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Amazon reviews for ‘Living In Harry’s World’

This book is one of the best I have read. The honesty, love, laughter and tears all captured in one brilliant read.

An excellent read. Touching, humorous, loving; it describes what only those parents closely associated with autism go through. For those of us who are not familiar with autism, it was an eye-opener in showing the stresses and strains, but also the love and rewards that can come with it.

It is full of honesty, humour but most of all love and respect with seemingly getting little in return. Everyone should read this book, whether touched by autism or not. It would help to make us all more tolerant and accepting of those that are a little bit different.

I loved this book! As a parent of two autistic people myself, I can assure would-be readers that the life described by Denis Deasy in this entertaining tale is spot on!


		
Amazon reviews for ‘I’m Sorry, My Son’s Autistic’

What an amazing follow up to ‘Living in Harry’s World’ joining Harry and his dad on a heart-warming but rollercoaster of a ride into adulthood. The author really opened my eyes to the world of autism and is a very humbling read. Fantastic read that I couldn’t put down. I can’t wait until the next instalment.

Author Denis Deasy brilliantly conveys the pressures of dealing with stressful behavioural issues by injecting a degree of humour which is not only entertaining but also gives the reader some insights into the realities of living with autism. I laughed out loud at times and had a tear in my eye at others. This follow-up is highly recommended.

The relationship between Harry and his father is so moving. I loved the many funny incidents and anecdotes - based on Harry’s view of the world. A very honest, yet uplifting, account of life with an autistic teenager.


		
To all those anonymous, compassionate and non-judgmental people who my son James has approached and scared to death in various towns, cities and countries over the years. Your kindness and tolerance means more to us than you could ever know. Such acts not only reduce our anxiety but also restores our faith in human nature.
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After waiting for over an hour the waiting room door finally opens and in walks Doctor Rickman and his two colleagues. They sit opposite us.

‘Harry is on the autistic spectrum,’ Doctor Rickman immediately tells me. There is no room for small talk.

Those six words changed my life forever.

Twenty-six years ago, my son Harry and myself visited Guys hospital in London for a series of tests to determine if he was autistic. 

He was and will be for the rest of his life.

Harry was always very different to his peers. At his nursery school he was insular, showing no interest in the other kids. If they tried to interact with him he would inevitably give them a whack. We were always getting phone calls from the nursery school informing us of the latest Harry incident. On some occasions the parents of Harry’s victims would call around to our house to remonstrate with us.

Those early years of Harry’s life were so stressful. My wife Laura and I were living on the edge every single day. Although most of these memories are still so painful, I find myself recalling those days more frequently of late. Maybe this reflective mood is due to the fact that Harry is approaching his thirtieth birthday and in a few weeks’ time will be getting married to his long-term girlfriend Bernadette.

I am waiting in my car for Harry. He lives in a Croydon residential placement for adults with special needs. He stays there Monday to Friday and I have him back for the weekend. I still struggle with the fact that he’s not with me during the week even though he’s been living away for nearly fourteen years. By the time Friday comes around I am so excited to see him again. Conversely, I have never got over that depressing feeling every Sunday afternoon when I have to drop him back.

My life now is very different from those early years when I didn’t have a clue what was going on with Harry. I knew very little about autism then but I’ve had a crash course on it ever since that fateful day.

When did his unusual behaviour begin to unravel? My mind drifts back to when Harry was three years old.
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Mrs Hamilton, the head of Harry’s latest nursery school approaches us. She looks serious but that seems to be her natural disposition.

‘A bad day?’ I ask.

She hands me a sheet of paper detailing the various incidents involving Harry. I hand it over to Laura.

‘We’re going through a difficult time with him right now,’ I say.

‘Mister McCarthy, there’s no such thing as a bad child, it’s bad parenting.’

‘You’re a cruel woman and talking absolute bullshit. I’m glad that I found that out sooner rather than later,’ I reply.

