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Simon K.



“My ‘yes’ is real only if I say it myself — not if I echo yours.”

— Simon K., Entry #8
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Entry #7 — “When a Hobby Becomes an Enclave”

Date: March 14, 2024

Mood: Quietly joyful, tinged with gentle sorrow for lost focus

Triggers: Construction noise outside the window, scent of fresh glue, an unexpected phone call

I don’t collect stamps. I don’t hoard coins. I don’t keep concert tickets or bundles of old letters tucked away in boxes. My sanctuary? Plastic scale models of jet engines — 1:35 scale. Not planes. Not cockpits. Not landing gear. Just — engines. Turbofan, turbojet, ramjet. GE90, Rolls-Royce Trent 1000, Pratt & Whitney F119. The ones that hang beneath wings or in tails, humming like wrathful deities, propelling tons of metal through the clouds.

No one understands why engines, specifically. Not even I can always explain. But here’s what I know for certain: when I hold half a turbine in my hands — painted a perfect titanium gray, its compressor blades microscopically aligned at precisely 17.5 degrees — I feel the world stop trembling.

This isn’t a hobby. It’s an enclave. A zone where physics behaves predictably, where every screw has its place, where mistakes can be fixed with sandpaper and glue — not apologies and tears.

Morning Ritual Before Assembly (Checklist):


	Brew tea — black, no sugar, 92°C, steeped exactly 3 minutes, 15 seconds.

	Turn on white noise — specifically “rain on glass,” not “ocean,” not “forest.”

	Spread out the blue vinyl mat — not green, not white. Blue absorbs glare.

	Arrange tools left to right: tweezers, scalpel, brushes 00, 0, 1, Tamiya Extra Thin glue, cotton swabs.

	Put on in-ear headphones — not over-ear, not wireless. Only wired, with foam tips.

	Adjust lighting — 5000 K lamp, 850 lumens, diffused. No shadows on parts.

	Breathe in deeply — three times, slowly, through the nose. Not magic. Shoulder-tension release.



If even one step is skipped — assembly doesn’t begin. Not because I’m “stubborn,” but because outside the ritual lies chaos. And in chaos, I lose myself. Then the engine won’t come together. It’ll remain a pile of plastic shards — just as I become a heap of scattered nerve impulses.

Once, at university, I forgot my headphones at home. During a thermodynamics lecture, the professor began explaining the Brayton cycle — and I saw it. Not equations. Not graphs. I saw air rushing into the compressor, compressing, heating; fuel injecting into the combustion chamber; flames driving gases through the turbine — and in that moment I leapt up, interrupted the lecturer, and began explaining why the final-stage turbine blades curve exactly as they do, and not otherwise.

The classroom laughed. The professor frowned. The girl in the front row whispered, “Is he some kind of engineering maniac?”

I sat down. Blushed. Said nothing.

That evening, at home, I assembled half a V2500 engine in two hours — flawlessly. And I cried. Not from shame. From relief. Because there, in that plastic labyrinth of blades and ducts — no one laughed at me. There, I was right. There, I was home.

People think autism is about limitations. About “can’t,” “don’t know how,” “don’t understand.”

But my engine? It’s about boundlessness.

I can study turbine cross-section schematics for hours. I can identify, at a glance, which engine powers a passing Boeing 777 — by nozzle shape and exhaust-vane placement. I can explain why the CFM56 became history’s best-selling engine — not because it’s “the best,” but because its modular design cut maintenance costs by 37%.

This isn’t “weirdness.” It’s depth. Precision. Love, expressed in microns and degrees.

Once, a journalist came to me. Wanted to write: “The Autistic Man Who Knows Everything About Jet Engines.”
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