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To Mom—now the world can see how much you have given me.






1 Diagnosis: Autism
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This book should not exist. Diagnosed with autism at age five, struggling with severe language delays, unable to succeed in a traditional elementary school, Jory Fleming wasn’t expected to graduate from high school. There was no guarantee he could complete four years of college. The thought that he would be awarded a Rhodes Scholarship to study for a master’s degree at England’s prestigious Oxford University was practically unthinkable to almost everyone, including Jory himself.

Yet today, Jory has an MPhil from Oxford appended to his name.

This is not a happy-ending, motivational story or a step-by-step manual for how people with autism can achieve success. Jory is the first to say he does not want to be a poster child for autism or think he can provide an easy answer key to autistic understanding. “I’m certainly not expecting anyone to completely understand autism who doesn’t have it. That’s unreasonable. In the same way, I can’t fully understand them. Even if two people who are very well-intentioned try to explain it to each other, there will be some things where both of us will shake our heads or shrug our shoulders and be like, I can’t get there.”

Rather, Jory’s story is a window into what it is like to live in a world constructed for neurotypical brains when your mind is not. It is the story of what it is like to begin each day knowing that you are fundamentally different from every other person pouring coffee or tea into their mug. It is a memoir of life inside a gifted and disparate mind.

As Jory shares his insights into thinking and navigating in a neurotypical world, it may lead you to question basic assumptions about how all of our minds work.



The first few times I spoke with Jory, my brain hurt. Physically hurt, the way my muscles wince after moving stacks of heavy boxes or on that first spring afternoon when I dig too long in the garden. Twice, I had to stop; my concentration was shot, mentally following his train of thought was akin to swinging a pickaxe through a channel of my own brain that had closed over years ago, or perhaps had never existed. And yet I think those images and that exhaustion are as close as I can get, in my own words, to explaining what it is like for Jory when he engages with much of the outside world.

He speaks so powerfully about the mental energy required for him to move through his day, of the constant balancing act he must undertake to manage the sensory chaos produced by the human world and yet still have his mind remain open and engaged, rather than drained and shut.

It got easier, for me, and I hope for him. I became more adept at following his kaleidoscope of ideas. Our conversations were never linear; instead, they expanded outward and veered sideways without fixed destinations. I came to appreciate his abhorrence of small talk; he became grudgingly tolerant of my requests for lists of things, such as words that make sense to him and words that don’t, which he found tedious, and I found illuminating.

Gradually, as our chats continued, I began to reassess how my own brain is wired. Are there some situations where it is far better to approach a problem largely devoid of emotion? How imperfect is language in communicating? How much weight should be given to words? How much information do we miss when we interact with a group in a crowded room? And still bigger concepts: What is culture? What is disability? Who has value? Should imperfection or illness or painful difference be scientifically edited out of our genetic code and of society at large? Should it not? What is the deeper meaning of birds? What is faith? Plus one sentiment that stopped me cold: “Because no human-generated space is going to be a safe space for me forever.”

And most of all, how to capture that in a book?

The answer: let Jory speak for himself.

To that end, I sat with hundreds of transcript pages from conversations, many conducted over Skype, but some had on walks through the British university city of Oxford or seated on park benches, overlooking quaint English gardens, surrounded by the twitter of birds.

We would often circle back to the same topic weeks or even months apart, so I took the liberty of grouping related material in one place. I cleaned up the usual excesses of likes, reallys, justs, and half phrases, while leaving a few behind. I pruned back the many things and somethings and general repetition where it hindered clarity. Since Jory’s words flowed from conversations, I included various forms of prompts, whether a question, a transition, or an identifier to give some context and architecture and a bit of a sense of our back-and-forth. The beginning also contains a brief guide to brain science and the development of our scientific understanding of the human brain, to ground and contrast with Jory’s depiction of how his own mind works.



You won’t find Jory recounting extensive details from his childhood or his life before college in these pages. He doesn’t remember much of anything, aside from a few stray images—a toy rocking horse that he found uniquely terrifying or a deep snowbank that he sank into. He also doesn’t remember much about growing up with his older brothers, Arich and Tyler, or his younger sister, Lauren. He recalls his childhood friend, James, and his surrogate grandmother, Miss Nancy, who lived across the street in South Carolina, but very few specifics. Most of the other people that he encountered made no lasting impression on his memory.

