
  

LOOK WHO IS TALKING!         

SHARING THE STORIES of 
EUROPEAN YOUNG WOMEN WITH 

DISABLITIES

   



The Disability Experience from the Inside Out 

Young women with d isab ilities in Europe have a wea lth of experienc e to 
share with those in soc iety who a re not d isab led . It is only by sharing and 
g iving out to other peop le tha t we c an rec eive experienc es and knowledge 
that will enlighten our thinking.  

The d isab led and the non-d isab led young peop le in Europe would then 
perc eive and see eac h other with the same eye. There would be no need to 
hold expertises to us as p innac les on high, but ra ther, there would be an 
opportunity and need to g ive and ga ther ideas for improving and extend ing 
lives of all of us irrespective of disability or ability.  

This will not be as difficult, as it first seems, if we can stop judging the interior to 
be wha t the exterior appears to be. This is a step towards letting go our 
perceptions and assumptions of each other and seeing, ourselves and others, 
with a new in-sight.   

Eac h one of us needs to be 
rec ognised as human beings with 
intelligenc e, ta lents, and g ifts to 
g ive and rec eive from others. If this 
rec ognition does not take p lac e 
then our very sta te of being is 
invalidated.  

We all need to be recognised as 
people.  

We have to recognise humanness 
in ageing, disability colour or ethnic 
and religious difference.       

And we need to start learning from eac h other bec ause there is so muc h 
wa iting to be shared 



THE STORY OF DANIELA STOYANOVSKA, 26 years old, MACEDONIA:  

NO COMMENT AFTER THIS HONESTY

    
The c hild ish stories 
usua lly sta rt with: 
onc e upon a time 

there was a g irl 
from , but it is sad 
when in the eyes of 
other peop le from 
the aspec t of wha t 
is c a lled pub lic , 
even the stories 
about peop le with 
d isab ility sta rt in 
similar c hild ish 
way.    

And even if the start of the story is not like that right after the contact with the 
g irl with d isab ility with any other c harac ter from the soc iety, the c onversa tion 
gets the tone of weakness in the voic e and p itiful look, as if the speaker c an 
rea lly put himself in her shoes and lives through tha t heart-b reaking story . 
The first op inion and impression of the pub lic of this marg ina lized group of 
citizens is identical for all people with disability.   

The only thing left for a person with d isab ility a fter tha t is to fight fierc ely and 
to p roof tha t doesn t want any p ity, and tha t is a never-end ing fight bec ause 
there will a lways be someone to p roof to. But I say d ifferent peop le d ifferent 
c harac ters, but I don t feel any need to make physiolog ic a l ana lysis and 
p rofiles to a ll peop le from the reason tha t I ve p roven myself as a g irl w ith 
disability firstly to myself, and than to the public that I can life perfectly normal 
regardless of my disability.   

I exempt myself c omp letely from this c a tegory bec ause I am absolutely 
rea lized and a ffirmed as a member of this soc iety and in soc ia l ac ting and 
work, but I c an be a good daughter and sister as well, a good partner for 
romanc e, and an exc ellent friend for those who had shown me sinc ere love 
and I love them bac k, but a t the same time imperfec t as any other person 
with a ll of our flaws c harac teristic for man and woman. But those who don t 
know me and c onstantly turn a round on the street to sa tisfy their c uriosity, 
because they are amused by the way I walk, because this is Macedonia, and 
it is still mirac le to have twisted legs in the knees and to wa lk in hand with 
someone, and an even bigger tragedy is to hear a diagnosis by someone like 
this is c erebra l pa ra lysis and tha t there is no saving me, or tha t by default you 



are menta lly reta rded and it is a p ity to life when you a ren t good a t 
anything.   

But for this sec ond group of peop le I wouldn t even bother, bec ause this is a 
group of peop le tha t c ast away peop le by default and wouldn t want tot 
have more information, fea ring tha t would c hange their op inion and a ttitude 
about the mirac le and they wouldn t be ab le to feed their sp irit on it la ter. 
They a re sha llow and empty peop le, for who the only field of interest is other 
people lives, and they interest about others to hide themselves.   

There is a third c a tegory of peop le whic h will be mine field of interest and 
those a re, p rofessiona ls, experts, intellec tua ls, who by my op inion should 
p rovide nec essary servic es to p rovide every segment of soc ia l life for us. For 
these p rofessiona ls I a lready c urse a t their d ip lomas, their titles, and on 
everything else, bec ause in my life of c oarse there has passed the phase of 
detec tion, and d iagnosis of my d isease, whic h was ac c ompanied by their 
sta tement tha t I wouldn t be ab le to wa lk, ta lk, and tha t I would have an IQ 
equal to a border case or maybe even small mental retardation.   

But for their deep regret, and my end less happ iness today I stand equa l to 
these experts who had set this d iagnosis for me, and as doc tors I sta rted to 
tea r down their God c omp lex, and their power suddenly goes to terrib le 
weakness, thanks to my gradua tion as a defec tolog ist. I say this for a simp le 
but justified reason: My d ip loma is d ifferent from theirs, not only for the 
grades that have been put inside, but also for the color, the color of my life, a 
c olor tha t is a perfec t mix of sub jec tive experienc e and knowledge ga thered 
through life but a lso with the p roc ess of lea rning. Many of them lac k tha t and 
then it easy for them to put labels on the d isease based on the d isc overy of 
the d isease, well isn t tha t exac tly their work, to do it the best?  

But every work demands emotiona l involvement. The mustn t let themselves 
to look a t the pa tient as an ob jec t, a lthough in da ily p rac tic e they meet 
d ifferent types of pa tients with d ifferent kind of reta rda tion, but nonetheless 
they must keep in mind tha t they a re mostly responsib le for the suc c ess of the 
trea tment, and the rela tions: doc tor 

 

patient, nurse 

 

patient, med ic 

 

patient. Exac tly for this number of rela tionships, I will pub lic ly speak of as a g irl 
with disability.  

I was 23 years old when bec ause of the d iagnosis and with the purpose to 
improve my wa lking and fina lly to ac hieve ba lanc e in order to wa lk 
independently, I had to take another sixth in a row opera tions. The opera tion 
(just as the p revious one) should have been made by a famous orthoped ist 
surgeon, bec ause this time a lso it was about relaxing a musc le on the top of 
my right leg , only inc hes away from the hip . When we fina lly managed to set 
the da te for the opera tion, the doc tor sa id to my mother: Bring tomorrow the 
pa tient c lean, and fresh and don t worry everything will be a ll right. But those 
words d idn t have the same meaning for us as they had for the doc tor. Nor I 
as a young g irl neither for my mother with grea t life experienc e d idn t 



understand the doc tor s point. Under c lean and fresh we understood tha t 
I ve taken a ba th and wore c lean pa jamas.  

That morning was THE DAY whic h I will remember for the rest of my life for the 
shame I ve felt tha t day. Before I ve entered the opera tiona l room a nurse 
and a medic together with my mother took me in the preparation room, they 
made my lay and asked to take my c lothes off. In the mean time there was 
the question you a re fully p repared , right? we c onfirmed in a sing le voic e 
with my mother. But when I was left to lay c omp letely naked there was a 
physiolog ic a l stress, sp irit ac he, shame, humilia tion and a b ig dose of ha tred 
and anger for the peop le tha t stood in front of me. Even from my puberty, 
when my sexua l organ had fully developed , I regula rly remove the ha ir from 
the ties, with the purpose of removing the ha ir, and in the last few yea rs I 
completely remove them.   

Tha t day I d idn t do it, c onsidering tha t it wasn t nec essary sinc e the musc le 
tha t should have been opera ted is loc a ted a lmost 10 c m. The nurse and the 
med ic stunned by the view sta rted c ritic izing and it a ll looked like forever to 
me. Does ha ir g row to d isab led peop le? ; Look it is impossib le tha t so much 
ha ir g rows a t a little g irl. Sometimes the na ture doesn t know wha t she is 
doing. And than both spoke to me in a sing le voic e with a dose of insolenc e: 
Why haven t you took c a re of yourself? , Would you like for us to take c a re 

of you, like we don t have nothing else to do and this is the only thing left. . 
My mother tried to settle the situa tion and dec isively sa id : Don t worry a t a ll 
we will take c a re of it in a sp ilt sec ond and your p resenc e is not nec essary a t 
the moment. , but the angry nurse rep lied : We don t have time to wa it for 
you to p repare, I will now go to inform the doc tor tha t the opera tion will be 
postponed for 20 minutes, and in the meantime the med ic will take c a re of 
the pa tient. , and thane sta rted the p roc ess of butc hering , with an old razor 
and some water until a ll of the ha ir was removed , and in meantime the 
med ic murmured during the whole time: My God , this is inc red ib le, c ould this 
peop le be same like us!!! , when the p roc ess was over I ironic a lly thanked the 
med ic and I sa id to her: I am sure tha t wha t you have seen today will 
signific antly c ontribute to your p rofessiona l experienc e.

  

But I c an t fool myself, or the rest of you tha t this ungrac ious and unp leasant 
event hadn t enric hed my persona l experienc e. I have rea lized that although 
I am a girl, barely anyone from the outside world perceives my femininity, and 
to be honest I d idn t perc eive, and haven t been aware of it until this 
unfortuna te event. But one is sure; However peop le c an t perc eive how old I 
am, by my outside appearanc e, it s not norma l tha t they c onstantly say and 
treat me as a child.  

This p rovoked in my a desire to emphasize my femininity, of c ourse firstly by 
the c lothes I wear, bec ause the first impression peop le get by visua l 
perc ep tion, and than I sta rted to emphasize my woman s behavior and 
fea tures, and strong ly to defend the positions of a g irl. Unfortuna tely this first 
fac ing with the rea lity of this sort p roved tha t even the b iggest experts, 
doc tors and med ic a l sta ff a ren t aware of the femininity or manliness within 



peop le with d isab ility. Their thousands of pages, stud ied for the exams in 
anatomy are in obviously spent in vain, and so is their grade as a mark of their 
quantum of knowledge, when They judge the essenc e only by the surfac e .   

The ana tomy of the human body p rec isely and c lea rly says: The formation 
and development of the sexua l organs goes by the same way with women 
too, but do these doc tors understand tha t the laws of the anatomy app ly 
equally to people, women with disability as well. These treatments by these so 
c a lled p rofessiona ls sta rted an erup tion in me and a b ig desire and c rave to 
dec la re war on them. The man sta rted a ll wars for a woman, but I as a 
woman understood tha t my grea test motive and reason is my femininity and 
my sex appea l as a g irl w ith d isab ility. The b iggest weapon in this THIRD 
WORLD WAR is the word , the voic e of a g roup of g irls whic h will show to this 
soc iety tha t the power of the woman with d isab ility is as muc h as d ifferent, 
not by her spec ia l need , d isab ility or something else, but by her femininity, sex 
appeal, which as a powerful individual, with strong attitude for self affirmation 
and self rea liza tion will suc c eed to sa tisfy her needs from the aspec t of a 
human being and a woman, but in the frames of the society.   

The woman tha t beautiful, gentle, human being will p rove to the soc iety how 
frag ile and gentle she is, tha t muc h strong and unbreakab le she is when 
justic e is in question, justic e should p rove tha t the first and even the last 
impression about her is wrong and twisted up to complete blindness. Because 
b lind is only the human who doesn t want to see. And if the pub lic doesn t 
want to see and hear than tha t is their p rob lem, a lthough it will stay b lind for 
one truth, and tha t is tha t d isab ility is not a d isease, and it doesn t have to 
bec ome soc ia l hand ic ap if the soc iety p rovide c ond itions for norma l life for 
the person c rea ting a ll nec essary p re-c ond itions and c ond itions for it. But the 
person with d isab ility should a lso be enough human and c harac ter and to 
see a t their d isab ility as a sta te from whic h he c an c lea rly see the da rk and 
b right side of life, not only from the aspec t of the d isab ility, but a lso from the 
point of a human, bec ause human sounds quite p roud , but it is d iffic ult to 
stay human, and very few will succeed to walk that difficult path.   

Tha t is why God hadn t p lanted roses without thorns; c ry without tea rs, But 
God knew tha t life c ould reac h perfec t sta te only through suffering . If 
suffering for our d isab ility c onc erns us a ll, we so bod ily imperfec t a re c loser to 
God in sp iritua l sense, and the fac t tha t God c rea ted us as fema les, tha t 
means tha t our sp iritua l beauty is inc reased by our gentle woman s hearts, 
which with their eyes see light in darkness, peace in war.  

