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Jeanette Purkis spent her early life reacting violently against her feelings of embarrassment,
anger and confusion about her 'difference' from other people. She was unaware until well into
adulthood that everything she found difficult, including her lack of success in forming
relationships, could be a result of having Asperger Syndrome.Used to being a misfit from a very
young age, Jeanette found that being a member of a group in which she had a label - Jeanette
the Communist; Jeanette, Enemy of the State; Jeanette the convict; Jeanette the drug addict -
gave her a sense of order she could depend on, particularly in prison, where each day had a set
routine and the inmates accepted her because of her rebel attitude. Finally diagnosed with
Asperger Syndrome at the age of 20, the author only began to accept her diagnosis some years
later when she felt for the first time that she might learn to cope with being herself.Jeanette's
remarkable life and her journey towards finding a different kind of normal is compelling and
inspiring reading for people with autism spectrum disorders, and those living or working with
them.

From The New England Journal of MedicineThis book is the second in a Nutrition and Health
series, planned as resources for physicians and nutritionists with a view to answering the
questions of their patients and clients. The series highlights and reviews recent research and is
said to be intended not only for professionals but also for their clients, students, and educated
consumers -- a wide audience, indeed. In the first book in the series, Preventive Nutrition: The
Comprehensive Guide for Health Professionals (1997), Bendich and Deckelbaum covered
broad, disease-oriented themes -- cancer and cardiovascular disease, among others -- and
closed with some ideas about nutrition and prevention in both the developed and developing
world. In this new book, with ``Primary and Secondary'' in the title, there appears to be a similar
thematic structure and a final section on critical issues for the 21st century.There are strengths
to this book, some of which may be in tension with the notion of teaching professionals and their
clients. It is easy to forget, when one lives in the developed world (and this is a very United
States-centered book), that nutrition in the developing world is not a matter of professionals and
their clients but a matter of economics, bureaucrats, and climate. The chapter by Underwood, for
instance, reminds us strongly that not all nutritional problems are to be found in the developed
world and that understanding childhood blindness, for instance, requires a solid grasp of social
epidemiology -- of ``poverty, environmental deprivation, and social disparity.'' Underwood
outlines local solutions to vitamin A deficiency, such as homestead gardening, but reminds us
that plant breeding and fortification immediately set up a conflict between individual and
community need and the ability to pay. She argues that no single, vertically implemented
intervention is likely to be sustainable; that female literacy is critical; and that local leaders, the



poor, and women are all part of the solution.In contrast, the chapter by Fournier and colleagues
fails to tackle the current lack of consistent evidence that soy is really important for protection
against cancer. There is considerable enthusiasm among health-food advocates and members
of the soy industry for soy as the explanation for differences in cancer rates between the United
States and Asia. Even if this is true, it is not necessarily a solution that can be translated into
disease prevention; there is a substantial difference between a Japanese woman who has been
exposed to high levels of soy and its isoflavones since she was in utero and a North American
woman who is beginning to take a genistein supplement at the age of 52; the uncontrolled
experiment is already well under way. We need a stronger message that much research is still
needed. The authors are careful, nonetheless, to remind readers that any recommendation is for
the consumption of soy foods, not soy extracts.Discussing the use of supplements more
generally, Patterson and colleagues explain how surprisingly little evidence there is to support
the use of supplements to prevent cancer. Given the size of the supplement industry and thus
the widespread use of supplements, now might be a good time for nutritionists to advise clients
on the benefits of vegetables and fruits, which have a much wider variety of potential (and yet
unidentified) phytochemicals than any pill.Lands, reporting on alcohol, reminds us that the
consequences of alcohol consumption are mostly deleterious and even that to lower the risk of
cardiovascular disease, ``alternate preventive nutrition tactics other than alcohol drinking are
available.'' However, he does note that the median intake of one or two drinks per week in the
U.S. population is much lower than the one to two drinks per day that is suggested as the upper
limit of consumption that may lower the risk of cardiovascular disease. Still, this ignores the fact
that most studies of consumption understate population intake by about half.The section on
issues for the 21st century is perhaps the most problematic. There is no mention of several of
the principal areas of nutritional deficiency (iodine, iron, and vegetables and fruit), the problem of
lack of physical activity, the growing sentiment against genetically modified food, and the
increasing problem of bacterial contamination of the food supply, particularly in the United
States. Furthermore, economic and environmental issues -- discussions of food security,
malnutrition, global climate change, and environmental degradation -- are nowhere to be found.
The chapters on issues for the future would have benefited from the useful, if iconoclastic,
thinking of the nutritionist George Blackburn or the historical perspective and scholarship of
Henry Blackburn.The book is splendidly free of almost all inappropriate nutritional claims (for
instance, claims for trans fatty acids, alcohol, and supplements) but suffers from disorganization:
some section headings in the index do not match the layout of the book, and there appear to be
missing pieces -- chapters that were never received, perhaps.In short, this is a book with some
very useful, carefully crafted chapters that may indeed inform several groups of readers.
However, there is no real sense of coherence around the topic of primary and secondary
prevention. Perhaps the next book in this series will be both well structured and well written.John
D. Potter, M.D., Ph.D.Copyright © 2001 Massachusetts Medical Society. All rights reserved. The
New England Journal of Medicine is a registered trademark of the MMS.Review"This new text



