Putting Ability back into Disability – visual impairment
Stephen likes to hear
The waves crashing down.

The hustle and bustle of people

Racing all around.

He listens to the beat

Of the big bass drum

Gentle notes from a guitar

With each and every strum
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He feels the thud, thud

Coming through the speaker.

His ears are alert

But his eyes are weaker.

You see Stephen can’t see

Like you and I can.

He sees shapes and movement

Just like his great-gran.

Stephen has not had sight

Ever since he was born.

But he has learnt to cope

Like a new born fawn.

Some days he wishes

That he could see

Colours and words

How happy he’d be.

But Stephen has learnt

To use his other senses

They help him live

And are his defences.

He hears and smells

He touches and feels.

He has learnt some tricks

So it’s no big deal.

He can tell if things

Are far or near.

A flowing river

An echo he can hear.

Stephen can smell if

Things are sour or sweet.

He can even smell

Dad’s stinky feet!

He can feel if something 

Is soft of hard.

He can touch the grass

In his own back yard.

So you see he can still

Do things like you and me?
It doesn’t matter

That he cannot see.
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