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I was born in San Antonio, and was raised on the Southside of town. My 
parents never had much, but they gave all they had to me and my three 
older sisters. I never felt poor, although, I guess I have always been 
poor. My dad always found a way to provide for his family and for that 
he is my hero. My parents were very involved in the church, dad help in 
any way he could and mom was a CCD teacher. She later became the 
school’s librarian at St. James Catholic School.  
 
 At the age of three I started school at Wright Elementary, in the 
Harlandale School District. My mom and I would take the city bus every 
day to school and she would sit outside my class and wait for me. She 
said it was hard for her, because I would cry every day, yet every day 
we would go and every day she would wait for me.  My mom is 
amazing.     
 
 After this introduction to school, my parents moved me to St. James 
Catholic School. My parents had four children in Catholic school at 
once, I always wondered how they managed, and all I know is that they 
did. I attended school at St. James, until the end of 1st grade. My 
parents had to move me back to Wright Elementary, because my first 
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grade teacher told my parents that I was a distraction in her class and I 
was “un-teachable.” I believe now that the teacher just did not know 
how to teach a child with special needs; it takes a very devoted and 
understanding individual to teach children with special needs.  
 
I think during this time, which was the late 80’s early 90’s; children with 
special needs were kept away from mainstream education. After all 
when I was born in 1982, and doctors told my parents that I had 
Cerebral Palsy, the doctor suggested my parents put me “away.” Away 
in an institution, it was very common for parents to do that in prior 
years.  In my opinion it was just a “out of sight, out of mind” solution 
for parents. It was not the solution for curing the children of their 
disability; all it did was hurt the child and prevented them from living a 
full and productive life. My parents were told that I would never walk 
or talk, that I would be a vegetable. Yes, I would have if my parents had 
gave up, but they didn’t and nether have I.  
 
I now laugh at the thought that doctors said I would be a vegetable all 
my life. My parents took me to Easter Seals, where I learned how to 
talk, walk, dress and feed myself. Because of my Cerebral Palsy, my 
developments to learn the basic skills were delayed. I finally learned to 
walk and talk by the age of three. I walk with a slight limp on my right 
leg and I have impaired speech, but all that matters now is that I can do 
both. When I was 4 I was hospitalized for Pneumonia and spent 19 days 
in the hospital. During this time, although I was sick it did not prevent 
me from running around and jumping off chairs, as most four years olds 
do.  But while being a while four year old, I fell of a chair and hit my 
head pretty hear. This caused me have a real bad seizure. I continued to 
have seizures for years, some mild others were bad, but my mom was 
always there to make sure I was ok. I am pleased to say I haven’t had a 
seizure in almost twenty-three years. 
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After being told I was “un-teachable,” I went back to Wright 
Elementary, I had to redo 1st grade and for half a year I was in a Special 
Education Class that I loved because I was surrounded with kids just like 
me and because my teacher Ms. Mary Davis always had faith in me. She 
was there for me all during grade school, she taught me to read and 
write, the basics of math, she taught me that I was just a kid like 
everyone else. 
 
 It is because of her and my parents that I was able to get thru 
elementary school. It’s been twenty years since I seen Ms. Davis, but I 
still think of her often and wish I could show her all that I have 
accomplish. All thru out grade school I endured torment from other 
kids, laughing at the way I talked and walked, being pushed down and 
called names. It was hard, there were days all I wanted to do was run 
and hide from it all. Now, I look back on this experience, as hard as it 
was I know I am a stronger person because of it. I thought middle 
school would be easier; it might of, had I gone to the school as my 
fellow classmates had. But I didn’t, I went to Leal Middle School and 
had to endure the torment all over by a new group of kids. Although, 
this time it didn’t last long, I was older, wiser and kids realized I was a 
kid too and they liked me, they really liked me.  
 
