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A humorous and inspirational story of a young boy plagued with an undiagnosed learning

disorder in the late 50s, early 60s before we understood learning disorders. The teachers were

frustrated but Clyde's mother would not give up on him. With her determination and Clyde's will

to succeed, he taught himself techniques that "worked for him".As an adult, during part of his

military service under the command of General Hollingsworth, Batavia served proudly and

gained confidence.He went on to run his own company and become the President of the

Machinery Dealers National Association (MDNA) in Washington D.C.Batavia's journey includes

rejection and adjusting to life outside the military, often fraught with a desire to "take a swing" at

people who did not respect soldiers. In the end, he became a speaker, an author (who would

have thought?) and active in merchant organizations around the world.Boy in the Corner is a

memorable story that you shouldn't miss.
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202191119810 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1DedicationDedicated to my mother who never let mequit

anything I tried, and Patty MarshallMonson who kept at me to write the book.Special thanks

to Patricia Swansonwho spent hours proof reading. .PrefaceMy motivation for writing this book

is to hopefully help children with learning difficulties. It has taken me seventy-four years to

realize I am not a dummy. Even though the scar that I received in a time before they knew

what learning disabilities were. You will come to see that even though I never possessed the

skills to read, write and spell properly I managed to accomplish many things. �Some of my goals

were quite complex yet due to determination it was achievable. I want those who struggle with

academics to realize they can achieve anything they put their minds and efforts towards. There

is always an alternate way to reach ones goal. The trick is in finding a way to get what you

want.  �You will see that when it comes to education there is no one size that fits everyone. As

my son who is a principal of a school tells me, it is easy to teach smart kids. It takes a good

teacher to teach to those who are having learning issues. I hope you will find this book

inspiring and motivating.ContentsPrefaceChapter IOff to SchoolChapter IIKindergarten

TraumaChapter IIIFrustration and DisappointmentChapter IVTestingChapter VPiling OnChapter

VIBar MitzvahChapter VIIChanging SchoolsChapter VIIIA Spark ofSelf-ConfidenceChapter

IXCollege TimeChapter XSelectiveService BoardChapter XISaved by ROTCChapter XIIOff to

FortBenning GeorgiaChapter XIIIFort Greely AlaskaChapter XIVBeing theInformation

OfficerChapter XVOrdered to VietnamChapter XVIAdjusting toCivilian LifeChapter

XVIIThinkingOutside the BoxChapter XVIIITaking ChancesChapter XIXBecoming

PresidentChapter XXGoing InternationalChapter XXIReturn to VietnamChapter

XXIIUndefeatedAbout the Author Clyde D. Batavia, CEAChapter IOff to SchoolThe summer of

1950 was my last summer vacation before the start of my formal education, or so I thought.

There were six of us kids living in the same neighborhood: Patty, Eddie, Gary, Don, Tommy

and me. We were the same age, and we played together almost every day and into the evening

until the sound of our moms called us home. The six of us have remained friends into

adulthood. Unfortunately, we lost Eddie first, and then Patty, who died suddenly in 2018. I still

see or talk on the phone with Gary and Tommy, although Tommy moved east and I haven’t

heard from him in a long time. Don and I have remained best friends, and we talk at least once

a week. We all took advantage of playing every day, knowing that we would be starting

kindergarten in the fall. Redwood Heights Grammar School was situated across the street from

Patty’s, Don’s and my house. Eddie, Gary and Tommy lived just down the street. The school

had a huge playground, and for years we rode our bicycles on it as if it were our own back yard. �

We were excited about going to school together, which overcame our nervousness. The



anticipation we all had from years of watching the kids going to and from the school was pure

excitement. I guess we all thought we would be in the same class together. �1950 was the best

summer yet, and it passed very quickly. Patty was the only girl in our group; the rest of us were

boys. When we played cowboys and Indians, which was big for that time period, Patty had a

Dale Evans’ outfit, while us guys were outfitted as Roy Rogers, or Hop-a-long Cassidy. Part of

the ritual of starting school was everyone going shopping with their moms to get their new back

to school clothes. �Our parents all moved into the Redwood Heights neighborhood of Oakland

about the same time. All of us kids were about the same age of three. It was a very friendly

environment, and during the summer it was common to have neighborhood parties. Our

parents became friends, as this was post World War II era, and almost all the fathers had

served in the military. There was a definite bond among the neighbors. Our gang of six was

inseparable. We were more like brothers and sister. We did everything together, and when one

of us needed watching, it was common for one of the other parents to take care of us. �Then

came word from the Oakland Board of Education that those whose birthdays fell in August or

later would not be attending kindergarten in September. The school board was implementing a

new change which they called mid-semesters. The theory was to give the younger kids more

time to mature. �Because my birthday was in October I would be left behind along with Tommy.

