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For the lonely and the lost. For those looking for family and friendship in a world that doesn't understand them. For people like me. For people like my children. For everyone on the spectrum who just needs the chance to breathe.
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Author’s Note
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This chapbook is a whole chunk of my heart and a sizable rip from my soul. It is meant as a way to voice my pain as well as my truths, to cry out in the darkness to which society would like to confine people like my children and me. Each piece is personal. I do not speak for all on the spectrum, but I hope that other neurodivergent people can see parallels and draw comfort in knowing they are not alone. I touch on some hard topics—depression, etc. This is not a memoir for the innocent. So, please, bear that in mind.

Also, please understand that in no way do I condemn all neurotypicals. When I wrote these short prose and poetry pieces, I was speaking to specific individuals whom I never got to speak to directly. However, I’ve kept everything mostly vague, no names, no dates, nothing identifying. Not because my words are lies, but because there is deeper meaning to those experiences. Read with open hearts and with the knowledge that being human means being connected through our differences.
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We Walk the Same Forest
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We walk through the same forest, alive and grateful for the opportunity. You carry yourself with your head held high, sure of foot. I stumble and fall behind. But I don’t mind.

In the undergrowth, I find treasures: moss, stones, beetles, and flowers. Patterns open up before me: rays of light like gentle fingers raking through the sky. Things that bring me peace when I stop and acknowledge them.

They do not bring you peace. You do not understand, although you do find the whole of these parts breathtaking. You look back at me and a lizard, shrug your shoulders, and keep moving. It’s the goal, the destination, the top of the hill that drives you.

I also want to see the top of that hill, so I try my best to keep up.

The forest is not a quiet place. Birds chitter and chirp. Trees murmur as the wind tussles their tops. My feet scrape harshly over the gravel. I do not like that sound. It blocks out all of the joyful ones. It makes it hard for me to concentrate. So, I slow down, lessening the impact of my feet on the earth. Lessening the earth’s protestations in my ears.

You do not make sounds that I can hear, at least not from so far away. I imagine the grumble deep in your throat and the huff as you push forward. They are easy to imagine as I’ve heard them before. The times when you slowed down to make a little room for me.

I notice your stare now as I’m lost among the glowing motes of dust. My dillydallying starts to unnerve you. We are behind schedule.

I push myself for your sake and grit my teeth to feel something other than the noise, the rush of wind, and the tightening of my chest.

The woody scent of moss and the ink of rotting tree limbs cuff me in the nose, and I gag, not because the smell is unpleasant, but because it is too much in that moment. I must slow down again.

We finally reach the hilltop and look out over the countryside. A river winds its way like molten glass through the ancient rocks below, hissing and roaring, declaring its existence in this wild place. For some reason, I am calmed by this loudness.

You sweep your eyes over everything and then take a picture of us together, as if we two are the same person. Then, you nod. It’s time to go.

I do not want to leave. I want more pictures, but not ones of us. I want more of the whispering breeze in my face and the pinene gently wafting into the back of my throat.

But you are growing impatient. The task is complete, and we have other places to explore.

I can’t help but think by the look on your face that you would rather toss me into that river and watch the current and the sound slip over me until I drown, until I disappear.

As we race down the hill and hurry back through the paths, I can’t help but think that perhaps the forest we walk in isn’t the same after all.
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This is How I Scream
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You ask me why I write,

Why I fill page after page with my thoughts.

Wouldn’t it be easier to open my mouth?

To say these things until they dissipate?

My way is cumbersome.

It forces you,

Demands of you.

I’m not worthy of long remembrance.

But this is how I scream,

When the void you have constructed

Leaves me with no other microphone.

This is how I cry,

When the world finds my tears

A flood that drowns out their empathy.

This is how I laugh,

When my joy 

Is quarantined off like disease.

This is how I sing,

When I am told to whisper

What my spirit must proclaim

This is how I speak,

When I find it too complicated

To express all that must be said.

Why do I write?

It is the only way I can exist.
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Dandelion
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How fitting

To be named after a weed.

No one wants you—but me.

You’re just the right size for annoyance:

Underfoot but out of mind.

Yet, just like that little yellow flower,

You glow brilliantly.

Your eyes beg to be loved.

Your frail body wanting only gentleness.

What harm could a little dandelion do?

You haven’t touched one rose bush.

You live harmoniously with the blades of grass

We take so much care to keep.

Still, for all their worth,

I can see your buttery light shine.

You’ll be the hardest to forget.
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Angels in the Trees
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I adore mockingbirds. They were my alarm clocks as a child, long before I had anything pressing to wake up to other than to greet another bright day of growth.

An ombre of greys, whites, and blacks, they aren’t anything too flashy to look at—like me—but somehow, they still demand attention. Joy follows their every flap and hop.

They mimic other birds’ sounds and twist them and turn them, making something unique of the cacophony. Each one is a little life bursting out in song, and I had a chorus of them outside my window. It was like having a secret treasure that could skim the skies.

I wanted to be a mockingbird, honestly. To live the life so free I could just exist, shameless, at once strange and beautiful. Easily hidden in the trees. An enigma of expression.

They were my feathered angels, sent by God to soothe my battered, throbbing soul. I clung to them.

I had to.

Everyone said my differences came from the Devil. He was whispering in my ear, telling me to behave strangely. To embarrass them all. But I never heard his words. And the only time I ever saw him was behind their eyes.

He certainly was never in the mockingbird’s song. I was, though. I was always hiding, under their wings.
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Butterfly
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I’m like one of those butterflies

That is plain when her wings are closed.

Nothing remarkable on the outside.

I flutter too much for you

To get a better view of anything else.

But if you’re patient,

You might catch me when I’m still

And opening my wings.

Surprise!
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