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Finding the Truth: Why My Three Children Have a Disability
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By,

Margaret Brown

Disclaimer: I am not a medical doctor, so do your own research and seek advice from a specialist. I have been able to increase my health by reading the Water Cure from Dr. F. Batmanghelidij or Dr. Batman, and I am sharing what I discovered for myself and my family.
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Introduction
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The events in this book are true.  My children’s names were changed to protect their identity.  Why?  There’s still a great deal of ignorance when it comes to understanding individuals having a disability.  Sometimes, a disability is obvious.  Other times, it’s not.  As for my three children, each had a different disability.  They never received social security, since their disability is not severe.  However, it is detrimental in preventing them from acquiring a quality education which would lead to a career.

My oldest, Lauren, was diagnosed with central auditory processing disorder and later with bipolar disorder.  My middle child, Andrew, was diagnosed with pervasive developmental disorder and mild cerebral palsy.  My youngest, Katie, was diagnosed with juvenile glaucoma and photophobia.

As their mother, I wanted what was best for them.  As such, I had to become their advocate when seeking a 504 Plan and later an IEP for special education.  Acquiring these necessary accommodations, as well as remaining consistent in updating their medical letters, they were able to persevere.  They certainly were not born with a silver spoon in hand.  My three children, despite the obstacle of having a documented disability, would prevail.  Eventually, each would graduate with honors from a university. 

I knew I had to do whatever it took to help each of my three children to succeed and that meant to deal with numerous threats to my livelihood, as well as my husband’s.  I had been threatened and intimidated at my workplace. My husband, Ron, did not receive a taste of it, until his retirement year in the Navy.  Apparently, one of the teachers I had to deal with concerning Andrew’s 504 Plan, who felt she was above the law, was married to one of Ron’s supervisors.  This supervisor was always heckling Ron when no one else was around.  Ron kept his cool, managing to retire with full benefits.

For myself, I knew the only way to get the jackals off my ass was to acquire extraordinary accomplishments for myself and some of my students. A total of thirty of my students have received national publication in certain magazines.  More than forty students were recognized with a National Presidential Volunteer Service Award.  A group of students performed before as a choir singing a military song I wrote during the Persian Gulf War and became the opening act for the Charlie Daniels Band at the Mother Homecoming (a welcome back for the last Navy ships returning from the Gulf).  I was the Grand Prize Winner in Nickelodeon’s Bright Orange Teacher Contest.  I was Cox Cable’s Educator of the Year.  I received a National Daily Point of Light Award from the Points of Light Foundation, A National Presidential Call to Service Award, as well as writing the military song, “Fearless Heroes.” In addition, I was recognized with a VFW District-Level Teacher Award, numerous Teacher Bell Awards from my school district, and other accolades.  In addition, I am a science-fiction children’s author for the series, “Alien Bleepers,” published by arobookpublishing.com. 

Many had noted my accomplishments assuming it was my way of trying to move up the career ladder.  They never knew there was no way for me to ever move up that career ladder, because I had a number of enemies in the district’s office.  The only reason I survived as a classroom teacher was to sail as high as possible letting these jackals believe I knew someone and that’s why I was successful.  My success in acquiring these awards was based solely on my own efforts and perseverance and I did it for my children!
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Brainwashed!
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The most important thing we have is our health.  After all, to live right we must eat right, which means to follow the recommended daily consumption of the main food groups.  Right!  No...wrong!  My family and I were brainwashed!

The United States Department of Agriculture emphasizes our dietary consumption to come from five main areas, four being the main food groups, while the fifth recognized as the fat group.  The recommended daily allowance of food consumption for a child in the age bracket of 6 to 11 is the following:  6 oz. of whole-grain cereals, 2 ½ cups of vegetables, 1 ½ cups of fruits, 3 cups of milk or calcium-rich foods, 5 oz. of lean or low fat meat and a sampling of oil (not a food group) coming from fish, nuts, liquid oils, such as corn oil, soybean oil and canola oil.