The keeper of Jory’s personal narrative is his mother, Kelly Fleming. She is the one who can relate the history of Jory’s early years and his autistic spectrum odyssey. (She remains an integral part of Jory’s life; she relocated with him to Oxford, England, to care for his medical needs and to make sure that Jory got any additional support he might require.)

Their story begins when Jory was six weeks old and nearly died from a kidney infection that progressed to meningitis. Kelly was in her fourth year of medical school in Lexington, Kentucky. It was her second day back in class when the babysitter called the school. Jory was having trouble breathing and was not acting right. A trip to the doctor became a trip to the local hospital, where he was diagnosed with a kidney infection. When Jory’s head began to swell and doctors tapped his spine, Kelly was standing in the room. Where there should have been clear fluid in the needle, there was pus. He was rushed by ambulance to the University of Kentucky’s teaching hospital and into pediatric intensive care. Jory had a raging E. coli infection in his bloodstream. In many babies that young, such an infection can be fatal. Jory survived, but his left side was weak, so he was sent to physical therapy at a child development center. At five months old, he had surgery to correct the defect that had caused the kidney issue.

By twelve months, he was being seen by physical, occupational, and even speech therapists. The therapists mentioned that his language development was very delayed. At a year, Jory had not progressed much beyond the preverbal skills of a ten-week-old baby. It was also clear that much of the outside world was intolerable to him. He had “sensory integration disorder,” Kelly was told.

Jory was placed in ankle braces to help him walk—he still has leg braces for stability and relied on a walker for longer distances until he was nearly a teenager. He was also sent to a pediatric neurologist, who diagnosed Jory with mild cerebral palsy.

The doctor said one other thing to Kelly, which barely registered. He told her that after reading the reports from the child development center, “I would worry a lot more about these speech issues.”

“At the time, that just went right over my head,” Kelly says. “He was eighteen months old. I wasn’t that worried. It seemed like all his problems were physical. Autism,” she adds, “wasn’t even out there in my mind.”

The family moved to Indiana. In preschool, Jory refused to play with other kids. He would only sit in a stationary rocking chair. In playgroups, if another child snatched Jory’s toy, he wouldn’t react. After having two older, far more rambunctious boys, Kelly thought to herself, “Wow, he’s really good.”

When Kelly was pregnant with Jory’s sister, Lauren, she had to rush to the Emergency Department and left Jory with a babysitter at a neighbor’s house for six hours. “He is the best two-year-old I have seen in my life,” the woman told her when she returned. “He was so good. All he did was sit on the floor with his little fire engine and spin its wheels.”

At the same time, Jory’s sensory issues grew worse. He hated anything squishy and anything that moved forward or backward. He would not ride a wheeled toy; he would not mash Play-Doh. In response, he screamed. After one particularly awful session when Jory was about three, an occupational therapist suggested Kelly take Jory to a psychologist who specialized in autism. Kelly recalls, “I was really, really mad. I thought, ‘The poor kid has cerebral palsy, and that has nothing to do with autism.’ ”

Except Jory couldn’t really communicate. He had started to say words, but the words made no sense to anyone but him. He would repeat words, or maybe part of a phrase from a commercial on TV, but he often did not string sentences together in ways that made sense to other people.

“I remember we had a little cassette player, and I would ask Jory, ‘Do you want your music?’ Usually he didn’t say anything. But one night, he said, ‘It’s a cold night.’ I answered, ‘Yes, it is. Do you want your music?’ and he said again, ‘It’s a cold night.’ I finally realized that probably what he’d heard me do was say, ‘It’s a cold night,’ and start the music. After that, if he wanted the music on, he said, ‘It’s a cold night.’ He’d never say yes or no. I figured out that ‘it’s a cold night’ meant yes. If I didn’t get ‘it’s a cold night,’ I wouldn’t play the music because he didn’t want it. His brain had put words together and made a connection, but it was a connection that no one else got.”

Then there were the hours of screaming. Jory would arrange his toys, a card game on the floor, or Thomas the Tank Engine trains on a train table, and if anyone touched them or changed their order, he would scream for as long as five or six hours. He insisted the dining room chairs be pushed in an exact way. Nothing could comfort him. Kelly remembers one winter when there was snow everywhere. “There was no getting in your car and going for a drive. There was only go upstairs and try to cover up the sound. Really, there was nowhere any of us could go in the house where we couldn’t hear the screaming.” Jory’s older brothers, Arich and Tyler, “knew something was wrong with Jory. But it was hard for them. They all had to give up a lot.”

After many months of evaluations and a move to South Carolina, the diagnosis came back: autism.



