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Diagnosis : Human

I N  T H I S
I S S U E

School 's  out !  

Try ing to be a gent le ,  

guiding mother

Memories of  a  unique 

boy named Tom

The spectrum in each 

of  us

In this week's Compass Rose, we discuss 
the spectrum of "normal", and come to 

realize that normal is anything but. We are all 
divinely unique, and that uniqueness leads 
each of us on a different journey towards a 

truly authentic life.
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I t ’ s  m i d  a f t e r n o o n  a n d  I ’ m  
s i t t i n g  a t  m y  d e s k  l o o k i n g  
o u t  t h e  w i n d o w  a t  t h e  
d a p p l e d  s u n l i g h t  t h a t  f a l l s  
a c r o s s  t h e  s e r e n e  f a c e  o f  
t h e  w h i t e  m a r b l e  b u d d h a  
i n  m y  m e d i t a t i o n  g a r d e n .    

As I  s ip my strong green tea,  a l l  is  p e a c e f u l l y  

q u i e t  in  our  home.  I  re l ish this  absence of  

noise even more today because in 90 minutes 

we wi l l  mark the end of  another  school  year .  

My fabulous lot  of  peanuts wi l l  chaotical ly  

burst  through the front door  loaded down 

with bags and bundles of  completed work,  ar t  

projects ,  broken penci ls  and crayons,  chewed 

up erasers ,  and pockets ful l  of  t reasures that  

had taken up residence in the classroom over  

the past  months.  I  s igh as I  th ink about   

sort ing through i t  a l l  and the detente i t  wi l l  

take to get  these p r o u d  P i c a s s o ’ s  to  give up 

any of  i t .  I t ’s  a  bit tersweet  t ime .  I  marvel  at  

how al l  four  munchkins have f lour ished over  

the past  nine months,  growing in 

independence and sel f -conf idence,  and 

developing an inquis i t ive and authent ic love 

of  learning.   

I ’m al ready something of  a  pro when i t  comes 

to k ids and school ing,  having al ready 

nurtured a 39-year-old daughter  and a 26-  

year-old son through the t r ia ls  and t r ibulat ions 

of  gett ing an educat ion.  As I  look back,  I  s t i l l  

bel ieve that  a l l  c h i l d r e n  s h o u l d  c o m e  w i t h  

h a n d b o o k s  to  diminish the mistakes and 

damage we parents can inf l ict  even with their  

best  interests  at  heart .  Every interact ion 

provided a valuable insight  and an 

appreciat ion that  whi le they may have been 

the students t romping off  to  school  every 

morning with backpacks in tow and  
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I 've made more 
mistakes than I 

prefer to 
acknowledge.  

lunchboxes in hand,  I  was the greater  

student of  l i fe .  And l ike al l  s tudents ,  I 've 

made more mistakes than I  prefer  to 

acknowledge.   

reports  wi l l  be in  my hands and  I  w i l l  s e e  t h e m  

t h r o u g h  t h e  e y e s  o f  t h e i r  t e a m  o f  t e a c h e r s  and 

learn more about  the journey they are 

beginning in the world beyond  our  wal ls .   

Their  journey makes me think back on m y  

o w n  school  days.  When I  do,  I  am sharply  

r icocheted back to the midwest  United States 

in  1966,  and St .  Mary ’s  Grade School .  I t  is  the 

af ternoon of  the last  day of  fourth grade.  The 

warm outside temperatures were seeping into 

the classroom through the wal l  of  ta l l ,  opened 

windows.  My fel low classmates and I  were  f a r  

m o r e  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t h e  a r b o r e a l  p l a y g r o u n d  

c r e a t e d  b y  t h e  m a t u r e  e l m  t r e e s  j u s t  o u t s i d e  

o u r  c l a s s r o o m  w i n d o w s  and the ant ics of  the 

bushy ta i led gray squir rels  jumping and 

seemingly playing tag f rom l imb to l imb.  I  

swear  you could  hear  the al lur ing cal l  of  

summer.   

As I  c lose my eyes,  the picture comes to l i fe .  I  

smel l  the chalk dust  that  swir led in the 

f luorescent  l ight .  The large blackboards that  

covered two ful l  wal ls  of  the classrooms.  In  

f ront ,  s tanding sent inel ,  was our  teacher ’s  

large steel  desk pi led high with books,  papers ,  

and her  grade book.  The copper  loudspeaker  

cant i levered at  45 degrees in the high corner  

as i f  watching our  ant ics as we t r ied to s i t  s t i l l  

in  our  long rows of  desks.  