Now, if a family follows those guidelines, one would think they’re doing the right thing.  A lot is happening to change this food menu along with understanding the importance of drinking water (not liquids) and it’s all for the better!  Unfortunately, as the mother of three children, I thought I was doing what was best for each of them, especially with attending nutritional counseling as a WIC (Women, Infants, and Children) participant.  I used those free coupons making sure I bought the most nutritional food by reading the front label of every product I purchased.  When each one of my children was targeted as being mentally-challenged or as a slow-learner, I never dreamed it had anything to do with being malnourished.  I assumed it had something to do with hereditary factors or dumb luck.  I spent twenty years obtaining a correct diagnosis for each of my children, along with being their advocate regarding 504 Plans and IEPs (Individual Educational Plans).  I am considered an expert when it comes to educational issues regarding appropriate classroom accommodations. 

Years ago, I offered free advice from a webpage.  I began to receive numerous inquiries from parents needing help.  In fact, I gained an audience of more than 5000 in less than a six-month period, before I decided I couldn’t handle this many inquiries.  It was too overwhelming, especially since I was still raising my children and working full time as a public-school teacher.
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Enlightenment!
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My enlightenment began in January 2007 when I became angry over the taking of pills, pills, and more pills by my husband and two of my children.  Lauren had been diagnosed with bipolar disorder, while in college.  Later, I discovered she didn't have this disorder.  But, getting weaned off the medication was a nightmare. Her life was in ruins, since she complained about aches and pains showing signs of having chronic fatigue syndrome.  What a mess!  Was there a pill for that, too?

Katie’s problems began several years ago and didn't get out-of-control until the summer of 2006.  While in high school, Katie had occasional small patches of red freckles around the crease of her elbow and the back of her legs.  Her doctor didn't know what it was and told her not to worry about it, since she didn't show any other signs of having an illness.  Eventually, her problem surfaced when she went to Chennai, India during the summer of 2016 to serve as a youth missionary.  It began with a rash and the vomiting of her food.  When she returned to the United States, the rash had disappeared but the vomiting continued.  Katie vomited every morning, as if she were pregnant.  She thought it was her nerves, since she had worked in an AIDS clinic for children while in India.  Apparently, a young child had been sitting on her lap, when her head hit Katie’s chin.  Katie’s mouth began bleeding and she was rushed outside.  She believed she had caught the AIDS virus.  I had paid a hefty sum to take Katie to a private clinic for a test to determine if she had acquired AIDS.  When Katie was cleared of not having this virus, I thought her life would return to normal.  Well, it did not.  She grew paler each day and continued to vomit.  Her medical care provider believed she might have irritable bowel syndrome and sent her to see a specialist.  Katie went through a series of tests at a hospital and was diagnosed with having irritable bowel syndrome.  She was given a prescription for pills believing she would always need them, despite any change in diet.  There was no mention about an allergic reaction to certain food or the possibility of being cured.
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Pills, Pills, and More Pills
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Now, I had two children taking pills for something along with my husband, Ron, who retired from the Navy in 2005.  Two days before his retirement party, he suffered a heart attack.  Previously, Ron was gathering medical records for the Veteran’s Administration to determine what percentage of disability he qualified for.  Ron suffered from sleep apnea, Type 2 diabetes, asthma, arthritis, high blood pressure and acid reflux disease.  Now, with having a heart attack, he was declared 100 percent disabled for the next several months.  Eventually, he was declared 90 percent disabled.  He had so many pills to take each day that he had to hang a shelf above his dresser to house them all.  I just couldn't accept it!  Every pill he took had a side effect.  His dream of working as a chef when he retired would never happen, unless something was done.  Ron was given a recommended diet to follow, which he did.  Yet, it wasn't the right one.

Whenever I watched my husband take his pills, it made me sick!  It reminded me of my own father, a World War II disabled veteran, taking his.  He would receive a package of medicine every month delivered by the postman to our door.  My father was always constipated sitting on the toilet for an hour at a time, while the rest of us walked down the street to the nearby gas station to use the toilet there or sit on a chamber pot.  If Father wasn't sitting on the toilet or lying in bed, he talked and talked and talked.  It was the medicine, but for years I didn't know that.

If only my father had known the importance of good nutrition, drinking plenty of water, enough exercise and sunshine, would this knowledge have given my father a second chance at life?  Would it have prevented my mother from developing severe osteoporosis?  Would this knowledge have kept my children from having to live with a disability, as well as their father from swallowing so many pills to stay alive?

