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On Representation in Fiction
By Abbey Gordon
I first saw Constantine in September.
I was going through a bad time. So was he. Not
for the same reasons, but when it boiled down
to it, we were facing the same problems. We
didn’t get people. We both needed things to go
a certain way, and we were surrounded by
people who didn’t seem to understand that. He
made a speech about rules that put all my
frustration into words. I felt less alone.
This could make a great story in itself. Two
outcasts, finding solace in their own company.
Them against the world. It’s the kind of thing
films are made about. Or it would be, if one of
these “outcasts” wasn’t fictional.

movies, TV shows and books I enjoy where I
don’t have anything in common with the
characters. It depends how it’s written.
But connecting with a character... that’s
different. It reminds you you’re not alone. No
matter how it feels, you are not the only one
who gets frustrated when plans go wrong.
You’re not the only one who struggles to
understand people. In that sense, the fact that
they aren’t real doesn’t matter. Real people
created them. Someone else gets it, even when
it seems like no one does.

"It can introduce you to ways of
life you've never considered"

It can also help other people to understand.
These characters, and what they go through,
can be immensely helpful when you’re trying to
explain what’s going through your head. When I
"No matter how it feels, you are
first “saw” Constantine, I wanted everyone else
not the only one"
to watch that movie, particularly the people
who were going to be working with me. It was
Because Constantine, you see, isn’t a real
just so much easier than trying to put
person. He’s a king of the galaxy in a space
everything into words. I mean, I could try to
fantasy movie aimed at an audience much
explain why I got so stressed if plans had to be
younger than myself. I “saw” him on YouTube. I
changed, but I was up against people who
was trying to make some progress in my life. He
didn’t have that problem. How could they know
was trying to stop the stars from vanishing.
what it was like? Why not show them what it
Definitely not the same thing.
was like by letting them see what this character
had to deal with? It’s not exactly the same, but
But that doesn’t change the fact that seeing this
it was close enough. It got the point across.
character, whose problems were so different
and yet so similar to my own, was helpful. No,
That’s what’s great about fiction. If done right,
he wasn’t real. But I was still seeing someone
it can introduce you to ways of life you’ve never
who struggled to understand people and
even considered. I read a lot. Like, a lot. And
needed order in his life. I was still seeing
through reading about people whose lives are
someone I could relate to.
vastly different from my own, I’ve learned more
about the world. I’ve understood things that I
Representation is, in my opinion at least,
might never have done otherwise. And I know
something that’s underrated when it comes to
that this has been the case with other people as
media. People seem to think it’s not important,
well. With that in mind, I believe that including
or that people who want to connect with a
a wide variety of characters is important.
character – because of their disability, race,
Because you never know who’s going to
sexuality or anything else – are doing it because
discover them. Maybe they’ll learn something.
they aren’t able to enjoy the piece of media
They might even be a lifesaver. You never know.
otherwise. That’s not true. There are a lot of

Some Autism Myths

Autistic People are Sociopaths/Psychopaths

By Cullen Palman

This misconception is usually a result of people
misinterpreting commonplace ideas about
autism. One of the effects of autism is a
reduced feeling, or an impaired understanding
of empathy. This manifests as a general
misunderstanding of certain social cues and
expectations. Unfortunately, a lack of empathy
is also commonly associated with Sociopaths
and Psychopaths and so it is easy for people to
confuse the two.

One of the biggest hurdles we face when it
comes to raising awareness of autism is the
difficulty that many people (even including
those on the spectrum) have in understanding
it. The causes of the condition are mostly
unknown, and the symptoms complicated.
So, for those with only a passing knowledge of
the condition, here are a few misconceptions
you may have heard about the autistic spectrum
and the people on it.

It Doesn’t Exist
One of the worst misconceptions when it comes
to autism (and particularly Asperger’s
syndrome) is the claim that it doesn’t really
exist and that those on the spectrum are simply
looking for an excuse to be childish. Admittedly
this is an easy mistake to make when you
consider the number of misdiagnoses and selfdiagnoses.

Autistic People Are Savants
One of the easiest ways to annoy an autistic
person is to ask them if they are “like the
Rainman”. While the famous film is well known
for raising awareness of autism, it is also a
severely inadequate and inaccurate
representation of people with high-functioning
autism, portraying the titular character as an
idiot savant with a talent for card counting. This
of course does not mean that there are no
savants among people on the spectrum, but
they only make up an estimated 10 percent of
people with autism.

