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Someone Ask Me 

 

They did not ask me if I wanted to know 

Did not ask me if I wanted to understand— 

Simply assumed I could not, would not, did not want to. 

 

I come through a world that simply is too loud, too smelly, too populated. 

A world unprepared for me, and me unprepared for the world. 

I simply feel robbed of the youth and adolescence I could have had 

If someone had recognized, if someone pressed the issue a little more,  

Where would I be today?  

 

They did not ask me if I wanted to know 

So I began to insulate the best way I knew how— 

So I began to insulate in an already isolated place. 

 

No one remembered I was there. 

I remembered all the healthy nothing I learned 

All the control I wanted and never got 

Now I don’t control this, too?  

 

Someone finally asked if I wanted this test 

And of course I said yes 

And survey said yes, high-functioning autism. 

 

Now survey says relief & confusion & anger.  

An answer, the corners of a jigsaw puzzle. 

Why didn’t you say something? 

Why did you rob me of a better, more stable adulthood? 

We both know the answer to that. 

 

Someone finally asked me if I wanted the truth 

After 30 years, I began to understand— 

Someone finally asked me; someone finally saw 

And helped me put the dots together. 

 

I remembered my promise & my heritage— 

Go back and get it, the Sankofa bird. 

I remember my promise & my anger— 

A generation awaits eagerly to learn,  

To be represented fairly, treated with dignity 
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I will not leave them behind.  

Their disabilities make them even more wonderful. 

My youth will be seen in a way I never was. 

I remember my promise, my heritage, my anger, and my experience— 

I can ensure no one will experience what I did ever again. 
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What’s Fair or Divine Order in Order 

 

Youth is a challenging time, they say. 

You’re 30, what are you going to do now? They say. 

My stammering I don’t knows don’t cut it,  

You are 30 years old, you are too old for this. 

Behind the 8-ball, I revel in the fact that I actually must bathe every day. 

Behind the 8-ball, I have learned to clean a toilet and  

Cook basic meals in the past year. 

Behind the wall of the 8-ball, I watch everything. 

 

Observe carefully interactions foreign as Mandarin Chinese 

And learn I can enforce boundaries. 

 

Youth is a challenging time, they say 

And when they meet me, they expect docility, malleability 

A pliability mistaken for gratitude, a pliability that should be gratitude. 

 

I get no younger, but plenty wiser— 

My empathy deepens manifold 

I pity no one, but show limitless compassion. 

Youth is challenging but so is middle-age, so are the “Golden Years.” 

 

My Youth has only begun at the end. 

I am 30 years old and at the precipice at the beginning. 

I expect none of these weights to be as heavy as they are now— 

But they are and now I must courageously lift. 

I would not begin to fly if not for trauma,  

If adversity had not buoyed me. 

I bless my enemies but they shall not dine with me 

I bless my enemies, for they were honest with me. 

I bless my ex, for if not for his exit,  

This poem would not exist. 

 

What is fair is my life led,  

The life I will lead. 

What is Divine are the Circumstances under which I arrived. 

What is Divine are the Constellations surrounding me,  

The cosmology powering this physicality. 

 

What is Fair is exactly what is happening. 

What is Divine is the Clock of Eternality. 

What is Cosmic is this Experience as Sophine Sage. 
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Launch 

 

All I know for the past decade is this stuck in the quagmire. 

I want to lift off/launch/leave,  

But every exit leads to a Dead End. 

What answers are there. 

What hope is there? 

 

Can it be found in the bottom of a coffee cup? 

In the mouth of a hungrier man,  

Lustier man?  

Can launch be found in Education,  

In books? 

The way out is too fuzzy, frozen over with cold, wet tears— 

What gas in there in the salt mine of eyes? 

What fuel is there in misplaced, misunderstood anger & resentment? 

What fuel is there in hot-headedness, in contempt? 

There is plenty of ammunition in observation,  

A weapon to be misused in misinformation. 

Nuclear catastrophe in an omitted diagnosis,  

And omitted understanding of the diagnosis. 

The times were different, what didn’t you want to understand? 

What opportunities we wasted 

Because we only half-heartedly launched. 
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A Different World 

 

When I leave Holly Hill, I’ll be different 

Not-in-Gaston different. 

Gaining-Independence different. 

