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Clear Fire: A Memoir of Autism, Addiction, and Survival

The first time I smoked meth, I wasn’t looking for escape. I was chasing control. Roxy made the world quiet, but meth made it make sense—like someone finally turned the knobs the right way.


Clear Fire: A Memoir of Autism, Addiction, and Survival 
By Kyle Robicheaux 
**Preface** 
The pipe clicked against the lighter, a sharp metallic snap that cut through the silence like a pistol shot. I watched the crystal rocks melt into glassy liquid, shimmer, then dance into vapor beneath the blue fire. My fingers trembled—not from fear, but anticipation. The smoke curled upward like a ghost trying to escape, and I sucked it into my lungs like it held the secret to surviving the next five minutes. 
It didn’t burn. Not yet. It whispered. Slid down my throat like silk. My vision swam. The walls shivered. I sat cross-legged on the floor, bare feet planted on dirty linoleum, eyes fixed on the crack in the drywall I’d stared at for three hours yesterday. This wasn’t heroin. This wasn’t warmth. This was lightning. 

My pulse exploded in my chest. Thoughts collided and fractured. Suddenly I was a god of insight, unlocking codes in the dust patterns on the baseboards, deciphering the hidden motives behind every text I’d ever received. The clarity was artificial, but it didn’t matter. For a moment, I wasn’t autistic. I wasn’t broken. I wasn’t tired. 

I was fire. 

That first hit felt like freedom. Meth didn’t slow the world down—it blew it apart, flung the pieces wide, and handed me a shotgun to shoot at them while laughing. The silence I used to crave with opiates was gone. I didn’t want quiet. I wanted to talk. To explain things I’d never had the words for. To run in circles. To tear apart my apartment looking for some lost truth I knew I’d hidden there. 

I didn’t eat. I didn’t sleep. I didn’t blink. 

And I didn’t care. 

Two months later, I was injecting it. 

Six months in, I OD’d on a kitchen floor in a halfway house bathroom. 

This is the story of how I got there—and how, somehow, I got out. 

**Chapter One: The Spark** 
My name is Davey Blanch. I am autistic. I am an addict. And for a long time, I didn’t think I was real. 
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The first time I smoked meth, I wasn’t looking for escape. I was chasing control. Roxy made the world quiet, but meth made it make sense—like someone finally turned the knobs the right way. 
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It was Robby who offered it. On a slow night after our shift bartending. “Just a puff,” he said. 

“You’ll be able to clean your whole apartment and organize your trauma files in your head.” I laughed. I shouldn’t have. 

We sat cross-legged on his porch, passing the glass stem between us. The stars looked like pinholes in a paper sky. I watched smoke curl from my lips and disappear into the dark. 

Within twenty minutes, I was dismantling his toaster, explaining how it represented late-stage capitalism. 

Within three hours, I was standing on his roof, convinced the clouds were trying to send me Morse code. 

Within a week, I bought my own pipe. 

And I didn’t look back. 

**Chapter Two: The Engine** 
Meth didn’t come with the warm blanket of opiates. It was teeth-gritting, eye-widening madness. 
I loved it. The crash came like a sledgehammer to the chest, but the high—the high made me feel powerful. 

My autism made the world hard to interpret. Social cues were puzzles missing pieces. Every room buzzed like a thousand radios out of sync. Meth tuned them in. Gave me confidence. Gave me a voice. 

I was funny. I was brilliant. I was invincible. 

Until I wasn’t. 

**Chapter Three: Upgrade** 
Smoking wasn’t enough. Tolerance builds fast. The come-up dulled. So I watched Robby load a needle, and something in me clicked. He tied off, slid in, pushed down, and grinned like a devil offering heaven. 
My first shot was in a motel bathroom off I-10. The cotton sucked up the milky liquid like a thirst I recognized. I didn’t even hesitate. 

The sting was sharp. Then— 
The world exploded. 
I screamed into my hand and laughed for five minutes straight. 

Every neuron fired at once. I saw my whole childhood as a diagram. I saw God in the pattern of floor tiles. 

I was gone. 

**Chapter Four: Crash Site** 
Three days later, I still hadn’t slept. I tore apart my apartment looking for cameras. Shadows crawled on the walls. My reflection smirked at me when I wasn’t smiling. 
I’d left a pan on the stove. Forgot. It melted. 

I thought my neighbors were plotting to kill me. 

I didn’t answer the door for five days. I lost my job. I missed my cousin’s funeral. 

I hallucinated a man in the corner who whispered in Morse code. I tried to decode it. I scratched my arm until it bled. 

I smoked more to stay awake. 

I shot more to stay sane. 

**Chapter Five: The Incident** 

I OD’d in the bathroom of a halfway house in Lake Charles. Needle still in. Pants down. Face-first into tile. 

They said my heart stopped for thirty seconds. 

They said I convulsed. 

I don’t remember it. 

What I remember is waking up in the ER and staring at the light above me and thinking: *Oh, I’m still here?* Like I was disappointed. 

**Chapter
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