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A “groundbreaking” memoir about raising a special-needs daughter in an era of misinformation
and prejudice—a classic that helped transform our perceptions (Publishers Weekly). It was my
child who taught me to understand so clearly that all people are equal in their humanity and that
all have the same human rights. Pearl S. Buck is known today for earning a Nobel Prize in
Literature and for such New York Times–bestselling novels as The Good Earth. What many do
not know is that she wrote that great work of art with the motivation of paying for a special school
for her oldest daughter, Carol, who had a rare developmental disorder. What was called “mental
retardation” at the time—though some used crueler terms—was a disability that could cause
great suffering and break a parent’s heart. There was little awareness of how to deal with such
children, and as a result some were simply hidden away, considered a source of shame and
stigma, while others were taken advantage of because of their innocence. In this remarkable
account, which helped bring the issue to light, Pearl S. Buck candidly discusses her own
experience as a mother, from her struggle to accept Carol’s diagnosis to her determination to
give her child as full and happy a life as possible, including a top-quality education designed
around her needs and abilities. Both heartrending and inspiring, The Child Who Never Grew
provides perspective on just how much progress has been made in recent decades, while also
offering common sense and timeless wisdom for the challenges still faced by those who love
and care for someone with special needs. It is a clear-eyed and compelling read by a woman
renowned for both her literary talent and her humanitarian spirit. This ebook features an
illustrated biography of Pearl S. Buck including rare images from the author’s estate. 
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HAVE BEEN A long time making up my mind to write this story. It is a true one, and that makes it
hard to tell. Several reasons have helped me to reach the point this morning, after an hour or so
of walking through the winter woods, when I have finally resolved that the time has come for the
story to be told. Some of the reasons are in the many letters which I have received over the
years from parents with a child like mine. They write to ask me what to do. When I answer I can
only tell them what I have done. They ask two things of me: first, what they shall do for their
children; and, second, how shall they bear the sorrow of having such a child?The first question I
can answer, but the second is difficult indeed, for endurance of inescapable sorrow is something
which has to be learned alone. And only to endure is not enough. Endurance can be a harsh and
bitter root in one’s life, bearing poisonous and gloomy fruit, destroying other lives. Endurance is
only the beginning. There must be acceptance and the knowledge that sorrow fully accepted
brings its own gifts. For there is an alchemy in sorrow. It can be transmuted into wisdom, which, if
it does not bring joy, can yet bring happiness.The final reason for setting down this story is that I
want my child’s life to be of use in her generation. She is one who has never grown mentally
beyond her early childhood, therefore she is forever a child, although in years she is old enough
now to have been married and to have children of her own—my grandchildren who will never
be.The first cry from my heart, when I knew that she would never be anything but a child, was
the age-old cry that we all make before inevitable sorrow: “Why must this happen to me?” To this
there could be no answer and there was none. When I knew at last that there could never be an
answer, my own resolve shaped into the determination to make meaning out of the meaningless,
and so provide the answer, though it was of my own making. I resolved that my child, whose
natural gifts were obviously unusual, even though they were never to find expression, was not to
be wasted. If she could not make the contribution she should have made to her generation
through her genius for music, if her healthy body was never to bear fruit, if her strong energies
were not to be creatively used, then the very facts of her condition, her existence as it was and is
today, must be of use to human beings. In one way, if not the other, her life must count. To know
that it was not wasted might assuage what could not be prevented or cured.This resolve did not
come to me immediately. I grew toward it, but once I had reached it I have held to it through all
the years of her life. I have let it work in quiet ways, dreading the cold eyes of the curious. Now,
today, I will forget those whom I dread, who, after all, are very few. I will remember the many who
are kind, who will understand my purpose in telling this story, who will want to help to fulfill this
purpose because it is their purpose too.I am always moved, with grateful wonder, by the
goodness of people. For the few who are prying or meanly critical, for the very few who rejoice in
the grief of others, there are the thousands who are kind. I have come to believe that the natural
human heart is good, and I have observed that this goodness is found in all varieties of people,
and that it can and does prevail in spite of other corruptions. This human goodness alone