A new diagnosis different. 

New, suspected. 

Autism. 

 

When I leave Holly Hill, I’ll be armed. 

Not firearm-armed, but confident & assured. 

I have a roadmap, a letter, and goals. 

The world is my oyster, 

And every city the prettiest pearl. 

 

I learn retreat, boundary, socialization. 

I born myself chrysalis, from the chrysalis. 

I emerge butterfly, years in the making. 

 

I bloom late, I am the pieces of a jigsaw. 

I am an anomaly, I keep you guessing all the time. 

The world is very unpredictable. 

Sometimes, I am alone.  

Always, the world is different. 

I move through it with a confirmed diagnosis. 

New, suspected, confirmed 

Autism. 
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I Choose 

 

I asked myself that night 

Is this was the life I wanted? 

If this was a life  

I thought I deserved? 

I eyed the knife, then eyed my life. 

Then, I chose myself. 
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Bravery 

 

All I wanted was to shit my pants & cry. 

I prayed to every possible deity imaginable. 

I credit my grandmothers’ strength that keeps my back rod straight,  

My eyes dry. 

The only man I wanted to marry holds this butcher knife to me,  

Calls me bitch. 

I watch him dig his grave deeper than the requisite six feet 

And think of Taylor Swift’s “We Are Never Ever Getting Back Together” 

As I tell him every truth I know. 
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Burn it Down 

 

Of course you will try to douse the energy the knowledge lit— 

You cannot live knowing I possess the knowledge. 

Facts unheard of are now heard & witnessed,  

Welcome to Pandora’s box:  

What you know you cannot un-know. 

What you hear, you cannot un-hear. 

See, cannot un-see. 

 

Of course, you can try to burn the castle down on the eve of its completion 

Another will simply be erected. 

You can robe the workers of their tools; 

More can be acquired. 

What do you achieve by thwarting progress? 

Not a damn thing. 
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Distilled 

 

They wanted something they could tame,  

something that would not—could not—put up a fight. 

They wanted something tender, something beautiful— 

But they did not want anything wild. 

They desired distilled, still, straitlaced. 

Good, wholesome, Christian, covered 

Coated in substances that did not belong to her. 

 

They desired to be her—took the parts they wanted: 

Name, Social Security Number, DOB— 

But they never wanted to Be her: 

Disabled. A hearer of Voices. Seer of Visions.  

A coffee addict, a sexual abuse victim/survivor. 

They like the persona, love the persona 

But they do not want to Be all it entails. 

All they want is me, Distilled. 

All they will get are the weakest dregs. 

This ends now. 
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Fragments 

 

One day, you might have said there were pieces of me 

Everywhere. 

A little bit of me is contained in notebooks, computer docs, case notes 

In the offices’ of therapists, psychiatrists, social workers. 

They all store this story—decades long, a multifaceted research paper. 

I am subject and primary source. 

Emergency contacts become encyclopedias,  

My creative writing an optional goldmine— 

 

You earn the goldmine. 

The goldmine is me at my rawest, most uninhibited. 

You don’t just “walk-in,” make yourself at home. 

Access can be immediately revoked 

If you burn me. 

Don’t incinerate my fragile trust. 

 

Portions of my life become omitted, resurrected, shuffled & reshuffled— 

Then rewritten, repackaged. 

Rewritten, repackaged. 

 

All therapeutic relationships cease someday,  

Each book is written slightly different— 

A new narrative, some new characters, a new setting. 

The goal, however, is still the same— 

Editing toward cohesion. 
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Nth Edit 

 

Haven’t you tinkered enough?  

Is this ever going to be perfect? 

No. This life will never be perfect. 

We edit every time we close the door 

& turn the webcam on. 

Every time I put the wireless earbuds in  

& put on my productive playlist. 

Edit the mountain of pages in this manuscript. 

Haven’t you tinkered enough?  

Is this life ever going to be perfect?  

No,  

But this life will be better for the clarity I get 

And the wisdom I accrue along the way,  

No matter the number of edits to be done. 
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On living to 30 yrs. old (Sa, 2/6/2021) 

 

How fucking awesome that you are alive 

Every cell that doubled life, there was one that demanded  

I want to live. 

There was one that demanded 

I must live. 

