
 

 

 Choosing the teacher who had the largest impact on my life is a very simple task for me. Her 

name was Angela Lebow. She was not, by any means, the most brilliant woman in the world, but she 

was easily the most amazing. She had no college degree, no teaching experience, and struggled with 

dyslexia. She never had what the majority of people would consider a ‘real career’ and was not viewed 

as successful by the standards of many.  However, she was one of the most selfless, loving, and hard 

working people who ever lived. She always found a reason to smile regardless of the circumstance and 

never spoke a word that was not kind. She was unlike any teacher I have ever known, and she taught me 

that academic success is not determined by anything but a person’s willingness and determination to 

learn. She was my hero, my best friend, and my mother.  

I was raised in a home with three sisters and, like all parents, my mom and dad wanted the best 

for us. When the time came for my oldest sisters to begin their educations my parents chose a small 

private school that was nearby. Unfortunately, the school closed down, and it was then that my parents 

made the difficult decision to home school all four of us.  They considered public schooling, but in the 

end my mother’s priorities were that we be given the opportunity to learn at the highest level we were 

capable of and not the highest level made available by the limitations of a classroom.  She knew it would 

require tremendous sacrifice and that with her own level of education and learning disability, a struggle.  

However, she knew that if she expected us to see past our own limitations to the other side of what we 

were truly capable of, she would have to lead by example. 

 My mom immediately went to work finding the best curriculums for each of us. Despite all the 

obstacles that faced her, she was determined to be the best teacher she could be.  My mother suffered 

from severe dyslexia and during the time that she was in school this was a widely misunderstood 



learning disorder.  There were even times when she was put in a class room with handicapped children.  

So, despite extreme confidence issues, when the time came that she would become our teacher, she 

would first teach herself so that she could confidently and adequately teach us.   She was so excited 

about teaching that my sisters and I could not help but be excited to learn. We all began to excel very 

quickly and by the age of three I was reading at a second grade level.  In fact, at the end of each year 

until we moved on to college, each of my sisters and I would test at least two grade levels above our 

own. She often told me that she was learning just as much as we were and that she truly enjoyed being 

able to help us with things she never imagined she would know how to do. 

My mom had to overcome many obstacles, and give up many dreams in order to give me and 

my sisters the opportunities she wanted us to have, but she did so willingly and I never once heard her 

complain. When I was sixteen my mom tragically passed away in  an automobile accident, and though 

she may not have been able to pass on to me everything she wanted to, the lessons she was able to 

teach me are more valuable to me than anything I could ever own. She taught me so much more than 

how to read and write. She taught me that I truly can do anything I set my mind to. She taught me that 

anything worth doing is worth doing right. She taught me how to sacrifice, how to see the good in 

everything, and she taught me that the only thing that can stand in my way of an education would be 

my own lack of motivation.  

 

   

 