synthesizes a wealth of information on what is and what is not known about the benefits of
nutritional strategies for the primary and secondary prevention of disease and the promotion of
health. It could not be more timely. . .[it] helps establish the present state of knowledge, and
thereby advances the art and science of preventive nutrition."-Foreword by Alfred Sommer, MD,
MHS, Dean of the School of Hygiene and Public Health at Johns Hopkins University, Baltimore,
MD"The research reviews are rigorous, balanced and critical. . .many of the chapters in this book
are well worth reading. Reading the chapters as a whole is an interesting experience, taken
together, they make a strong case for the importance of plant-based diets to health...the book is
a useful reference."-American Journal of Clinical NutritionFrom the Back CoverAt a time when
health professionals regularly interact with patients who are unclear about what constitutes
appropriate nutrition or who exhibit little personal dietary control, the need to establish effective
nutritional strategies for the prevention of disease and the promotion of health has become
critical. In Primary and Secondary Preventive Nutrition, leading international physicians and
researchers illuminate the role of diet, dietary factors, and nutrients in optimizing health and
reducing the risk of specific disease conditions in both healthy individuals and those with pre-
existing conditions. These experts present balanced reviews of the latest research on the role of
nutrition in preventing and slowing the progression of cancer, cardiovascular disease, diabetes,
renal disease, obesity, osteoporosis, osteoarthtitis, and autoimmune disease. They also provide
new insights of great value to the consumer on the effects of soy, fiber, and retinoids, as well as
on the contrasting effects of trans- vs long chain fatty acids. Each chapter concludes with the
authors' reader-friendly assessment of the current state of the science, as well as clear
recommendations based on the totality of clinical evidence.Up-to-date and authoritative,
Primary and Secondary Preventive Nutrition constitutes the single most comprehensive
resource for health professionals seeking to improve individual health outcomes through
nutrition. It provides balanced, well documented answers to the most frequently asked questions
concerning preventive nutrition, as well as a sound basis for discussing the public health
implications of preventive nutrition strategies and their effects on health care costs.Read more
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ForewordIt takes a lot of guts to own up. Jeanette Purkis must then be one very gutsy person. In
Finding a Different Kind of Normal Jeanette takes us through her various incarnations from a
church-going Christian to her acceptance of being gay, to being a raving left-wing extremist and
into prison and mental institutions and her eventual diagnosis with Asperger Syndrome. On the
way, we also see Jeanette the artist, the loner and the optimist. Jeanette shows us much about
the childhood, adolescence and early adulthood of someone with Asperger Syndrome. But



Jeanette also takes us to that uncomfortable reality where Asperger Syndrome, personality
disorder and outright sociopathy ebb and flow. Whilst the debate rages as to whether those with
Asperger Syndrome have empathy, can lie, or are even, as we most fear, ‘psychopaths’,
Jeanette takes us right into the heart of those questions and shows us the human face of such
things and that ultimately there is a matter of ‘choice’ and that insight is possible, self-control,
foreseeable. Hers is far from a pretty story. But pretty stories don’t take us to the difficult answers.
Whilst there are certainly many people with Asperger Syndrome who have had different, more
‘tasteful’ challenges than her, there are many families who live isolated even from the community
of autism support who have children with the challengesJeanette has lived with and come to
manage. I would recommend this book to those families and all manner of health, welfare and
education professionals associated with them, and beyond this to those who simply want to
learn about those dark spaces in order to better appreciate the light spaces too.Donna Williams

1.Being in the World but Not of ItIn south-eastern England, 1974, my birth was just what my
mother had hoped for – a younger sister for my brother Dean to play with. I’m told I was an odd
baby; I would not let my father touch me, I’d go rigid if he came near and only seemed to want
affection from my mum. I’d stare up at the curtain rod and not look at people. My parents thought
I had a problem with my eyes so they took me to the doctor who treated me for a ‘squint’ or lazy
eye. Yet after my vision was corrected I’d still stare at the curtain rod and not at any of the human
inhabitants of the room.In my earliest dream I was in a bed in an octagonal room. There was that
feel when the light is just right and the sun is shining in. The walls were white and there were no
objects in the room other than me, the huge bed I was lying in and a heater mounted on the wall
above my bed. It was like nothing could go wrong in the world. Then, without warning, the heater
above my head dropped from the wall, hitting me and I assume killing me. During my childhood I
was terrified of the unexpected, of fire, of losing control.I admired my brother more than anyone
else in the world. It was as if he owned the moon. Everything my brother did I wanted to do. He
went to kindergarten, I wanted to go to kindergarten. He went to school, I wanted to go to school.
I thought he was wonderful and that everything he did must be wonderful, too. When I went to
kindergarten I found it did not live up to my expectations and was a scary place full of kids who
moved in a world I didn’t understand. They’d all play games together and I didn’t know how to
join in. I liked their chants – ‘I’m the king of the castle, you’re the dirty rascal’ – but their games
were somewhat alien to me. I had no idea how to join in with other children and would attack
anyone who came too close. I beat up a four-year-old boy when I was three and the teacher
made me sit in the corner and told the dog, a Jack Russell who I’m sure was little capable of
biting anyone, to bite me. I was terrified and thought the dog would do exactly as she said. I
spent the rest of the day huddled in the corner trying to avoid the dog who came over
periodically to have a sniff at the little girl crouching on the floor.When I turned four I was
technically old enough to go to school. I already knew how to read and write, having been taught
by some elderly friends of my parents. This couple were delightful people who strove to



