When I was little, I loved to play dress-up.  The costume? A pair of three-inch patent leather heels, in fire engine red.  Hand me downs from my Uncle’s girlfriend.  She was petite, feminine, and everything I wanted to be.  And her shoes where magical, like Dorothy’s ruby slippers. Whenever I put them on, I felt sophisticated, yet still playful and girly.  I marveled at the blissful ignorance they gave me…Becoming seduced by the idea…

The idea of walking in someone else’s shoes…Shoes that were normal.  Her confident and proud peek-a-boos were a stark contrast from my awkwardly oversized synthetics.  Their svelte shape, hugging my young feet and practically begging for a public debut! I couldn’t wait to show them off! But that day never came.   A few months later, I outgrew them and my “feet” now ten years old, found themselves struggling for stability once again.  I spent the rest of my childhood searching for the right “shoes”.  Expensive custom prosthetics replaced the scratchy ill-fitting synthetics, allowing me to feel pretty and “pass”.  But even with all their vanity, I still felt as though the shoe didn’t really fit.  Why? 

Because I was trying to be what others expected me to be, rather than who I really was…Trying to walk in someone else’s shoes.  A lonely voice called from within shouting,  “I’m still in here…Hello, can you hear me?“ And I woke up! And as Popeye would say, “I yam what I yam”.  And my feet are fine just the way they are…Barefoot, Bald, and Beautiful! No matter how I adorn them it’s their voice and spirit that counts! And that’s what it’s like to walk a mile in my shoes!
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