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Throughout my life, I have become accustomed to the physical challenges that the hemispherectomy surgery created for me when I was three years old. I have had to constantly learn how to do things with one hand, it is a part of how I live my life so I am used to it. Though, others still find it fascinating that I have taught myself to learn to do things that others are used to doing with two hands. However, the physical challenges have not worried me as much as the cognitive challenges have. When I started school, math worried me more than any physical challenge would. Math has always been a subject that I have had trouble grasping the ideas taught by the teacher. I adapted to this challenge by making my own mistakes and learning from them. 


Until middle school, math hardly created any problems for me. It all started in eighth grade, when I enrolled in algebra class. Algebra is a subject that I couldn’t just assume I knew how to do things, like I sometimes did in my other classes. No, I had to work extra hard to understand the material. I discovered this when I first started the class. I would go to the class, the teacher would teach a new concept that we would need, and then I would receive homework for that night, to practice what I had learned in class. Each evening I would do my homework using the new material that we learned in class, figuring I’d use the same concept as how it was taught in class that day. It wasn’t until I started taking quizzes and tests that I realized I wasn’t quite grasping the concepts that were being taught. Then a progress report went home, and mom stepped in. It wasn’t the homework assignments that I was getting C’s and D’s on, it was my tests and quizzes. So to help me get my grade up, my mom from then on had asked to see my algebra homework every evening. She started correcting all the problems that I was getting wrong, made sure I knew what I was doing wrong, and noticed a pattern. A pattern in which I wasn’t getting what was being taught in class. In each problem we went over, she would explain how to get to the answer a different way, and then a light bulb just “clicked” in my head, and I could do the problems correctly. 


After a whole year of working hard, and studying the material so I knew it, I pulled a B at the end of the year in the class. The lesson that I learned from this experience was that not all teachers teach the same way. When my teacher taught something one way and I wouldn’t get it,  my mom would then become a different teacher, and she taught the same material but taught it in a different context and in a way that I understood.  This is something that I still have to look out for in my classes, because I want to do well in them, and do that I want to understand completely all the material that is being taught. 