You can only imagine how devastated I was. I can remember to this day feeling how unfair the

situation had become. I was angry with the school board. Thinking back, it put a nasty taste in

my mouth for school before I even got there. I already didn't like what they had done to me, and

I am guessing it influenced my negativity for education.  �Tommy and I became closer, as we

spent a lot time together waiting for our turn to go to school in January. Naturally, we thought

we would be reunited and put in the same class with our friends. That couldn't have been

further from the truth! In fact, all of us mid-semester kids were placed together in the same

class. I am sure that didn't help my outlook on school. It just reinforced my dislike of it. I wanted

to be with my friends and the kids I knew, but the mold had been cast, and my disappointment

with school followed me the rest of my life. On top of all that, there were no tests to determine

basic skills in students. Therefore, the school had no way of knowing that I had learning

disabilities and dyslexia. �As the days slowly passed from September to January, I became a

real irritant on Mom. There was really nothing to do, and Tommy wasn't always available to play.

It seemed like time was going way too slowly. I missed all my friends. My mother said she

couldn't wait for me to finally get out of her hair and start school. �When she had had enough of

my attitude, she would yell from the kitchen: “I have had it with you Clyde. Go play on the

freeway.”  �Mom's other favorite was, “Wait ‘til your father gets home!”  �Finally, January came, and

Mom and I were both ready for me to go to kindergarten. Although, maybe Mom was more

ready than I…Chapter IIKindergarten TraumaMy first day of kindergarten was a huge

disappointment. After what seemed an eternity, the day had finally arrived when I could be with

my friends, only to find out the rest of the gang was in another classroom. What a disaster! Ah,

but there was recess which immediately became my favorite part of education throughout my

school years. Unfortunately, recess time was always way too short, and fifty minutes between

recesses was too far apart for my liking. I guess I thought kindergarten was going to be like

playing with my friends in the neighborhood. �Mrs. Thompson was my kindergarten teacher. She

wasted no time in trying to create some kind of order and discipline within the classroom. I

found myself being told that I had to raise my hand to be recognized before I could talk. Not

only that but, I couldn’t leave my seat without permission, and worst of all: I had to listen. �This

seemed more like jail, not school. What happened to having fun? My world was being turned

upside down, and I didn't like it. It felt very restrictive to me and I sensed that I had lost my



freedom. �In the days and years to follow it became increasingly more difficult for me to progress

in school. The first restrictive issue that faced me was my size. I was one of the shortest in my

class, and we were made to line up by height, short people in the front. Teachers seemed to

use this height thing in school for everything: fire drills, air-raid drills, going out for recess,

assemblies and especially where we sat in the classroom. �I was always right in front of the

teacher. I was sure this was all a ploy to separate me from anyone I liked, even from Tommy,

the only friend from our gang. To my disappointment I could not sit next to him. I didn't like what

I was seeing and immediately questioned Mrs. Thompson. I was told not to speak without

raising my hand. �So began my confrontational attitude with teachers. I didn't much care for Mrs.

Thompson's attitude towards me and I realized this was not going to be as much fun as I had

at first thought. In kindergarten we had tables instead of desks and the short people’s table

was placed toward the front of the classroom. In fact, until college, we short people were

always stuck in the front of the classroom. This meant I was right under Mrs. Thompson's view! �

