
A Family Secret 

 

My family looked completely normal from the outside. My mother was friendly with the neighbours, 

and my father seemed to get along with everyone. My sister got violin lessons at school, and piano 

lessons privately, and later there would be a drum kit for her in the basement.   

 I was one of the neighbourhood weird kids, the one no one could figure out. Neighbours spoke 

in whispers to my parents, telling them that they certainly too nice to deserve me.  

 I wanted to be an animator, and made little films in super eight, moving plasticine, or metal and 

rubber creatures a few millimetres at a time before taking one or two frames. They had adventures that 

I did not write down, they just happened along the way. I went to summer school for film making, and 

college for media studies. I was slightly financially helped by my parents, but mostly I was on my own. 

I took a job at the little supply store the department set up, selling film and other necessities at a 

discount, and earning a little. I also had started to deal in used books, and that helped me make a little 

money on the side, as well as provide me with more to read.   

 My nice normal family paid for me to room with an Admiral’s widow in Oakville, but when I 

came home, I would say something I shouldn’t, and be beaten and cast out onto the streets to walk until 

dawn. One time my father in his fury chased me out of the house, hopping on one leg and trying to hit 

me with his prosthesis.  

 I was often stopped by police and asked to provide ID, as I was somehow suspicious as I 

wandered aimlessly in the small hours of the morning. When the sun was up I could finally return to 

the house, and my bed, and sleep through the day. People never knew why I flunked out of college, 

twice. I tried, but my home with the parents were more trying, and with tight and unravelling nerves, I 

tried to pretend everything was tickety boo. 

 I managed to find jobs, but holding them for more than two and a half years was difficult. Either 

I would be depressed, or act in self destructive ways because of anxiety and overwork. One company 

employed me as a security guard, and as I could be put anywhere and learn the routine quickly, I was 

often put in to relieve another guard. This was I was worked for twelve hours, then another twelve 

hours stacked onto that, with no chance to get anything to eat. Sometimes I worked thirty days straight, 

without a break. I know what did me in on that job; it was going to the labour board when they tried to 

short my pay. They didn't like that at all. 

 I suffered from depression that eventually put me on disability, after a job working retail, while 

running a Fidonet BBS on my own time. I didn't know what was wrong with me, and had many years 

with psychiatrists. One day I found an article in a copy of the Star someone had left behind in a donut 

shop, and read about the autistic spectrum, and a light went on. Here, was every symptom my doctor 

and I were trying to correct, but couldn't. 

 When I came home with my diagnosis of having Aspergers syndrome at age forty, and my 

mother made it about her, rather than acknowledging a truth about myself. “I knew it wasn’t my fault!” 

she said, as she ran from the kitchen in tears. My father took this revelation with a smile, and did not 

say a word. Dad took things much more calmly as he was slipping into dementia.  

 


