	The Clock Ticks On
by Emelia
 
alone in my room full of people....and yet the clock ticks on... alone in my classroom full of people...and yet the clock ticks on... alone on the yard full of people... and yet the clock ticks on... alone in the mall full of people.... and yet the clock ticks on... and yet the clock ticks on, and on, and on....


	Autistic Identity 

by Dave Spicer 

They ask me questions.
Carefully, I answer, so deliberate, explaining
Once again the sense in why I do things as I do.

They show me aspects of "the world"
like cheating, violence, lies, deceit,
and tell me I must know all this
to function in it. Simply put,


They cannot see the path I follow.
Me, I know it's there - it doesn't seem
like home somehow, but nowhere does, and look what
their religion says - to "be not of this world but in it".
That's about
just how it is

and how it goes
this path that leads a different way
that what they'd hoped for.


Then they cry - I see the track
a tear makes down a face, and wonder
why they aren't at peace. The weather's
not so bad inside here, really, kind of quiet
watching through the window, seeing, hearing,
sitting, thinking, contemplating all the noise outside


They say "that's how the world is". Fine, but their frustration,
living in that world, gives pause
to folks like me who feel their pulling
hear their pleas
receive their training
all designed
so we can "join them" -
do we have to? There?


	                           That Asperger Kid 

                              by Dave Spicer

                 He gets upset and runs off screaming -
                 that or sits there fish-eyed, dreaming
                 who knows what from who knows where -
                 so weird, that kid, he sits and stares
                 at nothing. Nothing! Every day
                 the same act. I give up, okay?


                 I mean, we tried to understand him.
                 Couldn't do it. Gotta hand him this -
                 he's good at being strange
                 he damn well better change
                 because we're right. No little pansy
                 any more, he's gonna learn to be a man
                 and take his orders.... 
                 Now what? What's the use of trying?
                 Look - he's down there crying on the floor
                 I just can't take this any more.


                 We never know what's going to happen
                 wish he'd shape up, cut the crap and
                 grow up, join the world of men,
                 but whadja expect? he's one of THEM.


	
We Too Shall Grow
Written by Frank Gillett


As trees in a forest grow, standing tall,
Bending to external pressures
And holding fast by internal strengths,
We too shall grow.

Even as each new day brings their roots
More tightly intertwined, not choking
Or stunting growth but strengthening and
Providing a stronger base for one another,
We too shall grow.

As they are careful not to overshadow
The others so as to stunt growth or to
Selfishly sap energy to stand taller,
We too shall grow.

As God beckons them to spread, and reach up 
So they may grow to new heights,
We too shall grow,
Together


IF Christopher wrote a poem...
At this point in the novel, you have a sound understanding of Christopher as a character and the way he feels about the world around him.  You’ve also watched other characters react to Christopher.

In a small group of 3 or 4 (but no more), write a poem. 

Look back on what you’ve read in the book thus far, and pick one specific scene in the book (i.e. Christopher’s interaction with the police officer, Christopher finding his mother’s letters). You may write your poem from one of the following perspectives:

· Give Christopher’s take on the situation, incorporating his voice, thoughts, and style of writing

OR

· Give the other character’s take on the situation as they are responding to Christopher’s behavior

Your poem should be no less than 20 lines, and you can arrange them however you wish. 

Give your poem a title!

We will share these at the end of the block.
