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How God Replaced Love with 
Happiness 

Akshaye Talwar 
Founder & CEO, Giani Internet 

 
Dear Friend, 
 
You definitely don't want to be bored with a sermon. 
Being a copywriter, I ought to know to not do that. So. 
I'll keep this short for you.  
 
You probably want to know who the hell am I? I'm 
Aakshey Talwar. And I was diagnosed to have 
Asperger's when I was in class 9. For now, this 
introduction should suffice.  
 
But. I have set out on a journey that none of my 
*normal* school and college mates dared to take. You're 
probably wondering what the heck is this guy talking 
about.  
 
I'll get that to that in a bit.  
 
I'll be telling you 2 short stories today. Just 2 of them. 
No big deal.  
 
These short stories form the basis of who I'm today. And 
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I'm sure they will help you in some way or the other, in 
your own journey.  
 
First, let us talk about love.  
 
Back in high school, in class 11, I fell in love. And I was 
madly in love. Her name was Annie*. And I found her 
beautiful.  
 
I found life harsh because she used to hate me. You 
probably know how terrible and painful that feels. Time 
didn't stop though.  
 
School ended. And of course, there wasn't much hope 
after that. I still loved her till years later. Fortunately, I 
no longer do. Why I don't love her any longer is too 
personal to share here.  
 
But. I hope you don't love anybody that way. Because it 
is poison. But. Now we're moving off topic.  
 
The question is why did Annie hate me? 
 
And the answer is simple. I was different. Weird in fact. 
Teenagers, and popular girls in particular don't like that. 
One bit. You'd agree with that perhaps.  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
*	  Name changed to maintain privacy 
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My classmates used to call me an Alien due to my 
stratospheric IQ but weird behaviour.  
 
And most of all, I just didn't have the courage to 
approach Annie directly. I never got the courage to talk 
to her confidently. Even though she was in my bus! 
 
And as you probably know, girls hate a lack of 
confidence. And I was as under confident as one could 
be.  
 
Long story short, Annie was never in my life as my GF.  
 
And it was the biggest setback ever. You'd probably not 
want anything remotely similar to happen to you. Pray it 
doesn't happen to you. And I'll pray for you too.  
 
And the biggest hurdle that was there was overcoming 
that Asperger related behaviour. You understand that. 
Right? 
 
Anyway.  
 
You'd be glad to know I consider myself better off 
without Annie now. Not that I'm gay. I'm just waiting for 
the right person at the right time. And right now isn't a 
good time. No, really.  
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Enough about the first story.  
 
You probably want to hear the next one. The final one.  
 
My love for Annie made me start my own company. 
Weaving Thoughts. When I was just 18 years old.  
 
Yes, I did enrol in a full time college course. From Delhi 
University, no less. And I did graduate as well. Albeit. I 
just about passed. But that isn't what we are talking about 
right now. Right? 
 
Coming back to the point.  
 
Back in 2008, age 18 years, I still loved Annie. A lot. 
And that would continue for the next several years. And 
starting Weaving Thoughts was the best way I could 
think of to impress her. And to earn enough to buy gifts 
for her. Of course the gifting part never materialised.  
 
You'd have done the same thing. Right? Thought so! 
 
And later on Weaving Thoughts was to become my 
dream. My passion. My love. My life. I didn't need to 
take up a job when my friends were taking up jobs or 
going for higher education.  
 
There were times of success and those of failure. And 
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even now I'm still recuperating from a low. But at least 
I'm happier than ever and I can see a glimpse of light at 
the end of the tunnel.  
 
To top it all. I have been on anti-depressants ever since 
school ended. I have been suicidal for a significant part 
of this journey. And not everything is hunk dory even 
now. As you'd probably have guessed.  
 
But.  
 
There is a point I'm trying to make.  
 
Had Annie not been in my life, I would have never 
started Weaving Thoughts.  
 
Had I not started Weaving Thoughts, I would just be an 
unhappy and disgruntled employee in a corporate job 
with no existence of his own. I would never have been 
happy. And I wouldn't know what to do about it either.  
 
Had Annie accepted me, I would still have had to dump 
her. And I don't think I'd easily get the courage to do so. 
And even if I did, I would be devastated in my own eyes 
had I done so.  
 
And this is just the tip of the iceberg.  
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There is a lot of stuff that never made sense till even a 
year ago. And there is much that doesn't make sense 
even now.  
 
But.  
 
Once you believe that you reside in the Creator of the 
Universe. And that he resides in you. And. That you and 
the Lord are all but one. You'll be better equipped to deal 
with the problems that come.  
 
It may not always work. But. Do you know anything that 
will? 
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Title 
Apoorva Vashisht 

Cousin 
 

As the saying goes. Silence speaks louder than words. 
Quite a qliche, yes. But in case of my relationship with 
Vrinda, it fits perfectly.  
 