Because one protested, this body marched— 

Smelly & unwashed, hungry, depressed, suicidal -  

This body marched as I suffocated and choked,  

As I numbed and self-abused and self-neglected,  

As I allowed myself to be debased for food, attention, care. 

There was nothing to look forward to— 

I just march, cursing, tuning out; fogged through 

Believing I was a sin, a burden, a toy, an object,  

Meat, nothing, a repository, an automaton, a slave,  

Dead weight—a slow, heavy, march. 

 

Stuck in the mud of bad medication and ill-equipped 

To free myself from it, I spin, grinding a deeper hole. 

I simply wander, wonder when this will end. 

If I would be brave enough back then to grab those pills 

To run away 

But I was only brave enough to fight. 

So, I fought, prayed to whomever listened. 

It must get better than this. 

 

And Gaston rolled through, the Unexpected Beacon. 

They never saw me coming; I never saw it coming. 

I just began to see the light: 

A chance for freedom. 

 

The Chance expanded—then exploded double time. 

Collapsed—now I must focus on me. 

Independent Living. 

This, a new beast. 

 

A narrow escape from physical and spiritual death,  

Suddenly, I am 30—alive with my wits,  

In fairly good shape. 

Some scars. These are my gold poison,  

Someone’s medicine. 
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May they be blessed. 
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Clear-eyed Promise 

 

Nothing obstructs my view. 

For the first time in a while. 

My eyes don’t squint against daylight,  

My head does not pound in threat to split 

And my eyes do not water from regret. 

 

I can say I’m sorry and mean it. 

I can say I love you with no bitterness crossing my mind. 

I can take this red hot passion 

& spin in gold truth. 

 

I must be doing something right 

If I can make a clear-eyed promise 

Without being obstructed from the goal. 
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Invisible 

 

The first thing they said was burst your bubble. 

Was you want to live in Gaston, right? 

I heard that you heard nothing 

And that we went from Tuesday to indefinitely 

But I remain clear-eyed,  

I remain prayerful—even if the forces 

Remain unseen all around me. 

I remain steadfast— 

What else left now but to stay 

Running? 
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Perched in the Window, Waiting Eagerly 

 

The outside shines, even at night. 

Raleigh’s buses glow & I want to ride them indefinitely 

The number 19 ascends and descends the hill. 

Waiting eagerly, the bus is my chronometer. With every ascent, I inhale hope. 

With every descent, I exhale a prayer. 

Perched in the window of opportunity,  

I eagerly wait. 
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The Joys of Perseverance 

 

A setback is merely that. 

I dig my feet deeper into the ground,  

Prepare to spring. 

If I miss my mark, I redouble 

My efforts. 

My first attempts are never lost. 
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Inside the Cocoon 

 

There is hope, in here 

A sustaining energy. 

In this cloistered space,  

Hope is oxygen. 

Hope is food. 

Hope is clothing. 

Hope is warmth. 

 

Somehow, I become the hope 

In another person’s life— 

And my own. 
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Incubation Period 

 

1. 

In the lush green oasis of Osaka 

There is a big-little girl:  

Big-boned awkward gait— 

Carrying her world on her back. 

 

What the Philosopher knows is a woman is in wait,  

But only the big-little girl can carve her out. 

 

The Philosopher places a Lotus Flower in front,  

Says be nourished and lead. 

The big-little girl east slowly; 

The Philosopher sits in front of her Gohonzon, 

Back straight as a stem, 

Rings a bell and steady,  

For eons,  

Nam-myoho-renge-kyo 

As the woman-in-wait stirs. 

 

2. 

In the lush green oasis of Osaka 

Lotus Flowers blossom pink & white 

Through the shoots of green onion 

That punctuate the new spring air. 

 

What the Philosopher recognizes is conflict 

But only the girl can resolve the storm 

And free the woman within. 

 

The Philosopher extends patience towards the girl’s mounting frustration. 

This conflict is not being resolved fast enough. 

When will this woman be born? 

 

She stirs, then goes dormant. 

Stirs, then goes dormant. 

Breaks through, then returns to sleep. 

When will this woman stay? 
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3. 

In the lush green oasis of Osaka 

A storm begins to brew. 

The big-little girl is quickly being dug through 

& she does not like what the woman finds. 

The woman finds a world of hurt & trauma  

And needs confrontation. 

