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CHAPTER TWELVE  

YOU’RE OUR WORLD MY BOY 
Author: Hayley Morgan 

 

 

Introduction by Kleio Cossburn 

Hayley’s chapter begins with the feelings of losing a child pre-term and the upset the terms 
used by medics caused her. She then talks about the feelings of becoming pregnant again and how 
tests during hospital appointments were unpredictable and sensory overloading. More should be 
done to make this process more bearable for autistic mothers and to inform them if such 
accommodations are already available in their area.   

She talks about the school runs and how non-autistic parents make small talk with each 
other, which makes no sense to her. Trying to find a common ground by talking about baby facts 
didn’t work. Difficulty connecting with other parents has been discussed by many of the 
contributors in this book.   

Hayley finishes her chapter with a personal letter to her son, a reflection on the journey of 
being an autistic parent to him.  

 
 

Introduction 

Editors’ note: Below is a reference to losing a child pre-term 
 

I hated the term 'failed pregnancy'. Nobody had been let down. I was broken in a hundred 
ways but our first baby didn't fail anyone. My emotions were like tidal waves, the engulfing and 
drowning keenly felt, rather than any poetic and scenic seascape. My hormone levels surged, and 
with them hope, but never big enough to sustain.  
 
She was gone.  
 

We called her Dahlia, although it was too early to tell she was a 'she'. But we knew. 
Somehow. 

She brought us unity and love that set hard and fast, like cement. We know knew what kind 
of parents we were and we set out to heal. Part of that healing was, what we now retrospectively 
call, our Amazingly Autistic Wedding. We had fewer than 20 guests but still rushed the speeches 
to get back to our hotel room and sleep off the stress from having to 'do people' all morning. The 
irony was, that I was already 'doing a people'. Ten weeks previously, our son G had set up camp 
in my uterus and the signs were good. The signs were also abundant and I felt things earlier, more 
acutely and far-ranging than the parenting websites had described. I dismissed fluttering feelings 
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at 7-8 weeks gestation as every website pointed to it being intestinal gas. This was the first step on 
a long journey to appreciating my heightened sense of interoception. 

As my pregnancy progressed, I fell in love with the stubborn personality who kicked mugs 
off my belly, who did his first big movements and turns after tasting his grandmother's lamb rogan 
josh. 

Not long after the flutterings made their debut, the first appointments with midwives and 
doctors began. At this point I hadn't considered that I was even neurodiverse so ‘first time Mum 
nerves’ took more than its fair share of blame. 

I frantically asked Mum's friends about what happened at each appointment, terrified I'd 
have an NHS-sanctioned poke and prod without warning. Having sensory input from my new 
internal environment as well as the usual ones outside added to my sensory load. 

These meetings also introduced me to the notion that baby's wellbeing is measured 
quantitatively rather than holistically. My logic knew, being from an education background, that 
stats are important for monitoring. My heart felt sad for this little boy being so pathologised. Little 
did I know this would be the trend he'd continue on.  

After disclosing to midwives and health professionals that my husband was in the process 
of being diagnosed with Asperger's, their intake of breath would often mark a change in pace and 
tone. An extra box to tick, extra scrutiny over how we bond with the baby. I was observing and 
predicting their reactions after a lifetime of watching people as an undiagnosed woman. Something 
hubby and I are quite good at, to a forensic degree in some cases. 

Every reaction we predicted came true in terms of how people would view our parenting. 
Patronising chats here, misplaced concern there, all based on the stereotype of a cold and 
emotionally removed autistic person.  

Our close family and old friends provided the unconditional acceptance we so needed. 
Pregnancy was a dichotomous experience of extremes and grey areas. As a child I’d imagined that 
the physical act of being pregnant and giving birth would be a sensory experience too much to 
handle. In reality, surrendering to the biology of it, enjoying the brand new senses and researching 
every kick meant I navigated my way through being pregnant quite easily. 

One spanner in the baby-making process was Gestational Diabetes. It’s difficult for any 
Mum to be faced with a serious disease and an even more serious diet regime. Being autistic added 
pressures: I struggled to find any supportive tones in the consultant meetings and couldn't 
communicate about struggles when they happened.  

My hyper-focus meant I learned quickly and thoroughly with my new diet and four-daily 
blood sugar readings. This same focus meant I became almost obsessed over controlling the 
diabetes and took any bad readings personally. When the doctor implied that poor control over my 
diet correlated with pregnancy danger, I took this literally as causation and let the fear of this 
overshadow my whole pregnancy.  