We had been m e t i c u l o u s l y  t ra ined to l ine the 

lef t  edge of  our  desks to the bisect ing corner  

Yet ,  I 'm  lucky .  When I  decided to have 

chi ldren again at  55,  I  got  the opportuni ty  to 

do i t  a l l  anew.  So this  t ime,  I 'm operat ing f rom 

a space of  g r e a t e r  w i s d o m  a n d  i n s i g h t  a n d  

d e e p e r  p a t i e n c e ,  wi th the knowledge that  

everything wi l l  turn out  as i t  is  meant  to .  

(Which is ,  more often than not ,  in  great  

o p p o s i t i o n  to  how  I  th ink i t  should go down!)  

This  t ime around,  I ’m embracing what  i t  

means to be a c h e e r l e a d e r  a n d  a n  a d v o c a t e  

for  these l i t t le  ones w i t h o u t  b e i n g  a  h e l i c o p t e r  

m o m m y ,  c o n s t a n t l y  h o v e r i n g  a r o u n d ,  b e h i n d ,  

a n d  o v e r  t h e m  t ry ing to ensure that  they l ive 

up to my lofty intentions and desires .  I  fu l ly  

embrace the t ruth that  th is  is  their  journey,  

their  unique path.  True i t ’s  ear ly  –  the older  

twins are only in  k indergarten and the 

younger twins are in  preschool  -  but  I ’m as 

proud of  them and their  development as I  am 

of  mysel f .  In  just  a  few days,  their  progress   
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of the l inoleum f loor  squares beneath our  feet .  

Conformity was everything.  However ,  a  

s ingle desk was segregated f rom the rest ,  i ts  

back to the radiator .  In  i t ,  sat  Tom. 

On the r ight  s ide were our  work habits  and 

social  apt i tudes. . . th ings l ike completes 

assignments ,  l is tens in class,  works and plays 

wel l  wi th others .   

As we sat  with our  cards in our  hands,  Tom 

acted up once again.  The teacher  lost  her  

temper and summoned him to her  desk.   Once 

there,  s h e  d e m a n d e d  h i s  r e p o r t  c a r d .  When he 

handed i t  over ,  she announced to us al l  that  

his  disrupt ive behavior  deserved a checkmark 

so that  his  parents could see how naughty  he 

was.  Then,  as Tom stood in f ront  of  a l l  of  us ,  

feet  shuff l ing as he stared at  h is  shoes,  the 

teacher announced that  because of  his  slow 

progress in every subject ,  he was being 

retained in the fourth grade.  

Whi le  that  exper ience scared me then,  as I  

look back on i t  now,  my heart  breaks .  I  can .  

I  s t i l l  see Tom’s skinny boyish face.  T o m  w a s  

“ that”  k i d .  He was always uncomfortable in  his  

desk,  never  able to s i t  s t i l l  for  long.  His  crew 

cut  enhanced his  awkwardness.  His  non-  

normat ive behavior  meant  that  he was 

constant ly  cal l ing at tent ion to himself .  V e r y  

l i t t l e  o f  t h a t  a t t e n t i o n  w a s  g o o d  o r  h e l p f u l  o r  

p o s i t i v e .  

That  af ternoon,  the teacher  was handing out  

the end-of-year  report  cards -  the t radi t ional  

ranking of  our  apt i tude over  the last  quarter  in  

the subjects  that  f i l led our  days f rom 8:30 AM 

to 3:00 PM.  On the lef t  s ide of  the card were 

our  t radi t ional  subjects :  reading,  math,  

geography,  etc. ,  a long with a grade for  each.   
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only imagine the humil iat ion this chi ld felt  

and the scarr ing he endured as a result  of  

this  experience.  

There’s  another  reason why Tom’s memory 

resonates so strongly with me.  You see,  I  t o o  

s t r u g g l e d  i n  s c h o o l .  My academic apt i tude 

was less than average.  Throughout  my grade 

school  years ,  I  was constant ly  compared to 

my 18-month-younger s ister  who was,  in  a  

word,  bri l l iant .  She was a  beauti ful ,  br ight ,  

talented,  and compliant  chi ld  who was  

meticulous  in  her  schoolwork.  She was also 

quiet  and never  caused an ounce of  t rouble.  

