The education system never really fitted me. It felt like a suffocating hinderance when all I wanted was to get out there and live.
I come from an English family and went to a class A Welsh Primary School where everything was taught through the medium of Welsh. This caused a level of difficulty in understanding and Dyslexia in the 80s was rarely diagnosed nor understood. Teacher’s racial prejudice and a parent’s belief that hitting and shouting at a child would make them learn, did not inspire me. I gleaned early on that being pretty, funny and dull was my best shield against theseobligatory and horrible things.
I scraped through secondary school with a few weak GCSEs.
School was a platform for my social life. The rave, trance and metal music scenes in the 90s was brilliantly explosive and I felt comfortable revelling in them all.
I left home and finally i was out of education and I started learning in earnest. Discovering life and everything it could throw at me.
My first foray into travelling was to China and after that I was hooked. I found that the beauty of this planet we call home to be beyond all conception.  
Through travelling I received an incredible education.  
Enough of an education to step relatively confidently into a world below our societal veneer.  
I first stepped into Dunkirk refugee camp in January 2016. Overnight I became a very adept long-term volunteer. After 3 months in Dunkirk I spent 5 months in Piraeus Port and Athens, followed by 4 years in Paris. I then came home to Wales and 40 minutes from my home, Penally refugee camp opened in September 2020. In this time, I learned the truest of global and individual horrors.  
Dunkirk tore the rose-tinted corneas off my eyes. Greece showed me the truth of devastating danger. In Paris I saw an ultimate and devouring hopelessness and Britain injected me with the deepest shame.  
The people that are labelled as refugees, they showed me such incredible beauty. Such grace in the face of adversity. Such tenacity, strength, drive and resilience. Such kindness and concern. Such humanity. I am forever humbled by their unforgettable smiles. 
Whilst out there on the front line working 20 hours a day, 7 days a week, I gained another kind of education. It is not one that transfers easily into our society because it begins and ends in truth.  
I left the front line for many reasons, one of them being, that it is impossible to chance anything from the front line. You can keep someone alive long enough for them to fight through one more day, but their fight still remains.  
I want to help change the utter shambles of a system that we currently have, it is nothing short of murderous.  
I cannot contribute to changing a system if I do not understand it, nor have the formal credentials to be listened to.  I believe I am now strong minded enough to to use the educational system finally, to my advantage. 
 