introduce me to the academic world they inhabited. They took me to museums and galleries,
stately homes and the nearby Cambridge colleges. They took me to some mansion and
explained that the spectacularly painted ceiling was ‘rococo’. I thought this was such a lovely
word that I said it throughout the day and probably for weeks afterwards. They also took me to
the Scott of the Antarctic museum, which left me revolted for days as some mouldy chocolate
from the expedition was on display. I had had a phobia about mould and decay ever since I could
remember.My school teacher was a Scottish lady who I didn’t like very much and the other
children were strange and rude. Try as I could I did not know ‘the rules’. My brother tells me that
during my first week at school I took off my dress and pulled down my underpants in the school
yard and the teacher’s aide came and ‘dragged me away’. For some reason I had a phobia of
children who had been off sick and would attack them without a second thought. I also lashed
out at anyone who came too close, as I felt my world was being invaded. If another child came
too near me while collecting art materials, I would punch or push them until they had left my
personal space and was always surprised when I earned the wrath of the teacher for doing this;
to me it made perfect sense. My reading age was years beyond my actual one and my
knowledge of the subjects I was interested in, such as space exploration or fungi, was quite
impressive for a five-year-old, yet it was decided I was disturbed and needed to see a
psychiatrist. He was an older man with curly white hair who was always kind. I loved the painting
on his office wall, which was colourful and had pictures of trees that looked like lollipops. I now
had to go to a special class for special children, too. It was on Thursdays and my mum would
take me from school, causing questions from the other kids. From my parents’ attitude I knew
there was something embarrassing about the fact that I had to go to these classes. I remember
eating sand from the sink and a boy shoving my head in the sand and throwing my glasses out
of the open window. That was the last time I went to Thursday afternoon class.I loved eating
mud, playing in fresh-mown grass or spinning around in circles. The best way to do this was on a
sunny day looking into the sun with your eyes closed. Then you got a double whammy – your
eyes were full of orange and your head was spinny and dizzy. Playing on the monkey bars was
pretty good, too, providing no one else was using them. I didn’t like the older kids, who treated
me as if I were crazy or a bit slow. There was a boy called Jason who came from a large farming
family. Jason would come up to me and say ‘Suck my cock Jeanette Purkis.’ The first time he
said this I had no idea what he wanted me to suck but I worked it out pretty quickly. I was five. He
was ten years old.When I was five Heather was my first friend. Her biological parents had been
Jamaican but she was adopted as a baby by a white English family. The other kids picked on her
as she was the only black kid in the school. I had no idea of what racism was; it had never
occurred to me to judge anyone on the basis of skin colour. Heather and I would sit together and
draw. Her hair was unlike any hair I’d seen before and felt marvellous when I touched it. I wished
I had hair like Heather’s; I’d say ‘I want your hair’, to which she would reply ‘I want yours.’ When I
was about seven Heather left to go to a private school. I missed having someone to talk to and
compare hair with.My brother had a girlfriend. Her name was Tara. She was a tiny girl and I could



see why Dean liked her so much. I’d grab Tara and kiss her as many times as I could – on the
arms, legs, face, everywhere. Dean stayed in contact with Tara all through school so I used to
still see her too. I’d pick her up and kiss her even when I was 10 or 11.I had a nemesis at primary
school. Our hatred of each other was mutual and we never lost an opportunity to pick on one
another or fight physically. Emily was one of Jason’s many siblings. Emily was a ‘tomboy’ and
only wore trousers. She had to wear a skirt for a school singing concert once and she burst into
tears and went home rather than put it on. My mum tells me that one day I attacked Emily and
strangled her. My mum came to pick me up, as I’d been suspended. She saw red marks around
Emily’s neck.I was very good at befriending cats and would go to people’s houses just to play
with their cat. I could spend hours talking to the feline inhabitant of a house but I’d only say hello
and goodbye to the human members of the family. One time my parents took me to a cattery and
I was in heaven! There were hundreds of cats, all of them for sale. I went and patted as many as I
could and was even sad when the lady showed me some sick cats in the vet clinic there. I had
never been sad about sickness or death in people but felt for the poor, sickly cats, wishing they
would get better and worrying that they might die. We’d go to people’s houses after church for
Sunday lunch and I’d be delighted if they had a cat. I could occupy myself for hours playing with
kitty and not having to bother with talking to people. I went to visit the secretary from primary
school because she’d told me she had four cats. I went there on a Sunday afternoon and spent
about four hours with the cats in the garden. I went to a classmate’s house, mainly because she
told me she had several cats. She was a little upset that I spent most of my time there talking to
the cats and the rest of it talking to her mum. I wasn’t the slightest bit interested in the kinds of
things children my own age had to say, yet could carry on conversations with adults about my
various interests.My interests at age eight were mainly cats and Doctor Who. I’d write stories
about time travel and space or illustrate lengthy books with meticulous drawings of every breed
of cat I knew. I would pretend to be The Doctor from Doctor Who and made a cardboard model
Tardis to send off to a TV show called Jim’ll Fix It in which the presenter, Jimmy Savile, would ‘fix
it’ so kids could fulfil their desires. My letters (and there were a good many of them) always
requested that I visit the set of Doctor Who and meet the actors. I found out, after about my tenth
letter – the one in which I made the cardboard Tardis that had the letter written on the inside –
that a little boy had already been on the set of the show. I was devastated, but cheered slightly
when my parents bought me a money tin shaped like an old police box, like the Tardis in the
Doctor Who series was. I was fascinated by technology and loved anything new. My calculator
was a good friend and I would never type in an easy sum like one plus one in case it thought I
was an idiot.When I was nine my tiny primary school of 30 kids got a new headmistress, Mrs
Knight. I saw her as a second mother. While the previous head had found me disturbed and
difficult, Mrs Knight encouraged my talents for writing and drawing and made me feel clever and
mature. One day I came into school with a poem I’d written the night before about the Fire of
London. Learning about this had affected me deeply as I was terrified of fire. I showed my poem
to Mrs Knight and her response seemed inexplicable. She read it a couple of times and went to



