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Submission from Kat Woods 

It took me the best part of a year to try and prepare for going to college due to 
my mental health problems. I have Borderline Personality Disorder, 
depression and the accompanying anxiety. I was only started on another 
course of antidepressants and sleeping tablets in the run up to my course 
starting which certainly didn't help my situation.  I had plans to complete my 
Highers and go to University next year. 

I stated in my application form that I had a disability and I was reassured that 
there would be plenty of support for me within the college. I did however, find 
the application form very daunting. I struggled to try and "big" myself up when 
I had few positive things to say about myself and felt physically sick when the 
application asked what I had been doing most recently, I couldn't exactly say 
that I had only just got out of an abusive relationship and was trying to 
recuperate mentally and take control of my life again. 

I hit another brick wall when I tried to apply for a bursary. Because I am under 
25 I was asked to provide evidence that I was living independently from my 
parents and had done for the past three years. I tried to explain to the wifey 
about the predicament and she was totally useless. I pretty much didn't exist 
on paperwork because of my ex. I could only prove that I had lived in my 
current residence for 2 years. I asked if the college could not look at the 
electoral register or contact my current and prior GP's for proof to which I was 
told no. I found the entire situation completely humiliating. Because I rent with 
my younger brother, when I was trying to fill the form in it classed me as 
dependent on family. I was so frustrated and was at the point of snapping that 
I just walked out of there. I spoke with my local Citizen's Advice and she 
thought it was worth trying to push it forward to which I replied that I would just 
try and manage on my own. She was concerned it might affect my claim to 
ESA (which it didn't) and insisted I get my bus pass that I was entitled to 
through PIP. Because of how self conscious I am about being labelled with a 
disability I stalled with the bus pass idea. 

 

When I was actually in college, my experience was incredibly ugly. They kept 
claiming that they were understanding yet they were the exact opposite. Over 
one of the weekends I had run out of antidepressants so when Monday came 
around I was absolutely rattling and going through withdrawal, yet I still went 
in. Two of my lecturers were very understanding when I explained to them 
and said I could go home if I needed to. I asked them if they could inform the 
English lecturer for me because I didn't feel comfortable talking to her and I 
had taken an immediate dislike to her. By the time that class came around my 
mood had worsened. We were allowed a fifteen minute break to which I more 
or less bolted out the door. Through a therapy group I have been told to 
remove myself from situations for the sake of myself and others. I was trying 
to calm down outside and realised I had went over the time. so I made my 
way back, I still had not calmed down. Upon my return, the lecturer 
sarcastically snarled at me "You're late" so i just shot back "so?" I didn't help 
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the situation, I know. But my understanding was that she should have known 
about my current mental state that day and beforehand since it showed up on 
my application. 

I didn't attend college the next day because I had just received my tablets so 
my mood was all over the place. Because of this, the lecturer was straight on 
the attack about me being absent. When I had a cold, she was sending me 
threatening emails about getting homework done and that I wouldn't be 
allowed to attend classes if I didn't do it. This was on top of only getting 4 of 
sleep a night or none at all because of badly planned out timetables combined 
with having to travel there every day and my doctors being funny about me 
using sleeping tablets all the time. Because nobody explained to me about 
student day rider tickets, I was throwing away money I didn't have on buses 
and my class was told to rush out and buy all of our books there and then. 
Then my brother walked out on his job. So I was fried.  

I was about 2 months into my course and my PAT was jarring me over email 
about absences. During one of my classes she pulled me out of class which I 
didn't like and asked about the absences which I explained. She asked me if I 
was seeing the guidance team and I told her they hadn't contacted me, which 
they should have. It was only after speaking with them that I learned of their 
time out room and that I could have extensions and a separate room etc. I told 
them I had an appointment with my CPN and that she would write up 
everything that they needed to know, I'm still waiting for it. After my meeting 
with the guidance team I returned to class feeling conscious that everyone 
knew where I was. The class turned ugly when I had to sit and endure sexist 
comments during a discussion and homophobic remarks made to a lassie. I 
was very close to snapping at one of the people, this was not noticed by the 
lecturer. The same guy continued to try my patience later on in the day which 
resulted in me needing to disappear to the quiet toilets where I spent a good 
10 minutes greetin. 

I felt awful and questioned why I had even bothered going to college at all.I 
didn't go into college the next few days. I was feeling worse than I had done 
for months and I was completely skint. I only had money for my rent so even if 
I wanted to go in, I couldn't afford to. My appointment with my CPN was dire 
and I was completely exasperated with my whole situation. I decided I wasn't 
going back. Then my cat was in a rta and I knew I'd never be able to go back. 
It took more than a week for my PAT to try and get in touch to see what was 
going on.  

 

It has been a truly horrible experience and I have been completely put off 
education. My finances and mental health have suffered and I feel like I'm 
back at square one again. The support is not there and I felt discriminated 
from the get go and like I didn't belong there. 


