How I learned to Read

By N. B., 4th Grader

Every morning when I was 4 years old my mom would take me to my grandma’s house when my mom went to work out.  When I knocked on the door to their house, I had a feeling that today is the day that I will learn to read.


Once I heard the squeak of the doorknob, I would slip off my shoes and sprint to the bookshelf as fast as a cheetah.  I was so excited to read the first book of my life!  The first book I picked out was Where is My Mommy?.  The book was about a duck that lost his mom.  Whenever the duck heard an awkward sound he would say “I know that is my mommy” but it really wasn’t.  When I found a good book I would run to the kitchen to find a fresh banana and hop onto the couch.  My grandma would be sitting on the couch waiting for me because she knew my routine.


When I opened the book to the first page I would take the first bite of the banana.  I would get stuck on a few words but that is o.k. because I was a beginner.  When I finished a book, I would go one step higher to chapter books.  When I took the first bite of the banana, I would flip to the back of the book.  If it was above 70 pages I thought that it was a long book and I was scared.  My grandma was so proud of me, I could tell because she always had a smile on her face, and before you knew it I was done and I had to pick another good book!


In kindergarten I was sad because my little sister got to do what I did.  I felt bad, like she was getting more attention.  My sister got to eat fresh bananas and got to read and have fun with grandma.  And all I did was sit in a chair at school, get bored and think about how lucky she was.  When she is out of preschool, I won’t be complaining!

