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Hi there! Who you may ask? You! The one reading my book right now, Hi! It’s such an honour and such a happy moment from me when you decided that this book is for you. 

My name is Saka Sora. W, the author of this book. Wheelchair P.O.V is my debut book as an author, it was written in ten months, and was really my first ever 100-paged writing project, so finishing it was a blast. So what’s it about? 

Wheelchair P.O.V was inspired and came to be because of an incident I had with my feet that made me have to use a wheelchair. It was so inspiring and made me create this wonderful Wheelchair P.O.V. But that’s when I also realised the discrimination and socially outcasted people with wheelchairs are, that’s why I made this book and finished it. 

I want to inspire and push people, of all kinds, from all backgrounds to be even more inclusive to people with disabilities. 

So I hope you enjoy this book! 

Do note, that this book hasn’t been fully edited and is the first edition, that means this book is really the first draft and there will be more edits to it and more sequels. 

Thank you for reading and understanding, 

Your hopefully, next favorite author, 

Saka Sora. W, 

​
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​Chapter 1
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Early Childhood Miracles


It all began here in my hometown Houston, Texas. Where I was born. My world would be filled to the brim with a Cursed Blessing. Because I was disabled and of my race. This is my life story. Let's start from the beginning.

I was born as an early baby. My Mother was pregnant with me when my father and her decided to have a little vacation to the Maldives. But on the way to the Airport they had a big accident. While driving over a bridge, a truck hit my Parent's car and then the car was thrown to the water under the bridge. It was devastating. Many lives were taken in that accident including My Father. Who was killed instantly when the truck hit. While on the other hand, my Mom miraculously survived the accident. They treated her to the Hospital. She was doing alright, until I decided I wanted to get an early start to this Cruel World.

With my Mother's current condition, the doctor's couldn't help us both. Either I needed to be aborted and my Mom lives another day or She gives birth to me and she dies. If I were her, I would choose to abort the baby. But she was a caring woman. Although she never met me, she really did love me. Sacrificing her own life to bring me to this world. She paid the price of having me. My name had already been decided before I was born. My name was Rhoa Belle Rodriguez, an Indian-Spanish Black American Woman. I was born on the 12th of January.



It was a Family crisis after My Parents died. My Father was the heir to a Multi-Billion Oil Company. While my Mother was a CFO in her Family’s Business. They didn't know what to do with Little old me. It caused a big argument among my Dad’s Family and my Mother's. Looking back now I think they only wanted me because of my vast wealth from my parents. They didn't want me because I was family. They wanted me because I was an added addition to their wealth. A little Pawn to their never-ending winning streak in their Chess Games. My Family was driven by greed that made them selfish of their own individual wealth. After many arguments, they decided to have a truce.

My unhealthy Aunt from my Mom’s side would raise me, whilst only being Sixteen years older than me, she wanted to take me in from the start. Not because of my wealth but because she loved my Mother and loving me would mean loving my Mother. After that, I attended my Life's first funeral, at only Three days old. Looking back I pity my Three-day-old self. I attended a Funeral of Parents that I have never met. We then moved to a small apartment in the middle of the crowded city of Houston, Texas. Although I had a vast amount of wealth from my deceased Parents, My Aunt was not allowed to use it. My Mother explicitly said not to give it to me until I was an adult. I was both grateful and disappointed, because I grew up in a fairly Middle-Low class life. On the other hand, I understood why my mom did this. To make me not turn into a Spoiled Brat without clear income. My Aunt only worked as a simple Secretary in the Department of Education.

Months go by living a Simple life as a Baby. Sleep, Eat, Play. I wish it would stay that way. After a few Months my Aunt noticed that I wasn't walking yet. She decides to bring me to the Hospital. Just curious why. It was also time for me to check up and get vaccines. But that visit changed everything for me and my Aunt. It turns out I had Peripheral Nerve Injury on my Right leg. In my case, it was caused due to a lack of B12 and D Vitamins. Little old me didn't know that right there would change my entire life. The Doctor said I couldn't walk. My Aunt was devastated. She then went to her family, begging to give her and me money so I can buy a Wheelchair but they refused. My Aunt then went to my Dad's family and begged for money there but they also refused. But what made me sad the most was that they—My family—cut ties with my Aunt and me. We're now alone in this big dark cruel world.

She knew she had to raise an Indian-Spanish Black-American Disabled Girl In a White Supremacist Country. It will be hard to do so. She lost herself. She was confused. She started drinking. Excessively drinking. It went on for a month. 

A Month full of torture she likes to say to me. But then she realized it in herself that I was the only remains of her Sister and I was born because of a Miracle. My existence, how I was here, was because of Miracle. It was an intervention from God. She knew I was born because I had to fulfill a purpose, everyone has a key role in life. So do I. So overnight she turned from a Hard-working free Teen, into a full-fledged, determined, responsible Adult. She gave up drinking and worked hard. For me.

Promotion after promotion. Jobs after Jobs, she worked hard for me. What was another miracle was that she never got sick. She did catch a cold once in a while but she stood her ground again. She was a fighter, not a quitter. She had the mentality of a healthy person during sick times and a Positive mentality during Dark times. She was a savior to me and my Mother Figure. After a few years passed I was enrolled into a Kindergarten near the apartment. But I didn't know if I was special in my own way. It was in kindergarten I got to know my new Cursed Blessing.
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A Cursed Blessing




Toddlerhood. One of the few happiest moments of my early ages. It was also my first time being introduced to a wheelchair. Wheelchairs would chain me to a cursed blessing.  

