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My story starts back in school, I was never one of the popular crowd. I was bullied a lot for my looks and for the fact that I enjoyed school altogether. I was the quiet girl in school, not part of the crowd. I was the one that got on with her work instead of messing about when the teacher left the room, the one that was well behaved throughout and never got into trouble, the one they named “Teachers pet”. One thing you remember most about school life is the bullies, kids that thought they were better then you because of looks, social status and how many boys/girls they had been with since last weekend. Most parents advise children to always tell a teacher if you were being bullied, this was not always the best decision. My head teacher was a great man, he was also my music teacher, and he understood my situation with the bullies but often made it worse by pulling up the people concerned. Teachers, everyone has their favourite teacher in school. Most of the gossip around school was about what teacher someone fancied, who they hated and who was next in line to be spit balled.
  We start now at my teenage years. I was never really interested in boys at this stage, the internet was my playground. I was always browsing, chatting or being creative. My computer could well have been called “my friend” as it was the only thing that paid attention to me without any snide remarks, I could tell my computer anything and it would sit and listen. I realised as I got older I had a real interest in computing and started to explore it further. As well as computing I also have a creative heart, I love art, many people would see me sketching or painting an exotic picture just for fun. When I finished Secondary school I continued my learning in Sixth form, known as further education, here my focus was on art and art alone.
  I get asked by a lot of people how I cope with being so creative and having a disability, its frustrating. My disability is in my hands so there will always be a limit as to how much I can cope with and weather I will be able to hold a cup of tea, the next day, let alone a pencil or paintbrush. I simply get on with what I have to do and try not to let it hold me back from trying new techniques.
  Here I am today, I have gained an ECDL qualification through college, I am training to get back into work through The Wellbeing Initiative, I’m doing degree in computing and design through the Open University and I know many people who I am proud to call my friends. The quiet little girl from school is now a grown woman, I can stand up for myself and I am proud to be who I am.