With that I take Harry’s hand and storm out of the nursery school with Laura trailing behind us.

By the time we get into our car Laura is wiping her tears away.

‘I know it’s not nice to hear that, but she’s a nasty bitch. That place wasn’t right for Harry,’ I tell her.

After a couple of failed nurseries we had dropped Harry off at this new nursery for them to assess him. It didn’t go well.

‘He was only there a few hours and in that time he still fought with another child and smeared his shit on several of the toys. Just where do we go from here?’ Laura asks.

‘I’ve no idea.’

The fact that Harry’s still wearing nappies is an issue for all the nurseries, with the added bonus that for the past twelve months he loves to smear his excrement wherever he likes. This doesn’t go down well in a school environment.

‘Maybe she’s right, we’ve made mistakes,’ Laura adds.

‘Don’t talk like that. All first time parents make mistakes, it’s a learning curve. Harry’s a difficult child but he’ll come good, I’m sure of that.’

Laura looks at me with such sad eyes.

‘Tomorrow I’ll try to toilet train him,’ I tell my wife, as we arrive home.

I recently purchased a book that claims to toilet train the most disabled of children.

‘It won’t work. Nothing has so far.’

Without saying a word I take Harry’s hand and lead him to the bathroom for his nightly wash.

‘It must get better,’ I mutter to myself as Harry climbs into the bathtub.
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‘Why do I have to get married in a church? I want to get married outside Sainsbury’s in Croydon,’ Harry asks, seconds after getting into my car.

‘We’re Catholics and you’re getting married in a Catholic church. We’re going to see the priest tomorrow, OK?’

‘Is that the bloke in black?’

‘Correct.’

‘Does he like Goofy?’

‘I’m not sure.’

‘If he doesn’t then he can’t marry us.’

‘Did you have a good week?’ I ask, in a vain attempt to change the conversation.

‘Do they have burgers and chips at the church?’ Harry inquires.

‘No, the church is a place of worship, there’s no food involved.’

‘Sounds like a craphole.’

I sometimes wonder what my relationship would be like if my thirty-year-old son was not autistic. I don’t think we’ll be talking about whether the priest likes Goofy or the lack of burgers and chips at the church.

‘Are you excited about getting married?’

‘Twenty-two percent excited. I love the bit when the priest says if anyone can show just cause why this couple cannot lawfully be joined together in matrimony, let them speak now or forever hold their peace.’

‘Why do you like that?’

‘Cos it’s in Shrek. But if anyone objects I’ll stick their head down the toilet bowl.’

‘I don’t think that’s said anymore at weddings.’

‘It has to be, it’s Bernadette’s favourite bit as well. I’ll have a word with that bloke who’s always talking about Jesus.’

‘That’s the priest and he’s a very religious man so you have to show him respect.’

‘But he just can’t stop talking about Jesus, has he got OCD?’

‘No he hasn’t.’

Not that I’m aware of anyway.

‘But how can I respect a man who doesn’t like Goofy? It doesn’t make any sense.’

‘So what do you want to do tonight?’

‘Is the Irish chick at home?’

‘No, Kerry’s at her mothers.’

‘Is she staying there until her mother drops dead?’

‘Bridget’s only got flu so she’ll be OK.’

‘That flu lady looks like King Kong.’

‘That’s not nice, why do you say that?’

‘She’s fat and hairy.’

Bridget could do with losing a few pounds (can’t we all?) and perhaps she has a slight growth above her lips, but that alone doesn’t deserve the King Kong comparison.

‘Nineteen days ago I told her that as well.’

‘And what did she say?’ I nervously ask.

‘She just stared at me. I don’t think she understood. She speaks another language.’

My mother-in-law is Irish and from my understanding knows about three Gaelic words, but that’s enough for Harry to believe that she doesn’t understand English.

‘Are you finished talking about Bridget?’