Jory also had digestive issues, which are common for many kids with cerebral palsy, in addition to severe, self-imposed food preferences, a frequent hallmark of autism. He was given what was supposed to be a temporary feeding tube following a stomach surgery for reflux. But when the tube was inserted, it perforated Jory’s intestine. He contracted another life-threatening infection and faced a long recovery. He still relies on a feeding tube for essential nutrition. Each day, he wears a light backpack that delivers a constant supply of nutrients via a thin, plastic line. At the same time, Jory was also diagnosed with mitochondrial disease. Found in nearly every human cell, mitochondria are the energy factories of the body, transforming oxygen and nutrition into the “power” source that allows humans to function.

As his medical condition stabilized and improved, Kelly focused on targeted developmental and academic interventions, a special school program, and occupational and physical therapies. Jory still was not speaking in intelligible ways and often not communicating with words. Instead, he learned to get a picture of a juice cup from a Velcro board and hand it to Kelly. “It had to be a picture on the picture board or else he didn’t know how to ask for it. He could repeat the word juice and could say it but wouldn’t use it to communicate that he wanted juice.”

In South Carolina, Jory was enrolled in an autism program for kindergarten. After one year, however, the program disbanded, and Jory was mainstreamed into a regular classroom. He hated it. “When the bus would come to pick him up, he would just scream,” Kelly remembers. At school, he often walked the halls with an aide. “It took me a while to learn that being around other kids seemed to shut him down entirely. He would withdraw into himself and want to get away. We had hit a real roadblock during those years,” Kelly continues. “Everything was so stressful and upsetting to him. I can’t imagine what it’s like if you feel that the whole world is just bombarding you, and you are upset the whole time.

“Little kids learn so much by watching people around them, but he spent his time throwing himself on the floor and screaming. And after it was over, he still wasn’t watching. Every small thing had to be taught to him in little, broken-up steps. Even today, a package that needs to be opened, or something that has to be put together, he has a really hard time with. Especially the more practical it is.”



At age eight, at the start of second grade, Kelly decided to try to homeschool Jory. “When I started to homeschool him, he began to learn a lot faster and read a lot faster. I think the reading really helped with his speech development because he could see, Oh, these words go together to mean something.” But she adds, “I can say things to him now, and he still doesn’t understand what I’m saying. He doesn’t process it. And he is aware of that. He tries to look at me, I’ll tell him something, and I’ll ask, ‘What did I just say?’ And he’ll respond, and it will not be what I said.” A central struggle was any type of sequential direction: “Telling him to go to the laundry room and turn the light on, we might get one of those things done. For a long time until well into the teenage years, I couldn’t give him more than one instruction at a time.” Those challenges continue today. Recently Kelly asked Jory “to see” if a store had something they needed. Jory returned empty-handed but assured Kelly, “Yes, they have it.”

What clicked with homeschooling was the structure, but also the mental breaks. “It was very much at his own pace and what his mind could handle. When his brain needed a break, the learning stopped.”

Kelly became not only Jory’s sole teacher, but his therapy coordinator and the person who eventually pushed him beyond his comfort zone. She recalls having “to be on it all the time. Every moment was a teachable moment.” And her every moment belonged to Jory. “It takes over your entire life. I couldn’t have my career anymore. I didn’t have a social life.” She is also very clear that her route is not for everyone. It may not be feasible, nor is it necessarily the best solution.

“My best hope at one point was for him to finish high school. Then once I realized he was learning a lot and was able to take a couple of college courses in high school, I started to believe he could go to college, with support. I thought if he finished with a degree, I would be so happy. I never thought he would win a Truman Scholarship or a Rhodes Scholarship.” Jory was awarded both.

Jory’s intellect wasn’t always visible, even to Kelly. “He’s got some kind of ridiculous genius brain that is not shown to anyone,” she explains.

One reason that Jory’s brain stayed “hidden” was that he did not share his thinking in traditional ways. Until he was about eighteen, he did not enjoy speaking and did not want to engage in conversations. He thought of verbal communication as necessary only to “exchange information,” otherwise, he “didn’t see the point.” But Kelly adds, “It never occurred to me that having autism could be a bonus later for high-pressure interviews. He doesn’t feel the pressure. He can just block everything else out.”

When he speaks, Jory is also, in Kelly’s words, “brutally honest. He can’t lie. He’s going to give a very blunt, honest answer. He’s not going to think about how to please anyone else or what they want to hear.”



