
 

 

Report: Disability Report 

______________________________________________________________________________ 

Some time in someone else’s shoes 

______________________________________________________________________________ 

 Over one billion people, or approximately 15 percent of the World’s population, live with 

some form of disability. Persons with disabilities, “the world’s largest minority”, often face 

barriers to participation in all aspects of society. Barriers can take a variety of forms, including 

those relating to the physical environment, information, communication, legislation, policy, 

societal attitudes, discrimination or even day to day routines. The result is that persons with 

disabilities do not have equal access to society or services, including education, employment, 

healthcare, transportation, political participation or justice.  

  

         Evidence in multiple studies over time have shown that when barriers are removed, a 

person with a disability are empowered and more often than not, able to participate fully in 

societal life and in their community. Access to proper resources to downsize the amount barriers 

is necessary to achieve progress for both the disabled and society as a whole. Without barriers 

you can limit the amount of exclusion a disabled person may feel from society, tasks, technology 

or even emotionally. 

         The Convention on the Rights of Persons with Disabilities (CRPD) recognizes that existing 

barriers are a main component of enabling disabilities. The CRPD states that, “under 

Convention, disability is an evolving concept that, ‘results from the interaction between persons 

with impairments and attitudinal and environmental barriers that hinder their full and effective 

participation in society’ as a whole.” (CRPD, 2012) 



        While there are National and International Day of Persons with Disabilities, where the non-

disabled walk in the shoes of a disabled persons for a day or so, many will never fully experience 

the hardships that often times, our own society brings upon the disabled. On October 6, 2012, as 

directed in this class I spent part of my day as if I were disabled, my disability, not having either 

arm.  

        A long time friend of mine lost both of his arms in the Iraq war. He is a bold, brave, soldier 

but has struggled returning to his life after the immediate now long-term struggles have set in. I 

wanted to experience, if only for a brief time, what he entails. At first I felt sorry for him, but 

later I felt he was being selfish in his own pity that his family needed him and he needs to accept 

what God’s path is for him and be strong through it. Although judgment should never be passed 

until you have lived in someone else’s shoes, and even then you should not judge. 

        Every Saturday morning, my four year old son, Julian and I wake up. Regardless of the 

weather it is a typical pancake and egg morning. We set everything out on the counter and get 

our favorite homemade breakfast to the table as fast as we can. Although October 6, 2012 was 

different, mommy was unable to get dressed or get breakfast ready, heck I wasn’t even able to 

brush my teeth. I attempted to use my feet but the fact that I couldn’t raise my leg past my 

stomach did not help. The frustration had set in not even ten minutes into the activity. Yelling for 

my younger sister to help me get a sweater on was even worse. I felt belittled, angry, selfish and 

hopeless. Even with her assistance it was hard to “pre-tend” my arms were not there or did not 

work. It was natural for me to want to move my arm and put my sleeves on. 

 

         After I was dressed, my son was excited for his pancakes. We went into the kitchen, where 

I had to have second thoughts about the timing of this project. How would I retrieve the items 



from the fridge, cabinets? How would I help him mix the batter, get the pancakes to the stove, 

flip the pancakes and make sure he has an ample amount of syrup? The tasks were daunting and 

with the barriers I faced impossible. Luckily my son has been through our Saturday routine 

enough to know every move so with my supervision and lack of assistance, he produced two 

batter lumpy semi-cooked, one burnt pancake. I couldn’t have been more proud. 

         After breakfast we head down to the Farmers’ Market for our weekly steals. Although this 

time, there was no driving. Another barrier is how to you navigate a vehicle without arms? Heck 

how do you navigate a vehicle with one arm in a town even as small and rambunctious and 

Morgantown? You simply cannot. So we walked. Yet walking brought up another barrier. My 

son. How do I hold my precious son’s hand that fits so perfectly in mine? Well I really am not 

disabled so I can hold his hand, but that is not the exercise, I will play this role. Anger set in 

again. I did the best I could to keep my arm limp as my son held my pinky and looked both ways 

before we crossed good ole’ University Ave.  

         Thoughts did not stop racing through my head. What if a car comes? How do I pull my son 

back? What if someone comes and tries to take him? How do I stop it? How am I even going to 

buy or carry market purchases home?  

         As we arrived at the market I reminded Julian mommy was playing a role for her grad 

school class that we would not be buying our usually corn, tomatoes, potatoes, peppers and of 

course grass fed meats. Rather he could pick one thing that he was able to carry home. As we 

walked past the sweet corn I fought with the idea to make my two arm disability just one arm. 

Maybe just one arm would show me the lesson of a day in the shoes. Stop Mariana you are being 

selfish, so I walked past the corn. The barriers never cease.  



 Julian picked up a small jar of honey, little stinker knew he could push his limits and get 

something since mommy was in a bind, so I gave in to his games and let him have his treat. It 

was then I realized how do I pay? So awkwardly I let Julian try to grab the change out of my 

pocket, feeling strange I told the lady farmer about my project for school and why I was not 

using my arms/hands. Even with my explanation the weird look she gave me introduced me to 

the harshness and unaccepting attitude of society.  

 Two hours after our pancakes we were in the car with my father and younger sister 

heading to Julian’s game. I had to have assistance from my sister (who was tired of the ‘game’ 

by now) to put my seatbelt on and my tennis shoes, I knew I should have just thrown on my 

Sperry’s. We had made it to Julian’s soccer game, the weather was beautiful and it was time to 

cheer him on. My father had to grab the chairs while Julian had to grab his soccer bag. 

Meanwhile I am waiting in my seat for someone to release me from my seatbelt, as they all walk 

off towards the field. Finally, my sister remembers me and releases me to join them. 

 After my dad set up the chairs we all had a seat and prepared for the game. This was the 

first time I felt the barriers relieved some. I was able to sit with everyone else as if nothing was 

different about me. I just sat in the chair and watched the game. There was no need for me to use 

my hands, I finally felt inclusion. Yet it didn’t last long. Time ran out on the clock and Julian 

scored the last goal! It wasn’t his first rather his fourth of the season but the disability came back 

into play for me. He came darting over the smile ear to ear on his face ready to embrace me in a 

massive hug. Yet when he got there it was simply him hugging me. For the first time I think it 

really struck me how hard could this disability be?  



 The disability isn’t real for me, but for my friend and so many others it is a reality. There 

are some barriers in life that could be adjusted to “help” with the disability but never cease it. 

Our society is not accommodating enough to disabilities of any kind whether it is a learning 

disability, the use of a wheelchair, a deformity or the loss of a limb. Each disability has its own 

complications, some areas more severe to others. We must learn as a society to adapt, adjust, and 

help others who are not as fortunate. As for me I ended my pretend disability, reached out and 

squeezed Julian. This time maybe more than ever, I appreciated it, rather than just going through 

the motions. I learned through just a few hours how important it is to live, love and accept others 

regardless of how they are. And for the ones who are different, in whatever way, they are the 

ones that we need to support, not create more barriers. 
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