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‘Dyslexia is my gift. It is my power! No one should tell you anything different, 
own it!’ 

Writing these few words above, have honestly shown how much I have grown 
within my dyslexia journey. I am proud of the way I have handled such challenges 
and obstacles, yet I have also learnt to love my dyslexia along the way. It has not 
been an easy journey at all, if any it has been soul-crushing at times but also 
enlightening in other ways too! I have learnt more about myself over these past 
two years, and I am ready to share my personal story with the world.  

I am nervous but excited. I want anyone who is reading this to know that no matter 
what people say, as long as you believe in yourself, you can accomplish anything in 
life and more. And for all those dyslexics worldwide, who have been silenced and 
suffered in silence, you do not have to any longer. Let us all help educate and 
enlighten others about dyslexia and how it enriches our society today.  

‘Dyslexia is something to be proud of, not ashamed of.’  

Here we go all the way back to September 2018, the start of my year 11 journey! If 
I must say, my GCSE experience is a unique one. It is an experience I will never 
forget, and one I do not want any child going through. Over the past few years 
being at secondary school, I had always struggled with English, which was nothing 
new. 

In class, I struggled to read out loud and retain the information simultaneously. 
Hence when quizzed by teachers immediately after, I felt stupid as I was not able 
to answer their questions without re-reading the passage. Furthermore, every 
parent’s evening, I would go with Mum and express my concerns over my progress 
in English. The same usual response was fired back at us, ‘Catherine is doing well, 
everyone struggles with English, she will be fine.’ As this was often the usual 
response, it automatically became a source of discomfort for me as I knew deep 
down something was not right. 

I remember even opening up to my parents that maybe I have dyslexia and that we 
should bring it up to my teachers. They did not want me to, as back then they 
thought that if I did have a problem or if I was dyslexic my teachers should have 
brought it up with them, so it was never truly explored.  



It took my school until November 2018 to start realising that maybe I had issues 
with English which explained the poor progress.  

My year 11 history mock exam result was a huge shock. I had managed to get a 5! 
Everyone knew I always put 100% effort into every subject I studied. I was very 
disheartened; all my hard work had given me a 5! For me, from that day things 
really started to change. My history teacher told me at the time not to worry as 
she said she would speak to Mum about it. That history lesson was painful, I 
remember it well. Going through the paper, I had to hide back my tears of 
disappointment and anger. Why had I achieved a 5 in history, I worked hard for this 
exam? Was my studying and revision technique wrong?  

Little did I know it was something much bigger, something much more life 
changing. My Mum received a phone call querying that I may be dyslexic. I was 
later told by my history teacher she had flagged it up with the Head of SENCO, who 
was also my form tutor. She said if something had to be done, I would be 
informed. As the months went by, I heard nothing. Nothing at all. I was still 
struggling with my essay-based subjects like English and history and still no support 
had been put in place.  

February 2019 came by very swiftly; I sat the St Olave’s sixth form entrance exams 
which I had been preparing for over a few months. I wanted to go to a different 
sixth form and I knew they had a good reputation with the STEM subjects, so it was 
always a place I wanted to apply to. After the entrance exams, I remember coming 
out thinking I had done well. I answered all the questions to the best of my ability 
and all my revision I had completed helped me answer some of the more difficult 
questions too.  

When I arrived home, both my parents asked me how it went. I remember saying I 
answered all the questions I could. They both asked did you finish the exams? I said 
no but again they were not alarmed. I never finished exams and that was the norm 
for me. March arrived with unfortunate news; a rejection letter had been posted 
through the mailbox. I saw the letter from St Olave’s, my heart jumped I thought I 
was in. As soon as I opened it, the anti-climax had set in. I did not make it. My 
hard work over the past few months had not got me through. I was very hurt and 
disappointed. The self-doubt engulfed me entirely. I know I could not have worked 
any harder, and yet my hard work was not enough.  

As I was really struggling with my listening and speaking in French, we decided to 
get me assessed by a French tutor. After my assessment with her, she spoke to my 
parents and stated that she was 99.9% sure I was dyslexic as I struggled with my 
reading tasks and tracking sentences. Throughout January to March, my Mum was 
adamant on pursuing my school to complete the very important document Form 8. 
Form 8 is an essential document as it was required for my dyslexia assessment. 
There was a delay in my school producing a Form 8, as they had given me no 



support which led to a cancellation of appointments with the education 
psychologist both in January and in February.  

