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Literature and Me


“The quiet one,” “The Loner,” “Nerd,” and “The Lost One”; were just a few of my, “nicknames” growing up.  I was never a social butterfly but I was also never truly alone.  It was just that my friends weren’t real people or even people at all. Books were and still are some of my best friends.  I would spend hours on end with my “friends” and love every minute of it.  My love of reading started early in life; around three or four years old.  I read constantly through my elementary and high school years always enjoying the worlds that I could visit in the books I loved.  The aspect of reading that brought me the most joy, was my ability to run the written word through my head like a movie.  Depending on which character I felt most attached to would be whose eyes I saw it through.  I did not always run through the magnificent worlds as the main character.  Often times I would associate with a minor character in the book and see the whole thing through their eyes. Sometimes I would actually associate with the narrator and actually see the entire book through the eyes of a, “higher being.”  It did not matter which perspective I saw it from if I could run the “movie,” the book would be finished in a matter of hours.  As it turned out, I could not do this with every book.  If I could not get the “movie” started, I would often set the book aside unfinished.


I have always loved reading.  I started reading at a very early age thanks to my mother.  She had a collection of books called My First Golden Books.  These books are the ones I read form the age of three or four until first grade.  I read them so many times that I nearly had them memorized by age six and would beg my mother to find me more.  The thing is these books were all picture books.  Since they all had pictures already representing the words on the page my mind did not need to make a movie of the words.   Because of these pictures books I did not discover my ability until first grade when I read my first “chapter book.”   

My first “chapter book” was Hank the Cow Dog; this was around first or second grade.  As I read this book I saw the book through the eyes of Hank. The “movie” that played thru my head was an amazing show. I felt the joy he felt herding cattle and running through the fields and the love he had for the boy. But I also felt his pains, such as when he would get kicked by a cow or his fear when a bull turned on him.  I could feel his scruffy coarse coat, that was a beautiful golden brown, that would cause me to itch all over.  This was the first book where I found myself getting lost.  It also happened to be a series of books and I found myself lost in each of the subsequent books as well. The eyes of the main character are not always whose eyes I see the “movie” through.


One such book I viewed from the eyes of a character other than the main character was the entire Sword of Truth series.  I felt the connection with the secondary character Kahlan, instead of the main character Richard.  This series was an incredible adventure.  Seeing this through Kahlan’s eyes brought a whole new perspective to the story than the author was trying to portray.  Instead of the story the author was trying to show through Richard’s eye; I saw the story through the eyes of Kahlan.  Basically it was the same story, but the feelings I felt changed it enough that I could actually lose myself in this series.  If I had viewed this through the main character’s eyes I do not think I would have been able to lose myself in the same way.  My connection with her came from her powerful love for all of mankind; it may have also come from the intense loneliness she felt being a Confessor.  (Her Confessor powers made her incapable of loving someone less her powers dominate their minds and make them a slave to her.)  Though I had friends in my books, I was always kind of a loner socially like she was.  The series leaves you breathless with the amazing sites to find yourself lost. One such breathtaking view was walking through the brilliant white marble halls of the huge magnificent Confessors Palace. On the other hand you could also find yourself lost in sites that made you cringe with sites like the disgusting sewage filled streets of the slums that were the cities of the Old World, or the gory bloodbaths of some of the battle fields.  One of the hardest scenes for me to watch in my head was coming to the city of Ebinissia after the Imperial order troops had attacked it, and even though I hated seeing this I just couldn’t stop reading I was so lost in the carnage and terrible gruesomeness.  Every citizen of the city was slaughtered or kidnapped, with bodies strewn through the streets and the inhabitants of the cities castle tied down and tortured.  The pain felt through my connection with Kahlan at this site is one that I could have lived without, but I would not have had the same experience while reading this book.  I could have avoided this if my ability had manifested from the perspective of the narrator instead of Kahlan.


There have been a few books where I never connected with a specific character, but I would get lost in anyways.  I would see the entire “movie” of these books through the eyes of the narrator or a “higher being.” The rarity of this type of book makes it a great joy to find one.  Seeing and getting lost in a book through this perspective is an incredible experience.  Seeing it as an outsider; not always the narrator, but sometimes closer to the perspective of a “higher being;” allows one to see everything and everyone and not just the situation that is happening at that time.  A series that brought this type view to me was The House of Night series.  It is set in Tulsa, OK and my familiarity with Tulsa probably led to me seeing it this way.  As they would travel around the city, I would view them traveling from above instead of through a characters eyes.  I actually had a little trouble starting this series, because I wasn’t connecting with a character and the movie wasn’t starting.  It was finally during a dream the main character was having that I found my connection and the “movie” started rolling, but it wasn’t through her eyes, but more like the eyes of an on looking bird.                

This ability is probably the reason I picked up the nickname “The Lost One” for two reasons. First I would go off somewhere and just read; my parents were used to this and knew I could find my way back.  That would be if I could drag myself out of the story that I had lost myself in. Every book I read played in such a way that if a real movie was made of it I would critique it very thoroughly, much to the annoyance of my friends.  