‘Does she go to the toilet?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I don’t think she does. Her face is a bulging red as if she’s desperate to have a shit, but can’t. My face is always red before a crap but afterwards it’s pink.’

‘Rest assured she does go to the toilet.’

‘Are you sure about that? Have you ever seen her having a shit?’

‘OK, let’s drop this conversation now.’

I must admit I didn’t think I would be talking about my mother-in-law’s toiletry habits today.

I have been married to Kerry for twelve years. She has a severely autistic son called Niall through her former husband Danny. Danny left when Naill was eleven. Naill has been to three residential placements for special needs adults in London, all of which didn’t work out. Niall is an extremely complex person. He is completely non-verbal and consequently can get frustrated and aggressive. The aggression has lessened over the last few years but his behaviour is unpredictable. Two years ago Kerry found an excellent residential placement in Brighton for Niall, but she couldn’t bear to be away from her son so she rented a place down there about eighteen months ago. She also got a new teaching job a few minutes’ walk from Niall’s new ‘home’. Although Brighton isn’t a million miles away from my Streatham house we don’t get to see a lot of each other. Her weekends are spent with Niall and mine with Harry. We get together as often as we can, but there’s no question it has put a strain on our marriage. Kerry was due to spend this weekend with me but her elderly mother fell ill so she decided to look after her for a couple of days.

As I’m driving home I pull over to let an ambulance through.

‘Wow, that guy’s driving way too fast,’ Harry says.

‘He’s got to take a sick person to the hospital and has to get there as quickly as possible.’

‘I’m fed up of ambulances not stopping at red lights. I’m going to ring the cops.’

‘Do not phone the police, OK?’

‘But those shits are driving like crazy.’

‘There’s someone in the ambulance that needs urgent medical attention and that’s why they’re going fast,’ I re-iterate.

‘But everyone apart from those ambulance bastards stop at red lights, so they should as well. When the lights turn amber then they can get ready to go and when they’re green they can drive off.’

I get the concept.

‘What do you want to do tonight?’ I ask again.

‘I want to meet one of those celebrities.’

‘Which one?’

‘Any American actor, cos they smile better than our lot. Do they have smile classes in their American schools?’

‘No, I don’t think so.’ But what do I know?

‘So have you any idea which celebs you want to meet?’

‘Jim Carrey or Tom Hanks. Are they in Streatham today?’

‘That’s unlikely.’

‘Is it because Streatham’s a dump?’

‘No, they’re probably in Hollywood making films.’

‘Oh alright. Can I buy a horse? Do they sell them on eBay?’ Harry asks, the master at changing the subject.

Probably.

‘That’s out of the question.’

‘But I want to ride the horse through the shopping mall and tie it up outside Sainsbury’s when I go to get my Kit Kats. Do horses like Kit Kats?’

‘No they don’t.’

‘What about twirls?’

‘Harry, we’re not getting a horse, OK? Now what do you want to do tonight?’

‘I need to have a massive crap.’

So after discussing my mother-in-law’s mortality, ambulances driving through red lights, Americans being taught to smile at school and purchasing a horse on eBay, we are on our way home so Harry can go to the toilet.

I do remember very clearly spending a whole day with Harry with the sole purpose of toilet training him.
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‘What am I going to do for eight hours?’ Laura asks.

‘Just go shopping or run a marathon; I don’t care. I just need to have the whole day with Harry,’ I reply.

‘I really think this is a waste of time.’

‘Maybe, but I’m willing to give it a try.’

Laura kisses Harry on the forehead and leaves without acknowledging me.

Harry’s toilet issues are proving extremely stressful and stopping him from getting into any nursery school. He just loves to smear his excrement everywhere – on the furniture, carpets, walls, bed linen, computer and TV screens – practically everywhere apart from inside the toilet bowl.

Today I am going through all the exercises in the book that claims to toilet train the most disabled of people. I can but hope that it will work for my son.

