
My name is Jasmine Ghibli. I was diagnosed with Autism at a young age.  I understood I would struggle 
making friends, but being ostracized in school was not included in the fine print.  

In Primary 1 I had no issues adjusting to my school’s ideals because not much was expected. Four-year-
olds' don’t understand social cues because they haven’t been exposed to them. Infants are uncouth and 
uncensored but that’s normal; that’s acceptable. The issues only sprouted when I wasn’t learning these 
unspoken social cues (around Primary 3). Not unexpectedly, this was also the time I was first exposed to 
detentions, ‘encouraged’ suspensions, and my Mum sporadically coming to school to collect me within 
hours of arriving 

As you could likely assume, things became progressively worse as time passed; simple topics missed, 
transformed into vital topics missed. I began falling behind in every aspect of my education. The 
understanding teachers originally had developed into the belief that I was a disruptive, unrepairable, 
brat. It became obvious to my peers that I was different as I was often absent. Playful teasing became 
less playful. Comments became more difficult to brush off when I was being bombarded by them.  

My last year at primary school was undoubtedly the worst. The majority of it was spent in 
uncomfortable, pre-historic, office chairs. The only solace being that of an obnoxiously loud water 
fountain, and the realization that office staff did indeed trash-talk pupils. I wasn’t graced with any school 
work to entertain myself with (or to ensure the school was abiding by the law). Instead I was handed a 
patronizing book about Autistic children (that they clearly didn’t read). It was a reasonably small book 
and was littered with pages dedicated to drawings and photos. I spent months of my life rereading 
poems about Autism that didn’t bring a feeling of understanding but rather nurtured an already existent 
pessimistic view of life.  

At one point or another, I found myself in the Headteacher’s office. We began discussing bullying. My 
Headteacher responded asking if I heard the ‘Nobody likes me, Everybody hates me,’ Worm Song. I 
stopped talking about my insecurities; clearly, I either warranted the insults or she was apathetic to my 
plight. At the time I thought it was common practice for teachers to mock or insult you, and so I never 
complained. My Mum was phoned daily to be reminded of how much of a disgrace I was - I didn’t want 
her to know I deserved to be bullied too.   

The pessimism was warranted as things did get worse.  

The experiences faced in primary don’t even leave a scratch on the soul-destroying reality of secondary. 
The building was anxiety inducing in size, and meant that comments hissed in hallways had faces but not 
names. It was a frustrating situation when a blatant target was placed on my head for being autistic, but 
those shooting arrows couldn’t face consequences.  

The biggest issue I had was the school’s premise of inclusivity. The school’s interpretation of this policy 
was to gather the overwhelming majority of additional needs children and pack them into a single 
registration class (somewhat like sardines in a tin). If this meant more support teachers were in our 
class, it would be an understandable albeit controversial idea. In reality our class had a single support 
assistant, who was stretched so thin they were ineffective in supporting us.  

The theme of stuffing dyslexics, autistics, and those with severe disabilities into a single area continued. 
In English, whilst everyone else had the opportunity to pick where they would like to sit, and therefore 
who they would like to work with; where I would like to sit was decided for me. When the teacher 



claimed that the class could pick who they sat beside; I planned to sit beside by my non-additional needs 
best friend. Instead, I was sat beside strangers. They were deemed ‘to be like me’. I shared no 
similarities in personality, intelligence, or even needs - but when the teacher read the word ‘Autism’ she 
immediately assumed ‘Rain Man’ (a savant) rather than a high-functioning autistic person. It became 
clear to me that my nickname from primary ‘Spazzy-Jazzy’ was a reoccurring belief shared by both pupils 
and teachers. I could not escape, despite how desperately I clawed, the box I was put in at just 4 years 
old.  

I attempted to kill myself in sixth year. Years of bullying, self-hatred and stress caught up to me. I knew I 
was a lost cause and after more than a decade of ignorance – nothing would ever change. I was 16 years 
old when I swallowed a concoction of both anxiety pills and antihistamines. I felt that I had been 
condemned at birth to a life of misery and wanted to rip the bandage off. My attempt failed, but my 
mental health was fragmentated glass; the pieces lived in the pockets of those who desperately reached 
out for me.  

I made the decision to leave school. Despite not having the qualifications necessary to pursue university, 
I recognized I wouldn’t be capable of much if I was a pile of ashes in a vase.  

It has taken over a year of cognitive behavioural therapy, medication and no school for me to 
confidently say that suicide is not a prevailing thought involved in my future. I will not lie and say that 
insecurities don’t plague me, pessimism isn’t a view I apply, and that suddenly I can socialize. But I am 
doing so much better not in an environment that’s key focus seems to be that of ostracizing me. 

 


