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Introduction 

 

Since my earliest memories, I’ve hidden myself away, masked, 
camouflaged. Prior to school, I was alone. Emotionally neglected, “a quiet 
boy,” my mother said. I turned to books, early fascinated by their 
contents, I taught myself to read. By four I had read the Children’s 
Encyclopedia Brittania. Then the first day at school, still as clear as it has 
always been. I scanned the room, intrigued by the collection of humans in 
front of me. It began then, my camouflaging, my masking caused by my 
lacking of the innate social abilities most take for granted. 

My whole life a battle, then diagnosed as autistic it all started to make 
sense. The more aware I have become the worse it has got.  

Now alone, separated from wife, children, family and friends, I find myself 
at the lowest of the low.  

I want help, I need help but it is not there. I’m not enough of this, not have 
quite the right amount of that. Too old for that service not crazy enough 
for the other. 

So I turned to what I turned to all those years ago, words, books. They got 
me through childhood, my years in a Chinese prison. I had forgotten them 
during the happy years, but now we’re friends again. 

A life spent helping others and now a life spent looking for help. These 
things that I’ve written are just words. They are the confused outpourings 
of my autistic mind as I try to reconcile my life and how to survive the rest 
of it. 

Autism isn’t a childhood condition. It is a life long one. There is a huge 
increase in awareness but what is lacking is the support after childhood. 
Some figures point to a 90% unemployment rate of autistic adults. That 
figure leads to terrible mental health figures of depression, anxiety and 
high levels of suicide.  

If autism was seen as an ethnic group, we would be the 7th largest on the 
planet. With those numbers surely there is a social-economic emergency 
going on under our very noses.  

With the correct support and implementation of requirements for autistic 
individuals such as ramps for wheelchairs, beeping street crossings for 
the blind, many autistic teenagers can look forward to doing what we all 
want to do and that is to be accepted and integrated into the society that 
we make up a large part of.  
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Autistic individuals are affected by what happens in their environment. 
Sensory issues, social anxiety and the misunderstanding of 
communication are some of the major areas that we struggle in.  

There are many therapies that attempt to train autistic individuals to deal 
better with these things. They are intensive, expensive and lack any 
definitive outcomes. They take place during a time of life when children 
should be playing, having fun and learning about themselves, forming 
who they will become as adults. They learn and are taught that they need 
fixed and are therefore broken. They are forced to do things that make 
them more attractive to society. More eye contact, less stimming and 
more normal behaviour are pushed onto them. These things can cause 
pain and suffering to autistic people, physically and mentally. The 
support usually lasts up to around 16 years of age. Diagnosed at 3 or 4, 
treated for 12 or 13 years and then what? 50 years of adulthood 
recovering from childhood?  

We have to stop trying to change the individual. 

We have to start to change their environment. 
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Notes 

Just thought I would add some notes for some of the things I have written. 
To give a little bit of background on them. Don’t know why maybe I just 
thought they needed some perspective. 

 

Reaction to Inaction 

 

This was written recently in response to all of the posts I see on Facebook 
about reaching out to people, friends and family who may be having 
mental health issues. I see the purpose of the campaigns, highlighting the 
issue of mental health and especially suicide is a really important one. 
But hold on though. I've been back in the UK for a few months now. The 
people that I knew in Glasgow when I lived here with my wife are mostly 
still here. And they all know whats happened, that we’ve separated and 
that I'm here alone. Its also no secret that I've been having mental health 
problems. So where are they all? Not one of them has come to see me. 
Not any of the many that I entertained in my home all those years ago, 
none of my kid's life parents and not even my family. So post all that you 
want, does it smooth your soul knowing that you've done your bit? 

 

The Darkness 

In February 2019 I fled India to chase a dream in Rome, Italy. There was a 
flimsy offer of working on a project to help improve the Special Education 
Teacher Training University Course with two professors from La 
Sapienza University in Rome. As soon as I arrived the whole project 
unravelled. One professor just found out she was pregnant with her first 
child and would be taking extended leave and the other professor then 
decided that she would take early retirement. I found myself in no-mans 
land, already struggling with depression caused by my break up and 
separation from my children. The darkest moment was when I found 
myself walking through Rome and editing my suicide letters to my 
children. The Darkness may have been the last thing, apart from those 
letters, that I ever wrote. 