Autism is Caused by Vaccination
Finally, we delve into the realm of conspiracy
theories. This one started in the late 1990s and
since then it’s never fully gone away. In fact the
man generally credited with spreading this
myth (Andrew Wakefield) released a movie
revolving around it just last year. It is not
uncommon for those who believe in this myth
to use the appearance of autistic symptoms
after vaccination as evidence of this claim.
However the correlation between vaccination
and appearance of symptoms has been widely
dismissed as a coincidence by the medical
community. The symptoms of autism in a child
happen to first appear at about the same age as
childhood vaccinations are usually
administered. However, every study that has
compared the prevalence of autism between
vaccinated and unvaccinated children has
found no difference in between the groups.
There very well could be an enviromental
cause that triggers autism in young children. It
might be pollution, nutrition, plastic
microbeads – who knows? The one thing we
know for sure doesn’t cause autism is vaccines.

The Traveller
By Heather McKlinton
I am a traveller from far away,
Where the food is different
And the clothes are different
And the music and the art and the dancing are
different
And I have tried for many years to learn the
language of this place
But I will always dream in my own tongue,
And my heart has been lost in translation.
There is a depth of feeling in me that I have no
words for,
So I do not speak of my heart, if I can do it no
justice.
I have learned how to speak the right words,
The words I am expected to speak,
But my accent betrays me.
There are some who will never accept a
foreigner among them.

King Charles Spaniel
by Anna Claire
Angus is king
A smart, energetic little dog
With bags of character
He bounces about chasing
Shadows, cats and squirrels
There’s always a mad
Race around the garden
Now who is chasing who?
Now he’s back wanting attention
Who can refuse to have him near!

Angus is my best friend
A small dog with a big heart
He runs around chasing shadows,
Cats and squirrels
He is king with his dog bandana
A dog with style
But a typical boy
Likes to dig and roll
Around on the ground
After that there is time
For a neck rub and a cuddle
Or any chance
Of a dog treat or two!

Sally-Anne's Interview
by Karen Peach
I entered the office block, all the furniture was
white reflecting the blindingly painful light into
my eyes. My heart raced as I stumbled to the
reception desk, the photocopier sounding
almost as loud as an aeroplane to me. The
receptionist just looked at me, after a few
seconds asking my name and who I am here to
see almost exasperatedly.

“Well” I responded “I’m not quite sure what you
would like to know, I am 22, I love tigers- They
are less likely to kill you if you look them in the
eyes.
Chris interrupted “what was your biggest
accomplishment?”
“I taught my cat to high five” I said.
“That’s not quite what I meant….” Chris looked
at me inquisitively “Do you even want this job,
why are you not even bothering to look at me?”

“My name is Sally-Anne Cohen, I am here for an
interview with Chris Wheeler at 10 AM” I
stuttered.

I could not answer him for I did not know… He
stood up and gestured for me to do the same.

“you’re over an hour early, are you sure you do
not want to come back,” The receptionist said.

“Well thank you for this waste of time Miss
Cohen. I will show you out.” Mr Wheeler said
sternly.

“No, I am sure” I said apprehensively twirling
my fiery red hair. I sat down and started
tapping my feet while shuffling my notes back
and forth. Time was ticking by, each minute
feeling like a year each second feeling like a
month. Soon it was 5 minutes past 10 and the
waves of anxiety were turning into an
overwhelming tsunami. They already decided, I
won’t be a good fit for them. That why they
couldn’t even be bothered to make it on time. I
started to rock back and forth. At that point a
tall well-presented man came out of a side
room and called my name. I clumsily stood up
walked towards him, He held out his hand. I
reached forward and shock his hand limply
continuing to tremble. Chris looked at me
almost concerned and beckoned me to follow
him. The hall way seemed to continue forever,
almost curving inwards- I knew this was a
distorted vision. Chris opened the door for me
and I walked in, said thank you and sat down.
“Usually people wait for the interviewer to sit
down first” Chris said. I said nothing but looked
down at my feet.
“Tell us about yourself” Chris asked.

I walked out, Mr Wheeler and the receptionist
was looking at me giving me an evil look as I
walked out. Suddenly the tsunami of feelings
that I had before drowned me. A steel vine
crushing my heart and lungs. I couldn’t breathe.
I fell to my knees as the icy cold embrace of the
October afternoon enveloped me. The hand of
death touched my shoulder, I felt the tingle all
down my spine. I tried to stand to run but my
legs failed me. I looked up and saw something
very different to Death, it was my friend Jake.
We had arranged to meet after the interview.
We headed to the nearest café, It was my
favourite due to the dark lighting and milder
aroma of coffee. I told Jake about my interview
still holding back the tears.
“ Sally- Anne” Jake said reaching slowly for my
hand “you know the Autism awareness course I
have been taking lately. Well It all seems to
match with what you are saying. I will be there
for you every step of the way. Please book a GP
appointment”.
“Ok,” I said tentatively “I will book my
appointment for the next time.”

