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Asperger's syndrome is a form of autism.  Autism, in all of its forms, is what is called a pervasive developmental disorder.  In essence, it is a slight difference in the construction of the brain; probably present since   birth that affects the way the child develops.  It's not a mental condition... it is a neurological difference.  Although the terms that describe it (syndrome, disorder, etcetera) has onerous connotations, it's more accurate to simply say that so affected individuals are different.

Most of the differences relate to the way that aspies (a term that people with Asperger's Syndrome use to describe themselves) communicate with others.  They tend to have a rather straightforward style, and that has several implications.  First, the roundabout way in which normal (neurologically typical, or NT) people communicate is replaced with a rather blunt, sometimes apparently tactless approach.  Aspies say what they are thinking, and there is no such thing as beating around the bush.  They don't "say things without saying them," or lace their words with innuendo or hidden meaning.  There's no subtext... what is said is what is meant, and it is that simple.  NTs often have a hard time figuring out what an aspie means, simply because he (the NT) is not accustomed to interpreting the words completely at face value. They often refuse to believe that there is no hidden meaning, or that the comments they interpret as rude or harsh are actually meant to be helpful.   This can cause hard feelings and misunderstandings, and unfortunately the aspie is usually on the losing end of the exchange.

Aspies communicate and interpret language literally.  That's not to say that they do not make use of metaphor or simile; in fact, many of them show rather advanced use of such concepts.  However, the basic mode is to use words in a very unambiguous and precise way.  Precision and clarity (and often verbosity) are the hallmarks of typical aspie speech and prose.

Aspies typically use a formal manner in everyday communications, written or spoken.  While odd to NTs, this is an outgrowth of the aspie preoccupation with precision and accuracy in the use of language. As children, aspies lack the inborn "detective skills" to automatically determine and integrate the "unwritten rules" of personal conduct and body language (often including facial expressions).  Parents do not have to actively teach their children to recognize these nonverbal cues, because the children have a built-in ability to learn them, and to incorporate them appropriately into their own code of conduct.  Aspies never pick up on these things, so as adults, they still do not have the ability to recognize these nonverbal signals.  Of course, this can cause confusion when NTs and aspies communicate.  The NT may send signals that he is not interested in a particular topic, or that he has tired of talking to the other person completely.  The aspie will miss these signals, and the NT typically grows more and more angry as his signals, from his perspective (and at an unconscious level), are ignored.

The aspie, whether a child or an adult, is not usually interested in the social hierarchy of the group.  Popularity, "coolness," jealousy, image, office politics... all of these are things that do not concern aspies.  Unfortunately, this often means that they end up at the bottom of the   hierarchy.  In school, aspie kids are often picked on by all of the other kids, who seek to improve their own prestige by abusing others.  That need to improve one's image, even if by making others look bad, is not something that aspies can really comprehend.  They just do what they want to do, without any worry about whether something is "cool" or not. 

Many of the medical texts suggest that people with AS prefer to be alone. That's not really accurate, though.  While most aspies will need to have some "alone" time each day, they don't usually want to remain solitary all of the time.  Most aspies do want to be social and to interact with others, but they often have long histories of disastrous results with regard to interpersonal communications, for the reasons described above.  It is not so hard to see why many aspies shy away from others. Aspies tend to be well above average in intelligence, and language skills far in excess of the norm for the age group are common.  

Aspie children often read and write several grade levels higher than their like-aged peers. Aspies of all ages often have unusually expansive working vocabularies, and it is often said that aspie kids talk like adults. One of the most interesting aspects of the aspie personality is the "perseveration," or the special interest.  Aspies tend to be rather deeply engrossed in one specific topic, and that one area of interest dominates the mind and free time.  This is not to say that they cannot think of anything else, but they show a sense of zeal and enthusiasm for the special interest that most NTs will never experience.  The topics of interest can be quite common, like computers or car repair, or they can be rather bizarre.

Anything from dinosaurs to fleas to mimeograph machines can be the focus. The person will typically seek to gather and absorb as much information on the special interest as he can find... from libraries, the Internet, experts in the field, and through direct experience where possible.  Sometimes the special interest persists for years; in other cases, it may only last for a few weeks, at which time a new interest will take over. Aspies tend to be very responsive to stimulus.  Loud noises, bright lights, powerful odours, or unexpected touch can overload an aspie's mind.  Loud noises of short duration produce an effect in the mind that resembles that of scratching a chalkboard.  Certain persistent noises, especially loud or "busy" ones (like multiple voices), can be very tiring and stressful. Visually busy or bright environments can have a similar effect.  Aspies tend to prefer quiet environments with subdued lighting.  Many of them carry earplugs and sunglasses to help them deal with unexpected sensory overloads.

