“Autistic Heaven” by Cyrée Jarelle Johnson

 Autistic Heaven has a room for every autistic
and rooms for many autistics to ramble, wander
wonder aloud at a musing that would bore those
left on their earth, those who sent us through
the gaps in creation. A bowl of earplugs by each
door, reliable headphones that don’t pinch
the cartilage. There shouldn’t be so many children
here, but when the rest arrive, we sit on the floor
until they’re cried out, and the bruises they arrived 
with dry up. They take a deep breath and learn
to play the inside of a washing machine, xylophone
reinvented like voila! because what would you do 
without us? Anyways, the new thing we send down
sounds like a bell and a drum dinging in circles
in the hands of the savant band. You’re welcome.
Here we go, pushing it through the veil in the brain 
of a recycled soul. Another little one stacks boxes 
in boxes on boxes and make her own tower, we have 
a buttered spaghetti party in the tower. I tell her 
no one can ever kill her again. She is the genius 
the world requires to continue. It was their loss.

