


[image: image]






[image: image]





Copyright © 2024 Paige Layle

The right of Paige Layle to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

First published in the USA in 2024 by Hachette Go,

an imprint of Hachette Book Group, Inc

First published as an Ebook in Great Britain in 2024 by Headline Home

an imprint of Headline Publishing Group

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

COVER CREDIT: Jacket design by Amanda Kain. Photographs © Hailey Simms.

Hardback ISBN 978 1 0354 1469 7

eISBN: 978 1 0354 1470 3

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk




CONTENTS

Title Page

Copyright Page

About Paige Layle

About the Book

Praise for But Everyone Feels this Way

Dedication

trigger warning

Introduction 
people have called me an educator, an advocate, and an influencer

CHAPTER 1 
what we know for sure about autism is very little

CHAPTER 2 
a happy kid

CHAPTER 3 
i miss mommy and daddy

CHAPTER 4 
the back right corner of the class

CHAPTER 5 
grape juice box

CHAPTER 6 
deeper meaning

CHAPTER 7 
maybe we’re twin flames

CHAPTER 8 
this isn’t normal

CHAPTER 9 
the end of the beginning

CHAPTER 10 
aftermath

CHAPTER 11 
two steps forward

CHAPTER 12 
my heart is broken and so is my brain

CHAPTER 13 
now i have opinions

CHAPTER 14 
it’s okay that things aren’t perfect

CHAPTER 15 
the eat pray love stage

acknowledgments

references




About Paige Layle

Diagnosed with Autism Spectrum Disorder at the age of 15, Paige Layle is an advocate and influencer for a better understanding of Autism on social media. Paige began making videos in March 2020 in response to a degrading post about autistic people. She initially created a 4-part video series to address common misconceptions about Autism, and her platform has grown from there. Now at 23 years old, Paige is an Autism acceptance activist, YouTuber, and TikTokker. Paige also works part-time as a dance teacher and shares her home in Kawartha Lakes, Canada with her dog, Macey, and cat, Mikado. An avid bookworm, she is thrilled to have recently put her public speaking and theatrical skills to work as the narrator for the Audible Original audiobook American Girl, by Wendy Walker.




About the Book

AUTISM ACCEPTANCE ACTIVIST PAIGE LAYLE SHARES HER DEEPLY PERSONAL JOURNEY TO DIAGNOSIS AND LIVING LIFE AUTISTICALLY

‘For far too long, I was told I was just like everyone else. But I knew it couldn’t be true. Living just seemed so much harder for me. This wasn’t OK. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t functioning. And it certainly wasn’t fine.’

Paige Layle was normal. She lived in the countryside with her mum, dad, and brother, Graham. She went to school, hung out with friends, and, all the while everything seemed so much harder than it needed to be. A break in routine threw off the whole day. If her teacher couldn’t answer ‘why’ in class, she dissolved into tears, unable to articulate her own confusion or explain her lack of control.

But Paige was normal. She smiled in photos, picked her feet up when her mum needed to vacuum instead of fleeing the room, and earned good grades. She had friends and loved to perform in local theatre productions. It wasn’t until a psychiatrist said she wasn’t doing OK that anyone believed her.

In But Everyone Feels This Way, Paige Layle shares her story as an autistic woman diagnosed late. Armed with the phrase ‘Autism Spectrum Disorder’ (ASD), Paige challenges stigmas, taboos, and stereotypes while learning how to live her authentic, autistic life.




PRAISE FOR
BUT EVERYONE FEELS THIS WAY

‘Paige Layle’s book will be especially helpful to provide insight for women diagnosed with autism later in life.’

—Dr. Temple Grandin, author of Thinking in Pictures and Visual Thinking

‘Paige’s heartfelt and honest account illustrates why firsthand storytelling is important for diving into the deep minds of autistic people.’

—Jory Fleming, author of How to Be Human: An Autistic Man’s Guide to Life

‘We are in the middle of a moment of self-discovery and awakening for many Autistic adults, particularly those from marginalized backgrounds. Paige Layle’s But Everyone Feels This Way is an important contribution to this movement, and, in its pages, I am certain many Autistics in search of understanding and a place within our growing community will see themselves.’