I take off Harry’s nappies and give him savoury snacks like crisps and peanuts followed by several cups of water. As per the book instructions I do this at various parts of the house and we then make a dash to the toilet. After nearly three hours of this activity Harry finally pees into the toilet for the first time ever. I feel absolutely elated. This may seem a little over the top but this is a massive step forward and going to make our life so much easier.

I continue giving him snacks and water and a couple of hours later he pees again. I jump up in the air as if I’ve just scored the winning goal in the World Cup Final. Harry just stares at me.

I had purchased some special dolls and a miniature plastic toilet and in between all this activity I show Harry several times how to pee and poo into the toilet using the dolls.

After seven and a half hours I finally give up with only half of my two targets successfully achieved. I venture into the kitchen to prepare the dinner and it isn’t long before I can smell something very familiar. The TV in the living-room is covered in excrement and it’s all on Harry’s hands. I close my eyes and start to cry.

A few minutes later Laura arrives home.

‘Didn’t work then?’ She asks as she enters the living-room.

‘He did pee in the toilet a couple of times.’

‘OK, that’s a start. Well done, Harry.’

I detect a disappointed tone in her voice which surprises me as she seemed to have zero expectations that any of this would work, but I’m also frustrated as the smearing of his poo is causing us all the problems at the nursery school and at home.

However, little did I know as I’m disinfecting the TV that the next day Harry pooed into the toilet and never smeared his shit ever again.
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We’re in our local Italian restaurant. These are the times I enjoy the best; just the two of us.

The waiter approaches our table.

‘Are you ready to order?’ He asks.

‘Are you the same crowd that made that shit food on the aeroplane when we went to Italy last year?’ Harry inquires.

‘No, we don’t provide the plane food.’

‘OK, Harry, what do you want to eat?’ I ask my son.

‘Have you got any food that’s not Italian?’

The waiter stares at Harry and then glances over at me.

‘My son’s autistic,’ I say to him.

He immediately smiles at me.

‘What would you like to eat?’ He asks Harry.

‘Steak and kidney pie, chips and mushy peas.’

‘OK, I can arrange that,’ he replies, probably thinking of popping over to the fish and chip shop a few doors down.

‘Why the hell are you insulting the Italians?’ I say, after ordering my lasagne.

‘They talk way too fast.’

I decide not to pursue this conversation.

‘So have you decided who’s going to be your best man?’ I ask my son.

‘It’s a shame that Bruce Forsyth’s dead, cos I would’ve definitely asked him.’

That makes me feel so much better.

‘The wedding’s only three weeks away, you must make your mind up soon.’

‘I did send a letter to Lee Mack.’

‘The comedian?’

‘Yes.’

‘Did he reply?’

‘Not yet.’

‘Why did you choose him?’

‘He makes me laugh, although he’s not really funny when he has that beard.’

It seems that the essential credentials to be a best man is to be alive, clean shaven and funny. I tick the first two boxes and maybe the third, after a couple of glasses of wine, but I’m still not in the running.

I’m actually feeling quite depressed that Harry hasn’t asked me. Maybe he doesn’t fully understand how important it is. I’m clinging onto that theory.

I cannot believe that Harry is getting married. I just never thought that it would ever happen. Bernadette is a lovely girl and perfect for Harry. I’ve never seen them argue. I don’t think a ‘normal’ girl would tolerate Harry and his ways. I don’t know what the statistics are for relationships between autistic and ‘normal’ people but at a guess I would think it would be quite low. Having said that I’m assuming that in autistic male/female relationships it isn’t that common either, that’s why I am thrilled for Harry that he’s found someone. I suppose I’m no different from any other parent.

‘Is Bernadette looking forward to seeing the priest tomorrow?’ I ask.

‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘She doesn’t like all the different colours in the church windows.’

‘But they’re beautiful stained glass windows from medieval times.’

‘She doesn’t recognise the person in the window.’

‘It’s Jesus.’

‘Him again?’

