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Dear Senator Yuen Pau Woo, 

I am writing to you today about Bill C7. 

I must let you know, this is the very first letter I have written of this kind.  

I am a 51 year old woman who has lived her entire life with a disability.  My disability is 

random.  Two recessive genes that my parents each had, unbeknownst to them, gave them a 

healthy boy, a healthy girl, and then me, a disabled girl. 

It was a luck of the draw that I acquired a disability, but it was congenital (meaning from birth).  

Why is this important, I can give you a true account of what it means to grow up with a disability 

in Canada, specifically Ontario.   

I can also in good conscience know I have done my duty as a citizen to express my complete and 

unforgiving disagreement with Bill C7 as it stands.  My distain has grown so unforgivingly 

toward this Bill and the confounding way it has been portrayed as a “win” for human rights and 

at the same time any disagreement that comes from the disability community has been 

approached as an “overreaction” or “lack of understanding” or many other pejorative terms I 

have heard throughout this process. 

I have thought deeply about why this specific legislation has garnered such a visceral response 

within me.  I am not an advocate.  By no means does this mean I have not done my very best in 

my life and career to make meaningful contributions to society and specifically the disabled 

community.  My goal has always been to be a good citizen.  I have voted in every election, at 

every level since I turned 18.  This was instilled as a privilege that we must not take lightly, since 

my own parents fled communism. 

I knew from a young age that I was “lucky” to be born in Canada.  There were opportunities 

afforded to me that would never have been possible if I were not, by chance, that I was born 

here. 



As my father drove me from Port Colborne to St. Catherines, to the then known as “Crippled 

Children’s Centre” for my Saturday morning swimming lessons, when we came closer to Brock 

University, he would begin to tell me how when I finished high school I would go to University. 

I worked diligently in High School, obtaining scholarships and awards, yet my options for 

University were still limited. My options were limited as the University of Toronto was mostly 

inaccessible (something which hasn’t changed that much in 30 years) and offered zero attendant 

services. I ended up going to the only university in Ontario which was accessible and offered 

attendant services, the University of Waterloo. 

During those drives, he planted the seed that grew into me finally getting called to the Law 

Society of Upper Canada (as it was then known) after completing my law degree at Osgoode 

Hall Law School.  Yes, not only have I seen life with a physical and obvious disability, but as 

someone, who some may say, was successful.   

Ironically, as I was contemplating go to law school something happened that would change me 

forever.  Latimer murdered his daughter, covered it up and was martyred in the Canadian press. I 

was enraged.  I wrote down on a piece of paper “Never Forget Latimer” and kept it in a drawer 

of my desk.   

Even back then though, there were some that asked, who’s pain was he ending? His daughter’s 

or his own?   

When I wanted to quit law school because I grew tired of the constant assumptions that I was 

there “only because I had a disability” or year end parties that would be booked at inaccessible 

locations or when meet and greets would happen in the concourse of Osgoode which could only 

be accessed by staircases, I looked at that paper because I needed that memory of a helpless 

young girl who had no one to speak for her and whose parents didn’t love her enough to give her 

away but choose to end their life. 

I couldn’t resolve how society flocked with sympathy to a man like that.  But I was beginning to 

see it around me in the privileged of the privileged.  Osgoode slapped my face with what the 

able-bodied or ableist society, thought of people like me “the disabled”.  I learned more than I 

wanted to know.  From the backlash of the Abella Report, to hatred in the eyes of the young men 

who realized if their spouse became disabled and they divorced they would have to pay spousal 

support and couldn’t push them off onto ODSP. It didn’t matter that I was there, I was invisible, 

use of a derogatory term about “the disabled’, no problem, fair game, it’s law school after all, it’s 

meant to toughen us up.  So there I was equipped, people with disabilities, are: poor, under-

educated, under-employed (if employed at all) etc. No problem I will show my fellow citizens 

our lives have value.   

But you see life doesn’t always go as one plans.  Try as I might to become a good citizen, I could 

not outrun what those two recessive genes had in store for me.  My world, as I knew it, came to a 

halt.  I guess very similar to how one who gets a terminal prognosis or discovers they have 

Alzheimer’s or Dementia.  My body began to fail me. Fast.  I stopped working, my health 

worsened.   

https://www.crrf-fcrr.ca/images/stories/Equality_in_Employment.pdf


But I’ve been a good citizen right?  I worked in jobs where I knew I had a direct influence on 

people with and without disabilities, I started a non-profit “Citizens with Disabilities”, I was 

honoured with a medal at the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee I did something.  Until I started to need 

something back.   

My level of care increased and I need more hours for personal care.  I explained, I wrote, I was 

interviewed, I appealed.  What I realized was the more I need the more I have to “fight” but I 

don’t have the energy, I have pain but I was born in Canada, I will be okay.   

Well Bill C7 happened and suddenly I realized my greatest fear, I was Tracy Latimer, 

figuratively.  Under Bill C7, I am a slam dunk anyone would approve me.  Surely I could find a 

medical practitioner or nurse practitioner who would support my “right to die”, the problem is, I 

don’t want to die.   

I know you have heard arguments, and people with disabilities are just overreacting.  The 

problem is you Senator, right now, are looking at legislation that comes around only once and 

you have to decide how wide you want to push that legal door.  The disability community 

understands far to well where this kind of legislation leads.  We need not look further than the 

Netherlands to know that the addition of “unforeseeable” leads to a very easy out.   

I grew up not even having knowledge of such a legislation but I knew the progressive nature of 

my disability.  If this kind of legislation was available to me as a naïve, depressed 20-something 

whose narrow vision saw a life of loneliness, I cannot tell you if I would be here but thankfully, I 

was lucky.  I was born in a place where there are laws and law makers who listen to their 

citizens, all citizens. 

I have heard a lot about “self-determination” the interesting thing is self-determination is 

only fair when two lives are equal or have the benefit and opportunities to become equal 

this is not the case as it stands now. 

The disabled as poor, marginalized and often unloved are not on equal footing as our non-

disabled citizens.  This Bill is a clear example of how our voices are Not equal. 

A proper avenue for this kind of decision is for the Supreme Court, I am outraged that such an 

important Bill is being pushed through during the same time as a pandemic where we know the 

poor and disabled are the most marginalized for food, care and housing. 

However, we are at the crux of the issue if I have a “right to die even though my death is 

unforeseeable”  then conversely I should “have the right to life in a dignified manner”. Simple, 

however this is not the case for most Canadians with disabilities and I myself can easily see that 

as I become disenfranchised and marginalized by the progression of my disability, my voice and 

I literally mean my actual voice, is not listened to in the medical world. 

As per, Report of the Special Rapporteur on the rights of persons with disabilities 17 

December 2019: 

69. States considering legalizing any form of assisted dying should conduct extensive 

discussions with the active participation of organizations representing persons with 

https://undocs.org/en/A/HRC/43/41
https://undocs.org/en/A/HRC/43/41


disabilities. In such debates, States should pay particular attention to the social factors 

that may affect the decisions of persons with disabilities in relation to assisted dying, 

including ableism, social stigma and discrimination, societal views on the quality of life 

of persons with disabilities and the availability of community support and services, social 

protection programmes and palliative care. Assisted dying must not be seen as a cost-

effective alternative to providing personal assistance and disability services for 

persons with disabilities, in particular those with high support needs. 

 

 I urge you Senator to please review this UN Report as it summarizes why now, today, for the 

first time in my life, I don’t feel lucky to be born in Canada. 

Who’s pain are you helping?  Mine or yours? 

 

Yours sincerely, 

Stefanie Marinich-Lee 


