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To Read is To Live

She put the book down and sighed with content. Another one finished. This one had been a thriller 

that had made her heart race. She was pleased with it. There was a glow of self-satisfaction about 

her once she finished reading a book. There was no feeling like it. It was addictive. 

She wandered over to the bookshelf. The wood of each shelf was slightly bowed from the weight of 

the novels housed in each. They were stocked two deep and she had devised a neat system of 

ensuring that the maximum number of books could be squeezed into every available space. 

She slotted the fiction she had just been reading into a space so neat it might well have been 

designed for such a book. She smiled, her fingertips lingering over the spines of all the other stories 

she had read this year. There might be up to four hundred now. She had lost count. Whatever the 

number she couldn't wait to add to it. 

She retraced her steps back to the other side of the room. Behind her reading chair was another set 

of shelves, similar to the one opposite. However, this one was filled with narratives as yet unread by 

her, and choosing her next read was as simple as reaching out to see which one her hand came to 

rest upon. 

She picked out one that had a hefty number of pages, at least six-hundred. She opened the book to 

the first chapter before she even lowered herself in her studded-leather Chesterfield. By then, she 

didn't really notice if she was comfortable or hungry or tired. She just loved to read.

She was grateful that she had the time now. On the day that her life came tumbling down around her 

it had been her only desire: to escape the real world and into one of fiction to distract her from all 

those responsibilities she had taken for granted. But now all she had to do was read. The strange 

man she met in the bar the week before that fateful day had asked what she wished for, and this had 

been it: to read undisturbed and hidden from the world. 

Reading was now an addiction that she surrendered to entirely. She ignored all the concerns from 

her parents, her friends, her fiancé, that she was spending too much time in her private library. All 

she wanted was to read. Her ambition now was not to become a successful author but instead to 

read every book ever written. That is what she was doing. That is why she could not stop, not even 
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for a meal cooked for her. She had to read. She couldn't do anything else. 

***

There was no mirror in the room. Which was fortunate. In her mind she was as she had always 

been, curled up in her chair, book open and eyes scanning each page as she devoured the words. She 

did not know that now she was gaunt and hollow, her skin as yellowed as the aged books on her 

shelf and her pupils dilated like a full stop.  Those that cared about her did not understand how she 

had survived this long without sustenance or sleep. How could she not even realise that she had not 

eaten or slept in eight weeks? All she did was read. Nothing seemed capable of stopping her. 

Word Count: 565


