Why do children with special needs still haven’t got equal chances as other children to perform to the best of their abilities in the regular educational system? To what extent the personal capabilities of their parents are vital for the development of their potentials in the setting they live with children without development problems? 

There are thousand of questions passing through the mind of parents with a child with special needs faced with the fact that their child will be integrated in the kindergarten, grammar and high school together with children with special needs.

LIFE WITH CP/Daniela’s story
My birth was very hard and strenuous, my mother experienced long hours of labours pain and struggle, the medical staff had to tackle with a complicated and risky delivery, and I came through with lifelong consequences – cerebral paralysis. 
When I was two year old my parents found out that this was the cause of my problems with motor abilities. Then the consequences became evident in the way I spoke and walk. Only my mind was left unimpaired. Aware of my metal capabilities, my mother (who was a teacher) insisted on my integration within the community of children without special needs. I was enrolled in a regular kindergarten. Of course this was preceded by numerous conversations with the kindergarten head master, psychologist and educators. Thanks to the skills and abilities of my mother I had the possibility to join the regular kindergarten group. This complicated process was not required for my younger brother who was a healthy child.

As far as I remember I liked very much going to the kindergarten and I felt at ease in that setting. I participated in parties and performances sang and recited. My parents maintained a very tight contact with my educators and I never felt that my disabilities bothered the other children. My playmates always knew to give me an adequate role in our plays; consequently I participated to all the activities on an equal level.

As school time approached once again my parents had to put additional efforts to persuade the responsible people that I should attend a regular school. And again I was lucky that my mother was a teacher. She was familiar with the terms, procedures and the ways to tackle the issues of children who are different. Tests, diagnosis, opinions, check ups, questions (“Is she seeing a speech therapist? Will she be able to handle things on her own? Other children will be...May be the other parents will .....”). All this had to be handled in order to find a teacher who would accept me in her class. In the elementary school I studied, wrote, drew and exercised under the same conditions as the other children did. Of course my lower marks were directly proportionate to the degree of my motor disabilities. It depended on the good will of my teachers how would they tolerate this fact and grant me the opportunity to show my knowledge in other ways. Also, there were situations like this “Do not sing, you sing falsetto, be silent!...Walk faster, I do not have all the time of this world! Come on, come on, and go! You always have to go to these therapies – always having an eye on the watch! Go away I do not want to look at you any more!... Yes I have always given you lower marks because your mother works in the school, so the other children wouldn’t be jealous of you”. There were also teachers and professors who highly considered my efforts to persevere, who gave me the opportunity to exhibit my knowledge, showed patience and tolerance- those were good people and professionals. There had no other reasons for being considerate. There were people who felt pity for me and didn’t bother with me except when they had to. They never got to know my abilities and skills.

In high school, when I have already grown accustomed to the unequal conditions of schooling, I showed enviable knowledge and at that stage I was already capable of finding by myself ways to establish communication. I learned that actively participating to classes helped me to show my knowledge in shorter sentences. This allowed professors to have a true picture of my knowledge and they showed great understanding when I had to pass through other forms of examination. The perishing of my father weakened my stamina and will; however I completed high school education with top marks.
When I had to pass the admission tests for university and the subsequent exams once again I was faced the same circumstances. The commission for my graduation finals made only one concession to me allowing me to pass one of the final exams orally instead of in writing. 
Although I was eager to continue my advanced training given the existing conditions I desisted from that idea. I didn’t want my further schooling to depend upon my efforts to constantly give proof of  my abilities and upon the affinity  of responsible person  to consider and take into account the objective circumstances in order to allow for my further and adequate development.

Following my graduation, I made my final decision to end my education after I have carefully considered the strength of my will to pursue my struggle with the schooling conditions and the other life challenges. This story is closed now. My life goes on and I witness stories of equal living conditions for people like me. People with challenges are still striving to adjust to those not challenged and fit into their world. And, you have to admit it; it is not an easy task.
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