The Girl with 3‘5]- xia

Written & Illustrated by Mahal Burr



This is dedicated to my mom who
helped me love myself and my
dyslexia and to my beautiful,
talented, dyslexic goddaughter, Rae,
who inspired me to write the book
and teach others what it really
means to be dyslexic.



Once there was a girl named Mahal,
and she loved being different.

She pl-aged soccer
with the bog‘s at | \

recess (ahtl beat ‘W She wore
| i
them). 0 ' [

g\ mismatehed socks



She hated showers....

And she loved mud!




She loved being different... most of
the time.

She didn’t like being the student who
read slower and never seemed to spell
words correctly. When she read out
loud in class, the other students
would laugh at her.



Once a student told Mahal
she was dumb because she
couldn’t even read. Mahal
yelled back, “No I'm not!”
but inside, Mahal

wondered, “Am [ dumb?”



Mahal’s mother and teacher realized
what was going on and decided to take
her to see a woman named Dr. Beebee.




Dr. Beebee told Mahal she was going

to give her a test. It was a
LOOOONNNNGGGG test!




Later, Mahal, her mother, and Dr.
Beebee all met in a big office.

Dr. Beebee said from behind her
big desk, “I have the results.” /_
Mahal held her breath and @
wondered, “Did I pass?” \o

.

Dr. Beebee told Mahal she had
something called dyslexia and that it was
a learning disability which made reading
and writing difficult for her.
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When Mahal and her mother left the
office, Mahal got in the car silently and
leaned her head against the window.
Her mother looked back at her daughter
with concern. “Hey kiddo, you okay?”

Mahal took a deep breath and asked,
“Does this mean I'm dumb?”



Mahal’s mother shook her head. “No,
sweetie, it means you're different.”

Mahal started to cry. “I don’t want to
be different.”




Mahal’s mother got out of the car and
came to the back to hold her daughter.

Then she said, “Yes, you do, and I'll
prove it to you.”




Mahal’s mother took her to the library,
and they got a computer and typed in
“Famous people with dyslexia.” Her
mom smiled. “I want to show you
what people with dyslexia have
done.”
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Mahal looked at the screen and couldn’t
believe her eyes. Great scientists like
Albert Einstein and Thomas Edison. Stars
like Will Smith, Kiera Knightley, and
Whoopi Goldberg. Some of the most
famous artists like Leonardo da Vinci and
Pablo Picasso. Incredible athletes like
Magic Johnson and Muhammad Ali.
There were writers, millionaires,
politicians, and doctors. And even our
first president George Washington!



“But how!” Mahal said. “These people
aren’t dumb at all?!”

PR
“Because dyslexia is a gift.” Her mother
explained, “It means that your brain is
different, not worse, not better but
different.”

Mahal was confused. “But how is it
different?”



Mahal’s mother
took her home
and they went
into her mother’s
neat and

tidy room.

“This room is like my brain,” she told her
daughter. “I have everything organized into
my drawers. Everything is neat and put
away. When I need to find something, I
know exactly where to look.”
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Then they went into Mahal’s room. “And

this is like your brain.” Mahal looked
around and said, “Messy?” Her mother
smiled. “In a way. It's not organized like
mine so you can’t find things as quickly. For

instance, let’s say we want to go on a walk.
Where’s your pink hat?”



Mahal looked around. She didn’t see the
hat, but she did see some sunscreen. She
picked it up. “I found my sunscreen!” she
said. Her mom smiled. “Exactly! You
have trouble finding specific things, but
you are always finding other things that
solve the problem.” Mahal smiled.
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“But sweetie, where is your pink hat?”
Mahal looked around. She didn’t see it
anywhere. The only pink thing in the room
was a pair of soccer shorts.



Mahal picked up the pink shorts and
put them on her head.

"Anything can be a hat if you wear it on
your head?” They laughed. “That’s exactly
it. Yes, your brain is less organized, but
that means you are great at creating and
seeing the possibilities.”



Mahal was
starting to get
it. “So that’s ;
how Thomas )
Edison was
able to come
up with the
light bulb?”

Her mother smiled.
“Yep, and why there
are so many famous
dyslexic artists and

LA A V QAN . athletes and
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I\ ' artand plays and
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thought of before.”



Mahal scratched her head. “So dyslexia is
like both a gift and a disability. A gift in
that I can make and think of things no one
else has and a disability in that I can’t do

the school stuff as well.”
e Her mother

nodded. “A lot of
dyslexic people
think that having
to struggle harder
is actually a gift in
the long run. It
means that you are
going to have
experience
learning to fight
for what you want.
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Will Smith said that if it hadn’t been for
dyslexia, he would never have become a
successful actor.”




Mahal smiled. “Mama, I'm proud to
be dyslexic!” Mahal’s mom smiled,
“I’'m proud that you are, too.”




That night, Mahal read her mother a
night-time story. When Mahal finished,
her mother tucked her into bed. She
kissed her daughter on the forehead and
as she was leaving, she almost tripped
over a pile of clothes. “Mahal, you have
got to clean this room!”




Mahal smiled and said, “Mama,

you're just gonna have to accept
my brain is different than yours!”




THE END.




This story is based on my journey to loving myself
and my dyslexia. Below are some pictures of me
growing up, my mom, and my goddaughter who
has recently found out she’s dyslexic.




