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ANONYMOUSKATHRYN

Saturdays were special for a seven year old. They involved a trip to town 
on the bus with my nan and sister, to go to the library. Walking there, 
holding my nan’s hand, I felt a flutter of excitement in my stomach. My 
sister and I would try to push the heavy revolving door into a warm and 
cavernous space, lined with shelves of books. It felt like entering another 
world, of musty smells and hushed silence.
We were led through a long corridor to the children’s library, which was 
dark and austere. At first, it seemed incredible that we could choose books 
AND take them home. Finally, I chose three books, and took them to the 
main desk. Standing on tip toe, I handed them to the stern librarian. 
She flicked through the cards, and punctuated the silence with a harsh 
metallic STAMP.
Clutching my treasure, we tried to push the heavy door round, and out 
into the cold wide world.

Fast forward thirty years, and I was the one taking my children to the 
library in Bromley Cross after school. Its a hidden gem of a library, maybe 
the smallest one in Bolton. The children were excited to be out of school, 
they ran up the steps and were in before me. When I arrived they were  in 
the children’s section chatting to some friends. The room was light and 
airy, and the books were in large boxes at floor level. It was a joy to watch 
the children sitting on the floor, rifling through them, deciding what to 
take home for the weekend.

A library card what more could you want?

Plastic or paper, a key to untold delights

From cradle to grave

More books than you could ever read.

Where’s Spot, The Gruffalo, The Very Hungry Caterpillar

Early readers for eager minds

Let Enid Blyton or J K Rowling take you to a magical place

Classics for pleasure Treasure Island and Little Women

Young Adults – entice from phones 

Modern fiction, Classic fiction, poetry and plays

Audio books for busy lives and failing eyes

E books so easy to access; will they ever replace the joy of turning the page?

With children and grandchildren, the cycle begins anew.

ANONYMOUS

Kathryn

I have lived in Bolton for 35 years. When I retired from full time 
work, I decided to do a course in creative writing run by Enjoy 

Learning, something that I had wanted to do for some time. The 
Libraries project has been a good opportunity to write about 

something important that has stayed with me throughout my life 
- trips to the library. This has been a constant for me as a child, 

student, parent, and even during the recent pandemic.

REVOLVING DOOR
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LINDALINDA

Took my young son to the library 
tightly clutching my hand
he enjoyed the walk from our house 
through the Clock Tower Gardens
listening to the clock striking 
the hour the quarter and  the half hour 
The garden had beautiful flowers 
In beds around the Clock Tower 

Then on to Manchester Road
where Bury Library majestically stood 
approached by a white stone stairway
Philip enjoyed climbing these 
almost as much as the library 
When he got to the children’s section 
Oh what enjoyment he had
He sat on a little stool and looked 
Through the little boxes of books 
The Very Hungry Caterpillar 
The Tiger who came to tea
Were his favourites at that time
Also he used to enjoy 
The big book of Nursery Rhymes 

We used to read these at night 
when he was tucked up in bed
he learned them off by heart
because they were repeatedly said 
he was able to recite them
putting him in good shape for 
remembering information later
when he was at school 

Once we had borrowed a book from the library 
Philip really enjoyed it
but when it was time to return the books
that one was nowhere to be seen
we turned the house upside down trying to find out what had happened 
to the book but to no avail 
When we returned the other books I explained 
I expected a library fine
 but the librarian was very understanding 
she told me to return it when I found it
Several months passed 
Philip wanted to play a board game 
that was in a box and Hey Presto 
we opened the lid and there
was the missing library book 
I went with Philip and we returned the book 
The librarian was very grateful 
and she thanked Philip for being so honest

All’s well that ends well

LOVELY LIBRARY MEMORIES

Linda

I wrote my first poem at the age of 8 and received a gold star 
from the headmaster for it. Our teacher showed us how to write a 

poem with the rhythm and something clicked.

I wrote funny poems for a few years that had a rhyme. Years later 
I went to creative writing and learnt not all poems had to rhyme.

