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From the introduction to Owning It:

Disability is a normal part of everyday life.
Did you know that about a quarter of people are disabled?’

Perhaps you are disabled yourself, or you know someone who is?

You probably know someone who will be, one day.

I According to UK government disability statistics,
published August 2023.
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MUSIC AND DANCE...
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READING ...




ANIMALS AND SCIENCE...
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Reading comprehension for ages
9-11 (UK Key Stage 2), based on
Faking It, by James Catchpole




Extract1: My Leg

Faking It

by James Catchpole

People always want to know what happened to my leq.
They did when | was a kid, and they still do now that I'm

forty-something. So I'm going to tell you.
It's @ good story. Ready?

My leg never really felt like part of me, and this feeling

grew over time, so that, by the end of primary school, I'd
started to feel I'd be better off without it. And soon after
| started secondary school, | knew it was time for action.

So, off came the leg.



My parents were a little anxious, it must be said. They
worried for my health. But | reckoned it was my decision
at that point — | was thirteen after all — and they couldn't
really stop me. | just did it myself one morning before
school: | lett my leg there, on the bedroom floor, and off

| went.

Best decision | ever made.



| hope you've worked out by now that I'm talking about

my fake leg. If not, then that last scene must have looked
kind of dramatic in your head. Was it . . . messy? Sorry. |
can tell you now, no home-surgery involved. No one had

to shampoo the carpet.

The leg | ditched at thirteen was the false one. That's
what we called it: my false leg. And that's how it felt to

me, by that stage: like a fake. A counterfeit.

I'm a single-leg, through-hip amp — pretty much always
have been. The first part of that is medical-speak
for ‘one leq, all oft’; the last part is amp-speak for
‘amputee’. And ‘amputee’ just means you're down a leg

or arm, or two.




As a leg amputee, from the time | could stand up, I'd
been given a prosthesis — a false leg — to walk on. If that
brings to mind those dashing Paralympians, charging
round a running track on futuristic blades, then do by all
means enjoy that thought. | do. Those guys are excellent.
But that was never an option, and not just because it

was A Long Time Ago.

To run with a blade, you need part of a real leg to
attach it to. Just a few inches of leg will do. But being
a through-hip amp means there's nothing below your

bum. And you can't attach a running blade to your bum.




Well, you probably can, but not in any useful way. No,
a through-hip prosthesis doesn’t really conjure the word
‘dashing’. It's a modified bucket-and-stick job. You sit
in the bucket and walk on the stick. | say ‘'walk’, but it's
more of a lurch, really — you know, like Lurch, from The

Addams Family.

To be fair to the prosthetists, they did their best and
the modifications were clever. There was a rubbery
foot-shaped foot to give you some balance and spring.
And there were joints: a ‘free hip’ to allow the leg to
swing forwards independently of the rest of you, which
did make things just a little less lurchy; and for the very
daring, a ‘free knee’, 'for the smoothest, most natural

walk'.




| liked the idea of a free knee, because it rhymed, which
made it sound like a political slogan, and who doesn't
like the idea of freedom, even for knees, which work so
hard after all. But | never mastered it. There was a price
to be paid for walking more smoothly. To walk with a
free knee, you needed to walk slowly and evenly. And
what kid wants to walk slowly and evenly? | tried rushing
and collapsing for a bit, then gave up on the free knee,

and went back to rushing and lurching. Sorry, knee,



You may not know this, but they weigh a bit, through-
hip false legs. Especially grown-up ones. These days,

if | leave mine standing in front of the snack cupboard,
my youngest daughter can just about drag it clear so
she can reach her crisps after nursery. She's almost four,
though, and powered by crisp-lust. A year ago when she

tried moving my leg, she tended to get squished.



Extract 2: Crutches

| haven't mentioned crutches, have |7

Crutches are the best. If you're missing the whole of ane
leg, which of these sounds more natural? Either you can
strap a fake leg around your bum with Velero and learn
to balance on it, and then, slowly, to lurch. Or you can
use the limbs you do have to do the job of the one you

don't: you can use crutches to walk with your arms.



When | got home from school, exhausted from dragging
my false leq around all day, and more likely than not
rubbed raw from the socket, I'd take off my leg and pick
up my crutches. And what a relief that was! Crutches may
sound like hard work, but if you use them every day your
body soon adapts. Your arms and shoulders muscle up
until they can easily carry your weight, and the skin on
your palms toughens: pretty soon your shoulders stop
aching and your hands stop blistering, and then crutches

are just how you walk. Orrun . ..



Extract 1 from Growing Pains,
by Christa Couture

The only option left was to amputate my leg above the
knee. Over dinner, my mom gave me the news. | poked
my spaghetti for a moment, not looking up, and then
said, ‘Bummer, before taking another bite. | felt like
everything was exploding, but | pushed the feelings

away and fought to not get emotional.
I'll just get a fake leg, right?’ | asked.

"Yes,” my mom replied slowly. | shrugged to try and hide

how overwhelmed | felt, wanting it to be as simple as

just” anything.




‘Can amputees dance?’ | asked my physiotherapist,
one day. | was standing on a trampoline and she had

a belt tied around my waist to catch me when | started
to fall over. Which | did, because she was bouncing me
on a trampoline. Honestly, the question was premature.
| couldn’t yet walk without holding on to a person, a
wall or @ cane, and | was months away from being able
to wear my prosthesis for a full day, but my focus was

singular: | wanted to be a performer.

‘Of course they can!’ she replied encouragingly.



Extract 2 from Performance,
by Daniel Sluman

My amputation was high — all of my left leg was gone,
which meant learning to use a prosthesis was going to
be difficult. The prosthetic wraps around your waist.
It's hot and uncomfortable, and it digs into your hips,
so most people like me move around more easily on
crutches. But doing that meant | would bring a lot of
attention to myself. | knew that every time | walked
outside the door | would be stared at and held by the
glances of strangers who at best would be curious, at
worst, horrified by the way | looked. | was never the most
confident child in my class but now | felt so nervous
about how | appeared in public and what people would
think about me. | was embarrassed just imagining it. |

wanted to lock myself away from the world.




As | looked around the room from my chair, | realised |
didn't feel any different to anyone on the stage. | didn't
see anyone staring or pointing at me and my differently
shaped body, and | was suddenly aware that this was
something | could do: | could take to the stage in front
of friends and strangers, and it | played well, | could not
only be accepted and appreciated, but regardless of the
way | looked, | could move people with my skill and my

musicianship. | could still set my own terms.
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