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DEDICATION

To Dreams and Hope

 



	
To everyone with a dream and the hope of making the dream come
true.





 


 


- Hope is what most
dyslexics/LD people need,, hope they can make it, hope of a future,
hope that other people can understand them and be OK with
it.
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INTRODUCTION

This is the story of my life as a dyslexic
person. I would like to dedicate this book to my family and
friends. These are the people that had to deal with the emotional
roller coaster of watching me go through life with dyslexia. As for
me, I know no difference.

 


Having memories of life come back to me while
writing this book, like the time my mom's eyes were filled with
tears when someone tried to stick me in the back corner of society
where I could not hurt myself or anyone else, has forced me to
spill my insides out on the table, sort through them, and hope to
make some sense of them as you will soon read. Why, you ask, do I
want to do this to myself and my family? My goal is to help others
understand what it is like to be dyslexic and to help other
dyslexic people discover they are not alone in their events. Also,
after completing this book, I hope to overcome the hurt and anger.
I wish to not tie up my present life by my past. There has been
much soul searching and painful revisiting of memories while
writing this book.

 


I apologize if I have forgotten anyone that
has helped me through this life process. Also, I would like to add
that I do not want to hold grudges against anyone that did not
understand or used my dyslexia to assault me. I feel sorry for them
and truly believe they fear that any learning disorder can be
transmitted like the common cold. Maybe they don't want to
understand that the human body has shortcomings. It's not perfect.
We all have something "not normal" about us. I believe that Jesus
was the only perfect person to walk the face of the earth. The rest
of us have something different about us. I feel that people say,
"If I think different than you, who is normal and who is weird? So
I will surround myself with people that might act and think like me
to make myself feel more normal. Then you must be weird. You see, I
have others that think like me." To think normal/not normal, is the
thinking of someone who can only understand win/lose, not win/win.
We are all special but not alike.

 


This is the case with dyslexics. Lucky for me, my
friends and family have helped me fight this "classifying." That is
why I do not think it has been as hard on me as it has been on
them. Since I have always lived with it, I know no difference. I
thank them for standing by me through losing a job, flunking a
class, or listening to others make fun of me. I have learned from
them and God that I am no better or worse than anyone else, no
matter what. For all the family, friends, and teachers that have
helped, thanks for the gift of hope. Thank you. I love you
all!


Chapter 1

A statement I once read sums up my purpose
and desire for writing this book: "What I kept, I lost; what I
spent, I had; and what I gave, I have." My hope is to provide an
understanding of dyslexia and living with it to everyone who reads
this book. In return, I hope to understand more about myself and
dyslexia from the people I will meet after reading this book.
Consequently, I feel our true immortality is to pass the lessons we
have learned on to others. Jon Locke put it best, "The improvement
of understanding is for two ends: first, our own increase of
knowledge; secondly, to enable us to deliver that knowledge to
others." My giving of this gift of knowledge is given through the
eyes of the child that lived them. So as you read these items,
understand that today I'm OK with what has happened and that I have
moved on with my life. But I do tell the story through the eyes of
the child who lived them, as you will soon read and feel.

 


OK. Let's start with the question "What is
dyslexia?" The scientific term for dyslexia is: "Dyslexia, or, more
properly, functional dyslexia or language disorder is a
neurological dysfunction affecting visual, auditory and spatial
perception." The most commonly publicized aspects of dyslexia have
been the perceptual problems associated with reading and language
disorders, but dyslexia is much more than this. Dyslexia involves a
wide range of perceptual difficulties in which information from the
body's sensors arrives to the brain in a mixed or confused state.
Individuals suffering from dyslexia may experience confusion of
time and space, visual perception challenges, auditory
understanding problems, left-right disorientation, and difficulty
learning order of items that do not have a logical order to them,
as in the days of the week, alphabet, or months of the year.

 


After reading this scientific term, you
might be thinking one of these thoughts: one, " I might have
dyslexia"; or two, "Someone I know might have dyslexia, but they're
smart." A third thought might be: "How in the world did Girard ever
write this book with that?" I hope to write this book from all
these viewpoints, painting a complete picture of what it is like to
be dyslexic. Let's start by talking about dyslexia, so you can have
a grounded feeling of what it is before diving into the book.

 


I prefer a brief and short definition of
dyslexia. There are two main kinds of dyslexia: non-verbal and
verbal. Non-verbal dyslexia pertains to people who have troubles
with three-dimensions (3-D) and verbal dyslexia to those who have
difficulty with two-dimensions (2-D). I have verbal dyslexia.

 


My verbal dyslexia definition is that a
dyslexic person has trouble processing data from the senses of the
body dealing with 2-D items and yet has exceptional talent
processing 3-D items. 2-D being text; 3-D being pictures. A good
example of a 2-D difficulty is seeing the letters "b", "d", "p",
and "q" and knowing which is which. These all are the same in the
3-D world. They all look alike--just move them in time and space.
The word enters the brain and is unclear to the dyslexic person
until it is repeated. The repetition develops a clear footprint in
the brain or simply a picture. But because verbal dyslexics think
in pictures, they can do unbelievable things as in building things.
And so comes the comment from parents, "But my child is smart. How
can he be dyslexic?" An explanation, according to the National
Health and Welfare Department, is that dyslexic people have
above-average intelligence and superior abilities manipulating 3-D
symbols. This includes art, math reasoning, abstract reasoning,
building mechanical items, and seeing the whole picture.
Unfortunately, current testing and learning policies in schools
only measure 2-D IQs in students. The best way to turn 2-D homework
into 3-D is by having someone read it to the dyslexic.

