
Travels with my Books – A Little Story by Mrs King 

‘A book is a magical thing that lets you travel to far away places without ever leaving your chair..’ 

I was very lucky when I was growing up, my Mum and Dad owned a little shop, next door was a sweet shop 

and directly opposite was the public library. When I was old enough to cross the road, probably around 7 or 

8 I was allowed to go on my own and here began my lifelong passion for discovering stories and reading 

books. The library was very old and as soon as you entered you were greeted with a heady mix of ancient 

books and beeswax. The librarian, a grey-haired lady of indecipherable age who constantly seemed cross 

would peer over her glasses and without uttering a word would point left. Her long, bony finger the only 

acknowledgement to my presence and a firm declaration of where I needed to go. To the right was for the 

‘grown-ups’ and I would scurry past her hoping she didn’t cast some horrid spell before I reached the sanctity 

of the children’s section. Here became my special place. The creaky wooden floors were so highly polished 

they gleamed in the dappled light of endless afternoons of solitude allowing my travels on magic carpets and 

journeys through wardrobes to discover the delights of the myriad of voices waiting to tell me their stories. 

There I would sit, out of sight nibbling smuggled liquorice from the sweet shop surrounded by my treasure 

trove of books. Being alone is not necessarily lonely as I soon discovered in my love of books. Mrs Pepperpot 

was a firm favourite as was poor Flat Stanley and later as I grew up this was followed by Mallory Towers and 

endless Enid Blyton adventures. Nothing however could prepare me for what was to come… 

My Irish grandparents lived in Glasgow, having survived the war years they were very frugal in their ways. 

My grandmother in particular, not unlike my adult self, had a passion for second-hand shops and growing up 

in the mid 60’s she would scour them for clothing, books and toys that would be posted to my mother to 

‘help out’. These mammoth parcels would arrive periodically and to my young eyes it seemed like it would 

take all day to unpack them such were the delights contained inside. There would be layer upon layer of 

clothing. At that time, being a fairly cosmopolitan city compared to a backwater Lancashire village, Glasgow 

would provide a cornucopia of vintage clothing. I distinctly remember flowery blouses, leather pinafores with 

funky zips and a yellow sou’wester with matching hat and wellies that I immediately fell in love with. Much 

to the disdain of my mother, I would take every opportunity to wear it even in the summer when it was hot 

and with sandals, my fashion sense was individual, determined and legendary!  I cried when my mother 

finally gave it away to a younger cousin such was my attachment to my funky rainwear. The same box 

contained another equally precious item, a hardback copy of Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. Originally 

this was intended for my brother but I would regularly sneak into his room, surreptitiously remove it then 

enter a world of chocolate, magic and dreams. I was fascinated by the cover, the illustrations, greedy 

Augustus, naughty Violet and the lovely Charlie. The realisation that out of all the people in the world poor, 

downtrodden Charlie could not only win a global competition, a lifetime’s supply of chocolate but more 

importantly a future he could never have dreamed of…   

Sadly, the beloved sou’wester is long gone and luckily my fashion sense has become more restrained. What 

has not changed however is my love for reading and in particular the story of a young boy who’s dreams 

really did come true. Reading should never be a chore, if it is then you have not yet found the right book nor 

the right voice that wants to sing to you its secrets. Every now and then I read books I have read many times 

before, not because I have forgotten the story but because I want to travel again with an old friend, listen to 

their tune and remember… if you find me with a book and a piece of liquorice you’ll know what I’m doing. 


