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ever let me roam
free in a book
store. Or a li-
brary. You’ll have
a hard time convincing me
to leave.
I'm pretty sure that I
come close to being over-
helmed with all of the
choices available to me, es-
pecially within those first
few moments of entering
an establishment. And, I'd
enture so far as to say that
anyone who spends more
than thirty minutes in a
book store probably experi-
ences something similar.
You know who you folks
are: maybe you drove down
to your preferred chain
store; maybe there’s a lit-
tle hole-in-the-wall special-
ty store, or maybe there’s
a cavernous warehouse of
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A sampling of this blogger’s favourite books

used books just waiting
for another person to pick
them up and fox the edges
of their pages.

Perhaps you prefer to pe-
ruse things on line, read
the reviews, and then head
over to Amazon where you
get a good price, and sever-
al recommendations asso-
ciated with your pick. May-
be you choose hardcover,
or maybe you prefer the
Kindle edition. Whatever
turns your page (or scrolls
it!) you’ve landed here be-
cause you like at least one
aspect of books, whether
they be in the physical for-
mat, or the digital.

I'll let you know right
now that while I will oc-
casionally offer my feed-
back on books I'm current-
ly reading or have recently

read, what I'm really after|
with this blog is the sto-
ry of people in relation to
books, and how we experi-
ence them as individuals.
How do you choose what
to read? What is your pre-
ferred format? How do you
make time to read? Do you
keep your books in pristine
condition? Do you lend
them out, or hoard them
like a dragon?

The list of questions sur-
rounding books and our
love affair (or standoff)
with them is almost limit-
less. So, if you’re inclined,
mark your place in your
preferred method, set the
book aside, and let’s take
a look at what makes up a
bookworm.
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C”mon,
Greg, can’t
we just
take
pictures?
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impossible - you can’t real-
ly teach creativity. You can
give it a push in a general
direction, give some guid-
ance in terms of lighting,
balance, composition, per-
spective, framing, and sub-
ject, but at the end of the
day, a photographer is gon-
na do what a photographer
is gonna do: take pictures.

I've been using my cam-
era a lot since I got in July,
and I’'m just starting to pla

ith some of the settings
to see how they affect the
picture, but I'm dying to
apply it to something more
significant than Fish Creek
Provincial Park which runs

south end
of the city. Don’t get me
rong; I love the park, and
[ love being able to go to
this park and see the chang-
es throughout the seasons.
However as Greg told us on
our first day of his class, the
most important element of
a picture is people. People
doing things are even bet-
ter.

So, after a day of not tak-
ing any pictures but lugging
this camera and the two
lenses around, I was feeling
a little uninspired. Maybe
a lot uninspired. After all,
even the park wasn’t giving
me anything good to work

ith - the weather has been
dull, and grey, and damp,
and the light has been flat.
Not very inspiring.

As I sat at my desk and
atched more leaves fall off
the trees in the backyard,

my attention soon waned
and I started scanning my
bookshelves for my next
blog topic when Behind the
Camera: The Greatest Photo-
journalists of Our Time(text
by Laura Magni) caught
my eye. It’s rather hard to
miss, actually: it’s a large
book, hardcover, with a yel-
low spine and black Couri-

er New typeface.

I immediately grabbed
it, and opened it up, and
was taken back to when I
bought the book this past
May. I remember it quite
well - my mom had recently
arrived from Regina to stay
with me for the summer,
and we’d already spent a lot
of time talking enthusiasti-
cally about my upcoming
foray into school, and the
journalism program. My
mom is a novice photogra-
pher, which I think was a
big inspiration for me pick-
ing up a camera. The sec-

ond one was this book.

Most of the images are
in black and white, but the
photojournalists  therein
span a century of history,
and there are some famous
pictures, and infamous fac-
es on the pages. What real-
ly struck me, however, was
something that hadn’t been
so obvious to me before,
even though I'd been scan-
ning National Geographic
since I was about ten.

That ‘something’ is this:
a picture can do just as
good a job telling a stor
as words can. Remember
the old saying? ‘A picture is
worth a thousand words’;
I'd never really considered
it until that moment when
I was standing in the book-
store flipping the pages, m
mom standing beside me
just as enthralled with the
images as I was.

I know there is power in
words; I've been writing
since a very early age and I
love it dearly - I rarely go 2
day without writing some-
thing, be it a blog post, an
article for school, or some
fiction for my online posts.
But pictures are perhaps
even more powerful, or can
be a catalyst; a main course,
or a garnish. A photograph
of that calibre is a challenge
to me - can I tell a better]
story from behind the lens?
How will it change my per-
ception of the world, and o
humanity? Will it change
those things for the view-
er?
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Blowing doors open

ne of my favourite

things about being

an avid reader is
meeting another avid read-
er.