My form 8 was finally received less than 24hrs before my appointment on the 6 

March 2019. It was accompanied by a patronising email for the inconvenience I had 
caused. Unexpectedly for my school, twenty-four hours later, the educational 
psychologist report came back stating I was severely dyslexic with severe short-
term working memory issues. We soon discovered from the educational 
psychologist that this could have been picked up as early as age six. It is still very 
disappointing to see that our educational system does not routinely screen for 
neurodiverse students. Teachers are not taught about dyslexia in their routine 
training. 

‘I am one of many that have been silenced and let down by our education 
system. Our education system for many years has neglected the most 
neurodiverse of minds and it is truly disheartening.  

We need an education system that routinely screens for specific learning 
difficulties and is inclusive. The future generation of neurodiverse learners is 
dependent on it.  

Dyslexic students need to be diagnosed early to ensure they get the correct 
support to allow them to achieve their full potential and prevent mental health 
illnesses such as anxiety and depression. We need to implement change now; it 
is a national emergency.’   

In April 2019, I was still having issues with my tracking in reading. Therefore, I was 
encouraged to go for a visual stress assessment. After I had been assessed it 
became very clear that I struggled reading on a white background with black text. 
When they inserted a blue-green filter against the text, it made it easier to read. 
From that day onwards, I was diagnosed with moderate to severe visual stress. 
Unfortunately, as it was picked up late, I still had to do the bulk of my GCSE 
revision without my visual stress aids. My blue-green tinted glasses were delivered 
10 days before starting my GCSEs. I was glad I had received them in time for my 
GCSEs as I knew it would improve my reading.   

Being diagnosed severely dyslexic, 8 weeks before my GCSE exams started was 
extremely stressful. It was a soul-crushing experience. As I had not been given the 
appropriate level of support I required in the earlier years, I knew this would have 
a domino effect on my final exams at the end of year 11. I was very scared and 
worried throughout my GCSE period. Even though I knew I would get extra time, it 
did not take my worries away as I knew the lack of support over the years would 
have a profound effect. My mental health deteriorated so swiftly that my father 
had to resign from his work abroad to help out. I was mentally fragile and 
vulnerable. Even leading up to my GCSE exams, I had to deal with petty comments 



from both teachers and peers. My anxiety was through the roof. I was having panic 
attacks daily. On days where I had two exams, one in the morning and one in the 
afternoon, I would ask my parents to pick me up from school so I could have lunch 
at home and then they would drive me back in for my afternoon exam.  

Reflecting on my GCSE experience it was a time I want no child to ever 
experience. The negative effect it had on my wellbeing was extremely self-
destructive. I was so broken, completely fragile. I always look back and think how I 
even managed. I was a completely different person after my GCSEs. I did not 
believe in myself, I had low self-esteem and I became very doubtful.  

‘I had lost myself completely, I hated my dyslexia back then.’  

On GCSE results day to make matters worse, my school decided to name and list 
over 50% of my year group. They listed their names and what grade they achieved 
in each of their subjects. As I went to a super-selective grammar school, they 
decided to show only the top grades in their eyes. As I had got a B in English 
language, I unfortunately was not listed despite completing 12 GCSEs with 7A*s, 
4As and a B. It hurt me that my own school could not see past my B in English 
language. They had managed to list a student who got a B in further maths which I 
got an A in, yet for some reason my name was never listed!  

I was already anxious for results day as I knew the grades I would receive, would 
not show my true potential. My mental health declined very swiftly as I saw the 
article which had been published on the main school website. It was the worst day 
ever! I had messages from others, saying they had not seen my name. It was 
absolutely debilitating! It was torture, I just remember crying so much that day! 

Having received my GCSE results, I decided to drive with Mum straight to St 
Olave’s to re-apply to their sixth form. I enclosed my educational psychologist 
report which stated I had severe dyslexia. The receptionist pointed out this was 
not required at the selection stage, but my Mum insisted it be attached so that if 
they could not cope teaching me with my dyslexia and visual stress, they should 
then inform us.  

Two days before starting my induction at Newstead wood sixth form, I received a 
call from St Olave’s that I had been invited for an interview! I was delighted! I 
really wanted a brand-new start. The interview went well, and I was then offered 
a place. Straight after the interview they introduced me to the disability SENCO 
department, and I remember being met with lovely warm smiles. The atmosphere 
was very different to Newstead but more welcoming in my opinion. 