Jory is blunt and honest. But nuanced too. He holds strong views, but they are tempered by logic, rather than emotion. And he is highly capable of articulating multiple sides. He dislikes arguments—although he did not hesitate to dismantle a few of mine—gives no weight to passion, and is quite comfortable with seeing the hand of a Creator in our human world.

He is also acutely aware of his own perceived shortcomings, whether it is a lack of emotional acuity, a tendency to interrupt, or the need for constant vigilance to monitor what he says and how he says it, lest he risk offending, or as he puts it, “bulldozing” someone else. But there were times as I listened to him speak so critically of himself that my own heart ached for him, a twenty-five-year-old, who not so long ago could not find the words to ask for a cup of juice and could only string together “It’s a cold night.” Now he holds himself—and is being held—to a high standard of conversational perfection. He must navigate an increasingly fractious world where often, for many of us, each word must be weighed, measured, and be meticulously chosen.

When Jory and I sat together for an Evensong service in the Worcester College Chapel in Oxford, amid the centuries-old densely carved dark wood, with candles glowing, and a colorful, imaginary kingdom of painted plants and animals almost dancing on the walls in the flickering light, I listened to the chaplain recite the Lord’s Prayer. As I heard the familiar phrase “Lord, forgive us our trespasses as we shall forgive those who trespass against us,” I glanced sideways at Jory, leg braces steadying his calves and ankles, with his faithful service dog, Daisy, at his side, her body down but her head raised, watchful and alert. I doubt the early Christian Gospel writers who penned those lines could have conceived of them being read—in English—to an autistic man in the twenty-first century, in an age that sits on the cusp of genetic engineering and artificial intelligence and openly debates the quest for a more perfect human.

But here we are. Who among us will define the concepts of intelligence and perfection? And how? Those unanswered questions appear like a running stitch woven through Jory’s and my conversations and this book.



I’d like to think that Jory came to enjoy, and perhaps even look forward to, our conversations, which traversed everything from the finer points of philosophy to our mutual dislike of the smell of geese poop. I know that I did.

In Jory’s pages, in addition to a fair number of big ideas, we discuss such assorted topics as emoticons, pundits, manuals for college peer leaders, and role models. And through it all, he tells his own story: we delve into his perception of what allowed him to gradually surface and remain engaged for longer stretches in a neurotypical world.

“At least some part of me recognized that even though the world was not in any way set up for me and I did not like it in many instances, for whatever reason, I still wanted to be part of it. To be a part of it, you have to play by the rules that the larger system constructs. But you always have the freedom of your internal space, which you can cultivate apart from that.”

This is a journey to that inner space. I am humbled and grateful that Jory has shared it with me. What follows in these pages are my very best efforts to share it with you.






2 Brain Space
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For centuries, the heart was what mattered. Ancient Egyptian embalmers removed every organ but the heart, believing it to be the reservoir of all human intelligence and emotion. The Greek philosopher Aristotle, writing in the fourth century BC, agreed and proclaimed it to be the dominant organ in the body. He identified the adjacent lungs and outlying brain as merely secondary or “minor” organs, whose chief role was to cool the all-important heart.

Not everyone was convinced. Other early philosophers and physicians argued that the brain had its own intrinsic value. Hippocrates, who gave us the physician’s Hippocratic Oath, identified it as the reservoir of “joys, delights, laughter and sports, and sorrows, griefs, despondency and lamentations,” while the surgeon and philosopher Galen theorized that the brain was the seat of our “rational soul.” He located our spiritual soul inside the heart and decided that our third soul, responsible for appetites and pleasure seeking, was housed in the liver.

More than two millennia later, the brain has superseded every other organ. In a master feat of human engineering, this three-pound mass has evolved to fold over upon itself so that it still fits inside the confines of our skulls. Spread out and smoothed, the brain occupies roughly three times the surface area of its bony container. Its true size is comparable to a pillowcase (and how interesting that the place where we lay our heads is in fact head-sized). The brain is now recognized as the controller of every bodily function and every intellectual pursuit. It is what automatically ensures that our lungs breathe and our hearts beat. It processes sound and taste, sight and smell and touch. Every creative impulse and numerical calculation we make arises in the mind. Every word spoken and every memory stored begin in the brain.

But what is our brain?