There’s a secret language
involved in the meeting,
one that consists of lin-
gering gazes, raised eye-
brows, small smiles, and
an exchange of words that
usually consists of, “What
are you reading?” And, “Is
it any good?” Or perhaps,

[ |

“I've read that - it’s a great
book!”

A few weeks ago half of
my cohort at journalism
school was gathered in the
common area of the Burns
building on campus, and
while several of my class-
mates were busy discussing
things like the Olympic bid
and the legalization of mar-
ijjuana, I noticed one class-
mate, Luca, sitting nearby
but rather engrossed with

the book in his hands.

A book is my chance
to slip into the door and
start conversations, so I
sat across from Luca and
craned my head to read the
title of the book. I was sur-
prised to find Les Miserables|
by Victor Hugo clutched in
Luca’s hands.

“That’s quite the read!”
I exclaimed. “I remember|
reading it in grade ten.
What do you think of it?”

Thus began an in-depth
conversation about Jean
Valjean, the Hugh Jackman
/ Russel Crowe adaptation
of the story, and more im-
portantly, books in general.
Soon enough, Luca and I
were talking about our fa-
vourite books.

I feel as soon as I opened
that door about books, I
got to know Luca, who is
rather quiet in most set-
tings, and what books and|
storytelling means to him.

He was quick to tell me
about The Name of the Wind
by Patrick Rothfuss, enthu-
siastically trying to fit his
synopsis into the one-min-
ute walk to our next class.
“It’s like Harry Potter,” he
said, “but for adults.”

And it’s so much more
than that, too. I discovered

when Luca handed me a
copy of The Name of the Wind
the next day after class. To
say I was excited was an
understatement, but I man-
aged to maintain my cool
exterior and turned to the
first page, which I had al-
ready read the night before
on Amazon.

I'd like to say that The
Name of the Wind doesn’t
quite fit into my favoured
genres,but the more I read
the more I come to realize
that/it in fact fits into all of
them, and into some that
I'd forgotten I loved.

For me, this book echoes
some of my most-loved
stories: The Crystal Cave by
Mary Stuart, and Uther by
Jack Whyte, both of which
are centred around Arthu-
rian Legend;sand-The Lord
of the Rings trilogy by J.R.R.
Tolkien.

Rothfuss is the kind of
storyteller,/that blends the
logic of this world with
the fantasy of his own cre-
ations. He’s 4 world build-
er, and a descriptive writer,
but it doesn’t feel superflu-
ous like Tolkien often can,
or beyond the fantastic and
bordering on the ridiculous
as I find a lot of fantasy
novels to be.

The: story  revolves
around ‘the main character;
Kvothe. As I'm not that far
into the book, I can’t really
comment on'who Kvothe is
save for this: he’s mysteri-
ous, and he obviously pos-
sesses great knowledge and

power in the dark arcane
arts.

Rothfuss appears to ad-
here to.the hero cycle, that
of a young man who shows
promise with powers per-
haps beyond his reach,
and meets an elder who
can start him on a journey
but can’t take him all the
way, before losing his par-
ents and stranding him in a
world to find his own way.
Through scenes written in
both third,person and first
person his story begins to
unfold and take shape.

The Name of the Wind is a
hefty novel, boasting 722
pages, 169 of which J've
read so far. But with a book
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this size and crafted so me-
ticulously I find that I can’t
skim, which I’ll admit I'm
often guilty of.

Glossing over pages of
this novel robs you of an ex-
perience, of a chance to re-
ally submerge yourself into
aworld that could possibly
exist just below the veil of
reality. The characters are
well rounded, flawed and
mysterious, and the sub-
ject of magic is logically
explained and just beyond

el-headed reader. Instead o
tearing through this book,
I’'m slowly consuming it on
the train, between class-
es, before bed, whenever I
know I’ll have at least hal
an hour to read.

When Luca handed ‘me
this book I was worried
that its fate would be that]
of other shelf-warmers, and
I'd have to face my Cclass-
mate every day with the
sheepish exclamation, “No,
no, not yet: Ijust haven’t
had time.”

It’s” the exact opposite
- I teyeto find Luca to give
him an update at least once
a week. And, much to m
delight, when I was reading
the book on the train last
week, the young man across
from me (who had been
ploughing through Death o
a Salesman by Arthur Miller|
for the duration of his ride)
said, as he was readying to
depart the train, “That is an
amazing book. I can’t wait
for the third one to be re-
leased.”

There really is nothing
like the endorsement of a
stranger who knows noth-
ing about you, but remem-
bers how they feel about]
the book you’re reading.
You become minutel
linked through the book,
and the experience of the
book, and you can’t wait
to read more, and perhaps
wonder which parts that
person loved best.




There is more to a book

than words on a page.
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