Hello, each of you. My name is Sydney Edmond. Myhmar is speaking
my words. | hope you liked the film. It was ayexciting and interesting
project; one | will never forget. I'd like to thlarfilmmaker and friend,

Melanie Vi Levy for this amazing adventure.

[ Sydney Edmond & Melanie Levy ]



AN UNCOOPERATIVE BODY

And now | want to lead you through my body’s and tnigls and
tribulations. | refer tdmy body” as, allow me to point out, it has it's own
mind. Sometimes we readily listen to one anotimgrpody understands
what | want it to do. Other times it seems to |mle for me, eagerly
landing me in trouble and lacking a care for wdthers think. It screams, it
grinds it's teeth, it twirls its hair into imposs$#tangles, and it refuses to do
what | want it to.

In the film you saw that | took ballet lessondoriged to move as a
ballerina. But for even the most simple moves,bogly lacked the ability
to automatically follow my teacher’s instructionShe facilitated my
movements until | could begin to do them myselhdAvhen she placed me
in a pretty pose, it was oh so lovely!

My body tries to do things | ask, but often it canly do one thing at a time.



When it's seeing it cannot process touch. Antlsfpaying attention and
listening, | lack the ability to feel my body ordww what it’'s doing. If | pay
proper attention to what my left hand is doinggdk knowledge of or
control over my right. Can you imagine what tisidike? If you could,
maybe you’d be more patient when | lose my temperyinconsolably. A
simple task like washing my hands becomes monurheBt#, | want to

play piano. | want to dance lovely and lithe. dnwto sing out all the songs
in my head. And | want to talk.

Truly, each of us wishes to be the best we carat ifitludes those of us
who live in a body that eagerly resists doing whki@twant. For so long |
lacked the ability to control my body’s impulseBut Time is an excellent
comrade in my quest for improvement. And ovenjbars, | managed to
teach my body to do many things. Every new task bvaken down into
tiny parts and practiced practiced practiceddgpting the methods of
Discreet Trial, Rapid Prompting, Facilitated Commeation, and
Neurologic Music Therapy. Everything from walkirtg,banging a drum, to
typing on a communication device required many badinsisting that my
body do what | ask.And when the day would come, when my body did it
willingly, automatically, it was a happy happy day.



| n my head is a long-winded melody,

It playfully wafts through my mind,
Winding it's way along pathways
Searching for what it might find.

It may spark a long-ago memory,
And dance upon peals of laughter,
Stopping to dry a falling tear,
And each memory that came after.

Wanting to dance, to spin and to prance,
| pray that the tune will prompt movement,
| readily try lift my arms to the sky,
And to force my poor feet off the pavement.

Wanting the tune, a bright balloon,
To set my body soaring,
To lift on high, my wings to fly,
And let my all be adoring.



MAKING FRIENDS

This is hard. Lacking the ability to walk up tons®one and say, “ Hi.”
makes it hard to have an opportunity to meet peaptemake friends. | am
knowledgeable about what to do: | must approaelptrson, smile prettily
and say, “Hi. Isn'tit a lovely day?” or somethihke that, and then see
where it leads. | see it happen all the time aihabks so easy. But for me,
it is next to impossible. | can't talk, and peoplen’t likely to wait while |
spell out my greeting. Or, if they do, they justile and walk away.
Wanting a new friend | walk all alone; wanting ayetting don’t always go
together.

| want you to know | do have some very lovablerfds. All of us type to
communicate. All of us are tackling one anothprsblems. So we are
understanding of one another. But, even theyihatben | can’t control a
loud outburst. Wanting to pal around is so strddsfet overwhelmed and
then my body lets loose with screams and shoute other kids cover their
sensitive ears or flee to another room. This t#atontrol makes me really
sad. It really pushes people away even when | tiemh to be near so
badly.

