
Types of Nature Writing

Descriptive

Personal Experience

Philosophical



“I wish to speak a word for Nature, for absolute freedom and 

wildness, as contrasted with a freedom and culture merely 

civil—to regard man as an inhabitant, or a part and parcel of 

Nature, rather than a member of society.” – Henry D. Thoreau

The Concord Museum



“As I was paddling along the north shore one very calm October afternoon, for 

such days especially they settle on to the lakes, like the milkweed down, having 

looked in vain over the pond for a loon, suddenly one, sailing out from the 

shore toward the middle a few rods in front of me, set up his mild laugh and 

betrayed himself. I pursued with a paddle and he dived, but when he came up I 

was nearer than before. He dived again, but I miscalculated the direction he would 

take, and we were fifty rods apart when he came to the surface this time, for I had 

helped to widen the interval; and again he laughed long and loud, and with more 

reason than before. He manoeuvred so cunningly that I could not get within half a 

dozen rods of him. 

Each time, when he came to the surface, turning his head this way and that, he 

cooly surveyed the water and the land, and apparently chose his course so that he 

might come up where there was the widest expanse of water and at the greatest 

distance from the boat. It was surprising how quickly he made up his mind and put 

his resolve into execution. He led me at once to the widest part of the pond, and 

could not be driven from it. While he was thinking one thing in his brain, I was 

endeavoring to divine his thought in mine. It was a pretty game, played on the 

smooth surface of the pond, a man against a loon. Suddenly your 

adversary's checker disappears beneath the board, and the problem is to 

place yours nearest to where his will appear again.” – Thoreau, Walden



“To the sick the doctors wisely recommend a change of air and scenery. 

Thank Heaven, here is not all the world. The buckeye does not grow in 

New England, and the mockingbird is rarely heard here. The wild goose 

is more of a cosmopolite than we; he breaks his fast in Canada, 

takes a luncheon in the Ohio, and plumes himself for the night in a 

southern bayou. Even the bison, to some extent, keeps pace with the 

seasons cropping the pastures of the Colorado only till a greener and 

sweeter grass awaits him by the Yellowstone. Yet we think that if rail 

fences are pulled down, and stone walls piled up on our farms, 

bounds are henceforth set to our lives and our fates decided. […] 

The universe is wider than our views of it.” – Thoreau, Walden



“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. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life 

[…] Let us spend one day as deliberately as Nature, and not be 

thrown off the track by every nutshell and mosquito's wing that falls 

on the rails. ” 

– Thoreau, Walden



“Sometimes, on Sundays, I heard the bells, the Lincoln, Acton, Bedford, or 

Concord bell, when the wind was favorable, a faint, sweet, and, as it were, 

natural melody, worth importing into the wilderness. At a sufficient 

distance over the woods this sound acquires a certain vibratory hum, as if 

the pine needles in the horizon were the strings of a harp which it swept. 

All sound heard at the greatest possible distance produces one and the 

same effect, a vibration of the universal lyre […] The echo is, to some 

extent, an original sound, and therein is the magic and charm of it. It 

is not merely a repetition of what was worth repeating in the bell, but 

partly the voice of the wood; the same trivial words and notes sung 

by a wood-nymph.” – Thoreau, Walden


	Slide 1
	Slide 2
	Slide 3
	Slide 4
	Slide 5
	Slide 6