My childhood had been rough, but not intentionally cruel.  At an early age, life had taught me the importance of having an education, because that was the way out. I received a bachelor’s degree in elementary education from the University of South Florida.  Later, I earned a master’s degree in reading from Old Dominion University.  While writing this memoir, I was employed as a Title I Literacy Specialist.  The names used in this memoir, as well as my own, are fictitious, but the events are true.
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Understanding the Past (Part One)

[image: ]




I grew up in a rural town in Florida in the 1960s.  My mother was rather eccentric, while my father usually stayed in his bedroom.  Father was an army officer during World War II.  He was known as a ’90 Day Wonder,’ or as the label implied he became an officer through three months of specialized training.  The horrors Father witnessed from the war prevented him from sleeping at night.  On one of Father’s missions, his platoon was completely wiped out, except for him and another soldier.  He was in the hospital for eight months for physical injuries and then reassigned.  During his new assignment, he experienced a nervous breakdown and was honorably discharged from the Army as having a nervous-condition,’ on December 8, 1945.

When Father passed away on July 7, 2007, I went through his personal belongings and discovered a newspaper clipping from the Tampa Morning Tribune, dated February 6, 1946, entitled, “Veteran’s Guide:  Ex-Officers Say They Get Brush Off.”  This short article written by Major Thomas M. Neal states that any officer having a psycho-neurotic condition could have their case postponed for up to fifteen years as indicated by the Disabled American Veterans.  The common belief for mental conditions was a permanent recovery within a few months.  As for Father, he didn't receive reasonable compensation until November 10, 1971, whereupon it was determined by the Veteran’s Administration he was 100 percent unemployable.

Father met Mother during the war when he was stationed near Montreal, Canada, completing his additional training at Camp X.  He was instantly smitten when he saw her, while she was eager to find someone to marry.  The only eligible bachelors were either too young or too old.  It was a short courtship.
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Understanding the Past (Part Two)
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After the war, my father returned to Plant City, Florida taking my mother with him.  Perhaps, it was the shock of being in a place where the heat could fry an egg that caused Mother to experience mood swings.  She was used to a cooler climate and missed her relatives tremendously.  Mother had left behind two sisters, two brothers, a stepmother and her father.  She knew no one and had difficulty understanding the culture.  Since Mother had an olive complexion with dark hair and brown eyes, everyone assumed she was either Mexican or Cuban descent.  Actually, she had ancestors from Spain.  However, her true heritage didn't matter, since her appearance and mannerisms were different.  Fortunately, she made friends with other women, who were war brides like her, attending classes to obtain their citizenship papers.

Father started a sugar cane business and Mother helped out until she became pregnant with my brother, Marvin.  Eventually, Father sold his business to start a construction company. His business began at the same time as the famous Jim Walters.  In fact, he knew Jim Walters and had dreams of his business becoming equally successful.  However, that was never meant to be.  The first time I knew Father had a problem was when he would scream at night.  For years he had trouble with insomnia, which he kept to himself.  Father’s medical condition caused him to go bankrupt and we nearly lost our home.  My store-bought clothes quickly changed to hand-me-downs.  Warren, my younger brother and I, became children living almost on the street.  On most days, Mother and Father would argue about the bills.  Mother wanted to believe that Father was just lazy and needed a swift kick on his behind.  Our escape meant exploring down countless dirt roads, as well as the woods near our home.  We would rise early in the morning and not return until lunch time.  Once when we ate, we could go out again and return when the sun went down.
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Understanding the Past (Part Three)
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Eventually, we were placed on Welfare.  It was Mother who had to pick up the boxes of subsidized cans and boxed food at the delivery site.  On those days she was ‘as mad as a hornet!’  She felt degraded and became more upset with Father.  She believed he should be the one to pick up those boxes and not spend the day lying in bed.

Eating this subsidized food wasn't easy.  There wasn't anything fresh in those boxes.  We learned to live off of salted cheese, lumpy powdered milk, canned vegetables and meat.  We knew we should be glad for what we had, since it was better than going hungry.  Eventually, Father received money from the government as being somewhat disabled.  Mother learned to become a thrifty shopper, while Father stayed in his bedroom taking his daily medications.  I can still remember the smell of peppermint and waiting to use the one toilet in our home.  Father was constantly constipated from his medications and lack of nutritional food.  He was nothing more than a lab rat taking medications which had profound side effects. Some of these side effects were the inability to know when to stop talking; since he talked too much, or spent too much time in bed, sleeping.

