
What I love about Moreland… 

 

Home is where the heart is, well, at least that’s what they all say. Where is home? And where do 

we belong?  

What will Moreland look like in the future? Will there be robots? Libraries? What about people? 

*** 

Her laughing eyes. Whenever she smiled, my world lit up like no other. I always saw her when I 

went to the park after school, her laugh filling the air with cheer every time she read something 

that gave her a chuckle. She would sit down with the wind blowing her carefree hair all around 

like a kite. A novel lay in her hands every time. She was different. When her eyes moved away 

from the page for even just a moment, she would take in her picturesque surroundings, looking 

as though there wasn’t a single worry on her mind. While her mind raced with tales of adventure, 

the evening glow of the sun said goodbye. 

*** 

The library was her second home. The place where she didn’t need to pretend to be someone 

she wasn’t. Brunswick Library. The library was where she could be her. Books were everything, 

the stories they brought, the challenges, the people and their lives, were always worth a read. I 

remember where we read books together, down to the last detail. The yellowy light, the tapping 

of fingers on keyboards, the fan tickling our hair on those warm summer evenings. The nights 

spent trying to figure out a mystery – the characters we both loved. The weekends spent flipping 

through page after page, our hearts racing through every plot twist. The happy endings, how we 

burst in delight when our hero beat that bad guy we both hated. 

She was different. She loved her home and her suburb. She had lived here her whole life; yet 

sometimes home was a hard place to be in. She always wondered, dreamt up stories that just 

didn’t make sense, but she somehow wanted to jump into and be a part of. She loved escaping 

away from the troubles of her own life and into a book, into someone else’s world where 

anything could happen. 

Books just don’t matter anymore, they told her. It wasn’t fair, with technology these days, maybe 

they really didn’t matter. No. Stories had held her up, and libraries just like the one she grew up 

in would be around. They had to be. She was a dreamer. A dreamer who followed her mind and 

its stories, no matter where they took her. There had to be more. 

*** 



There will always be times when we feel like nobody understands us. There’s that voice saying 

they’re right. But then there’s that other voice: the voice that says no; that what the other voice 

is saying is wrong. That it doesn’t matter what people think of us, we just have to believe in our 

home and our future. The voice we should all listen to.  

 