provides hope enough for the world.I have sometimes wondered, as the years passed, whether
the moment would come when I might feel that my purpose for my child must include the telling
of her story. I dreaded this, and do dread it. Nevertheless, the time has come. For there is afoot in
our country a great new movement to help all children like her. It is too late, of course, for her to
be helped, but it is not too late for many little ones, and surely for others yet to be born. For we
are beginning to understand the importance and the significance of the mentally retarded
person in our human society. Almost one person in every hundred is or will be mentally retarded,
and of these the majority are retarded from non-inherited causes. The old stigma of “something
in the family” is all too often unjust.The total number of retarded children is not large in proportion
to the whole population, and yet it is enough to cause trouble everywhere. Homes are unhappy,
parents distraught, schoolrooms confused by the presence of these who for no fault of their own
are as they are. As parents die or cannot care for them, as teachers give them up, these children
drift helplessly into the world, creating havoc wherever they go. They become the tools of those
more clever; they are the hopeless juvenile delinquents; they fall into criminal ways because they
know not what they do. And all they do is done in innocence, for of God’s many children these
are the most innocent.I rejoice in the dawn of a better understanding of such children, for the
public attitude until now has been a sorely mistaken one. Parents have been bewildered and
ashamed when their child is backward, when he cannot learn in school, when perhaps he
cannot even learn to talk. It has been a misfortune to be hidden. Neighbors whisper that So-and-
so’s child is “not right.” The family is taught to try to pretend that poor Harry or Susie is only slow.
The shame of the parents infects all the children and sorrow spreads its blight. The child himself,
poor little one, feels, though he cannot comprehend, his own inferiority. He lives in surrounding
gloom. His mother cannot smile when she looks at him, and his father looks away at the sight of
him. In spite of their tender love for him—for the honor of the human heart, it can passionately
protect the helpless creature who is its cross—the child understands enough to know that there
is something unfortunate about him. His shadow falls before him, wherever he goes.Now, thank
God, the shadow lifts. Wise men and women are beginning to reason that it is only common
sense to accept the mentally retarded person as part of the human family, and to educate him in
the things he can do, so that he may be happy in himself and useful to society. That this may be
done, the primary work of research must progress as it never has. We must somehow discover
why it is that so many people do not develop mentally to their full capacity. There must be
remediable causes and certainly there are preventable causes. We know, for example, that if a
woman has German measles in the first three months of pregnancy, her child may be born
mentally defective, but we do not know why. We must know why. The Mongoloid child can
appear in any family. He is really an unfinished child and is usually a first or last child. We must
find out what conditions in the mother cause this child. It is not necessary that children be born
never to grow to their fullest selves. The windows are opened, at last, upon this dark corner of
human life and the light shines upon the children’s faces and into the hearts of their parents.
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KEArchambo, “Inspiring. I grew up in Vineland, New Jersey. I worked at the Training School at
Vineland. I’ve seen Carol but never worked with her. I was only in my early 20s then. If I’d have
known more about the things the Author describes, I could have had a better impact I feel. That
is my regret. This was a wonderful book and I feel a big help to parents with Special needs
children. Good advice to them.”

Margaret Wolfe, “Short and insightful. Heartfelt, clearly written, unapologetic. Easy read; a
thoughtful learning experience.  Still applies today although written more than 50 years ago.”

Paul G. Southland, “A Courageous Woman. Pearl Buck took a courageous stance to tell the
story of her mentally disabled child at a time it was more socially acceptable to hide mental
retardation. This book did wonders to bring mental disabilities out of the proverbial closet into the
light.”

JJ Brown, “The tragic story of Pearl S. Buck's disabled daughter before PKU screening. This
short book is a tragic, first hand account of being the mother of a child who although born
normal, became retarded as she grew physically but not mentally during her childhood. This
child, we now know, had an inherited genetic disorder called PKU, phenyketonuria, that poisons
the brain and causes mental retardation if not treated early during infancy with a special low-
protein diet. I myself have two daughters with PKU, both treated successfully in infancy and
childhood - because the times have changed, their outcomes were so much better. The author,
Pearl Buck is a great writer, and was the first woman to win a Pulitzer Prize in literature, but I
didn't know that when I first discovered her writing. I read her novel The Good Earth when I was
a little girl, after it was sent to my mother from my uncle - who then lived in China. I loved that
book, though my uncle was dismayed that my mother had let me read it. Of course then I had no
way of knowing Pearl Buck and I would share the fate of having a child with PKU. Read her story
to get a glimpse into her private world of pain, deciding how to best care for her disabled
daughter. But also read it to understand how vital universal newborn screening is today, that
picks up PKU at birth, enabling normal childhood development of people born with PKU.”

Happy Reader, “Didn't Know This About Pearl Buck. Being familiar with Developmentally
Disabled, this book by Pearl Buck about her dealing with her daughter's issues and being a
champion for the DD people and her mission to get children adopted was most interesting.
How she described the treatment of the DD persons in her daughter's time was so true. Times
have changed but haven't reached the greatest potential yet.”

Nancy E. Smith, “Dealing with grief over ones child. Ms Buck wrote this when children with
developmental delays were usually in the United States placed in private or public institutions.



Now all children have the right to a public education. Parents keep their children with challenges
at home. Their children go to school. Buck expresses the emotional journey parents experience
when they learn about the problems of their children that set them apart from the majority of
children.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Disabilities can strike a child at any time.. Ha ing bad a child that
survived a close call,this has held a great interest to me. I am still amazed at how people act
when  encountering a less fortunate person..”

M. ASADA, “Revision - at long last!. Revision desperately needed ★★★  Great book, hardly (or
never!) proofread. Should originally deserve ★★★★★. Improvement over the 1950 John Day
edition is that this includes James Michener's Foreword and Janice Walsh's Afterword. However,
sadly ridden by obvious typos such as "a women" and "I bought my little girl" as well as
numerous deviations and omissions from the original, it can hardly be recommended for serious
use. Inaccuracies count well over 50. As you could be charged as much as $999 to acquire the
John Day book secondhand today, revision of this ebook is craved for all the more
desperately.*This review is only valid concerning the Woodbine House edition (1992) and
OpenRoadMedia edition (2012).2015/06/19…                 47           1950       
                                                               Woodbine House   
  Foreword            Afterword                             (This is the review that I
wrote 3 years ago, and at long last all the 47 mistakes have been corrected; now the words of
the ebook are exactly the same as the 1950 John Day edition.I'm more than rejoiced for this,
except that the publisher does not say anything about the revision.Besides, the appended
Foreword and Afterword have been omitted, for unspecified reasons.)”

       , “        .                                   ”

The book by Pearl S. Buck has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 162 people have provided feedback.
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