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For the Love of a Library 

There is a certain air to a library that I truly love. Maybe it is the silence, maybe it is the 

auras of the people who frequent the shelves, maybe even the simple thought of being 

surrounded by the potential for learning, with very little distraction. There’s a tweet that I can’t 

find the exact wording of, but is along the lines of “A library is one of the few places you can exist 

nowadays without the expectation of spending money”, and it really resonated with me. I never 

really had a lot of money growing up, and the place that I found the most comfort from my local 

library was the DVD and video game sections. This is paralleled by so many people who love the 

same video games as I do, Oregon Trail, the Nancy Drew PC game series, Zoombinis; they are 

the sorts of games you would see either available for checkout or pre-installed on the library 

computers. I also would use my local library for moments when I needed to escape the loud 

sounds of my house, hunker down, and do nothing but type for 3 hours. I will admit, it was a 

safe haven for my mania, with a little coffee machine in the vending cafe that would fuel my 

hyper-productivity and leave me completely drained when I got picked up at 8:00. 

My first library was an absolute marvel. An entire half of it was dedicated to children, 

with a massive mural of a castle accompanying a blue-carpeted “moat” with stuffed animals to 

play with. There were other areas, such as a little reading hideaway with another mural of a little 

girl and her father watching the sunset, silhouetted. I spent so many hours there, checking out 

books to read at school and Bill Nye DVDs, then playing with my sister in the castle area, and 
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especially attending the yearly magic show. Some of my fondest memories from my childhood 

are at that absolutely beautiful library. It was, frankly, much more than my tiny town deserved. 

But I am so grateful for its presence, and the summer reading program which gave out the most 

peculiar of prizes. 

The last day that I spent in Colorado, I drove by to visit it, and it was actually under 

renovation. It was such a surreal experience to see bits and pieces of that castle completely 

untouched by history (although appearing so much smaller from my adult perspective), while 

others were surrounded by plywood, and the traditional quietness of the space shattered by 

heavy equipment. It was so very metaphorical for me, aimlessly and silently taking in that 

building. I was moving on from that castle of my childhood to the harsh noise of the city. But, of 

course, that library will always be there to greet me when I come home for Christmas and need 

to feel like a kid again. 

When I was in 5th grade, we moved to a larger town, and thus I was given a new library. 

Actually, two. The Erie Library and the Carbon Valley Library. I will tell you right now that the 

Carbon Valley Library was infinitely better, if for one reason only: private study rooms. There 

are so many different ghosts of me living in those study rooms. One version of me attempting to 

induce a manic state to grind through having to write 10 original poems in one night. Another 

version of me quietly singing through scales for a music theory assignment. Yet another crying at 

the prospect of continuing 6th grade advanced math because “everyone expects me to be the 

smart one”. The vending machines certainly remember my touch, the tiny coffee machine and 

the “Berry Burn Energy” that I would always order with quarters snuck from car cupholders. The 

computers in the “teen room” which were always either occupied by people doing serious work, 

frazzled out of their minds, or kids playing online video games, loudly.  
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But, as I said, I was enthralled by the DVD selection. The first time that I ever watched 

the Rocky Horror Picture Show, it was rented from my library and I watched it on my computer 

at home. That, of course, was a revelation for me and completely changed my life, especially 

listening with the “callback track” that had been recorded at a live viewing. I also never stopped 

watching Bill Nye, learning as much elementary-level science as I could get my hands on. But my 

true passion was seeking out the diamonds in the rough of the children’s section. 

I am the type of person who will spend $2 to watch the version of the puberty video that 

the boys were watching in the opposite room. I did, in fact, do this once. I do not regret the 

purchase at all. Amazon Video offered one of these videos, and it was a comedic goldmine to 

watch as an adult. My quest was to find each and every “So something unusual happened and 

you don’t know how to explain it” DVD that the library offered. There was something so utterly 

intriguing about these videos, unlocking the lives of those who had diabetes, or divorced 

parents, or had lost a pet, or even had witnessed a crime. I was privy to a few of these sorts of 

videos when I was young. I would be taken out of class to watch a video about dealing with 

emotion and being kind to other people, because I had some serious struggles with friendships. I 

love to learn how people aim to explain the world to these lost kids, how the harsh realities clash 

with the kiddy visuals. There is also something to be said about the novelty of DVD menus, 

something that I think has really been lost in this era of streaming. The DVD for the live action 

Grinch is full of treasures, as well as the one for A Series of Unfortunate Events, and Charlie in 

The Chocolate Factory. Libraries are filled to the brim with these DVDs, and there is no need for 

something to be a commercial success to live on its shelves, as evidenced by the DVD I picked up 

of season one of a show called Doc starring Billy Ray Cyrus as a country doctor working in a 

practice full of city-slickers. As a child who loved Mystery Science Theater 3000, watching bad 

TV and movies was almost more fun than watching something good. Although, there is only a 
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certain amount of episodes of 90 Day Fiancee I can sit through before wanting to ban television 

altogether.  

I also discovered an odd talent that I have in all of those days of book-browsing. I don’t 

know how I do it, or what my criteria are at all, but I can always pick out the one book on a shelf 

with LGBT characters or themes in it. I have never failed. I simply look at some spines and 

covers, and lo and behold, the one I select always has some sort of queer twist to it. This has not 

necessarily helped me in my pursuit of good literature, however, because it is a universal truth 

that LGBT related literature is often not very good and one must search hard for the rare (but 

absolutely stunning) gems.  

The library was my friend. I know that sounds horribly sad, but it’s absolutely true. And 

what I loved about our friendship was that it was always consistent. I could always pop by, get a 

coffee, sit in a quiet room and work for hours, and then leave with an interesting DVD, or even 

interesting insight into the inventory. I suppose I can attribute this relationship to my desire to 

be a filmmaker, as backward as that may sound. There is one instance that I recall in particular 

that shows the nurturing power of a library. I visited my favorite arcade, Tilt!, one day and was 

waiting for my mother to pick me up when the arcade closed. I was having trouble getting ahold 

of her (we are so bad at communicating where we are in my family that we all willingly allow 

ourselves to have GPS monitoring for the family on at all times), so I decided to wander. There it 

was, a beacon of light, the Louisville Public Library. It was dark out, but the library was warm 

and light, and full of things to do while I waited. In fact, I got decently far into a book about a 

young girl discovering her lesbianism (which I had selected using my peculiar superpower) 

before my mom arrived to take me home. Nobody once asked me what I was doing, if I was lost, 

where my parents were. It felt so freeing to have a place to openly wander, dragging my 

fingertips across packing tape-reinforced book bindings and cold metal shelves. There was even 



Stecina 5 

a fish tank, filled with elegant and seemingly well cared for tropical fish. It was a completely safe 

place for me to be my nerdy, shy, absent-minded self. 

A library is so much more than the books it contains, but they are absolutely necessary. 

What I really love about literature is that it brings us together in thoughtful and emotional 

discussion. It allows us to want to create an entire building to protect books, spread them freely, 

teach classes, offer free assistance and internet, and foster a place for people to meet other 

book-lovers. A good book brings together a book club, which brings together a friendship, or 

even just a new understanding of the world. This, I believe, is what is most powerful about the 

written word, and why we must cultivate and savor it. 


