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Musings of a Canary Poet

Réflexions d’une poete « canari »
Peggy Liu'

Abstract
The following poems are a window into my challenges, hopes, and fight for self-

determination as an AuDHD woman living in today’s society. | was diagnosed with autism and
ADHD at twenty-eight-and while I’'m immensely grateful for the healing clarity that my
diagnosis provides, | didn’t realize it would only reinforce the sense of “Other-ness” I’d felt
my whole life.

It says a lot about society when a diagnosis amplifies stigma instead of dispelling it. But |
write from a place of conviction that things will get better. Not everybody knows what it’s
like to be autistic, but loneliness, feeling misunderstood, and lack of safety and belonging-

these are experiences shared by people across all walks of life. If more people focus on
these threads in the overall discourse surrounding autism, it’s only a matter of time before

the world becomes a more compassionate and accepting place.
Until then, for every lonely, misunderstood soul reading my words, | hope they can inspire in
you this deeper truth: the pain isn’t the end. In fact, it’s fertile soil-for cultivating change,
community, art. It’s just waiting for you to plant the seed.

Keywords
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Resumé
Ces poemes montrent mes défis, mes espoirs et mon combat pour |’autodétermination en tant que

femme AuDHD dans la société actuelle. J’ai été diagnostiquée autiste et TDAH a 28 ans — et,
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méme si ce diagnostic m’a apporté une grande clarté, il a aussi renforcé mon sentiment d’étre «
différente ».

Cela en dit long sur la société lorsqu’un diagnostic amplifie la stigmatisation au lieu de la dissiper.
Mais j’écris avec la conviction que les choses vont s’améliorer. Tout le monde ne sait pas ce que
c’est que d’étre autiste, mais la solitude, le sentiment d’étre incompris et le manque de sécurité

et d’appartenance — ce sont des expériences partagées par des personnes de tous horizons. Si
davantage de personnes se concentrent sur ces fils conducteurs dans le discours général autour de
[’autisme, ce n’est qu’une question de temps avant que le monde ne devienne un lieu plus
compatissant et accueillant.
D’ici la, pour chaque ame solitaire et incomprise qui lit mes mots, j’espére qu’ils pourront vous
inspirer cette vérité profonde : la douleur n’est pas une fin en soi. En fait, elle est un sol fertile;
pour cultiver le changement, la communauté, art. Il ne reste plus qu’a y planter la graine.

Mots-clés
différences sensorielles, solitude, désespoir, autonomie, espoir

Daisy Skin

Ignorance is a suit of armour

and God forgot

to give me mine.

| walk around with skin like daisies,

collecting cuts nonstop
from people with hedgehog
auras and prickly thoughts.

Even raindrops land like stones
when everybody mistakes
a wildflower for a weed.

All my life

| wanted only for sunshine,

but God told me flowers won’t grow
without rain.
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Fish Out of Water

When | learned that fish drown
on dry land, | understood why

| feel more kinship with animals
than people.

| can’t breathe here either—
—suffocated by chaos and violence
and voices that drown out
everything but

ego.

| lost my own voice

searching for a safe harbour
nowhere in sight.

Lifeline
Thirty years of rain
left me a high-flood risk.

People stopped trying
to build homes here.

Still,
you knock on my door.

Mirror

Why would a sword ever
accommodate a flower

when the flower only reminds it
of its Nature?

The flower may be forced to fight harder to survive,

but deep down

the sword knows it will never
belong

in the Garden.

Making Fruit

This world is heartache

every single day. Still, | get up
and feed the birds.

What'’s the point, | want to ask,
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Of growing flowers

when they don'’t live very long
and people don’t care

to smell them anyway?

To my surprise,

a little hummingbird replied,

“Not everyone will appreciate flowers
like me. But without flowers

there can be no fruit,

and without fruit

there can be no seeds.

The world you want is simply waiting

for you to make fruit.”
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