So Hi!, I am Vrinda's first cousin and more importantly 
and proudly her best bond, her best friend as she puts it. 
She is one year younger to me, so very naturally, we've 
grown up together although parted by time and cities. I 
wouldn't say, I didn't understand she's different while 
growing up. I would put it more like that's how I knew 
her. That's how I'd always known her, ever since I must 
have met her first, which i obviously do not remember. 
And that's why I've never had to bother understanding 
her 'difference'. If I could get a bit philosophical here, I 
would say, all human beings are born into nature, in 
which ALL of us, are equal beings anatomically. it's only 
through exposure to culture, which is varied, do we 
understand 'difference'. Difference in us, and difference 
in others. And hence, Vrinda and I were born equal into 
nature. It is culture that separates us. To add to that 
further, all human beings have a natural tendency to 
adapt to the culture they are born in, and hence Vrinda 
was a part of my culture, and which probably never 
made me uncomfortable around her unlike people who 
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may not know her. Also, in their defence, it's a myth that 
people discriminate against people with ‘difference’; the 
reality is more towards their inability to understand and 
comprehend the difference since it is not a part of their 
'culture'. And because, these so called 'normal' people 
belong to a majority, comes ostrasisation. But hey, let's 
put in perspective here, there inability to comprehend 
and understand what's 'different' is just that. does not 
make them any more 'normal'. But sadly, that's how the 
world functions, the definition of 'normalcy' falls under 
what's 'majority'. it's not just an argument for autism per 
se. For thousands of years, homosexuality/alternate 
sexuality was seen as 'unnatural' and hence 
'unacceptable'. But now that the world is progressing, 
and the so called 'marginalized' are speaking up, they are 
slowly becoming a majority, and a new revolution is 
happening. So, with that in mind, let's try to understand 
that Autism is not ‘abnormal’; it's not a disease. It's a 
separate way of being. It's a minority. Which needs to be 
understood. Which needs to be engaged with. And I 
speak from experience. Because all these years ( I’m 26 
now! ), that's what Ashwani, Indu, Vrinda's Dadi and I in 
my small capacity, have done and continue to do, i.e. to 
engage with Vrinda. Her way of being, her way of 
communicating, her way of expressing 
love,anger,frustration,fear,etc. And well, what are these? 
Perfectly normal human emotions! So where's the 
problem? The problem lies in 'our collective difference' 



	   14	  

and not just Vrinda's. Has it been easy? No. Have we got 
it all smoothened out perfectly yet? No. Is it frustrating 
at times? Yes. But for both parties. Vrinda struggles as 
much to get through to us as much as we do to her. Her's 
is a tougher battle. To give a small but significant 
example here, when we, the 'normal', say goodbye to our 
best friends, we hug tightly, cry, tell them to not go, to 
stay longer, Gosh! How good it was to have them over 
and how much we'l miss them. I am Vrinda's best friend. 
And all she tells me when I am leaving is nothing. She 
gives me a hug when I ask for it, which is again distant 
because she's uncomfortable being touched. But, does 
she share the same emotions if not words? Oh yes! I'll 
tell you this heart warming instance once, when I 
casually said a sentence, which went like, 'Kittu(my 
name) nai tohhhhh, vrinda nai. Vrinda nai tohhhhh,Kittu 
nai' and she smiled and laughed and laughed again! She 
picked it up from then on and would say it with me 
whenever I would initiate it in future! She loved it! She 
got the words! That's how I taught her how we can 
express our love to each other. Vrinda also taught me 
how, without words, we can express love, which is by 
just laying next to each other, with her rocking and I 
touching her gently. We don't have to talk, share, and 
explain. Just be. Just know. All that's there to give and 
recieve is love. A 'different' love. But Love. I've lived 
with Vrinda's family for a few months while I was 
studying in Delhi. And that wasn't a very good period in 
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my life. Often, I would come back home depressed. I 
would go lie down with vrinda, ofcourse with her 
permission which more often than not she would give! 
and that's it! that would be my dose of bonding, sharing, 
loving. I wouldn't even have to explain why I am crying 
or so. She would just let me be and continue rocking and 
gently touching me. That's the bond we share. And it's 
beautiful. I can't do that with anyone on the 'normal' side. 
There are a million questions to answer before i can even 
begin to feel sad in someone's presence. So I would 
rather be sad in isolation. In that sense, Vrinda and I 
have the same struggle. For that matter, all of us in this 
day and age have similar struggles. But, what's the 
difference? It's words. It's a sense of belonging to a 
certain 'normal' world. Which in my opinion is highly 
overrated. So, Vrinda for me is a mark of freedom,a 
mark of simplicity,  a mark of selflessness, harmlessness, 
a mark of difference, good difference. Something we can 
all learn from for a change instead of constantly trying to 
teach what we know. First Learn, Then teach! 
 