her office. I thought I’d offended her somehow or that she thought my work was badly written, but
she came out of her office in an excited state and told me it was ‘marvellous’ and that I should be
proud. She had probably gone to photocopy it. Mrs Knight seemed to love working with children
and had exciting ideas. When there was a general election in Britain she had the class get into
groups and design a school logo, then campaign for our group’s logo and put it to a vote. The
successful logo actually became the official one for the school. We were encouraged to put on
plays of our own invention and at school assembly we’d often find that she’d organised a
speaker from the village to talk about one thing or another. My favourite was the African lady who
told us all about going to school and growing up in Africa. I was fascinated and longed to learn
more about other places in the world and meet people from everywhere. Mrs Knight started a
book of her favourite poems and stories by children from our school and some of my poetry was
published in it. Mrs Knight was fair and even-handed; one time she stood up at lunchtime and
said that students had to eat their semolina pudding. After what seemed like forever, a student
asked Mrs Knight ‘Why don’t you eat it?’ She never told anyone to eat semolina pudding after
that.I vacillated between being almost unnaturally obedient and incredibly rebellious. My mum
likened it to the nursery rhyme of the little girl who had a little curl (‘There was a little girl who had
a little curl right in the middle of her forehead. And when she was good she was very, very good,
and when she was bad she was horrid’). So, while most days I would write poetry and draw and
read, occasionally I would do something so naughty it would get the entire school into trouble.
One day I stole the key to the sports equipment shed and hid it in a filing cabinet. Maybe I was
tired of kids picking on me for my complete lack of sporting ability, maybe there was no reason
except a desire to be rebellious. The key was missing for days and eventually Mrs Knight sat the
entire school down in the assembly area and told the culprit to come forward. The consequence
for the school should I not own up was that there would be no more swimming in the pool for
anyone. I sat still and waited with the rest of the school, knowing that nobody else would own up.
In the end, weeks later, the school secretary opened a filing cabinet and there was the missing
key – right where I had hidden it.By the time I was seven or eight I’d stopped lashing out
physically at other children but I was still definitely a loner. Mrs Knight had made me school
librarian, a job I took very seriously indeed. I learned about the Dewey Decimal System and even
remember terrorising a slightly simple boy when he accidentally knocked a shelf over. Sports
might have solved a few problems had I actually been any good at them or understood the rules,
but the few times I played sport with the other kids I only ever earned myself some rude
comments and teasing for my lack of ability or my confusion about the rules. Once I played
soccer and was delighted to score a goal and puzzled why my team-mates yelled at me.
Apparently I’d kicked the ball into the wrong goal and scored for the opposing team.My brother
Dean bought a tape deck with some money he’d saved. We invented a world of characters –
‘Sixy’ who was ‘six maypoles tall’ and could eat anything she liked, up to and including bricks
and concrete, ‘Tapey’ who was also tall and practically invincible. There was ‘Corcus’ who was
able to communicate with animals and ‘Nigadig’ the scientist who mixed chemical cures for



various ailments. This world was the focus of our games together for years to come. My mum
told me off for mixing my ‘chemicals’ – coloured water made by pouring water from a jug through
a felt-tip pen – and leaving stains all over the windowsill. I would have been 10 or 11. As these
characters, we would build elaborate houses of cards (Dean could always make the tallest
ones), then see how they would survive aerial bombardment by ball-bearings. Dean would steal
treats from the kitchen to hide around the house for me to discover: little morsels of cooking
chocolate, fairy cakes from the freezer or cooking walnuts.

1.Being in the World but Not of ItIn south-eastern England, 1974, my birth was just what my
mother had hoped for – a younger sister for my brother Dean to play with. I’m told I was an odd
baby; I would not let my father touch me, I’d go rigid if he came near and only seemed to want
affection from my mum. I’d stare up at the curtain rod and not look at people. My parents thought
I had a problem with my eyes so they took me to the doctor who treated me for a ‘squint’ or lazy
eye. Yet after my vision was corrected I’d still stare at the curtain rod and not at any of the human
inhabitants of the room.In my earliest dream I was in a bed in an octagonal room. There was that
feel when the light is just right and the sun is shining in. The walls were white and there were no
objects in the room other than me, the huge bed I was lying in and a heater mounted on the wall
above my bed. It was like nothing could go wrong in the world. Then, without warning, the heater
above my head dropped from the wall, hitting me and I assume killing me. During my childhood I
was terrified of the unexpected, of fire, of losing control.I admired my brother more than anyone
else in the world. It was as if he owned the moon. Everything my brother did I wanted to do. He
went to kindergarten, I wanted to go to kindergarten. He went to school, I wanted to go to school.
I thought he was wonderful and that everything he did must be wonderful, too. When I went to
kindergarten I found it did not live up to my expectations and was a scary place full of kids who
moved in a world I didn’t understand. They’d all play games together and I didn’t know how to
join in. I liked their chants – ‘I’m the king of the castle, you’re the dirty rascal’ – but their games
were somewhat alien to me. I had no idea how to join in with other children and would attack
anyone who came too close. I beat up a four-year-old boy when I was three and the teacher
made me sit in the corner and told the dog, a Jack Russell who I’m sure was little capable of
biting anyone, to bite me. I was terrified and thought the dog would do exactly as she said. I
spent the rest of the day huddled in the corner trying to avoid the dog who came over
periodically to have a sniff at the little girl crouching on the floor.When I turned four I was
technically old enough to go to school. I already knew how to read and write, having been taught
by some elderly friends of my parents. This couple were delightful people who strove to
introduce me to the academic world they inhabited. They took me to museums and galleries,
stately homes and the nearby Cambridge colleges. They took me to some mansion and
explained that the spectacularly painted ceiling was ‘rococo’. I thought this was such a lovely
word that I said it throughout the day and probably for weeks afterwards. They also took me to
the Scott of the Antarctic museum, which left me revolted for days as some mouldy chocolate