—Dr. Devon Price, author of Unmasking Autism and Unlearning Shame

‘I had a hard time putting this book down and the few times I did were to nod in agreement. Paige Layle writes vividly about those parts of being autistic that aren’t in any psychiatry text: the constant discomfort [and] the tidal wave of emotions that overwhelm you at any moment. Paige’s book offers a fuller picture of what autism looks like and, furthermore, how to build a more accepting world for Autistic people.’

—Eric Garcia, author of We’re Not Broken: Changing the Autism Conversation

‘Paige writes with incredible insight, humor, and honesty about her autism and life. Her unique experience illustrates some universal truths, and, as I read about her, I also learned about myself and my own autism. I am grateful for the gift of her voice.’

—Kim Rhodes, actress and activist

‘Frank and perceptive, But Everyone Feels This Way is a welcome addition to the growing Autistic literary canon. I’ve long believed that Autistic voices—not a single face or voice but as many of us sharing our stories as possible—play a key role in the acceptance and celebration of Autistic people. I’m very glad that Paige’s voice is among them.’

—Sarah Kurchak, author of I Overcame My Autism and All I Got Was This Lousy Anxiety Disorder

‘But Everyone Feels This Way is a poignant, brave, [and] soul-baring triumph! Whether neurotypical or divergent, Paige Layle’s story will make you laugh, cry, and think. But most importantly, it will give you a new lens for seeing yourself and others.’

—Wendy Walker, bestselling author of American Girl

‘Genuine and heartfelt, this book will appeal to Layle’s many followers on YouTube and TikTok as well as anyone seeking insight into what it means to live as a young woman navigating autism. A candid and instructive memoir about neurodivergence.’

—Kirkus Reviews




To all the kids out there like me. I see you.




TRIGGER WARNING

This book includes discussion of suicidal ideation, a relationship between an adult and a minor, disordered eating, emotional abuse, domestic abuse, and mental illness and related hospitalization. Please read with care.

If you’re in the midst of a mental health crisis, including thoughts of self-harm or suicide, call or text 988 in the United States. In Canada, call 1-833-456-4566 or text 45645. In the UK, call 116 123 for Samaritans.

Please note that some names and identifying characteristics have been changed. Conversations have been reconstructed.




INTRODUCTION

people have called me an educator,
an advocate, and an influencer


all combined to make you

really, everything that’s happened to you

in your life has made you

the person you are today; the good, the bad, the ugly

all combined to make you.

memories.

each moment in history stored

like bears store food in winter.



I HATE THE FEELING OF SWEAT ON MY SKIN. NOT JUST BECAUSE IT’S a weird liquid that oozes out of my body, and whatever comes out of my body should probably stay away from my body. I also despise being wet.

“Let’s talk about Paige as a child.” The psychiatrist talked down at us through a monitor, looking into the camera as he spoke, as if to give my mom and me eye contact. We sat in a small room on the end of a silent and dark hospital wing, on a floor so high up that we could see our truck low down in the parking lot if we stood by the window.

The room didn’t have space for much. We sat on the only two chairs, looking up at the large monitor. There was a window to the right draped with ugly, green, patterned curtains. Mom sat in the chair closest to the window, focusing on the psychiatrist as he beamed through the screen, streaming from his office in Vancouver.

I was sweating.

“Okay,” Mom said to the psychiatrist. She glanced at me, tense. “Paige can probably tell you better than I can.”

“Well,” he said to Mom, “I want to hear it from your perspective.” A large and intimidating stuffed koala toy perched behind him, staring into my soul.

My bare legs needed to be carefully peeled off of the plastic chair; not just when it was time to stand but throughout the duration of the meeting because I didn’t want to become one with it. I tried to create that boundary multiple times. Sitting on my hands did not prevent the stickiness from occurring but instead added a new body part that could stick too. Sweat makes everything stick to you.

I didn’t find it enjoyable to have things stuck to me. My loose strands of blonde hair, once able to flow freely, clung to my temple like leeches on a host. My shirt that once felt light, almost weightless on my skin, hung heavy and close. It caught on my back as I shifted my posture.

My sweating situation was not due to the mid-August heat. The room was air-conditioned and chilled, and I’d been without physical activity for hours, waiting, talking.

I shouldn’t have been sweating at all. But my brain makes my body hot and my skin sweat all on its own, no matter the climate. All I seemed to have to do was exist. That was—and still is—enough for my mind to race, my breathing and heart rate to increase, my legs to tense, and sweat to accumulate under my armpits (which of course increases the stickiness of my arms to my torso as well). That day, my anxiety and nerves were sky-high. My heart pounded and I shifted again in the chair. My legs bounced up and down so quickly that I vibrated. In the corner of the TV screen, I saw a reflection of myself and my beet-red face. If I were a cartoon, steam would’ve been coming out of my head.