During the interview, I was surprised that the head of sixth form said himself that 
he was immensely proud of my GCSE results and that I should be too especially 
despite the difficult circumstances I undertook them in. It made me feel better 
and proud. St Olave’s had acknowledged I had done well and recognised my 



achievements, something Newstead never managed to do despite 5 years of 
schooling there!  

In September 2019, I began sixth form at St Olave’s. St Olave’s was an exciting 
new start for me. Some of my close friends were following me up there which was 
lovely as I had that familiarity, and it was a new setting which I needed. I was still 
mentally quite fragile, but I was happy starting at a new school as I could be the 
person I wanted to be. I took A-levels in biology, chemistry, maths, and an AS level 
in Latin!  

Embarking on my A-level journey was not the easiest at all! I had to find new 
coping mechanisms that worked for me very earlier on. It included experimenting 
with new revision techniques which I had never tried before! Mind mapping and 
flashcards was something I never used during GCSEs, but it helped me so much 
during my A-levels! St Olave’s was very supportive of my dyslexia and visual stress.  

I had very supportive teachers who believed in me which made all the difference. 
After a few months of starting at the sixth form, my mental health stabilised. I felt 
much better mentally. The new start, felt like a clean new slate. I was welcomed 
into the community of St Olave’s and all the teachers made me feel so 
comfortable. I was encouraged and pushed!  

I met the SENCO department at St Olave’s a few times and they were all so lovely 
and kind! They could sense that I was nervous on meeting them, they knew I had 
been through a difficult time at my previous school regarding my disability. 
Throughout year 12 in all my assessments, I had 25% extra time, blue paper and 
enlarged font size, this included all my reasonable adjustments. By the end of year 
12, I knew which revision techniques worked well and going through lots of past-
paper questions really helped! I always read ahead of the class and the teachers 
were kind enough to photocopy handouts to me on blue paper or change their 
white board pen to blue instead of black.  

‘At St Olave’s I felt supported, my dyslexia were not a liability for them.’  

In July 2020, I held a presentation on Hidden Disabilities to Medsoc society. I 
decided to choose this topic as it is something I am very passionate about, and I 
know a lot of people in my year group always had questions on the subject of my 
dyslexia or visual stress. Therefore, I thought it was a great opportunity, so I went 
for it. As some of the people listening had made some ignorant comments, I 
thought it would be good to decode some of the negative myths surrounding 
dyslexia.  

Reflecting, I am proud of the way I opened up about my dyslexia. I explained 
dyslexia is a spectrum and no two dyslexic individuals are the same. I further 
explained my visual stress and how you do not need to be dyslexic to have visual 
stress. Most importantly, I de-bunked a whole range of myths on disability in 



general with a larger focus on dyslexia but I also touched on ADHD and autism. The 
most shocking thing I learnt is a lot of the medical applicant audience did not think 
dyslexia was a neurological disorder. A lot of them thought dyslexia is only related 
to spelling! By the end of my presentation, they had certainly learnt a lot and it 
made me realise that we need to educate society on the importance of 
neurodiversity.  

‘Neurodiversity is a subject which must be taught in schools, it should not be 
optional. It needs to be included within the PSHE curriculum. It is fundamental 
we learn about neurodiverse people; they enrich our society today and are the 
driving ethos of our future.’  

Everyone who applies for medicine each year is aware that the UCAT must be sat 
before you submit your UCAS application. The UCAT is an international exam which 
is also taken in Australia and New Zealand. In the UK, it is the main admissions 
exam you sit for applying to medical school. My UCAT experience is something I 
will never forget in a very long time. I had started my UCAT revision 3 months 
before my exam date.  

Both my parents had paid for a UCAT tutor as when I started revising, I required a 
lot of help with the Verbal reasoning section and the Decision-making section. Both 
sections I found extremely difficult especially with the time-limit constraints. I 
gave myself more time to revise compared to the rest of my peers as I knew I 
required more revision time. The UCAT did not come naturally to me compared to 
some of my friends, I was therefore determined to put all the hard work required 
in, so I can achieve the best possible score and maximise my chances of being 
shortlisted for interview. However, unfortunately for me things did not work out 
the way planned.  

My UCATsen exam was scheduled for the t September 2020 at 2:30pm. The week 
before my UCATsen I knew I was ready as I was achieving the 700-800 mark in each 
of the sub-sections of the UCAT. As the UCAT is an exam you can only sit once, it 
was so important for me to feel no doubts on needing more time to prepare. By 
the 1 September, I knew I was ready. I was ready to sit the UCATsen.  

