
If a person asked me what Asperger’s syndrome and the fact that I am an Aspie are to me, I would 

honestly say it to him or her. I admit that there are moments in which I find it difficult for many 

reasons, of which meltdowns, other people’s refusal or their incomprehension, memories from a 

past I would rather forget, as well as some regrets. 

However, if this person asked me which days were the best ones in my life, I would probably add 

that my diagnostics’ day is in that top 3. I grew up without even knowing that I had Asperger’s. I 

had been sick throughout my childhood. Epilepsy is just one example. I had been bullied and 

rejected at school. I experienced obsessions which might have ended badly, but how could I have 

prevented them? Neither my parents nor I knew what caused those obsessions, and none of the 

‘professionals’ whom we had met at that time could tell us that, indeed, I had this syndrome. I did 

not even know what obsessions were. When the diagnostic took place, my mother told the 

psychiatrist that there was an elementary-school teacher who had said to her that I would never do 

anything good in life. I had borne a great many regrets for years. At the end of high school, I was 

almost a misanthrope and did not really trust human beings. Still today, I experience fears which 

a few people can really understand, I think. Soon after having left CEGEP, one of my former 

teachers told me about her doubts on Asperger’s syndrome, and I started doing research on it and 

recognised myself in this syndrome; however, a very few people really believed me - including 

some psychiatrists -, but everything was to change on May 1st 2014. 

After the diagnostic, I went to Rimouski’s mall center with my mother, who accompanied me, and 

the first person I called after receiving the formal diagnostic was my best friend. Unfortunately, he 

was not there, but I asked his elder sister whether she could thank him for not having let me down 

at that time. Some hours later, I came back to l’Auberge du Coeur, where I stayed, and then went 

to bed. I had the impression that a part of me had left me, saying, “You don’t need me anymore.” 

before disappearing. Regrets shrank, I no longer experience existential crises, and my suicidal 

thoughts drastically shrank, although they are still present, sometimes. I know my weaknesses 

better for sure, but I acknowledge my strengths even more. I only see a very few people, excluding 

other Aspies, putting up well with routine, perfectionism and an eye for details. I am aware that 

everyone has his passions. However, I can spend hours on my passions without eating much, 

because these ones captivate me too much. I have an inflexible loyalty to my friends and am totally 

dedicated to them, for I fear to lose them very much. Apart from my best friend, a few people can 

really understand well my fears according to me, but I think that my syndrome makes me more 

resilient, too. It is ironic, but I regard all of that as extraordinary advantages, as much for the person 

as for the society. (Still, each individual with one of the autistic spectrum disorders is different 

from another one, so we must apply a case-by-case basis.)  

Unfortunately, neuro-typical people tend to reject what seems to be different, even abnormal, to 

them, by trying to make it similar to their liking altogether. Asperger’s syndrome is not just a 

diagnostic for me. It is my identity, and people who would not accept that identity, which I assume 

at 100% (because my ways of perceiving things is not similar to theirs), can keep their opinions to 

themselves.      

 