I remembered it clearly—the first time I was carried to see these wheelchairs. The shop was eerie. It was full of paralyzed old folks. That moment traumatized me. To see people unable to move a single inch, to see people sitting in their wheelchairs all day, was something I was scared would happen to me.  

Although I was just a child back then, I knew I was paralyzed. I saw kids in movies my age being able to walk. I, on the other hand, hadn’t.  

Although I couldn’t walk, I was an early speaker. At age two, I was already able to talk a little. I called my Aunt “Mama” because she was my mother figure. I would ask my Mama things. “Me walk” or “I want walk,” and every time she would look at me and shed teardrops from her eyes.  



Yes, I knew I couldn’t walk, but I did have dreams of walking. My Aunt would cry and look me in the eyes with her teary gaze and always say:  



“I'll always be there for you, Rhou. No matter what, I’ll be there standing next to you, guiding you in this cruel world.”  



I would just smile and hug her every time.  



My life as a baby was simple—every day would be just laying down with my little thoughts. My Aunt would be busy every day with work. She would come home at two in the morning and commute to work again at five.  



I wasn’t mistreated. My Aunt’s boyfriend would routinely come and feed me. But I couldn’t get close to them because she changed boyfriends like she changed her outfit.  



As I aged, I became more fluent. My Aunt decided she wanted to teach me how to improve my speaking more—although honestly, I was doing fine without her interventions. But she didn’t have the time to do so.  



Like all good parents, she bought me an iPad. I was fascinated by it. I watched so many episodes of kids’ shows. I was hooked. There, I watched the true power of unity in diversity. How many people with different races could come together and be friends.  



On rare weekends when my Aunt didn’t have work, she would take me around Houston. We visited all kinds of places. It was also when I saw, other than on my iPad, the wonder of uniting in diversity. Mixed culture.  



In one street, you could see Black Americans playing jazz. Then, a few steps forward, you could see Spanish Americans playing Latino music. Another step, and you could hear African Americans playing drums. A little farther, you’d hear Indians playing Carnatic instruments. It was heaven.  



I wished it could stay that way.  



Seconds turned into minutes. Minutes turned into hours. Hours turned into days. Days turned into weeks. Weeks turned into months. And months turned into years.  



Seconds to years full of mixed feelings. A mix of happy, lonely, and sad emotions all in one blob. But it made me aware of how to fix each one of these feelings.  



That time went by in the blink of an eye. I turned five years old.  



Now it was time for me to enter kindergarten. Finally, my Aunt bought me my first mini wheelchair.  



The first day of school was chaotic. My Aunt planned to go to my school with her motorcycle. Little did she forget that we needed to bring my wheelchair.  



The long-awaited day arrived. My Aunt took a leave from work that day. She woke up early and woke me up too. She then got everything ready. She even cooked—not like the usual takeout leftovers we usually ate for breakfast.  



My Aunt and I then took a shower. She put on my favorite white glitter T-shirt and jean pants. She even packed my backpack. While I, on the other hand, just lay there and did nothing.  



She picked me up, carrying me, my backpack, and her belongings, and went outside. She placed our things in front of the motorcycle along with me. She then started the engine, wore her helmet, and we were ready to go.  



“Are you ready, Rhou? Your first day of school!”  



“I am. But how about my wheelchair?”  



After I said that, she froze for a few seconds.  



“Auntie?” I asked.  



“Ah. Dang it,” she muttered.  



She rushed to turn the motorcycle engine off, ran back inside to grab my wheelchair, carried me into it, placed our things on it, and ran.  



She pushed me so fast, rushing us to the main street. There, she panicked and found us a cab. She placed me inside, folded my wheelchair, and stuffed it next to me. She slammed the back door, opened the front door, rushed in, and slammed it shut.  



“Get to Austin Public School now!” she screamed at the driver.  



The driver pressed the gas pedal, rushing through the streets of Houston. Although my kindergarten wasn’t far, it wasn’t close either.  



We moved so fast that the streets blurred. A few minutes later, we arrived at my new school. She paid the driver, opened her door, then mine, unfolded my wheelchair, got our things, and carried me to sit on it.  



She said one last thank you to the driver and slammed both doors. She ran to the front door of my school, where we met my classroom teacher and principal.  



“Mrs. Hall, nice to have you here at our school,” my principal said.  



“Mrs. Smith, how are you doing?” my Aunt replied.  



“Good,” the principal replied.  



“Well, I just want to make sure of one thing. Will someone be helping my daughter?” my Aunt asked.  



“There will be some teachers helping Miss Rhoa. Rest assured, she’ll be safe here,” my principal assured my Aunt.  



My Aunt said goodbye to me.  



“Rhou, promise me to be a good girl, alright? Be strong. I’ll pick you up later, okay?”  



“Okay, Auntie.”  



She waved goodbye as I entered the hall of my new school.  



I thought to myself and realized—there would be another problem for me to face. Socializing. 
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