By the time I was in sixth grade some of my Special Ed teachers began 
to notice how smart I was. Both my Social Studies and Science teachers 
new I didn’t belong in Special Ed. By seventh grade I was 
mainstreamed, for most of my classes except Reading and Math. I was 
stuck in these classes because both male teachers weren’t teaching me 
anything, therefore I couldn’t learn. My reading teacher showed movie 
after movie and my math teacher well he taught just to look at pretty 
girls, I think. I had an assistant assigned to me in my math class, her task 
was to sit with me and help me write out my numbers. So in seventh 
grade when I was supposed to be learning pre-algebra, I was doing 
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what my three year old daughter is learning right now in pre-school. So 
I began to hate school, this time because of the teachers.  
 
Luckily, my other teachers stood up for me and by eight grade, I was 
mainstreamed all the way. It was a big milestone for me, I 
accomplished something for the first time my life and I was proud. I 
liked school; I had friends and teachers who really were there to teach 
me. Yes I struggled with my math, but I managed to get thru it. By high 
school, I finally felt like I belong. I had a great group of girl friends who I 
sat with every day at lunch and everyone from the guys on the foot ball 
team to the band members knew who I was. No, I was not popular; I 
was just finally accepted for who I was. Many say high school for them 
was the worst time ever, not me. High School is when I began to realize 
how lucky I was to be me. 
 
In 2001, five months before graduating from Harlandale High School, I 
started college at San Antonio College (SAC). I didn’t want to go to 
college right away but my mom knew it would be best. Now eleven 
years later, I can say she was right!  
 
I started college majoring in Photo-Journalism. I wrote for my Middle 
Schools News Paper and in High School I was a photographer and editor 
for the Year Book.  So when entering college I wanted to continue in 
this line of study. Mainly because I wanted to travel and experience 
new and different things in life. I didn’t know how I would really do it 
but I wanted to. 
 
After a couple of photography classes I realized I couldn’t be a 
photographer. My dad would go with me to help me take pictures 
around the city, mainly because I needed help carrying things and 
setting up the camera. And when it came time to develop the pictures I 
needed help in the dark room too. My hands weren’t steady enough for 
this type of work. 
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I was at San Antonio College for three years, and in the summer of 2002 
I took Intro to Sociology. I fell in love with the subject and decided this 
would be my major. I had no idea what I would do with it but I knew I 
loved learning about different people, different cultures, and different 
ideas. Studying Sociology made me realize and understand diversity 
and how it is what makes our society so unique. By studing sociology I 
was able to learn more about myself and why it was so hard for others 
to understand that I, being different was just a part of life. 
 
By the Fall of 2004, I was at the University of Texas at San Antonio 
(UTSA).  At this point of my life I devoted myself to school. I wanted to 
learn and explore and thru my studies I did. In sociology you do a lot of 
research. I started to focus all my research on students with disabilities 
in education, both secondary and higher education. I realized from the 
combination of my own experience and research, that even though 
ACTS such as Section 504 of the Rehabilitation Act of 1973 and the 
Americans with education; that mandate that all students with 
disabilities receive a fair and equal education. This was not always the 
case. 
 
By Spring 2006, I started an internship at SAC working in the Office of 
Students with Disabilities Support Services (dSS).  When I was a student 
at SAC I received assistances thru dSS, and as I have attended other 
colleges and universities both in San Antonio, Chicago, and in Dublin, 
Ireland, I found that SAC has one of the best office of disability services. 
The staff and counselors there go beyond the general requirements 
stated by Section 504 and the ADA. I always say that it is because of dSS 
that I was able to go on with my education.  I not only received 
educational support thru dSS, but also, encouragement, understanding 
and compassion. This enabled me to become my own advocate; 
something that I needed to be because the other colleges/universities I 
attended lacked that kind of support. 
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I graduated with my Bachelors in Liberal Arts from UTSA in 2006, and 
went to work part-time at San Antonio College’s dSS. I loved it but with 
a degree I knew I deserved a better paying job. However, after a few 
interviews, I realized that even with a degree, no one would ever hire 
me on the account of my disability.  
 