That is why this war will be a war to create beauty which will rule this world.   



THE STORY OF DESISLAVA, 26 years old, BULGARIA  

My angel does not dance.  
She holds her cracked skull in her hands.  

Her cement lips are parched, so parched.  
She is cold, cold to my touch as a bone-yard stone.

   

I was born on 21 June 1982. 
In May 1983 I have bec ome 
ill from infantile pa ra lysis in K. 
where my fa ther was 
working at that time.  

I have been the first c ase in 
the town with suc h an 
insid ious d isease. It is c aused 
by virus but the med ic ine a t 
tha t time and p lac e hasn t 
been developed a lot, so I 
and my mum have been 
put in an isola tor for a 
month and a ha lf to be 
d iagnosed . During this time 
the d isease has done its awful job 

 

the whole my motive appara tus has 
been damaged and I bec ame like wa lking c orpse . The d iagnosis was 
terrifying for my parents.   

And the nightmare has sta rted for me and them 

 

treatment from one 
hosp ita l to another. In view of the inc reasing ra te of c hild ren morb id ity, a 
sanatorium was built for children sick of poliomyelitis.   

Up to the age of 4 I have been there with my mum, then alone.  
I remember my c hildhood as a rea l hell 

 

opera tions, pa in, a stric t hosp ita l 
regimen, and no parents beside me, having no right to c omp la in 

 

and thus, 
until finishing my basic educ a tion, 8th grade, I ve been there for 6-9 months a 
year.   

Everything was like in a milita ry formation 

 

marc hing to the c anteen, to 
sanita ry p roc edures, even a t night, before going to bed , punishment of the 
naughty c hild ren or those with poor marks. We have been forc ed to ea t up 
the served food , regard less of whether you like it or not. And p roc edures 

 

everything had to be done before the eyes of the rehabilitation therapist who 
usua lly d idn t have any pity for the suffering children.   

My parents usua lly rec eived a letter from the sanatorium where I had to be 
taken to, and I was c rying the whole day long , begg ing them to leave me 
home. And when opera tions were made, oh, then only I know how I felt 

 

a 
few c hild ren pac ked in p laster, absolutely help less, w ithout mums c a ress 



And the sc hool - c hild ren d ifferent ages study together in one room, often 
offended, upbraided and even spanked by teachers.  

When I was a t home most of the time I spent a lone. Other c hild ren p layed 
outside, they d idn t have the nowadays c onc ep t tha t the impa ired c hild ren 
have the same rights as hea lthy ones. I c ried so many times bec ause the 
others laughed at me or imitated my wa lk. Tha t s how my c hildhood passed .   

The Medical Expert Board was the institution tha t determined my further 
educ a tion without taking in ac c ount my p referenc es and will 

 

I was sent to 
study Economics in the town of Cherven bryag.   

After 4 years in high sc hool I graduated in 2004 with spec ia liza tion on 
Financing the state ec onomy . My mum c ame with me to help me. When 

the wea ther was good , I was managing to wa lk to the sc hool, but when it 
wasn t; my mum had to c a rry me on her bac k. I remember how ashamed 
was I! I c ouldn t look at my c lassmates and passers-by. This was the time 
when the first feelings of love were growing , my school-mates were ta lking 
about boys, boyfriends and da tes and I was a lways out of this, as if I d idn t 
have the right of this I felt so hurt and isolated...  

Then in June 2004 I started work in Dolni Dubnik.  
And aga in as during the youth years I was feeling d ifferent. It s not tha t my 
c olleagues were rude with me, no. Just a ll of them were married and a ll the 
talks were about their families and children.   

I lived like tha t till 1998 when I met S. who bec ame my husband and 10 years 
now we a re together, loving and help ing eac h other. He is a lso d isab led . 
During the na tiona l milita ry servic e he lost his hearing . We lost our pa rents, 
too. We b rought up a c hild who is 2 now. I have got 5 years of servic e as 
economist and a lso I worked a t home 

 

I was knitting baby c lothes, making 
b ride s bouquets, p resents bags   

My c ond ition is getting worse and worse now, and a lmost a ll of the 
housework is done by my husband . I c an t go down the sta irs any more and 
he carries me in his hands.   

Now I work for an organization of disabled people.  

Our life is ha rd bec ause a fter the democ ra tic c hanges everything is money 
but our disability pensions a ren t enough to live better.   

A grea t obstac le for us is an inac c essib le environment 

 

we c an t go where 
we want to bec ause there a ren t p la tforms for wheelc ha irs, our homes a lso 
haven t got any fac ilities for norma l movement inside.  

Unfortunately peop le s nega tive a ttitude towards us d idn t c hange a lot.  
But eac h of us, d isab led peop le, still has tha t thirst for c ontac ts and freedom 
that lies in each human being.          



 
THE STORY OF ANN, 18 years old, UKRAINE                                                      

                                         
My name is Ann. I m 18 now 
and about 15 years I c annot 
hear.   

When I was 2,5 years old I fell ill 
and stopped hearing sinc e 
then.   

At the age of three I went to 
the spec ia l kindergarten for 
dea f c hild ren. I m very gra teful 
to my teac hers from the 
kindergarten, who taught me to 
talk and to perc eive the world 
a round with a help of hearing 
aids.  

After finishing the  primary school 
I was forc ed to study a t spec ia l 
board ing sc hool for dea f 
c hild ren in another reg ion. It was 
very d iffic ult to live and study 
there without my mother and 

my fa ther. And when they took me home for week-ends, I d idn t want to 
return bac k to sc hool. So I stud ied a t this sc hool only for one year. Then my 
parents sent me to the usual secondary school in my native town.   

I had ind ividua l study a t home but I went to sc hool as well. I was ac c ep ted by 
the teac hers with understand ing. I got ac c ustomed to sc hool very quic kly. My 
classmates were disposed to me well.   

My b rother stud ied a t the same c lass and he a lways helped me and defenses 
me in d iffic ult situa tions. But among the pup ils there were some who moc ked 
or d idn t pay any a ttention a t me a t a ll. It was very insulting .   

So a t sc hool I a lmost d idn t have any friends.  

My friends a re g irls and boys with the same p rob lems as I have. We meet and 
spend our free time together, write SMS to each other.  

I m finishing sec ondary sc hool this year. And I m fac ing a p rob lem of my 
further educ a tion and c hoosing a p rofession. I like to draw and I think my 
future p rofession will be c onnec ted with this my passion. From my friend s 
experience I know that it is possible to get such vocational training in our town 
and I hope my dream will come true.  



 
I understand tha t my mother and my family a re the c losest peop le I have. 
They have done so muc h for me and without their support my life will not be 
easy.  So, now I do not find my life ha rd and despera te. But I rea lize tha t not 
everything is ac c essib le to the person with d isab ility in the same degree as to 
the person without disability.   

Nevertheless, I think tha t we must exp lore and possess the fullness of our life 
and richness of our age.   

I hope tha t my further life will not p repare me a lot of obstac les and 
disappointments.   

And I ll have a power to fight, to c rea te c hange, to grow and to be strong.  



THE STORY OF MARY-ANN, 30, BELGIAN 

So each night, naked on my bed, my body 

doesn't want repair, but longs for innocence. 

If innocent, despite the flaws I wear, I am beautiful.  

I am 30 and a year ago I had a tracheostomy.  

The dec ision to undergo this p roc edure was a c onsc ious c hoic e because 
nasa l ventila tion had bec ome extraord ina rily p rob lematic . I had tried wha t 
seemed like every masking system known to humankind since I began using a 
ventila tor, even c oming up with some of my own mod ific a tions (muc h to the 
frustration of staff with years of experience in this area). 

I say "fina lly fac e my fa te" bec ause this trac heostomy thing was something 
with whic h I had first been c onfronted a lmost 18 months beforehand . The 
add itiona l c omp lic a tion of b ronc hiec tesis of my left lung , rendering my lung 
virtua lly useless exc ep t for p roduc ing c onstant and somewha t deb ilita ting 
sec retions and c hest infec tions, p rompted the med ic a l sta ff to suggest 
trac heostomy as a way of managing my worsening ventila tion and lung 
c ond ition. The whole idea was tota lly abhorrent to me. There was no way I 
was even going to c onsider it as an op tion. Not tha t I was any stranger to 
p rogression. My ma jor c ond ition of musc ula r dystrophy had seen to tha t. 
Having been d iagnosed with this as a 7 year old and now being 30, I had 
already experienc ed many fac ets of advanc ement of my musc le weakness 
throughout this time, inc lud ing the p rospec t of dea th on oc c asion. In fac t, 
when asleep during the many months before ventila tion, I wonder how many 
dea ths I had d ied , sinc e my b rea thing was stopp ing for up to 5 minutes a t a 
time several times a night so I eventually discovered. I wondered why I was so 
exhausted, still working and trying to do a Masters degree.  

The c ond ition has indeed taken me on journeys tha t I guess sta tistic a lly not 
too many peop le get the opportunity to enc ounter. I c annot say, though, 
tha t I have ever been p repared for wha t those journeys have delivered to 
me bec ause there has never been a p rognosis, indeed when first it was 
d iagnosed the c ond ition was thought to rema in sta tic , a ffec ting only the 
musc les in my fac e and shoulders. Celtic c omposer and song writer Loreena 
Mc Kennitt reflec ts in the introduc tion of her a lbum Book of Sec rets, tha t it is 
the journey not the destina tion whic h is a 'sourc e of wonder' in life. She 
spec ula tes tha t ultimately a ma jor step 'on our journey is the one in whic h we 
throw away the map'. I tend to agree with this philosophy and it is one like this 
based on a theory of risk-taking tha t enc ouraged me to jump in and go 
ahead with the procedure.  

Desp ite this, it would be too easy to say tha t Mc Kennitt's belief was a ll tha t 
got me there and it c erta inly d id not a lways c ome to mind as I travelled 



through wha t was expec ted to be a rela tively stra ight forward p roc ess - in 
and out of hospital within a month, c ontinuanc e of noc turna l ventila tion only, 
speec h, no other pa rtic ula r c omp lic a tions. Not...! Na tura lly, the outc ome of 
the p roc ess I was not to know, quite possib ly just as well. Quite possib ly, it 
would not have mattered whichever way it turned out.  

The strugg le I endured in making the dec ision to go ahead and have the 
trac heostomy involved wa lking down roads tha t were treac herous to say the 
least. Having a tube inserted in my nec k, my throa t c ut, under c irc umstanc es 
like this (as opposed to undergoing the p roc edure in an emergenc y when 
the c hoic e is taken away), threa tened many aspec ts of my life and a t the 
same time forc ed me to fac e my own morta lity. The dec ision to do this, 
therefore, is not like making a decision to have your toenails cut.  

A tracheostomy meant for me potential life extension but it also meant giving 
up the life I had made for myself bec ause it meant looking stra ight into the 
eye of the p lac e where my c ond ition had b rought me and ac c ep ting the 
dependent sta te tha t my body had a fforded me. My belief system told me 
tha t dependenc y was not nec essarily a good thing desp ite the fac t tha t I 
had relied on a ttendant c a rers for severa l years a lready. In the eyes of the 
world , living "independently" as a person with a d isab ility was a sign of 
strength and the imp lic a tions of trac heostomy would , I felt, send me hurtling 
bac kwards fast. More spec ific a lly, I was bound to lose my spac e in the world 
and, even more fundamentally to me, my control of that space.  

Issues of body image and how my being as a woman would be threa tened 
also haunted me. I plainly did not want to parade around with a tube sticking 
out of my throat. I did not know how people would react.  

Being single, I did not know how men would react. There was already enough 
to contend with.  

I have always believed that one's value as human being is not determined by 
a soc ia lly defined struc ture of physic a l perfec tion nor tha t the ethic of 
physically being able "to do" makes one's life more important than one who is 
not ab le to do. I needed to app ly this to my own life. So in the end , when it 
c ame to the c runc h and it was time to dec ide (the bottom line being 
between life and death), though these physical, bodily concerns were driving 
me to sleep , to rejec t the trac heostomy, something inside me, my sp irit or I 
know not wha t, would not have a ba r of it. I still had life to live. And with the 
tracheostomy, it is an interesting experience.  

