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    I dedicate this book to my husband, my two kids who inspired this story, my family, and my friends. Especially the online neurodiversity community that has helped to empower us along this journey. 
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It was a warm, moist, and muggy August morning. I felt conflicted. It was the day we had been waiting for. It was also a different kind of dread that I felt. I was anxious, but I’m always anxious. It wasn’t new. What was on my mind? I had my alarms set to make sure my husband was up, ready for work. Did I really have to? No. I wanted to. I feel guilty if I don’t. Is this rational? Probably not, but I feel better about myself if I try to give him a morning good bye kiss before we both start our day. 

Who am I? You can call me Liv, my real name is Olivia, but that always seems too formal for me. I am a boring millennial mom. I can’t say that I’ve done much in my life, other than follow the rules. When I introduce myself to people I feel completely comfortable making myself seem small because I’m most proud of my husband. I call him Alex, but his government name is Alexander. You see? Too formal. 

What am I getting ready to do? Take my daughter to school, her name is Natalie, but we call her Nat. Get the theme? What makes me anxious is that this is her second year of school and I didn’t anticipate having any school issues, but here we are. I also am responsible for and have to get my youngest ready too. My son is named Jonathan, but we call him Jon. 

You see I was raised by a single mom, and her dream was the perfect nuclear family. Wife, husband, two kids. I did that. Did I get a trophy? Nope. 

So here I am in our kitchen, I’ve kissed my husband goodbye and now I get my kids breakfast ready. Will I eat breakfast? I should, but like most mornings I put myself last. This isn’t me complaining, I just don’t mind being last. Admittedly I am bad with staying on task and I know I lose track of time easily. So what do I do? I set alarms on my phone to remind me to stay on task. Did anyone tell me to do this? Nope. Trial and error taught me this helps me the best. 

What time is it now? 7:30am. Now this is my perfect window. I live close enough to the school so that we can roll out of bed and be on time, yet if I push it too far, traffic will make us late. The goal? Leave by 7:45 am so that we’ll be at the school by 8:00am. What grade is my daughter in? Kindergarten. 

It’s my daughter’s second year of school and we’re still dealing with school refusal. She tells us she doesn’t like school. She tells us that she doesn’t learn anything new. She tells us that she has no friends. My husband and I google search these issues and it’s rare to have this happen so early in a child’s education career. We are at a loss. 

I googled how to deal with school refusal. The only results that pop up are to be supportive. Do not make it a big deal. To keep taking her to school no matter what. She’s only five years old. I doubt that I’d do a better job of teaching her at home. I also try to stay optimistic and hope it’s a phase so that maybe in the future I can rejoin the workforce again. 

SUCCESS! We’ve eaten breakfast, we’re in the car, and we’re on our way. “Hey! Stay awake”, I tell my kids in the backseat as they attempt to sneak a nap on the way to the drop off line. This is my generally boring morning with mundane procedures. So why was I so anxious? Today is my daughter’s first IEP meeting, or an Individual Education Plan meeting with our local public school. 
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We pull into the drop off line, and this is when the cat and mouse game of school politics starts. My daughter is 5 years old and the school expects her to be able to unbuckle her seat, get her heavy backpack with a binder, and step out the door all by herself. Now granted, there are adults paid to assist, but do they really? I’ll tell you the truth. They don’t. It’s usually parents of older students that have become paraprofessionals to work with the school and they literally just wave and smile. The fact that parents, like myself,  expect them to help a student walk to the door is beyond their comprehension. Instead most parents like me stop. Put on the parking brake. We get our kids out, and then hope that these paid adults help our children get to class on time. I get Nat out of the car, give her a kiss, and say, “Have a good day”.

It’s 8:00 am. I have nothing to do. I’m a stay at home mom. This isn’t exactly by choice. I used to be a call center employee for a local insurance company, but once my husband got a raise at his job, my small salary didn’t cover the daycare fees. It became more realistic and cost effective for me to stay home with my two kids. 

So what do I choose to do? I sit in the parking lot. I read my book. The IEP meeting is at 9:00am. I didn’t get to choose the time because I’m at the will of the school administration. My son Jon is thankfully taking a nap, so I use my phone to google into the abyss going to IEP facebook groups, searching for IEP support websites, and searching my state Department of Education website for any tips, tricks, or helpful information so I can better advocate for my daughter’s education. 

It’s 8:30 am, but my husband calls. I’m thankful he checks in. I hear his voice and my anxiety backs off for a small moment. He asks, “Hey, How is it going? Sorry I couldn’t be there”. I tell him, “It’s ok, I know you tried. It hasn’t started yet, but I’ll call you after.” The interesting part of the school meetings for me is how much they are stacked against the parents. 

I am a stay at home mom, yet I don’t live near my own mom. She’s a boomer grandparent living it up in Florida. Who can blame her? My dad is all the way in New York and couldn’t help me even if he wanted to. My in-laws? One works full time and the other has to go to her own school meetings for my husband’s younger siblings. Who in reality thinks that the systems are in place to help working parents let alone stay at home parents? I don’t know. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
——

THE IMPERFECT
ADVOCATE

BY: D.W.






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