The best thing that happened to Father was being assigned to a nutritionist, one who knew something about proper nutrition and exercise.  She helped him to get weaned off of most of the drugs he was taking.  Instead, he learned to keep a schedule of what and when he should eat, when he should exercise and to get in some daily sunlight.  Father was in his sixties when he made these needed changes.  He felt he had been robbed of what he could have accomplished in his life by not getting the proper nutrition and taking unnecessary drugs.

As hard as this is to swallow, the Veterans Administration knew about the conditions of poverty Father and his immediate family was forced to live in, back in the early 1960’s.  How do I know?  Well, I managed to obtain Father’s old claim records.  These documents revealed just how bad things were for my brothers, my mother, my father, and me!  Instead of the Veterans Administration coming to our aid, Father began receiving prescription drugs.  In order to survive, we had to depend on relatives and our neighbors for food and money, until other help came.
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Understanding the Past (Part Four)
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Father was sworn to secrecy in what took place overseas and the only person he told was his sister, Deedee, who lived in another country.  So, Mother never knew the truth about the events Father witnessed during the war.  He never really spoke about it and when he mentioned anything about the war, it was always the same story.  Father had us believe he wasn’t anywhere near the battlefield.  I found out the truth from my cousin Joan, Aunt Deedee’s daughter, after Father’s death.

For a very long time, I believed Mother had bipolar disorder, due to her various mood swings.  Yet, it wasn't bipolar.  Mother was dealing with a lot of stress issues and needed a better diet, fresh air and the time to exercise.  I noticed when she had a salad, followed by a brisk walk, she was more cheerful.  Unfortunately, I didn't see this connection, until years later.  Regardless of whatever mood swings my mother experienced, she never heard voices.  The only member in my family to ever have that experience was my oldest child, Lauren. 
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NOT Bipolar Disorder:  Lauren’s Early Years (Part One)
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After Lauren took her first breath, she cried and cried and cried.  The nurses kept bringing her back to me, believing she was hungry.  Later, she was nicknamed the ‘rocking chair baby.’  A volunteer working in the nursery rocked Lauren for more than an hour trying to get her to take a nap like the rest of the infants.

Five days later, I took Lauren home to my parents’ house.  My husband, Ron, was attending Army boot camp for the National Guard.  It was the only way he could receive money for college.  He had plans of graduating in the field of geology.  If I didn't have my parents at that time, I don't know what I would have done.  I required personal care for my health (since I had died during childbirth; requiring an emergency C-section) and Lauren needed constant attention.  She was always crying like she did in the hospital requiring the need to be rocked.

After I gained back most of my strength, I took her to a pediatrician. He informed me that Lauren had severe colic and since he didn't believe in medicating an infant, I would have to deal with it.  The only peace Lauren received from her colic was being rocked while listening to peaceful music.  Eventually, I had to return to my teaching position, while my mother and father agreed to watch Lauren.  I was eternally grateful.
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NOT Bipolar Disorder:  Lauren’s Early Years (Part Two)
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Mother took Lauren for a daily ride in her carriage.  The golden sunshine and fresh air did wonders for both of them.  After Ron returned from boot camp, we managed to obtain a small apartment close to my work place.  I remembered the day Ron returned was the day Lauren stopped crying in the evenings.  As Ron held his daughter for the first time, there was an instant connection.  Lauren’s big, blue eyes stared up into a pair of green ones.  From that moment on, she would always feel close to him.

While maintaining his commitment to one weekend duty per month, Ron managed to find two part-time jobs as a security guard while enrolled as a part-time student in college.  Since Mother missed Lauren, she was able to rent the apartment next door to us.  She stayed in the apartment until the lease expired and then moved back home.  Mother didn't want to deal with a toddler and I didn't push the matter.  Money became a real issue when we had to pay for childcare.  That’s when we knew what it felt like to live from paycheck to paycheck scratching out a mere existence.
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NOT Bipolar Disorder:  Lauren’s Early Years (Part Three)
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About a month after Ron had returned home, Lauren’s crying erupted again.  I didn't believe it was colic, but thought it had to do with teething.

