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It's weird to think that there are literally millions of people all over the world right now whose emotional state of mind is very  similar to that of  someone with dyslexia.  Now that some weeks have elapsed since the bombing of New York, the most severe depression is easing off for people not directly involved, although it comes back hard each time we see more pictures of the devastation. The fear of more attacks is also still with us---  but relegated  pretty  much to a small cold layer that stays in the back of the brain where it puts a chill on all our decisions. Even if we manage to shove the depression and fear far enough back to go on with our lives, they are always lurking around just waiting to pop out. 


This is the way a dyslectic has always lived his life, too, but it is not the result of a sudden shock.  Nor is it the result of inability  to read. I can't read Chinese, sing an aria or tap dance, but it doesn't frighten or depress me.  I am not afraid that my  friends will find out.  I don't care if my kids know. Nobody  assumes that my  ineptitude in these areas is due to lack of intelligence.  


The dyslectic person's inability to read is not due to lack of intelligence, either, but this is how it is perceived by an uninformed public. For the hapless bright non-reader, the perception becomes the reality.  Who wants people to think he is stupid? 


It is worse than that.  The average dyslectic child spends his early  life in school rooms where the teacher thinks he has an attitude, or is stupid, or doesn't try (that's the cruelest of all), or cheats, or won't sit still, or loses his homework, or can't concentrate.  His classmates laugh at him.  Pretty soon he begins to accept their assessment of him, and when he does that, depression begins to set in, accompanied by  the chronic fear that others will find out he is dumb.  


Americans have rallied around the victims in New York in a heartwarming way that gives you hope for the human race in spite of some of its more aberrant members. An outpouring of compassion has helped ease some of the depression, and the fear of another terrorist atrocity is lessened somewhat by heightened security measures.  


New Yorkers didn't deserve to be attacked.  Nobody  deserves to be dyslectic, either.  It would be nice if people could be a little more sympathetic to the trials of the substandard reader, now that they  can understand the kind of low-grade misery  that  pervades his life. In fact, it would nice if people could finally  stop calling dyslexia a handicap, and realize it is simply a quirk of the brain that is excruciatingly inconvenient and needs fixing.  


*
*
*

Teaching tip of the month:

If you tell your student he must always start on the left side of the word, you are wasting your breath.  He doesn't know right from left. 

If you tell your student to start at the beginning of the word, you are wasting your breath.  His right hemisphere doesn't know which side is the beginning. 

Better to sit on his right and tell him to start with the letter that is on HIS side of the word.  Then he can go bump, bump...across until he gets to YOUR letter.  He can't have yours first.  Gosh, the lucky guy.  His side always gets first crack at the word. You have to wait until the end! 
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