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AMAZON REVIEWS FOR  ‘HE’LL EAT THE HEAD OFF YA’

He’ll Eat the Head off Ya is the fifth of the author’s novels set in the world of autism and looks at how the condition can bring about deep divisions inside a family. It focuses on estranged brothers, Kieran who is autistic and in care and Ryan, a plumber who lives alone and is full of bitterness about his childhood. Kieran’s carer Sienna tries to bring them together but faces an uphill battle to overcome the family issues that forced them apart. Denis Deasy once again constructs a compelling story with autism at its heart. It’s a funny, poignant and uncompromising portrait of troubled siblings who live in vastly different worlds and a dedicated carer’s efforts to reunite them against all the odds.

A life affirming novel detailing the attempts of a family to reconcile after many years apart. The narrative centres around the estranged relationship between Ryan and his autistic brother Kieran but encompasses so much more. Accessible to read but also poignant, funny and thought provoking. A highly recommended book.

		
	
		
AMAZON REVIEWS FOR   ‘DON’T LICK THE MAILBOX’


This is the author’s fourth novel dealing with autism. The previous three form the ‘Harry’ trilogy which shone a bright light on the condition through characters both directly and constantly engaged with it. In Don’t Lick the Mailbox, Denis Deasy takes a different approach to the subject as the main character, IT professional Danny, unwittingly meets autism head on with no previous knowledge or experience. The result is another insightful and entertaining read; a journey into a challenging world that expertly charts the numerous highs and lows with keenly observed drama and humour.

A beautifully written book about the world of autism from the perspective of a teenager. This is a topic I know little about but after finishing the book, felt I had a better understanding of the challenges some people have to deal with. Written with charm, humour and soul,  this is a touching story that could easily be made into a BBC drama.
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To Joanmarie, Denis and James.  
My family is everything to me.
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‘There’s no easy way of saying this. A couple of hours ago your mother died in a car crash.’ 

‘Does that mean I’ll never see her again?’ Sean asks.

I nod.

‘So who is going to buy me KP peanuts and Skittles at the weekend?’

‘We’ll work something out.’

‘So where is she now?’

‘She’s in a special room at the hospital.’

‘And where does she go from there?’ He asks.

‘I’ve got to arrange her funeral. Hopefully it’ll be in a couple of weeks.’

‘That’s where they’ll shove her in a box and plonk her underground with all the dirt and insects.’

‘Yes.’

‘But she’s the only friend I’ve got.’

‘I know and I’m so sorry.’

I’m tempted to hug him but that’s something I’ve never done before as it causes him great anxiety.

‘Did she want to die because of my snoring?’ He asks.

‘No, another driver went through a red light and smashed into your mum’s car.’

‘Can we find that driver and kill him?’

‘No, he’s with the police right now.’

‘Will they murder him?’

‘No, he’ll go on trial and hopefully will be locked up in prison for a very long time.’

‘I love going to Lidl and Sainsbury’s with my mum and she always gets me a blueberry muffin at Pret. That’s all finished now.’

‘I’ll make sure someone will take you wherever you want to go.’

‘Oh dear this isn’t good.’

With that he marches out of the room accompanied by a care home member of staff.
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My name is Isabelle. I am twenty-seven years of age.  I live in Vauxhall, South London, with my partner of three years, Robbie. We’re getting married in five months.

My mother, Marian, died of breast cancer two years ago at the age of fifty-three. Her sister Kathy died this morning in a fatal car crash. She was fifty-one. Kathy’s only son is Sean.

Sean is my age and is autistic. He has lived at the BrightStar care home for autistic adults since he was twenty-one, if memory serves me right. BrightStar is in Victoria which is only two stops on the tube from Vauxhall.