 
Love, 
 
Apoorva Vashisht 
 
Vrinda's Cousin 
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Autism: My Motivation 
Sonali Anand 

Sister and Special Educator 
 

In my family we were two sisters, I being the younger 
one always yearned for a brother. I prayed for this and 
one fine day God bestowed his blessings by gifting us a 
cute little, fair and adorable baby boy. I used to shower 
all my love on him by spending the whole day taking 
him in my arms, cuddling him and roaming in the house 
after my school hours. Like all small kids get excited 
when they see musical toy glowing in front of them, he 
relished it too but we noticed that he was not playful 
with toys. We were in a dilemma, when we point out 
things like birds in the sky, moon etc. to him he didn’t 
look at those things even after so many trials. As he grew 
up, he used to get stuck seeing rotary objects like wheels 
of the bus, fan etc. Though his motor milestones were 
normal, but his speech was bit delayed.  

Beginning his kindergarten at the age of 2.5 years, his 
teacher noticed that he didn’t mix up with other kids and 
used to cling to her. At the age of 3.5 years, he was sent 
to a regular school where he studied for 3 years. He was 
the most lovable child in the school. He used to call 
every teacher passing by and compliment her saying 
“aap bahut cute lag rahe ho”. It was his way to get 
other’s attention. Few amazing observations about him: 
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In nursery class, his teacher shared that he knew each 
student’s name and was able to recognise their school 
diaries even when he could not read. Adding to our 
surprise, he could tell all the colour names in a day and 
we could not make out from where he had learned. The 
school’s only concern was that he was not progressing in 
academics because he was not paying attention to the 
teacher. Otherwise he was playing, obeying, 
participating and maintaining the school discipline like 
other children in the school. We also noticed that he was 
more comfortable with adults than his peers; his attention 
span was very poor and got distracted very easily. He 
was not interested in watching TV but used to dance 
when his favourite songs were played. He didn’t use 
pronouns and asked his own questions repeatedly leading 
to stereo talking. Watching all these signs, we took him 
to a developmental paediatrician who after examining 
advised us for any genetic/chromosomal and metabolic 
disorder and psychological assessment. No organic 
disorder was detected and the psychologist gave the 
diagnosis of Autism Spectrum Disorder with Attention 
Deficit and Hyperactive Disorder. As the facilities were 
not available in our city, we decided to shift to Delhi to 
get him admitted in a special school catering children 
with special needs.  

One day I saw children sitting in my brother’s school 
cab. They looked bit different. I got scared that how my 
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little innocent brother will stay with them in the cab and 
school. I was fearful if he would learn any behaviour 
from them. For many years, I faced awkward situations 
when my friends or colleagues used to ask me about his 
class and I had no option but to hide or tell lie as I didn’t 
know how they would take it. I feel fortunate enough to 
have such strong parents, seeing their will power and 
acceptance to the reality I learned to tell truth about my 
differently abled brother without any hesitation. 

 

After the school hours, he used to go for occupational 
therapy and special education sessions along with my 
mother. After two years we felt that there is not much 
improvement in him. We were advised to get him 
admitted in an integrated school but even there we 
couldn’t get the positive results. Then we shifted him to 
individual sessions of 3-4 hrs for six days in a week as 
there was not much academic achievement. During this, I 
used to accompany my brother to various therapy 
centres. There I noticed several children having ASD or 
other disabilities. I was moved by what I saw there, that 
moment I decided to leave the lucrative corporate world 
after working for 3.5 years and began with pursuing 
B.Ed in Special Education. Today I am working as a 
special educator and serving children with special needs.  
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Now, our approach is to make him independent in his 
daily living and social skills, focussing on functional 
academics like money, time, calendar etc. As he is fond 
of listening devotional music like Art of Living Bhajans, 
Hanuman Chalisa thus we try and inculcate this as a 
hobby by making him sing ‘Aarti’ in the evening at 
home. We make sure to take him to various social 
gatherings where he is attended and loved by all.  

With time, we have noticed a change in the attitude of 
society towards children with special needs and now, 
people try to understand and help such children. It is due 
to the social awareness created by various NGOs and 
government. But still, a lot needs to be done for the 
welfare of such children. 

In my short experience, I have learnt that every child 
needs love, care and attention. Try to understand his 
needs at that point of time. Be patient while teaching 
him. Do have faith in God and continue your efforts till 
you get the results. One should proceed with these 
children with positive attitude and thinking which helps 
to relieve the stress and strain in the family. You must 
check the developmental milestones and in case of a 
doubt consult a developmental paediatrician without 
wasting much of your child’s precious time because: 

“The early you intervene, the better is the prognosis.” 
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The ‘SPECIAL’ Educator 
Ms. Harshita Sinha 

Mother & Special Educator 

 
It was 11 years back that I started getting trained on 
values of life by a ‘SPECIAL’ educator. He entered my 
life when I was at the so called, prime of my life. A 
successful corporate career, world at my feet and life 
going by everyday with more and more ambitious plans 
and more and more desires. 

