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who instruct us without rods and
ferules, without hard words and anger,
without clothes or money. If you
approach them, they are not asleep;
if investigating you interrogate them,
they conceal nothing; if yo.u mistake
them, they never grumble; if you are
ignorant, they cannot laugh at you."

This feeling that books are real
friends is constantly present to all who
love reading.

"I have friends [said Petrarch]
whose society is extremely agreeable
to me; they are of all ages, and of
every country. They have distin-
guished themselves both in the cabi-
net and in the field, and obtained high
honours for their knowledge of the
sciences. It is easy to gain access to
them, for they are always at my service,
and I admit them to my cqmpany,
and dismiss them from it, whenever I
please. They are never troublesome,
but immediately answer every question
I ask them. Some relate to me the
events of past ages, while others re-
veal to me the secrets of Nature.
Some teach me how to live, and
others how to die. Some, by their
vivacity, drive away my cares and
exhilarate my spirits; while others
give fortitude to my mind, and teach
me the important lesson how to re-
strain my desires, and to depend
wholly on myself. They open to me,
in short, the various avenues of all
the arts and sciences, and upon their
information I may safely rely in all
-emergencies. In return for all their
services, they only ask me to accom-
modate them with a convenient
chamber in some corner of my,
humble habitation, where they may
repose in peace; for these friends are
more delighted by the tranquillity of
retirement than with the tumults of
-society."

"He that loveth a book," says
Isaac Barrow, "will never want a faith-
ful friend, a wholesome counsellor, a
chéerful companion, an effectual

conforter. By study, by reading, by
thinking, one may innocently divert
and pleasantly entertain himself, as
in ll weathers, so in all fortunes."

Southey took a rather more mielan.
choly view :-

My days among the dead are pass'd,
Around me I behold,

Where'er these casual eyes are cast,
The mighty minis of old ;

My never-failing friends are they,
With whom I converse day by day,

Imagine, in the vords of Aikin,
" That we had it in our power to

call up the shades of the greatest and
wisest men that ever existed, and
oblige them to converse with us on
the most interesting topics-what an
inestimable privilege should we think
it !-how superior to all common en-
joyments ! But in a well-furnished
library we, in fact, possess this pover.
We can question Xenophon and
Coesar on their campaigns, make
Demosthenes and Cicero plead be-
fore us, join in the audiences of So.
cartes and Plato, and receive demon-
strations from Euclid and Newton.
In books we have the choicest
thoughts of the ablest men in their
best dress."

" Books," says Jeremy Collier,
"are a guide in youth and an enter-
tainment for age. They support us
under solitude, and keep us from be-
ing a burthen to ourselves. They
help us to forget the crossness of men
and things; compose our cares and
our passions ; and lay our disappoint-
ments asleep. When we are weary
of the living, we may repair to the
dead, who have nothing of peevish-
ness, pride, or design in their conver-
sation."

Cicero described a room without
books as a body without a soul. But
it is by no means necessary to be a
philosopher to love reading.

Sir John Herschel tells an amusing
anecdote illustrating the pleasure de-
rived from a book, not assuredly of
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