“When was Paige the most happy as a baby?” the psychiatrist probed.

I turned my head to the right, my hair far too close to my neck. I pulled it all behind my shoulders. I wondered if my mom was experiencing a similar affliction and finally let myself look at her. There was no sweat along her hairline. There were no water leeches on any part of her face. I’d never even seen her sweat from stress. I couldn’t tell if she had stickiness occurring on any other part of her body due to the angle at which I sat, the clothes she wore, and my fear of looking strange if I studied her body any longer than I already had.

I was being watched and analyzed, after all. It was the psychiatrist’s job to figure me out. He had this one appointment to learn as much as he could, which included studying my behavior. He nitpicked and noticed every detail.

“Why did you look right at your mom like that, Paige?” the psychiatrist asked. “See how your hands are touching fingers to palms? Both of them? Why do you that with your hands, Paige?”

These were questions I could not answer.

My mom is good at talking to people, which is why she’s a realtor, and she’s amazing at her job. She never gets nervous or weird like I do. She can talk to hundreds of people a day, enjoy every second, and still have the energy and the care to talk to hundreds more. She doesn’t need to prepare what she is going to say beforehand or plan how she is going to move her body. Words roll out of her mouth on the fly, changing to flow with the conversation.

I was so glad she was there to help me answer everything the psychiatrist wanted to know.

His questions were relentless. He was relentless. Nothing escaped his notice, and I could tell behind his blue glasses that he was always observing, always pondering, always accusing. It wasn’t long before I became so overwhelmed and frustrated about being pummeled with questions that I struggled to speak.

“Why can’t you speak?” he would ask. “Why aren’t you looking at me? Why are you crying? Why are you frustrated? Why did your voice change? Why are you doing that with your hands again?”

It was as though every single action, every emotion I felt, needed to have a reason. I’m sure it did. I’m sure it does.

But I didn’t know the reason.

That was why I was there: I had no answers.

I’d never had any answers, and all I wanted was answers.

The psychiatrist questioned me like I was going to say something miraculous, something informative and mind-blowing and life-changing, like he was pressing until I said the right thing that made it all click.

I didn’t know why I couldn’t speak. I didn’t know why my eyes felt better looking at the green curtains than at his face. I didn’t even notice I was doing a finger/palm thing with my hands. How could I explain why I did these things?

“When did Paige cry the most when she was a baby?” he asked my mom. “What toys did she like to play with? How was Paige with bedtime and bath time?”

I did not like this man.

I did not like the experience at all.

I did not like being drilled with questions I could not answer.

I did not like how he persisted despite my protest, or how he made me feel dumb for crying.

But . . . I tried really hard to cooperate as much as I could. I knew I wanted this.

We talked far longer than my social battery could withstand.

There was no specific form to fill out, no checklist the psychiatrist ticked through. There weren’t even specific disorder-related questions, not for the first hour of the appointment at least. I thought I had an anxiety disorder, and perhaps obsessive-compulsive disorder (OCD). I knew that there had to be a reason why I wasn’t okay, why I wasn’t happy. But it wasn’t disorder specific.

This was Paige specific.

This was a Paige diagnosis.

Eventually, the psychiatrist began asking more serious questions. The conversation became a trial, with my mom taking the stand, as I was too overwhelmed to answer anymore. He asked her more questions about my childhood, specifically wanting her perspective. But I interjected when her recollection was inaccurate. Due to my photographic memory, I often knew the answers better than she did. The analyst did not like the interruptions.

Mom never liked it.

I did not care. Information needed to be correct, especially today.

And then the questions stopped.

I thought the abrupt stop was because he was sick of me. I thought we were done because he didn’t want to talk to me anymore. I thought we were done because I had become too difficult, and there were no other ways to formulate his questions that could make me understand and answer them properly. It was time for me to quit and give up and go home without answers. Again.

The psychiatrist leaned back in his chair and slouched ever so slightly. It was a subtle change, but it was the first time he’d moved in hours. I may not be good at deciphering the meaning behind body language, but I’m good at knowing when something’s changed. He leaned back and looked at my mom and me. He was done, his conclusion made.