And then, like I said, my dear adorable son entered my 
life. He took over very soon as my ‘SPECIAL’ educator 
and I started learning everything again from scratch.  

The very first lesson he taught me was never to take 
anything for granted. Not even an eye contact or a 
pointer! He made me realize  how blessed I was that I 
learnt so many things in my life just like that and never 
ever felt grateful for them. Things which always seemed 
insignificant and yet were so critical to life – eye 
contact., pointing, imitation, fine motor skills like 
holding a pencil etc. 

 And from that day onwards he has continued teaching 
me every single day and that too without losing patience! 

That brings me to another important lesson I learnt from 
him. Forgive and forget OR ignore. No matter how hard 
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we are on him, no matter how angry he is at us at that 
moment, the little angel doesn’t take more than few 
minutes to forgive us and forget what happened. He 
comes back with all his love and affection to us as if 
nothing happened. No sulking for hours, no getting 
back!! Isn’t this a quality we feel exists only in divine 
souls???  

He also taught me to ignore whatever bothers me.  He is 
always distressed by so many things in his environment 
(some sounds, some textures, crowds). But he still goes 
on with life. He develops his own coping and defense 
mechanism like he used to cover his ears or look at his 
fingers when disturbed by sounds, in turn turning a blind 
eye to the environment. I have learnt the same from him. 
If something bothers you too much, turn a blind eye to it 
and ignore its presence completely. Engage yourself in 
what you find calming. Give yourself time and slowly 
you will learn to tolerate it better. 

Another lesson I learnt from him. No matter how 
difficult the task, never give up. Keep trying and one day 
you will surely be successful. He has taught by example. 
There were so many moments when I thought that he 
would not just learn the skill and was losing all hope 
when one day all of a sudden he would show signs of 
mastering it. I realized that even though I had given up 
hope he had not. He was trying without me knowing to 
learn the skill little by little all the time. For example – 
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recognizing me as his mother. It took almost 6 months 
after the training started, for him to recognize me as his 
mother but since the day he did, he has not forgotten the 
fact even for a second of his life. 

He has taught me to be more careful in choosing the 
words while speaking. There have been innumerable 
instances. To cite one- I am teaching him something and 
losing patience because he is not able to grasp the 
concept as I want him to. I scream at him “Have you lost 
it?” and the little innocent prince with pure sparkling 
eyes looks at me and says “No Mamma” and shows me 
the pencil in his hand because I am usually nagging him 
for the pencils he loses all the time. I now understand 
that what you say has lot of weight age so be less 
sarcastic, don’t overuse the spoken words, the other 
person might not get your hidden meanings so be more 
forthright in your speech. 

There are many more lessons which he teaches me every 
day. But writing them all down will take months.   

My son is a survivor. He survives everyday in a world 
that he really cannot make much sense of. He still tries to 
be happy and enjoy himself. Such a difficult skill!  I am 
still learning to do this and hope that one day I will be 
able to master it like he has. 

Thank you, my dear son. You are the best ‘SPECIAL’ 
educator in the whole world.
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My Son, My Inspiration 
Swagata Sinha, Prateek Sinha 

Parents 

 
28-2-2016 Living Room 

My handsome innocent son looking at me and laughing 
at a funny sentence I shared with him – A typical mother 
son bonding moment. 

BUT  

to achieve this the journey has been a roller coaster ride 
having more downs than ups. 

Sept2004 Doctor’s clinic 

We are waiting for his diagnosis as to why my son is not 
like kids his age. No speech, no eye contact, too hyper, 
unable to express any need (food, toilet etc),only lining 
up objects, handflapping, spinning & the list is endless. 

His answer – Your son has Autism ! 

That moment is etched in my memory forever. Can a 
single sentence change a family’s life forever ? 
Unfortunately yes ! 

Our life collapsed completely, being heartbroken we 
went thru our initial phase of crying, disbelief, utter 
despair, depression and denial. Why us ? being the main 
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thought, what to do, what will happen and similar 
emotions which parents of special children can relate to. 

Slowly gathering all my courage, optimism, I made a 
promise to myself and my son that I will never give up 
on him  &do my utmost to better his life. 

As I started reading and researching Autism, I joined 
various parent support groups on internet, attended 
workshops ,ordered books online, joined AFA library, 
most importantly started interventions and also did 
mother-child workshops which not only guided but 
empowered me to work with my son. 

Eternally grateful to the various therapist’s whom we 
started going for speech, special education, OT, music 
ADL and to channelize his hyperactivity into sports we 
had a special Olympics coach work with him. 