The little girl resists confrontation,  

Needs things to stay the same. 

 

Both the Woman and the Philosopher know 

The big-little girl is in trouble. 

Both know the trouble of staying in too-small shoes. 

A too-small life. 

 

4. 

In the lush green oasis of Osaka,  

A slow awakening occurs.  

There is force, there are tears. 

There are many accusations, there is a battle of wills. 

 

Hold power, hold power 

Command power—we do the best we can. 

Hold power, hold power 

Wield power—it is the knowledge that sets us free. 

 

For once, unleash—steady force. 

Take the Philosopher’s torch,  

Take the truth, your core 

And break the Woman free. 

 

She steps out of the shadow 

Squints at the dawn. 

She looks at the shells around her 

And walks up to the door. 

 

Here, she is blessed with regal clothes & designer footwear;  

A silk scarf adorns her head. 

She thanks the Philosopher, stands on her own. 

Presents the woman a Lotus Flower with a bow. 

She journeys courageously 

From the lush green oasis of Osaka. 
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Vulnerable 

 

The eyes say it all 

And all I’m saying is 

 

Safety belongs to everyone 

 

And when I’m safe 

I can be brave 

And when I’m brave 

Vulnerability can blossom. 

 

And when vulnerability blossoms 

I can be authentically helped. 
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Drop Your Force Field 

 

The bigger your pain,  

The gnarlier your cage— 

On both sides. 

 

Whom will you trust to prune your rose garden? 

Whom can come near this mess 

When you always threaten to light yourself 

& the world aflame? 

 

Drop the prickly persona,  

The patron of pain demands a rest. 

A cool fan, ice water 

And dreamy blue skies 

 

Your pain is now a colossus 

Intimidating everyone on scene. 

Gnarly, thorny, uncomfortable— 

Whom will you trust to dismantle your force field? 

 

When will you allow yourself to breathe? 
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The Ground of My Being Has Dropped Out 

 

and all i want is communion 

i just want to cry because i have not seen you in so long 

and i love you beyond measure 

and there seems to be no place to run 

all there is is The Endless Bottom. 

i fall through and no one catches me 

and you don’t catch me, you just watch. 

and i just thought there would be 

more reasons not to be so sad 

and i ache for something that is sweet and firm. 

 

all the songs on my phone don’t elicit the right mood,  

just as distant as our love. 

i can’t tell if this is an actual poem or 

a bunch of truths trying to braid together and fly. 

 

all you whispered was the ground of your being had dropped out. 

i said i wanted communion, was aching for something sweet and firm. 

perhaps it won’t be you who helps me regain ground,  

but my own steadfast beating heart that will lift me to greater heights. 
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I Never Said I Could Fly 

 

It’s in my mania where the dots are connected 

Where it all gets streamlined something and beautiful 

And I can begin to make sense. 

 

It’s in my mania where an idea is relentless— 

Tugging and tugging, fussing at me saying 

With cute as a button eyes Pay attention to ME! Aren’t I the fairest of them all? 

& I abandon a string of ideas this way. 

 

It’s in my mania where I can’t find the break,  

Where now I’m speeding a billion miles per hour 

And deadlines are passing 

And I’m forgetting dates 

And I’m losing days 

And I’m staying up all night, deep in focus 

And my food has gone cold 

And I isolate 

And I get angry because I failed 

And I Isolate, go quiet 

And I cry because I can’t keep up. 

I want to keep up. 

 

I never said to anyone that I could fly,  

But in hypomania, it certainly feels like 

All things are possible. 
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Demolition of the Spirit 

 

I poured myself into you once. 

Gave you every drop of my care,  

Every time I had ever earned. 

 

I poured all of myself into you once. 

Didn’t know about those derbies 

Determined to distract and bring ruin. 

 

I poured myself into too small containers. I thought that was the right thing to do: 

To twist & contort like a gymnast. To simply endure the worst because  

Nothing could be worse than this. 

 

I allowed you to destroy me for twenty-eight years. 

I allow myself the right to stand for what’s left. 
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I Don’t End Here 

 

1. 

There were supposed to be many ends before now 

And somehow I surmounted them,  

Survived them—  

They cried for my end, petitioned for my demolition 

 

Drained me, depleted me — they wanted me 

Distilled, stilled —a girl always, never a woman. 

