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When Patrick was in kindergarten we needed some sort of incentive that he was willing to work 
for. We needed a payout.  Since I didn't want an obese child, the payout couldn't be candy.   
Who am I kidding, Patrick is not candy focused, he's all about the carb.  He, for sure, would have 

worked for a fresh baguette every day but I just couldn't do that.   
 
So we brainstormed and perseverated and finally landed on the library.   
Patrick and I could go to the library every day after school if he had a happy face day. 

Oh, those happy face days!  That meant that Patrick had listened, worked hard and kept it 
together.  It also meant that he came in from recess on his own -- a true trial for Patrick --  
since he couldn't distinguish when his time was up. If he saw anyone on the playground, he 
thought it was his time to play too. 

 
At first, going to the library was a big deal.  We celebrated!  We cheered. We did the happy 
dance. And then we waltzed right in and Patrick spent a delicious amount of time  
l-i-n-g-e-r-i-n-g over the videos and DVD's, like a guy named Patrick at a bakery filled with 

croissants and baguettes and other sourdough options. 
 
He relished the moment. He perused and paused and savored so many choices. The library was 
his spot. 

 
Like all favorite memories, the library still makes him happy but it's no longer something he 
works for. His happy face days are the norm now. The library is just a pit stop on our way to the 
park...or a place to go to directly if there's research for a school project involved. 

 
And so yesterday I casually suggested that we go to the library while Caroline had basketball 
practice. Since he is still known for his slow pace of perusal, I was a bit worried we might be 
cutting it too close. But we gave it a try. 

 
Like a salmon finding its place to spawn, without thought, he honed himself straight into the 
kids' section and started the monumental task of choosing a video. It only took about 5 minutes 
and we were done. He had nothing. "So, what do you think?" I asked. "I need the computer." he 

replied. so causal...so big 
 
He gets on the computer and types in his item: Macbeth. He finds all sorts of options but zeroes 
in on a Macbeth video in the adult section...we repeat the call numbers to ourselves over and 

over as we cross through the library. We find the Shakespeare section and attempt to locate the 
video. Nothing. My mind: tick tock, tick tock. I suggest that we can put in a request for it and he 
agrees. We walk right up and talk to the librarian who happens to be a young guy -- note to self: 
when did that happen? 
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He says it should be on the shelf...he meanders over to the section with us, finds it for us   
(library newbies) and Patrick is smiling...fired up...for Macbeth??? We don't have time that night 
to watch the show. 

 
So I wake up to my husband leaving for work and telling me, "Yeah, Patrick is fully dressed and 
watching Macbeth." Weird. 
 

I come out a half hour later to check on Patrick and he's engrossed...full middle English 
+Shakespearean drama + early morning = confused momma.  I shake my head and keep my 
morning pace. 
 

He comes out for breakfast asking questions. "Who killed Macbeth?" 
My mind needs simple gimme questions like, "Where's the toast?" I do what all motley, sleepy, 
busy parents do...I tell him to Google it. 
 

He does. Fascinated he tells me that Macduff kills Macbeth -- because Macbeth had killed 
Macduff's wife and son. I start to get interested. I can't help it...this whole weirdness is also super 
cool. It starts to break through my early-morning mind fog: my kid is curious about 
Shakespeare?!? 

 
I tell him that Macduff got revenge on Macbeth.  I ask him if he knows what that means. 
He pauses and lets me continue...Macbeth gets killed because he killed other people...he had it 
coming. He understands...and he reveals others that Macbeth has killed, Duncan and one other 

whose name I can't understand. 
 
But here's what I do understand. Talking to my 14 year old son about the plot of Macbeth in the 
early morning time before school was an unanticipated miracle. 

 
My son has Down syndrome. 
 

The statistic most often given is that women who find out they are carrying a baby with 

Down syndrome abort that baby 90% of the time. 
 
I like to think that number is a little high...but if it's 75% or 50% it really doesn't matter. 
Women are terminating their wanted pregnancies because of fear. Because they don't think they 

will be talking Shakespeare to that child, ever. Because they can't imagine someone with Down 
syndrome being clever or funny or independent with dreams of their own. 
 

Because all they know is mis-information. 
 
My son is no "gifted and talented" child with Down syndrome, trust me.  But here's what he has 
had...access to the curriculum. He's been fully included alongside his typical peers and exposed 
to rich literature, big ideas like social justice and freedom.  He's been in on class discussions and 

wrestled with morality.  He's learned about the arts, history, science and math...just like any other 
kid at his school. 
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Once in a while, his curiosity gets the better of him and he gets sucked in. 
It happened when he had to do a big project about New York City in 5th grade. 
It happened when he pretended to attend Apple Valley (a school set 150 years ago) in 3rd grade.  

It happened with the Terra Cotta Warriors and with 6th grade science camp and music. 
And now it's happened again with Shakespeare. 
 
The problem with limited curriculum for people with cognitive disabilities is that we limit the 

menu. I don't know if Patrick will become a vegetarian, passionate about mangoes or obsessed 
with granola. Who am I to decide?? He gets introduced to new foods all the time...that's part of 
living. 
 

It's the same in school. People like Patrick deserve to have the same menu as anybody else. 
We can't know what will intrigue or light the fire of anyone's mind -- people like Patrick most of 
all. If you would have asked me if Patrick would love Macbeth, I would have guessed no. 

I would have guessed wrong. 
 
People like Patrick love learning; they light up with excitement when they figure it out. 
Just like anybody else. 
 

People like Patrick deserve more opportunities and more depth and more enrichment in school. 
Why? Because we can never guess or know what will touch their hearts and speak to their soul.  
Their individual passion and interest is unpredictable and incongruous. Just like every human on 
the planet. 

 
So, yes, it matters if people like Patrick get to learn alongside their typical classmates.  
Yes, it matters if opportunities are limited. 
If the curriculum is watered down and dull. 

 
No mind should be wasted. 
Nobody should be denied. 
 

We should all get the chance to hate Shakespeare...or in Patrick's case, love it.  
It matters. 
 