He waited a few silent seconds and then took a breath.

It was subtle and quick, yet it was so intense to me. I could feel his deep breath. As he inhaled, I could feel my whole world expanding, filling up like a balloon—full of thoughts, feelings, rage, confusion, suffering, hope—until my world was so full that it could not be filled anymore. There was nothing left to fit inside my world. My world couldn’t take any more things, and the power of release was his.

As he exhaled, I slowly felt everything leave me.

Hope. Confusion. Suffering.

Now, I was empty.

And then, suddenly, I filled with anticipation. All I needed to do now was wait and listen. My world only held room for that one feeling of anticipation, and it was the only thing I could do. Wait. Listen.

On that exhale, the psychiatrist released a soft sigh. Not of exhaustion, defeat, or even indifference. No, it was a sigh of discovery, a sigh of an epiphany. Like the first breath after I finished a project, stepped back from all my hard work, and finally got to enjoy the outcome without working anymore. This sigh was good. It meant he had figured something out. Heat ran down my spine with another wave of sweat. My posture shifted, mirroring what his used to display: forward leaning, offensive, ready.

I’ll never forget the drastic change of his voice. His once stern and pointed tone completely vanished. He became bubbly and happy. With a slight smile, he spoke with compassion and care.

“Alright, Paige. You’ve done everything you need to. Now it’s my turn.”


answers often create more questions

a lot more people care than i thought would.

a lot more people accept me than i thought would, and it encourages me and inspires me to keep going to help more kids that were like me.

to be the person i needed when i was younger.

this book is another step.

something else that might help even just one person feel heard, seen, accepted.



For far too long, I was told I was just like everyone else. I was normal. I heard “But everyone feels this way!” as a response when I sobbed, overwhelmed by life’s daily tasks.

I lived in the countryside with my mom, dad, and brother, Graham. I went to school, hung out with friends, and all the while everything seemed so much harder than it needed to be. A break in routine threw off my whole day. If my teacher couldn’t answer “why” in class, I began to cry. If someone broke something important to me, I sobbed for hours. I couldn’t eat any lunch other than a bologna sandwich for years. I still struggle deciding what to eat and figuring out what foods aren’t going to make me want to throw up when I think about them or put them in my mouth.

My parents always said that I was okay. While everyone around me seemed to have no problem being calm and happy, I had panic attacks multiple times a day. My hyperventilating made my legs numb. Sometimes, I lost consciousness. I cried almost every day from stress, frustration, exhaustion, or all three at once.

This wasn’t okay. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t functioning. It certainly wasn’t fine.

“You’re not going to survive when you get to high school. You’re not going to survive in the real world,” I was told. Words that made me feel like I was a weak, selfish, terrified baby.

Early on, I didn’t know that I was different from everyone else. I was told that everyone was the same as me. Everyone seemed to be doing really well, and, for some reason, I wasn’t. I cried all the time, but no one seemed to take it seriously. I didn’t want to cry ever.

People told me to stop crying, but that only made me cry more out of frustration. I didn’t want anyone to know when I cried, because I didn’t want anyone to yell at me for crying, so I ran and hid in a bathroom stall or my bedroom closet and tried to make myself stop.

My needs couldn’t be tended to because they didn’t make any sense to anyone. Especially to me.

I loved to dance: when I was a kid, it was one way that my body felt free and how I could tune out the world around me. Now, I still dance, and I teach it too. Once, at the dance studio, I arrived half an hour before class and had a panic attack. I used that time to try to calm myself down. I was panicking and hyperventilating on the dance studio floor, breathing so fast I thought I was going to die. The owner came into the studio, the laminate floors shining, the wall mirror reflecting me. She glanced over, froze as our eyes met, then turned away and started sweeping. I’m sure she didn’t know what to do, but the message came to me that I was manipulative. My reasoning was: I know that I need to comfort someone when they’re upset, so maybe people don’t comfort me because they don’t think I’m actually upset. Because I was like everyone else. And everyone felt this way.

Except, somewhere, deep down, I knew that wasn’t true.

If everyone felt the same way I did, how come it seemed like I was the only one who didn’t want to be here anymore? What was wrong with me? Living seemed so much harder for me than for everyone else.

For the first fifteen years of my life, I wondered: What’s wrong with me?

