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NOTES FROM MUMMY

 Mummy is autistic

Like many autistic women of my age, I was diagnosed in adulthood. The world is rich with deficit narratives about autism. Even though my 
conscious mind knows it is a different brain not a broken brain, my subconscious is still littered with the same prejudices everyone else’s is. 
Getting diagnosed did not change who I am; the diagnosis did not give me autism, I was autistic all along. But it did make me more aware of my 
own subjectivity and fallibility. Getting diagnosed led me to question the effect of my autism on my parenting. Would my young son suffer in some 
way because his Mummy was autistic? Does being different do harm?

Like all parents, sometimes I am brilliant and sometimes I am dreadful. My autism is all of me, I could no more point to a part of me that is not 
autistic than could a neurotypical person point to a part of themselves that is not neurotypical. Autism has contributed to some superb parenting 
and some awful parenting. Being different does not do harm. What I have noticed through my journey with my son is that when harm is caused it is 
often due to a lack of understanding of difference, rather than the difference itself.
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Notes from  Mummy

The book you have in your hands came about one summer when my son and I quite literally bumped into a difference in understanding in the 
supermarket. He was riding on the front of the shopping trolley, in charge of the shopping list and looking out for the items we were to buy. We work as 
a team when we shop. We have an established system: if he sees an item, he tells me to stop the trolley and then he hops off to get it. If I see an item, 
I stop the trolley and point it out to him so that he can fetch it. If it is on a high shelf, I get it. Usually, we work with few words and a great deal of focus.

But on this occasion he had a lot to say. I was listening to his excited monologue as we manoeuvred through the aisles. I was struggling to keep 
up with the flow of what he was telling me. Midway through a sentence he spotted an item from our list, said “stop” and got off the trolley. I did not 
hear the “stop” as swiftly as I would usually have done because I was still trying to figure out the earlier part of his sentence. Consequently I did 
not stop the trolley in time. It bumped into his ankles and he was hurt. Not seriously hurt, but both his body and his heart were sore. He stood in 
the aisle looking up at me and said in wounded tones “But I said stop Mummy?”

I felt very sorry. I had let him down. I had hurt his little body and his big feelings. I apologised and we continued with the shopping. Outside the 
supermarket I realised that my committing to never make the same “mistake” again would not work. I am very liable to do the same thing in the 
same circumstances, because my “mistake” was not a lack of paying attention or a lack of effort. Trying harder will not make me any less autistic. 
He had had my whole concentration. My “mistake” was a facet of the brain I have. I owed him an explanation.

I explained the situation that had happened in the supermarket to him and, although he had only just turned five at the time, he seemed to understand. 
At breakfast the following morning I asked him to explain it to me to see if he had absorbed what I had said. He drew a picture as he talked. His 
explanation was crystal clear. I told him that his explanation was so good I thought he might be able to explain it to other people. The long summer 
holidays were approaching and so he set to the task of writing this book for you. It was no small undertaking for him. The words in it are all his own. 
I have helped him with the order in places, and suggested that he think of a beginning and an ending, but in general I was just an assistant, the work in 
the book is his. He has explained the difference we bumped into in the supermarket and in doing so he touches on some other differences that I exhibit 
that I may have in common with other autistic people. We very much hope this book helps you to understand better the differences you might bump 
into, in supermarkets and in the wider world.

Our brains work differently 

 

 

 