The aspie mind by nature abhors inaccuracy and imprecision, and dishonesty and deception do not come naturally.  Aspies are by nature loyal, accepting of difference, and have a talent for being able to accurately assess themselves and others.  Their unique position outside of the norm allows them to see things as few can. By nature, people with AS are innovators; their inability to recognize the unwritten rules means that they live in a world largely without preset limits... so ideas and concepts that may never have existed without such a perspective are born.  People like Ludwig von Beethoven, Thomas Jefferson, Albert Einstein, and Bill Gates were (or are) probably aspies.  Arrogant, eccentric, strange, intelligent, perceptive, genius.  They're all words that have been used to describe the people above, as well as many or most known aspies.

Medical texts tend to describe AS in terms of impairment, disability, and the problems it causes.  They're all written from the perspective that normal is good and unusual is bad; that all deviations from the usual are signs of dysfunction and must eventually be cured.  They fail to see the beauty of AS, and of being different.  Many aspies, including the author of this article, like their AS... it is more than just a condition in a medical book.  It's a part of who they are, and what they are.  As this article's author says, "I would not be 'me' if the AS were not there.  I really do see it as a thing of beauty."

Authored by ~  Frank Klein  Frank's Bio:

My name is Frank.  I'm thirty years old, and I am a little bit different than most folks.  I've only known I was on the autistic spectrum for a year and four months as I write this in October 2001.  Since then, a lot of things have made sense for the first time since I can remember.

Now that I have learned quite a lot about autism, I know that the signs of my autie-ness go way back into my childhood.  From birth, I lacked the coordination to suck from a bottle.  I was a month premature, though, so this raised no red flags to any of the doctors.  My babbling was limited in "vocabulary" and in amount of output, and other than the hours of Screaming for no apparent reason, I was a quiet baby.  I did not speak single words when I was supposed to, or simple phrases.  At around my eleventh month, I began to go limp and resist when being lifted, and squirm and wriggle when I was being held.  There was still no speech (only nonsense utterances) of any sort until around two years of age (as a reference, single words should be spoken at nine months or so).  At that time, I suddenly was able to speak in sentences, fully skipping the other steps.  From that point on, my speech (superficially) was on or ahead of schedule.

From the beginning, my speech was echolalic in nature; I often would repeat things said to me rather than respond to them.  My mother tells me that I would repeat TV commercials all day long.  When the family car passed by a McDonald's, I would always sing, "You deserve a break today."   I also did the classical pronoun reversals; for example, I would say, "Yes, you would," when asked, "Frank, do you want to go to the park?"  Also, I would Sometimes fail to use "I" when appropriate, referring instead to myself as "me" or In the third person.  I would spin any object I could pick up, and watch it whirl round and round.  Spinning fans and other moving objects have always been similarly alluring. 

My mother started to worry (sometime between my second and third birthdays) that I seemed to have no interest in other children my age at all.  I would not attempt to interact with them, to play with them, or in fact even notice that they were alive.  It was as if they were part of the landscape to me. My mother said that I could be in a room full of children and still be alone. 

Although my communications with peers were completely absent, I did talk to adults, but even then it was essentially limited to asking for things I wanted or giving monologues, once I was able to do so.  I was not able to, or willing to, converse in a normal "back and forth" way (to the extent that toddlers are normally capable of conversation).  I can remember fragments of that period of time, and the impression I get is that it never occurred to me to talk to any of the other children.  They could not give me anything, and the idea of giving a monologue to a child was nonsense. 

Sometime around my fifth year (plus or minus a few years) , my mother recalls having told a babysitter at one point that I had to be talked to in a very literal way, and that I would interpret exactly the words that were said.  I was also hyperactive, and she (my mother) tried dietary modifications to normalize my behavior.  I remember not being able to eat anything with BHA and BHT preservatives, added sugars, etc., for a while. I do not recall exactly how that regime ended.

Around that time, perhaps in kindergarten or the first grade, my mother says that, in class, I would sometimes inexplicably "lock up" and become unresponsive to any stimulus.  I would not respond to having my name called, to movement... I was in a daze.  Somehow, the word of this got to the specialled teacher, who took me into a room with a balance beam and had me walk on it and do some silly things every once in a while.  My mother tells me now that she is sort of amazed that they figured out that this break was helpful for me to deal with the sensory onslaught of the school environment. Keep in mind that this was in the 1970s, long before IEPs existed, and before anyone would have suspected that I may have been autistic.  Autism meant someone that was not in touch with reality... someone that was in his own little world."  Certainly, that could not have been me.

