Emerson

Reading Practice

1. From “Divinity School Address”
In this refulgent summer, it has been a luxury to draw the breath of life. The grass grows, the
buds burst, the meadow is spotted with fire and gold in the tint of flowers. The air is full of birds,
and sweet with the breath of the pine, the balm-of-Gilead, and the new hay. Night brings no
gloom to the heart with its welcome shade. Through the transparent darkness the stars pour their
almost spiritual rays. Man under them seems a young child, and his huge globe a toy. The cool
night bathes the world as with a river, and prepares his eyes again for the crimson dawn. The
mystery of nature was never displayed more happily. The corn and the wine have been freely
dealt to all creatures, and the never-broken silence with which the old bounty goes forward, has
not yielded yet one word of explanation. One is constrained to respect the perfection of this
world, in which our senses converse. How wide; how rich; what invitation from every property it
gives to every faculty of man! In its fruitful soils; in its navigable sea; in its mountains of metal
and stone; in its forests of all woods; in its animals; in its chemical ingredients; in the powers and
path of light, heat, attraction, and life, it is well worth the pith and heart of great men to subdue
and enjoy it. The planters, the mechanics, the inventors, the astronomers, the builders of cities,

and the captains, history delights to honor.

2. From “Nature: Chapter 3--Beauty”
Not less excellent, except for our less susceptibility in the afternoon, was the charm, last evening,
of a January sunset. The western clouds divided and subdivided themselves into pink flakes
modulated with tints of unspeakable softness; and the air had so much life and sweetness, that it
was a pain to come within doors. What was it that nature would say? Was there no meaning in the
live repose of the valley behind the mill, and which Homer or Shakespeare could not reform for
me in words? The leafless trees become spires of flame in the sunset, with the blue east for their
back-ground, and the stars of the dead calices of flowers, and every withered stem and stubble

rimed with frost, contribute something to the mute music.