And if, by fac ing the trac heostomy head on, I have grown in some sma ll way 
as a person, then I count myself as certainly blessed.  



The Story of IVANA, 24 years old, BULGARIA  

Tonight, when I take off my shoes: three toes on each twisted foot. 

I touch the rough skin. The holes where the pins 
were. The scars. 

If I touch them long enough will I find 
Those who never touched me? Of those who did?  

Freak, midget, three-toed 
bastard. Words I've always heard. 

Disab led , c ripp led , deformed

 

Words I was given.    

There were only 10 days left, before my entranc e exam to University

  

I rea lized tha t they weren t 10, but whole 8 yea rs of my life! In the ya rd of the 
University of Arc hitec ture, Eng ineering and Geodesy there a re spec ia l 
swa llows with long wings, c a lled swift-winged . There I saw them for the first 
time and they have engraved on my memory, as if they a re my friends. At 
the same p lac e is held the math s exam for the University of Sofia , so a lot of 
peop le ga ther in the ya rd . We had to pass through this thic k c rowd , me in a 
wheelc ha ir and my rela tives, who elbowed my way to the door and c a rried 
me up the stairs.   

For eight years I have been loc ked and hidden from view , and now I was 
among a ll these peop le on the other hand , I had worked hard for the exam 
and I wanted to see the result of my work Everything passed grea t 

 

invig ila tors hadn t had a student in a wheelc ha ir before, and there wasn t a 
desk or a tab le where I c ould write, so one of them pulled out a d rawer, 
turned it upside down and I had a spec ia l tab le. But both, the wheelc ha ir 
and the embarrassment I felt from the fac t tha t I was with so many norma l 
peop le d isappeared , when it turned out tha t I c ould solve one of the most 
DIFFICULT p rob lems, using one of my math s teac her s favorite  theorems. At 
this very moment two of my too long kep t d reads d isappeared 

 

the fea r of 
the exam itself and the fea r of the transition to outer world , among norma l, 
healthy people.  

I have had other moments in my life when I got free from a deep fea r. In 
other words, such a way I was grown up a bit:-) We were swimming in the Vita 
River and I was about to get d rowned . The river was unexpec ted ly high-
wa tered . I was swimming and when I tried to reac h the river bed it wasn t 
there! I panic ked and sta rted to swim upstream. If I thought a little b it and 
d idn t panic , I would let the stream to push me to a swa llow p lac e. But no! 



Fortuna tely, when I felt exhausted , there were peop le nearby, they took me 
out. That was an emotional shock but I understood this later :-).   

One day I dec ided to swim ac ross the loc a l reservoir. I have seen peop le 
doing this and I ve a lways been over them As I was floa ting on my bac k, 
thought Let me see, c an I swim on bac k but frog-like? It appeared I c ould , 
even very well. With every stroke I was moving faster and faster and d idn t 
feel tired a t a ll. My ea rs were d ipped in the wa ter, so, the only sound I sensed 
was the soothing babb ling of the wa ter, my eyes were looking up in the sky, 
the wa ter was hold ing me I felt unbelievab ly peac eful and c onfident. After 
a while I was under the b irc hes on the opposite shore. I stretc hed my legs 
wondering whic h way bac k to c hoose 

 

walking or swimming. Soon I was 
swimming bac k and when reac hed the other side and c limbed up the steps 
to the ground , suddenly remembered tha t day on the river. Obviously tha t 
fear of drowning had vanished.   

From my c hildhood I ve a lways been p lump and not so fit. It wasn t quite a 
merry situa tion, espec ia lly a t sc hool in sports c lasses 

 

ups downs, p resses, 
600 meters dash In c ompensa tion when I was in my ninth year I sta rted the 
ka ra te lessons. It was serious and heavy d iscipline 

 

tra inings inc lude full body 
c ontac t, well, rea l fight, c onc entra tion, etc . and my inner c onvic tion tha t 
sc hool exerc ises were tough just faded away. It was my dec ision to sta rt suc h 
a sport and tha t s why I kep t going to the c lub , but eac h lesson was so hard 
and sc aring , tha t I still remember the feeling , the feeling tha t I m not good 
enough, not fit enough   

After 3 months training I could perfectly make side- splits and in turn they help 
to perfec t the kic king skills. Very surp rising ly for me! A year la ter there was a 
summer c amp with 2 tra inings a day.  It was Thursday, in the beg inning of 
August, when our instruc tor had us run up the hill, a high and long one. We 
were sprinting, turning and running backwards, again sprinting and so on and 
so forth. When we reac hed the peak, most of us were worn out. But then a 
straight and even path followed and something happened to me.   

Every muscle of mine sta rted sing ing , inc red ib le strength c ame to me and I 
flew . I was so wonder-struc k by myself and everything happening I was 

flying past the others and soon I was two positions behind the instructor. There 
was no trac e of the fea rs tha t were hold ing me and espec ia lly my low self-
c onfidenc e. This surge of energy is c a lled sec ond wind and happens 
sometimes.  

And as to university exam, I enrolled for c orrespondenc e c ourses in 
Mathematics and IT Faculty and graduated from it successfully.  And guess if I 
was embarrassed , when I had to pass through the c rowd of gradua tes in a 
wheelc ha ir in the d ip loma c eremony. Hmm, honestly, yes! Bec ause everyone 
had to go three steps up to the stage and then, three steps down, but from 
the other side  

. My rela tives were a lready there, wa iting , to c a rry me up and down the 
stage

 



THE SORY OF A HUNGARIAN WOMAN, 32 years old 
Underlying Expectations:  

I am sure my personal experience is similar to many others.  I'm sure that many 
Hungarian women 
with d isab ilities, 
c oming from a 
Catholic 
bac kground , where 
there in an underlying 
expec ta tion of who 
they a re and 
supposed to be, by 
the c ultura l standards 
and the trad itiona l 
va lues of the 
community.  

Yet the expectation 
of fa lling in love, 
getting married and having c hild ren is just rea lly expected for women with 
disabilities. There are many taboos and fears and some of them still hunt us

 

There is a British writer, Simon Brissenden, he envisaged for peop le with 
disabilities a true holistic independence, so he writes:  

"The point is that independent 
People who have control 
Over their lives, not that they 
Perform every task themselves.  
Independence is not linked 
To the physical or intellectual 
Capacity to care for oneself 
Without assistance; independence 
Is created by having assistance 
When and how one requires it." 

I would like to share a pa rt of me tha t illustra tes my experienc e of being a 
young woman with a d isab ility and how my parents c oped with me fa lling in 
love and getting married. 

I was born in a Hungarian village in 1976 in a family of devoted Ca tholic 
pa rents. I'm a midd le c hild and quite ba lanc ed c onsidering. I never really 
understood wha t it meant to be a woman with a d isab ility until my mid 20's 
when I found it d iffic ult ac c essing emp loyment due to having a d isab ility. 
Then my parent's had this high expec ta tion of me to ac hieve beyond their 
dreams and yet often didn't expect me to do as well as I have. 



My Catholic bac kground is very important too be bec ause of its c a ring , 
sharing g iving na ture and the extended family tha t I have grown up in and 
still c herish. I rec ently got married , whic h in it self should have been a very 
norma l pa rt of life, but not for me. One I married a man with a d isab ility and 
two he wasn't a Catholic. Our courtship, if anything was a challenge. It tested 
a ll our boundaries and a t one time I was even p repared to leave the home I 
was brought up in because of the differences. 

It's d iffic ult even today to understand why my parents c ouldn't understand 
my c hoic e. My dad however had the most d iffic ulty, fo llowed by my mum. 
There was a year and a ha lf of c ourtship in whic h he just wouldn't rec ognise 
my husband. He wouldn't remain in the same room yet in the same house. 

However we knew that there would be difference and that I wasn't prepared 
to bac k down. They fina lly then ac c ep ted tha t my husband was going to be 
the one tha t I married and take me from them. I think they a lways assumed 
tha t I would rema in a t home. I'm not sure still today, if it was the d isab ility tha t 
caused the inconceivable differences or the different cultures.  

With sheer persistence and help from other family members who only wanted 
to see the peac e aga in, our rela tionship was ac c ep ted . My husband 's side 
was so d ifferent in their response. They were so ac c ep ting and c ouldn't 
understand wha t a ll the fuss was about. My b rother and sister d id not 
experienc e this situa tion. My b rother was ma le, so he c ouldn't do anything 
wrong, as he c a rried the family name. Expec ta tions p lac ed on women were 
of marriage and c hild ren and this was true for my oldest sister. These 
expec ta tions were not p lac ed on me, and rela tionships of any sort were not 
expected.  

There is one sub jec t though, tha t I just don't mention to Mum, whic h is very 
taboo. Tha t is, the idea of having c hild ren. You just don't mention it as there is 
this underlying fea r tha t if we get p regnant, our c hild would have a d isab ility, 
yet neither of our d isab ility is genetic , so the c hanc es of having a 'd isab led ' 
c hild is the same as it is, for anyone else. We a re p lanning to have c hild ren 
one day soon, so I'm sure it will b ring new issues and p rob lems to dea l with. 
We will take tha t day when it c omes with c a lm and an understand ing and it 
will be okay. My parents will just have to ac c ep t our c hoic e. They need to let 
go and see me as a woman and not a c hild tha t they still would like to 
control. 

I've illustra ted b riefly my experienc e to show how d isab ility and c ulture work 
and what this all means when you are a woman.   

The underlying expectation of what you are supposed to and yet not to do.  



THE STORY of B , 28 years old, BULGARIA 

Even blind girls get the blues,  
I tell my mother when she wonders 

why I expect to go to the senior prom 
when no one would ask someone 
like me, and why I can't be happy 

spending Saturday evenings curled 
up with a large print book  

Hello, I m B. and I m from Varna .  

When I was a baby, 
my parents notic ed 
tha t I c ouldn t see 
well. My mum 
rea lized tha t fac t 
a fter I hadn t been 
ab le to foc us my 
sight on the 
handed over toy. 
Nobody told her 
tha t this is only a 
pa rt of the 

pathological 
physiology of  
p rematurely born 
c hild ren, and I, for 

sure, was suc h a c hild with my 850 grams weight, born like an abortion or 
mouse somewhat! After a lot of c onsulta tions with Bulga rian and foreign 
ophtha lmolog ists, it was found out tha t I was going b lind p rogressively and to 
the age of 20 I would be c omp letely b lind . But everyone thought tha t 20 was 
not so bad bec ause you would have a c hanc e to find a job , get married 
and have c hild ren Alas, I tota lly lost my sight a t 24, i.e. 3 years ago and 
a lthough I ve a lready known this will happen, I still refuse to ac c ep t the fac t!  

So, I c ould see passab ly, but when I was in the 3rd g rade a snowba ll hit me 
and there was a b leed ing in my eye. After they had d isc harged me from the 
hosp ita l by mistake as I think, / the doc tor c la imed tha t suc h b leed ings c ould 
be hea led a t home, and he knew me well from the b irth with my eye 
p rob lems/ , my eye just ran out very pa infully, with a high tempera ture. Then I 
was opera ted as an emergenc y c ase and doc tors took out the rema ins of 
the eye but by sympathetic way the other eye, whic h was damaged by 
oxygen therapy after my birth, was affected, too.   

I left the Sc hool for Visua lly Impa ired Child ren in my hometown with highly 
reduc ed eyesight and sta rted my stud ies in Psyc hology and in pa ra llel the 
sec ond tra ining in Philosophy a t University of Veliko Tarnovo and I g radua ted 
successfully but during that time my sight was getting worse and worse. Then I 
had three, four opera tions, hop ing to improve my situa tion but a ll for nothing 



 
after eac h one, as more we pa id , as fast I was going b lind and tha t way 

I ve been living in darkness for 3 years now.   