At perhaps eight years of age, I remember that I used to walk on tip-toes frequently (barefoot).  I never knew why I liked walking that way... it just felt right to me.  I also used to (and still do) flap my hands a lot, which my mother called "fidgeting."  I'd been stimming like that for years, but none of us ever knew why.  Most of the time, I was not all that aware that I was doing it... and when I was, I never knew it was anything unusual.  It certainly felt quite natural, and I never understood why my mother tried to get me to stop.  To her credit, though, she never forced the issue.  She seemed to realize that it was something I needed to do.  I think that her decision to let me be me was one of the luckiest "breaks" I ever got in life; I think things would not have gone so relatively smoothly in the elementary school years if she had not let me do the things I needed to do. 

Unlike so many other autistic kids, I never was prone to violent or self-abusive behavior.  I wonder if this was an effect of not trying to curtail my unusual behaviours.  While my parents always knew that I was strange, I suppose that they had no real measure of how much so, since I was the first-born child.  I was not just odd, though; I was also "gifted," according to the teachers, and I surmise that was a big part of the reason I was never taken to the doctor to see why I was strange until I was fifteen. It was also why no one seemed to notice the notable difficulties I had in a lot of areas.

By the time I was eight, I had already gotten started on my lifelong pattern of obsessive interest with a particular topic (although the underpinnings could be seen before I was even three years old).  At that age, it was dinosaurs, then sharks.  I've had so many interests over the years, though... they've lasted anywhere from a few weeks to several years.  I don't think I have ever been without one since the pattern started.

The third grade is when I really started to notice I was different from the other kids.  We'd moved to a new town, and I just never got into playing with the neighborhood kids.  I never sought them out, as I was content to play by myself or with my brother; who was (and is) three years my junior. In school, I did get the sense that the other kids were connected in a way that I could not comprehend, but it did not bother me.  I had little interest in them; all they wanted to do was play sports-type games.  I was much more interested in looking at things under the microscope, or talking about my special interest.  I found that adults were much more willing to indulge my obsessions with various things.

This persisted for the rest of elementary school.  The start of the seventh grade, though, was when it all fell apart for me.  Suddenly there was a whole social universe that I could not comprehend.  It seemed very simple to me... you would arrive in the morning, go to your first class, then your second... there was no need for anything other than the task of school.  However, the other boys did not agree.  They had to form a pecking order of "coolness," and the way boys do that is to abuse and dominate others (like any other social animal).  I never knew why I was always the primary target... I never gave anyone a hard time.  I just kept to myself and tried to mind my own business, but they always found me.  I was punched, kicked, tripped, had things stolen from me, was spat upon, had gum put in my hair... if it was unpleasant, they did it to me.  At lunch, they spilled milk on me intentionally, or they took food from me.

It never occurred to me that I should fight back.  I was so unaccustomed to such violence that I was completely in awe.  I had no idea what was happening or why.  I told my mother, and she iterated that I should not fight... civilized people solve their differences with words, you know, not fists.  Well, the difference I had with my attackers was that I thought I had the right to exist, and they did not.  How do you reason that point with someone?  I was told, then, to go tell an authority when I was getting picked on.  It only takes one or two times being a 'rat' before you learns the folly of that advice.  Nothing the authorities could do was horrible enough to mute the pleasure of pummeling some poor defenseless kid that you hate for no good reason.  Telling the authorities only made things worse.

Left with no means to escape my fate, I resigned myself to enduring the punishment in silence.  And I did... for several years.  By the time I was fifteen or so years old, I was too big to physically abuse anymore, but the taunts and general ostracism continued until my last day in high school. By that time, the bullies had won, and my spirit had been broken.  I no Longer had any self-esteem... my plans of going to college and becoming a Computer programmer were gone.  I wanted to drop out of school only two weeks before graduation just to prove how well I had learned the lesson of what a waste of a person I really was.  When the teacher passed out the transcript release forms for college, I threw mine on the floor and laughed.  At a time when other kids are making plans for their higher education, I had not given mine a thought for over a year.  I had been defeated.  There's only so much you can hear about your own worthlessness before you begin to think that. 