from the expedition was on display. I had had a phobia about mould and decay ever since I could
remember.My school teacher was a Scottish lady who I didn’t like very much and the other
children were strange and rude. Try as I could I did not know ‘the rules’. My brother tells me that
during my first week at school I took off my dress and pulled down my underpants in the school
yard and the teacher’s aide came and ‘dragged me away’. For some reason I had a phobia of
children who had been off sick and would attack them without a second thought. I also lashed
out at anyone who came too close, as I felt my world was being invaded. If another child came
too near me while collecting art materials, I would punch or push them until they had left my
personal space and was always surprised when I earned the wrath of the teacher for doing this;
to me it made perfect sense. My reading age was years beyond my actual one and my
knowledge of the subjects I was interested in, such as space exploration or fungi, was quite
impressive for a five-year-old, yet it was decided I was disturbed and needed to see a
psychiatrist. He was an older man with curly white hair who was always kind. I loved the painting
on his office wall, which was colourful and had pictures of trees that looked like lollipops. I now
had to go to a special class for special children, too. It was on Thursdays and my mum would
take me from school, causing questions from the other kids. From my parents’ attitude I knew
there was something embarrassing about the fact that I had to go to these classes. I remember
eating sand from the sink and a boy shoving my head in the sand and throwing my glasses out
of the open window. That was the last time I went to Thursday afternoon class.I loved eating
mud, playing in fresh-mown grass or spinning around in circles. The best way to do this was on a
sunny day looking into the sun with your eyes closed. Then you got a double whammy – your
eyes were full of orange and your head was spinny and dizzy. Playing on the monkey bars was
pretty good, too, providing no one else was using them. I didn’t like the older kids, who treated
me as if I were crazy or a bit slow. There was a boy called Jason who came from a large farming
family. Jason would come up to me and say ‘Suck my cock Jeanette Purkis.’ The first time he
said this I had no idea what he wanted me to suck but I worked it out pretty quickly. I was five. He
was ten years old.When I was five Heather was my first friend. Her biological parents had been
Jamaican but she was adopted as a baby by a white English family. The other kids picked on her
as she was the only black kid in the school. I had no idea of what racism was; it had never
occurred to me to judge anyone on the basis of skin colour. Heather and I would sit together and
draw. Her hair was unlike any hair I’d seen before and felt marvellous when I touched it. I wished
I had hair like Heather’s; I’d say ‘I want your hair’, to which she would reply ‘I want yours.’ When I
was about seven Heather left to go to a private school. I missed having someone to talk to and
compare hair with.My brother had a girlfriend. Her name was Tara. She was a tiny girl and I could
see why Dean liked her so much. I’d grab Tara and kiss her as many times as I could – on the
arms, legs, face, everywhere. Dean stayed in contact with Tara all through school so I used to
still see her too. I’d pick her up and kiss her even when I was 10 or 11.I had a nemesis at primary
school. Our hatred of each other was mutual and we never lost an opportunity to pick on one
another or fight physically. Emily was one of Jason’s many siblings. Emily was a ‘tomboy’ and



only wore trousers. She had to wear a skirt for a school singing concert once and she burst into
tears and went home rather than put it on. My mum tells me that one day I attacked Emily and
strangled her. My mum came to pick me up, as I’d been suspended. She saw red marks around
Emily’s neck.I was very good at befriending cats and would go to people’s houses just to play
with their cat. I could spend hours talking to the feline inhabitant of a house but I’d only say hello
and goodbye to the human members of the family. One time my parents took me to a cattery and
I was in heaven! There were hundreds of cats, all of them for sale. I went and patted as many as I
could and was even sad when the lady showed me some sick cats in the vet clinic there. I had
never been sad about sickness or death in people but felt for the poor, sickly cats, wishing they
would get better and worrying that they might die. We’d go to people’s houses after church for
Sunday lunch and I’d be delighted if they had a cat. I could occupy myself for hours playing with
kitty and not having to bother with talking to people. I went to visit the secretary from primary
school because she’d told me she had four cats. I went there on a Sunday afternoon and spent
about four hours with the cats in the garden. I went to a classmate’s house, mainly because she
told me she had several cats. She was a little upset that I spent most of my time there talking to
the cats and the rest of it talking to her mum. I wasn’t the slightest bit interested in the kinds of
things children my own age had to say, yet could carry on conversations with adults about my
various interests.My interests at age eight were mainly cats and Doctor Who. I’d write stories
about time travel and space or illustrate lengthy books with meticulous drawings of every breed
of cat I knew. I would pretend to be The Doctor from Doctor Who and made a cardboard model
Tardis to send off to a TV show called Jim’ll Fix It in which the presenter, Jimmy Savile, would ‘fix
it’ so kids could fulfil their desires. My letters (and there were a good many of them) always
requested that I visit the set of Doctor Who and meet the actors. I found out, after about my tenth
letter – the one in which I made the cardboard Tardis that had the letter written on the inside –
that a little boy had already been on the set of the show. I was devastated, but cheered slightly
when my parents bought me a money tin shaped like an old police box, like the Tardis in the
Doctor Who series was. I was fascinated by technology and loved anything new. My calculator
was a good friend and I would never type in an easy sum like one plus one in case it thought I
was an idiot.When I was nine my tiny primary school of 30 kids got a new headmistress, Mrs
Knight. I saw her as a second mother. While the previous head had found me disturbed and
difficult, Mrs Knight encouraged my talents for writing and drawing and made me feel clever and
mature. One day I came into school with a poem I’d written the night before about the Fire of
London. Learning about this had affected me deeply as I was terrified of fire. I showed my poem
to Mrs Knight and her response seemed inexplicable. She read it a couple of times and went to
her office. I thought I’d offended her somehow or that she thought my work was badly written, but
she came out of her office in an excited state and told me it was ‘marvellous’ and that I should be
proud. She had probably gone to photocopy it. Mrs Knight seemed to love working with children
and had exciting ideas. When there was a general election in Britain she had the class get into
groups and design a school logo, then campaign for our group’s logo and put it to a vote. The