I was called today at work by the police to inform me of Kathy’s death. A few minutes later the manager of Brightstar rang with the awful news as the police also contacted them. He thought that it would be more appropriate if I told Sean the dreadful news. I was surprised at this as I assumed that being autistic professionals they were trained in this type of situation but I was too stunned by the news to argue the point. Almost in a trance I headed straight to BrightStar. Within twenty minutes of receiving this news I was telling Sean. This short time lapse was beneficial as there wasn’t time for nerves to kick in. In fact I feel more nervous now than I did then. 

I shall never forget the confused and anguished expression on his face. That will stay with me for the rest of my life.

My mum and Kathy were extremely close. Kathy took her death badly. She was inconsolable at the funeral. As myself and Sean are the same age I once hung out with him a lot. When I was about six Mum told me that Sean was different from other kids and I should be especially kind and patient with him. That’s probably my earliest memory of a conversation that I had with my mother and it was a significant one. Because we only lived a few streets away from Kathy it would normally be expected that Sean and I would both attend the same primary school but that didn’t happen. Sean went to a ‘special’ school that required him getting a taxi back and forth. As a young child I thought that Kathy must have loads of money to afford this but of course I now realise that the local council paid for this and it was an autistic school that he attended. It just wasn’t practical for Sean to travel by public transport but it didn’t stop me being envious as I waited at the bus stop on a freezing January morning.

Kathy and Sean visited us regularly and I can clearly remember Sean showing no interest whatsoever in playing with me. He would inevitably venture out into our garden and watch trains pulling into Vauxhall station. He would note down all arrival times of the trains heading to and from Waterloo. Sometimes I would try to engage him in conversation about trains but he usually told me to be quiet as it would break his concentration. He often got quite agitated so I soon realised I needed to leave him alone with his train thoughts. It got to the stage that whenever he came into our house he would head straight to the garden without acknowledging anyone and when he left, with a notebook full of train timings, he again ignored us. Kathy’s attempts to get him to interact with us were mostly unsuccessful. This behaviour continued for a couple of years but eventually he broke his self-imposed silence. However, his conversations revolved exclusively around trains and food. The weather conditions never stopped his passion. Even if it was raining he would just bring an umbrella. Apparently he would tell Kathy that he loved his visits to our house; obviously not for my scintillating conversation. Our visits to his house were different but equally strange to me at the time. He paid more attention to me but that exclusively involved reciting numerous articles from his steam engine train magazines. This wasn’t exactly the most stimulating conversation for a young girl. He wasn’t interested in anything I had to say. During this time I tried to remember Mum’s words about being kind and patient with him even though I began to dread spending time with him. As I became older and knew about his autism I sympathised more, but it was never easy engaging with him. Occasionally the two families ventured outside of the house visits and it nearly always involved an incident. One trip to a restaurant stood out. As soon as Sean took a bite of his burger he threw his plate against a wall, breaking a mirror. Luckily no one got injured but Kathy immediately took him out of the restaurant. Before she left she handed Mum some cash to pay for the dinner and the damages. I distinctly remember every word he said, ‘a fucking tomato in my burger? I didn’t ask for that. Where is the chef? Is he obsessed with tomatoes? I want to kick him in his nuts so he knows never to use tomatoes in his meals ever again.’ Sean must have been about twenty at the time. I felt so sorry for my aunt. Her life was always such a struggle. Although she downplayed that incident I could clearly see the strain in her face. Her life got easier when Sean went into his care home although she always felt guilty that she couldn’t look after him full time. She did however have Sean home at weekends.

As my relationship with Robbie developed I saw less of Sean in the last few years. During this time Mum would ask me to stay around whenever Sean visited but my social life was much more important to me than hanging out with a train fanatic, who seemingly had no interest in me.

But Mum never gave up with Sean. She was always buying him presents, some of which he would throw in the rubbish bin moments after receiving them. Mum never took offence. She even took my place in listening to his train anecdotes. She was just amazing with him.