Crystallized in filth & squalor,   

My growth is always stalled 

 

I allowed them to stymie, stunt me 

but something and many someones encouraged me — 

I fought because death was not an option. 

Death meant that they won 

 

2. 

So I block every friend request from every toxic person  

& weaponize what I remember in my own defense. 

Stand because I am becoming my own army — 

 

What none of them ever fathomed 

Is that I do not end here. 

I may rest here, I may cry here, I may wait a moment here. 

 

But I do not end here, as much as people have petitioned for me to. 

I do not end here. 

I simply begin, continue, and flourish here. 

I choose this next chapter here— 

But ending is no option—is never an option. 

 

Who told you that it ever could be? 
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closed off, locked away 

 

I long for companionship with him. 

I want you but I do not need you. 

 

But I don’t trust anyone to dare get close. 

Fear clouds my desire 

and I flee to my chambers. 

 

When I wake up, all I can see is age 30. 

I act tough, be defensive, seek a dagger at every man. 

Don’t you fuckin look at me don’t you fuckin touch me don’t you fuckin breathe at me. 

But sight is also the greatest gift,  

love the most beautiful balm. 

 

Sometimes I just want to look pretty. 

I am a woman who melts at an aesthetically-pleasing man,  

who wants to unlock her cage & be 

the woman she said she would. 

 

But right now these men are dangerous 

and my walls must remain impenetrable,  

my eyes fire — if you swallowed the whisky of me,  

you’d cough and shove the shot glass aside. 

I’m nothing to tread lightly or easy with. 

 

I want normalcy, but trusting is: 

not more throwing daggers at every man. 

No more being a heat-seeking missile at every hello,  

a jittery foot ready to sledgehammer sensitive and fragile egos. 

 

I want normalcy, but what the hell does that look like? 

What does knowing the feeling that mere trust 

feels next to impossible? 

That I do not want to be alone 

with any man? 

 

That I want to meet a nice, smart, multifaceted man? 

But at the same time, I am deeply afraid of the fall. 

 

I gave a man my all once. He returned with a knife. 

Now none of the songs sound the same. 

Now I can’t listen to certain songs with a certain sound 
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I become rage, frustration, paranoia. 

I become this tornado, this storm-- 

 

I mourn, remembering my innocence. 

There was a truth he saw, a belief he glimpsed. 

I say this not to romanticize,  

but because it was true: 

 

In that home, we had each other. 

In that home, he showed me the light. 

 

That is why the ache hurts so horrible now. 

Savior and Savage all in one-- 

perhaps because it is his birthday week 

I am feeling this bruise a bit more now. 

More tender in Spring, as we planned for a wedding, 

a graduation,  

a life. 

 

To invest in someone new is a daring move. 

A frightful move-- 

and I am, right now, not courageous enough to make such a move. 

I remain closed off, locked away. 

But perhaps sooner, rather than later,  

I shall connect & trust in that way again. 
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Protection / Projection 

 

they all got on their knees 

and preyed. 

Prayed that she would not 

know or seek protection, 

that she would be careless 

and cast herself to swine 

 

swine know nothing of her life. 

That she is Diamond Status. 

That every day she silently polishes 

the gold grenades the projected at her. 

 

Swine only know what is in front of them, 

do not realize it’s gravity or power. 

When they prey, they seek a certain class. 

They believed they found it in her: 

 

exposed, shaking, emaciated. 

A mere shell of herself, sometimes. 

 

But those gold grenades — she polishes them. 

Remembers that she is a Diamond lynchpin 

in a sea of so many lies. 

So little protecting, so much projecting. 

So much collecting 

 

because when the time is right,  

she will release that Diamond lynchpin 

& project every single pristine polished gold glistening grenade. 
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Lock the Door 

 

when you leave,  

lock the door. 

This is not Gaston, full of sunshine & open space. 

This is brick & mortar, grit & stone,  

steal yo mail before you blink. 

 

When you leave, 

lock the door. 

Double check you’ve  

locked the door. 

Make sure your  

hosiery is hidden 

& you are sober, straitlaced. 

 

When you leave,  

give no one the key. 

Do not allow them grace. 

This is not Gaston,  

full of sunshine & open space. 