Initially from the very basic – this is a spoon / tooth 
brush/pant etc to teaching him to hold a glass, to 
chewing food, to toilet training, to making him look at 
me etc the years were like a repetition of very  very 
similar activities (touching, pointing ,matching, giving & 
taking ,imitation etc) 

There were months with no improvement at all, making 
me depressed, questioning my belief in myself, in my 
work,  in therapists, in God and if at all my son’s life 
would improve ,he will move forward in life. Question & 
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more questions with no answers was all that came to 
mind- should I try some other approach or should we 
wait and give him time to respond? 

During these tough desperate times where my husband 
was my strength, his encouragement, optimism and faith 
in me kept me going on, then even a simple positive 
action /response from my son kept me on the right path. 

Even today when the going gets tough only thought 
keeping me sane – This too shall pass !!! 

Sharing with other mothers, support groups, therapists 
also motivated me. 

Subsequently he joined school ( special section) – our 
best decision. 

From a child in diapers ,eating limited food, lost in his 
world now he is blossoming into a confident independent 
sporty boy with great understanding & emotional 
connect, attending parties with his sports group,3-4 days 
school trips, speech communication in single words and 
/or single sentences, ADL independent (even cutting his 
nails) reading clock, hair cut at barber (took 13 years ! ) 

Nothing has been easily achieved, took years but the 
positive result has been priceless. 

With time and age working on his understanding helped 
in teaching lacing, buttoning, belt money (simple 
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concept),read, type ,laptop etc. Joint coordinated effort 
by teachers, therapists and me helped in all this. 

Currently adolescence issues are handles under expert 
guidance of Dr.Deepak Gupta. 

He is a special child and will remain so having some or 
the other issues but definitely his quality of life can be 
improved, his choices can be listened to. 

My son has been instrumental in changing me from an 
ambitious career woman    ( I quit later) to a mother who 
can strongly face life’s adversities and emerge a winner. 
He has helped me accept Autism, taught me tolerance 
and to be at inner peace with myself. 

Seeing him relaxed, his happiness evident in our smallest 
of gestures ,involving him in our discussions, 
considering his likes /dislikes, respecting him, his 
abilities & his limitation – has only strengthened our 
bond. 

My husband and I dream of an Autism friendly world 
where we, parents and society, never ever give up on 
them. 

WE SURELY OWE THIS TO THEM !!!!!!! 
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A Journey of Learning 
Anand Sundram, Pooja Anand  

Parents 

 
Tanishq is our first child and his activities were very 
normal except the speech as he reached 2 ½ years though 
he was hyperactive. We admitted him to a playschool 
and there his teacher pointed out some of the behavioural  
issues with him. Then we consulted some of the doctors 
in Bhopal and Indore but still nobody told us that he has 
features of autism. Then suddenly one day his school 
teacher called us and said that her sister who is a special 
teacher met Tanishq and she feels that he is autistic and 
we should meet some specialist. Incidently very same 
day he was having a very high fever and for a second he 
fainted , immediately we rushed to a Sr. child specialist 
and during his treatment for a week she noticed his 
hyperactivity and speech disorder and she suggested us 
to meet Dr (Mrs) Chawla at her her centre Aadhar and 
finally when we met her she diaganosed our  son to be a 
autistic child. 

The term Autism came like a big blow and nobody in my 
family was ready to understand what it is , can it be 
treated , what to do and how to do was now a big 
question. For me and my wife our world was completely 
turned. Our entire routine was changed we surfed 
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internet, spoke to our friends in metros and even abroad 
to know exactly what autism is and what should be the 
line of treatment. There we came to know about speech 
therapy, occupational therapy etc etc but to get these 
therapies in our city was yet again a challenge since there 
was no specialists available. Then one of our family 
friend suggested us to attend a workshop in Action for 
Autism, New Delhi. This workshop really gave us a 
platform to know what is autism and what are the 
therapies needed to deal with the child and there we 
learnt many new things. 

On the last day of the workshop there was a session of 
Dr Deepak Gupta where he spoke about the benefits of 
various therapies as well as benefits of some medications 
to be given. The same night we were to board our train to 
Bhopal and on the way to railway station my wife 
suggested me to talk to the Doctor because still we had 
4-5 hours left to board the train. I called him and told my 
situation he immediately asked us to come to CCAW 
Centre at R 92, GK-II. He diagonosed Tanishq and 
suggested us to stay back for 3-4 days more so that we 
can meet some specialist therapists and they can teach us 
some home lessons. 

We stayed back learnt some techniques to develop his 
speech exercises to reduce his hyperactivity and he was 
put on some medications. Every thing what Dr Deepak 
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suggested we implemented it and within 2-3 months we 
started noticing significant changes in our child. 