 In  my eyes,  she was the perfect  student .  I  w a s  

t h e  o p p o s i t e ,  c l o s e r  t o  T o m  t h a n  m y  s i s t e r .  

L ike so many of  you,  I  was born into an era 

that  didn’ t  recognize or  understand chi ldren 

that  were di f ferent ly-abled.  Tom’s al ienat ion 

reminds me of  my own.  There’s no blame 

here for  how any of  i t  played out .  This was 

my path .  Whi le  I  was late to understand the 

unique journey I  was on,  the gi f t  and the 

grace that  i t  g ives is  the real izat ion that  the 

journey is  indeed glor ious.  All  of  i t .  

This journey is 

INDEED glorious. 

ALL OF IT!  

My fr iends,  l i fe  is  never  black and white.  The 

end points  on a spectrum do not def ine us .  

Our  at tempts to categorize,  label  and sort  

ourselves and others  are at  best ,  crude,  and 

at  worst ,  fa lse and misleading.  The seeming 

success of  receiv ing an A in one of  l i fe ’s  many 

subjects  is  a lways counterbalanced with the 

seeming fa i lure of  receiv ing an F in  another  

area.  Complete success is  as unachievable 

as complete fai lure.  No one is  infal l ib le and 

perfect ion is  a  l ie  that  is  of ten used to t rap us 

and keep us f rom becoming who we real ly  

are.  

Instead,  we al l  dwell  on a spectrum between 

these two arbitrary and art i f ic ial  points .  I t  is  

in  these subt le shades of  inbetweenness that  

we are able to share,  that  we are able to meet ,  

and that  we are able to see that  w e  a r e  

d e f i n e d  b y  o u r  f a i l u r e s  a n d  f o i b l e s  a s  m u c h  a s  

w e  a r e  b y  o u r  s u c c e s s e s  a n d  s t r e n g t h s .  T h i s  

c o m m o n a l i t y  i s  o u r  b i r t h r i g h t  a n d  o u r  l e g a c y .  
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The informat ion on this  s i te  is  not  intended or  impl ied to be a subst i tute for  professional  medical  advice,  d iagnosis  or  t reatment .  Al l  content ,  

including text ,  graphics,  images and informat ion,  contained on or  avai lable through this  web s i te  is  for  enterta inment purposes only .   

Embracing the inbetweenness al lows us to 

become  del iciously human and gloriously 

real !  I t  a l lows us to become conscious,  aware,  

and awake.  I t  b i r ths compassion and 

equanimity .  We know that  we are forever  

expanding.  We real ize that  we are always 

evolving.  We understand that  we are al l  Tom 

and we are al l  my sister  and that  they are a 

part  of  each other  as much as we are a part  of  

both of  them.  I t  is  this  interconnectedness,  

this  empathy,  that  def ines us ,  not  a  label  or  a  

diagnosis  or  any other  arbi t rary at tempt at  

categor izat ion.   

I t is 

interconnectedness 

and empathy that 

define us, not a 

label or a diagnosis 

or any other 

arbitrary attempt at 

categorization.  

Not one of  us is  perfect .  Yet ,  that  imperfect ion 

does not  mean that  we are f lawed.  The t ruth is  

that  we are al l  beaut i ful ly  imperfect .  We are 

each a facet  in  the enormous jewel  of  

existence,  ref lect ing and refract ing the l ight  

of  l i fe .  We are divinely human!  So,  celebrate 

the divers i ty  and di f ference that  surrounds us.  

The moment we embrace this  t ruth,  l i fe  

becomes a glor ious journey -  a  journey where  

e v e r y t h i n g  b e c o m e s  c l e a r e r  t h e  f a r t h e r  w e  

t r a v e l  d o w n  t h e  r o a d  toward our  most  

courageous and authentic l ives.    

Unt i l  next  week,  



V O L  0 1  I S S U E  1 4 0 6

MEET JAN LIVE! 

ANNOUNCEMENTS & INSPIRATION  

SHARE THE COMPASS ROSE WITH FRIENDS AND FAMILY

"You are not broken. 

You are evolving. You 

are beauti ful ly 

imperfect. "
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