 

Death doesn’t want to be caught 

When I was 10 years old I decided that I wanted to know who I was. Early 
one Saturday morning I set off on the long uphill walk to the local library. I 
knew the library better than anyone, family or friends. I had previously 
flicked through the medical section and had seen the books that I 
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planned to read that day. What I didn’t realise was that day was going to 
stretch into a whole year of reading, learning new words and finally a 
self-diagnosis that hit me like a train, caused me great personal sadness 
but also brought a strange reassuring peace to me as if everything was 
out of my hands and my life was predetermined by what I unearthed. To 
get to the point, after all of that reading and completing some diagnostic 
questions I came to the conclusion that I was either a psychopath or a 
sociopath. I’m not as I later found out, but I could have been. 
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Autistic 

 

If I could just put it all into words 

To produce something to make it clear 

To describe what it is like 

To be autistic 

 

Not just autistic 

But my autistic 

Where I am 

What it means to me 

 

Sometimes I feel that I have the worst autism 

The autism that isn’t obvious 

At times I'm jealous of others 

Those who are more severely effected 

Those that look autistic 

 

My life has been ruined by autism 

I can look back at everything 

And say it was one part of my autism or the other 

That caused the problem 

But nobody knows 

 

Nobody knows coz It's well hidden 
Camouflaged, masked 

Those closest think they know 
but they haven't got a clue 
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Ruined my life it has 
Everything experienced through it 

controlled by it 
Being intelligent makes it worse 

totally aware is a curse 

 

I wish I was obviously autistic 
Everyone would know when they looked 

Accept me more for who I was 
Life would be easier 

No expectations 

 

Sheldon from Big Bang Theory 
That's who I would be 

But no, I'm not him 
I'm me with my autism 

Wanting to be alone 
hating the loneliness 
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Identity 

What is your real name? 

Is it a name you chose that you relate to the most. 

I changed my name 

I have an issue with identity 

I’m still searching for who I really am 

Perhaps this book is part of that Journey 

Will the journey ever end 

I have no idea 

Time is irrelevant to me 

 

It has no meaning. 

Just like emotions 

Its true meaning eludes me. 

But if I can do just one thing 

If I can create something 

A written piece 

A piece that explains 

Disects, shares, explores 

Autism in a way 

A way that can help just one person 

Screw that 

Helps many people 

Shift the paradigm 

Then all I have experienced 

The trauma of my life 

All completely worth it 
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Reaction to Inaction 

I see all your posts 
Posts from your hearts 

You are doing good 
You feel you've done your bit 

Sharing the good cause 
I see it all over social media 

But I've never seen you 

I stand in my empty kitchen 
The kitchen you all used to fill 

You always knew that you'd be satisfied 
Treated well, wined and dined 

You know I'm here 
Back from the East 
But I never see you 

And still, you post 
Doing your bit 

Feeling supportive 
Caring and righteous 

Your posts direct people 
Tell them what to do 

Who to call 
But I never hear from you 

You know the issue 
You know what to do 

People must act 
We must all help 

All your posts well, 
They read great 

They hit the nail on the head 
But you never think of mine 

Maybe you do 
Maybe you're at home 

With your family 
Doing normal things 
And then, there I am 
I pop into your head 
What should you do 

What can you do 
You are too scared to help 

But you think of me 

Mental health problems 
They are massive 

They are real 
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I don't need much 
Just a little bit 