Everything was changing around me faster than I could process. The person who was

instrumental in these changes was Mrs. Thompson. I must have decided I was not going to let

her get away with this and would show her who was in charge. One of first assignments was

learning the pledge of allegiance to the flag. The pledge was recited every morning before

class got under way. We were given a deadline to memorize it. Mrs. Thompson said she would

call on someone each day to lead the pledge, so we’d better be prepared. �We also had to line

up for fire drills and air raid drills. Air raid drills were very big in the fifties and early sixties. We

were to line up by height and were told be quiet and listen for instructions. The best part of the

fire drill was getting out of the classroom. We would march outside to the playground where I

would see my friends all lined up like our class. I constantly got in trouble for talking to the other

kids when I was supposed to be listening, or at least waiting for instructions. �The air-raid drills

were conducted differently. We would line up by height and then we were all led out into the

hallway and told to sit with our backs against the wall, knees up to our chest, and cover our

heads in our knees. It was very uncomfortable for me, so I was constantly fidgeting around

trying to get more comfortable. I would soon be reprimanded for fidgeting, and as soon as I

would try and explain why I was fidgeting it only brought me more trouble. It didn't take long

before I was labeled the class cutup! The other kids didn't seem to create problems for Mrs.

Thompson, but I became the example for what not to do. �There were rewards for the good

students. They could be the milk monitor, get to pass out the graham crackers for snacks, or be

the ball monitor and get to be first to choose toys to play with in the classroom. I was always

excluded from being chosen. �I loved recess, and “share and tell” was a big hit with me. My little

hand would be raised up, waving all over the place. I would say, “Mrs. Thompson, Mrs.

Thompson, me, me”! I thought Mrs. Thompson was just being mean when she would call on

someone else. �She would say, “Clyde, you need to wait your turn!” and the other kids would

laugh. �I really began to dislike her and began thinking how I would get even with her. Recess

was becoming even more my most favorite thing in school, and it never came soon enough. My

school days were beginning to be a war of wills: my will versus Mrs. Thompson’s! �When the day

came and I was finally called on to lead the Pledge of Allegiance, fear set in! I had

notmemorized it, and now I was going to have to stand in front of the flag, my hand over my

heart, and lead the class in the pledge. I tried to bluff my way through it by making up words. �I

got great laughs from the other kids, but Mrs. Thompson said, “Clyde, see that red chair in the

corner of the cloak closet? Go and sit there and be quiet.”  �I believe that was the moment I

became labeled the dummy of the class and the class clown. Both names followed me during

my entire time in elementary school. It was also the last time I was called on to lead the Pledge



of Allegiance. �Our classroom probably looked like most elementary schools of that era with

linoleum floors, radiator heating, and a cloak room. The cloak room was a separate room but

open in the front facing the classroom. It was where we put our lunch boxes, coats, rain boots,

and raincoats. Not long after my educational career began, the cloak room became an intimate

place for me to spend time. I spent many an hour sitting in the red chair in the corner looking at

all the kids’ stuff. As kindergarten dragged on, the only ray of hope was that spring would soon

become summer, and school would be out, yea! �The summer brought me hope that things

would be better at school the next fall. I thought for sure I would then be back with my

neighborhood friends in the same class. No one would be left behind this time. I would have a

new teacher and a clean slate. No way could things be as bad as what I had just suffered in

kindergarten.Chapter IIIFrustration and DisappointmentMy balloon burst and my hopes were

ripped apart on the first day of first grade. Those sneaky teachers over the summer had plotted

against me again by deciding to create a lower first grade and regular first grade. Guess where

most of us that started school as mid-termers were put? That's right. The majority of us ended

up in the lower first grade. �In my mind, this was a plan designed against me personally! I

remember feeling that hollow pit in my stomach and frustration and anger towards the

teachers. I definitely was going to show them they couldn't mess with me! A line in the sand

had been drawn! They wanted to keep me from being with the gang of six. �The teachers in the

lower first grade made us feel that we were not as good as or as smart as those in the regular

first grade. I was wondering how this could be since we were all the same age. We all played

together, and I hadn't noticed any difference in ability among Eddie, Gary or me. Just because

their birthdays were earlier, I didn’t see how that should make them smarter. It was extremely

painful to me and created a scar in my brain which has never left me to this day. �Mrs. McIntosh,

who taught both lower first grade and lower second grade, was my first and second grade

teacher. She was an older lady, or that was my perspective as a seven-year-old. She reminded

me of several babysitters I had in the past. By now I had not only lost interest in school, I found

it very difficult to excel. First grade is where we began to learn numbers and letters. We were

also introduced to the book Dick, Jane, and Spot. Every day started the same with the Pledge

of Allegiance. �In second grade we were assigned desks, which were in three rows, one behind

the other. Once again, the shortest kids were assigned to the front rows. I was right under Mrs.