successful logo actually became the official one for the school. We were encouraged to put on
plays of our own invention and at school assembly we’d often find that she’d organised a
speaker from the village to talk about one thing or another. My favourite was the African lady who
told us all about going to school and growing up in Africa. I was fascinated and longed to learn
more about other places in the world and meet people from everywhere. Mrs Knight started a
book of her favourite poems and stories by children from our school and some of my poetry was
published in it. Mrs Knight was fair and even-handed; one time she stood up at lunchtime and
said that students had to eat their semolina pudding. After what seemed like forever, a student
asked Mrs Knight ‘Why don’t you eat it?’ She never told anyone to eat semolina pudding after
that.I vacillated between being almost unnaturally obedient and incredibly rebellious. My mum
likened it to the nursery rhyme of the little girl who had a little curl (‘There was a little girl who had
a little curl right in the middle of her forehead. And when she was good she was very, very good,
and when she was bad she was horrid’). So, while most days I would write poetry and draw and
read, occasionally I would do something so naughty it would get the entire school into trouble.
One day I stole the key to the sports equipment shed and hid it in a filing cabinet. Maybe I was
tired of kids picking on me for my complete lack of sporting ability, maybe there was no reason
except a desire to be rebellious. The key was missing for days and eventually Mrs Knight sat the
entire school down in the assembly area and told the culprit to come forward. The consequence
for the school should I not own up was that there would be no more swimming in the pool for
anyone. I sat still and waited with the rest of the school, knowing that nobody else would own up.
In the end, weeks later, the school secretary opened a filing cabinet and there was the missing
key – right where I had hidden it.By the time I was seven or eight I’d stopped lashing out
physically at other children but I was still definitely a loner. Mrs Knight had made me school
librarian, a job I took very seriously indeed. I learned about the Dewey Decimal System and even
remember terrorising a slightly simple boy when he accidentally knocked a shelf over. Sports
might have solved a few problems had I actually been any good at them or understood the rules,
but the few times I played sport with the other kids I only ever earned myself some rude
comments and teasing for my lack of ability or my confusion about the rules. Once I played
soccer and was delighted to score a goal and puzzled why my team-mates yelled at me.
Apparently I’d kicked the ball into the wrong goal and scored for the opposing team.My brother
Dean bought a tape deck with some money he’d saved. We invented a world of characters –
‘Sixy’ who was ‘six maypoles tall’ and could eat anything she liked, up to and including bricks
and concrete, ‘Tapey’ who was also tall and practically invincible. There was ‘Corcus’ who was
able to communicate with animals and ‘Nigadig’ the scientist who mixed chemical cures for
various ailments. This world was the focus of our games together for years to come. My mum
told me off for mixing my ‘chemicals’ – coloured water made by pouring water from a jug through
a felt-tip pen – and leaving stains all over the windowsill. I would have been 10 or 11. As these
characters, we would build elaborate houses of cards (Dean could always make the tallest
ones), then see how they would survive aerial bombardment by ball-bearings. Dean would steal



treats from the kitchen to hide around the house for me to discover: little morsels of cooking
chocolate, fairy cakes from the freezer or cooking walnuts.As both my parents worked we didn’t
do many things together as a family, but being mindful of this, my dad planned outings every so
often. We’d go swimming or ice-skating. If we were really lucky we’d go to the movies. We also
went to that English tradition, the pantomime. I never worked out that the female lead was always
played by a man, I thought they just got obnoxious, loud women who wore a lot of make-up to do
it.The only day my parents weren’t working hard was Sunday. On Sundays we’d get up early and
get dressed in our nicest clothes; I always had to wear a dress. My mum would put a roast in the
oven and tie a scarf over her hair. Then we’d drive the ten miles to Cambridge and go to church.
When I was young my parents went to the Christadelphian church. Christadelphians are quite a
conservative Protestant group who love rules. Everything seems to be set out as a ‘can do’ or a
‘can’t do’. I thought other people were evil when I was little: the couple who got a divorce, the girl
who swore and ‘blasphemed’ by exclaiming ‘Oh my God!’ loudly, people who did drugs. Rather
than being prejudiced against these supposedly ‘bad’ people I tended to feel intimidated by
them.As I got older I started to wish we went to a more mainstream church. I felt that being a
Christadelphian only contributed to the fact that I was ‘weird’, but I still followed all the rules and
did what I was supposed to most of the time, trying to enjoy all that being a Christadelphian had
to offer. The best Sunday of the year would have to have been Sunday school prize-giving day
when all the kids were given a present – usually a Bible or religious book. On prize-giving day
they’d have a big party for all the children with party games and food. The adults would put on
plays and party acts, which for once had nothing to do with Christianity. My dad was famed for
his rendition of the song ‘Jake the Peg’ (with my extra leg). He kept his spare leg (made with
stockings and scrunched-up paper) in the cupboard and Dean and I would beg him to do it
again for us at home.Being a Christadelphian had its disadvantages too. My mum told me there
was no such thing as Santa Claus at a very early age, the tooth fairy never came to our house
and mentioning the words ‘Easter Bunny’ would usually prompt a lecture on commercialism and
true meaning and so on. When I was ten I had a craving for an Easter egg but my mum refused
to buy one so I worked on the farm for as long as it took to earn the money for the egg I wanted. I
was envious of people who didn’t have to go to church twice on Sundays. We had to go once in
the morning for the adults to have communion – known as ‘the emblems’ – and then in the
evening for the ‘exhortation’, a lecture. Christadelphians are definite fans of academic
knowledge and long words. They don’t worship in a church but in an ecclesia, an ancient Greek
word for church. I wished we could sleep in on Sundays and watch TV.My parents had many
friends from church and we’d often go to various people’s houses for Sunday lunch. My
favourites were the older ones. I’d developed a fascination with old age and thought the Sundays
when we invited older people over for lunch were always fun. I liked ‘Sister Wright’ who was 88
years old. I worked out that she was almost nine times older than me. She lived in a little house
filled with the collected junk of her 88 years. She hadn’t been upstairs in many years due to her
arthritis but I imagined all the things she’d accumulated over the years up on the second floor.



