
My story is simple. I am not a medical doctor or a PhD. I am a Mom who is here to help explain the daily 

challenges of my nine (9) year old child who struggles with dyslexia with the hope to bring awareness for 

every child with it (whether diagnosed or undiagnosed).  

Dyslexia often prohibits my son from having the ability to match sounds with the alphabet. This impacts 

his reading, spelling and speaking. It is not a sign of poor intelligence or laziness. In fact, my son is 

exceptionally bright and intuitive, creative and very tender hearted and loving. 

My son attended daycare and then went to Pre-K at four (4) years old. At five (5), he started 

Kindergarten at a private school. About halfway through his Kindergarten year, I noticed that he was 

unable to do some things that other children did. Most things were harder for him than other children. 

He would write several letters backwards, which the teachers said was normal at this age. In addition, he 

could not understand the concept of rhyming. We would practice every day, played games with it, and 

even rhymed in the car. Yet, he still was unable to do it. I would say the word “cat”. Where other 

children would rush to say bat, mat, or sat, my son would say “tab”. He would only hear the last syllable 

and start the next word with that. He read at a very slow pace and would have to sound out every letter 

in the word, often being unable to hear them when he said them together. If I sounded them out loud, 

he would occasionally be able to blend them and make the correct word. I was concerned at the end of 

the school year and met with his teacher. She assured me that there was no need to worry. That he was 

a boy and boys tend to take a little longer to read but he would get it on his own time.  

I decided, on my own, to place him in a reading program through Louisiana State University over the 

summer between his Kindergarten year and First grade. It was a six (6) week program geared to make 

stronger readers. He was assessed after two weeks in the class and placed in the lower reading group. 

We continued to work and he did not improve much, if any. I met with this teacher and she assured me 

that he was trying and would get it on his own time.  

He started first grade. The first two weeks were great, then, the real trouble started. The frustration and 

anxiety increased tremendously with him. His twenty (20) minutes of homework would easily turn into 

two (2) hours. He brought home a worksheet with sentences to read every night. One sentence would 

take us up to five (5) or six (6) minutes instead of a few seconds. It was very hard to find the patience to 

listen to him sound out letters and then try and blend them into a word. If he would have trouble with a 

word in a sentence that wasn’t easily sounded out, I would help him with it. When the next sentence 

contained the same word, he acted as if he had never seen the word before in his life. I would get 

frustrated and explain to him that he just read it no more than ten (10) words earlier. I could not 

understand why he was unable to see that was the same word and just say it. This led to crying (on both 

of our parts), each and every night, from the time we started homework until the time that he went to 

bed. At an appointment with his teacher in early September, she assured me that he was a boy and boys 

took longer to read sometimes but he should have it by Christmas. 

In the middle of October, his teacher asked to meet with me. She stated that she was seeing some red 

flags and asked if I was open to having him tested. She was very honest that she did not have a degree 

to assess him but he was showing some signs that had caused her some concern. I went through my 



insurance company and made an appointment with a local doctor for the end of October. The doctor 

was not at the office for my appointment, yet spoke to me through Skype. His assistant ran some tests 

on my child. In mid-November, I returned for the results. I still was unable to meet the doctor, yet, my 

son was given a generic diagnosis of dysgraphia from the handwriting samples that I provided from 

school.  

I contacted my insurance company and they said that it would be June before I could get in to see 

anyone else. Frustrated, I didn’t know what to do next. Every minute I spent not getting help for my son, 

was a minute that he was falling further and further behind. Completely distraught, I decided to have 

him tested at a psychological facility and pay for the testing out of pocket. He was tested at the end of 

December 2011, by a PhD, who actually met with my son and me in person. In the middle of January 

2012, my son was given the diagnosis of Dyslexia and Developmental Coordination Disorder. It was 

recommended that he start speech and occupational therapy. We also started with a tutor three times a 

week for help in reading.   

I received the report at the end of February and met with the school at the beginning of March 2012. By 

this date, my son had already failed for the year because if a first grader fails reading, he fails the year.  

We made his IEP for the next school year. It consisted of testing in another room, having everything read 

to him except his reading test, and he started seeing the Reading Interventionist every day at school.  

My son would come home every day and cry and ask, “Mom, why am I stupid and no one else is”? How, 

as a parent, do you look into your seven (7) year olds eyes, and reassure him that he isn’t stupid but that 

his brain just acts a little different from everyone else’s? His self-esteem plummeted. He would never 

read a book out loud to anyone but me. He became very introverted and never wanted to do anything 

outside of the house.  