Call me, text me ask how I am 

I see you post online 
I need one of you 
Just one of you 

I just need someone to come 
I need to feel here 

Recognised and acknowledged 
I need to be strong 

You can help 
But tomorrow I'll see 

You posting 
Posting 

Waiting for likes 
There's one here 

A massive one 
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The Darkness 

The darkness comes again 
It's starting to morph 

into its own physical form 
now familiar and almost welcomed 

it now defines strength 
where I have none 

it is powerful when I am weak 
and draws me towards it 

not like the moth to the flame 
my soul to its depths 

it comes when I am vulnerable 
it hunts me with my mental limp 

teasing me with its prowess 
offering me what it has 

strength, but the wrong strength 

at first, it was safe as it was part of me 
I was in control 

now as it grows and I fade 
the tide has turned 

my life has become its 
my control surrendered 

but not yet 

not whole yet this thing 
the darkness 

but when complete 
will that be the end 
will it consume me 

will I be split 
my soul separated from my will 

is this the defining point in my life 
such a traumatic life 

from a borderline personality disorder 
to psychosis, at last, free 

at the point, reality will change 
I will become its puppet 

I will obey every command 
my thoughts and plans of suicide 

made real with relish 
no fear or regret 

just do it 

I can feel its physical presence 
gripping onto my head 

it hides behind me 
each attempt to shake it off 
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it curls around my chest 
compressing it 
taking my air 

it has a spiked tail 
that it slowly pushes into my belly 

the occasional flinch 
sends waves of realisation through me 

I'm too close 
I need help 

I got help 
I asked and it came 

I was hours away 
now it's still there 

but I'm back in control 
for now 
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My Boys 

 

I've got kids you see 
Kids that are far away 

Never had an emotional 
Attachment to anyone before 

But the pain without them 
Add all the pain in my life 

That's about right 

Never thought she would ever do this 
A great mother, a wonderful woman 

But she twists the knife now 
Every so often, twist 

I never can relax 
My mind mincemeat 

What's next through the door 
What's the next email 

Nothing I can do 
She's outwith the legal reach 

I want to go because of the pain 
But the pain tells me something 

It tells me that I do care 
I do have a heart 

I am human after all 

I'll wait for them 
I'll see them 

I'll be here for them 
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Who am I 

It's my undiagnosed as yet personality flaw that pisses me off the most 
I've had everything 

And because of me, I've lost it all 
Beautiful woman 

Wonderful experiences 
If only for the flaw 
I would still have it 

So this month I begin the journey 
The psychological journey 

To try and unveil who or what 
I am 

Or not 

I've got a severe problem with suicide 
I really wish most of the time for it to be all over. 

I've attempted before 
Half-heartedly maybe 

But now I'm older 
The thoughts are well rounded and organised 

I have a complete comprehension of death 
What happens at that instant 
So that does not bother me 
I need to know if I did it well 

I don't want to be remembered as that guy 
You know the one 
The crap self killer 
I want to do it style 

With flare 
But I also want to finish my life's work 

I know it's good and will help many people 
So suicide would be selfish 

They would all miss out 
I'm not a famous author 

Whose family would work tirelessly on my unfinished work 
So I go on 

In pain 
Sad 

With no hope 
And no escape 
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Always there, hiding 

I know you're there 
I'm not fooled 

Yeah so today is good 
As was yesterday 

Maybe go for the hat trick 
But I know you're there 

 

Croissant 

I stood there considering the croissant, 
for it wasn't what it pertained to be, 

but a local interpretation of the French delicacy. 
My friends purchased this bastardisation of one of the worlds culinary 

delights for me yesterday, 
and I refused to consume it. 

But today as I stare at it I consider the waste of discarding it. 
I compare it to the discarding of anything that doesn't fit into our 

interpretation of beauty. 
If we are to be a truly inclusive society I must consume this baked 

forgery. 
And so I shall, I will slightly toast this abomination and cover it in two 

eggs of the hen, 
sunny-side up 
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Death doesn’t want to be caught 

I’ve Planned Your Murder 
You’re my friend, you don’t know me 

I've planned your murder 
Not once or twice 

But countless times 
I’m not going to do it 

Now or ever 
I blame my IQ for that 

If there’s a good enough reason 
Anyway not to have killed you 
I like you as you’re my friend 