It must be true I graduated, and I just kind of existed after that... no drive, no plans, and no goals at all.  One day, after my brother started school in the fall, my mother told me that I was going to have to get a job or go to school. That was quite a shock to me.  I hadn't given my future a thought in years, and I certainly was not an adult, my age notwithstanding.  I was as shocked as if   I'd been told that when I was twelve. Even so, I had to do something, so I applied to a university in California, some 1,700 miles (as the crow flies) from the northern Illinois town in which I lived.  I chose California mostly   based on its climate, and the one university to which I applied came up at   the top of the list in my "Perfect College" program for my Commodore 128   computer.  In early December, six months after I graduated, I was accepted   into California State Polytechnic University, Pomona.   As soon as I had that news, things looked brighter.  I was going to get out of this place where everyone knew me, where I had to be that weird guy. It would be a fresh start.  I began to make plans for the move.  I had (and still have) a 1972 VW Beetle, which I would be driving on the 2,100-mile journey.  My spirits were very high.  I began again to think that I might   just make something of myself.

Once I was in college, I found that I was actually accepted by most people.   I became very social (by my standards-- I was still not as social as my   peers), and that was the happiest time of my life.  Unfortunately, school   itself did not come so easily.  My undiagnosed autism posed more of an   impediment to success than I would have ever guessed; based on how easily I got through high school.  My attention span was short, and I could not concentrate in class with all of the noises and things to look at all around me.  Even though I had become more social, I was still nervous with all of those other students around me, and sometimes I just could not tolerate their presence.  Often I found myself just sitting there, gritting my teeth, and enduring the class.  I somehow felt that being there was enough... I was not able to concentrate, but I could at least be present.  The biggest problem is that I could not get myself to care about the course work in those classes in which I was not interested. After my first year in school, I was already set to be disqualified for having a GPA of below 2.0.  The chair of the department of computer science was able to get me back in for one more quarter, but that would be my last chance.

Right at the beginning of summer 1991, two other guys and I got a three-bedroom apartment near the university campus.  Inexplicably, one of them never fully moved in to the apartment, and after only five months (on a twelve-month lease) he decided to leave.  My remaining roommate and I tried half-heartedly to find a new roommate, but neither of us could really stomach the idea of living with a stranger.  We eventually decided to move to a city quite some distance away, out in the desert.  There was only a community college within easy commuting range, but that was enough.  It was sort of a self-imposed exile.  I would be moving away from all of my new friends at Cal Poly, but that did not seem to matter.  Once the lease was signed at the new place, the groundwork was laid for my backslide into a horrible depression.

Once we had finished moving, the grind of the new place began.  Again, I was out of a familiar environment, and it was both stressful and relaxing, in different ways.  It definitely felt like a hostile environment, and my roommate and I hid in the apartment all day, with the shades closed (for reasons unknown to me, he had become quite depressed too).  We avoided leaving the apartment when there were people outside, often delaying us for hours.  Even if the neighbours made a simple friendly gesture, it felt like an attack.  Feeling as if we were under siege, we withdrew deeper into our world of darkness and gloom.

After two years in that place, I had managed to get a high enough GPA at the community college to offset my poor GPA at Cal Poly, thus raising my cumulative GPA enough to get admitted to Cal State San Bernardino.  We'd had enough of the old place, and again I found myself fleeing the familiar, seeking yet another opportunity to re-invent myself.  We moved into an apartment close to the new university, and spent another two years there. Other than the scenery, little changed.  We would move twice more in the next few years, always looking for something we could not quite identify.

I had given up any idea of graduating from college... at this point; I was the proverbial professional student.  Life looked very bleak and hopeless, and I frequently wished I would die in my sleep.  I never considered suicide, but I fantasized about it.  All of the things I liked to do were gone... most of the time, I did not have the energy to get up and do any of them.  When I had energy, nothing was fun anymore.  There were bright spots here and there, but they were few and far-between.  As the years passed, my attitude got progressively worse.  

After several years with little to show for my effort, and all of the toughest classes still ahead of me, I decided to quit before any more money was wasted on tuition for classes I was going to fail anyway.  I had no idea of how I was going to support myself, since I could barely even take care of my most basic needs.  Eventually, my roommate got a newspaper route, and after a month of working every day (seven days a week), I took the route for three days each week.  It was not enough to live on, but I made do with what I had.  It was very stressful on two levels... first, I could barely handle the meager workload, and second, living on the brink of homelessness is no fun at all.  We continued sharing that paper route for three years.

