I will try to condense the 15 years of trial and error of my son’s life as a gifted and dyslexic, dysgraphic child in a few sentences. My child has gone all the way to hell and back again. We knew that he was dyslexic when he started kindergarten but despite reporting his difficulties to his teachers my child suffered from the first day in school. 

On the one hand he was gifted (which we did not know at the time) on the other hand he was dysgraphic (which we did not know at the time) and on the third hand (I know we don’t have three hands but that is the creative me) he was dyslexic. For the first four years we were continually called to the Principal’s office because he kept running away from class. (That was his way of coping with his problems). He was sent to have different assessment tests; we felt that the tests did not reflect our child, but nobody listened to us. My son received help by the special education teachers, but they did not find a way to help him. 

Can you imagine what it feels like to sit for six hours, six days a week feeling incompetent having your self image shattered, feeling that you can’t get through to the teachers world. I don't know how we as adults would stand up to such an experience. The teachers understood that he had difficulty in reading, that is quite prevalent in schools, but the fact that he can’t write was beyond their understanding. Imagine sitting 36 hours a week, four weeks in a month, ten months of the year feeling incompetent; it adds up to 1460 hours a year drowning in self hatred. 


For ten years, every night and whenever we got a chance we read him books.  He could not read books or even read the translations on the T.V. screen. We gave up doing homework at home; it was too painful for all sides concerned. We tried to give him only good experiences once he was home. Every day when he went to school my heart would break. At the time that I was growing up no one knew what dyslexia or dysgraphia was, it turns out that I was a bit of both, so my own narrative made me feel for him, but not enough as you will see; my child was severely handicapped.

One night while my son was in fourth grade I was reading him a story in bed then his Principal called up telling me that since he ran away from class again on that day he was not to go to school the next day, which was a special day where children ran the school instead of the teachers. I told her that it was not a good time to talk, but she went on. My son heard her and started to cry. He cried in such a way that I knew, I physically felt that I was losing my son, he was shattered and he did not have any more strength to pick himself up. For the first time, and much too late, I really felt him. I don't know how to explain what happened to me but I felt like a lioness ready to fight till death to protect my cub. I said to the Principal, probably in a very assertive, overpowering way, that my son would go to the special day and we would go to talk to her. 

I felt so guilty. Where had I been for the past four years so that the situation had got to point that my ten year old son had an emotional breakdown? How could I let it happen? Why did I not fight yell and scream fighting for his soul? If there is one thing to learn from this story I would say, parents fight for your son’s soul, he needs you there to fight his battles. Be with your son, don't try to be ‘understanding and nice’ to the authorities.

There are many stories I could write about, bad experiences with teachers and the curriculum. But to cut a long story short, a special woman sent my son again to be evaluated, but this time to a different institution. That was the first time, when he was ten years old, where the assessment sounded like the child we knew. They said that he was so dyslexic he will probably never learn how to read, he was so dysgraphic that he will never know how to write, and that he was gifted, so he will always be bored in class.  The school must treat him as if he is blind and with no hands. We were told to change schools since he was "burnt out" in the school he was attending.

Since that day he had a volunteer sit by him, to read and write for him, and he started to attend the school for the gifted for one day a week. That was the beginning of walking out of hell. In the school for the gifted he met other children with learning disabilities, children who thought like him and the teaching was adapted to their skills. He was never ‘sick’ on that day. At that time we felt no mercy for his teachers’ incompetence in the way they dealt with his learning
disabilities. We put things bluntly and said, think of him as blind and with no hands; that concrete picture helped them at times to understand our son.


The school for the gifted has helped improve his self esteem, and self- image. Now he is 15 years old he goes to a democratic school, reads at a third grade level, and he writes (with spelling mistakes) on the computer all day to his many friends. He gets by with his great humour and original way of thinking. He is a theatre major knows whole monologues by heart. The gifted school, the theatre and the very special teachers he has now brought him all the way to heaven. He rejoices, loves, he is loved by many, and he feels competent.  We know as parents that the future will not be easy, but we think that maybe he will find his own special way in having a full productive life. We love him and believe in him.
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