I now regret neglecting my first cousin in the last few years. Apart from his fellow care home residents he has no friends. I noticed first-hand how ‘normal’ children reacted around him. They don’t have the social skills or maturity to deal with Sean’s strange behaviour. Strange is too harsh, it should be autistic behaviour. They simply stare at him as if he was something from outer space. It was deeply uncomfortable and got to the point where my aunt would not expose him to situations where there were gatherings of ‘normal’ children such as birthday parties. Although staring at Sean was not nice I was there on a few occasions when groups of kids would snigger at something he did or said. Their parents were nearly always in attendance but seemed oblivious to their children’s behaviour until Kathy pointed it out to them. The fathers were much more interested in having a few beers while discussing the latest football results and the mothers preferred drinking wine and chatting about some meaningless reality TV show or the latest antics of their respective children. If only they knew how difficult life could get if they had an autistic child. Of course the kids who made fun did not know any better but their parents did.

I haven’t thought about Sean too much recently but today’s devastating news has brought back many memories of him and of course his mother. If she was only a few minutes late picking him up at his care home he would get extremely angry, which usually resulted in banging his head with his fist or headbutting the wall. Most of the time the carers would get a smack too. Because of this my aunt nearly always arrived on time, although she did get caught up in traffic a few times which stressed her out as she knew the consequences of arriving late. She could have done without that pressure but that was just one example of the anxious life that she led. 

Sean adored his mother and I simply have no idea how the hell he’ll cope without her.
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I have an older sister called Lucy. Despite my regrets about not seeing Sean enough, Lucy has no such anguish because she’s ignored him throughout her life. Mum was always onto her about showing some compassion but it fell on deaf ears. She left it all to me and Mum. Whenever Sean visited, Lucy usually disappeared to her bedroom; ‘I’ve got to catch up on my homework’ was just one of her many cliché excuses which was utter bullshit as far as I was concerned. She’s two years older than me so I didn’t feel confident enough to confront her but I did resent her lack of involvement. Her indifference to Sean lasts to the present day. I don’t ever recall her bad mouthing him but her aloofness says it all.

I’ve only seen her a handful of times since Mum’s funeral. We’ve always had a fractured relationship. She went to Oxford University and is now some sort of finance manager in London. She advises her company on the best investments to make which has resulted in several million pounds of profits over the years due to her astute insight to the markets. She married a lawyer called Giles and has two kids, Billy, aged three and a half and Rosie, aged two and a half. Because of her excellent academic achievements and social standing  I get the impression that she feels superior to me. Not that I’m a simpleton. I also went to university, not Oxford but Leeds. I did get a mathematics degree and now work as an accountant in a tax office. 

Giles and Robbie only met a couple of times and didn’t exactly hit it off. Their backgrounds are poles apart. Giles’ father was also a lawyer and he was brought up in leafy Weybridge, whereas Robbie, who works in IT, lived most of his life in Stockwell in south London. Robbie’s father owned a window cleaning business but due to his ill health he had to shut it down a few years earlier than planned. Both of Robbie’s parents died within a couple of months of each other, which was about a year into my relationship with their son. Despite only knowing them a short time it was obvious to me that they were they were both lovely, salt-of-the-earth people. 

On the day of Mum’s funeral, Lucy and I didn’t speak much to each other as we were both busy organising everything and mingling with the mourners. I cried when they lowered the coffin but Lucy didn’t. However, I can’t hold that against her as we all deal with grief differently.

We never really fell out as such, but we’ve never been close and lead such different lives.

I can’t put off the call any longer.

‘Hello, Lucy. How are you?’ I ask.

‘I’m good. I haven’t heard from you for a while.’

Maybe I’m being paranoid but it sounds like she’s blaming me for our lack of communication? Anyway there’s no time for small talk.

‘I’ve got some bad news. Kathy died this morning.’

‘Oh my God, what happened?’

‘A car jumped a red light and hit her. She died instantly.’