My c hild ren keep me a live, I m writing so d isorderly and , of c ourse, I 
apolog ize to the readers . I have two c hild ren who a re the most wonderful 
g ift for me. They were born a fter two unsuc c essful p regnanc ies, one of them 
in vitro , but both finished with misc arriages. I had a lot of physiolog ic a l 

p rob lems, doc tors trea ted me a long time and fina lly, the c hild ren appeared 
a fter grea t c onc erns about hold ing the p regnanc ies.  But as a ll things in life, it 
was too good to last. I sta rted my a ttempts to find a suitab le job and tha t s 
how I entered  long law p roc edures. At one and the same time I b rought a 
suit aga inst Loc a l Med ic a l Expert Board , emp loyers who haven t approved 
my job app lic a tion bec ause of the spec ia l working rec ommenda tions and 
institutions in c harge of engag ing peop le with permanently reduc ed working 
c apac ity. I won the suit but long lega l p roc eed ings were killing me. 
Sometimes I was thinking Tha t s enough but only till the next day

  

Sinc e then I m trying to understand how long this hell will c ontinue to 
troub le peop le who want to be equiva lent members of soc iety, to work and 
pay taxes. And when will this stereotype c hange, the stereotype, viewing 
peop le ac c ord ing the med ic a l model, not the soc ia l one, whic h tries to g ive 
more opportunities to peop le with spec ia l needs? Is tha t the way to trea t 
peop le who want to study, to have a family and job? I don t want my 
p resenta tion to sound like pa rody of tragedy but nothing to do 

 

that s the 
reality.   

Now I m aga in job less, my older c hild sta rts sc hool, the younger 

 

kindergarten. It happened tha t I look a fter them by myself, I m d ivorc ed , my 
parents d ied . I ve got only my c hild ren and an older b rother who helps me 
within his means. And aga in I have to initia te lega l p roc eed ings in order to 
get a job . Getting a job is d iffic ult for peop le like us, it never happens with the 
assistanc e of authorized Labour Offic es or rela ted to them emp loyment 
p rogrammes. So fa r I have worked for a p riva te labour offic e, in a c entre for 
people with sensor d isab ilities, in c hild ren p rotec tion department and for 
other employers without full labour rights.  

Everyone has the right to have his c hanc e in life; thanks to a rt, sc ienc e, 
labour,  peop le with p rob lems like me, a re ab le to c hange entirely their lives 
and live in their c ommunity just like norma l peop le. The rights to desirab le 
work, ac c essib ility, educ a tion and soc ia l sec urity a re basic human rights and 
their violation is a shame and discrimination!   



THE STORY OF ...., 23 years old, UKRAINE      

Hello, everyone!       

For my friends - I m a Flower or a 
Seller of Emotions or a Collec tor of 
Instants. These a re my pseudonyms. I 
live in Lutsk 

 

the best and the dearest 
town in the world for me. It is in the 
western pa rt of Ukra ine. Now I m 23 and 
I endured about 2 dozens of opera tions. 
Of c ourse, it ha rdened me grea t. It 
taught me to be an optimist.        

I was long ing to bec ome a journa list 
from the sc hool years. I study intensified 
a t sc hool and a t the c ourses. The years 
of ha rd stud ies gave the results 

 

from 
the first a ttempt I bec ame a student of 
the journa lism fac ulty of Lviv Na tiona l 
University.   

Now, I m a lready a student of the 4th course.   

I try to study hard and to get the honors- d ip loma . Some students try to get 
exc ellent marks for assessment rec ord book not to asp ire to get p rofound 
knowledge. I think tha t the substanc e is not in the marks and knowledge but 
in understand ing wha t you ve read , heard and seen!!! The term, whic h 
you ve lea rned by rote, will not g ive you p rac tic a l and positive results a t the 
moment tha t you need . Frequently it works as a sc heme- lea rned , passed 
and forgot .  It s sad .    

The honors-diploma is a c harac teristic of the seriousness of a person whom 
you can rely upon.     

Onc e I asked my friends wha t is the word they assoc ia te me with 

 

and the 
answer was one the same word - Life. Some of them refused to exp la in why 
they think so. But it is not the ma in point. The essenc e is tha t they think so. 
There a re a lot of important words in my life 

 

INDEPENDENCE, tolerance, 
HONESTY, TRUST, music , hosp ita lity, positive, ra in, friends and c ommunic a tion, 
love and GOD. Life is a constant movement.      

Peop le often asked why I d idn t c hoose the p rofession of psyc holog ist. It s 
p robab ly not mine. Though without c orrespond ing educ a tion I c an help my 
friends any time they need 

 

by advic e, by c onversa tion or embrac e of 
support. Even if it is 3 o c loc k a t night. Of c ourse, I try to fight with my physic a l 
defec ts, sometimes it seems I c an c ope with it. I m gra teful very muc h to 
those sinc ere and kind peop le who a lways a re side by side in sp ite of nothing 



(for examp le my appearanc e or my wa lk with c rutc hes). I m c onvinc ed tha t 
a rea l friend - is tha t who knows everything about you and for a ll tha t stays 
with you.       

Step by step , from session to session I go to my d ream to be a reporter 

 
to 

see the world and to open its beauty for myself and for other peop le. It s 
a lready about 10 yea rs I have a d ream to go to Ta j Maha l (Ind ia ). I was a 
sc hoolg irl when I heard the love story of two young peop le and I was 
charmed by creating of this architectural monument of the past.      

About so muc h time (about 9 years) I m writing a book. It s something like 
a romantic essay from the rea l life. This book will see the world very soon. Why 
I ve been working a t this book for so long time?   

Bec ause I need a rea l insp ira tion and I c ould not make it to c ome when I 
need it. I have a lready written 48 issues, 2 more a re left. I dec ided just so. The 
time will put everything in its own p lac es. The word litera ture» and everything 
c onnec ted with it is holy for me. Bec ause litera ture c an teac h us a lot, c an 
open new world , whic h we ve never seen before 

 

world of feelings, 
emotions and pictures of nature.   

Sometimes, I m outraged by those, who ignore litera ture s laws and write the 
novels, whic h c annot teac h anything but only ac c ustom readers to use 
unprintab le words. And every page of so c a lled books is full of suc h 
voc abula ry. I ll do a ll I c an, not to rep lenish my book to this c a tegory of 
books.    

I often think tha t my p rob lems a re not of g rea t importanc e in c ompare with 
problems of physical and moral health of other people. I call everyone to see 
tha t the g lass is ha lf full but not ha lf empty. And then you ll see tha t the world 
rea lly smiled to you with a ll its c olors. But when only sadness is a norm, then 7 
colors of a rainbow are absolute hallucination and only one color exists then - 
grey. I adore ra in and I wish you a lso to see in it a ll c olors of insp ira tion, 
delight, positive, optimism and LIFE. 



 
THE STORY OF ANETA, 21 years old, MACEDONIA  

Life isn t easy for a person 
with a disability.                                                

  
I have a serious hearing 
damage, and this means 
that I can hear only with 
the help of a hearing 
device, and my life is 
unthinkable to me without 
them.  

I got rehab ilita tion for ten 
years in the Na tiona l 
Institute for hearing , 
speec h and voic e, 

together with my mother and the rest peop le from the institute who were 
experts for my p rob lem, and they worked rea lly ha rd with me, and they 
helped me to ac hieve verba l c ommunic a tion, I p rac tic ed p roper 
p ronunc ia tion of words, and we worked on my hearing. It was a rduous work, 
and without them I wouldn t be wha t I am now.  

Most of a ll, A BIG THANKS to a ll, who p rotec ted me from everything and 
furthermost made me a rea l person. One thank you!

 

c ouldn t be enough 
for everything tha t my mother has done for me, I c an t find words for her 
grea tness and self-sac rific e she has done for me. She believed in me and she 
still does. She has p rotec ted me from a ll ha rm, and she wouldn t let anything 
happen to me. She wanted and still wants for me to fit in the real world.  

As a result I ve finished p rimary and sec ondary sc hool, and now I am enrolled 
to an University faculty.   

In p rimary sc hool I was well ac c ep ted from the pup ils as well as the teac hers. 
We were young than and d idn t understand a ll events. I ve made a lot of 
friends with whom I still c ommunic a te. As c hild ren we a ll made jokes and as a 
result there were awkward moments as: the one with the hearing devic e 
when I recall this moments even nowadays I laugh and say to myself: all right, 
we d idn t understand these things than, we were only c hild ren.  

I was well ac c ep ted by the teac hers, there were no p rob lems on their as well 
as on my beha lf. I want to c ongra tula te them for tha t. I c an openly say tha t 
they weren t easy on me about grades, bec ause they c onsidered me as any 
other norma l person, they d idn t feel sorry for me, as some would say: Let s 
be easy on her she is with serious p rob lems. But it d idn t happen in any 
moment. I ve ea rned a ll of my grades and I ve worked hard . I ve entered a 
b iology c ontest on my free will, and I ve signed with my mentor and c lass 
manager by myself. My p rob lem wasn t an obstac le for my wish to 
pa rtic ipa te in the c ontest. I ve made it to the sta te c ontest and won the first 



p lac e. As a result I ve won a sc hola rship . This was a b ig boost for my 
character and faith in me.  

I wasn t too sensitive to my p rob lem in my c hildhood . Every new enrollment 
was with fea r wea ther I would suc c eed and how will I fit in the new 
environment. In high-sc hool we were a lready more mature and in sensitive 
years, I was now more sensitive to my p rob lem, but there I was ac c ep ted 
very well by teac hers and students, with some inc onvenienc es as c asting up 
to me and making jokes.  

There were a lso some misunderstand ings from the type, I haven t heard 
something so I asked severa l times or requested to repea t in order to get the 
p roper information. It happened to get a strange look or to turn their heads 
and making tha t they haven t heard me, or they would turn with their eyes 
and tell me with a dose of insolenc e. It d isc ouraged me, I withd raw and I feel 
intense in these awkward moments. I have the impression tha t they a re 
pretending tha t they don t know about my p rob lem, and tha t I have perfec t 
hearing.  

The enrollment on fac ulty a lso rep resented a b ig stress for me, but I hand le it 
quite good for now, I ve exp la ined my p rob lem to some of the c olleagues, 
although there is some of the type tha t wouldn t like to help me .  

I ve managed with my average grades to win a sc hola rship . I got the advic e 
from the c losest to tell to the p rofessors and assistants, but I am still on the 
op inion tha t they will get the wrong impression about me, tha t they will get 
easy with me, feel sorry for me or even that I am a liar.  

I want to ea rn my grades with my persona l effort, and I have a wish to 
improve my educ a tion in the future. Even today when I say about my 
p rob lem to someone c lose, they don t believe me and say tha t I am grea t 
and noting can be noticed.  

At the end I realized that without my mother and certain people, and without 
my persistenc e and fight I wouldn t be wha t be wha t I am today, and I try to 
understand a ll the p rob lems and to func tion norma lly in this soc iety. I know 
tha t I perc eive life with an op timistic view, and I would g ive everything to 
point out my abilities and values.  

All peop le with d isab ility a re norma l persons, and we mustn t let tha t p revent 
us from living in the real world. On the contrary it should make us stronger and 
braver people, because nobody is perfect.  

                                                                                       A. L.     



THE STORY OF NATASHA, 26 years old, UKRAINE      

   Natasha was born in the 
family of milita ry   man in 
1982. The news from the 
doctors that    their daughter 
had a Down syndrome was 
a shoc k for the family; they 
c ould not c ope with it for a 
long time.  So, la ter on 
mother began to work. 
Na tasha was 10 years old 
and she d idn t visit any 
kindergarten. Her 
grandmother took c a re of 
her.       

She began to study a t the 
age of 10. She d idn t visit 
regula r sc hool. She stud ied 
ind ividua lly a t home. The 
teac her sa id tha t Na tasha 
was able to study.   

There was not spec ia l sc hool 
in their town, so the pa rents 

were forc ed to send her to a spec ia l board ing- sc hool, whic h was situa ted 
in another p lac e.  Her mother was worried very muc h, bec ause it meant to 
pa rt with the daughter for a week. They took her home from sc hool only for 
week-ends. But they d idn t have a c hoic e, the g irl had to study. So a t 
sc hool Na tasha lea rned to write, to read , to c ommunic a te with other 
c hild ren, to serve herself, to be d isc ip lined , to behave herself with other 
peop le. At sc hool she got skills of sewing and house hold ing. She got there 
incomplete secondary education.      

After finishing sc hool there were no a ttempts to find the job bec ause 
Na tasha had speech p rob lems. But when her fa ther d ied , the financ ia l 
condition of the family became really bad.   

So Na tasha s mother tried to find a job for her daughter. And they were 
luc ky enough. Na tasha was employed as an offic e - c leaner in one of the 
banks. Mother thinks tha t this is bec ause of the good will of the bank s 
d irec tor. He took their request about the job with understand ing. But it isn t 
a rule tha t person with Down syndrome c an have a job in Ukra ine. It s more 
as the exception from the rules. 

