
Personal Reflection by Fiachna 

 

Growing up I had never considered myself an artist. I remember my childhood, when little 

eight years old Fiachna would churn out carefree drawings and questionable origami (wonky 

paper snowflakes) about once every hour. As time came to pass I found myself becoming 

more involved in academics, somehow persuading myself that I wasn’t going to waste my 

time drawing or engaging in any artistic endeavour for that matter. 

 

I can’t remember exactly when it happened but one day I remember saying to my step father 

(after being asked to “do a nice little drawing” for him) that I wasn’t good at drawing and I 

didn’t want to. This was the first in a series of foolish errors that led me to believe that I was 

truly incapable of being an artist of any sort. I suppose I must have had some awareness that 

being a little creative was good for me as I did used to enjoy writing little stories, making 

silly maps and just generally, sitting absorbed in imaginary worlds of my own creation. 

Anyway, at the age of 14 I was in the process of moving school from Tuam to Galway, at this 

point in time I think it would fair to say that I was very depressed. I had almost no hobbies 

and even less of a social life, that is, excepting my one ray of light in an otherwise dark, cold 

world; my weekly drama classes. Looking back I believe that had it not been for the 

kindliness, acceptance and encouragement that I received from both the teachers and students 

at that drama group, I might not be here, writing this very sympathetic reflection. 

 

Back to the point, while in the process of moving school I had to choose new subjects. 

Feeling, at the time, academically insufficient to pass my Junior Certificate, I tried to choose, 

what I thought in my head, would be the easiest subjects. One of these and please don’t ask 

me why I thought it would be easy, was art. From day one in the class I felt behind, firstly 

because I had not done art in my previous school thus giving the rest of the class at least six 

months practice and secondly because I found it incredibly difficult to get anything done on 

time (just to make things worse I was sat directly opposite, no exaggeration, the best and 

most accomplished 16 year old artist in the school and possibly Galway). 

 

So back to my story, I was going into every art class with ridiculously low self-esteem, doing 

what I thought was absolutely crap artwork, getting sighed at by the teacher and leaving the 

class with even lower self-esteem and a feeling of self-loathing and worthlessness. Sounds 

fun right? This marked the end of all my artistic pursuits for the next two years. 

My one saviour in my creative life was a self-confessedly nerdy role playing game called 

“Dungeons & Dragons”. The game was basically a plethora of hand-written sheets and a lot 

of imagination. I was usually the Dungeon Master, meaning that I facilitated the game and 

made the maps and scenarios for people to play, along with having to read and learn three, six 

hundred page rulebooks. Yeah, it was pretty nerdy but it was my form of escapism in a life 

that seemed moderately hopeless. This joy was not to last. 

 

In 2010 my family issued a ban on the game, labelling it “a waste of time”, “A distraction 

from real work”(come on I was 13 at the time!) and “a mind sapping load of nonsense”. I 

believe that his actions where made out of jealously and a misunderstanding of adolescents. 



Nevertheless, whether I can blame the prohibition of the game that I loved is questionable but 

one thing was for sure, a crippling bout of clinical depression ensued. I had next to no 

hobbies after the ban on the game, I had no fantasy world to escape into, I had no motivation 

or reason to write game scenarios or draw maps or make characters. I was a broken child. 

Pause for effect. 

After dropping out of conventional school for a great number of reasons, I had spent a good 

year seeing very few friends and working on no academic or creative projects. 

Enter Youthreach; The place that arguably changed the direction of my (at the time) desolate 

life. When I started my very first day in Youthreach I noticed from square one the kindness 

and dedication of the teachers, the like of which I had never experienced. Next was the other 

students, I cant really blame anyone if they acted hostile towards me, for I was very shy at the 

time and was probably acting quite despondent myself. 

 

After the first few weeks I realised that the people around me had no cruel agenda and where 

really good, kind people, something secondary school had taught me was hard to find. 

So life began to pick up, I could cope with most classes and even enjoyed some, with the 

exception of perhaps textiles and art. I knew that both art and textiles where compulsory so I 

dutifully attend the classes but had the underlying feeling that trying too hard would be a 

waste of energy and time because after all, any artwork I did was a bit of a sad joke. 

Now, I probably hadn’t touched a paintbrush for two years, and that was only when I had 

been forced by the Junior Cert curriculum in secondary school. The first project I painted in 

art class was my own shoe. I took it as seriously as I could know that it was going to be 

terrible anyway. When I was looking back at my art portfolio recently I was so glad to see the 

shoe there. I could see such a contrast to the work I done back then compared to the work I 

had just finished a week ago. 

 

So, how did I make this transformation from a timid, non-artistic and pretty depressed 

individual to the thriving, happy and (more) confident person that managed to achieve a 

distinction in both art and textiles! Well let me tell you it was not born of a very long beauty 

sleep or some mystical potion. The key here I think, was Anastasia; my godsend of an art 

teacher who taught be to able to create again. 

 

I must admit the first few weeks or even months of classes where borderline torture. I felt like 

a failure as a human as well an artist. Things started changing when, after months of breaking 

down my artistic blocks, Anastasia finally began to open me up to my own inner creativity. I 

started getting things out of my head and onto paper. I started putting all the skills that I had 

been taught to use. Hell, I was even working on paintings at home, something I had never 

done before! I began to feel more confident in my composition of paintings, feeling at one 

with colours, being confident enough to mix colours and experiment rather that spending 

hours ruling pages and making obsessive geometric borders. I have learned so much about 

colour and their harmonies from my teacher, I can see myself using this knowledge in so 

many fields in the future including graphic design, cinematography, photography, drawing, 

painting and textiles. 

 

Anastasia facilitated the art room as a place I was able to realise my creative visions in a 



practical and dynamic way that I could truly be proud of. I found myself asking for advice 

rather than flailing around helplessly looking for someone to hold my hand with every paint 

stroke. I began developing genuine interest in the history, culture and sociology of artists 

along with their respective periods in artistic history. I gained so much understanding of my 

abilities and how to develop them, I found a confidence in drawing and painting that I never 

imagined I would possess. 

It most certainly was not an easy journey but certainly one worth taking. I feel as though the 

art class was the one subject I really developed in. I went from fearing that I would not pass 

to receiving a glowing distinction. It has been an infinitely rewarding experience, as has my 

time in Youthreach as a whole. I cannot even begin to express my gratitude to Anastasia, as 

well as all of the teachers at Youthreach for their patience, guidance and support. 

 

I feel profoundly inspired to continue creating and pursuing my dreams, at home and in my 

education. I cannot wait for collage where I hope to study Film and Television Production 

and perhaps even progress onto a dedicated art course! 

 

My future seems to be brighter and more creative than I ever could have conceived. I am 

actually looking forward to navigating the world as a young adult rather that dreading it like 

the plague. 

 

Yes, I must take credit for my blooming achievements (something I would have had 

difficulty with last year), yet I cannot ignore the profound impact that people like Anastasia 

have had on my education and my personal development. 

I know that I may have said it numerous times but the fact still stands; I am practically 

indebted to you, the teachers of Youthreach. So I say it one more time… 

 

 