The following events that occurred after the UCAT left me mentally scarred. As I 
have visual stress, I wear blue-green tinted glasses and I had declared that I would 
be wearing them for the exam due to my moderate to severe visual stress. 
Unfortunately, due to ignorance and not being well-informed, I was told by the 
UCAT invigilators I could not sit the exam, as my blue-green tinted glasses were 
not authorised. They thought I was wearing sunglasses, I explained these were not 
sunglasses but glasses that I required for my visual stress. They left me waiting for 
10 minutes on my own. They had asked the UCAT manager, and the invigilator told 
me that my exam had been cancelled.  



I was in complete shock. My head was spinning. Why had they just cancelled my 
exam?? After the cancellation, I was mentally distressed. My parents were very 
angry. We called the UCAT team and explained to them what happened. They 
were apologetic and rescheduled my UCATsen exam for the 3 September. On the 3 
September, Mum made sure to call the UCAT team and check whether my blue-
green glasses would be permitted. They said they had the case note and reassured 
her. At 4.15pm I started my registration process online. A new invigilator told me 
he would have to get clearance from the UCAT manager regarding my blue-green 
tinted glasses.  

I did not start to worry until that point, why did I still need clearance? My mother 
had just spoken to them a couple of hours earlier. I communicated with my 
invigilator over the online set-up through text. He sent me messages stating I was 
not able to sit the exam because of my blue-green tinted glasses. I explained to 
him, I need them for my exam, and I also stated that on the UCAT website it was a 
non-declarable item. Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do. They made me 
wait 45 minutes in a room on my own just to say I could not go ahead with my 
exam. 

‘At this point, I was in inconsolable. I was very distraught. I could not stop 
crying.’ 

My exam had been cancelled twice, just because of my blue-green tinted glasses. 
It was 2020, and I could not sit an exam, that I had been preparing 3 months for 
just because of my visual stress aids! I had never felt so frustrated and confused! I 
finally sat my UCATsen exam on the 12 September at 2:15. I was met with a very 
rude invigilator who told me to take off my blue-green goggles. I told her these are 
my blue-green glasses I had been granted permission to wear for my visual stress. 
She left me waiting ten minutes saying I may not be able to sit the exam.  

My anxiety blew, I was silently crying. She came back ten minutes later just to say 
I had been granted access and wished me luck for my exam! The emotional abuse I 
had received, pierced through me. I was hurt, mentally and physically. I cried 
through the first parts of my exam. After I had finished the exam, I told my 
parents, and they were upset! A few hours later, my UCAT score was released. I 
burst into uncontrollable tears; my three months of hard work had amounted to a 
very low UCAT score of 2420! I had a nervous breakdown, I cried for more than 
three hours that day. 

‘I was mentally scarred after my UCAT. I could not believe what I was hearing. 
My 17-year-old self was reduced to take off your blue-green goggles!’  

Even writing this right now after all the therapy I have had, there are tears in my 
eyes over writing about my traumatic UCAT experience. For me, I was disgusted 
and very hurt. An international organisation like the UCAT which is the leading 



national admissions exam for applying to medicine in the UK was discriminating 
applicants over their disability! Their role is to select the best future doctors for 
tomorrow, they seriously have a flawed problem which needs fixing. 

‘I was emotionally abused by the UCAT. I am ready to share my traumatic 
experience with the world. I do not want any other person being subjected to 
the level of verbal discrimination I received. It is inhumane what happened, 
and it is even more disappointing that this all happened in 2020.’ 

After my UCATsen exam, my whole self-esteem dropped. I was very heartbroken. I 
became very anxious and tearful. It felt like my GCSE period all over again. I hated 
the circumstance I was in, and there was nothing that could be done. School was a 
nightmare, lots of people asked me how my UCAT went. To be honest, I did not 
even know where to begin on explaining how my UCAT went. Even despite telling 
my close friends what happened, I was still asked by others as unfortunately the 
individuals that attended my school were not always the most considerate.  

My parents told me that I should not feel the pressure to tell others what 
happened and even though I told people at school I did not want to talk about it. It 
left others confused and surprised. Despite even mentioning it to my close friends, 
I had to endure a numerous number of conversations at the canteen over lunch on 
their UCAT scores and whether they thought they had a competitive score or not. 
It was so bad that I had to remove myself from the canteen at lunch and eat my 
lunch elsewhere.  