      Now Natasha is 26.  She has a job. Her mother supports her at the job.  Her 
mother is a grea t op timist. She is a very beautiful women and she tries to 



imp lant the feeling tha t everything might be beautiful in the women to her 
daughter. Mother and daughter a re rea l friends. They do a ll housework 
together; they enjoy ga rdening and having a rest out of the noisy town. 
Na tasha has got two friends - g irls 20 and 22 years old with whom she c an 
c ommunic a te. In fac t, these g irls and a family is a ll Na tasha s surround ings. 
Isola tion a ffec ts not only Na tasha but a lso her mother. But meeting with other 
families whic h have the same p rob lems with c hild ren g ive the support to 
them. They lea rn a lot from eac h other, they spend free time together. Tha t's 
of p rime importanc e to them. They a re no longer isola ted and their strugg le 
with internal and external prejudice is united.   

Na tasha s mother understands tha t her daughter is dependent on the family. 
And she c annot rea lize her position within the soc ia l environment as mother 
or wife (any other role is not even c onsidered ). And mother is worried wha t 
will happen with her daughter when she will not be able to assist her?  

The story was told by Olena Melnik 



THE STORY OF ANJA, 24 years old, Belgium  

'Through sheer determination and willpower I'm where I am today, gradually 
reclaiming my life' 

When I was 16 yea rs old , my boyfriend bashed me a lmost to dea th. He bea t 
me so bad ly I suffered a severe b ra in injury and was in a c oma for four 
months. Tha t evening when he bashed me he repea ted ly stomped on and 
kicked my head.  

While lying in my hosp ita l bed my family and nursing sta ff c ould see the 
imprint of his shoe in my very swollen fac e. Intensive c a re nursing sta ff to ld my 
fa ther they had never seen injuries like mine before, injuries tha t med ic a l sta ff 
normally associated with road trauma cases.  

I was 14 years old when I began my rela tionship with my moody, abusive, 
vio lent boyfriend 

 

he was four years older than me and was c ontrolling and 
possessive. I was a young stupid 14-year-old girl who thought she was in love. I 
thought everything was grea t a t first til he sta rted the abuse. I thought it was 
my fault, so I made up exc uses for his ac tions, but no-one deserves to be 
treated the way he treated me. I think I really thought he loved me.  

Before my abusive rela tionship many peop le desc ribe me as a very fit and 
hea lthy beautiful young g irl in c ontrol of my own life, very a thletic , a very 
strong netba ller and a quic k swimmer. I was p retty smart a lthough I c ouldn t 
see tha t staying in the rela tionship c ould put me in a wheel c ha ir with a b ra in 
injury. I thought I was just living life to the fullest - not to know tha t rea lly I lived 
it almost to the end. 

I was a young g irl, who foolishly believed she was in love. There a re many 
things I am aware of now, whic h should have led me to end our rela tionship . 
Like when he would often verba lly abuse me or when he bec ame physic a lly 
vio lent towards me. Like when he introduc ed me to d rugs and supp lied me 
with them. When he would make me stay bac k from g irls days out and 
threa ten violenc e if I left. When a lone with him, he would ga in c ontrol by 
breaking down. He would bec ome very emotiona l, c ry and c a rry on telling 
some story whic h was so often, if not a lways a b ig , fa t horrib le lie (he was a 
very, great actor). 

Before the last a ttac k my parents tried to get help from the polic e but the 
polic e exp la ined their assistanc e required me c harg ing my boyfriend with 
assault. The only other way was to have him c harged with having sex with a 
minor but I wouldn t c oopera te. I d idn t want him to get into troub le with the 
polic e. He had a lready been in c ontac t with the c rimina l justic e system over 
the assault of another person. He had been to c ourt and ordered to a ttend 
anger management c lasses. I d idn t want him to get into any more troub le.  

My parents a lso made c ontac t with a loc a l youth outreac h p rogram who 
recommended a c oup le of things, whic h they found very help ful. Tha t s wha t 



my boyfriend used to tell me when he was in the right mood - tha t he loved 
me and that I was the only important person in his life. 

I began seeing a psyc holog ist and his support had a b ig impac t on me. He 
d iagnosed a hidden d isab ility - dyslexia . I had a lways had p rob lems read ing. 
When I was in ea rly p rimary sc hool my mum spoke to my teac hers who sa id I 
was fine bec ause of my skills in story writing but mum had to read books to 
me bec ause I wasn t very good . In year 9 I tried to put myself in the read ing 
rec overy p rogram a t sc hool but the teac hers thought I was just trying to get 
out of sc hool work and sent me bac k to the c lassroom. My parents now 
wonder if my und iagnosed dyslexia had something to do with my low self-
esteem as a teenager.  

The psychologist convinced me to break it off with my boyfriend. I decided to 
foc us on my stud ies and I was voted in to the girl leadership group as a 
leader. I had fina lly rea lised I would never be ab le to c hange him. We were 
not boyfriend and g irlfriend for the 3 months lead ing up to the assault 
a lthough we c ontinued to see eac h other. I still wanted to be his friend . 
During this time he rang me and sa id tha t he had had my name ta ttooed on 
his stomach and that we would be friends for life. 

My ex-boyfriend was c harged with assault and on us appea ling his sentenc e, 
received a 10 year gaol sentence with a minimum of 7 ½ years.  

Desp ite the horrific injuries he inflic ted on me, and a ll the med ic a l team s 
belief tha t I wouldn t be ab le to improve any further, with a b it of strength 
and determina tion I have p roved them wrong. I am ga ining new skills a ll the 
time and have p lans for the future. I now c ommunic a te through a text-to-
voic e mac hine and use a wheelc ha ir to get a round . I a lways try to keep 
moving forward , and with the help of my family and friends I ve been ab le to 
keep sold iering on, though it hasn t been easy by any means. 

There has been no real connection made between my disability and the fact 
it was c aused through rela tionship abuse. The family s experienc e of me 
being in hosp ita l d irec tly a fter the assault was not a positive experienc e. The 
soc ia l work department offered no support a round the assault, there was a 
long delay in my family rec eiving written information about wha t to expec t in 
rela tion to the b ra in injury. This information is supposed to be g iven to families 
within 24 hours of their family member being admitted to hospital.  

I m rea lly p issed off and angry about the past. I don t remember anything 
muc h about the last bashing , thank God , a lthough I get sma ll flash-backs 
oc c asiona lly of being bashed , but then they re gone. 

When I m in a bad mood and things a re getting to me I write down on the 
c omputer how I m feeling and it helps. 

What I would say to the other young women? 



Do not live your life in fea r bec ause it will c onsume if not kill you. The b iggest 
thing about my rela tionship with my boyfriend was I wasn t a woman with any 
knowledge or wisdom. I was a c hild . Peop le - young and old - should be 
aware, in c ontrol, and c omfortab le with their own lives and rela tionships, and 
not be a fra id to get out of a rela tionship where you don t feel c omfortab le. 

So if he threa tens or demonstra tes any physic a l violenc e get out. Rea lise it s 
not worth it, no matter wha t happ iness he may b ring on a good day. If he 
sta rts insulting your friends or if he bec omes obsessive, by any means, like 
wanting you to sta rt spend ing every sec ond with him. If he sta rts deterring 
you from spend ing time with anyone else or doing the things you like. If 
anyone else considers his behaviour strange or aggressive, think about it.  

We need to build young peop le s self-esteem, to stop them from thinking 
violent behaviour is ac c ep tab le and end ing up in a viole17-Dec-2008t, sexy, 
c ool and smart you a ll a re and don t worry about wha tever nonsense 
anyone else thinks! Just foc us on your stud ies and getting the best job you 
c an. Boys don t rea lly matter a t your age, they re just for fun on oc c asions, a t 
the moment!  

If I had my time aga in I would listen to everyone - my parents, my teac hers, 
my friends, the c ounsellors. I would listen to wha t they were telling me. I 
should have turned my ears on and heard how foolishly hormonal I was being 
by c ontinuing to return to suc h a violent, nega tive, and abusive rela tionship . I 
am now aware of wha t I should have done to end the rela tionship . Number 
one I should have done it in pub lic vision so he c ouldn t hurt me. I shouldn t 
have ever listened to or taken anything he sa id so seriously, unless it was a t 
face value to avoid a violent outburst.  

Girls really need to open their eyes, accept information, and direction from all 
who love, respec t and c a re for them. When you a re in a rela tionship , no 
matter wha t your pa rtner says, a lways remember you a re number one. 
Without respec t in a rela tionship it just won t ever work happ ily for you both.  

Through sheer determina tion and willpower I m where I am today, gradua lly 
rec la iming my life. Though I was only 16 when I was bashed , I now hope to 
keep others away from violent and c ontrolling rela tionships. So you a ll need 
to beg in to enjoy your lives. Stop taking it for g ranted . Be sure tha t you re the 
one in control of your life.  

I wish to be seen as a strong, inspirational young lady and helping others is my 
will to ac hieve this. I just hope a ll the young women who hear my story take 
the right kind of power in their lives, keep it rea l and don t p lay the fool. 



THE STORY OF ARIJETA AHMED, 26 YEARS OLD, MACEDONIA   

I was born on 29.08.1981. I am a 
young g irl w ith d isab ility. I live in 
Skop je. I ve finished p rimary sc hool in 
Jane Sandanski elementa ry, in the 

settlement Dukandzik. I live there as 
well, c lose to the sc hool. Bec ause I 
was a girl with disability I thought that 
I wouldn t be ab le to c ontinue my 
education to high sc hool. I thought 
tha t it would be d iffic ult for my 
parents to carry me every single day, 
but they were so persistent and they 
c onsidered tha t I had to finish high 
sc hool, and they enrolled me in the 
trade high sc hool Cvetan Dimov in 
Skopje.  

There I ve lived my first b ig 
d isappointment c onsidering my 
body d isab ility. Unaware tha t the 

sc hool was c omp letely inac c essib le my hell sta rted shortly. Arc hitec tura l 
ba rriers g iven trough a p ile of sta irs, for me were identic a l like sta rring in the 
fac e of dea th. You wonder why? A young 15 years old g irl on the way to 
bec ome a gradua te from sec ondary sc hool, who should be c onstantly 
c a rried by someone, to lean on someone, to take her under the a rm, tha t 
feeling made me feel different from the others, a lot different.  

There was so d iffic ult for me bec ause desp ite the a rc hitec tura l ba rriers, the 
teac hing was going on in c ab inets, and going from one to another c ab inet 
was extremely tiring . But every d iffic ult has its benefit, bec ause in the c lass I 
had a friend named Suzana who was the only one soc ia lizing with me, she 
cared for me, she took me under the arm.  

To be honest the scariest part of the disability is to be taken under the arm like 
a sma ll c hild . No one from my c o-students ta lked with me, they a ll avoided 
me. On the ma jor b reak a ll of the students went out to buy something to ea t, 
and I was left a lone in the c ab inet, like forgotten from the rest of the world . 
Pa inful and d iffic ult for a young g irl, when everybody is lead ing c a refree and 
norma l, I was a lways lonely, and I felt on my bac k the d ifferenc e and the 
discrimination accompanying that difference.  
You know what?!  
All these things I ve written was a ll the nega tive things tha t happened to me, 
but when I lived the discrimination from the teachers I just c ouldn t believe it, I 
was hearing it from p rofessiona ls and it hurt muc h more. A teac her onc e sa id 
to me: why have you enrolled a t this sc hool, you a re d isab led , you c an t find 
a job , why would you need a d ip loma?!

 



 
This was the thing tha t rea lly made me down, to c lose for other peop le and 
to think tha t I don t deserve anything in this life.  

But if you ask me now if I have the same op inion you would c erta inly get a 
nega tive answer. I will exp la in to you why I have this op inion. When I fac e a 
p rob lem c onnec ted with my d isab ility, whic h firstly seems unsolvab le makes 
me think worst for myself. I am bothered by the dependenc e on other 
peop le, and tha t I am not c omp letely independent and self-reliab le, but 
from the other hand God g ives me enough energy to perc eive, a lthough I 
don t have hea lthy and func tiona l legs I have enough wit and sense, good 
parents and friends, whose support makes me, a lthough only for a moment 
to think a live and full w ith myself. Tha t support is a motive more to c ontinue 
my education in a higher educational institution.   

