
How Disability Has Shaped My Educational Goals 

 At the age of 16, I was hospitalized for the first time due to my mental health. I felt 

frightened, lost. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. As the week went on, I felt trapped. 

Trapped within my own mind. Trapped with my thoughts. Isolated from the people I care 

about. I started my hospital stay in the adult psychiatric ward and was eventually transferred to 

the children’s ward due to a safety risk. As I was transferred upstairs to the children’s ward, I 

looked at what seemed like the never-ending rows of hospital rooms. I then realized that I was 

not alone. There are many other kids like me, suffering within their own minds. Not only are 

there other kids like me in my city, but there are also thousands, even millions of children 

across the world suffering from mental illness. 

 The day I was discharged, I met with my psychiatrist, hospital psychologist, and hospital 

social worker. My psychiatrist then gave me the diagnosis. I had been diagnosed with ADHD, 

PTSD, social anxiety disorder, schizoaffective disorder, and eventually OCD at the age of 17. This 

was not a huge shock to me as I was very aware of my symptoms. I was not surprised by 

diagnoses, but I was quite nervous for my future, surrounding this disability. Little did I 

understand that I had fought my whole life with no treatment and no professional help. Now, I 

have the support of so many family members, friends, and professionals. I’ve found the correct 

dosage and types of medications, and I regularly see a counsellor. I feel as though I am in a 

great point in my life, and I know that this would not be possible without my hospital stay. 

 When I look back, one of the main supports that got me through my hospital stay was 

the hospital social worker. He is one of the most positive people I have ever met to this day, 



and he made me feel welcome. I didn’t feel as alone in the hospital whenever the social worker 

came to visit. He helped me understand that I am not any less of a person because I experience 

my symptoms. I realized that my brain is just wired a bit differently. I know now that there is 

nothing wrong with that. I know that I am not alone in my struggles. I would’ve never come to 

these realizations without the help of the social worker in the hospital. I will be forever grateful 

for his kindness, empathy and generosity. 

Now that I am in a healthier place, I wish to help others. This is why I am going into 

social work. If there is any way that I can lessen the suffering of children, I would do it in a 

heartbeat. When it comes to what I went through my whole life, breaks my heart to know that 

there are so many other children who are going through similar experiences. I cannot express 

how much I want to take away the hurting from other children. The supports around me are 

the reason I am still here today. I would like to one day become a support for children that are 

suffering. I wish to one day save a life because I know how difficult it can be to live with a 

mental illness.  

My experiences and symptoms have allowed me to develop a better sense of empathy 

towards others. In some ways, my disability has held me back. In other ways, it has brought me 

skills and qualities that I will take with me for the rest of my life. Although I am healthier than I 

was a year ago, I’m still quite nervous for what the future holds for me living with a disability. I 

am confident however that I will make a difference. Even if it’s a difference in one life, it is 

worth it to me. I am very excited to begin my education and career in something I am so 

passionate about. I would never have gone into the Bachelor of Social Work program without 

my disability, and I am so grateful. 



 



 

  



  



 

 

  





 