Now my son is 11 years old and every year once or twice 
we visit CCAW and sincerely follow what Dr Deepak 
suggests whether it be a diet or change in therapy or 
medications. Over the years these all things really helped 
our child as a result now he is studying in Grade 5 going 
to a regular school, doing all his daily activities 
independently, playing Table Tennis, Skating and 
Swimming. More importantly what is very remarkable 
for us is he is very caring and concerned about his little 
sister who is 2 ½ years old. 

Our journey as a parent  was bit difficult to except the 
fact that our child is autistic and to understand the child 
needs was really challenging. God has blessed us with a 
special child and every day he teaches us something new. 
For a child who is on diet not to eat Cakes, Pastries, 
chocolates etc was a big task but still he controlled and 
always say when somebody offers him “ I will not eat 
Doctor ne maana kiya hai iss se hyperactivity badh jati 
hai “ at that moment somewhere down in our heart 
something sinks and I pray to God when you had created 
these special child you will also create a path where they 
can walk smoothly and run a normal life.  

My child has taught me patience, self-control and belief 
that one day things will change. I thank Dr Deepak and 
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his entire team at CCAW for supporting and guiding us 
and hope they will continue to do the same in future. 
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Title 
Aparna Das 

Parent 
 

I was present at her birth on the 4th of July, 1980. She 
was not a planned addition to the family. Her older 
siblings were already 10, 8 and 7! She was hospitalized 
with a severe case of dysentery almost within a fortnight. 
I was employed abroad and circumstances left me with 
no option but to view her through the glazed window of 
the ICU before I flew out to my job. Early diagnoses of 
allergy to milk and other infant foods sounded harmless 
enough but soon there were updates from her mother of 
repeated hospitalization and an eventual opinion that  she 
would be best off on soybean milk (then unavailable in 
India). It was fortuitous that I could procure and ship 
cartons including Gerber products to India regularly. 

The family joined me some six months later and that was 
when I first learned of serious concerns about her 
neurological condition, particularly with regard to 
occasional seizures and a tendency to be unresponsive 
and distracted. I will admit that, as the father of three 
perfectly healthy older children, I was not particularly 
inclined to share these apprehensions.  
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After all, I had even acquiesced to changing her name 
from Anjum to Mandira to Arunima within the first few 
weeks, to ward off the evil eye! 

 

Right! So, Runi (as she came to be known) didn’t always 
look up when someone called out to her. She would 
spend hours playing with little packets and ignore dolls, 
battery operated toys, bells and whistles! Somewhat 
reluctantly, I agreed a few months later, to travel with 
her to Chennai where she could undergo a CAT scan (not 
a broadly available resource at the time). It revealed 
minor tremors in a part of her brain requiring regular 
medication for suppression. I was content to accept the 
diagnosis and to go on with life as any normal family 
would. The older kids were happy in their new habitat 
and visibly excited about showing off their infant sister 
around the neighborhood. Besides, my career was 
blazing ahead and I had plenty to distract me. Not so 
their mother. To say that we disagreed on how to deal 
with the infant would be a relative understatement but I 
definitely failed to recognize the growing depression that 
eventually led to my wife succumbing to an overdose of 
the very tablets that had been prescribed for the child. 

 

The ensuing three and a half decades have clearly proved 
at least one thing. I was equally inept at working with 
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both my autistic and non-autistic children. All four were 
raised with just about the same degree of abandon that 
only a person with very little to lose can normally 
muster. I received advice from all quarters, parents, in-
laws, friends, acquaintances, evangelicals, you name it, I 
got it. On the odd occasion I even consulted astrologers 
and physicians and it was one among the last category 
who finally voiced the "A" word when Runi was almost 
six! It had just about as much impact on me as all of the 
cacophony raised by the other groups. I did what I was 
best at. I delegated. 

My parents, my older children and sundry maids of 
dubious credentials were recruited to "take care" of this 
enigmatic child. No one quite knew what to expect of her 
from one moment to another but I suspect she always 
did! 

Efforts at formal schooling were disastrous. She 
preferred to scale the boundary wall rather than sit in 
class. Special Educators, then a fledgling group made up 
largely of parents faced with similar dilemma, had some 
success but she has, invariably, been her own person! It 
took me twenty-one years to figure that out. 

 

Frankly, I see no merit in romanticizing the 
circumstances whereby my autistic child was the sole 
influence in turning me into a humane person. I am, 
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intrinsically, a realist who has always preferred to bite 
only as much as I could chew. What Runi has 
accomplished is much more substantial. She got me 
thinking. She made me realize the futility of 
presumption. She opened my eyes to the reality of the 
phrase “differently able”! 