One more thing tha t makes me ric her is the fac t tha t I c ome from a 
multiethnic family, my mother is Albanian, and my fa ther Turkish, from two 
ethnic groups were peop le with d isab ility a re even more p rotec ted , a ttitude 
tha t this c a tegory of peop le shouldn t be p revented from university 
educ a tion. But it is a lso important to say tha t g irls don t a lways get p roper 
educ a tion within the Albanian ethnic group , a lthough they don t have 
disability.  

I determined on 29.09.2003 to enroll to the fac ulty of philo logy Blaze Koneski 
Turkish language and literature.  

Before I enrolled I thought tha t the fac ulty would be a c omp letely new life for 
me. But unfortuna tely it wasn t quite so. Maybe you wonder why? Bec ause 
from my first day I saw tha t onc e aga in I will be haunted by a rc hitec tura l 
obstacles, and I wanted to quit studies the same day. I started even talking to 
myself: wherever you go to university, been it to Mars, you will a lways c a rry 
your d isab ility with you, it is your b iggest flaw with whic h you will have to fac e 
all the time.  

I had a b ig pa in in my soul tha t night, I c ried a ll night long and I d idn t sleep 
tha t night. I to ld my parents tha t I want to quit. They turned to me in this tone: 
As long as we a re a live we will c a rry you and ac c ompany you.

  

We sta rted to study as a family together. To tell you honestly it was quite 
d iffic ult, for me to pass the best student years c a rried under the a rm by my 
fa ther, ac tua lly I was so d ifferent from other ma le or fema le students, tha t it 
would be difficult for anyone with a healthy sense, but what could I do, It was 
my destiny and I ha to accept it.  

At the time of my stud ies I fac ed a lot of other d iffic ulties, like administra tive 
and bureauc ra tic obstac les; like enrolling for a new year, verific a tion of a 
semester, c hec king a da te for an examina tion Al this important tasks a re 
c omp leted even now by my fa ther, tha t is why it is d iffic ult to study with a 
disability. 



 
At the time of examina tion I fac ed the p rob lem 

 
Arab ic language, I asked 

the p rofessor to help me pass the last exam from sec ond year in order not to 
lose a year, and he told me tha t it wasn t important tha t I had a d isab ility and 
tha t he c an g ive p rivileges to me: You a lone dec ided to c ome to fac ulty, I 
d idn t forc e you to. . This however was one of the moments when I felt like 
everybody else, not discriminated.  

I fight aga inst a ll of this p rob lems, but now when I am about to gradua te I 
fea r tha t I wouldn t be ab le to find a work p lac e in this poor c ountry.     

All this sa id with the voic e of a g irl with d isab ility means tha t educ a tion as an 
important segment of soc ia l life is in grea t dea l determined by the d iffic ult of 
the d isab ility. The gender a lthough for the Albanian popula tion p lays an 
important role, still I c onsider tha t obstac les and d isc rimina tion is a grea t dea l 
stronger when there is a d isab ility involved too, and the d iffic ult is absolutely 
determined by the d iffic ult of the d isab ility the person has. Apprec ia ting the 
soc ia l d isab ility c aused by the bod ily one it is c omp letely c erta in tha t when 
the first one takes p lac e it c loses the c irc le firstly within the person it self, and 
than the ability to build bonds and relations in a wider sense.  

Written by Arijeta Ahmed 



THE STORY of BORJANA ZLATANOVA, MACEDONIA: 
Education and Society and their Relation with Women with Disability   

The b iggest g ift and 
b lessing to the being is the 
power in the world which is 
c a lled FEMALE. He sec retly 
g ives to the man the taste 
created by sin.   

The taste of irresistibility 
and sensua lity a t the same 
time, and to her it gave 
the g ift to be fertile and to 
have an even b igger 
seduc tive power, the 
reason why men rule 
stupidity.    

A POEM of Sheila Black: 

Crippled they called us when I was young  
later the word was disabled and then differently abled, 
but those were all names given by outsiders,  
none of whom could imagine  
that the crooked body they spoke of,  
the body, which made walking difficult  
and running practically impossible,  
except as a kind of dance, a sideways looping  
like someone about to fall  
headlong down and hug the earth, that body  
they tried so hard to fix, straighten was simply mine,  
and I loved it as you love your own country  
the familiar lay of the land, the unkempt trees,  
the smell of mowed grass, down to the nameless 
flowers at your feet clover, asphodel,  
and the blue flies that buzz over them   

With a fine simp lic ity with a ll mankind rules tenderness and silky beauty of 
tenderness and softness. An examp le for this is the numerous stories which 
exist for c enturies, for tha t how a woman c an destroy or sweeten soc iety. 
Consider the power of Cleopa tra , or of fa re Elena who trough the bed 
c onc eives the app le of d isc ord . How beautiful this might sound fa iryta les 
have minuses too, maybe even more when you have a d isab ility. You fac e 



d ifferenc es between you and tha t other person. You a re a ta rget of ill 
trea tment or the positivism in soc iety in one way or another. And there is the 
question: Am I truly a woman? Bec ause for a woman you rise and fa ll, fight 
and g ive a ll. And I haven t heard tha t some woman with d isab ility had put 
the world in front of her legs, but there is a first time for everything. I would be 
delighted if there were a girl like this some where in the world, even if she was 
at the other and of the world.  

From tha t point of view the silenc e fac ed with the truth, we a ll stood silent or 
p retend ing tha t it doesn t exist, with fea r of being hurt and fa il. I have the 
same needs you have, a lthough I fac e many more c ha llenges than other 
peop le. When I wanted an educ a tion I had to persuade the others tha t I c an 
do it. After numerous a ttempts I had p reva iled and got the a ttribute 
c ongra tula tion, a lthough I d idn t have had any materia l benefit from it. But I 
d idn t felt d ifferent from the others bec ause I thought others tha t d isab ility 
was I life philosophy and not something to lament on.  

Tha t was my life motto: I have to be like the others, to ad just to their needs 
and demands, bec ause I am an ind ividua l, and the ma jority a lways wins. I 
had to lea rn to love and not to let the pa in p reva il, bec ause she doesn t 
b ring noting well, while she grows the labor ac hieved . As it is sa id : sadness is 
silent in front of the serenity.  

Therefore I am gra teful a t those tha t thought me tha t equa lity lesson is not 
only for the healthy. She is inborn or learned.  

And a fter a ll the end of my high sc hool educ a tion is c oming . There I 
suc c eeded tha t I c an do it, and there sta rts the quest for the truth, to ob ta in 
a p iec e of paper c a lled a d ip loma . For me this is the end of the world , 
bec ause there is no possib le way to rea lize my wish, and I am d isappointed . 
But I was aware tha t it was going to happen, bec ause it was inevitab le. 
Physic a l ba rriers were stopp ing me to enroll to fac ulty. And in add ition a 
gossip ing c olumn was being open in whic h everybody had their op inion; 
wha t good it will do for you when you c an t make it, and I thought why 
should I ma tter to a ll those peop le, when I don t respec t their op inion, 
bec ause everybody has the right to think for himself. And I had a million 
questions to answer, but who am I to judge when the world should be equa l 
for all of us.  

In the moment when I thought tha t the grief has no end , not for being 
d isab led but for being underp rivileged , and they a re the worst c a tegory 
being furious and angry, one encounter could change it all. The meeting with 
the wife of a former p rime minister, with the Foundation Blagoslovie c a lled 
like this than. After a day or two my d reams c ame true, it was unbelievab le. 
The doors to the fac ulty were opened for me.  Ka limero c omes for the justic e 
and I am onc e aga in a lone and designa ted , I was thinking wha t now 
bec ause I d idn t had time so fa r, but I dec ide to fight. I took my first exam 
with suc c ess, surp rising ly strange I was ac c ep ted wonderfully. It was strange 
to me bec ause I d idn t expec t tha t sort of trea tment. 



 
That very same I met the woman to whom I awe it a ll; in her eyes I c an see 
love and equa lity.  Aunt Sika doesn t let to for me to fa ll short, she even 
a rgues with the p rofessors, and I c onstantly torment her: Sikc e this, Sikc e 
tha t. And I know tha t a lthough I make her lose her temper, I make her 
sc ream and a ll tha t and the other way a round too, but we make things for 
the time being. And a fter a b ig fight she knows I love her and tha t nothing I 
have done was with intention of hurting her. This c an be app lied only to 
situations when things get out of control.  

Otherwise I lead a life like every other ord inary g irl, sta rting from c ha tting and 
going to gossip ing. I am bothered by the fac t tha t sometimes some peop le 
a re better a lthough they a re not, but you c an t see tha t in them. I wouldn t 
like to speak for love a t a ll, I am being judged for letting someone without 
d isab ility enter my life, but mind c an t c ontrol the heart, if I c ould I would 
p rotec t myself from these pa ins. Although the others suggest tha t I should 
leave him and tha t I am too d ifferent, but I c an t be d ifferent nor I c an love a 
man with d isab ility not bec ause I underestimate peop le but bec ause I c an t 
give my soul to anybody, and that man probably would have skipped classes 
on love and wouldn t now how to sta rt or how to finish. Wow, I shouldn t ta lk 
too muc h, bec ause ta lking is a ffec ting bad ly a t the moment, it w ill a ffec t my 
holy sec ret. And he c ould be read ing this, so I wouldn t like to bec ome a 
mere ob jec t in his hands, a sugar ba r tha t will melt in his mouth, and like a 
sma ll c hild whic h c an t resist it. A human examp le tha t I wouldn t like to 
bec ome true, but ac c ord ing to others it might with just one right or fa lse 
move from him. And I wouldn t like to g ive materia l to the petty souls, 
gossip ing and there is a little reta rded Cinderella in eac h and every one of 
them. Here the question whether only my intelligenc e stops in front of rea lity 
tha t anyone c ould be c a lled the rea l one, but the least tha t one tha t lost the 
compass to reality. It really goes centuries back, something appearing vulgar, 
somebody wasn t ra ised p roperly. It hurts when I need to stay silent bec ause 
of this unrea lized world in whic h nobody c a res for nothing . I would ra ther 
sta re in someone s appearanc e bec ause he forgot wha t c ulture is and he 
d idn t look a t himself. I don t c a re for those peop le, and I don t p lan to 
understand their feeb le mind , not worth a sing le penny. But I don t c onsider 
tha t I have a b ig d isc rimina tion, bec ause I rule the world and not the other 
way around.   

Simp ly I feel good a lthough I have a d isab ility, nothing is short for me, and I 
just do things my way. I don t c onsider myself fro a person with spec ia l needs, 
bec ause everyone has his spec ia l needs, and I frankly don t understand the 
meaning of the words spec ia l needs , and I c onsider something else as a 
need , a mean of being d ifferent a t the time of speaking , when I think how to 
get to the way of doing it bec ause by default the fingers on the hands a re 
different by they have the same function and no one finds fault in them. From 
the other hand I c an t understand those peop le with inborn d isab ility whic h 
p ity themselves and would like others to feel p ity for them; they a re 
convinc ed tha t those other peop le should do something for them. They 



should ask the question when they have done something for those other 
people.   

Offense is best defense, and we have a lso forgotten about the thing we do 
ourselves. I do wha t I want, and I bear in mind to c ontribute to a better world 
and better future, and tha t p revents me from c ra ting something tha t will 
make the world a better p lac e, or will a t least make life easier for some 
disabled person. This goes for me, but not for the others like me, because their 
world is pac ked in a sma ll box whic h opens when there is need to. Maybe 
bec ause my world has less peop le with d isab ility and not with spec ia l needs. 
Bec ause they don t ac c ep t me, I don t ta lk their language, of simp le and 
dark, b lac k and white, we a re d ifferent a lthough we a re the same, and I put 
on the pink glasses when I feel good.  

Although I senselessly judge the world sometimes, but the rage is for the 
whole c urse bec ause it destroys rea lity for me. I have my one world in whic h 
roses a ren t b looming, but there a re no thorns either, my rea l world . Let 
someone say tha t his world c onsists of roses a lone and tha t he never tasted 
thorn, and he doesn t have a d isab ility. Tha t p robab ly isn t possib le. Aren t we 
a ll equa l? And how should we be equa l when with this a ttitude I am judged 
by those with disability, equality is achieved through battle and effort and not 
by lamenting when we have a bad rec ep tion by the doc tor. I simp ly c hange 
the doctor and not lamenting, I leave in demonstration.   