‘I can’t believe it. I haven’t seen her since…’

‘Mum’s funeral,’ I say, finishing her sentence.

‘How’s Sean taking it?’ Lucy asks.

‘Obviously very upset but I don’t think it’s fully hit home yet.’

‘How the hell will he deal with this? Kathy’s all he’s got.’

‘I don’t know.’

‘I don’t suppose you have any idea when the funeral will be? We’re going on a trip to Japan on the nineteenth and will be there for ten days, so if you can plan it around that I’d appreciate it.’

‘Too early to say I’m afraid. It’ll be at least a couple of weeks, possibly longer. Are you going to help me with the funeral arrangements?’ I ask her.

‘I’ll help when I can, but I’m really snowed under right now.’

‘And you’re assuming I’m not?’

‘I’m not assuming anything.’

‘I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. I’m just feeling a bit edgy.’

I expected a response but none was forthcoming.

‘I just can’t believe that I’ll never see her again,’ I continue, ‘she was so nice to us when we were growing up, we always got the most wonderful birthday and Christmas presents from her. She was such a kind and thoughtful person.’

‘I know she was. Let me have a look at my schedule for the next couple of weeks and I’ll get back to you,’ says Lucy.

‘Thanks. How are Giles and the kids?’

‘They’re fine. Thanks for letting me know about Kathy. I’ll be in touch.’

She hangs up.

Maybe I was too aggressive? I do feel resentful that she never kept in contact with Kathy but I also know that her work is all consuming. Perhaps I should cut her some slack.

I just don’t know where to start with arranging the funeral. It’s all so unnerving.

When I woke up this morning, my main concern was completing a tax return for one of our clients who has been pestering me on a daily basis for the past two weeks. That was on my mind on my journey into work but little did I know how the day would unfold. 

Life is so precious.
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I’m waiting across the street from Robbie’s office. He sometimes leaves with a few of his work colleagues but I don’t want to get involved in any conversations with them today. I’ll ring as soon as I see him. 

I’ve been unable to contact him as he’s been on a training course all day and from what he told me it’s very intensive so I have no idea if he managed to get a break. I certainly didn’t want to text him about Kathy. He liked my aunt and sympathised with her situation. However, he only met Sean a handful of times and those encounters were awkward. Robbie didn’t know how to handle him and Sean was indifferent to Robbie. On one occasion when Robbie asked Sean how he was doing he told him to piss off and stop interfering in his life. Needless to say Robbie didn’t instigate many conversations with my cousin after that but I can’t really blame him as Sean is a tough nut to crack.

I’ve been waiting for nearly half an hour when Robbie finally appears. He’s chatting happily to two attractive women. I feel a pang of jealousy which is unfair as I know that Robbie is completely loyal and faithful to me. Do they work together I wonder? I don’t recall Robbie mentioning he worked with any women. In fact he’s always banging on about how nerdy his colleagues are. Those two certainly don’t look nerdy. Robbie is good looking, tall and slim with piercing blue eyes and I’ve often seen women flirting with him, even in my company. I suppose it’s a natural reaction to feel jealous but I still feel guilty succumbing to this emotion.

One of the females leaves and Rob walks towards the tube station chatting to the other woman, a cute blonde. I ditch my plan to ring him and cross the road to catch up with them. 

‘Robbie!’ I shout from a distance but he doesn’t hear me due to the noise of the traffic. 

I break into a jog towards them.

‘Robbie,’ I shout again, this time a little out of breath. 

‘Isabelle. What are you doing here?’ He says, looking concerned.

‘We need to talk,’ I answer.

‘I’ll leave you to it. See you tomorrow, Rob,’ says the cute blonde.

‘Who’s that?’ I ask a little too aggressively, watching her walk away.

‘Her name’s Jenny. We’re working on a project together. Is everything OK?’ Robbie asks. 

‘No it isn’t. Kathy is dead.’

‘What? On my God, how?’

