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One day, five ponies could be seen entering a library in Southampton. Bertie,
the biggest but youngest of the five, was telling them about a competition he
had seen.
“It’'s a writing competition,” he said. “The subject is libraries of the future.”
“Wow!” Bob said. “Even | could do that.”
“How?” asked the others amazed.
“Well,” Bob said, “it’s easy. All you need to do is to write about the library of ten
seconds time.”

“But that isn’t the future,” Wilhelmina said amazed.

“Yes, it is,” Bob said. “What | say now was in the future until | said it.”

“That isn’t the subject, Bob” Mabel, the wisest of the five said.

“Well,” Bob said, “in my library of the future, there would be good loos which
ponies like me could use.”
“One more thing,” Bertie said, “the competition is for young humans only.”
“'m only 10,” Bob wailed.
“Bob,” Little Bob said speaking up for the first time, “that’s middle aged in horse
years. You have said it yourself.”
“Oh yes,” Bob said sadly.

“Well, what would your library of the future to be like Bertie?” Wilhelmina
asked.
“It would have tonnes of books on my brilliance,” Bertie said dreamily. “So
many that even Little Bob would realise that | was great.”
“No, | wouldn’t,” Little Bob snapped angrily at Bertie.
“It would contain all the books everyone loves,” peace-making Mabel started.
“Not Berties! They aren’t lovely books,” Little Bob said interrupting Mabel.



“Even those if Bertie needs them,” Mabel said.

“I Bartholomew Robert Bignose,” Bertie began grandly.

“Not another speech,” Little Bob said sighing loudly.

“Yes, Bobby it is another speech” Bertie said glaring at Little Bob.

“HOW DARE YOU CALL ME BOBBY!!!” Little Bob roared.

“Mine would be full of cleaning and polishing books” Wilhelmina the most
elegant of the five said trying to avoid an argument.

“Mine would be full of books about food and about ponies who die young of
broken hearts!” Bob said sadly with a sigh.

“Mine would be full of books about little ponies who did great things,” Little
Bob said glaring at Bertie and Wilhelmina.

“Well, Bob,” Mabel said. “I think there might already be books on cooking and
food here in the present.”

“Really,” Bob said his face brightened and he trotted in that direction.

“Well at least he’s happy,” Wilhelmina said.

“Now back to our argument” Little Bob said turning to Bertie.

“No” Mabel said. “We’re still discussing our libraries of the future.”

“Well didn’t Bob say that the library of one second time is the library of the
future?” Little Bob asked. “Now about our fight,” he said turning back to Bertie.
Just then they heard a squeal. Bob dashed white faced out of an aisle of books.
An angry librarian pursed him.

Ponies aren’t allowed in libraries. So, it is no huge surprise that the librarian was
SO angry.



“What are you doing chasing my friend?” Little Bob growled advancing on the
librarian. But of course, humans can’t understand what ponies say. So, in
response to Little Bob’s rage the Librarian said nothing. Unfortunately, the five
ponies couldn’t understand what the librarian was saying, only judging by their
actions it was order to get out.

“Come on Little Bob,” Mabel said, “time to go.”With a last glare at the librarian,
Little Bob stalked out alongside his friends.

“If that’s what the library of the future is like then | never want to go to it!” Bob
wailed once they were back on the street.

“Really?” Wilhelmina asked, surprised. “I thought the librarian looked rather
funny and sweet waving her arms around like that!”

“She wanted to eat me!” Bob wailed.

“We are yet again wandering from the subject,” Mabel said patiently.

“Oh yes,” Bob said, “a library in the future... well mine would let horses and
ponies read the books in them.”

“Nice idea Bob.” Wilhelmina said, “although | did think....”

“Mine would be full of great books past and present,” Mabel said thoughtfully.
Mabel loved books.

“Mine would be full of books on my greatness,” Bertie said dreamily.

“I don’t know who would ever read them!” Little Bob snapped glaring at Bertie.



“Little Bob stop arguing!” Wilhelmina said.

“Well, it wasn’t me who-” Little Bob began.

“I would have tons of funny librarians like the one who was squealing and
waving inside the library in my library,” Wilhelmina said with a yawn.

“I’d have tons of books full of tongue twisters in mine,” Little Bob growled. “So
that Bertie would get distracted by them and stop chattering constantly in my
ear!”

“Later why don’t we sneak into the library after that lady is gone?” Wilhelmina
suggested. “We can then discuss more about our libraries in the future then and
Bob can read those books.”

“But the lady will catch me!” Bob wailed.

“She won’t be there,” Wilhelmina said, “so you’ll be safe.”

“Alright then,” Bob said reluctantly.

“Great idea,” Little Bob and Bertie said.

“Why don’t we each continue inventing our library of the future today and then
share them tonight in the library?” Mabel suggested.

“Great idea,” they all said, and they began to walk of back to their stables.
“Now how about that fight?” Little Bob said to Bertie as they walked away............

The End



