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“Look me in the eye, young man!”

I cannot tell you how many times I heard that shrill, 
whining refrain. It started about the time I got to 
first grade. I heard it from parents, relatives, teachers, 
principals, and all manner of other people. I heard it so 
often I began to expect to hear it.

To this day, when I speak, I find visual input to be 
distracting. When I was younger, if I saw something 
interesting I might begin to watch it and stop speaking 
entirely. As a grown-up, I don’t usually come to a 
complete stop, but I may still pause if something 
catches my eye. That’s why I usually look somewhere 
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I was my mother’s first child, and I was like a little wild animal. I struggled to get away 
when held, but if I was left alone in the big baby carriage I seldom fussed. Mother first 
realized that something was dreadfully wrong when I failed to start talking like the little 
girl next door, and it seemed that I might be deaf. Between nonstop tantrums and a 
penchant for smearing feces, I was a terrible two-year-old.

I can remember the frustration of not being able to talk at age three. This caused me to 
throw many a tantrum. I could understand what people said to me, but I could not get 
my words out. It was like a big stutter, and starting words was difficult. . . .  Tantrums 
also occurred when I became tired or stressed by too much noise, such as horns going 
off at a birthday party. My behavior was like a tripping circuit breaker. One minute I was 
fine, and the next minute I was on the floor kicking and screaming like a crazed wildcat.
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My mind is similar to an Internet search engine that searches for photographs. I use language 
to narrate the photo-realistic pictures that pop up in my imagination. When I design 
equipment for the cattle industry, I can test run it in my imagination similar to a virtual 
reality computer program. All my thinking is associative and not linear. To form concepts,  
I sort pictures into categories similar to computer files. To form the concept of orange, I see 
many different orange objects, such as oranges, pumpkins, orange juice and marmalade.
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