‘Harry, what have I told you a million times about being disrespectful to the church?’

‘But why can’t they have a Lee Mack window; without the beard?’

I have spent the last month talking to Social Services about Harry and Bernadette sleeping together once they got married as they have to give it the OK, which they have. However, I haven’t yet discussed this with Harry, but no time like the present.

‘Jerry said that you’ll be sharing a bed with Bernadette after you get married. Are you looking forward to that?’

‘If she snores I’ll tell her to sleep in the corridor.’

Making a relationship work is all about compromise isn’t it?

‘You’ve never shared a room with anyone before, do you feel nervous about it?’

‘Although she loves my Thomas DVDs she wants to line them up in alphabetic order but I always have them in date order. That’s going to be a problem.’

‘Anything else that concerns you?’

‘Batman.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Adam West is the best Batman ever. He was in 128 episodes from 1966 to 1968. I loved it when he kicked that shark in the face and then killed him with the anti-shark repellent spray in the 1966 film.’

‘Why is that an issue?’

‘Bernadette thought that the shark was only trying to kiss Batman’s leg and that Batman didn’t need to kick the shark’s face.’

She didn’t seem bothered then that Batman eventually killed the shark!

‘Does she like all the other actors who play Batman?’

‘No, but I don’t either.’

‘Will you be going to bed at the same time as Bernadette?’

Harry is extremely particular in his sleeping arrangements. He nearly always goes to bed at five minutes past nine. Getting to sleep is another matter as he tends to watch his DVDs for a few hours before nodding off.

‘No, she goes to bed at 9:45 and wants to go to sleep straight away.’

What a novel concept.

‘But there’s no way that’s going to stop me watching my DVDs.’

So the future of their relationship depends on coming to an agreement on how to line up Harry’s DVDs, accepting a difference of opinion on Adam West and whether Bernadette can sleep when Harry plays his Thomas DVDs in bed. Slightly different issues to most other married couples.

Since Harry was a baby, sleeping has always been an issue. In fact it was one of the reasons that led to Laura’s breakdown that in turn led to the end of our marriage.
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‘I’ve got a big day at work today, can’t you see to him?’ I ask Laura.

‘I did it yesterday.’

‘Yeah, for the first couple of hours and then I took over.’

‘I need to sleep; just do it.’

I make my way downstairs to find Harry in our garden throwing my Elton John LPs into my neighbour’s garden. I manage to stop him before I lose Goodbye Yellow Brick Road.

‘Get in now!’ I shout at my son.

It’s quarter past one in the morning. I’m sure that the neighbours are now familiar with our night time antics.

Harry can get by with only a couple of hours sleep and maybe catch up with a nap during the day. Unfortunately, I don’t have that luxury at work. This sleep deprivation has been happening since Harry was born. It’s like living with a new born baby for the past three years.

‘Let’s go to bed,’ I plead.

‘No sleep.’ Harry defiantly responds.

I try to guide him upstairs but he refuses to move. On some nights I lift him up and lay him down in his bed, but this never works because only a few minutes later he makes his way downstairs.

‘Thomas video,’ he tells me.

Reluctantly I put on a Thomas video in the living-room. He has a TV and video recorder in his bedroom and he refuses to watch anything there. It has to be in the living-room.

Harry puts on a Thomas The Tank Engine video and sits on the floor in front of the TV. Although he’s seen this video a hundred times he’s still transfixed by it.

Knowing that I’m here for the long haul I make myself a cup of tea and plonk myself down in the armchair. I don’t want to fall asleep as this gives Harry the perfect excuse to go searching for goodies. I once caught him opening up a packet of paracetamol at two o’clock in the morning. That petrified me. Now all of the medicines are kept under lock and key.

I don’t dare start reading as that will inevitably send me to sleep, so I sit through the less than enthralling Thomas video.

‘Come on, Harry, it’s time for bed,’ I say after the video has finished.

Harry just ignores me and puts in The Little Mermaid video.