Starting with crude autopsies and continuing to today’s high-resolution brain scans, researchers have identified three main components of the brain—the brain stem, which is responsible for basic bodily functions, including breathing, heart rate, body temperature, sneezing, coughing, vomiting, and swallowing; the cerebellum, which oversees muscle movements, posture, and balance; and the cerebrum, the largest section, which sits atop the other two regions. The cerebrum is the area known for having two hemispheres, right and left, and it manages our senses—hearing, vision, touch, smell, and taste—as well as speech, reasoning, emotions, learning, and fine motor skills. If we want to read a book, listen to an opera, or build a building, we need our cerebrum.

The cerebrum’s surface has yet another name, the cortex. This is where the human brain develops its distinctive folds—the peaks and valleys that make it resemble a rugged landscape, or, alternatively, a shelled walnut. The cortex functions a bit like a communications grid, transmitting messages, information, and signals across and through the brain’s various regions.

So now we have a structure, a hierarchy, and a communications system, but how does that all work? How do we see, smell, and taste, but also think and philosophize, remember and forget?

Only in the last two centuries have scientists identified specialized regions of the brain, each tasked with performing different functions. Before that, it was believed that the brain acted together as a whole—it also didn’t help that early proponents of localization had some odd ideas. At the start of the 1800s, Dr. Franz Joseph Gall argued that the part of the brain responsible for memory was located behind and above the eyes because, as he noted, people with “good” memories had “bulging” eyes.

It took decades of cutting apart the brains of the deceased, often from those who had survived with varying degrees of brain damage from strokes, accidents, and injuries, as well as electrode and other experiments on animal brains, for scientists to develop a more accurate map of which region does what. (All of this is further complicated by the fact that the names for the various regions are mostly derived from the names of surrounding skull bones, so there is a lot of confusing Latin-based terminology. No one says, “memory zone”; instead, it’s the temporal lobe.)

Established brain science has since subdivided the human brain into four lobes inside each of the cerebrum’s two hemispheres. Each lobe has different responsibilities. For example, personality and judgment are two aspects ascribed to the frontal lobe, along with concentration and self-awareness, while the parietal lobe toward the rear of the brain handles language interpretation, pain, sense of touch, and spatial perception. The occipital lobe below it interprets color, light, and movement to create vision, and the temporal lobe at the bottom is assigned, among its tasks, memory, hearing, sequencing, and organization. Contiguous to these lobes lie additional areas, which make up the association cortex and whose functions are still being unraveled.

What is certain is that for all this mapping, no two brains are exactly alike. The exact locations that oversee crucial activities vary from person to person, even if by less than a millimeter. Sometimes, they vary by a lot more. While most people’s language and speech abilities are housed in the left hemisphere, more than one-third of people who are left-handed have some or all of their speech abilities located in the right hemisphere.

Inside our minds, the transmission of information also differs. We all have axons, a scientific term for nerve fibers, which conduct impulses and thus information among regions of the brain, but the pathways followed by these axons are not identical. We are truly all wired slightly differently. Perhaps very differently.

Two recent projects to produce neural imaging scans of children and adolescents who have been diagnosed with autism spectrum disorder show that their cortexes, the communication and processing hub, have more folds, called gyri, in specific regions of the brain than those of children and teens who are considered “neurotypical.” Those with autism spectrum disorder also have differences in the thickness and thinness of various parts of the cortex. In other words, their brains appear physically different.

Which takes this book to its central place: let’s put aside our own assumptions and step out of high-resolution imaging and the pulsing noise of the MRI machine and meet Jory Fleming, a brain of one.

“My ‘in-group’ is just me” is how he puts it. “I never feel like I can ever make assumptions about anybody, because every time I’ve tried to do so, it doesn’t work very well.”

In addition to the challenge of autism, Jory still must cope with the lingering effects of mild cerebral palsy as well as his metabolic condition, mitochondrial disease, which reduces his ability to fully process nutrients from food. Along with requiring a feeding tube to receive specialized nutrition, he is limited in what solid foods he can eat. (Interestingly, numerous medical researchers are now focused on the relationship between bacteria in the human gut, digestive issues, and autism, including the direct link between the intestinal system and the brain via the vagus nerve. This nerve transmits signals between the gut and the brain stem at the nearly supersonic rate of 100 milliseconds—far less time than it takes us to swallow or take a breath. In fact, medical science is finding possible new links between the gut microbiome and other diseases, such as Parkinson’s, as well as an array of mental health issues and additional brain anomalies.)