There a re many doc tors, there a re a lot of c a fé shops, and you c an c hange 
your neighbors shop when you a re not p roperly served . But not bec ause I 
have a d isab ility but bec ause they a re ill in the b ra in, or somebody stepped 
on their toe in the morning . Unhapp iness doesn t c hoose relig ion, sta tus, or 
politic a l views. Unhapp iness is for those without d isab ility as well. Everybody 
knows tha t but they understand it how it is good for them. This is so bec ause 
attitude is choice of taste. And to feel good you have to make it good.   

Do the things you like, don t run from the a ttitude, and with tha t c a rry the 
desire, bec ause it makes you better from the other no matter whether you 
have or don t have d isab ility.   

The d isab ility doesn t p revent you from anything , and even from being full 
w ith tenderness, understand ing , love, bec ause only peop le who don t feel 
love are with disability.   

Don t p revent yourself from getting p regnant, bec ause you might be luc ky in 
your life, bec ause no d isab ility should p revent you to enjoy in your sex life, of 
c ourse tha t is my op inion and a ttitude, and even though someone might not 
like it, I don t c a re.   

I just wa it on the good moment. And onc e aga in d isab ility is not a spec ia l 
need but only special circumstance in which we must try to fix things. And we 
will fix them if not a ll peop le with d isab ility go to the heaven, put a ll peop le 
go to heaven or hell in difference with the character. 



  
THE STORY of NADICA ANTIK, 26 years old, MACEDONIA: 
Meaning of Life realized trough Optimism and Pessimism in Human 
Personality   

Health care and it s role 
seen trough the life of a 
girl  

Life is beautiful for the 
ones who know how to 
live it.   

I used to observe peop le 
frequently and I think to 
myself tha t they a ren t 
the ones who should 
c hange (and should 
c hange, but it should be 
myself). I am 26 years 
old , my d isab ility is 
inborn, I have c erebra l pa ra lysis, with body d isab ility to the right a rm and keg 
with the later development.   

However I am a person with a strong will and amb ition to surpass a ll of tha t. 
There a re peop le who were ab le to see this and they have ac c ep ted me for 
who I am, but unfortuna tely they few only few. I was exposed to moc kery 
and rejection with malice attitude for me.   

This story will be in most pa rt for my la ter maturity and physical d isab ility. I 
finished sec ondary and p rimary sc hool with the norma l kids. I mention this 
bec ause when I wanted to go to sc hool doc tors wanted to put me in a 
spec ia l sc hool, c onsidering tha t I am a person with easy menta l reta rda tion, 
but my fa ther d idn t a llow it, bec ause he c hose not to believe them and he 
dec ided to enroll me in a sc hool for norma l kids. It is easier for the doc tors to 
ra tify the fa lse d iagnosis, ra ther than the rea l one whic h was hurting for me 
and for my family, where further ana lysis were required in my la ter 
development, and not to c onc lude easy menta l reta rda tion, those a re two 
d ifferent things, and in my op inion doc tors should take b igger initia tive in 
resolving this kind of problems.   

But in d ifferenc e from this p rob lem body d isab ility c an be seen from a 
different perspective, thanks to the doctors that provided that for me through 
tree opera tions, two in Skop je and one in Ohrid , who gave their best for the 
opera tion of the leg to be suc c essful, and with good exerc ises to improve my 
hea lth c ond ition. They gave me hope tha t with persistent exerc ises the 
d isab ility with the leg c ould be about 80 % surpassed , but I have to admit 
tha t I was a b it lazy in exerc ising . Considering the d isab ility of the a rm only 



exerc ises were required , bec ause 
opera tion wouldn t have a c onsiderab le 
effec t. After c onduc ting the opera tions 
under the initia tive of the doc tors I was 
send to physic a l therapy. Their 
development showed good results, the 
therap ists were kind with me and their 
most frequent words were: It c an be 
better than this. They were determined 
tha t the opera tion would g ive results. 
After c omp leting the exerc ises I was sent 
for home trea tment, and the last 
opera tion should have finished with 
finishing of my 18 year. In d ifferenc e with 
the p revious two opera tions this one was 
a b it more c omp lic a ted bec ause in the 
c ourse of the opera tion my skin on the right leg burst, and instead of four 
days I ve stayed a month. Here the doc tors and nurses weren t so kind with 
me. I had stronger pa ins and I c ouldn t go to sleep , and they usua lly to ld me: 
go to sleep , there is nothing else tha t we c an do for you. After one month 

spent in the hosp ita l I was sent to home trea tment. I d idn t exerc ise a fter this 
new situation. I had a cast for a month on my leg, then they took out the cast 
and trea ted my leg , firstly the doc tor who made the opera tion, and than my 
fa ther a fter it was c omp letely hea led . I had a c yst on my head as a sma ll g irl, 
I go to rad iography regula rly, and I must say tha t this is a sta tic p rob lem; I 
have to live with it like everybody else.  

This is just a c onfirma tion tha t the pa rt of the hea lth p rotec tion in my life 
showed to be good and gave results bec ause of the timely d isc overy of the 
d isease and early rehab ilita tion, but stronger c onsistenc y was required on my 
beha lf to c ontinue with exerc ises on my own. Still I have to point out the 
moment of insuffic ient p rofic ienc y of the doc tors simp ly to go through the 
sta rted . I c an understand the nurses, to whom the doc tors g ive orders which 
med ic a tions should be g iven to whic h pa tient, b rought from other p lac es to 
ease the pa ins. I think tha t there isn t a good c ommunic a tion between 
doc tors and pa tients tha t is nec essary, a good knowledge of the pa tient s 
psyc hology is needed , and than they should a lso resolve p rob lems among 
them whic h should improve their rela tions, a ll doc tors a re not a like but this is 
necessary for some.  

Conc erning the bad qua lity of care provided in our hea lthc a re system, or to 
say it more exactly  the rec kless behavior of many med ic a l p rofessiona ls , it 
is needed to develop a b igger c onsc ienc e with them and not to rush them, 
but to leave spac e and time to sort things out for themselves, but if they 
a ren t p repared , or they simp ly don t want to do it p roperly, they shouldn t 
do it a t a ll, then they should leave this p rob lem to persons with higher levels 
of motiva tion, and with stronger op timism and p repared to g ive rea l help to 
those who need it.  



The brave heart beats all barriers in education accessibility   

Loneliness doesn t c ome from the lac k of human c ompany, but it c omes 
from the fa ilure to c ommunic a te about things important to him, or taking 
attitudes considered inadequate for other people.  

Loneliness is a frequent phenomenon nowadays.   

Some people leave, some people are left, get fired from their work position or 
non-governmenta l organiza tion or they simp ly leave. I am one of those who 
had felt loneliness on their own back.   

I was abandoned by my mother when I was a c hild and therefore I feel 
rejec ted even a t the moment, and as a feeling c aused a lot of c onflic ts in 
me, but I would like to p resent growing up as a theme in this c onversa tion. 
My growing up was influenced by several factors: firstly I, than my family, here 
is my mother who would inc rease the p roc ess of my growing and fina lly the 
soc ia l surround ing. While from hea lth reasons I missed a ll the c hild p lay and 
smile, and spent my c hildhood in hosp ita ls, my friends without a d isab ility had 
a ll tha t, whic h is why they saw mw with d ifferent eyes, to make an awkward 
situation for me.   

Most inc onvenienc es I ve suffered in p rimary and sec ondary sc hool were 
bec ause my friends soc ia lized with me superfic ia lly, I would g ive severa l 
examples:  we have made p lans for going out but they went out ea rly 
without wa iting for me, or while p laying with rubber bands, they d idn t 
inc lude me in the game, but they only passed the band in order hold it for 
them, and while I was performing tha t task they insulted me wit words like 
c ripp led ug liness .   

From this sort of events in life I c rea te a 
feeling tha t I bother peop le. But the ha rdest 
pa rt is to take insults where you don t expec t, 
and to be falsely accused.   

After finishing high sc hool, a fter a one year 
b reak, I got enrolled the University, a t the 
Fac ulty of Philosophy 

 

Department of 
History. At the Faculty still d ifferent from the 
others , or still a c hild in other words, I 
managed to gradua te with the wonderful 
help from my parents and my history 
professor s support.  

In the course of my study I was always scared 
and getting petrified how would I be 
ac c ep ted . I was often worried tha t I would 
be p robab ly rejec ted bec ause I take those 
thing quite difficult, and that is due to my difficult childhood, and that anxiety 



is still here, I haven t surpassed it but there a re the friend I have now to help 
me. They are few but still they give sincere support to me.   

I fina lly managed to live trough this period muc h better than p rimary and 
sec ondary sc hool. The p rofessors had a lot of understand ing for me, and I 
c an even freely say tha t they were easy on me for some of the exams, while 
some p rofessors imita ted my behavior and ac ted c hild ish towards me. I d idn t 
have any p rob lems with my c olleagues; I had good rela tionship with them 
and with some of them I still c ommunic a te well. I onc e had an inner c onflic t 
when an opinion should be given and I had a different one, so that time I was 
completely separated.   

We a ll make mistakes, but it is important is to lea rn from them and not to 
repeat them. We make the most important decisions in our lives.   

For easier c onfrontment with the d isab ility, as well as surpassing it (bod ily as 
well as physic ) we should rea lly c onfess to eac h other tha t we mustn t 
c ompare us with the peop le without d isab ility, but we a re ab le to do things 
they c an t, and therefore we must ac c ep t ourselves for who we a re. With the 
c rea tion of a rea l image we suc c essfully c ontributed in surpassing this 
problem in ourselves, and afterwards with the surrounding.   

Ac tua lly with my la te development saw things tha t the peop le who had 
helped me c ouldn t see, and seeing other c hild ren from my genera tion, I 
decided not to take any pity and not to make things even more difficult than 
they rea lly a re. And c onc erning the abuse of peop le with d isab ility, whic h I 
was a pa rt as well, c erta in peop le d idn t let me in my ignoranc e to develop 
my vision, but on the c ontra ry bec ause of one unsuc c essful work, they d idn t 
permit to sta rt in a d ifferent a rea , c erta in peop le do it from respec t, 
c onsidering tha t I shouldn t be in tha t a rea , and permitting to me to find 
myself in a different space and different area.   

They a re the so c a lled humane humans and non-humane humans, filled with 
evil and making fun of other peop le s pa in, but we should b lame them but 
simp ly to make d istanc e from them, there is a famous saying :  the enemy 
c an be made friend but you c an t make friend from a fa lse friend . Inner 
beauty surpasses even the biggest disability.   

From molesta tion we c an lea rn how we c an surpass them and make good 
deeds from them. If in history peop le fought for g iven territory, why shouldn t 
me or anybody who identifies with the story fight, and we need to fight till the 
end.   

Life b rings unpred ic tab le things; we should enjoy and live every day like it is 
our last. When it s most d iffic ult I try to keep it for myself, and not to shame 
myself with my la te growth, bec ause it will help me in the formation of my 
character, the character could be different analyzed from the other side and 
it want to judge the right c harac teristic s with peop le. Physiolog ic a l and 
emotiona l development is more stressed with g irls with d isab ility, and body 



d isab ility p resents a b igger ba rrier for boys. From this aspec t as a g irl with 
d isab ility I c onsider tha t my la te development seriously a ffec ted my sinc e I 
am a member of the fema les, bec ause I know tha t g irls without d isab ility 
show more emotions than boys.  

Ac c ord ing to Freud : The c hildhood is the pa rent of the human persona lity .  

These words are written by a girl with big courage, pure heart, and strong will, 
and I am p repared to put behind molesta tions tha t happened to her, to put 
them in the past and to remember them like shadows in the past, and 
prepared to leave the presence in progress, and to have a bright future.   

Written by : Antik Nadica   



THE STORY OF KATHERINA, 27 years old: A GREEK WOMAN IN BELGIUM  

Because I needed a father  
more than myself,  

because I cherished my father 
I kept seeing things I could not say 

I kept not saying 
until it became only important 

not to talk.   