Now I have had poetry published in Never Bury Poetry, 
Livefromworktown and Irwell Writers Anthology. For Forward Press 

20th Anniversary I had a poem published in Poets of Northern 
England. I am still writing poetry now and am a member of several 

writers groups.
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A QUEST

The bell rang at 4pm and school was over for the day, I could not wait to 
get home and switch on the radio or wireless as it was called when I was 
10 years old.  1948 was a time when most people listened to the radio and 
Children’s Hour with Uncle Mac was a must for most young boys and girls. 
It started at 5pm and I waited for the serial book which was at this time 
Pigeon Post by Arthur Ransome. This was about boys and girls around 
my own age having adventures in the English Lake district, which at that 
time I had not even visited. This particular book was about prospecting 
for gold in the Lakeland fells and using pigeons to relay messages to their 
mother and baby sister who stayed in a nearby farm.

When the serial ended, I wanted to know more about the Walker 
Children and their friends the Blackett’s so I raced round to my local 
library, and asked the asked the lady behind the counter if they had any 
Arther Ransome books   she said we have quite a few of his books, start 
with Swallows and Amazons that was when the Walkers and Blackett’s 
first met”.

During the ensuing weeks I devoured all the Arthur Ransome books that 
my local library possessed. I Sailed on the Norfolk Broads protecting 
nesting Coots, travelled to Scotland to outsmart an egg collector trying 
to steal a Great Northern Divers eggs and also met the mysterious Missee 
Lee on the China coast all from the comfort of my own arm chair.
I then started to try and find all the outstanding books on my A.R. 
reading list.

Living on the south side of Manchester at the time, my trusty bike, a 
battered Hercules roadster took me to libraries at Longsight, Didsbury, 
Levenshulme, and even Manchester Central Library in my search for my 
outstanding favourite books. I waited a long time and had many fruitless 
journeys until that wonderful day when my final book was found. I 
located Secret Water in Withington library then settled down to read the 
final book of my quest.

Now 70 plus years later, all Arthur Ransome’s books are on my bookshelf 
and still give me the same pleasure they gave me many years ago.

THE TEACHER’S READ.

Our teacher every day read the class, a chapter from a book,
It was The Exploits of Brigadier Gerrard by Arthur Conan Doyle
Gerrard was an exciting, adventure loving scoundrel, a teller of tall tales,
We hung on every word the teacher read, about this bold hussar, 
But he left us wanting more, when his reading book he shut,
A new wooden library had been built near where I lived,
And the urge to know the stories end, lead me up the steps,
The counter seemed so very tall, on tiptoes I did stand,
And asked the lady standing there, how to join this special land,
I filled in a proffered form, my handwriting rather scrawly, 
And the lady oversaw this act, her look was high and haughty,
Clutching my precious card, I looked at all the books,
And searched the titles for the book, my teacher had just read,
At last, I found the very book and headed for the counter,
Had it stamped, clutched it tight, ran home, and felt elated,
I sat and read my book that night, what joy when all was told
And when my teacher read next day, the ending I exposed.

Ted

My name is Ted Morgan I am 83 years old and am a retired Senior 
Nurse Administrator., I have published 3 books of poetry., served as 

a medic in the RAF and also was a member of a Mountain Rescue 
Team for 20 years.
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My aunt Mary, an unmarried retired primary school head teacher proved 
to be a significant influence on myself and my sister. Early in primary 
school, we spent lots of time with her, she took a great deal of interest in 
our education.  

She taught me piano when I was seven and she took us both to the local 
library where we read all the Enid Blyton series.  She gave us extra tuition 
in reading and writing which helped us both to achieve scholarships, aged 
eleven to local grammar schools.  

The library itself goes back to the 1950s, my memories are very vague of the 
library itself, quite dark, no carpet or seating, long rows of bookshelves, a 
musty smell, and a very quiet atmosphere.  I can’t recall any activities; it 
provided a very basic facility for borrowing books. 

The university library was the complete opposite in size, design, and 
internal facilities. Much more inviting furnishings, carpeting, lighting, 
extended study space, specialist staff and a wide variety of study journals, 
increasing provision of computers, catering for ‘research projects’ with an 
‘international’ feel to the whole building. 

 

MEMORIES OF LIBRARIES

Joseph

I grew up and was educated in Northern Ireland until I was 18 
before leaving to study at University of Manchester.
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