Perhaps, then, it will come as no surprise that Jory opts to explain himself by beginning with the concept of a neurotypical versus an autistic “menu”:

Jory Fleming on Jory Fleming:

JORY: I don’t exactly introduce myself as “Hi, I’m autistic Jory. How are you today?” A lot of people don’t know I am autistic. If I’ve known someone for a while, it will usually come out at some point. I’ll also bring it up myself if it’s relevant or if for some reason it impairs my ability to do a task in a group. But it’s not what I say to people I’m meeting for the first time. It’s not really useful information.

I also feel like it’s different than having a physical “illness.” You can address an illness. If you have cancer, you might be cured of cancer, depending on the type of cancer, of course. There’s a possible future where that illness is not present. Knowing that fact changes your reaction; you immediately see an illness as a negative. You think, I’m not in a state of health because I have this illness. But with autism, this is just my state. There is no other state and there is no future possibility of a different state, so there’s nothing more to think about. I certainly wouldn’t want to wear a scarlet letter for autism so that everybody knows I have autism when I speak with them.

The best comparison I can make is that because of my metabolic condition, I’ve never tasted Hardee’s Monster Thickburger, with one hundred and seven grams of fat, or a slice of triple chocolate cake. I have no idea what they would taste like. I know that they exist, I’ve seen commercials, but I have no actual knowledge, no conception of what they are. But I also don’t sit around thinking about Hardee’s Monster Thickburger or a slice of triple chocolate cake. If I could eat them, perhaps I would think about them more. In that analogy, having autism as opposed to being neurotypical isn’t a huge irritation. It’s more like every now and again, you are reminded that everyone else gets the burger or the chocolate cake. You sit at a table and realize everyone else is ordering off a different menu and is able to share what they ordered, while there is nothing on the menu for you. You think, Oh, I’m not part of that. But it only happens now and again, and then you just move on. It’s not helpful to dwell on it, because nothing will change; it’s just the way things are.

LW: How do you describe yourself?

JORY: My Twitter bio says I’m an enigmatic and eccentric thinker. If I was describing myself and telling somebody more than just the sort of factual sequence of events, I would probably talk about that.

I’m a walking trivia storehouse. I love facts. I love reading the news, listening to podcasts, just absorbing stuff. I really like to see people thinking about large-scale world problems, environmental problems, social problems. I like to think that problems can be solved. I’m really interested in meeting other people that feel the same way.

I generally consider myself to be kind of a strange person. I like to have fun but not in the ways that other people like to have fun typically. I like to play board games. I like to talk about weird things. I hate small talk. I like to hang out with other people with similar lines of interest. I don’t like meeting strangers. If you become my friend, you’ll know that you’re part of a small group but one that I value really highly. I like to meet people, but I don’t like to call many folks my friends. I’m sort of a mixed extrovert and introvert in that regard. I don’t necessarily mind meeting other people, but I like to choose who I spend time with.

If somebody is interested more in me, I might tell them about some of my disabilities. Although, if I was just meeting somebody, I don’t think I would unless they asked. I also usually don’t introduce myself as religious, but if somebody else likes to think about religion, then I do like to talk to people about that as well. But I don’t like to lead off with that necessarily. Just because I say I’m religious, I won’t try to convert you and that kind of thing. But if somebody else likes to talk about those things, I like to talk about them. I’m very curious.

I’d probably start by saying, I’m from South Carolina, family basics. Usually I would mention college because I’m meeting other people of a similar age at this point. Then I would talk about what I study and why I study that. If I like them, I can go on forever about that with no problem.

I would say something to the effect that I consider myself to be from South Carolina, and my family comes from Kentucky. I have two older brothers and a younger sister, and if somebody wants details, I would say I was homeschooled since the second grade, and my mom was my teacher for all that time. She was an excellent teacher. I wrote a lot in home school and got to find out what my interests were. I liked to play tennis, still do from time to time. In home school, I found out that I really liked geography, so that’s what I decided to study, and it conveniently worked out that the school right down the road had one of the best programs for that, so I started at the University of South Carolina. I added marine science after I met my academic advisor and learned to love that as well. From that came my interest in technology and science and the world. That journey took me on some very unexpected paths. I applied for some scholarships and ended up in England.

I know the value of education from experience, and I recognize that between therapy and Mom homeschooling me, I had a lot of very active interventions in terms of educational assistance in that regard. On one level, my transition from nearly nonverbal to, you know, whatever this is, being over here studying on a Rhodes Scholarship, was not like me just flipping a switch in a room by myself in the dark. It was very much of a constructed experience, and I was not the one constructing it. In some cases, I was being helped along on the journey by Mom and many others.
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