It is a realization that I continue to have each time I have an interview.  
It is a realization, which no matter how many times I come to it, the 
hurt and disappointment I feel never gets easier. It is the realization 
that no matter how accomplished my resume presents me, the minute I 
walk into an interview all the interviewee sees is my disability; my 
accomplishments, my experiences, my determination and strengths are 
not longer valid. Society has yet come to the realization that individuals 
with disabilities are just as capable as there non-disabled counter-part. 
We “the disabled” have the ability to accomplish great things, given the 
opportunity. So for now, I just have to believe in myself and hope one 
day society will open their minds and give US “the disabled” the 
opportunity to prove just how “STUPID” they the “society” have been.  
 
Now, when I entered college I wanted to travel, and possibly live in 
New York or somewhere exciting. Yes, I have done some travel but 
nothing grand. In November, 2006 my parents and I went to Chicago, Il. 
I had an interview with the Director of the School of Public Service at 
DePaul University. Long story short, I got in, with one condition. Before 
I could move to Chicago, (by myself) I had to so a study Abroad in 
Dublin, Ireland.  I know not bad at all, my parents fly across the pond to 
Ireland with me. I spent two weeks at All Hollows College, and just as 
one might assume, along with the intense studying I enjoyed some Irish 
Beer.  How could I not enter a Pub or two? 
 
Ireland was amazing; I got to spend a week seeing the beautiful country 
side of Ireland. It was a great experience. Although, one thing I hated 
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about this experience was that I realized that no matter where I go, 
how old I get, how mature I think other people are, I will never be free 
of ignorant people trying to “knock me down.  
What happen, was that I was in a graduate level class with people ages 
25 to maybe 50, and I had one older Irish Lady in class tell me “you 
shouldn’t talk in our presentation because the others won’t be able to 
understand you.” I admit I was forced to tears and thank goodness for a 
fellow classmate (also Irish) to be supportive of me and a friend. 
Needless to say, I “talked” in the presentation and EVERYONE 
understood me and supported me.  
 
I came back to Texas for six weeks then I was off to Chicago. I loved it. 
My parents and my boyfriend drove up with me to get me settled in my 
new apartment. My boyfriend Adam stayed with me for a week. He 
helped me get used to being in big city alone.  
 
During my seven months in Chicago, I was fortunate to land an 
internship at Access Living in Chicago. I actually love how this came 
about. I had been in Chicago for about six weeks and I had sent my 
resume out to a few local nonprofits with no response. I was getting 
depress because here I was in a great city but with nothing to do. So, I 
was on State Street heading back to my apartment, and as I’m waiting 
to cross the street a lady in a motorized chair calls for my attention.  
 
She asked about my nationality. People always think I am Asian or 
something, which is far from what I am, White-Hispanic. Anyway, she 
gave me her card and told me to contact her. Not knowing who the hell 
she really was, I did. This lady, is the woman who gave me hope and 
inspiration to never give up.   
 
While at Access Living, an organization that advocates for the rights of 
people with disabilities; I assisted in weekly discussion group of 10 
students, between 16 to 24 years of age.  Through these discussions, I 
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taught and learned more about what it means to have a disability. We 
talked about the history of disability rights, different acts ensuring our 
equality, we talked about famous people with disabilities and most of 
these discussions held with the intention of encouraging youth with 
disabilities, promoting independence and self advocacy. 
 
I have learned to be my own advocate and it is because my parents, my 
husband, my sisters and a few dear friends always supporting me, 
encouraging me and loving me that I have made it this far in life.  
I now hold two degrees of higher education, my BA from UTSA and a 
Masters in Public Service from DePaul University in Chicago. I am also 
the proud mother of my three year old daughter. Life has not been easy 
for me and I don’t think it ever will. But, that’s life and I can either sit 
and feel sorry for myself or keep doing little things to make a big 
difference, not only for me but for all individuals with disabilities. 
 
I want to continue to encourage, educate and empower others with  
disabilities. I have a blog that write, Called: Proud2bme. It is a work in  
progress right now, but the point of this blog is to get my story out  
there. To share with others, and hope I make a difference. 
 
  
Diane Marie Price MPS 
Proudt2bme.blogspot.com 
Proud2bme82@gmail.com 
Facebook: Diane M. Price 
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