
 

Finding my Feet 

 

When I was 10 years old it was decided that I had ‘flat feet’.  I was prescribed some National Health 

remedial shoes. 

They were horrendous.  They were heavy, cumbersome, with thick laces and shiny, conker brown 

bulbous reinforced toe caps.  I recently bought and used some builders’ boots that were more 

refined.  Some children of my age at the time were disabled from polio and they had the same 

shoes, sometimes with a metal calliper to aid their walking. 

The shoes arrived just as I was about to face secondary school.  I already felt nervous moving from a 

small village school of 12 children to a huge secondary school.  

The school was on a hillside with steps and stairs inside and out.  As I clumped awkwardly up and 

down I assumed the chattering girls behind me must judge me by my shoes.  

I did not want to be defined by my shoes.  I did not want to be different.  

In retrospect I cannot remember anyone being obviously unkind.  I do remember being mortified 

when a sixth form prefect asked me why I had to wear them, but I would probably have been 

mortified if a sixth form prefect had spoken to me anyway! 

I only wore the shoes for about one year.  Perhaps I grew out of them, but perhaps not. 

If I had not had the shoes, I think I still would have found it difficult ‘finding my feet’ in this strange 

new world.   

Maybe the shoes helped me understand how hard it feels to be different and perhaps difference is 

not a bad thing.  Knowing this, and partly because of those shoes, I feel my way through life on feet 

that are now less flat. So far, each step has proved intriguing. 

 

 

                                