I was sick and tired of other people trying to put me down or make me feel 
worse. My UCAT score did not define me, and it never will. I was grateful 
enough to find a safe haven which was the mental wellbeing room. I ate a lot of 
my lunches in there and was helped by one of the kindest and most considerate 
people I know. The pastoral support worker was always there, and I regularly 
visited throughout the first term, as I was so mentally fragile it was a place where I 
was able to be myself and not have my defence up constantly all the time. She was 
a great listener and made me feel so much better. I often visited with close 
friends, and it was a lovely atmosphere where I could be myself without worrying. 
It was safe from all the toxic questions and comments I did not need to hear. 

‘I was in a lonely place after my UCATsen exam. I could not escape all the 
questions people had. It was very overwhelming at times. I am grateful that I 
had a small circle of friends looking out for me, they kept me going.’  

Despite feeling mentally overwhelmed, I got a letter sent home stating I was on 
target for achieving my predicted grades. that meant a lot to me, as A-levels for 
me was another opportunity to showcase my academic ability. After all, my GCSEs 
had not, due to the late dyslexia diagnosis. My UCAT score meant nothing. So, for 
me, it was important to have another opportunity to make myself proud and most 



importantly to achieve my dream of getting into medical school, and nothing was 
going to stop me.  

‘I always had big dreams. Hearing people doubt my academic ability made me 
angry. I had to prove them wrong. They had no right to discuss whether I was 
going to make it or not. I knew what I was capable of, and that is all that 
mattered.’  

After New Year, it was announced that our A-level exams would be cancelled, and 
it would be based on Teacher Assessment Grades. Throughout January to March, it 
was a very busy schedule. I was constantly preparing for end of topic tests, mock 
exams and writing up important practical write-ups. Lessons were taught at a 
faster pace; we were also in lockdown in early January, so I had to learn a lot of 
brand new topics online which brings its own sets of challenges. I did manage but 
it was very stressful!  

I caught Covid back in January, and I had been invited to Lancaster Medical school 
interview. As my symptoms became more apparent, I had to unfortunately cancel 
48hrs before. Luckily, they were lovely and rescheduled my interview for ten days 
later. By that point, I had completely recovered! The interview went well and a 
month later, I received an offer on UCAS track. I was also blessed enough to be 
offered a place at Plymouth Medical school too! 

‘When the interview-invites came through over email, I was delighted! I was 
one-step closer to my medical school dream! When the medical school offers 
came by letter, I knew I was in, I just had to get the grades.’ 

I attended biology support classes which my form tutor had invited me to! I was 
grateful to have teachers who believed in me and pushed me. My teachers were all 
so supportive, they made sure that I felt happy with my studies. Unfortunately, in 
early February I had a family bereavement. Having a bereavement midway through 
my A Levels negatively impacted my mental health. All my teachers were 
informed, and I visited the wellbeing room as much as I needed.  

During March and May we sat our real exams to be used to determine our A-level 
grades. Leading up to the Easter break I made a revision timetable and counted 
down the days until my major exams began. I prioritised the main subject I was 
struggling with the most which was specifically organic chemistry. I made sure to 
give myself sufficient time for each topic in all my subjects. I studied hard, 
working through as many past papers as possible! As May came round the corner, I 
knew I was ready. This was my defining moment to show my teachers all the 
knowledge I knew and the hard work I had put in! 

Throughout summer waiting for results day was like watching paint dry! Counting 
down the days did not make time pass any quicker! I am thankful that both my 
parents enrolled me in therapy sessions. I spent my summer reflecting over the 



past two years. I broke open my Pandora’s box and explored all the trauma I had 
been subjected to over the past two years. I was grateful to have the long summer 
to undergo that journey. It was important as I had to protect my mental health. 

‘Therapy was a fundamental part of my healing process. I had to deal with the 
loss of my old self before the dyslexia and accept and love the new dyslexic 
self.’ 

Results day 2021 finally arrived, and it arrived in style! I had not slept at all the 
night before as I was so worried. I remember waking up five times, and I gave up 
and decided to speak to Mum before falling back asleep! I knew UCAS track was 
updating at 8:30am so I made sure I was up by 8am! My best friend picked up my 
results for me which I was grateful for as nerves had got the better of me and I did 
not want to go in and collect my results. I decided to open up my emails and there 
it was, I was laid in bed and I heavily gasped! I had been sent a confirmation email 
of my medical school place at Lancaster Medical School!! It was official, I had got 
into medical school!! All my hard work had paid off, I am going to be a doctor!  