I switch off the TV and gently attempt to pull Harry up by his arms, but he’s having none of it and gives me a kick in the shins in protest.

‘That hurt,’ I shout at my son, but he switches the TV back on and stares at the opening credits of The Little Mermaid.

I know whatever I try I’m not going to win this battle so reluctantly I settle back in the armchair to view the video for the umpteenth time. I nod off after about half an hour and when I wake up again at three minutes past four Harry is watching another Thomas video. He’s looking tired so I turn off the TV and this time my shins escape another attack.

I guide Harry upstairs to his room and set the alarm for five-thirty and as usual I lay down alongside him.

It’s going to be another tough day at work.
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‘I want to drive to Southend-On-Sea to see Kerry this morning,’ I say to Harry.

‘That’s going to take one hour and thirty minutes by car to get there and about one hour and thirty minutes to get back. That’s wasting my time.’

‘Harry, Kerry’s my wife, I have to see her.’

‘Just get another wife instead, then we don’t have to make that crap journey. There’s plenty of wives in Streatham.’

‘As soon as you’ve had your bath and get changed we’re going to Southend-On-Sea; OK?’

‘But the beaches there are full of stones. What’s all that about? Did they sell all the sand to the bloke who owns Bournemouth?’

Before I have a chance to reply Harry speaks again.

‘And those fucking seagulls are evil bastards. I saw them fly down and grab a couple of chips off some old bloke and he didn’t even tell them off. Maybe the seagulls were his pets? They scare the shit out of me.’

As the traffic was heavy it takes us just over two hours to reach Southend-On-Sea.

‘We’re thirty-two minutes late. You fucked it up again,’ Harry says as we approach Bridget’s house.

‘No, I didn’t, there was a lot of traffic.’

‘But the internet said it will take one hour and thirty minutes and it took us two hours and two minutes. You really are a shit driver. Have you taken your driving test yet?’

‘Yes, I took it in 1981.’

‘But that’s a few centuries ago. You must have forgotten how to drive since then.’

‘Harry, we’re here now.’

‘But the internet said…’

‘Forget what the fucking internet said,’ I shout at my son.

I glance up and see my mother-in-law standing at her doorway.

‘How are you feeling now?’ I ask her, feeling somewhat embarrassed.

‘All the better for hearing you effing and jeffing.’

‘Sorry about that,’ I meekly reply.

‘Come in, Kerry’s just taken Niall to the toilet. And how are you, Harry?’

‘Pissed off.’

‘Why’s that?’

‘I’m in this shithole town and where the hell’s your carpet gone to?’ Harry asks as he enters the front hallway.

‘I just had wooden flooring put down. It’s so much better.’

‘It’s way too hard on my feet. I won’t be able to get to sleep tonight because of this,’ Harry says pointing to the floor.

‘Don’t worry about it, Harry, you’ll be fine. How’s your cold?’ I ask Bridget.

‘It’s fine. I don’t know why Kerry even bothered to come here, but of course it’s always nice to see her and Niall.’

Kerry and Niall came down the stairs to greet us. The hug that Kerry gives me is restrained, especially as it’s been three weeks since I last saw her.

Kerry has that distinctive Irish look – long, ginger hair, fair skin with striking green eyes. She’s short and slim and still a beautiful woman.

Niall is a good four or five inches taller than her with dark hair and despite his passion for food he remains trim.

‘Hello, Harry, how are you?’ Kerry asks.

‘Fucked off. I thought you said that your mum was going to pop her clogs? She looks like she’s still got a couple of weeks to go yet. We came down here for nothing.’

Kerry and Bridget look confused.

‘Don’t worry, Harry’s got the wrong end of the stick,’ I explain.

Niall approaches me. He licks my hand and twists my nose.

‘Are you OK, Niall?’ I ask.

He then takes off one of his shoes and gently taps the top of my head.