Not having the communication tools while carrying my baby added a lot of stress. Feeling 
like education and health professionals are talking over and through my presence is something that 
I've contended with a lot since becoming an autistic mother. 

Now he's older, nothing is more representative than the school runs. I stand there, brain 
desperately trying to pluck out appropriate responses to the half-dozen loud conversations swirling 
around me like a cloud of smoke and just as choking.  
 
“Did you watch X Factor last night?” 
“No, I don't watch reality TV.” 
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“That's all you want at the end of the day, init! A glass of wine, some Big Brother and online shoe 
shopping!” 
“Nah. I don't drink alcohol, I don't watch reality TV and I only wear two pairs of comfy shoes.” 
 

By now they look mentally exhausted by my answers, my mind is whirring and trying to 
think of something diplomatic. There must be common ground… 
 
“Did you know babies are born without knee caps?” 
 

My attempt at small talk didn’t so much falter at the gate but rather bolted back to the barn, 
wheezing. When an NT doesn't get an answer they find appropriate, they rarely ask for more detail, 
but often just move along. Yet we are supposed to be the rigid thinkers… 

This inability to meet at the middle will be something my son faces in the future. From the 
moment he was born he's endured prejudice: expecting typical 'boy behaviour' instead of his 
nurturing soul, suspicion over his temperament and health professionals pathologising his 
milestone achievements instead of celebrating his qualities. 

But what I hope for is that our efforts to reassure him for who he is counteracts the 
medicalised, detriment models used by those he meets during his formative years. 

To help bolster this confidence I want to write to him, and children like him (past, present 
and future) with an open letter. It’s kinda like a better version of my Millenium Time Capsule 
because it doesn’t profess a love of Ricky Martin. 
I promise. 
 
 
My boy, 
 

I write this on an iPhone SE. Google it and have a giggle at the old technology Mum and 
Dad used to use. Is Google even used as a verb anymore? The possibilities are endless! But, my 
boy, the certainties are what I'll start with.  

My love for you is the biggest definite in the universe. Just as measurable and reliable as 
gravity, but not bound to this world. Bringing you into this world was a gift for us and our family, 
but you've turned out better than we could've imagined. I want you to know this, I want you to 
know that we love you with our hearts, our muscles, our souls. I can already see this has given you 
a bedrock of confidence beyond your years. My boy, you may need it. 

You may have noticed that sometimes Mum takes you in earlier or later than the other 
parents but you never get told off for being late. That's because Mum told the teachers about how 
being around too many noisy people made Mum have a headache. See, if you find something 
difficult then you must tell someone what, why and when, then they should try to fix it. That's what 
being kind means and it's very important to be kind. 

This world is tough. But your Dad and I are a lot tougher, so you don't have to be. See, we 
didn't know when we were little that our brains were wired differently. Brilliantly.  These 
differences keep you safe, like when Dad can see bad people from a long way away. Or like when 
Mum can tell people are lying just by looking at them.  

Some of these differences keep you entertained, like when Mum writes you stories and 
Dad paints so beautifully. And it's so funny when Dad does an amazing impression of someone 
after only meeting them for seconds. This is because we see things in so much detail. We are very 
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lucky to have that! Imagine not seeing the one brown leaf in a tree most people walk past? Or not 
smelling the sea when we open our windows in the morning? 

Your brain is wonderfully unique too. Even though they use the same word to describe us, 
we are as different as anybody else. You were born discerning, stubborn and intuitively caring. 
Your brain makes you stand out from the crowd and it's as much a part of you as your big hands 
and Indian heritage. 

With your uniqueness comes challenges you'll have to face, my boy. We will give 
everything we’ve got to remove any hurdles we come across, but sometimes they will be very big 
and it will make us feel sad. Though, as long as we do what is right for us, we will be fine. 

You're only three and people are already telling you how clever you are. Don't let this go 
to your head and remember: there are as many kinds of intelligence as there are people. Just 
because we love reading books and can remember facts, this isn't the only way our brains have 
value.  

We are a kind and fun little family who love to laugh. That is the simplest way we see 
ourselves, but because people think they don't understand us, a few see us as weird and unlike 
them. You see, we are like other families in many ways: we get the wrong number of cabbages on 
our Tesco order, we are always surprised by how much stamps cost and run out of toilet paper at 
awkward times. We love our family, enjoy hobbies, get scared and anxious all in one day, just like 
everybody else. 

So when you're told that you're clever and different every day, be smart enough to know 
you’ll never know everything. And that's the most exciting thing in life. 
 
You're our world, my boy. 
 
Love, 
Mum and Dad. 
 


