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I Can Do This! Or Can … I? 

By Shawn Simon 

“Oh, hell no!” I said to Lisa as I looked up at the enormous waterfall in front of me. 

Panic crept in, making my scalp tingle and my skin shiver. My hand shook and sweat. Climb 

that? All the way to the top? No way! 

We were in Ocho Rios, a little port town in Jamaica. Lisa and I were on a cruise to the 

Caribbean, and one shore excursion was an opportunity to climb this waterfall. I have no 

idea how Lisa talked me into this. Adrenaline junkie is not me, even as a child. People often 

assumed I couldn’t achieve great feats because I had only one and a half arms. But the truth 

had little to do with that. Yes, having one arm added to my fears because it did make doing 

things harder. But for the most part the fear and trepidation resided in my head. Here I 

stood, in my twenties, and not much had changed. I trembled as the roar of the water 

deafened me. 

On the cruise ship, Lisa and I heard about the Dunn’s River Fall, a terraced 180-

meter mountain waterfall that roared to the river below. That’s almost two football fields 

high! People actually climbed to the top of this waterfall. Climb a waterfall? I’m afraid of 

water. I love to look at it and be near it, but I’m not a big fan of going in it. “No, no! It’s not 

so bad.” The passengers said, waving their hands in the air, brushing away my silly fears. “It 

has wide steps on either side, built into the rock. It’s perfectly safe!” Sure it is. Now, as I 

looked up at the rush of water spilling over big boulders, snaking it’s way around the 

mountain, I thought, No way! Not gonna happen. But here I stood in front of this pounding 

water, and I knew I couldn’t chicken out. 
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I watched as lines and lines of people, all holding hands in single file, slowly climbed 

up the steps on either side of the cascading water pouring down into the lagoon below. 

Wait! Holding hands? How’s that going to help me? I can only hold hands on one side! One side 

would be all on its own, left to fight for itself.  

I pictured myself falling on one side, with no way to hang on to anyone nearby, while 

Lisa held on to my one hand for dear life, trying desperately to pull me back on to the steps. 

This is the craziness fears conjure up. I shared my irrational thoughts with Lisa who 

came up with a perfect solution. She knew I would never ask a stranger to hold my half 

arm, so she said she’d wrap her hand around my upper half left arm, and I would hold 

hands with a stranger. 

I let out a deep breath and looked again at the people slowly making their way up 

the waterfall. I noticed all the middle-aged people and all the young kids, and I chastised 

myself for my anxiety.  

Taking a deep breath, I said, “Okay, let’s do this!” 

Lisa and I found our place in line and waited for our turn to start the treacherous 

climb. 

As we got closer, anxiety crept in again. I shoved it aside, reminding myself that 

children and old people were making this climb. I felt ridiculous. I stuffed my fears down 

and inched forward. 

When I stepped on to the first step, covered in water, surrounded by trees, I thought, 

This is fun! It’s not slimy or slippery at all. My water sandals are gripping the surface of the 

rock steps. I can do this. 
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We inched our way up the sides of the waterfall, splashing through the trickling 

water, with trees brushing against us as we trudged onward. At the cliff, I shook from head 

to toe, and I laughed out loud. I wanted to shout to the world, “I did it! I survived!” Pride 

burst inside me.  

I stepped off the top of the waterfall, onto solid ground, and saw the cruise ship 

employee waiting to congratulate each of us before we headed to the bus and back to the 

ship. Bouncing on my toes like a little girl, I announced, “I did it! With only one arm, I 

climbed all the way to the top!” 

“That’s great!” he said. “Just last week a guy did it with one leg!” And just like that 

my feelings of triumph were deflated. With one leg? And here I was so scared, so fearful? I 

stared at Lisa, mouth hanging open, with no clue what to say to that. I could see her stifling 

her laughter, and then we both burst into peals of laughter.  

It’s all relative, isn’t it? One leg, one arm, no arms, no legs, one of each. A reminder 

that things can always be harder and more challenging. We are all on our own journey, and 

for me, climbing that waterfall was quite an accomplishment.  