Licking, nose twisting and placing a shoe on my head are typical Niall greetings.

‘Do you want to watch Thomas And The Magic Railroad?’ Harry asks Niall holding up his DVD and portable DVD player.

Niall bangs his fist on his forehead, which means that he’s either excited or frustrated. This time I think he’s excited. He has a huge lump at the top of his forehead due to his constant fist banging. I doubt it’ll ever go away.

‘Alec Baldwin should’ve won an Oscar for playing Mr Conductor in Thomas And The Magic Railroad but instead those Oscar simpletons gave it to that Spacey bloke for that ridiculous film American Beauty. What’s all that about? If I was Baldwin I’d sue Oscar,’ Harry tells Niall as they walk into the living-room.

‘Your mum seems OK, you could’ve come home,’ I say to Kerry.

‘She’s old now, David. I worry about her.’

‘Do you also worry about our marriage?’

‘That’s not fair.’

‘Well it seems to be me who’s making all the effort to see you.’

‘David, Niall is thriving in his home and I have to be with him at the weekends. You’ve got to see that?’

It’s understandable that Kerry is concerned about her mother, but Bridget just has a mild flu and it seems to me like she’s using any excuse not to make that trip to Streatham.

It’s obviously less stressful for her not making that journey and just spending her weekends with Niall. Harry and Niall do get on better now than in the past but they’re both extremely unpredictable, so when the four of us are together it can be absolute chaos.

Is Kerry choosing an easier life at the expense of our marriage?

‘Niall is just so happy in Brighton,’ Kerry tells me.

‘Of course and I’m genuinely thrilled for him, but we’ve been living apart for eighteen months and I just can’t see how we’re going to resolve this.’

Kerry gently rubs my back. ‘Let’s not talk about this right now.’

I was about to reply when Bridget approaches.

‘The boys are settled. I’ve got some tea and cake in the kitchen. How does that sound?’

We both smile at her and follow her into the kitchen.

As we’re chatting, my mind wanders back to my first marriage with Laura. We were together five years before Harry was born. We shared a lot of the same interests, going to concerts, the theatre, holidays abroad etc. They were really happy and carefree years. We always wanted children and talked about having at least two, so when Harry was born we were absolutely thrilled. The early months of Harry not sleeping extended into years and slowly the sleep deprivation and Harry’s increasingly strange behaviour began to take its toll on both of us.


		
CHAPTER EIGHT: 1994
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We arrive home from the latest nursery school after hearing another bad report on Harry. This is happening every day now. How much longer can this go on?

‘Why’s Harry so different to all the other kids in the nursery school? He doesn’t interact with any of them and his speech is also behind his peers. I’m worried,’ Laura tells me.

‘I know, but give it time; he’ll catch up,’ I reply.

‘Are you living in cloud cuckoo land? There’s something seriously wrong here, David. Can’t you see that?’

‘So what do you want to do?’

‘I dunno, go to a professional; a doctor or a psychiatrist?’

‘Don’t you think you’re overreacting?’

‘No I fucking don’t. Harry’s different and I can’t work out why. He never makes eye contact with us ever and when was the last time you saw him smile?’ Laura asks.

‘He’s a serious boy, that’s nothing to be concerned about.’

‘He doesn’t interact with us at all. Do you think that’s normal as well?’

‘But the staff at his nursery say that he’s just a little slow.’

‘What the fuck do they know? They’re just child minders, nothing more. I can’t take the endless sleepless nights, his unprovoked aggressive behaviour and his total lack of involvement in anything apart from his beloved Thomas The Tank Engine videos. It’s tearing me apart. I just don’t know what to do next.’

‘OK, OK, let’s go and see that child psychiatrist in Wimbledon that Helen used to see when she was having issues with Charlie. I think her name was Carol. I remember her saying that the sessions were really helpful. Maybe she can unravel some of Harry’s behaviours and if nothing else we could get her to write a referral letter for our doctor to take this further.’
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