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To Be Human 

Être humain 

D.D. Lorr1 

Abstract 
The following poem captures the internal battles that I have faced as a late-diagnosed, high-

masking autistic woman. It expresses the complexities in navigating self-awareness, 

masking, alexithymia, and self-compassion. Hopefully this work fosters empathy and offers 

some validation to the experiences of others within this community. 
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Resumé 
Le poème qui suit relate les combats intérieurs que j'ai menés en tant que femme autiste 

diagnostiquée tardivement et ayant une grande capacité à masquer. Il exprime la complexité de 

naviguer entre la conscience de soi, le masquage, l'alexithymie et la compassion envers soi-même. 

J'espère que ce texte nourrira l'empathie et offrira une forme de validation aux expériences vécues 

par d'autres personnes de cette communauté. 
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même 

I don’t know,  
or maybe I do.  
Maybe I don’t want to know.  
What I know I carry with me.  
It’s hard to carry so much, 
I don’t want to carry more.  
I can’t, 
but I can, I can.  
Maybe remembering will make me stronger, 
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stronger and able to carry more.  
Then maybe I won’t be so tired.  
I am so tired.  
 
I don’t know.  
Do I?   
What if I did know?   
What if I knew what was going on right now?   
Right now with me, in my head and heart and body.  
 
My head.  
 
In my head there is worry and fear,  
so much fear leftover from a lifetime of fight-mode.  
A terrified child never allowed to scream or cry.  
Heartbroken, wait, 
but that’s the heart. 
I am talking about the head.  
 
In my head is stress,  
mountains of to-dos and should-bes.  
My head plays every possible outcome,  
option and question forward  
to assess the potentials risks and costs.  
My head wants to stand alone,   
to be strong and disconnected.  
Why? To protect itself from the pain  
festering within my heart.  
 
The heart, my heart.  
 
My heart filled with heartbreak,  
more than I dare feel.  
Yet in it I still notice slivers of a childlike hope.  
 
My heart is so full,  
about to overflow with god only knows what.  
So full that every  
bump  
shake  
and stop  
moves it and causes it to spill over.  
It aches, this poor heart of mine.  
 
This body, my body.  
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It pains me to say my body.  
For so long I denied it, wished it out of existence.  
It didn’t ask to be subjected to so much pain,  
not deserving of the harsh treatment it received from  
me  
and its parents  
and its culture.  
 
All its ever done is try to make me okay.  
Her whole life dedicated to keeping me safe 
and strong and alive, 
when have I ever thanked her?   
Or even taken a moment to acknowledge her?   
Thank you, my body, thank you.  
 
Thank you.  
My head has directed me, secured me through turbulent times,   
it has given me freedom.  
Through my mind I can learn  
and grow  
and change.  
 
My heart has held me, the deepest 
most painful and fragile parts of me.  
She nurtures me and sings me to sleep  
with her peace-filled pace  
da-dum  
da-dum  
da-dum.  
Thank you.  
 
I have this community within me,  
free from bias, all working to take care of me.  
No matter how I perform, 
what I achieve, or how I feel,  
it is with me and on my side.  
Life is hard, yes.  
Obviously, yes.  
That pain doesn’t disappear, 
it’s carried in me.  
But I have help,  
and if we can learn to put the pain down,  
we can get stronger.  
We can be free.  
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What do you see when you look at me?   
Do you see her?   
Behind the mask. 
Can you hear me?   
Do you see beyond me? 
Do you see the ‘we’? 
 
We are together and loved,  
loved by one another.  
Head, heart and body. 
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