She loved Dean and I but had no idea what children liked to eat – she would give us a can of
baked beans telling us, to the hilarity of both our fart-humour-obsessed minds, that they ‘were
very good for you’. One time she was at our house and walked across the lounge-room emitting
a fart with every step and exclaimed ‘Ooh, it’s very windy today!’ This caused me to leave the
room and dissolve into fits of giggles that lasted 20 minutes.I’m told when I was very little I did
not realise that ‘Grandma and Grandpa’ were two separate, distinct people, I simply referred to
them both individually as ‘Grandma and Grandpa’. They lived in Torquay in Devon, which was a
day’s drive from our home in Cambridge. I looked forward to going to stay with Grandma and
Grandpa more than anything else. They had a grandfather clock, a Purkis family heirloom that
some long-dead ancestor had made. Dean and I would get up before the adults and watch this
clock until the magical hour of seven o’clock when we were allowed to wake the grandparents
and climb in their huge bed. Once Dean and I discussed in very serious tones the ‘fact’ that ‘a
watched clock never boils’. Grandma would always make us breakfast in bed, usually boiled
eggs with runny yolk and ‘soldiers’ of toast. Grandpa would lie in bed and ask Dean and me – his
‘little coal miners’ – how many tons of coal we’d mined from the depths of the covers. Grandpa
was a writer and had written a book on the life of Jesus that was famous in Christadelphian
circles. His office was a wonderful place filled with strange officey things like a paper weight and
desk calendar. Once (I’d left the lounge-room as all the adults were having what I considered a
‘boring grown-up conversation’) I found a table full of cakes and desserts in the kitchen and
guiltily ate a couple of slices of banana from an enormous flan. I thought it couldn’t hurt to have
another one, and another and another. By the time my grandmother came into the kitchen to see
where I was, I’d eaten every single slice on the flan. I stood there, anticipating being yelled at and
smacked. My grandma smiled at me and said ‘Ooh look. A little fairy has gone and eaten all the
bananas from the flan.’ When I was ten or so, I borrowed £17, a fortune, to buy a Nintendo game.
I was not a prompt payer of debts and this was no exception. Dean had also bought a game for
himself and had paid back the entire amount, but I’d only paid back £1.50. I told Grandpa about
my apparently desperate financial situation, not wanting to ask for money, rather to let him know
how stressful being in debt was. He told me he may be able to help my ‘monetary problem’,
pulled a pound coin from his pocket, and handed it to me. I was so grateful I couldn’t think what
to say to him.When I was ten my parents decided to go to Australia for a holiday. The family
finances being what they were, Dean and I were told we would have to stay in England with
friends. Dean got to stay with a family we knew from church and I was to stay at Agnes’s house.
Agnes was one of the two women my dad employed on the farm. She was retired but worked a
few hours for my dad. I loved staying with her and her husband, Trevor. He was a retired coal
miner who spoke in a mumbly voice that most people apparently had a lot of trouble
understanding. I was an exception to this rule. I’d always been good at understanding people
who spoke indistinctly or with a thick accent and I always knew exactly what Trevor was saying.
The thing I noticed most was that Agnes and Trevor never yelled at me (except once when I
spoke when the lottery results were being announced) and seemed to love having me around.



The weather, however, was an entirely different matter. The winter of 1984, when my parents
were on holiday in sunny Australia, was said to be the coldest for 50 years. I disliked the cold, the
freezing days and colder nights. Coupled with the fact that my parents had left me behind in this
weather while they themselves were enjoying summer, this irritated me beyond belief. I also had
to walk about a mile to feed my cat who was staying at my parents’ farm. One day, when the
maximum temperature was minus eight degrees, I walked up our road to feed the cat and the
street was covered in about three inches of ice. I fed Smokey the cat and skidded back to Agnes
and Trevor’s house. The next day Smokey came to stay with me in Agnes’s council flat.The only
drawback to staying with Agnes and Trevor was the chips. As in most working-class English
families, chips were on the menu many times a week. Agnes’s chips were consistently soggy on
the outside and hard in the middle. One night I tripped over the rug and dropped my dinner on
the floor. I was greatly relieved that there were no more chips to replace the ones I’d
dropped.When my parents returned from Australia they brought Dean and I presents, all of
which were strange and exotic for having come from so far away. I marvelled at the Australian
sweets (or ‘lollies’), which were like nothing I’d ever eaten before. I loved my comb from a shop in
Melbourne’s Chinatown, which, while being attractively black and shiny and having a beautiful
design of lotus flowers painted on it, was totally useless as a comb. My dad had bought a new
camera before they went away and had been buying amateur photography magazines and
practising taking photos of anything that moved in front of his lens. Dean and I had teased him
about his photography bug and his ‘big lens, little lens, 24 millimetre lens’. On holiday in
Australia my dad had taken many photographs including a picture of a sign on a farm gate that
read ‘These once proud bulls can no longer mate, they forgot to shut the bloody gate’. We
laughed about this for ages. We thought the pictures of landscapes were amazing. There were
also photographs of weird and wonderful creatures at Healesville native animal sanctuary,
including a green tree frog that Dean and I were certain was made of plastic and a duck-billed
platypus, as well as more commonly known Australian animals such as kangaroos and
koalas.My dad talked about Australia constantly and eventually asked us how we would feel
about moving there. My mum was Australian and had similar feelings to me about the English
winter. She wanted to go. I also wanted to go but Dean was less enthusiastic. Dean had been at
secondary school for over a year now and had made close friends. I, however, didn’t have any
friends to speak of and had spent the last six months being picked on and teased at school and
thought moving to another country would probably solve my problems.In the meantime I was
stuck in Britain. I started at secondary school in September 1985 and from the first day I arrived
kids in my own class laughed at me and called me a ‘swot’ as I was only interested in
schoolwork. After a while, anyone who took pity on me and was friendly got picked on
themselves and, with few exceptions, usually gave up and joined in the teasing. Older kids would
make sexual jokes that I didn’t really understand and ask me to hump them, screw them or fuck
them, knowing that I had no idea what they were talking about. The only thing at school I looked
forward to was Christian club. It was run by Mrs Francis and the kids in the Christian club were



