
 

 

 
 
 
 

Aiden 
By Hiba Baqrtit 

 
Hey, my name's Hiba, I'm 17. I'm a high school student. I live in 

Taroudant, which is a quiet small town located in the very 

middle of Morocco. I'm a person of art, who loves to express 

what she feels, and how others feel in an artistic and beautiful 

way, through story telling, photography, script writing, playing 

music and video editing. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Hi! I’m Aiden and I’m creepy. That’s what people usually say. 

Sometimes, I don’t feel quite comfortable talking to others or 

even looking at their faces. Instead, I like other things: Blue 

whales. I can spend the whole day watching whale videos on 

YouTube or TV. I wish I had one, but I don’t think it will fit in  my 

room. 

 



 

 

So, I begged my dad to buy me a smaller pet and that’s why he 

brought me Robert, a white little rabbit.  

 

 

My mother says that I have autism, which doesn’t allow me to 

be as normal as other people, but I think I’m pretty normal just 

the way I am. It’s not my fault if others don’t get me; it’s theirs. 

Why do we always like to blame others for our faults? It is super 

silly, isn’t it? But despite all that, I tried several times to act like 

a  “typical human being” to avoid people’s curious looks and to 

please my parents, but I failed, because I’ve always felt that I 

live on the wrong side of the universe; that this world is not 

designed for me.  

 

I liked a girl at school. Her name was Rebecca. But everyone 

used to call her Reb. She was as beautiful as an angel, and she 

had a very special pair of black shoes that I loved so much. Reb 

has never spoken to me; she hasn’t even noticed my existence. 

But once, she found me staring at her face with a huge smile 

that showed clearly my teeth. I tried so hard to make eye 

contact with her, so I opened prominently my eyes and tried to 

focus on hers.  

 

I said: “ Hi! “ But she freaked out and screamed for help! She 

thought I was a psychopath and, in fact, I wasn’t. I just wanted 



 

 

to show her what I’ve learned from a social website that helps 

people to get partners. I thought she would like me back, but it 

seemed to me like she was suffering from some serious  

 

psychological issues that pushed her to react super weirdly to 

such a situation. I hope she feels better now.  

People are strange, but their acts are even stranger. I really 

don’t get how they can stand the feeling of bus seats on their 

backs. Either their skin is different from mine or they have 

developed harder and thicker skin from using the bus regularly. 

I always sit like a plank, my back never touches the seat because 

I simply hate germs. Sometimes, I can’t stop thinking about 

them passing successfully to people’s backs to mess around 

with their bodies, which made me laugh a lot of times in front   

of them inside the bus. So, everyone starts looking at me 

because of my loud chuckles. Then I tell them: “ I was just 

thinking about tiny germs“ to make them less curious and to 

shut their mind up. 

 

I have the coolest sister of the whole planet: Sophia. She is a 

good cook and she used always to complain about forgetting 

things: her homework, her phone, and her friends’ birthdays. I 

wish I were able to overlook things like her; I usually feel that 

my head is crowded by thoughts and ideas, ideas that I could’ve 

never forgotten about.  

 



 

 

One day, I tried to overlook my notebook and pretended to 

leave it at home by mistake, but once I closed my room’s door, 

my legs started shaking so fast and my hands couldn’t stop 

sweating. I tried to breathe slowly, but I felt a heavy thing like a 

massive rock put on my chest, which stopped the air from 

passing to my lungs. I felt exactly as if I was about to die. I could 

not resist anymore so I just opened the door firmly and took the 

notebook from the bed. I know I cannot forget things, but that 

day, I got sure that I could not even pretend to forget things. 

Therefore, I just have to endure and deal with all the things I 

have in mind that would never go easily. 

 

Sometimes I cannot even bear the noise. When I start hearing 

more than one voice or more than one sound, my brain cells 

start collapsing, so a great headache begins to invade my head 

all of a sudden. That is one of the reasons my mom is still afraid 

and worried about me, and she hardly ever leaves me to do 

things alone, even simple ones like crossing the street.  

 

A few weeks ago, we were heading to the mall, because my 

mom needed to do her weekly groceries and, in a moment, we 

had to cross the street when the traffic lights said “ walk! “  We 

 

did, but when we got halfway to the other side, the sign 

changed into the red “ Don’t walk!”, then I stopped walking 



 

 

while my mom didn’t. A few seconds later, the cars started 

moving so fast around me making a lot of noise with their 

horns, and my mom, terrified, started calling my name aloud on 

the other side of the street. My head could not endure all that. 

So; I just sat on my knees and tried to cover my ears with my 

hands to protect them as much as I could in order to end my 

pain. That’s all I had to do.  

 

Normal, calm sounds can indeed be loud for me, and small tiny 

things matter for me as well. My brain cannot stop focusing on 

the details. All that can attract me in a beautiful car is its wheel 

movement, which can get all my attention for hours. The only 

place where I feel safe to talk about is my head. It might seem 

eccentric, but it is me, the autistic Aiden. 

 

Every time I try to get closer to people I get further, because 

they reject me or they bully me all the time; they do not accept 

the differences. Communication is indeed a basic human need, 

but sorry Man; I am not good at it. I don’t have to act like a 

“typical person“ to be called or treated normally. Autism 

doesn’t define my humanity. 

I tried to do better. I tried that many times, but it didn’t work, 

because my character is stronger than any other thing in me. 

 

I’m not sure about a lot of things in my life, but what I’m really 

sure of is that I’m not bad; I’m not dumb; I’m not aggressive, 

and I’m not weird. I just live in a world that is not good enough 

for me, a world that was not made for a person as special as I 

am. 