Peop le c an hear stories about d isab ility being c aused by road trauma or a 
long illness but not by being abused by a family member. Peop le c an hand le 
it if you say your d isab ility was the result of an assault on the street. I mean it s 
getting into the a rea of tha t s not nic e but peop le still reac t better than if 
they know the assault was from a family member. 

My fa ther had an awful temper and I think he would have had an awful 
temper regard less of the c ultura l bac kground he c ame from. On the other 
hand , he had a ttitudes towards both my b rother and I, or men and women, 
tha t were c ultura l - or stronger bec ause they were c ultura l. Some men use 
their c ulture as an exc use for violenc e. However my fa ther never ac tua lly 
gave me an exp lana tion for his trea tment of me other than it was a lways 
bec ause of me, things tha t I d id or d idn t do. It was a lways about me ra ther 
than about him but on the other hand I was a lways supposed to be a 'good 
Greek girl' and I am definitely not a good Greek girl.  

So while my fa ther never gave me reasons for his abuse other than it was a ll 
my fault and nothing to do with his behaviour, his c ultura l expec ta tions of me 
were used to make me feel as if I was fa iling him. Those c ultura l expec ta tions 
a lso had an impac t on my b rother. My fa ther, like a ll Greek men, had served 
in the Greek a rmy. I c an vivid ly remember my b rother being quite young, I 
don t remember wha t he was doing , but I remember him getting Greek a rmy 
d isc ip line for it. My fa ther thought this was a reasonab le way of punishing a 
p rimary sc hool-aged c hild bec ause he was a Greek boy who needed to 
grow into a Greek man. 

My father experienced a lot of conflict within his family because he fell in love 
with my mother who was German born so he married outside of the Greek 
c ommunity. My mother wasn t ac c ep ted by my fa ther s family. The first 
ac knowledgment of her was when she gave b irth to my b rother, a son, but 
she spoilt it in their eyes by refusing to fo llow Greek trad ition when naming 
him. I think it was one of the very few times she put her foot down and my 
father d id not want to go bac k to his family and tell them his son was not 
going to be named p roperly. My b rother s b irth was reg istered a t the last 
possible moment.  

My fa ther s c onflic t with his family was just another reason for his temper. 
Being Greek influenc ed his expec ta tions of wha t p roper behaviour was. The 
fac t is tha t I am not a good Greek g irl - so the further I drifted from his image 



of wha t I should be, the more I c opped it. Mind you, I think if he wasn t Greek 
he would have still found fault in me and he had a rotten temper. There were 
less expec ta tions of my mother than there were of me. I was the one tha t 
had to be the good Greek g irl. My overwhelming memory of my mother is 
that she was in her bedroom with the door closed. 

I remember a t one point feeling very a lone in having the sort of experienc e 
tha t I d id and being quite despera te to find somebody else tha t had had a 
simila r experienc e. Now fifteen years on from then I have met or know of an 
unfortuna tely la rge number of women and men too tha t have had those 
sorts of experienc es but bec ause most peop le out there in the c ommunity 
c an t hear these stories there is this silenc e and it makes you feel quite a lone. 

Thinking of some of the reactions I had when I did talk with people it is hard to 
put into words how to respond bec ause it s about how the response makes 
the person feel. The wha t not to do stuff c omes out as motherhood 
sta tements or the wha t to do stuff a lso c omes out as motherhood 
statements.  

I remember onc e ta lking to my teac her about how I would be killed if I d id 
something - now I d idn t nec essarily mean I would be killed but I d id mean I 
was worried I would c op it from my fa ther, and the reac tion was it won t 
happen , but I was absolutely panic ked and c ould not be reassured . I guess 
tha t s another examp le of asking the need to ask What is rea lly behind this 
fea r? I know tha t some peop le s stories a re d iffic ult to listen to but if you 
c an t hear the person s story it makes it even harder for them.  

Women with d isab ility don t get ac c ess to information about gender 
vio lenc e; everything is so b loody siloed . If you a re a woman rec eiving 
d isab ility servic es you rec eive information about your d isab ility but a lmost no 
genera l c ommunity information. There a re exc ep tions and some ind ividual 
workers a re grea t, but if you use a day p rogram, work in a business servic e, or 
live in a shelter of spec ia l c a re institution the c hanc es of you rec eiving 
information on family violence are minimal.  

When thinking about b roader c ommunity servic es it s better, but apart from 
the physic a l ac c ess issues, there a re workers who don t think they have the 
skills to work with peop le with signific ant c ognitive and c ommunic a tion 
d iffic ulties. The issue of having to take longer to work with women with 
disabilities is a p rob lem when you work for a servic e tha t is overstretc hed . 
Information in a lterna tive formats is an issue - they do exist but how do you 
get your hands on them? There is still the It s too ha rd thing and for examp le 
how many underfunded c ommunity organisa tions c an pay for dea f 
interpreters?  

The resource issue is a problem. I think there is greater awareness and greater 
willingness - that varies from worker to worker - but the resource barriers are 
there, like how many physically accessible refuges are there? And what the 
hell can they do about it?  



THE STORY OF MARIANNA, 20 years old, UKRAINE         

I m 20 years old .   

My mother sa id , when I was born 
everything was all right with my health - I 
began to walk as all healthy children.   

And a fter one of the vac c ina tion, whic h 
a ll c hild ren get in the c hildhood , I felt 
myself worse, and then I stopped to 
wa lk by myself. My parents tried to find 
the best trea tment for me. I remember 
tha t we even went ab road to Hungary 
where I got a c ourse of trea tment and 
rehabilitation.   

But I still had p rob lems with wa lking and 
I need assistance in moving.   

I finished sec ondary sc hool, but I 
stud ied a t home bec ause of my limited 
mobility and need in assistance to use public transport and to move about a 
sc hool. The sc hool has not c ond itions for pup ils on wheelc ha irs. In p rimary 
sc hool my parents tried to take me to sc hool for d ifferent holidays and 
parties but la ter on it bec ame more c omp lic a ted and the a ttitude of the 
c lassmates was d ifferent. I understand tha t they have their own life. I ve not 
made a lot of friends at school. Best of all I liked languages and arts.   

But I found rea l friends a t the rehab ilita tion c enter, whic h was c rea ted by 
NGO of our pa rents. I lea rned there to sew, to weave, to make mac ramé.  
We show and sometimes sell a ll our manufac tured wares a t the exhib itions. 
At this c enter we have music a l and other c lasses, interesting meetings and 
parties; we go together somewhere to the nature or on the excursions.   

I think it s the only opportunity for young peop le with c omb ined d isab ility, 
who c omp leted their sc hool educ a tion but c annot sta rt working, to leave 
their homes on regula r, da ily basis, meet their friends, spend their time in a 
sensib le and p leasant manner. We a re g iven an opportunity to ac tively 
participate in the life of community. 
      
Another young boy appeared in our center later. We became friends. He has 
c erebra l pa ra lysis too but he c an move by himself and he helped me a lot. 
He was keen on sport and he even played in football team.   

We fell in love...   

We dec ided to get married . First my mother was aga inst it, she sa id tha t my 
d iffic ulties will doub le if we marry.  I rea lized tha t our mutua l life would not be 



easy but I felt myself desirab le and beloved in sp ite of the pub lic view tha t 
woman with a d isab ility is asexua l and not ab le to have a sexua l rela tionship 
that is satisfying to her partner.   

So we married and I gave birth to our beautiful son.   

Thanks to the God my son is a healthy boy.   

My mother helps us to take c a re of our c hild . We a lso hired a nurse who helps 
us. But I think tha t not a ll young families like ours c an pay for the servic e of a 
nurse so there must be some soc ia l c hild c a re servic es tha t c an respond to 
the needs of the mothers with disabilities. And I think that our housing situation 
would be easier if we have spec ia lized equipment to enab le us to do the 
housework or take care of children.   

Neither me, nor my husband c annot find any job so we just live on the sta te 
invalidity benefit, and this benefit is not at all adequate to the real life needs.  

It is not easy to c ope with a ll p rob lems tha t our family happens to meet but 
I m happy to take life with a ll its advantages and d isadvantages.  



THE STORY OF SVITLANA, 22 years old, UKRAINE       

I m Svitlana from Ukraine.   

I was born on 11th of Marc h, 
1986 in the town of Lutsk, 
whic h I love very muc h. 
Almost at once after the birth, 
the doc tors gave the 
d iagnosis c erebra l pa ra lysis, 
so I was forc ed to lea rn to use 
the wheelchair.   

First my pa rents and I tried to 
fight with it, we visited 
doc tors, and rec eived 
trea tment in d ifferent hea lth 
c enters. It helped but not 
strong ly. However, now I 
understand , tha t if we d idn t 
do tha t then, may be I c ould 
not rise out of my wheelc ha ir 
a t a ll. I still c an move a little 
without my wheelchair.  

   I began to study a t sc hool 
at the age of 8.  
But teac hers c ame to me and taught me a t home. So, I d idn t know wha t a 
rea l sc hool life was. The wa lls of my fla t were the only things I c ould see a t 
tha t age. I was ashamed of the g lanc es of peop le in the streets, who looked 
a t me bec ause I was not like others. So, I stud ied and tried not to think about 
it. I was suc c essful a t my study, but first it was not easy for me to lea rn to write 
bec ause my right side was limited , so I lea rned to write with my left hand . I 
finished school with honors (decoration).  

In 2002, by c hanc e, I was invited to visit Youth Rehab ilita tion Center The 
Sourc e of Life for young peop le with d isab ility. Before, I thought tha t the 
word d isab led person means something terrible and helpless.   

After ac qua intanc e with the team of the c enter I understood tha t the 
wheelc ha ir is not the most terrib le thing tha t c an happen with the person. 
Even with the term inva lid your life c an be absolutely full of va lue. It means 
tha t you only have some physic a l defec ts but you a re not d ifferent from the 
other peop le. I bec ame the part of the team and try to do everything I c an 
for further develop ing of the c enter. I try to sp read information about our 
c enter among the youth, who still stay a t home in full isola tion. It just in the 
c enter I lea rned not to be ashamed of my d isab ility, to perc eive myself suc h 



as I am. I found there friends whic h understand me 

 
Tanya who a lways helps 

me to be self-c onfident, and Sasha who taught me to look a t my wheelc ha ir 
in a d ifferent way  (though his situa tion is c omp lic a ted too, he takes with 
p leasure every moment of his life). And I met there many other young peop le 
who prove every day that they are not different than the other people.  

In 2006 I lea rned tha t in Ukra ine there is The All-Ukra inian Center of 
Voc a tiona l Tra ining of Inva lids , where young peop le with the same p rob lems 
get education.   

My mother and I began p repa ra tion for entering to this c enter. The study 
means tha t I must live a lone in the strange town, without my parents, whom I 
love very muc h and who b rought me up as a persona lity. They helped me to 
c ope with a ll living c ond itions. Nevertheless, I entered this c enter and was 
astonished by the quantity of young peop le with the same p rob lems. We 
need only one day to get ac qua inted with eac h other and to understand 
eac h other. Then I have to learn how to go and to rise skillfully on my 
wheelc ha ir, but a lso I lea rned to danc e. We lived there as one family. I 
lea rned there for 6 months and got a d ip loma with a qua lific a tion of a 
sec reta ry .  

It s a p ity I c an t find a job ac c ord ing to my qua lific a tion, but the study a t this 
center gave me a lot. When I returned home I became braver and more self-
c onfident. Now I c an wa lk with my friends a long the streets of my town and 
enjoy every minutes of our life.  

I would like to say everyone who will read my story 

 

no matter whether you 
a re on the wheelc ha ir or not - you a re the same as the other peop le and 
don t be a fra id to live.   

Just live-because we have only one life and we must love it. 



        

GRACE AMONG THE WHEELS by DONA GRITZ 

She wa lks as if favouring a sore foot and her one hand c an t d istinguish  
coins from stones.  

Mostly, she imagines, no one knows.  

At last week s danc e, a boy with sleek hair kissed her in the corner.   

Tonight, her youth group is doing a yearly good deed. Leaning on a 
wall, she watches guests crowd the gymnasium in wheelchairs.   

Skewed legs wrack with sudden currents.   

Arms lay folded and stiff like cooked wings.   

Her friends hold the twisted hands in their own then sway,                       
grace among the wheels.  

She ll c hoose a pa rtner among the pa lsied strangers when there s a 
song she can get lost in.   

It will be like dancing with her secret self. 


