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    Dedicated to my wife and family for supporting me all these years!


Thanks to the ACT community and the founders who inspired me to create this work!


In 2011 when this was originally published, I was unaware of any other books that applied ACT or mindfulness skills for those with high functioning autism.  I am glad to have made this book to potentially have introduced these concepts to this population.
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Prologue
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My childhood was a mixed bag.  I was sloppy at learning handwriting and started out very poor at reading.  Teachers noticed I had a very large vocabulary – as most kindergarten and first grade students don’t use words like “pertains to” or “nomenclature” and such.  My father had me when he was sixty and my mother was forty-five, so they were considerably older than most other children’s parents that I knew.  My father didn’t participate in teaching me any sports.  I had half-brothers, but they were grown and out of the house.  I felt alone.  My father was restless and liked to move.  We had moved 15 times in Oklahoma before moving to the Kansas City area by the time I was about ten years old.  

I remember that one of my second-grade teachers suspected something was wrong with me, to my parent’s defensive dismay.  Yet, I was sent to Oklahoma University for testing.  All I remember about my psychological testing at that age was putting together some puzzles, reading, and a lady in a suit telling my parents that I wasn’t slow at all – I was “gifted”.  I went from feeling like the dummy in class, to being put in a gifted and talented program where I was able to learn about telescopes and watch a veterinarian dissect or do surgery on a cat!  If you have heard the saying “your mother dresses you funny”, it must have been true in my case as I was treated as an outsider at school.  I was very shy except for some rare episodic class clown moments. 

Middle school was horrible for me.  My life fell apart with being tripped down the halls, having my head slammed into lockers and being called all sorts of names.  I didn’t party or do drugs, but it sure seemed that everyone else did.  I learned how to fight, or at least I learned how to take several hits without crying or feeling more pain than I could handle.  How did I get through this?  I mostly lived in a fantasy world.

I would daydream about my special powers.  When it was time for high school, I decided to go to a private high school to avoid further struggles.

During high school, I spent the first two years being unpopular and basically feeling like I didn’t really exist in most other people’s minds.  With some weightlifting and literally forcing myself to talk, I became more popular by my junior and senior years – but I wouldn’t have made Homecoming King by any means.  I didn’t participate in any sports, and still didn’t attend any parties.  My evenings were spent taking care of ill parents who had health issues.  I did go on a few dates, but these dates were disastrous.  I really didn’t know how to treat females.  My father was not a good role model as he was suffering from Alzheimer’s and had episodes of violence, not to mention his purchasing things that we couldn’t afford on impulse, leaving the burners on the stove, and other not so fun things that I don’t really care to share.  By senior year he was in a nursing home.  

When I went off to college, one of my half-brothers died (I will not get into how it happened here).  I was very close to him.  My mother had several heart attacks following his death.  I think she made it to seven heart attacks and at least three episodes of heart failure before she died).  Everything that I had was sold in an estate sale for the care of my father- who was also dying.  I lost my house – everything.  So what did I do to cope?  I asked a girl, that I had somehow managed to get the courage to date, if she would marry me.  

My wife and I worked at a department store part-time (and other such jobs), while living in a rented-out garage, which was converted into a tiny “house” and rented to us by another half-brother.  I should add that this rental “house” wasn’t in the best of neighborhoods and both of us were scared.  I managed to take out enough student loans to get through college, going the route of psychology and taking on jobs in the mental health field, all the while.  

I need to backtrack a little.  Prior to meeting my wife at a college, I had previously attended another college and learned, the hard way, the dangers of alcohol abuse, parties, etc.  I was originally taking both psychology and computer programming, but hours sitting at a computer looking at code made me “want to go the easy route and do psychology”.  

We went through rough periods financially, and I will be the first to say I wasn’t all that mentally stable.  Memories of trauma and other memories of a chaotic childhood snuck into my brain at times.  Bookstores were my solace.  I was learning more and more on my own about eastern philosophy.  It would eventually become part of my thesis that I would defend in graduate school in 1995.  I had a mentor back in 1993 that also helped me learn the wonderful psychologies from the East (thanks Steve Yates.)  I was reading more and more about the benefits of mindfulness and meditation.  To be honest though, I didn’t do so well at practicing sitting meditation, as I was way too hyper and restless to sit down for very long.  I have always had a weird mix of shyness combined with a restless energy.  

Mindfulness and acceptance became a way of life for me.  I wouldn’t be until much later, after working in the mental health field for many years, that I would repeatedly hear about psychologies becoming popular based on mindfulness that were now becoming mainstream in the United States and other western countries.  Dialectic Behavioral Therapy (DBT) and Mindfulness Based Cognitive Therapy (MCBT) were some.  I personally felt MCBT was too simple for my taste and DBT was way too complicated.  If you are not sure about what either of those are, they are psychological approaches.  Through a podcast about AD/HD (attention deficit hyperactive disorder), I heard about something called ACT or acceptance and commitment therapy.  I kind of ignored it, but when I started seeing books around me, it sparked a curiosity.  Opening up my first ACT books: The Happiness Trap by Russ Harris and Get Out of Your Mind and Into Your Life by Steven C. Hayes, both validated everything that I had been doing personally and with my clients through the years.  It was a perfect fit.  I then began: listening, reading and flooding myself with everything there is to know about this psychological approach called ACT.  I should mention that researching things to infinity is a common practice for me.  Anyway, without saying too much about myself, with my Aspie mind, I have been helped personally by this practice and I have seen clients who put this into practice benefit greatly!  

This is not the “be all” guide to ACT – as there is a wealth of excellent reading material on that approach for various mental (and dealing with some physical) issues.  This is written for someone like me – I wanted to make it as efficient and quick to read as I could, while attempting to maintain some good content.  This guide or workbook could be looked at as being a starting point self-help guide for those with “different” brains, or it can be used as a reference book for a professional working with high functioning individuals with my same type of brain wiring.

If you decide you don’t like it, thank your mind for that thought and use what you can from it!  - C
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Chapter 1 - Do I need to change?

[image: ]


We have heard people tell us for many years that each individual is unique.  Not everyone thinks the same, looks the same, views things the same, etc.  We also are bombarded with trainings in the workplace about cultural diversity, gender differences, etc.  Until recent years, little was said of a new and emerging difference to be aware of:  neurodiversity.  What is neurodiversity?  Maybe a better way to define it would be to describe what it is and isn’t and allow you to come up with your own definition.  

Let’s start out by talking about commonalities between average individuals.  A person who is considered “normal” in the school and workplace is someone who probably wouldn’t stand out if you were filming a documentary about school and career life.  On websites promoted by the non-typical individual, this average conformer and linear thinking person has often been called “neurotypical”.  A neurotypical or “NT” would have little difficulty sitting, listening, socializing, knowing when to be quiet, and knowing when to speak.  These NT individuals: dress as their peers do, are usually aware of social cues, and have little to no problem “clocking in” to work on time, no problem with functioning at school or work (like being able to sit and accomplish what needs to be done).  Such a person with NT characteristics would most likely be able to readily spot someone like me:  someone who is odd, whose has difficulty socializing, a strange walk, who has difficulty learning, difficulty finding
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