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A 

 

 

Signs of Trouble 
 

 

 round August 2004, we started to notice that 

Candace was not progressing as she had been earlier. 

Candace had been home for almost a year, but she was 

still not fluent in English. She did not understand 

multiple commands, and she did not have any social 

skills. Due to her lack of progress, Mrs. Debbie 

approached me about enrolling Candace in school.   

I was floored. I didn’t know what to do, so we prayed 

about the situation. In the end, even though I did not like 

the idea of Candace not being with us during the school 

day, I trusted that Mrs. Debbie would do a good job and 

perhaps our daughter could make better progress than I 

was making at home.  

The school system decided to place Candace in a first 

grade, mainstream classroom. This meant that part of her 

day would be spent in classes specifically geared to 

special education individually tailored for her, and the 

rest of the day she was in a regular classroom with the 

other children.  

Even though Candace was nine years old, we felt that 

attending first grade would give her a better 

foundational start. Within weeks, the teachers began to 

realize what I had been saying all along. Something was 

not “right” with Candace. She did not play with the other 

children. She talked in a monotone speech. She could not 
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do independent work. She always seemed to be 

“somewhere else” in her thoughts.  

After about two months, they decided to move her to 

the kindergarten class. Candace did a little better there, 

but with every step forward she took, she seemed to fall 

behind three steps. Through all this, we loved her. 

 

 

Candace’s first day of school 

 

While Candace was in school we really began to 

notice the effects of her developmental delays. One day 

she would know everything the teacher had taught her; 

the next day, she could not remember her teacher’s name. 

It was upsetting for all. We wanted to see Candace 

blossom into the wonderful little girl we knew she was 

inside. This was all frustrating for her as well.  

Her progress and then regression went on for the 

remainder of the school year. In addition, Candace was ill 

much of the time. She began losing weight, and losing 
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her motor-skill abilities. The school requested that we 

have her examined for Muscular Dystrophy. We were 

surprised at the suggestion, but decided to pursue this 

avenue. We were willing to do anything we could to help 

her. 

Thus began our journey to understand the medical 

reasons behind what was happening to Candace. I spent 

the next year on a quest to “fix” Candace. I wish with all 

of my being that I could convey what I felt in my gut. If 

you are the parent of a child, you understand. A mother 

knows her child. She knows what every twitch, every 

blink, and every quiver of her lips means. She knows 

when her child is angry or sad, and when the child is ill.  

Truthfully, I’m upset with myself for the time I 

wasted. I spent so much time letting everyone convince 

me there was nothing “wrong” with Candace. But deep 

down I knew there was something wrong. Very wrong. I 

have agonized and blamed myself for being duped.  

Please, mothers, do not allow anyone to tell you what 

you know already—what you know deep down inside. 

Go with your gut feeling. God gave you that instinct for a 

reason! I can’t emphasize enough that you must fight for 

your children. If your child does not have a voice, be their 

voice. Be their advocate.  

Please don’t misunderstand me. It isn’t a matter of 

being right, or a matter of pride. Just the contrary. I wish 

I had been wrong! I would never wish a sickness on my 

child. But by the same token, I don’t think we as mothers 

can stick our heads in the sand, either. If something is 

wrong, wishing it away does not make it go away.  

I urge you to be strong, to stand firm in your 

convictions. Don’t allow the pressure of other people’s 
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opinions to dissuade you. Keep pushing onward, keep 

seeking, and continue until you find the truth.  

No matter what that truth may hold. 
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