improved 

their time. Men of business, even farmers, thought only of solitude 

and employment, and of the great distance at which I dwelt from 

something or other; and though they said that they loved a ramble 

in the woods occasionally, it was obvious that they did not. 

Restless committed men, whose time was all taken up in getting a 

living or keeping it; ministers who spoke of God as if they enjoyed 

a monopoly of the subject, who could not bear all kinds of 

opinions; doctors, lawyers, uneasy housekeepers who pried into 

my cupboard and bed when I was out. 
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The earth is living poetry like the leaves of a tree, which precede 

flowers and fruit.   Not a fossil earth, but a living earth; 

The earth is not a mere fragment of dead history, stratum upon 

stratum like the leaves of a book, to be studied by geologists and 

antiquaries, But living poetry like the leaves of a tree. 
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23. In The Midst of a Gentle Rain  Soprano or Alto Solo 

 

24 

Strange that so few ever come to the woods to see how the pine 

tree lives and grows and spires, lifting its evergreen arms to the 

light - to see its perfect success; but most are content to behold it in 

the shape of many broad boards brought to market, and deem that 

its true success!   

Every creature is better alive than dead, men and moose and pine 

trees, and he who understands it aright will rather preserve its life 

than destroy it. 
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25. Let Us First    Chorus 

 

26 

 

I have a commonplace book for fact, and another for poetry, but I find it 

difficult always to preserve the vague distinctions which I had in mind, for 

the most interesting and beautiful facts are so much the more poetry and that 

is their success.  They are translated from earth to heaven.  I see that if my 

facts were sufficiently vital and significant—perhaps transmuted into the 

substance of the human mind—I should need but one book of poetry to 

contain them all. 

 

 

Canst thou love with thy mind, 

 

And reason with thy heart? 

 

Canst thou be kind, 

 

And from thy darling depart? 

 

 

Canst thou range earth, sea, and air, 

 

And so meet me everywhere? 

 

Through all events I will pursue thee, 

25



 

Through all persons I will woo thee. 
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27. There is Nothing    Baritone Solo 

 

28 

But I would say to my fellows, once for all, As long as possible 

live free and uncommitted. It makes but little difference whether 

you are committed to a farm or the county jail.  

 

 

I would not have any one adopt my mode of living on any account; 

for, besides that before he has fairly learned it I may have found 

out another for myself.   I desire that there be as many different 

persons in the world as possible; but I would have each one be 

very careful to find out and pursue his own way, and not his 

father’s or his mother’s or his neighbor’s instead. 
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29. If a Man Does Not Keep Pace  Chorus and Baritone Solo 

      

 

30 

No face which we can give to a matter will stead us so well at last 

as the truth.  

In sane moments we regard only the facts, the case that is.  

Say what you have to say, not what you ought.  

Any truth is better than make-believe. 

Shams and delusions are esteemed for soundest truths, while 

reality is fabulous.  

If men would steadily observe realities only, and not allow 

themselves to be deluded, life, would be like a fairy tale. 

When we are unhurried and wise, we perceive that only great and 

worthy things have any permanent and absolute existence,  

that petty fears and petty pleasures are but the shadow of the 

reality.  

I feel that I draw nearest to understanding the great secret of my 

life in my closest intercourse with nature.  There is a reality and 

28



health in (present) nature; which is not to be found in any 

religion—and cannot be contemplated in antiquity--  I suppose that 

what in other men is religion is in me love of nature. 

 

Men esteem truth remote, in the outskirts of the system, behind the 

farthest star, before Adam and after the last man.    

But all these times and places and occasions are now and here. 

And we are enabled to apprehend at all what is sublime and noble 

only by the perpetual instilling and drenching of the reality that 

surrounds us. 

 

 

We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by 

mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation of the dawn.  It is 

something to be able to paint a particular picture, or to carve a 

statue; but it is far more glorious to carve and paint the very 

atmosphere and medium through which we look.  To affect the 

quality of the day, that is the highest of arts. 
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31. If You Greet the Day and Night  Chorus a cappella 

 

32 

I left the woods for as good a reason as I went there. Perhaps it 

seemed to me that I had several more lives to live, and could not 

spare any more time for that one. It is remarkable how easily and 

insensibly we fall into a particular route, and make a beaten track 

for ourselves.  

I learned this, at least, by my experiment: that if one advances 

confidently in the direction of his dreams, and endeavors to live the 

life which he has imagined, he will meet with a success unexpected 

in common hours. He will put some things behind, will pass an 

invisible boundary; new, universal, and more liberal laws will 

begin to establish themselves around and within him; or the old 

laws be expanded, and interpreted in his favor in a more liberal 

sense, and he will live with the license of a higher order of beings. 

In proportion as he simplifies his life, the laws of the universe will 

appear less complex, and solitude will not be solitude, nor poverty 
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poverty, nor weakness weakness. If you have built castles in the 

air, your work need not be lost; that is where they should be. Now 

put the foundations under them. 

 

33. Live in the Present   Chorus 

 

END 
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