Then I was diagnosed with autism spectrum disorder. Now I work hard to help people learn about autism on social media. Through that work I’ve been called an educator, an advocate, and an influencer—but initially I downloaded TikTok as a joke. I began making autism videos in March 2020 in response to a degrading post about autistic people. My platform has grown from that first post. I love connecting with people to talk about my experience and validate theirs. I’m writing this book to share my complex inner experience as a young, undiagnosed autistic child that I couldn’t intellectualize then. Hopefully, by reading about my life, you find some kind of lens for your own.

There are more of us out there than you know. We remain hidden, tucked away behind corporations aiming to change us, pushing supplements and instant cures into the hands of desperate parents looking to make our lives better. We’re hidden behind psychiatrists who will diagnose us with anything and everything else, because they know that people have a negative view of autism. We’re hidden behind an education system that dehumanizes us and makes sure everyone else treats us like we are less than human. We’re hidden behind the mask that we create ourselves to try and blend in, to not be caught.

We may act as though we’re the same as you. We smile, but we dissociate when we touch a texture we don’t like, or when the lights are too bright, or when we can hear every watt of electricity surging through the kitchen at night. We pretend we don’t actually notice. We pretend it doesn’t bother us. We try to have meltdowns and shutdowns in private to avoid being punished and ridiculed for disruptive behavior. We go through life struggling to stay afloat while it looks like everyone around us is doing just fine.

I had to hide to be safe.

We don’t deserve to have to hide our whole lives and struggle in silence. We deserve inclusion, acceptance, equity, and appreciation; actually, we need it. We need it to survive. For many years, I struggled because I didn’t know that I was autistic. The diagnosis gave me an answer.

Answers are great. Answers are helpful. But answers don’t mean things change. That diagnosis gave me an avenue of hope to turn down and explore. It gave me more to learn and many new places to look for anything that could help me. My diagnosis has been a tool for me to be able to access who I really am, and it gives me the confidence and validation to say I know it for sure.

I was a lost little kid with a very complex nervous system in a world that assumed I was neurotypical. My life was filtered by layers of privilege, but I was still a really uncomfortable, unhappy, lonely kid. Being an adult gave me so much that I needed as a child, and I’m glad that I stayed here long enough to enjoy living. This isn’t a “Look, if you just do X, Y, and Z your life will get better, just like I did with mine!” book. In fact, it’s very far from it. I’m not trying to give you hope either. (I hope I do, kinda, but that’s not my intended purpose.) Truthfully, I share this because it pains me to think that any other kid out there feels how I felt growing up. And I want to reach them or reach someone else who can help them.

And maybe I write this because I’m still pretty young, and there’s probably a small part of me that yearns for someone to hold me, tell me how my brain works, and say, “You don’t have to shout so loud anymore.”

No matter your reason for opening this book, thank you. I hope you turn the final page with something valuable to carry with you.


A list of my favorite things

One: I always have a notebook that I carry around everywhere. Right now, it is plain and black and has a few stickers on it. I write anything and everything in this: my thoughts and feelings, grocery lists, dance choreography . . . The point is that it’s a record of my life from start to finish that I store away and can look back on. I’ve only begun doing this recently, because when I was younger, I segregated each “topic” into its own notebook. That led to too many notebooks.

Two: Any and all pens. My current pen twists at the tip, to retract the metal point where the ink comes out. The rotating tip is gold, much like the hardware on the opposite pole of the pen. The rest of the pen is decorated in two parts. The first half, closer to the tip, is a pale sage green. There’s no pattern, but I enjoy the color. The second half of the pen is almost built like a snow globe. Picture it like this: when I shake the pen, tiny specks of gold glitter twist and twirl around bigger specks of white flowers. I hope to refill this pen with ink when it runs out, because I love it.

Three: Things for my ears. Earplugs and headphones. I have ten pairs of earplugs that vary in noise-dampening ability, color, and material. My Beats headphones for music are pink. I got them for Christmas six years ago. Both are equally important for noise control.

Four: Medium boxers from Boathouse. I sleep/lounge in them at all times if possible. They have an impossibly comfortable fit and material. I have eighteen pairs.

Five: Plants. I am the mother of many a plant. My baby is my Monstera deliciosa, because it is my largest and the one I am most excited about every time it gets a new leaf. I’m not the best plant mom. Oftentimes it feels as though I’m just struggling to maintain life. Everything is worth it when a new leaf pops through the middle stem.
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