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Monday mornings in the library  

 

The Library 

 

I have a thing for libraries. They mean a lot to me. I’ve spent quite a lot of my time in them, it feels, 

though if you added up all the time I’ve spent doing different things maybe it’d actually be pretty 

low, but it’s probably best to skip that experiment and leave it to imagination.  

I can remember, back in, like, 2010, logging onto the same computer in Neath library for a period, 

every day, when I was writing a really bad book called Reginald Cooper (unfinished, unpublished, 

unfortunate) and thinking “when this book inevitably gets famous I can tell people I wrote it all in 

this library.” But that’s a little indulgent and not to the point I want to get to, which is all a little 

more grandiose, sentimental.  

My love of libraries might be developmental, going back to my childhood. The six weeks holidays, 

the summer holidays in between school years, was a time where my Nan came down to look after 

me and my brother when my mum was in work. And we spent many a fine morning walking to the 

library in Ystalafera, getting a book to take home, and usually stopping for sweets/ice cream on the 

way. (This was the early ‘90s but a combination of the romanticism with which I retell it and the rate 

of progress in technology since then might make it sound like it’s from the ‘30s or something. Or, 

maybe things just actually have changed that much.) 

I have warm memories of those times. Some great reads came from those library visits. What A 

Mess, the entire Mr. Men collection, Percy the Parkkeeper, Little Wolf’s Diary, all truly seminal 

works, but now my love of libraries is wider now, more societal. In a time when truth, the access to 

and the meaning thereof, is blurred beyond recognition, when all the information is out there but 

discernment is at an all-time low, libraries for me hold some kind of aura, like they’re some kind of 

last vestige of truth and safety in a shitty world. Maybe this is grandiose and sentimental, or maybe 

it’s bang on. To me, libraries are information, curated. And isn’t personal, meaningful curation an 

increasingly rare thing now. Something that is complied with human thought behind it is a different 

thing to something that is generated through an algorithm, and so much of what we interact with 

now it automated by script, and presented to us “because we liked . . .”. I’m sure you’ve heard this 

all before, but I want to say it. A librarian, while they might not seem it, is one of the most noble 
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remaining professions. That definitely sounds sentimental and grandiose, but I don’t care. Here’s to 

the librarians, in their mustard jumpers and beige dresses everywhere. You do things computers 

don’t, and it’s nice to focus on that side of it for a change. A librarian can see things and group them 

together in ways an algorithm couldn’t; they could look at two book titles and know that both books 

explore themes of, say, corruption in government, for example, or that they were both written by 

authors who were in exile, whereas an algorithm might see something far more superficial.  

Libraries are communities, gathered. There’s something in me that makes me think all of civilisation 

will crumble as soon as they close the libraries. And I mean within, like, five minutes.  

Like I said, I’ve spent quite a lot of time in libraries, and I’ve enjoyed the types of people I’ve seen in 

them. In Abergavenny library, there was a guy, an old guy, who came in there a lot to meticulously 

go through the pages of old newspapers. I’m not sure if he was looking for something specific, if he 

was conducting general historical research, or if he was just a curious fan, but I loved it. This was a 

guy with a purpose. I like to think he was maybe writing a book about the area, or, even more 

romantically, was looking for a long lost love and was going through every resource he could find to 

get some information on her. (I don’t know, maybe the obituary of one of her parents or relatives 

which had some information from her, and that’s taken straight out of Nathan For You, but that’s 

fine.) You couldn’t get that on the internet, for a couple of reasons. If you wanted access to 

information you’d likely have to pay for a subscription. If you wanted to scroll through pages you’d 

have to accept cookies, and then accept them again, and then again. And, the hardest of all to come 

to terms with and to manage, you couldn’t even really know if what you were looking at was real. 

Not to say that misinformation didn’t exist pre-internet, but it certainly wasn’t as commonly 

widespread, and generally speaking information went through far more regulatory checks before 

being published, unlike information in the  information age.  

In Swansea library I remember a lot of recovering substance addicts coming in to fill out forms and 

things on machines they had no idea to use, the librarians helping them, patiently, going through it 

all.  

I remember, I think it was Neath library, it might have been Bournemouth (it was Abergavenny but 

for the purposes of making this a cleaner piece I feel I need to vary up the locations) there was a 

book club meeting, held and attended by elderly women. They congregated around a table with tea 

and biscuits. They spent about three minutes discussing the characters, plot and symbolism of the 

book (all somewhat awkwardly, I think the meeting I witnessed was one of the first and the 

members of the book club didn’t really know each other yet) before going onto talk about other 
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things, their morning activities, their families, their views on the world, and the whole hour went by 

with them barely returning to the book, but I think the point was clear. The book club was about the 

club, not the book.  

I remember, in some other library, (Crowthorne?) a group of children, mostly two and three year 

olds, all very excited and/or upset, coming in for Story Time. They took their places in a circle, most 

of them held upright by their parents. Story Time was hosted by one of the librarians, and consisted 

of more singing than story, a lot of Old Mcdonald (who in this version had a pet shop instead of a 

farm, I’m not sure why, maybe a farm was deemed unethical or unrealistic, but the biggest problem 

with the pet shop was with the syllables fitting in; the way you can mash two syllables into one in the 

rhythm of a song line is perhaps a little too subtle a technique for wobbling two-three year olds), a 

lot of making animal noises, and a lot of babbling. The kids seemed to have a good time. When the 

actual story came around, it was about a dinosaur’s first day at school. It was a pretty good story, but 

it was too much for some of the children, who started crying, though I’m unsure if it was the 

emotional peril of the story that did it or just the fact that they didn’t want to be standing in that 

place anymore and didn’t know how else to express their feelings other than to cry.  

I think the point with these examples is clear enough. More than anything, the libraries are a place 

for people to go and just be. To hear a story, to cry about it, to sit and talk, to spend all day poring 

through old newspapers. To just go and do whatever you want. You walk into a library, no one’s 

going to ask you why you’re there. No one will ask you for any money. No one will ask you to sign 

in using the handy QR code and app. No one will ask you to make an account with a username and 

password to enhance your experience. No one will ask you for a ticket.  

If you just want to go to the library to just sit and stare at the floor, they’ll let you do that.  

To me, that’s beautiful, necessary, and dying.  


