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Adventures Through Literacy 

Language, it is what connects human beings throughout our everyday lives. Language is 

what separates human beings from apes or birds. The ability to consciously communicate with 

other people through both speech and writing is often an underappreciated facet of the human 

experience. Reading and writing are essential parts to a person’s education and to their 

understanding of the world. They are the tools that allow us to communicate with others through 

methods other than speech. Reading and writing transcend barriers created by oceans and 

mountain ranges, bypassing physical barriers between speech. Literacy is a tool whose 

importance is often overlooked.  

From a young age, children are taught to learn to read and write. From my own personal 

experience, adults in society put a heavy emphasis on learning how to read and write from a 

young age. My parents forced books and tools on me long before I had entered school. Their 

intent was simple, to get me ahead of all the other kids, thus bloating their own egos and giving 

me an edge in school. This took away from my ability to understand the true depth of books and 

what they held. For my parents, they were simply a method of enhancing my knowledge of the 

world. But for me, they were a way to break free from the constraints placed upon us by the 

society. By flipping open the crisp pages of a book, you could escape from our restrictive 

existence into one filled with dragons, magic, and adventure. I can fondly remember many times 

when I broke away from the colored pages of a childhood book, to imagine the creatures and 



worlds I encountered in my readings in my own image. Books, for me, did not simply utilize 

your imagination, but stretched and pulled it, until it was something so different from what you 

first expected that it left you feeling refreshed and renewed. The rewards obtained by reading 

books at a young age are often disregarded by adults, in favor of higher test scores and 

performance in school. A specific example of this I can draw upon is my first experience reading 

a chapter book. My father forced it upon me intending for it to be another meaningless 

advancement in my education. However, he had no understanding of how my eyes opened that 

day to the wonder of books. From that day on, I immersed myself in books, amazed by the vast 

diversity that was available to me. I realized how grateful I was to the authors of these books for 

allowing to give me such an experience on mere pieces of paper. When I realized how people 

could express such amazing tales through writing, it opened eyes to the idea that maybe I too, 

could one day, do this for others. 

 Writing was the bane of my existence from an early age. Despite my love of 

reading, I disliked writing with a vivid and passionate fury. I was quickly disillusioned by my 

teachers that writing was a fun experience that I could use to spread my ideas and creativity to 

others. Instead of developing my creativity as a writer, I was forced to write stuffy, boring essays 

that to me, showed nothing of a person’s true ability. We were locked in by grammar rules, 

punctuation, and sentence structure. The focus on how the content was presented rather than the 

content itself turned me off from writing. It quickly became a bore to me, only doing it for 

assignments and homework that were handed to me. My attempts at writing a novel concluded 

swiftly with my education of the writing process. However, I did always hold a respect for those 

who could write. The ability to deal with all those restraints I found suffocating in order to 

produce something that could be shared with others around the world was something I 



considered a task worth rewarding with my patronage of books through the Scholastic book 

catalogues presented to us every two weeks, or a fortnight as I learned from my readings of 

medieval times. However, writing stayed an important aspect of my path to literacy despite the 

troubles I had with it. 

 Literacy has always been an important part of my life. From the thin, colorful 

books I grew up reading to the heavy, bland textbooks I lug around daily, books have always 

been present in my life. However, this was due to the fact that I was blessed enough to be born in 

a society where literacy is a staple of life. In Hellen Keller’s The Day Language Came Into My 

Life, she shows how the importance of literacy can only be understood when we ourselves are 

mature enough, “The most important day I can remember in all my life is the one on which my 

teacher, Ann Mansfield Sullivan, came to me” (Keller 46). I don’t think Hellen Keller, as a child, 

understood the importance of that day. It was only as she learned how to read and write that she 

truly understood the gift that she was given that day. Like Hellen Keller, I myself didn’t fully 

realize the gift I was given until I was knowledgeable of all the people that didn’t have what I 

had. It changed my opinion of the writing process which I had hated throughout my life, and 

stimulated my reading further. I had been given a precious gift and I was not going to let it go to 

waste. Writing was no longer a grueling chore. I realized how the rules I had labeled chains from 

a young age, sought to keep writing orderly and help us to communicate through our writings. 

Without order, there would be chaos. Literacy is a gift that many people take for granted. That is 

why I see a need to educate people on how important reading and writing is to them. 

 Literacy’s importance in the world has never been greater. In times where 

conflicts between nations are frequent and the suppression of the voices of citizens is 

commonplace, people need a way to vent their frustration and stories. The only way for us to 



hear their stories are through their writings, both on paper and electronically. When we are given 

these transcripts, we must be able to understand them in order to pass on their stories. Because, it 

is an essential part of the human experience to feel empathy and compassion for the people we 

share our planet with, no matter the location. Literacy is the tool that enables us to do that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Works Cited 

Keller, Hellen.  The Day Language Came Into my Life.  Language Awareness: Readings 

for College Readers.  Tenth Edition.  Clark, Virginia; Escholz, Paul; Rosa, Alfred.  Boston: 

Bedford/St. Martins, 2009.  46-48. 


