

DANIEL BRIGGS, 21, was born in Shrewsbury and now lives in Market Drayton, Shropshire.  He wrote this illuminating article in order to depict his experience of living with autism - how he feels and how he has coped. He wants people to be aware of the hardships and injustices facing people with learning disabilities – but also wants those with autism to speak out, like he has, to avoid being “downtrodden.” Daniel is now trying to set up a decorating and interior design business with his mother and brother, called “Transformation”
MY LIFE WITH AUTISM
By DANIEL BRIGGS

I WAS diagnosed with autism at infant school when I was seven years old.  After this, they assigned me learning support and the following year I went to an assessment centre on the last three days of each week.  I still attended mainstream school on Mondays and Tuesdays. At the time, I thought nothing of it and tried to fit in among other children.
            I was bullied in the playground. They called me names like “thickhead” and “spastic,” they punched and kicked me and one boy used to knee me in the groin.

My mother heard of an excellent special-needs school called Southall.  She tried to get me enrolled there but the education authority didn’t think that I needed to go there.  So my mum wrote to an Member of Parliament and he convinced them that I needed to go there.

My father (who is divorced from my mother) didn’t approve of my receiving special-needs education and was forcing school down my throat every five minutes.  He did things like writing me out sums to do and making me read. I’ve always had various ambitions to do jobs that require good qualifications and, though encouragement is good, you can overdo it and this can take a reverse psychology effect.  Though I did well at school, I was a regular truant because of this.  

Southall School had won an award for being one of the best schools in the country: the classes were kept small and the teachers were highly qualified.  The grades were better than most mainstream schools.  (In my opinion there should be more schools like this)


It was only when I left Southall and went to college that I realised how lucky I was to go to such a good school.  At college, they put me on a special -needs course where I was treated like an idiot. They were teaching me things like opening tins, peeling vegetables and using telephones.  (I learned how to do these types of things when I was five years old)  The lecturers were, in my opinion, severely under-qualified and didn’t know the difference between being disabled and being thick. They were just, I believe, highly paid bullies, no better than the bullies at school. I would describe them as being deaf, dumb and blind because they didn’t listen to me, didn’t seem to recognise my potential and just insulted me all the time.

After two years (and some persuasion from a friend who is high up in education), I was moved onto an engineering course where I had the chance of getting a worthwhile qualification.  I still had learning support, which I didn’t like, but at least I was off the idiots’ course.  I passed the engineering course and got the NVQ qualification, though I didn’t like the people much and having a support worker created a bit of a stigma.  

At the end of the year, I left college for good. Despite the fact that I had obtained some worthwhile qualifications, the memories of those last three years at college troubled me - and still do to this day.


From my experiences, I have learned that a lot of disabled people are “downtrodden,” not encouraged to make something of themselves though they have potential.


I have always believed in myself, despite what others have said and done. I always gave everything I did 110 per cent and never gave up.

It is up to each and every one of us to make the world a better place, and you can do this by telling others your problems and not suffering in silence, not letting yourself be downtrodden and telling people that being disabled and being thick are two very different things.