McIntosh's view and remember thinking how unfair that was. I had the feeling that I was being

picked on since Mrs. McIntosh could now keep an eye on me at all times. �The other kids

seemed to grasp instructions easily and do things like making their numbers and letters

correctly. They could also keep them within the lines on the paper. Then there was me. When

everyone’s work was collected, mine would have my letters or numbers outside of the lined

borders. We were given a big piece of unfinished paper which looked like it had

particles of wood in it. The paper had wide lines to help us practice making our letters inside

the lines. We had to make the capitals before learning the small letters. I seemed to have a

problem making them neat and within the lines. �What seemed a simple task for others was

difficult for me. I became the class example of how not to make the letters. I didn't do much

better when it came to making numbers. The teacher would ask me to bring my paper to the

front of the class. She would show my work and tell the class this was not how it was to be

done. I remember the easiest numbers for me to make were one, seven and ten. � It wasn't long

before Mrs. McIntosh thought I was not performing well on purpose. Her criticism of me began

to be a daily occurrence. I guess she felt embarrassing me in front of the class would motivate

me to do better. It only made me feel worse. I wanted to be like the others, but for some reason

I just couldn't do writing exercises the way Mrs. McIntosh wanted. When the bell rang at the



end of the day, she would ask me to wait as the kids all filed out of the classroom. �She would

say, “Are you just stupid, dumb, or retarded? All the other kids can do the work. What is wrong

with you?” �I was constantly being made to feel I was stupid and a failure, and I began to believe

it to be true. After all, everyone else seem to be able to do the work. Since Mrs. McIntosh

thought I was dumb, I would show her she was right, that I was dumb and incapable of

learning. I thought, hopefully, she would quit using me as a bad example and leave me alone.

That cloak room became my shelter from having to learn. Unfortunately, at seven years old, I

didn't realize how important these formative years would be throughout my life. �Before the class

could advance to the next level of learning, which was how to read, we were taught to make

our letters. Once we could make them, we would put them together to form words. At this time

in Oakland, teachers were using a new method of teaching reading called “sight relationship”.

We were using index cards with a picture and word for the picture on the card. Unfortunately,

most of my friends who were in this experiment also had problems with sounding out words. �For

example, on the index card was a picture of a cat and the word “cat” under it. We had to

memorize each word so that when we saw the word, we would know it was a cat. This new

experiment failed miserably and several years later, teachers went back to teaching words

phonetically. �We also had a spelling test every week. We would be given a list of 20 words to

memorize. I had trouble memorizing them, so I would miss many words on the test. At this

time, teachers were using flash cards instead of using phonetics. �After some time practicing

with sight cards, we all received our first book. The book was Dick, Jane and Spot. If I hadn't

had enough problems with numbers, letters, and learning vocabulary, now I was going to have

to put this all together so I could read a sentence or two. The panic I felt was unbelievable. I

was drowning, falling farther and farther behind the other students. I could feel disaster brewing

within me. �I hadn't found much to like about school so far, and now I failed miserably at having

to read when called on. I struggled putting words together because I was slow processing

them. It was hard enough trying to read. When the bell for recess came and we went outside to

play, I can remember being called “stupid” by the some of the other students. The girls were

never as mean as the boys.
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Barbara, “There is no obstacle that you cannot overcome!!!!!. Wonderful and inspiring story

about the obstacles others put in our path’s that derail confidence and success. Learning ability

is not a “one size fits all”, and we all need to put on the brakes before we are quick to judge

some one’s abilities and this lesson should be discussed and evaluated in our public school

system right away. What Clyde endured as a young student thru the Oakland public school

system should not be repeated and avoided. This book should be required reading for all

potential first and secondary teachers to be and who are enrolled within University of California

curriculum. This story took courage to write and I am very proud of the author who articulated

his feelings so well and who achieved success well beyond the expectations that he held for

himself and the near sightedness of his former teachers.”

Eric, “Most informative book I have ever read. Most informative book I have ever read, brought

tears to my eyes, I think every single teacher in the United States of America should read this

book. What a great way to understand people living with learning disabilities. This book helped

me and I believe this book could help others understand what people with learning disabilities

go through every day, fantastic read. Thanks for writing it.”

Kelly, “Shows how we evolve over a lifetime.. A touching story of ones life. The challenges one

faces, but how we carry on. A joy to read and very relatable.”

The book by Lee Maracle has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 6 people have provided feedback.
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