 

Autism is not a disease; it is a state of being that will 
thrive on positive nourishment as much as any other 
human characteristic. 
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The Lessons That I Learned 
Neena Wagh 

Mother 
 
When your child becomes your teacher, your life 
completes a circle.  
 
My journey with my special need child has not been a 
smooth one, I would give that, however when I look 
back and do the sum total of my share of good , bad and 
ugly, I say I have fared well and that I  would like to give 
myself an A if not A+.  It’s still a long road ahead, each 
phase of my son’s life has brought with it new sets of 
challenges and perks (more of the former), however the 
difference now is that I have learned to take them in my 
stride . So how have I reached this far, is something that 
I would like to share with my fellow crusaders. 
 
Your child has Autism 
 It was like a last minute warning before an avalanche. It 
froze me to my spot and I was unable to run and find a 
shelter to save myself and was buried in it, barely 
breathing. When I look back and try to reflect at my life 
from that points onwards, it comes in front of my eyes as 
a fast moving montage; flurry of activities, trying to 
gather as much information on this disorder, finding out 
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the best possible setup to send him, the interventions , 
blah..blah blah. 
 
As new mothers who have just come to know about this, 
after recovering from the initial shock we tighten our 
belts and get into a combative mode. Our child becomes 
our “mission”. I recently came across a young mother 
giving 5 hours of therapy to her two year child! Of 
course the child was aggressive. He would be if you 
make a child of two years old work in the name of early 
intervention!! In the early stages of our special need 
child’s life, we are told that early intervention is the best 
thing and we go overboard with it, in order to “fix” our 
child. However we forget that our child is a child first 
and the label of special need comes second. It can never 
be the other way around. I learned this the hard way . 
 
In my enthusiasm I used to incessantly talk about his 
disorder, oblivious to the fact that he was “listening”. As 
one day when I was discussing his issues with someone, 
he came and repeatedly said “na..na”, I thought he was 
trying to grab my attention and I kept on giving him 
something to eat or just pat him and continue the talking 
till the time I realized that he was actually asking me to 
shut up!  So the first lesson my child taught me was not 
to talk about his short comings, his challenges in front of 
him, for even though he may seem oblivious to his 
immediate environment, or he may not be able to 
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communicate, he is certainly listening. And who likes to 
be constantly reminded of the fact that there is something 
wrong with him/her?! 
 
A lot of water has flown under the bridge ever since, few 
milestones have been achieved, lot more to do, but what 
a great learning it has been! I have unearthed many 
strengths within me that I never thought I was unaware 
of. After leaving my corporate job I started dabbling in 
poetries, then translation, then making documentaries, 
books, plays ..the life has opened a whole Pandora box 
for me. 
 
And this is what I have learnt during this course, don’t 
make your child your mission, let him be your child first 
and a cause later, don’t become obsessed with his 
“disability” do find out time to look after yourself, its ok 
to be selfish once in a while for only a happy mother can 
keep a child well nurtured. The special need of your 
child is just one aspect of your child and not the whole 
thing always remember that. Celebrate his smallest of 
achievements, you don’t have to take him/her 
everywhere like a badge, teach him/her to become 
independent bit by bit, over parenting will smother a 
child with special need and you will never give him/her a 
chance to develop survival instinct. Above all your  
“crusade” should not become bigger than the child.  
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Beneath all the challenges that the child throw towards 
us with his/her behaviours tantrums/ sensory challenges 
is a heart throbbing just like yours and mine asking for 
unconditional love. Give them that, fight for that more 
than anything!! 
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One and One is Not Two!! 
Ashwani Chaswal 

Parent 
 
Autism, is part of my child, it's not everything he is. My 
child is so much more than a diagnosis.”  

― S.L. Coelho  

 

Well, the title of my article seems a little odd and 
confusing; just like Autism. Let me start with this recent 
experience – 

I stopped at the traffic signal and was chatting with my 
wife; the light blinking at the countdowns and my 
daughter Vrinda sitting at the rear gently rocking herself. 
The signal changed and I moved my car forward. 
Suddenly, we saw a boy running behind the car waving 
his hand as though trying to stop us. He ran for almost 
200 meters after our car. We were confused! Then came 
the next light and we stopped again. My wife looked 
back to see what Vrinda was doing and found our lady 
was flipping pages of a magazine! The boy running after 
our car was a magazine seller and Vrinda had probably 
extended her hand out and got one from him. He was 
running after us for the money. Immediately we took the 
closest u turn to find the boy and to our disappointment 
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we were not able to! This incident like many others has 
been encrypted in my memory! Often as a parent of two 
children with Autism I have thought that people are 
insensitive, non caring and self centered.  The boy who 
was selling magazines probably thought the same about 
my family. 

