




















Dear Library

I remember when we first fell in love. You were in your creme brick 

stage, and we’d sneak a fortnightly rendezvous in Whitehorse Road 

Balwyn. My mother chaperoned us, and for a while she bribed my 

siblings and me with junior burgers at the adjacent McDonalds. But I 

never fell in love with those salty transfats. I fell in love with you, and 

your Dahl and your Marsden and those Babysitter Club books that were 

borrowed by my sister but which I devoured too.

We were exclusive for many years, but eventually I started seeing 

other libraries. First my school library, then university libraries, and 

they were lovely too, but it was never quite the same. Somehow, it 

often felt like hard work with them. None of them had your pretty 

little sunken reading circle, with its broad carpeted steps that provided 

so many special hidden moments for us. Do you still have that 

carpeted dimple? I’ve been told you’ve had a renovation now. That 

you’re creme brick no more. 

Never mind. We all change. We never intended to be 

exclusive. But you never forget your first love. 

Always yours,

Tony Wilson
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