108 — ON NOW BEING A PHILOSORHHRL

Never have I lost my faith that wisdom is to be found
somewhere in a book — to be picked up as easily as a shell
from the sand. I desire wisdom as keenly as Solomon did, but
it must be wisdom that can be obtained with very little effort
— wisdom that can be caught almost by infection. I have no
time or energy for the laborious quest of philosophy. I wish
the philosophers to perform the laborious quest and, at the
end of it, to feed me with the fruits of their labours; just as
I get eggs from the farmer, apples from the fruit-grower,
medicines from the chemist, so do I expect the philosopher to
provide me with wisdom at the cost of a few shillings. That
is why at one time I read Emerson and, at another, Marcus
Aurelius. To read them, I hoped, was to become wise by
reading. But I did not become wisc. I agreed with them
while I read them, but, when I had finished reading, I was
still much the same man that I had been before, incapable
of concentrating on the things on which they said I should
concentrate or of not being indifferent to the things to which
they said I should not be indifferent. Still, I have never lost
faith in books, believing that somewhere printed matter
exists from which I shall be able to absorb philosophy and
strength of character while smoking in an armchair.
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