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Quotes from Walden on Mindfulness
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NOTES AND THOUGHTS

Nick of time

In any weather, at any hour of the day
or night, | have been anxious to improve
the nick of time, and notch it on my
stick too; to stand on the meeting of
two eternities, the past and future,
which is precisely the present moment;
to toe that line.

Economy

Mornings

To anticipate, not the sunrise and the
dawn merely, but, if possible, Nature
herself! How many mornings, summer
and winter, before yet any neighbor was
stirring about his business, have | been
about mine!

Economy

The morning
wind

The morning wind forever blows, the
poem of creation is uninterrupted; but
few are the ears that hear it.

Where | lived,
and what | lived
for

To be awake is
to be alive

The millions are awake enough for
physical labor; but only one in a
million is awake enough for effective
intellectual exertion, only one in a
hundred millions to a poetic or divine
life. To be awake is to be alive.

Where | lived,
and what I lived
for
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In eternity there is indeed something Where | lived,
In eternity true and sublime. But all these times and and what | lived
places and occasions are now and here. for
) Where | lived,
Let us spend one day as deliberately as ,
One day and what | lived
Nature.
for
Sympathy with the fluttering alder and
Sympathy with poplar leaves almost takes away my Solitud
olitude
the alder breath; yet, like the lake, my serenity is
rippled but not ruffled.
Not till we are lost, in other words not
, till we have lost the world, do we begin
We begin to ) : )
to find ourselves, and realize where The Village

find ourselves

we are and the infinite extent of our
relations.
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A lake is the landscape’s most beautiful
and expressive feature. It is earth's

The earth's eye o ) The Ponds
eye; looking into which the beholder

measures the depth of his own nature.

| found in myself, and still find, an
instinct toward a higher, or, as it is
The wild and named, spiritual life, as do most men, )
L Higher Laws
the good and another toward a primitive rank and
savage one, and | reverence them both. |

love the wild not less than the good.

If the day and the night are such that
you greet them with joy, and life emits
a fragrance like flowers and sweet-
Day and night scented herbs, is more elastic, more )
L ) , Higher Laws
with joy starry, more immortal—that is your
success. All nature is your congratulation,
and you have cause momentarily to

bless yourself.

What if all ponds were shallow? Would
it not react on the minds of men? |

am thankful that this pond was made The Pond in
Shallow ponds . :
deep and pure for a symbol. While men Winter
believe in the infinite, some ponds will

be thought to be bottomless.

-
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The surface of the earth is soft and
impressible by the feet of men; and so
. with the paths which the mind travels. :
Ruts of tradition Conclusion
How worn and dusty, then, must be the
highways of the world, how deep the

ruts of tradition and conformity!

If a man does not keep pace with his
companions, perhaps it is because he

Different : . !

hears a different drummer. Let him step Conclusion
drummer ) )

to the music which he hears, however

measured or far away.

The light which puts out our eyes is
More day to darkness to us. Only that day dawns to )

: ) Conclusion

dawn which we are awake. There is more day

to dawn. The sun is but a morning star.
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From Wanderlust: A History of Walking by Rebecca Solnit

I like walking because it is slow, and I suspect that the mind, like the feet, works at about three miles an hour. If this is so,

then modern life is moving faster than the speed of thought, or thoughtfulness.

Walking is about being outside, in public space, and public space is also being abandoned and eroded in older cities,
eclipsed by technologies and services that don’t require leaving home, and shadowed by fear in many places (and strange places
are always more frightening than known ones, so the less one wanders the city the more alarming it seems, while the fewer the
wanderers the more lonely and dangerous it really becomes). Meanwhile, in many new places, public space isn’t even in the
design: what was once public space is designed to accommodate the privacy of automobiles; malls replace main streets; streets
have no sidewalks; buildings are entered through their garages; city halls have no plazas; and everything has walls, bars, gates.
Fear has created a whole style of architecture and urban design, notably in southern California, where to be a pedestrian is to
be under suspicion in many of the subdivisions and gated “communities.” At the same time, rural land and the once-inviting
peripheries of towns are being swallowed up in car-commuter subdivisions and otherwise sequestered. In some places it is
no longer possible to be out in public, a crisis both for the private epiphanies of the solitary stroller and for public space’s
democratic functions. It was this fragmentation of lives and landscapes that we were resisting long ago, in the expansive spaces

of the desert that temporarily became as public as a plaza.

And when public space disappears, so does the body as, in Sono’s fine term, adequate for getting around. Sono and I spoke
of the discovery that our neighborhoods—which are some of the most feared places in the Bay Area—aren’t all that hostile
(though they aren’t safe enough to let us forget about safety altogether). I have been threatened and mugged on the street, long
ago, but T have a thousand times more often encountered friends passing by, a sought-for book in a store window, compliments
and greetings from my loquacious neighbors, architectural delights, posters for music and ironic political commentary on walls
and telephone poles, fortune-tellers, the moon coming up between buildings, glimpses of other lives and other homes, and
street trees noisy with songbirds. The random, the unscreened, allows you to find what you don’t know you are looking for, and
you don’t know a place until it surprises you. Walking is one way of maintaining a bulwark against this erosion of the mind, the

body, the landscape, and the city, and every walker is a guard on patrol to protect the ineffable.

NOTES AND THOUGHTS

@)}
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From Notes on Blindness by John Hull

Hull was a writer who grew up being able to see, but then lost his sense of sight. He wrote beautifully about the experience of
moving through the world without sight. This was turned into a virtual reality video which can be watched with or without a VR

headset: https://www.with.in/watch/notes-on-blindness/

“This evening, at about nine o’clock, I was getting ready to leave the house. I opened the front door, and rain was falling. I
stood for a few minutes, lost in the beauty of it. Rain has a way of bringing out the contours of everything: it throws a coloured
blanket over previously invisible things; instead of an intermittent and thus fragmented world, the steadily falling rain creates
continuity of acoustic experience... The rain gives a sense of perspective and of the actual relationships of one part of the world
to another. If only rain could fall inside a room, it would help me to understand where things are in that room, to give a sense of
being in the room, instead of just sitting on a chair... This is an experience of great beauty. I feel as if the world, which is veiled
until I touch it, has suddenly disclosed itself to me... I am no longer isolated preoccupied with my thoughts, concentrating
upon what I must do next. Instead of having to worry about where my body will be and what it will meet, I am presented with

a totality, a world which speaks to me.” (Hull, 1990: 25-27)

NOTES AND THOUGHTS
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Exit Ticket

Write down one thing you learned from the readings that you want to think about and practice as you move your body

mindfully.
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