‘Some cunt went through a red light and killed her.’

‘Fucking hell, I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do?’

‘Not really. I’m going to the undertakers tomorrow.  I can’t face it right now.’

He holds me tight but instead of making me feel better his embrace makes me cry uncontrollably for the first time today.

Robbie holds my hand throughout the tube journey home. He’s talking to me but I’m not taking in any of it. Despite his best intentions, what can he say that would make things better? He was inconsolable when his parents died and I found it difficult to find the right words to comfort him. I just want to wake up tomorrow morning to find this has all been a nightmare and Kathy is alive and well. However, a few minutes after arriving home my mobile rings and it’s David Collins from BrightStar.

‘Hello, David. How is he?’ I ask nervously. 

‘Very quiet today, understandably. We’ve tried talking to him about his mother but he’s not very responsive.’

‘Oh dear, I feel so sorry for him.’ 

‘Actually, the reason I rang is to let you know that our admin team contacted Kathy’s solicitor a short time ago to inform her of her death. I know this isn’t the best timing, Isabelle, but from what I can gather from the solicitor’s response, it seems that the current financial set-up for Sean’s care will have to change.’

‘What exactly does that mean?’

‘You and your sister are the trustees of Kathy’s will, which means that you’re now in charge of all financial decisions regarding Sean. You must be aware of this as you and your sister signed the will five years ago. The solicitor has requested a meeting with you and Lucy, at your convenience of course, to sign some documents.’

‘Wow, I completely forgotten about that. That’s a hell of a responsibility.’

‘It is indeed. As it stands, you and your sister are now in complete control of your aunt’s assets.’

I struggle to find a reply, but the word fuck springs to mind.
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Because I was mentally exhausted from yesterday I thought I’d get a half-decent night’s kip but I hardly slept at all.

Five years ago Kathy contacted Mum and asked if Lucy and I would be the trustees of her will. She was advised by her solicitor not to seek out someone of her own age and as my mother was just four years older than her she was ruled out. I remember feeling nervous but we eventually signed the relevant documents. Kathy was so grateful. I was twenty-two and Lucy twenty-four. As my aunt was only forty-six at the time we believed that we wouldn’t be called into action for at least thirty to forty years. 

We were wrong. 

True to form, Lucy was more reluctant to sign such an agreement but Mum and I persuaded her to put pen to paper. I was actually surprised she agreed to it but I was adamant that it wouldn’t be my responsibility alone.

I was so traumatised by my aunt’s death I just didn’t think about the will. I’ve no idea how this will impact my life but after I’ve seen the solicitor today maybe I’ll have a better idea. I am surprised that Lucy also didn’t pick up on it. Hearing about the car crash was no doubt as much a shock to her as it was for me but I was sure she would remember signing the will after we talked. But she never rang back so maybe she had forgotten.

Although it’s six-thirty in the morning, I decide to ring my sister.

‘Hello, Isabelle, what’s up?’ She answers straight away.

‘Sorry to disturb you so early but I want to ask you something.’

‘Go ahead.’ 

‘Do you remember signing Kathy’s will?’ 

‘Yes and I’ve been thinking about it ever since our conversation.’

‘So why didn’t you ring me?’

‘Work took over. I’ve barely had a minute to myself. Do you have any more information on what that entails?’

‘No, but a guy called David Collins from BrightStar rang yesterday as they had to contact Kathy’s solicitor about her death. He wants to meet us as it looks like we’re now responsible for Kathy’s assets.’

‘That’s why I didn’t want to sign it in the first place but you and Mum kept pressuring me and against my better judgement I caved in. Now look where that’s got me.’

‘Lucy, have a heart. Sean’s just lost his mother.’

‘I know but as he’s residing at the care home they should be taking care of everything, not us.’

‘I can’t believe you’re being this heartless. Kathy hasn’t been dead twenty-four hours and you’re already washing your hands of anything to do with her son. What do you think she would say about that?’

