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All	  You	  Need	  is	  an	  Hour	  for	  This	  Journey	  
By	  Tom	  Rizzo	  

 
At lunch with a couple of writer friends, recently, a young lady approached our 
table and said she had overheard us talking and wanted to know if we were 
authors. We admitted we were, and then asked her what kind of books she 
liked to read. 
 
"My sister and I read everything," she said. "She's 18 and I'm 20. We read a 
lot." 
 
Assuming she read eBooks, I asked what platform she preferred, Kindle or 
iPad. 
 
"Oh, we don't have either of those. We like to read the actual paperbacks. I, 
personally, feel more connected to the story." 
 
I was thrilled that someone her age found reading so enjoyable. And, I was 
taken off guard by her not using an eReader. How unusual, I thought. 
 
"How often do you read?" someone asked. 
 
"Oh, I read every day. I work a couple of jobs, but I never miss reading 
something, even if it's only for an hour." 
 
I like to think most of us realize the value of reading. But, finding enough time 
to do it is sometimes challenging. Work often gets in the way. So does play, of 
course. By the end of the day - ZAP! - you're out of time. 
 
But, if we approach reading with this young woman's attitude, reading wouldn't 
be so much of a chore. Most of us can squeeze in at least an hour to read—an 
hour to kickback with a novel or short story to guides on a journey of make-
believe, or a biography or rages-to-riches story to learn how others overcame 
struggles that perhaps we ourselves face. 



An hour is do-able. For anyone. 
 
Reading was a habit instilled in me by my father. He had an enormous appetite 
for reading. I never saw him without something to read when he was home—
novels, biographies, the daily newspaper, and how-to books. Close at hand 
were a dictionary and pencil for scribbling various remarks in the margins. 
 
Once, I handed him a Kindle. 
 
"What's this?" 
 
"An ebook. Electronic reader." 
 
After I explained how it worked, he looked up, glasses perched on his nose, a 
puzzled expression on his face. 
 
“Exactly how would I take notes, circle, underline—” 
 
"You can mark or highlight passages electronically." 
 
"Can I circle? Underline? Write in the margins? Doodle? Fold a page, if I 
wanted?" 
 
"Not exactly." 
 
“No thanks,” he said with a short, quiet laugh. “I’ll stick to the real thing.” 
 
He'll come around, I thought to myself. Heck, he didn't even get into 
computers until he was near 80. 
 
But, he never did. 
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