This is the World: 

 

big, bad, deceitful 

full of malice and malignance. 

Lock the door when you leave, 

give no one the key 

turn off the stove,  

leave nothing of value alone; 

this cruel World is the one I had to bring you into 

and the one I now leave you alone to remember 

 

to always lock the door 

lock the fucking door 

give no one the key 

hold your keys splayed between your fingers. 

 

Lock the door & walk at a clip 

stop only at your destination 

do not wear heels 

use the heel of your hand to give him a rose rife with thorns 

you owe him nothing, daughter. 

That is a gift to yourself. 
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Lock the door, and stow away the key. 

You do not live in Gaston,  

full of sunlight, open space, and green. 
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Her Father’s Daughter 

 

As I get out of the shower 

& painstakingly dry myself off,  

 

I realize that I have spent 

at least 50 minutes in the shower-- 

and I still need to brush my teeth 

and I still need to wash my glasses 

Did I mention get dressed? 

 

And then I realize—or remember: 

my father painstakingly ensured he was in place, too: 

no hair or booger,  

no drool or ash: 

the best smelling, shiniest man — perfect. 

 

I triple-check that I have washed everywhere,  

rinsed everywhere. 

Ensure that I am dry. 

That I have brushed my teeth. 

 

Now it is 9 a.m. 

and I would be late for work if I had to be there. 

I lift my hair with a pink pic 

and now it is 9:15 a.m. 

 

I admire my face in the mirror: 

it is just like my father’s only lighter. 

Even in my anger, I cannot escape him. 

I look in the mirror and there he is; 

 

reminding me that we are bonded chromosomally. 

Reminding me that I must reckon with my feelings. 

But also reminding me that we both seek 

something sweeter than this world. 

Why we both sought religion 

& why I pulled away, smoldering & shaking. 

 

Certain that this I had been born into 

was not where I would end 

was not where I would stop 

was not where I would die-- 
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I would drop this like soiled clothing first. 

 

I hand you, my father,  

all the secrets I kept from you 

& all the grenades you allowed me to groom. 

 

They will detonate soon enough. 

In their smoke, you will see me standing. 

 

Dressed in black & white,  

I bow, my hands pressed together. 

 

I will look my reflection in the pupil 

& say thank you. Have you experienced every grenade? 

That is how I felt my entire life:  

Compressed, suppressed, caged. 

You would have never let me breathe 

unless attached to you 1000% of the time. 

 

This is valid because it is what I feel,  

& father, what you feel is valid 

because it is yours. 

But this dance must & shall end. 

We are chromosomally connected — 

We share traits that mark us as ours in society, 

& currently,  

Nothing more. 
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Blooming Independence 

 

Gotta learn to keep a dollar in my pocket. 

It is no one’s responsibility to take care of you. 

How funny is it—nah, just hang with me a mo-- 

that you are just learning to hold your own? 

 

30 years old and you rent a room. 

You just learned how to make your bed, 

clean a bathroom. 

You can cook simple meals-- 

you didn’t know half of this before. 

 

Blooming was the option you chose 

because you were finally tired of dying. 

I know I won’t dwindle the rest away. 

I will assuredly not buy any more things 

I do not need. 

Just a book bag, summer clothing, sneakers. 

On Monday or Wednesday I will go to the bank 

& open a new account so I can stop  

losing dollars in ATM fees. 

Said no one ever, let’s drive to Knightdale. 

My knees already protest at such horror. 

 

I learn the GWTA and travel a few new places: 

my therapist’s office and the library. 

Eventually, I will travel to & from work. 

& even to and from Walmart and Books-A-Million. 

But for now I do my laundry every three days. 

And enjoy that I do not feel a lack of mobility. 

 

I bloom, slowly. 

I open to the world—simply magnificent. 

I never saw me coming-- 

 

and if I never saw me coming,  

imagine how the world will respond 

when I confidently take this throne,  

this crown & say,  

 

This is my story, this is my truth. 
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And a wide-eyed child will look up,  

astonished by my bravery. 

Their eyes will focus, then fixate on me. 

Natural hair and easy smile,  

even voice, mild hand gestures. 

 

That child will turn to their guardian and say,  

“I will be like that Queen when I grow up. 

A bad-ass bitch.”  
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Thank 

You! 
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