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The Importance of Reading
Any kid who has two parents who are interested in him
and a houseful of books isn't poor.
Sam Levenson
Reading has always been an important part of my life.  From a very early age my parents read to me. My favorite books as a child were Little Golden Books, inexpensive children’s books with pretty illustrations that my mother always bought for me at the grocery store. Every time I went with my mother to the store I begged and pleaded for a new Golden Book to add to my collection. My favorite Golden Book was Where Did the Baby Go?, a book about a little girl finding a picture of a baby and realizing at the end that she was the baby.  I asked my parents to read this book to me over and over again. 

My love for reading continued as I grew up. I remember when I discovered Little Women by Louisa May Alcott. I cherished that book so much that I read it again and again, staying up until the early hours of the morning, not wanting to put it down. Books took me to places I had never experienced, helped me learn and realize new things, and introduced me to concepts and people of which I had never heard. They still do. Books helped me become a good writer. I had plenty of role models whom I admired for the way in which they wrote, and I still underline or copy down passages from books that make me pause and wish I could describe a person or place or express a feeling in the same way. Books also made me want to become a teacher. From a very early age I knew this was my calling in life and my main goal was to help others love and experience literature the way I have. I wanted to watch as students became excited about what they read and wrote. I wanted to be a part of that. 

I received a bachelors and masters in literature, mainly so that I could read more and learn more about new authors. While working on my masters, I met my husband, another English teacher and masters student. It was wonderful to meet someone who was as passionate about books and writing as I was. Now we both teach literature and writing—I teach at the high school level and he teaches at the college level; we have pets named after Henry David Thoreau, Flannery O’Connor, and Mark Twain (a few of our favorites), and have amassed a great library of books in our home.

It is amazing to me that a love of books as a child has taken me on such a journey and helped me in every aspect of my life. It shaped who I am as a person; it helped me choose a career path, and it guided me to meet my husband. Reading books as a child gave me a vivid imagination and helped me become a well-rounded person. I never read books to escape or hide from life; in fact, for me books seemed to enhance life and make it better. The most rewarding part of my career now is to watch my students get excited when they read. Teaching all boys has been a challenge since many boys will protest that they don’t like to read and hate books; but it makes it even better when I go to a book store and find a book for a student that I know will change his mind. I always tell my students that there are the right books out there for each person—books that will make a person think, and feel, and books that will teach a person new ideas, and introduce him or her to new people. If a person thinks that he or she doesn’t like books, then that person has not found the right book. I was lucky enough to have found the right books at an early age, which led me on my path to become the person that I am.