My mother had been trying to get me to see someone for the depression, but I resisted.  I had been depressed for so long that I considered it to be a part of me.  I thought that people that were not depressed were not in touch with reality; anyone that knew how bad life was HAD to be depressed.  I loved to shock people with how bleak my attitude was.  I considered myself to be a big walking pile of garbage, and I wanted everyone to know.  Depression was real; depression was me.  If I got help, I thought it would not be me... I thought I would become someone else.  As unhappy as I was, I was not suicidal, and to me, killing the depression would kill what I considered to be 'me.' 

Finally, though, my mother finally got through.  I could not go on in this way... this was not life at all.  That's when I began my regimen of Zoloft, a SSRI-class antidepressant. It was spooky how fast the miniscule 50mg dose of Zoloft worked.  Within two weeks, the depression lifted.  At first, I did not know how to feel... I could not wallow in self-pity as I was accustomed, and it was somewhat frightening.  In the first few weeks, I really missed my depression.  It was a very hollow feeling.  I did not know how to be happy or content anymore; all I knew was sadness, despair, self-hatred, and anger.  In a few weeks, though, I learned again how not to be depressed, and things improved immensely.  As the next few months passed, things only looked better and better.  I was not someone else... I still felt like me, only better.  My self-esteem began to build, and I found that I started to like myself again, for the first time in a very long while.

As my energy levels grew, I was able to take on my own newspaper route, seven days a week.  Things continued to improve for the next nine months and then my roommate had some personal problems and had to move out.  That is when I decided that I'd had enough of California.  It felt like it was time to go.  That chapter in my life had ended.  It began with my fun but fruitless first year in school, and descended into a morass of failed classes and horrible depression.  It was time to start a new chapter. 

This time, I felt like I was running toward something instead of away from something.  I had a bright outlook for the first time in years, and I was going to get another chance. I've continued to make progress from that time forward.  I can't say that all of the damage to my psyche has been mitigated, but every day there is less than the day before.  The biggest epiphany came on 18th June 2000, when I saw an article in the Sunday New York Times magazine headlined as "The Little Professor Syndrome."  Since that is something I have been called myself, it interested me.  What I found in those pages was a description of me and of my childhood.  I was completely amazed... until then, I had known I was different than everyone else, but I never knew why.  Now I had a name to put to the condition: Asperger's Syndrome.

It took me a few months (about seven) to use this new knowledge of my self to find others like me on the net.  At first, I was just somewhat interested to know why I was as I was.  I'd already gotten the upper hand on the depression by the time I found out about AS, so it was not as if I was in need of some sort of thing to make me "ok" in my own eyes.  However, a misunderstanding between an NT acquaintance and myself gave me the impetus to learn more.  This acquaintance had been upset when I told her that her pronunciation of a word was incorrect.  She authoritatively instructed me that I should have let it go, or else told her in a very gentle way.  I had just come straight out and said it, not in a mean or condescending way, but rather in what I thought was a helpful way.  She thought it was rude and mean.  I was puzzled.  Why would anyone think it preferable to remain ignorant rather than suffer the indignity of being corrected?  I get upset with people if they hear me misuse a word and they do not tell me.  I would rather be corrected now than to remain ignorant and make myself sound foolish at some later point.  Until this discussion, I had no real idea as to just how much of an NT's self-worth is contingent upon the opinions of others.

That day, I went home and reread the AS pages I had bookmarked, and I found a few aspie places on the net.  I found lots of people like me... people that thought like me, acted like me, and some people that write like I do.  It was a very nice feeling to be in a virtual group of people and not be expected to curtail my real self to keep from offending the delicate sensitivities of the NTs.  Notice that I said, "to be expected to" and not "to have to" curtail my real self.  I am me, and I don't make any effort to appear as anything or anyone else. I do not want to be NT... I am glad to be who I am.  I wish I could instill this same pride in self and in what we are in every depressed, self-hating autistic in the world.  I may not succeed, but I will continue to try.

In the months following, I spent considerable time on the Internet, researching AS and autism, and attempting to crack the puzzle of how AS relates to HFA.   I assumed that I fit the AS profile more than the HFA profile, given my strong verbal skills.  I have, though, learned very recently that I easily meet the DSM-IV definition of autism, which precludes an AS diagnosis (the current DSM-IV definitions are problematic for me; please see my article for more on my evolving views on HFA vs. AS).  When I learned what was meant by "performance IQ," I did some tests, and realized that I am quite strong in visio-spatial skills, which are typically a weakness in people with AS (and a strength for those with autism).  My performance IQ related skills in general seem quite good based on the testing and evaluation I have done so far; stronger than in verbal, my writing ability notwithstanding.  In addition, the early onset date, language delay, and early (and continuing) echolalia are indicative of autism as opposed to AS.  As such, the HFA label is a more accurate label for me than AS.

