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FOR THE LOVE OF THE GAME
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The sky is perfectly cloudless, a beautiful shade of robin’s egg blue

Emerald green grass clipped short, a stark comparison to the copper dirt, the baseball red clay

I adjust my baseball cap visor, blocking out the white-hot sun beating down on me

It is a hot August afternoon, and I have been standing in the field for an eternity

I watch the players step up one-by-one to the plate, and take their chances against the ball 

They test their swing, and wait, feet planted in the red dirt

Chewing bubble gum obnoxiously loud, bright pink bubbles appear for a moment before popping and disappearing

Pop! Pop!

The sound is aggravating, distracting 

Some of the opposing team members manage to hit the ball a short distance, others strike out

They walk despondently back to the dugout, receiving a sympathetic clap on the back from their teammates and coach

I stand in the field swiping at the blackflies and no-see-ums, shifting from one foot to the other

There are cheers from the parents sitting in the bleachers, rising in crescendo, as the players who’ve hit the ball make a mad dash for first base

The scent of leather from the baseball glove comforts me

I thump my fist in my glove again and again, watching, waiting

I stare intently, watching the game unfold in front of me with great interest

Hey batter batter! Swing batter batter!

I crouch, my hand on my knee

I watch the game, squinting in the hot sun

One of the players, a girl with thickly braided hair under her helmet, walked over to the home plate

She has a determined look on her face, swinging the bat a few times

The pitcher is ready

He throws the ball, arcing towards her

The girl at bat swings and misses

I watch the pitcher carefully 

“C’mon,” I mutter under my breath, watching as he prepares to pitch

And then he lets fly

The ball flies towards the home plate

Time seems to stand still 

And then, she swings 

CRACK! 

Bat against ball, that blessed sound erupts through the baseball diamond

The ball soars through the air, high above their heads

There are scattered applause in the bleachers, and someone lets out a high-pitched whistle in appreciation

And she’s off! 

The girl runs, throwing the bat to the hard ground, arms pumping 

She rounds first base, second. 

Desperately, the players scatter around the field, looking skyward to catch the ball

I run, trying to get the ball

Too late

Even as they throw the ball towards home plate, it’s too late to stop her

She’s already rounding the last base, sliding on the ground in a red dust cloud

And when the dust settles, her foot was on the home plate

Safe!

They’ve won the game

I don’t feel too bad

I’m still in awe of her hitting skills, the way she ran so flawlessly 

The game is done

I want to go up and talk to her

My heart flutters at the sight of her

I walk to the dugout, my fingers entwined in the chain link fence

And when the girl finishes talking to her friends, she walks over until she is standing right in front of me

She is prettier close-up

I smile at her, and stick out my hand

I introduce myself

It’s the start of a great friendship
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NOT YOUR PUZZLE PIECE
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I’m not your puzzle piece

I’m not some piece that needs to be placed in society, only having worth if I can work, produce in the late-stage capitalism scheme

I’m not a ball of unformed clay, waiting for someone to cut away the pieces they don’t like

Molding me into something that resembles a neurotypical human on the outside, only caring that I ‘look’ a certain way 

Otherwise, I’d be discarded for being an inferior product

I have my quirks, my differences

My brain works differently than others but that doesn’t make me lesser

And I know I may look a little strange when I am stimming, but I don’t care

I click my tongue, I snap my fingers, I flick my fingers, I whistle bits of songs 

I say some words over and over, because I like the way they roll off my tongue

I eat the same foods over and over, because I love the taste

When I find something I love, I stay with it, sometimes for months, sometimes for life

I love the sameness of it all, as they lead to no unexpected surprises

I wear soft cottons, because it is the only thing my skin can tolerate

No jeans, or polyester, no itchy wool, or velvet, or tulle

It can seem irrational, to eat the same foods, and wear the same clothes, and watch the same shows. It’s not. 

My brain is soothed by researching my favourite topics

They are my special interests. 

When the world gets too loud, too complicated, too much, then I can fall back on my favourite subjects. It can appear obsessive, learning everything I can about a certain topic. 

And though there may be some misconceptions, I am capable of love

I have been in a relationship, voluntarily sharing space with another human 

And though some may say that autistic people have no feelings, or are incapable of empathizing with other humans, this just isn’t the case. 

Most times, it’s hard turning it off. Everyone’s emotions bombard me all day long, everyone’s always doing and saying things that need interpreting 

And telling me their life stories, expecting me to reciprocate

I am not empty, soulless - I am full of life, full of imagination

Just because you’ve met someone on the spectrum – a family member, a friend, a coworker – doesn’t mean that you know me or what I’m experiencing

If you’ve met one person with autism, you’ve met one. 

We are not all the same – carbon copy, cookie-cutter people, all acting and talking the same way, all with the same quirks and sensitivities

We are individuals, capable of thought, capable of emotion

And we deserve basic human rights, just like everyone else

I’m not your puzzle piece, because I am my own person and not some fodder for a big organization that puts too much effort on trying to ‘cure’ the autism out of people, and putting people through rigorous therapy that damages autistic folk and makes us feel broken and inadequate

I’m more than just a brightly coloured puzzle piece geared to lined CEO pockets, with their ‘light it up blue’ campaigns, and huge money donations to the company

I don’t need sympathy or fear, or mocking derision – I am not a sad thing, to be pitied and looked down upon

Rainbow infinity signs are better than puzzle pieces

Red instead

Embrace differences between neurodivergent and neurotypical people, and be a good person
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TOY CARS, ALL LINED UP
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When I was a child, I used to line up all my toy cars

One after another. They would stretch out halfway across the hardwood living room floor, from the couch to the middle of the room’

I wished I had enough cars to go all the way across the floor

My cars formed the longest traffic jam in the entire world, the entire universe

All those little metal and plastic cars, bumper to bumper, trying to get to work, trying to get home, trying to go out for ice cream cones. They all had stories to tell. 

And then I would sit back, and stare at the wondrous beauty that I had created

The cars were all different kinds – VW bugs covered in bright flower stickers, Model T Fords, firetrucks with little ladders that went up and down, and little convertibles with no roofs. 

I would lie on my stomach a few inches from the cars, my chin resting on my hands

And I’d stare at them, trying to imagine what sort of life the invisible occupants had. Where they lived, where they worked. How many children, and family pets they had. 

Did they like baseball, or football? 

Did they like to go stargazing at night, staring up at the constellations? 

Did they live in a house, or an apartment? A little cabin in the woods?

I would lie there, and wonder, daydreaming about the cars, imagining all the places the passengers would’ve gone to, all the
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