often outcasts like myself to some extent and were much nicer to me than most. I also liked the
hot chocolate from the drinks machine, which cost 20 pence and was the most delicious hot
chocolate I’d ever tasted.Emily, my nemesis from primary school, started secondary school at
the same time as me and became as popular as I was hated. She would amuse her new friends
with tales of the embarrassing things I’d done at primary school. I had never truly thought of
myself as different until I started high school. In primary school there were only 30 kids and a lot
of us were a little different, meaning that some of the things I enjoyed, like talking to the teacher
or reading books in the library, did not come under fire from the other children. Talking to the
teachers at secondary school was the kind of thing that only made my problems worse, but I had
no way of knowing why this was the case. At primary school I hadn’t really cared about the other
kids or what they thought of me, they usually left me alone. At secondary school most children
went out of their way to make my life hard so I began to care an awful lot what people my own
age thought.We waited about six months to find out if we had been accepted to migrate to
Australia. My mum, Dean and myself were all allowed to migrate as we were all Australian
citizens – my mum having had my brother and me registered with the Australian consulate when
we were born. My dad, being English, had to pass all the immigration department’s rules and
regulations and go to a series of seemingly never-ending interviews. We must have travelled to
London ten times for my dad to answer another round of questions. Eventually all that was left
was for my dad to have a physical examination. A few weeks later I went to the letter box and
found a letter addressed to my dad from the Australian consulate. He had been accepted. We
were going to Australia and to a new life. I was going to start again.



Debbie Denenburg, “Raw and enlightening. I could not put this book down. It is an exceptionally
well written autobiography that is breathtakingly honest. Thank you Jeannette for sharing your
story with the world. It is a stellar example of what it means to grow up with a condition that
clouds your judgment. It illustrates what happens when help comes along to assist you in
figuring it all out and making some changes that will improve the quality of life. I have Aspergers
and I related to it very well even though my own experiences were drastically different.”

Suzie, “Dark But Beautiful Honesty. With all due respect to another reviewer here, I would not
describe this as a humorous book. The themes of violence and drug addiction don't naturally
lend themselves to comedy. Personally I think you'd have to be a bit sick to laugh at the author's
very painful story. It definitely does not show "the fun side to having Asperger's Syndrome". If
anything it is quite the opposite. Sorry Beetlebangs1964 but did you actually read this book?The
author has succeeded in describing her life before she knew she had Asperger Syndrome and
resisting the temptation to apply retrospective wisdom, capturing perfectly what it is like to see
everything going wrong in your life and not knowing why. Neither does she shy away from dark
thoughts and feelings... in that way most typical of people on the spectrum she is frank and
honest, confronting the reader with sometimes harsh realities. A book like this should change
you a little bit, and this one does.That said, this is still an accessible read and is ultimately very
positive and hopeful. It proves that no matter how big a hole you get yourself in to or how
desperate things may seem, there is always a way forward. I don't think you can underestimate
what a big step it must have been for the author to talk so publicly about these most difficult
times in her life, and hopefully her generosity in sharing her experiences will help others who
have faced similar challenges.As with any auto-biography this is the story of part of one persons
life, not a description of Asperger's syndrome, and I cannot stress enough to the casual reader
that Asperger Syndrome does not cause or result in criminal or violent behaviour and is not at all
characterised by such. The author explains herself "I tend to think we are all given a set of
circumstances to deal with and that we have to do the best with what we have at our disposal".
She has just happened to have a "somewhat dark and bizarre life". You probably have to already
have some knowledge about what Asperger Syndrome is I think to see how it fits in to that
picture, but nonetheless this is a very worthwhile read.”

BeatleBangs1964, “Highly Charged Humor. This book shows the fun side to having Asperger's
Syndrome. Asperger's Syndrome is a neurobiological condition that is the spectrum partner to
autism. As with any spectrum, there will be overlapping behaviors. Purkis does an exemplary
job of describing those overlaps.This is a book that will make everyone, regardless of whether or
not they have a place on the a/A spectrum laugh. Neurotypical and a/A alike will find plenty of
humor and much to commiserate with and identify with in this book. I recommend this along with



Kenneth Hall's book entitled "Asperger Syndrome, the Universe & Everything: Kenneth's Book."”

Margot Tesch, “Understanding autism. A great read. I read it in a few days. Jeanette really finds
her voice and takes us on a tumultuous ride as she reverals the challenges she faced and wrong
turns taken. It gives insight into autism, including a sense of awe at her obvious remarkable
talents. I recommend this book.”

The book by Danea Horn has a rating of  5 out of 3.9. 11 people have provided feedback.
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