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When I was born, I was diagnosed brain-damaged. Later on it was changed into blind, and later again into partially sighted. No mater which of these diagnoses I have received, it has been a life filled with challenges and resistance. Of course everybody can go through these things, but I’ll go so far as to say that it might be harder for people with missing abilities. 

In my entire life I have always aimed to be like everybody else. I have fought against prejudices and pretended to be “normal.” As a child I didn’t see any advantages or positive elements in being unique. I just saw myself as a different child who was less worth. I got this picture of myself very early, because I was the only one who was partially sighted among my acquaintances. I only knew a few other children who were partially sighted, but most of them were older than me and lived far away. Therefore I had nobody, who was in the same situation as I was, to talk with. I couldn’t even share my experiences with people who knew them. 

I had of course an alternative. I could tell my “normal” friends about it, but I didn’t. I was afraid to be kicked out of the group. I was too proud to admit that I was sad, and that I had some problems. I didn’t believe that they were able to understand my situation, because it was so far away from them. It was also very important for me that they didn’t discover that I had weaknesses.

In course of time I have developed two sides – the outside and inside. Outwardly I have always acted as a strong person with a lot of abilities. I have tried to be the person who had strength enough to do something good to everybody else, but the “outside me” was a kind of numb. The inner me showed a totally different person than the outside did. This girl avoided conflicts and had a huge inferiority complex. People had no chance to know that I wasn’t as happy as I pretended to be, because I was virally thorough with hiding all my worries and defeats away. 

I don’t know why I never ever have talked about my feelings, or just showed a little bit of my inside to my friends or family, but for me it would be a defeat to recognize my weaknesses and faults. I wasn’t interested in being a weak person, and I felt that I would be that if I told the truth about my life. 

The deeper truth is that I always have been afraid to show and admit that I’m partially sighted - saying that I’m different. I have always tried to hide it away and minimize the problem, because I wouldn’t like people to look at me differently. I was afraid that people would feel sorry for me, and therefore force me to show my feelings. This would make me a weak person who succumbed to the “normal world”. 

Of course I had a choice. I could choose to continue acting as a flawless girl, or I could realize that I’m different. The first choice would be easy because I only need to act infallible as usual. The second choice would demand a lot more of me. First of all I need to start looking at myself and love the person that I see. I need to accept all the good and defective qualities I’m in possession of. 

The things which have affected my choice in many years is that if I published my partial sight, people would have started using it as an excuse for everything I wasn’t good at. Maybe they would be right in some situations, but I was afraid to take the chance. My parents have always used my sight in every single situation. If I lost when we drove go-carts or if I didn’t touch the ball precisely in football, they said: “You have to think about that she doesn’t have as good sight as you.” When we had parents’ appointments in school, and the teacher praised me for being a good student with high grades, they always said: “how great, especially when you make a note of her sight.” No matter what I have done they have connected it with my sight. Deep down I know that some of the things I do are admirable considering that I’m partially sighted, but I just don’t want my sight to be the main reason to why it’s beautiful. 

I have always felt that I needed to prove that I was good enough. Even though I have been good at something, I have felt that I needed to be better to do a lot more to compensate for my handicap. I have never ever felt that it was acceptable to be mediocre, I have felt that I have been forced to be perfect. It has been a long interior struggle, where I have tried to get accepted for acting strong and unaffected by my partial sight. 

Today I know that it’s a distorted picture of the reality, but this way of thinking has affected me a lot. I have a hard time accepting and believing compliments and praising words, instead of believing them I just push them out. I have the feeling that people think that I’m a poor thing, so that they need to praise me for something. I have never had self-confidence enough to believe what people told me, the words were lost on me. I think the reason is that I didn’t bring their compliment to my heart. I let them glance of on my numbed front.

In the first 17 years in my life I have only shared my worries with one person, my best friend. She brought joy into my life and we shared everything – and we understood each other. Unfortunately she died of cancer in an early age. It was a huge loss to me. I lost the only person I could confide everything and my only real friend. Since I lost her I have had trouble letting people into my life. I have been afraid that they suddenly would disappear like she did. So instead of working with the grief I put up the mentioned shell.  