‘I think she knew that I didn’t want to get involved.’

‘Well you are and I want you to come with me to the solicitor today.’

‘No can do. This week is impossible with work. Can’t we change the will so BrightStar takes care of everything? They’re professionals and I assume they know what they’re doing.’ 

‘Lucy, we’re dealing with the financial side of things, the care home is completely separate.’

She doesn’t respond.

‘So you won’t have anything to do with this now?’ I press her.

‘I’m not saying that.’

‘Yes you are.’

I hang up.
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‘Can you go over everything again please so I’m absolutely clear on my obligations?’ I ask the solicitor.

‘Of course. You and your sister now have the authority to make financial decisions on Sean’s behalf due to the fact that he’s incapable of looking after his own affairs.’

‘Can you give me an example of the kind of decisions we’ll have to make?’

‘Kathy paid towards his home care residency so you’ll now be responsible for that. It will be taken out of Kathy’s estate so you won’t be out of pocket.’

‘And what’s the situation with her house? Has the mortgage been paid off yet?’

‘I believe there’s still a few years left but I’ll confirm this information for you. The house currently is in Sean and Kathy’s name so it’ll be transferred to him. In time it will probably need to be sold in order to fund Sean’s ongoing care home expenses, but that’s not an immediate concern.’

‘Wow, this is a lot to take in and there’s something else I need help with. After speaking to my sister this morning I suspect she wants to relinquish her responsibilities. How does she do that?’ 

‘She would need to notify me in writing and I’ll draw up a revised will.’

‘There will be a fee I take it?’

‘Yes, I’ll let you know the details. You’ll then legally be the only person responsible for Sean’s financial affairs.’

‘So much to think about,’ I say, rhetorically.

‘We can also appoint a third party who will manage the financial responsibilities on a practical level, but you will have the final say. You’ll be their boss, so to speak.’

‘And who will pay for that?’

‘Kathy’s estate.’

‘Apart from the house, did Kathy have any other financial assets?’ I ask.

‘Yes and I’ll provide you with all the details as soon as I can. Unfortunately this will take some time, gathering the information from various sources.’

‘Of course, I understand.’

‘When do you think you’ll know if your sister is going to opt out?’ He asks.

‘I need to have another discussion with her and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can. Thanks for explaining everything and for your patience, it’s much appreciated.’

‘You’re welcome. I know it all seems overwhelming right now but I’ll do everything I can to help. I’m so sorry for your loss. I met Kathy a number of times; she was a lovely lady and had a difficult life.’

I leave the solicitor more nervous than when I came in. I am convinced that Lucy will pull out and leave it all to me. As Sean and I are the same age does that mean I’ll be responsible for his finances for the rest of our lives. As far as I know autistic adults can live as long as non-autistic people as it’s not a physical condition.

I no longer have Mum’s support to help me persuade Lucy to stick to the original will agreement. All the ‘discussions’ that Mum and I had with Lucy at that time were not conveyed to Kathy but she was an astute woman. She must have known that my sister was too selfish to take on such a commitment. Maybe she wanted Lucy on board in case something happened to me? I will never know.

After hanging up on my sister yesterday I’m not too keen to contact her again today but if she is planning to back out, I’ll have to make that telephone call sooner rather than later.

A busy day started with a visit to the undertakers. When Mum died, Kathy took care of everything, so this was my first experience of dealing with the practicalities of death. I was extremely impressed with their professional approach, which of course they are trained for. They handed me a check-list detailing all the tasks I need to complete and I found it quite distressing. First and foremost I need to register the death, which has to be done within five days of Kathy’s passing. The check-list includes the choice of coffin, details on the embalming process, what clothes she’s to be buried in and specific stuff on the funeral - flowers, catering, an organist, choice of hymns, cars for the relatives and close friends etc etc. I was concerned where the body would be kept and they told me that Kathy would be kept in the hospital mortuary until they are ready to collect her. She will then be kept in their chapel of rest until the day of the funeral.

