
Wilfred Brown 
 
Mr Brown made himself known to me half way through my first morning at the Central Library. 
Having returned from my coffee break I found him standing by the counter. He was holding four 
volumes of Thomas Hardy.   
    ‘I’m sorry, have you been waiting long?’ 
    ‘No need to apologise Miss Cadwallader, one of the others offered, but I wanted to introduce 
myself. You are the new Senior Librarian?’ 
     My cheeks instantly began to burn, still unused to my promotion and transfer. I nodded. 
    ‘Then welcome! I trust you will enjoy your stay. This is a fine establishment providing first class 
service.' 
    I smiled and proffered my hands to take the books from him, but he drew them back, held them to 
his chest. ‘Oh, have they already been stamped?’ 
    ‘No, but before you do so I wish to say that my name is Wilfred Brown and I visit this library at least 
twice each week. I have an eclectic reading taste and am, myself, a writer, prose mainly but an 
occasional poem.’ 
    ‘Good, well I’ll look forward to seeing you. Have you been published?’ 
    ‘Not poems, but a few books of short stories and a novel.’ 
    I was about to ask more, but he thrust the books towards me so I went through the discharge 
process and he whisked them from the counter, whispered, ‘Thank you Miss’ and walked to the door. 
    Ros was quick to join me. ‘I assumed he was waiting for you … dirty old devil!’ 
    ‘Is he a problem then?’ 
    ‘Last year he presented us with a copy of his novel. Mr Lloyd read it and said not to put it on the 
shelf, too much sex and violence apparently.’ 
    ‘What if Mr Brown asks why it’s never on the shelf?’ 
    ‘Tell him it’s out, should please him. Besides, with that subject, it’s no surprise it’s permanently on 
loan.’ 
 
True to his word, Wilfred Brown did appear twice each week and three weeks after I’d first met him, 
he handed me a copy of his novel. 
    ‘I think we have a copy of … The Village Blacksmith.’ 
    ‘It’s for you, not the library.’ 
    ‘I’m sorry, we’re not permitted to accept gifts from borrowers.’ 
    His expression was of hurt and disappointment. He shrugged and carrying his book, walked away. 
 
It was six weeks later that he revisited. As he approached the counter, he raised a white stetson, a 
wide grin on his face. I smiled although everyone in the vicinity chuckled. 
    ‘Good morning to you Miss, I apologise for my absence. I’ve been in America, Hollywood is making 
a film from my book. The Blacksmith with John Wayne.’ 
    ‘Oh!’ was all I could manage to say. 
    He placed a copy of his book on the counter. ‘A gift from Mr Wayne. I’m sure you can accept that, 
he’s unlikely to ever be one of your borrowers.’ 
     
 
Note - Miss Cadwallader became Mrs Noons in September 1970. 
 