The next school year, August 2012, he started first grade again. His grades were much stronger this year. 

He maintained an A/B average with an occasional C; however, reading was still in the low B’s. He was 

having occupational therapy a few times a week after school. He had speech therapy once a week after 

school. He was meeting the Reading Interventionist every day at school for thirty (30) minutes and he 

was still being tutored three times a week after school.  I met with the interventionist towards the end 

of the school year and she told me that she saw only the slightest improvement with his reading, 

although she would have expected it to be a little more since she worked with him every day. 

At this point, I was dumbfounded that I was paying thousands of dollars in tuition and this school really 

didn’t have the resources to help my child. It wasn’t that they didn’t try to compensate for his needs; 

however, my child didn’t fit into the “normal” mold of students in his class. The school was not going to 

change their teaching habits for one child. So, they tried to mold my child to learn like every other 

student although it was impossible for him. 

On May 23, 2013, I found out about a new school that was being started in Baton Rouge, Louisiana. It 

was a charter school for dyslexic students. I immediately contacted them to see how I could apply. To 

qualify, the child had to have a type of dyslexia or reading issue with an evaluation to support it. Since 

my son was previously diagnosed, I applied and my son was accepted. I honestly had some reservation 



because I was very unsure what to expect. In addition, he had to make new friends just the year before 

and he was already so introverted and now I was making him make new friends all over again. 

In August 2013, my son started at Louisiana Key Academy. A few days into the school year, he came 

home and was excited to talk to me because he found out that a boy in his class had trouble reading, 

too, and so did a girl in his class. For the first time in his life, he didn’t feel like something was wrong 

with him because everyone in this school was just like him. His self-esteem picked up a little each day. 

In addition to feeling like he belonged for the first time, the classroom size was dramatically different 

than we had previously experienced. He went from a classroom of 32 (thirty-two) children, at the prior 

school, to a classroom size of 16 (sixteen).  During reading, his class size dropped to 6 (six) children. He 

was able to get individual attention while also learning from the other children in his group.  

Louisiana Key Academy uses a systematic evidence based curriculum called Neuhaus. The teachers and 

reading interventionists are trained to teach this evidence base curriculum. The more knowledge he 

gained through the Neuhaus program about how letters work to from words, the higher he held his 

head. He stopped referring to himself as “stupid”! 

The pivotal point in this journey with my son happened around January of this year. I was helping my 

other son, who is seven (7) with his homework while my son, now nine (9), with dyslexia was sitting at 

the table working on homework, too. My seven (7) year old was having some trouble with a word and 

my nine (9) year old jumped up and said, “If it is a vcv, you slice the E and put a macron over the first v”. 

I looked a little confused and he looked at me and said, “Macron means that you make it long, Mom”. I 

immediately pointed to another word and he explained that one to me too. I told him how proud I was 

of him and he said, “It is easy now that I understand how to decode words. “It makes sense now Mom.”  

At the end of last school year, my son had a project where he had to be a famous American. Each child 

dressed as the person and had to present an oral report. My son chose Steve Jobs. While my son chose 

Mr. Jobs because he loves video games and Mr. Jobs created my son’s favorite way to play them, we 

learned that Mr. Jobs was dyslexic. We were able to use his report as a way to show each child in his 

class that they can succeed – it just takes hard work and dedication. As I held my breath, my son stood 

before his entire class and their parents and read his report out loud (Something that he has never done 

– EVER). 

With all the programs and options that I have tried, I finally see something that is working for my child 

and I cannot express the gratitude that I feel. Although my son has overcome so much, he still has daily 

hurdles that he must conquer. My son still has anxiety about school and some social settings and 

probably always will. He cries occasionally when he wakes up and knows that it is a school day. He 

continues to be a poor speller and, at times, he still has difficulty getting words out. However, he finds 

the strength to push through each challenge and succeed. 

Reading difficulties are the most common cause of academic failure or underachievement in our society. 

An inability to read affects every aspect of a person’s life. Luckily, for my son, I have been vigilant in 

trying to find a program that will help my child succeed, as I am sure every parent here today would do.  



In my opinion, early identification is the key. The longer we wait for a child to be diagnosed, the more 

valuable time is wasted that could be helping children before they fall further and further behind. 

Smaller groups and class sizes are invaluable, especially for the children who do not fit the standard 

learning “mold”. I also feel that children need to around other children who struggle the same way that 

they do they don’t feel ostracized and have lower self-esteem. One thing that each of us need to 

remember is that our children are the future. We might not have a cure for dyslexia, but together, we 

can find a solution.  

 