I really need help with this but Lucy made it quite clear that interrupting her work day is not an option.  I was given bereavement leave from work for a few days so why can’t she? I also have a serious concern that she will not attend the funeral if it clashes with her holiday. Kathy treated us exactly the same even though she knew that Lucy never got involved in her son’s life. That must have hurt but she never let it show.

Robbie texted earlier to let me know that he’s working late which did surprise me as I thought he’d make every effort to come home but his work is all about meeting deadlines and I’m assuming he’s under pressure to reach his targets. I haven’t got the energy to cook so I make myself a cheese and tomato sandwich and pour myself a glass of wine. I take a bite of the sandwich just as my mobile rings. It’s David from BrightStar.

‘Isabelle, apologies for contacting you so late.’

‘Is Sean OK?’

‘Yes, as well as can be expected. The reason I’m calling is to discuss weekend arrangements with you.’

‘I don’t understand…’

‘I’m sure you’re aware that every Friday morning Kathy picked up Sean and dropped him back on Sunday afternoon?’

‘Yes, I knew that because we saw him a lot on weekends.’

‘Well, he wants that to continue, but with you.’

‘You mean every weekend?’  

‘Yes. We tried to explain to him that it might not be possible but he got extremely agitated and headbutted the wall several times before we could stop him. As I’m sure you’re aware, autistic people are very routine driven and if anything breaks that routine it causes great anxiety, even in Sean’s case the death of his mother.’

‘But I live with my boyfriend so that simply isn’t going to work. Sean doesn’t like Robbie and if I’m being honest Robbie’s a bit afraid of Sean.’

‘He doesn’t want to stay with you. He wants to sleep in his own bed at his mother’s house.’

‘That makes it even more complicated. You’re experts in autistic behaviours, haven’t you got any strategies to persuade him to change his mind?’

‘We’ve tried and will continue to do so but for now you’ll have to go along with it. I know this is far from ideal…’

‘Far from ideal? That’s the understatement of the year. It’ll completely change my life. How am I supposed to look after him on Fridays when I’m supposed to be working?’

‘Isabelle, you have my sympathy but he’ll have an absolute meltdown if he stays here this weekend.’

‘Tell me the truth, David, do you think this is going to be an indefinite arrangement?’ 

‘Routines are extremely hard to break in autistic adults but we’ve called in one of our top behavioural management people who will hopefully work his magic but it’ll take time.’

‘With all due respect, that sounds a bit vague. Although I saw a lot of him when I was growing up, I’ve never been in a position where I’ve had to look after him. I’m out of my depth here.’ 

‘Can we arrange a zoom call tomorrow? I’ll go through as much as we can. We asked Sean if one of his carers could stay with him at the weekend instead of you but his response was ‘I don’t want his pushed-in face in my house. I took that as a no.’ 

At least Sean doesn’t think I have a pushed-in face.

‘It looks like I have no option.’

‘I’m sorry to put you in this position but at the moment there’s no alternative.’

After the phone call I take another bite of my sandwich and a big sip of wine before heading to the bedroom and plonking myself on the bed. I’m asleep within minutes.

I vaguely remember Robbie taking my shoes off and pulling the covers over me.

My nightmare is on an endless loop. Sean and I are really old, and Sean pleads with me to visit Vauxhall train station but I’m not having it. ‘Piss off, I’m fucking fed up with trains,’ I tell him over and over again. He then tells me that I look like a large reptile with no teeth and the heated conversation just continues from there. We’re like a grumpy old couple who can’t stand the sight of each other. Every time I wake up I try to think positive thoughts, such as lying on a beach on a sunny day, in order to break the relentless recurring dream but it doesn’t work.

‘I’m guessing you were dreaming about Sean,’ Robbie says, as he hands me a cup of coffee the following morning.
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