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As a young child I can clearly remember reading many books and loving every single one of them.   I would read a good sized chapter book within a week so that I could pick a new book out at the library when I went with my class.  My mother would also take my sister and me to the library every Monday during the summer when we were kids so we could pick out new books to read for the week.  As I got older these were all chapter books and those are the ones I vividly remember reading as a child.  


It was probably between 3rd and 6th grade that I read the most.  I would sneak out of bed in the middle of the night and take my book with me to the bathroom and sit on the floor in front of the bathtub and read until my mom noticed the light was on.  Their biggest mistake was getting me one of those lights that clips onto your book pages.  After I got that I would sit on the opposite side of my bed where you couldn’t see the light from the doorway and I would read for hours.  Pretty soon my parents caught on since I was so tired in the mornings and my dad would soon check on me to make sure I was in my bed before they went to bed.  These are all very pleasant memories I have of reading and enjoying every minute of it.  


The kind of books that would hook me so much was usually mysteries.  Still to this day I love a good mystery to solve.  I would have to say that the book that stands out in my mind the most are the “Boxcar Children Mysteries” series.  I could not put those books down.  I would start one in the morning say on the bus on the way to school and by the end of the day all I wanted to do was finish the book so I knew what had happened with the adventuresome orphaned kids. 


There were two females in the “Boxcar Children” books.  They were, Violet and her sister, Jessie, but they were always treated as though they were just one of the boys.  From what I can remember as a child, just because they were females didn’t mean that they were ever left out of any of the fun or the adventures.  I think it gave me a sense of independence to know that even though they were females they were never looked down upon by their other male siblings.  I always remember thinking that I wanted to do as much as they did as kids.  I recall how I couldn’t stay out past dark and they always got to, or when I had to practice my piano instead of play outside.  I remember always thinking that the kids in my book would get to go outside and play whenever they wanted.  I don’t think I consciously thought about that at the time I was reading the books, but now I can really step back and see now how it might have liberated me to be more independent and do more of what I wanted. 


I also loved to read “The Baby-sitters Club” series.  I had to have every book they came out with and even the “Baby-sitters Club” game and movies.  You might say I was a little obsessed!  Either way, as soon as their new series came out called “The Babysitter’s Club, Mysteries” I also had to get my hands on everyone of those.  


I enjoyed this series because it had just girls in it.  From what I can remember the only boys in the books either had small parts or they were causing trouble.  These books helped teach me things about being a babysitter, which I loved to do, and how to stand up for myself.  I remember reading about instances when one of the girls was being picked on by a local neighbor boy for example and she would get with her other girl friends and come up with a way to get back at him.  Now that I think about all the adventures this group of girls went through I can see why I wanted to be a babysitter and be like these girls.  I think they were good role models to elementary school kids, which is about the time I was reading the series.  They took care of other kids, always helped out their friends, and never let any boys stop them from doing what they wanted.  I think that in this series these females were portrayed in a positive light, and where there to set an example to other young females who were reading the books.


I did enjoy other chapter book series’ than just those two; I however don’t remember a lot of details about any others.  I distinctly remember my father giving me some of his old “Hardy Boys” mysteries when I was a young girl.  He knew how much I liked mysteries and so he thought I would enjoy that series as well.  I don’t recall ever getting all the way through one book.  I think they might have been a little above my head and plus I honestly didn’t want to read about adventures that ‘boys’ were going on.  I would much rather read about a girl who was doing the same things.  This is why another series of books stands out some in my mind.  They were the “Nancy Drew” mysteries.  These too held the thrill of trying to figure out the clues and help solve the mystery.  I know now that the main reason I like “Nancy Drew” over the “Hardy Boys” was for the simple fact that one was about boys or males and the other was about females or girls.  I don’t necessarily think I knew this at the time, but now I am almost positive this was the main drawback.  Overall, I enjoyed reading anything as a child, but mostly reading books about mysteries and girls. 