It was the best news that arrived, and I am happy that it had brought all smiles 
around. My best friend delivered my results home, and I remember Mum saying you 
do not have to look at them just focus on your big day, you got into your firm 
medical school that is all that matters! I remember saying to her that I wanted to 
open them as I was curious, but I promised her no matter the results I would not 
let it get me down!  

I opened them and to my shock I saw A*AA and an A in my Latin AS (achieved at 
end of year 12). I screamed in joy; these were my results!!! I checked my emails 
again and I had been confirmed a £1000 scholarship at Lancaster for each year of 
progression of study due to my academic achievement!  My head was spinning. I 
had got into my dream medical school; I had achieved my predicted grades and I 
had got a scholarship!!! 

On my email of confirmation, it stated as Lancaster Medical School was so 
oversubscribed, they were offering me £10,000 to transfer to a new medical school 
of my choice. My choices included Leicester, Keele, Plymouth, Kent and Medway, 
Edge Hill, UCLAN, St George’s or King’s. I was in utter shock and delight! I would 
never have thought in a million years that all this good news would come two years 
after my late dyslexic diagnosis.  

I decided to stay with Lancaster Medical School as it had always been my favourite 
and I knew they would be able to provide me with all the support I required with 
my dyslexia and visual stress. From my thorough research of attending online open 
days at other medical schools and looking at the support on offer, I was most 
impressed with Lancaster. Having visited Lancaster itself, the large, beautiful 
campus was a calling in itself! 



‘If someone had told me after my GCSEs that in two years’ time, I was going to 
get into my dream medical school with high A-level results achieved and a 
scholarship I would have laughed and shook my head in disbelief. That all 
seemed back then too good to be true.’  

I am now excited to be embarking on my new chapter at medical school. If I could 
give advice to anyone who has been recently diagnosed with dyslexia or is feeling 
overwhelmed by being undermined by others. One thing I would say is do not listen 
to the noise, it is irritating but it is just noise. Block it out and do not let it get you 
down. Everyone has their own pathway and if you believe you can do it, you can 
regardless of what anyone thinks. And if you need proof, I am the proof. 

‘Entering this new chapter, I am bold. I am fearless. I wear my blue-green 
tinted glasses with pride. I am owning my dyslexia, and no one can stop me.’ 

‘The best way to block the noise is to prove people wrong. Since I have 
received my A-level results, the noise has evaporated into thin air. There is 
just pure silence.’ 

I hope I can be an inspiring role model to those whose voices are unheard in our 
community. I am determined to change the way things are and improve the 
inclusivity of neurodiverse people within society and our education system here.  

1. There needs to be a system where neurodiverse learners feel heard, and 
their stories shared. I believe that our education system has a duty to 
ensure that disability and neurodiversity are subjects that should be 
compulsorily taught within our PSHE curriculum. It is important that we 
learn about each other and should also be included within mental health.  

2. Our educational system must routinely screen for neurodiverse students at 
certain year group points regularly. Not screening for specific learning 
difficulties is a national emergency. Neurodiverse students need to be 
diagnosed early to ensure they get the correct support to allow them to 
achieve their full potential. 

3. Teachers need to be educated on neurodiversity and how neurodiverse 
students best learn inside and outside the classroom. It must become an 
important compulsory part of the core training they need to complete. 
Teachers are only trained to teach neurotypical students and how they best 
learn. This is a huge problem when 10% of the population is dyslexic. They 
also need to be trained on handling sensitive circumstances regarding a 
recently diagnosed neurodiverse learner and how this would affect their 
mental health initially which can have an adverse effect on studies.  

Without these 3 main changes implemented, we are going to adversely affect 
the future generation of neurodiverse learners both mentally and physically. 
They need to feel heard and respected, not feel unseen and invisible. Our 



current system undermines them and does not do enough to make each, and 
every single neurodiverse learner achieve their full potential. This is a national 
emergency, and it needs to be stopped. Join me and many others fighting for 
this important cause. Hopefully we will soon see an end to this biased system 
which favours neurotypical learners only. 

‘When is the world going to wake up and realise this one size all fit method of 
learning does not suit everyone. We need to welcome different methods of 
learning and educate children that their best way of learning is the method 
that works for them.’  