But that’s not the reason for me not doing it 
Its because I’ll be caught 

Probably not by your average detective 
No, it would have to be a good one 

You see I haven’t killed you or anyone else 
Because I always catch myself 

Unlike other killers who think they are too smart 
To be caught 

I know I’m too smart and because of that 
I can work out how to catch me 

Every time 
I’ve never come up with the perfect murder 

Because I am too smart 
In my mind, I play the killer and the detective 

And because I’m too smart I catch myself every time 
So I don’t want to kill you because I don’t want to be caught 

Not I don’t want to kill you because I like you 
Prison doesn’t appeal to me 

I’ve been there before and didn’t like it 
If I could commit just one murder and get away with it 

That would be so cool 
But id want to do it in all its majesty 

I would want to explore the death I had created 
Take my time with my victim 
And then when I had finished 

I would want to dispose of them in such a way that 
They simply ceased to exist 

When I was at school I thought about this all the time 
It actually troubled me so much that I went to the library 

And studied psychology books 
To try and work out who I was 

I figured out that I fit the criteria for either a psychopath 
Or a sociopath 
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I believed that I was heading in the direction of murder 
Destruction hate 

But I didn’t really feel it 
Although I thought about murder all the time 

It never attached itself to my emotions 
And definitely never to my behaviour 

So I believe that my psyche is that of a psychopath or a sociopath 
But there is something else that’s part of me that stops either of them 

becoming me 
So is that why I am always feeling so unfulfilled in life 

Is this why I feel an alien within my own mind 
I have no idea 

But what I do know is that I have planned how to murder you 
I have planned it in minute detail 

Sometimes it is painful for you and sometimes it is not 
But I’ll never do it 

Not out of empathy 
But out of self-preservation. 
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Prick 

What the fuck at you looking at? 
I’ve been fucking busy you prick 

Yeah okay I know I've got work to do and I made promises to do it 
But don’t be a complete wanker you cunt 

I've been fucking busy you prick 
I choose this line of work as I'm unable 

To bend fuckin over to some jumped up arsehole 
Someone who was happy to be promoted 

So that they could sit on their fat wanking arse all-day 
Because they were a useless prick 

Conforming to how the world expects you to be 
Cursed by the moronic following of the controlled 

Made to feel like a drop out because I refuse to suck the dick of my boss 
To keep my job 

That ain't right that’s sack bag full of shite 
I'm sitting here staring at you like a swiss banks safety deposit 

You’ve got hundreds of thousands of my words 
Safely deposited in your memory vaults 

But still, you sit there asking where the next hundred thousand you lazy  
prick 

Sitting there staring at me as if I'm to blame. 
I'm a fucking laptop you dog shit that won't wash away 

You’re the one typing this shit that no one will read 
No one gives a fucking shit what this complete pile of shit means 

You mean nothing 
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Juxtaposed 

Dark light 
Good bad 

Normal abnormal 
Yin yang 

Words you say 
Words you think you own 
You think you understand 

Up down 
In out 

Death life 
Heaven hell 

To you, words 
To me, passion 

To me my whole being 
I am all of those words 

But I am none 
I am good 

You like me 
Feel safe with me 
And you should 

I am a sliver away from bad 
My brain so close to the dark 

But the closest I have ever got 
Hopefully will ever get 

Are my thoughts 
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Butterfly 

 

Have you ever bothered to admire a butterfly 

Tried to enter its existence 

Changed your perspective 

Seen its strength, determination 

Its life force beyond its fragile beauty 

 

They are often portrayed as yes beautiful but also weak 

Something to be owned, put in a box 

A creature with no other reason 

But for a man to have 

 

I fell in love with a butterfly 

A love of such tenderness 

Of honesty and dignity 

One of an immediate return 

 

Her wings painted my soul 

When they swept over me 

She carried me aloft 

Surrounded by a light 

With warmth and comfort 

Mother natures womb 

 

For a fleeting moment those wings 

Swept hope towards me 
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The sprinkling of which 

Although a mere dusting 

Has me here 

Sitting in front of this window 

Allowing you to look inside 

And me to lookout 

 

 


