PAGE  


Adegboye 3



   

Vincent Adegboye

Dr. Rowe

English 1301 Friday Class
Essay #2

19 October 2007

Dealing with Differences


“I am a cripple.  I choose this word to name me.  I choose from among several possibilities, the most common which are ‘handicapped’ and ‘disabled.’” This is a statement from the first lines of the second paragraph of Nancy Mairs’ essay titled “On Being a Cripple.”  This essay interests me because it reminds me of my own parents.  Although not crippled, they are both deaf.  I suppose you could say they are handicapped, although I have never judged them to be so.  


Mairs explains her adversities and gives her opinions about herself being crippled.  I can speak of this from my close knowledge of my parents’ disability.  They have faced many barriers in their lives because they are not able to hear.  Mairs refers to the simplicity of the word “crippled” and how she would prefer that people refer to her that way (par. 3).  My parents treated the word “deaf” the same way -- just plain and simple, they regarded themselves as deaf.  My parents didn’t mind being identified as “disabled,” “ handicapped,” or anything like that, just as Mairs didn’t mind, but were fully aware of their differences, and therefore were never offended by what people would label them (par. 4).   

“I haven’t always been crippled,” Mairs says, and, interestingly enough, neither has my father always been deaf (par. 5).  Although my mother was born deaf, my father lost his hearing after a serious bout with pneumonia at the age of twelve.  It must have been twice as hard for him.  Unlike my mother, who hasn’t had the opportunity to hear anything in her life, my father had to deal with becoming deaf, after being able to fully experience the sense of hearing throughout his childhood.  Sometimes I think how depressed I would be to lose my hearing at this point in my life, but like Mairs, my father doesn’t show any resentment or regret.  He is happy the way he is.  His disability hasn’t stopped him from working hard, enjoying his weekends and his family, or doing anything else.  

Mairs was dealing with a disease called multiple sclerosis, which is “a chronic degenerative disease of the central nervous system.”  The myelin that sheathes the nerves is eaten away and forms scar tissue in its place, interrupting the signals of the nerves (par. 7).  Mairs is forced to walk with a brace or cane and must also use an electric wheel chair.  My mother for some time would use a hearing aid.  Although she could not hear distinct words, she would be able to hear loud noises.  In other words, if my siblings and I were arguing or screaming at each other, she would know.  She wouldn’t be able to understand what we were screaming about, but she would know it was time for her to intervene.   

My parents still lead an ordinary life, just as Mairs conveys to the reader that she does (par. 10).  Like Mairs, both my parents graduated from college.  My mother graduated with a bachelor’s degree in home economics and my father obtained two master’s degrees, in information systems and business administration.  Their being deaf didn’t affect their education in any way, except maybe having to attend a deaf university.  For the curious reader, both my parents graduated from the most acclaimed deaf college in the nation, Gallaudet University in Washington, D.C.  My mother raised me, for the most part, as well as my three sisters from a different father.  She worked full time, supporting us and making sure we had a roof over our head and a full stomach.  She faced twice as many adversities as most people, being a single mother and deaf.  Again, this did not stop her from doing what she had to do on a daily basis. My father raises his other son and some of his abandoned nephews.  He is the owner of his own telecommunications company for the deaf community, also.  I’m sure my parents had to work twice as hard as many others, but they still succeeded.  

Mairs explains how kids of crippled parents can be embarrassed and sometimes resent their parents (par. 15).  I laughed as I read that portion of the essay because I can strongly relate to some of Mairs’ children’s experiences.  I remember how embarrassed I would be sometimes when I would take my mother to school. Someone would speak to her, and she wouldn’t respond.  Then I would have to tap my mother on the shoulder and explain to her what the person was saying.  I’d get even more embarrassed when she would speak, because she is not able to orally verbalize very well, so most people couldn’t understand what she was saying. And, quite frankly, it sounded funny when she spoke.  At a certain age, I was fearful of bringing girls to meet my mother because I thought they would think she was weird. But it turned out that girls seemed to think I was more interesting after finding out my parents were both deaf and I was fluent in sign language. As a matter of fact, my “native” language is sign language.

My mother sometimes has a hard time dealing with herself being deaf.  My father, not so much, or maybe he just doesn’t show it.  Mairs explains how she often feels angry and hates being crippled (par. 20).  My mother didn’t show anger, but often did appear depressed.  She would often tell me, when I was a child, how she wished she could hear and how unfair it was for her to be deaf.  Sometimes I would joke back with her: “Well at least you can sleep without loud noises waking you up!”  She would laugh occasionally, but for the most part, it seemed as if she almost dreamed about being able to hear.  I would try to describe to her what birds, dogs, and other ordinary things sounded like, but it was always hard to turn a sound into words. 

Studies continue, and new technologies are developed continually to help hard of hearing and deaf people to maybe hear or at least have improved hearing.  Being deaf is not something that can be cured, and as Mairs explains, MS is something that researchers have found a way to treat, but in the end, is not curable (par. 30).  Maybe somewhere in the future there will be a surgery or a certain tool that can help deaf people hear, but it seems that’s almost a fairy tale, to deaf people, that they will ever be able to hear.  Like Mairs, both my parents carry on with their lives in a normal way.  If they chose to give up, blaming their situation for their problems, then they would live their lives in pain and suffering.  They continue to work hard, raise their kids, pay their mortgages, and so on, just as any other normal person would do.
Work Cited
Mairs, Nancy. “On Being a Cripple.” 1986. The Norton Reader: An Anthology of Nonfiction. Ed. Linda H. Peterson and John C. Brereton. 12th ed. New York: Norton, 2008. 59-68. Print.