 


My non-verbal dyslexia definition is that
people have trouble processing data dealing with 3-D items. Higher
math, directions, or picturing a color on a car are examples. Many
times these people have to print something off of a computer just
to read it. Until the computer came along, many of these non-verbal
dyslexics were unnoticed, but now with more math in school and the
computer, this kind of dyslexia is showing up more. Because of the
strong 2-D, these dyslexics have always done well in school.

 


I would like to add one more comment to
this. Do all dyslexics see things backwards? No.

Next question: What does it feel like to
have dyslexia? When talking to groups, I tell them that being
dyslexic is like running a 100-meter race. In your lane you have
hurdles, but no one else does. You feel that it's unfair, but you
try running like the other competitors anyway. Then, you hit a
hurdle and fall flat on your face. Your parents and teachers are
yelling at you to try harder, so you run faster and faster and fall
even harder. Then someone takes the time to show you how to run
hurdles, and, like an Olympic runner, you outrun the others. The
key, though, is that you have to do it differently--the way that
works best for you. As an adult I feel more like a person trapped
inside of my mind. I have so many intelligent thoughts but keep
them to myself because if I speak them I might mispronounce a word
or run letters together. It's hard to sound intelligent when you're
using the wrong words or mispronouncing them. I have a friend that
has bulimia. As weird as it sounds, she understands me somewhat. If
anybody were to talk about her clothing, her mind would rush full
of thoughts about how fat she is. As for me, if I were talking and
someone corrected my word, my mind would rush full of the past of
being teased and how dumb I was for not being able to talk. So the
thought stays in my head. I would feel that I was too dumb to have
a good idea and better keep it to myself.

 


I am very lucky. Most dyslexics don't know
what they have. Maybe the school system did not test for dyslexia,
or someone told the person that they outgrew it. Only 10% of the
dyslexics know that they have dyslexia. For the other 90% the big
question is "What is wrong with me?" or "Why am I so dumb?" The
answer to the first question is: "Nothing. You just have not
learned what works best for you." I always tell school kids who ask
"Why am I so dumb?", "If you know the difference between smart and
dumb, then it's impossible for you to be dumb. You're too smart.
You understand the difference."

 


With this definition out
of the way, now I can start explaining in more detail what it was
and is like to live as a dyslexic person. My first feeling of being
different from other children was the process of remembering and
repeating new, unfamiliar words. Other children could do this
easily while I stumbled and tripped giving everyone the illusion
that I was slow or lazy. Looking back, it seemed to me that my mind
only consisted of long-term memory. I was only capable of repeating
something new after it had been engraved in my mind, forming a
picture. I read this once: "Tell me and I will forget; show me and
I might remember; involve
me and I learn and will not forget."

 


For years I pronounced my oldest sister's
name, Delray, as "Duray." I started confusing words (for example
"tornado" instead of "tomato" and "baby gun" for "BB gun"). I would
ask for a tornado for dinner and mean tomato. One night this
problem scared my mother and reddened my bottom. My mom was deathly
afraid of lightning storms and even more so of tornadoes. She would
distract herself when a storm was brewing by keeping busy cooking
for the family. On one such occasion she was cooking the family
nightly dinner and asked us what we wanted for dinner. The sky was
dark and gray outside, and the wind was howling through the door
only as it can on the treeless plains of North Dakota. Water was
seeping in under the door from the strong rain and wind. The
lightning was flashing almost nonstop as if a strobe were flashing
outside our house. Thunder was shaking the house seconds later,
letting us know it was hitting the ground close to our home.
"Tornado, tornado, tornado!" I yelled, meaning I wanted tomatoes
for dinner. We had just picked some from the family garden earlier
that day before the storm hit. My mom rushed us to the basement for
cover as fast as she could, only to learn I meant "tomato." I
received a spanking and never touched or asked for a tomato for
years after that.

 


I tell this story not to make my mom sound
bad, but to show that some parents and teachers feel that "if you
just push harder or punish the child, the learning problem will go
away, or the child will not do that again." In fact, the added
stress will cause the child to "mess up" more.

 


Most kids outgrow this phase, but it
follows a dyslexic person throughout his life. Maybe this is my
true inner child which so many self-help books talk about these
days being locked inside us all. Unfortunately, I still confuse
words today; which drives my friends crazy. This is due to the fact
that I do not read by phonics and just read by shape. Each shape or
"picture" of a word just has a sound to me, but I will talk about
this more later.

 


The pain of the backside never came close
to the pain of the heart, and so it was with switching the words
"BB gun" for "baby gun." My Uncle Elmer gave me a BB gun for my
fifth birthday. I really liked my Uncle Elmer and still feel bad
today for embarrassing him. It was at a Sunday afternoon family
function. Everyone was sitting around the table eating, including
another uncle who I disliked and with whom Elmer had experienced a
long family feud. The less-favored uncle asked me what kind of gun
I had gotten. The room grew silent. My mom's eyes met mine as she
placed more food on the table. She was hoping that I could say it
right this time--that her prayers would be answered. I thought to
myself, "This time I am going to say it right. He is not going to
make a fool of Uncle Elmer and me. I will show him I can say it."
Unfortunately, "baby gun" came out of my mouth. The obnoxious
uncle's family members all cackled like Cinderella's repulsive
sisters when she wanted to attend the ball. My asinine uncle had
always made fun of my speech, but he now ran it into the ground by
hitting on Elmer. He commented, "You bought him a baby gun. What
kind of man are you?"

 


I tell this story to show
two points. One is that dyslexia has been traced to a gene, meaning
that it runs in the family. The second is that most older family
members that had problems reading in school and even dropped out
are the first ones to tease or say "try harder." It’s that feeling
of "I did not have it easy, so why should you?" It’s sad that dyslexics understand this before anyone else
does, but, thank God, many of us do and we are working to help
others. 

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/53879
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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