
A Fractured Fairytale 

Twas a remarkable day. Surrounded by her family and closest friends she holds on to her beautiful baby 

boy. He is smallish.  The diapers barely fit, they require tape to keep from falling off.  His face is shriveled 

like an old man. He has no body fat. He lays there motionless, his eyes searching the room. Assured the 

baby is fine, mother and son are sent home with nothing but sunny days ahead.  Forced smiles from 

nurses, hid the aftershocks felt days before when the baby was ripped from his mothers’ womb hoping 

to escape the grim reaper as they were wheeled to the car to begin their new life.  On the ride home, 

the baby’s soft cooing can be heard and this warmed his mother’s worried heart. She just wanted to get 

home and rest.  

*** 

They arrived early that cold January morning.  Coffee smells lingered in the lobby as they waited for the 

receptionist to sign them in.  They were there to determine to what degree the boy was affected.  The 

boy had barely eaten breakfast, so he was sobbing. He didn’t want to be here anymore than his parents.  

The white coats walked in, 6 of them. They asked open questions about the boy’s strengths and 

weaknesses. The parents answered honestly. The boy was able to stand up on his own, but would fall 

over within seconds.  He was able to grasp spoons, but unable to effectively maneuver to feed himself.  

Speech was impossible unless you were around him constantly.  It seemed as if his entire body was 

working against him.   Issues were present in both his upper and lower extremities.  They placed the boy 

on the sterile papered table.  They poked, pushed, prodded, and stretched his frail limbs back and forth. 

Parents watched, holding back emotion.  They didn’t want to scare the boy.  He was so easily startled. 

His well-worn jeans slid across the cold floor as he crawled between the rainbow colored blocks and his 

mother. He was content to build and rebuild his tower. 

Soon it was dinner time.  The parents headed to the hospital cafeteria to get a light snack.  This would 

hopefully be done soon.  When they came back to the room, they were met by the 6 men.  A packet was 

handed to them.  The packet read “Cerebral Palsy & Your Child & Your Rights”.  The mother felt dizzy.  

Her head was swimming.  To comfort the parents, the doctors explained “the boy had suffered a birth 

injury which most likely resulted in the Cerebral Palsy and he would also most likely have significant 

cognitive delay.”  So many big words.  “He would need constant care for the rest of his life. Walking 

independently and verbalization may not be achieved.  There are groups willing to offer assistance, 

financial and therapeutic. The paperwork with their corresponding numbers are included in the 

informational packet.”   What took 11.5 hours to diagnose, was dropped in their lap in 20 minutes. 

*** 

Unbearable heat seemed to be the order for that August day.  As the boy grasped his metal rear facing 

walker, he put one foot in front of the other and walked toward his future.  He was still small. But he 

was able to motor along using his walker, no longer scuffing his jeaned knees. He was happy to see new 

faces. His smile shown bright as he entered the brightly colored room full of bean bag chairs and tables 

with bumpers along the edges. “If he becomes comfortable enough, he was welcome to travel between 

the furniture safely”, said his teacher. “He is awfully shy, isn’t he?” she asked.  “Please take care of my 

baby, he’s only 3.  He doesn’t quite understand what is happening yet, and I worry he will be afraid. We 

can’t always tell if is happy or not since he cannot speak yet”, said the mother.  She knew she was afraid.   
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Trusting this was for the best, she grabbed her tissue and closed the door behind her before the boy 

noticed she was gone.  He was captivated by the huge red cardboard blocks that kept tumbling down 

each time he tipped them over. 

*** 

History was being re-written this bright June day. Brushing his teeth, his mother used the washcloth to 

clean his mouth. She looked at him admiring his strength.  He was not a tall man. He would be 

considered short.  He was thin.  He was not muscular.  But he had big beautiful eyes and a wide smile 

that lit the world before him.  He was strong of heart and of character.  He was kind beyond measure.  

This is what the world sees.  Not his slow pace, or his crayons.  As he continued to get ready for the 

proudest moment of his life, he looked to his mom and asked if he was allowed to wave if he saw them.   

“Of course!” replied his mom through wet eyes. 

As she sat in the audience, waiting for his name to be called, she shuffled through the 2016 Graduating 

Class Roster.  She remembered that 18 year old packet full of dire what-ifs. She remembered visiting 

Target each weeknight to practice walking with his walker.  She remembered endless physical therapy, 

occupational therapy, and speech appointments at Children’s Hospital.  She remembered all those 

special shoes he wore out as he dragged his feet across the street.  She also remembered the day he 

decided to try forearm crutches.  Then, the day he came to her and said he no longer wanted to use 

them.  He wanted to be like his little brother, and walk by himself.  She remembered buying his 

letterman’s jacket, sewing on his academic letter.  She remembered opening up his own checking 

account. She wasn’t sad but overwhelmed with pride.  The tears would come.  She promised him she 

wouldn’t.  But he isn’t here next to her.  He’s up there, walking across the stage unassisted, smiling and 

waving at her. So she cried.  She cried a lot.   