The internet has made it possible for me to palraon e-mail. | have e-
friends all over the world. Treating ourselve®t® another is loads easier
and less anxious. Lately | have been using Skypestt online. | can see
and hear my friends on the computer and we cdriygi# to one another. |
love it!



Beyond my reach,
Long, long miles away,
a girl sits waiting
for the coming day.

She listens for footsteps,
she watches intently,
for pal of her future,
she’s waiting for me.

Like her | long to meet,
wish the days would go by,
till the time love unites us,

my new friend and I.



AT SCHOOL

At school | knew | had to be quiet. Wacky bodykied the ability. | always
struggled to keep it quiet. | tried to listen dedrn; | loved learning. But
my body would often let me down. Overwhelmed by $bunds, smells and
sights of the school, it would scream and it wasddk out a quiet place.
Gradually, I learned to control my body’s outbunsitsre and more. | was
able to take some mainstream classes. It wasqbigrfevely to learn loads
of history. | also loved my language arts classalbse | enjoy writing. My
teachers were truly lovely and patient with me.dAmlid well. At the
graduation ceremony | was allowed to give a spéathe school and my
classmates. It read:



T oday, we are wishing each other wishes for a bfigfote.
| wish you well, each and every one of you.
Tearfully, | say goodbye to a school that has afldwne to learn,
treating me like all the others.
| want to wish
really wish,
open-armed,
eagerly and earnestly,
that you rally together and change the world.
We can create a world that is accepting of diffeesn
one that is kind,
and one to be proud of.

Yes, | try to trespass in your classrooms to show y
we are not so different.
You thought | took your place,
Instead, | took my place among you.
You thought | took your place,
Instead, | showed you | belong.

Watch me soar beside you,
Watch me tackle,
Watch me war,

With my silent enemy.
| am autistic.

But, what of it ?

You have your battles, too.
Let=s fight our war together;
Like soldiers, lets unite.
Think of me as your brother,
And plan to win the fight

Popular trend is for people to separate us;
Popular trends put a wedge between us.
But we can come together and turn it around:
Sowing the seeds of Compassion and Love,
And reaping the rewards of Kindness, Patience Peate.



After | completed middle school | wanted to learthame. | didn't want to
lack learning, | just didn’t want to learn wherkelis so hard. | wanted it
peaceful. | wanted a slower pace so | could leaore intensely . . . and |
didn’t want to worry about my outbursts. | lovaileing at home.



JTO WRITE A POEM

| want you to know that trials and tribulations akay as long as you can
communicate. And not just your basic needs. Reogéd to share their
thoughts and opinions. We need our creativityotar.s Really passionate
wants must be expressed or we will truly burst, eamdone, or just give
up. My passion is poetry.

To write a poem only takes a poetic soul. | wanteshare my poems,
though. Before | could communicate | was wallomnglesire to express
what longed to burst from my lips. | had to liwtally encased in an
uncooperative body. All my efforts to reveal myp@nmost thoughts landed
with a thud and were unsuccessful. And so | ctdl@eny poems in my
mind and played with their rhythm again and ag&omposing them let me
use my pallid little self long hours.

The tree outside my window eagerly spoke in my wgiears. Waiting.
Waiting for my answer. To her | said, “Be patiebhe day loads will
listen.” | made a promise to the tree. | promigeallow others to hear her
voice. She’s had years of longing. But Lovetesmal and patient . . . like
the tree. | published a book of poetry called, Pleple Tree and other
poems And so now, lovely tree and | will take a bow.




There is a tree outside my window,
it's there for all to see;
but she knows,
and | know,
she’s there for only me.

She only speaks in whispers
that no one seems to heatr;
but she knows,
that | do,
when night is drawing near.

| love our conversations,
they fill my heart with joy;
but she knows
that | know
they’re just my wishful ploy.



| am the tree, it seems,
am really on my own;
but she knows,
so | know,
the seeds they have been sown.

Like her, I'll pass the test of time,
I'll ready, make my mark;
and she knows,
what | know:
it started with a spark.