Today, I am an advocate for autistics at all levels.  Again, I am glad that I am as I am, and I think that autism is not the tragedy that it is made out to be.  Not all autistics can speak up for themselves; I can, though, so I will speak for them, as best I can.  No autistic child should have to be pummeled for being different.  No autistic person should be expected to go through life, living a lie (of faux normality), to make it easier for the normal people around him.  No autistic person should hate who and what he is.   Doctors that do not know how to differentiate autism from other conditions, or that do not know how to treat it if it is diagnosed should torture no autistic person.  I can make a difference.

I live alone, with the exception of my two cats, in Tucson, AZ.  I am currently single.  I would like to find someone with whom to share my life, though.  I've tried the singles ads; the results were poor.  (Eligible females are encouraged to email me!)

   Addendum

Recently, I have had parents of autistic children ask me (incredulously) how I could possibly have made it through thirty years of life with undiagnosed autism.  That is hard enough for them to believe when they hear about it happening with AS, but autism... that's impossible, isn't it?  In a word, no.  It was the case for me, and that proves that it is indeed possible.  Some may debate that I am truly autistic and not "just" aspie.  I have examined that possibility, but the case for HFA is strong.   I easily meet the DSM-IV and ICD-10 definitions of autism... and the DSM-IV definition is supposed to be more exclusive than the older DSM-IIIR definition in use from 1987 to 1994.  My early history, as listed in my autobiography above, is very much consistent with autism, and not so much with AS.  As it is currently defined, AS is not synonymous with mild autism... it is defined as if it is a separate condition.  As such, milder expressions of autism will still be called autism and not AS.  I will be the first to admit that as far as autism goes, I am on the mild end of the condition.   Still, since AS is less severe generally than autism, most aspies are more "normal" than I am. 

So how could I get to be thirty, autistic and undiagnosed?  Simply put, the lack of diagnosis was mostly a function of my mother's acceptance of my odd behavioural profile.  She knew I was different, but that fact alone did not scare her so much that she would rush me over to the neurologist and have me examined.  My condition was not severe enough to "force" her to take me to a psychiatrist or neurologist (as would have been the case with a child that was violent or self-abusive).  As long as I seemed to be doing well, my mother was not too worried about my oddities, even where other mothers may have been terrified.  Doctors do not go door-to-door evaluating kids for autism; the parent has to actively take the child in for evaluation, and mine did not.

It is unlikely that the "family doctor" would have known enough about autism to make the suggestion on his own, back then, based on the examinations he did for other medical reasons.   None of the paediatricians ever recognized the signs of autism.  In school, I walked strangely, was fidgety, had difficulties focusing, would "shut down" sometimes, did not work well in groups, preferred solitude, showed stim behaviours, interpreted things very literally, did not make eye contact, was obsessively interested in one specific thing at a time, liked to spin my pencils, showed echolalia (and maybe pronoun reversals... I do not know when I quit doing those)...  and none of the teachers figured it out.  If one of them had told my mother that she suspected autism, I probably would have been taken in for an evaluation.

Autism awareness was not what it is now; since I was able to keep up with the work and perform at least at grade level, my odd behavior did not especially alarm anyone.  I was always perceived as a very "gifted" child, and I suppose that goes a long way in excusing my odd behavior.

When I was fifteen, right when "ADD" (attention deficit disorder) was the latest trendy thing, I was taken into a paediatric neurologist for evaluation.  He made the diagnosis of ADD without any examination of the patient (me).  The diagnosis was made based on my mother's testimony.  Of course, he did find the requisite signs of ADD/ADHD... they were there, for sure.  If he had examined me rather than make the diagnosis by proxy, or if he had realized that pervasive developmental disorders often have ADD/ADHD traits, he may have seen the full autistic picture, rather than the pie slice of autism that looks like ADD. 

And so it went... everyone knew I was odd, but no one ever suggested to my mother (or me) that I seemed as if I might be autistic.  I wonder if anyone ever looked at me and recognized that I was, but said nothing.  It was just chance that I happened to see that New York Times magazine article.  I could easily have continued to live my life, not knowing why I am as I am.   
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