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WALKING

“But in every walk with Nature one receives far more than he seeks.”

                STEEP TRAILS, pg.92

“I only went out for a walk, and finally concluded to stay out till sundown, for going out, I found, was really going in.”

               JOHN OF THE MOUNTAINS, pg.439

“After my twelve mile walk, I ate a cracker and planned the camp.”

               TRAVELS IN ALASKA, pg.281

WANDER

"All the world was before me and every day was a holiday, so I did not seem important to which one of the world's wildernesses I first should wander."

               MY FIRST SUMMER IN THE SIERRA, pg.76

"Wander here a whole summer, if you can. Thousands of God's wild blessings will search you and soak as if you were a sponge, and the big days will go by uncounted."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.17

WASHINGTON STATE

"Few states are more fertile and productive in one way or another than Washington, or more strikingly varied in natural features or resources."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.146

WASTE

"In the settlement and civilization of the country, bread more than timber or beauty was wanted; and in the blindness of hunger, the early settlers, claiming Heaven as their guide, regarded God's trees as only a larger kind of pernicious weeds, extremely hard to get rid of. Accordingly, with no eye to the future, these pious destroyers waged interminable forest wars; chips flew thick and fast; trees in their beauty fell crashing by millions, smashed to confusion, and the smoke of their burning has been rising to heaven more than two hundred years."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.336

“Every other civilized nation in the world has been compelled to care for its forests, and so must we if waste and destruction are not to go on to the bitter end, leaving America as barren as Palestine or Spain.”

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.337

WATER

"The water of one of the branches of the north fork of the Owens River, near the southeastern boundary of the Park, at an elevation of ninety five hundred feet above the sea, is the best I ever found. It is not only delightfully cool and bright, but brisk, sparkling, exhilarating, and so positively delicious to the taste that a party of friends I led to it twenty five years ago still praise it, and refer to it as "that wonderful champagne water;" though, comparatively, the finest wine is a coarse and vulgar drink."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.246

WATER OUZEL

“The water ouzel, in his rocky home amid foaming waters, seldom sees a gun, and of all the singers I like him best.”

                OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.238

"No wonder he sings well, since all the air about him is music; every breath he draws is part of a song, and he gets his first music lessons before his is born; for the eggs vibrate in time with the tones of the waterfalls."

                OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.240

"Go see him and love him, and through him as through a window look into Nature's warm heart."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.240

WEALTH

“Aside from mere money profit one would rather herd wolves than sheep.”

               MY FIRST SUMMER IN THE SIERRA, pg.256

"I might have become a millionaire, but I chose to become a tramp."

              SON OF THE WILDERNESS, pg.110               

WHALES

"The whale, the whale is the beast for me, plunging along though the deep, deep sea"

               Fragment of children's song popular in Muir's childhood.

               MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.6

“But think of the hearts of these whales, beating warm against the sea, day and night, through dark and light, on and on for centuries; how the red blood must rush and gurgle in and out, bucketfuls, barrelfuls at a beat!”

               TRAVELS IN ALASKA, pg.5

WILDERNESS

"The clearest way into the universe is through a forest wilderness."

               JOHN OF THE MOUNTAINS, pg.313

WILDERNESS cont.

"You may be a little cold some nights on mountain tops above timberline, but you will see the stars, and by and by you can sleep enough in your town bed, or at least in your grave."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.66

"Little children and tender, pulpy people, as well as storm seasoned explorers, may now go almost everywhere in smooth comfort, cross oceans and deserts scarce accessible to fishes and birds, and, dragged by steel horses, go up high mountains, riding gloriously beneath starry showers of sparks in a whirlwind and chariot of fire."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.347

"All the wild world is beautiful, and it matters but little where we go, to highlands or lowlands, woods or plains...so universally true is this, the spot where we chance to be always seems the

best and it requires a distinct effort of the will to get oneself in motion for a change of place."

               JOHN OF THE MOUNTAINS, pg.299

WILDNESS
"We little know how much wildness there is in us. Only a few generations separate us from our grandfathers that were savage as wolves. This is the secret of our love for the hunt. Savageness

is natural, civilization is strained and unnatural."

               JOHN OF THE MOUNTAINS, pg.199

"There is a love of wild nature in everybody, an ancient mother love ever showing itself whether recognized or no, and however covered by cares and duties."

               WILDERNESS WORLD OF JOHN MUIR, pg.311

"The beauty and completeness of a wild apple tree living its own life in the woods is heartily acknowledged by all those who have been so happy as to form its acquaintance. The fine wild piquancy of its fruit is unrivaled, but in the great question of quantity as human food wild apples are found wanting. Man, therefore, takes the tree from the woods, manures and prunes and grafts,

plans and guesses, adds a little of this and that, selects and rejects, until apples of every conceivable size and softness are produced, like nut galls in response to the irritating punctures of insects. Orchard apples are to me the most eloquent words that culture had ever spoken, but they reflect no imperfection upon Nature's spicy crab."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.9

"I ran away to the seashore or the fields almost every Saturday, and every day in the school vacations except Sundays, though solemnly warned that I must play at home in the garden and backyard, lest I should learn to think bad thoughts and say bad words. All in vain. In spite of the sure sore punishments that followed like shadows, the natural inherited wildness in our blood ran true on its glorious course as invincible and unstoppable as stars."

               MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.3-4

WILDNESS cont.

"Well done for wildness! Wild wool is finer than tame!"

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.2

"Nevertheless, like devout martyrs of wildness, we stole away to the seashore or the green sunny fields with almost religious regularity..."

               MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.37

“Here without knowing it we were still at school; every wild lesson a love lesson, not whipped but charmed into us.”

               MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.36

"We step into charming wild gardens....forming such sumptuous masses of bloom they make the gardens of civilization, however lovingly cared for, seem pathetic and silly."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.309

"When an excursion into the woods is proposed, all sorts of exaggerated or imaginary dangers are conjured up, filling the kindly, soothing wilderness with colds, fevers, Indians, bears, snakes, bugs, impassable rivers, and jungles of brush, to which is always added quick and sure starvation."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.312

"...we are governed more than we know, and most when we are wildest."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.8

"...pure wildness is the one great want, both men and of sheep."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.18

"Wildness so Godful, cosmic primeval, bestows a new sense of Earth's beauty and size."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.359

WILDFLOWERS

"You wander from garden to garden enchanted, as if walking among stars...each and all apparently doing their best with eager enthusiasm, as if everything depended on faithful shining."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.178

WINTER

"The East is blessed with good winters and blossoming clouds that shed white flowers over all the land, covering every scar and making the saddest landscape divine at least once a year."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.9

"You hear strange whisperings among the tree tops, as if the giants were taking counsel together. One after another, nodding and swaying, calling and replying, spreads the news, until all with one accord break forth into glorious song, welcoming the first grand snowstorm of the year...."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.306

WISCONSIN

"This sudden plash into pure wildness – baptism into Nature’s warm heart – how utterly happy it made us! Nature streaming into us, wooingly teaching her wonderful glowing lessons, so unlike the dismal grammar ashes and cinders so long thrashed into us. Here without knowing it we were still at school; every wild lesson a love lesson, not whipped but charmed into us. Oh, that glorious Wisconsin wilderness! Everything new and pure in the very prime of the spring when Nature's pulses were beating highest and mysteriously keeping time with our own! Young hearts, young leaves, flowers, animals, the winds and the streams and the sparkling lake all wildly, gladly rejoicing together!"

              MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.53

WISCONSIN UNIVERSITY

“Although I was four years at the University I did not take the regular course of studies but instead picked out what I thought would be most useful to me…”

             MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.227

“Anyhow I wandered away on a glorious botanical and geological excursion which has lasted nearly fifty years and is not yet complete, always happy and free, poor and rich, without thought of  diploma or making a name…”

            MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.228

“But I was only leaving one University for another, the Wisconsin University for the University of the Wilderness.”

            MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.228

WOODCHUCK 

"Avery different sort of mountaineer is he bulky, fat, aldermanic, and fairly bloated at times by hearty indulgence in the lush pastures of his airy home."

               OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.217

WORK

"...building, buying, borrowing, to push the country to its place, Americans, Scandinavians, Irish, Scotch, and Germans being joined together in the white heat of work like religious crowds in time of revival...."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.254

"In those early days, long before the great labor saving machines came to help, almost everything connected with wheat raising abounded in trying work, cradling in the long, sweaty dogdays,

raking and binding, stacking, thrashing, and it often seemed to me that our fierce, over industrious way of getting the grain from the ground was too closely connected with grave digging. The staff of life, naturally beautiful, oftentimes suggested the gravedigger's spade. Men and boys, and those days even women and girls, were cut down while cutting wheat. The fat folk grew lean and the lean leaner, while the rosy cheeks brought from Scotland and other cool countries across the sea faded to yellow like the wheat. We were all made slaves through the vice of over industry."

               MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.177-78

WORK cont.

"Better toil blindly, beating every stone in turn for grains of gold, whether they contain any or not, than lie down in apathetic decay."

               STEEP TRAILS, pg.203

“We are all made slaves to the device of over-industry.”

              MY BOYHOOD AND YOUTH, pg.178

WORLD

“Most people are on the world, not in it – have no conscious sympathy or relationship to anything about them – undiffused, separate, and rigidly alone like marbles of polished stone, touching but separate.”

              JOHN OF THE MOUNTAINS, pg.320

“The world, we are told, was made especially for man-a presumption not supported by all the facts. A numerous class of men are painfully astonished whenever they find anything, living or dead, in all God’s universe, which they cannot eat or render in some way that they call useful to themselves.”

             THOUSAND MILE WALK TO THE GULF, pg.136

WRITING

“Bookmaking frightens me, because it demands so much artificialness and retrograding.”

             LIFE AND LETTERS OF JOHN MUIR, pg.198               

“My life these days is like the life of a glacier---one eternal grind; …soon I’ll throw down my pen and take up my heels and go mountaineering once more.”

            LIFE AND LETTERS OF JOHN MUIR, pg.221