Lauren began speaking in phrases at the age of eight months.  She would use a high pitch voice saying phrases such as, ‘come back here,’ and ‘momma I love dada.’  Two months later, she no longer spoke, while her bouts of crying increased.

I made arrangements for her to see an ear specialist.  This particular doctor didn't believe there was anything wrong with Lauren just because she was no longer talking.  He stated that when a child is learning to walk they stop talking.

Less than a week later, Lauren developed a high fever of 105 degrees and had a bad case of diarrhea.  Ron and I rushed her to the nearby hospital.  A nurse had us bath her to get the fever down along with giving her some Tylenol.  Lauren had a severe ear infection and an appointment was arranged to take her to an ear specialist.

Apparently, Lauren had this infection for quite some time.  Most medical doctors wouldn't have noticed it, since a baby’s auditory canal is quite small.  The fluid behind her eardrums had to be drained.  Quickly, I learned the three types of fluid causing ear infections.  Lauren’s was the hardest to detect, since it was way back in the ear.
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NOT Bipolar Disorder:  Lauren’s Early Years (Part Four)
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I will never forget the day Lauren was sitting on a hospital bed heading for surgery.  I wanted to go with her!  But, I was told I had to sit in the waiting room. Lauren had been given a happy pill to relax her and later would put her to sleep.  Her surgical implants would remain in her ears, until the doctor decided to remove them. As long as she wore them, Lauren only had 40 percent hearing.  Her hearing was compared to what someone might hear from being underwater.

Regardless of her lack of hearing, I still read to her.  Lauren loved looking at the pictures and would make a game by pointing to all of the images in an illustration having me guess what she left out.

Sometimes, we would put puzzles together and go to the park.  One of Lauren’s favorite pastimes was the swing.  It was at the swings where I would have to listen to other parents brag about their children’s extensive vocabulary.  These individuals would try and converse with Lauren, just to find out how well she spoke compared to their own child.

It didn't take long for them to discover there was something wrong with Lauren and then found an excuse to leave.  Some of these mothers were bold enough to ask if Lauren was mentally-challenged. Sometimes, I told them the truth, while other times I let them believe whatever they wanted to, since I'd probably never see them again.
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NOT Bipolar Disorder:  Lauren’s Early Years (Part Five)
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Lauren’s doctor decided to remove her tubes when she was two and a half years old.  It would take another six months before the small holes in her eardrums would heal.  Since Lauren wasn't talking, she learned to point to things she wanted or needed to do.  Lauren would pat her behind to tell me when she needed to go to the bathroom.

Since I didn't know enough about preschools or daycares, I thought she would be better off in a school run by someone who was a former elementary teacher.  The school appeared to offer a nurturing environment and seemed well organized.  Parents would drop their children off in the waiting area and at the end of the day children were packed and ready to go home.  Parents didn't have to wait.

One day when I picked Lauren up, she was lying in a fetal position moaning.  Her hair had been arranged differently than the way I had left it.  I became concerned and questioned her teacher, whom I went searching for on my own.  Lauren’s teacher admitted to spanking her twice on her behind for not taking a nap.  Since the center didn't allow spanking, I made an issue about it in front of the director and a few nosey parents.

I didn't know the true extent of the discipline Lauren had received from her teacher, until I entered a restroom at the local mall.  I had taken Lauren to Sears to purchase some needed clothing.  Lauren wouldn't enter the restroom.  She began to scream when she saw the sink.  Big, huge tears fell from her eyes and I became speechless.  I picked up a pair of jeans for her hoping they would fit and left the store.  At home, Lauren wouldn't enter the restroom.  I had a very serious problem on my hands.  I called my mother and Lauren would stay with her, until other childcare arrangements could be made.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


NOT Bipolar Disorder:  Lauren’s Early Years (Part Six)
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Upon witnessing Lauren’s distress with the restroom, Mother guessed the reason behind it.  She believed that Lauren’s teacher had dunked her head in a sink full of water.  Naturally, that form of punishment wouldn't leave any marks and since Lauren wasn't able to speak, we would never know the truth. (As soon as Lauren was old enough, I enrolled her in swimming lessons.  It was important for her to never be afraid of water.)
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