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OFFICIAL PUBLICATICN OF TEE WEST VIRGINIA LIBRARY ASCOCIATION

MORE LIBR:RIES AYD LIBRARIANS,
e Do Lewis, Newell

Dr.

Given the opportunity, as well as
the power "to grasp this sorry Scheme
of Things - and remold it" Itd begin

exterminating all cliques and class-
es but Farmers, Cooks and Librarians,
They are truly essential servants of
our human socicty, Like all beggars
of 1life, I respect a stack of wheat,
and, though I may know ncthing about
its monetary value, I still know that
"2 store of grain, 0 king, is better
than every other store; for a zem cast
into the mouth cannot sustain life,"
Long live the fermerst I respect a
meal, and am truly grateful for it be-
cause it helvs much to keep my body a-
live; so, I make no apology for my de-
cision to let cooks survive, I re-
spect a book because it leads me into
8 world of wonder and worship; so, I
class librarians as truly essential
servants of our human society, I chal-
lenge you to choose three more satis-
fying servants,
~ 8till I have no passion to remold
the world, and I hope to die before
some genius invents a gadget  that
ghatters it to bits. But I do have a
rence for books and a profound re=-
pect fer librarians and I have a lit-
tle story to tell about books and li-
brarians which, I think, is worth telle
ing.
}y ancestors must have been a
rumy lot because they left me abso-
lutely nothing but the will to live
and the conceit that usually goes with
8 pint-sized body. They gave me nothe
ing to which I could look forward with
tope. They left me no visible tokens
or memorials by way of cash or proper=
All this is but the oconfession
t I was born poor and destined to
olimb the steep ascent to usefulness,

PLEASE

always empty=handed and, but for tke
grace of God and the helnfulness of
librarians, empty-headed.,

I was born in a mining village in

TWales, brought to this country at the
age of five, placed in an crphanage
when I was seven, sent to werk in the

ceal mines at eleven, attended a pre-
paratory school between the ages of
eighteen and tventy-two, and at twenty-
three became an ordained mwinister. I
now have forty-two years of unbroken
ministry behind me.

You will observe that this brief
sweteh includes no reference to years
spent in collepe or theological semi-

narye. The doors of these worthy in-
stitutions were shut against me by un-
seen hands. But I dontt make the silly
mistake of calling myself "a self-made
man." I humbly admit that I am "a liew
brary-made man,"

A sacred scene in my memory car-
ries me back to an evening spent in
the old Qusterhcut TrFree Library at
Wilkes-Barre, Pemnnsylvania. I was
sitting in the reference room, leaf-
ing through the pages of & large love=
ly volume which contained a score or
more of Dbeautiful pictures. A bell
rang to tell all patrons that the hour
for closing had come; but I paid no
attention to the bell, Neither did I
ray any attcention to the presence of
the lady 1librarian who stood over me
and watchcd me devouring the beauty of
the pictures I was loathe to leave
lest I might never return to leock at
it again-<for tomorrow I would go back
to my dangerous job at the mines. It
puzzled her how a lad of my cut should
even reach for such a lovely volume,
let alonec open it. So, she smacked my
fingers and warned me, saying, "The
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next time you take +that book from the
shelf, see that your hands are jer-
fectly clean." Then both God and
forgave her for the unexpected rebuke,
because she smiled and greciously ine
vited me to return the following even-
ing. I have been at home in a publie
library ever since that hour when a
truly intelligent woman pgave me to
understand that the doors of the li-
brary were oven to me and that I wus
8t liberty to enjoy any book on its
shelves as long as I obeyed the rules.
A five-inch imege of a satyr pos-
ed in dance is facing me as I write
this, and it brings to mind again my
spiritual indebtedness to a group of
librarians who, through nineteen years,
helped me find books which would meet
my needs and satisfy my mental hunger.
fhis image was the gift of one of
these librarians on her return from a
trip t0 Rurope. I value this little
gift because it reminds me of the fact
that never once did I ask the help of
his librarian and fail to get it; and,
never once did I ask the help of those
ho worked with her and those who fol-
!mmd her and fall to get it from any
‘of them. No, I have no winsome way of
asking help; but somebody in West Vir-
pinia does have a genius for picking
librarians who know their jobs and who
ghm their jobs their utmost devotion,
Inmention no names or places because
it is my conviction that only a supe-
rior and a selfless group would :ever
tare to serve the public in the capac-
ity of librarians,
¥ow I live in a community where
there is no public library and I miss
‘tvery muche-quite 1like the fallen
engel missed the music of the trumvpets
when he was expelled from heaven, Life
fakes on the look of loneliness where
there are no libraries or librariens.
rue, I can cross the state line and
row books from the libraries in a
sister state; but my state is West
jirginia and I'd rather borrow 2 book
from “Jest Virginia than from any other
te in the Union. Borrowing books
m another state rominds me of the
poverty into which I was born and re-

calls the handicap under which, as a
boy, I began to climb the steep ascent
to usefulress. Is it poverty, or is
it something worse than poverty that
keeps the State ol West Virginia from
furnishing library service to even the
last and the leagt of its boys and
girls, its men and women?
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AMCHG OUR LI3RARIANS

June 1, 1938, mark.:d the return
to West Virginia of one of the faith~
ful members of our »nrofes.;ion, She is
Miss Ethel Green, librarian of  ths
Clarksburg Public ILibrary. who came
here almost ten years age from a posi=-
tion as cataloger in the library of
Yale University,

lMisc Green is the dauzhter of Dr.
Henry S. Green, professor and head of
the Department of Greek at Test Vir-
ginia TUniversity from 1900 to 1912,
Iater he was aprpointed State Historian
and Archivist. During the first World

War he was engaged in Army library

work at Camp Lee,Virginia, after which
he went to the Library of Iassachu-
setts State College at Amherst, where
he remained until he retired.

It thus scems quite natural that
Dr. Green's daughter should become a
librarian, From 1914 +to 1820 Miss
Green served as librarian at the State
Department of Archives and ¥History.
Thereafter she worked in the Boston
Bar Association Library, the library
of Massachusetts Institute of Techno-
logy at Cambridge, and the library of
Yole Universitys
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ARE YOU AW, V. L. A. MEMBER?

Individual merberships are
only 31.00 per year; institutional
memberships are 32,00 per year,

Send your money to MNiss
Katherine Co Dwyre, West Virginia
University Library, Morgantowm,
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