It has always been excluded to talk with my parents about my grief and feeling of inferiority, because I have always had a sense of guilt to them. I wouldn’t encumber them with my problems, because it was enough punishment to them that they had got me, a partially sighted child. In my entire life I have felt like a load and therefore I wouldn’t put another weight on them with telling them about my problems. I was constantly aware of what I told them, I didn’t tell them anything with the smallest relation to my sight, including bullying and emotional influence. I just bear the pain myself, with the conviction of that it would be best for everybody concerned. 

I have always had the deeply wish that somebody saw the self-reproaching girl behind the shell, wished that somebody would help her out, give her a hug and show her love. Love comes naturally from your family, but since the day where I heard my parents talk about the choice between being blind/deaf or just die, this natural love has diapered. I heard both of them say that they just wanted to die in this situation, and from that day on I couldn’t stop asking myself if they want me dead instead of alive too. This conversation has just made me hiding my handicap further away and my self-esteem fell to minus ten. 

My life had been on the decline for a longer time, but it took a radical change when I started at a boarding school. The beginning was hard for me because people judged each other at their sport qualifications, not at the academic. I’m an excellent gymnast but everything with a ball was a disaster for me, so I got another couple of defeats. In class I did well and I experienced to get a lot of friends who cared about me, but the person who made the huge and most important breakthrough in my life was one of my teachers. 

For a long time she praised me a lot and she made me feel as a worthy person. However, in the end of winter semester she wrote a long message to me after the grade in a book review. It was critical, but solicitous too. She had noticed the girl underneath the front. That message made me think a lot, and it ended up that I sent her a long e-mail with my life-story. We talked a lot the following time and I told her things that I never have told anybody before. I opened up for her because she was careful and thoughtful. The most important was that she didn’t feel sorry for me or treated me as a figure of glass. She listened, understood, commented and made me feel safe and loved. She opened up too, and told me things from her past, and after every single conversation she hugged me as a mother would do it.  She’s the reason to where I am today. She respected and accepted me as I was, even though she knew everything about me – that gave me a lot more self-confidence. 

I think the reason why it’s difficult for people who are partially sighted to get high self-confidence is that it takes a lot from the surroundings. Self-confidence sticks together with acceptance and that isn’t easy to get. We have to prove that we are as good as everybody else. Maybe we miss the full sight, but I’m sure that we are in possession of a lot of other useful competences. What I think difficult is, that I don’t know what people expect from me, so what am I going to prove. In the whole it is all about to fit in the perfect world where “the normal people” shape the standard. 

The expectations depend on where we are and who we spend time with. If I spend time with my friends I’m actually relatively self-assured. These people know me and they have chosen to spend time with me because I mean something to them. I can feel safe in their company. If I make a mistake they don’t leave me, it claims a lot more than just one failure. It has taken me a long time to realize this, but today I’m convinced that I’m worthy to have friends, and I’m convinced that these people like me, not just pretend to like me.  

I think it’s difficult to point out exactly what made the change. I think it is a combination of that I had become more conscious about myself, and that I started to accept myself a bit more than I did before. This self-acceptance doesn’t come out of nowhere. It began when people started to accept me and talk about my sight without talking down to me. I could have wished that it had happened many years ago, but I don’t think that people and I were old and clever enough to contain the fact that some people may have a handicap.

I think it is frightening that a partial sight has been able to change my life that much and I’m wondering what life I have had if I haven’t been partially sighted. I’m convinced that no matter how much self-confidence I get, I’ll always compare me with “normal” people and try to be perfect, even though I know perfect is indefinable. I can still be really negative when people mention my sight too often, but I have learned to deal with it a lot better. 

Today I can walk on the street without being deeply moved when people stare at me and I can repress and lot more instead of being affected by it. I have learned to smile from my heart and I have become conscious about that it can be positive to be different or unique. I’m aware that the future might bring challenges and that life wouldn’t be all successes, but as long as I’m conscious of my own qualities, there may be a solution. 

I can’t stop wishing to be normal, but it can turn from a heartfelt wish into a little wish if people continue to accept me and other handicapped people as we are and respect us as equal humans.  I have always thought that it was a defeat to give in or refuse a challenge. If you just try it is a victory. I have made a lot of hard-earned experiences. I have struggled, cried and hoped, but I chose to believe that there is a light in the end of the tunnel, and that things turn out positive if I just try my best.
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