 I have two children; Mikku who is thirty (he has Autism 
with intellectual disability) and Vrinda who has turned 
twenty five just today .She has typical Autism. When 
Mikku was born we went through the expected 
emotional process- denial, anger, isolation ---.  Friends 
and relatives would lend their sympathy lavishly and say 
that we were blessed with a precious child because we 
were special and precious parents. Sounded good!! And 
it helped us to cope with the loss! After some years came 
Vrinda.  I thought- can God ever bless someone with a 
second special child just because he/she is a precious 
parent and can take good care of two disabled kids. I 
could never accept this!! Not again!  

Life seemed impossible after Vrinda’s diagnosis. The 
children were drastically different. Both of them had 
their share of “isms” and together the issues multiplied a 
hundred times. Our standard phrase in those early years 
of Vrinda was,” Man proposes, Mikoo or Vrinda 
disposes”. Nothing seemed to work. Those were the most 
difficult years, full of isolation and thoughts were as 
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grave as- “Is life worth living? What should we do 
then?” 

Those were the times when we would rush from school 
to school, doctor to doctor. Our energies and finances 
were draining out finding the support that we needed. I 
remember spending an entire day in Sadar Bazar Delhi 
looking for number locks but to my astonishment Vrinda 
would turn the locks and her sixth or whichever sense 
guided her to manipulate even those successfully. Sleep 
was a rare luxury; Mikku would go through the laughing 
spells in the night and Vrinda would become more 
hyperactive with his sound.   

Eventually, God sent His Angels on earth for us! A 
young lady came all the way from the US for a study on 
ASD, visited us and introduced us to an organization that 
has done pioneering work in autism in the country. 
Action for Autism introduced us to our children in a new 
light. We were fortunate to meet other parents and take 
active part in trainings, creating awareness and providing 
(in return also receiving) support from others who were 
in the same boat. Learning about autism cultivated 
positive feelings and we were able to harvest a lot more 
peace and happiness. In 1996 my wife, Indu decided to 
do a formal training and become a special educator 
(ASD). I also started taking an initiative in the activities 
of the organization and now I am on the governing board 
of the organization.  
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We all make a lot of mistakes in life. But we need to 
learn from our mistakes. That indeed is the process of 
growing. I wanted to keep my children, my problems and 
anxieties in the wrap and somewhere this only led to 
more insecurities and fears. Initially I did not know how 
to disclose the fact to my colleagues and friends. As I 
grew out of this, life became a lot more easier!  Today 
many of the people I work for /with are in some or the 
other way associated with the cause of Autism!  

As a family we have gone through the process of varied 
concerns starting from their childhood  into adulthood, 
through the adolescence. Vrinda’s transition into 
adolescence was a very challenging experience for our 
entire family. She became socially withdrawn and started 
losing some of her earlier acquired skills.  However, our 
training and understanding of her needs always reminded 
us that it was far more distressing and challenging for her 
than it was for us. Yes, I mean to say that you may also 
have to go through the process of acceptance again as 
your kids grow into adolescents and adults. We dealt 
with Vrinda with a lot of patience, love and gave her the 
space that she seemed to want. And something positive  
that emerged was her interest and skill in painting. She 
painted “closed doors and windows” that were amazing 
and probably her form expression! 
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A humble message to all parents and also 
professionals.  

Your deep and dark thoughts may often cloud your 
objectivity. You may sometimes mourn for the loss of a 
so called neurotypical child! But your greatest sunshine 
will emerge out of these clouds when you enjoy and 
value your child for who he/she is. Every parent of every 
child ( typical or differently abled) goes through 
challenging situations in bringing her up! The sooner we 
realize this, the sooner we shed our fears and inhibitions 
and start educating ourselves there will be a lot of hope, 
peace and happiness. Understanding and help will come 
; we need to see it, we may sometimes perceive empathy 
as sympathy and shun it! Give the benefit of doubt to 
others. The world is surviving because there is goodness 
in abundance; discover it! I had never dreamt of having 
Mikku and Vrinda but they are my life and my home is 
my paradise today. Having two kids on the spectrum is 
like having a battalion of challenges and of course we 
had to develop our survival and happiness mechanisms!  
We are doing it all the time.  

Perseverance, Acceptance and some amount of 
Spiritualism can definitely help all of us in having our 
children lead productive and happy lives with us and 
after us!!! 
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Title 
Anjali Dada 

Parent 
 

My name is Anjali Dada and I'm the mother of a 14 year 
old boy Dhananjay(DJ) who has autism. We live in 
Jalandhar ,PUNJAB. 
My journey with autism began in 2006. The play school 
he was attending saw some disruptive behaviours and 
spoke to us about it. Our initial reaction was one of 
denial/shock and even great anger towards the play 
school. However soon my sister(who is a doctor) 
encouraged me to consult my sons pedtriatician. 
Sadly she was clueless about autism and told me not to 
worry as Dj could recite poems and knew his alphabets 
and numbers.  
 
However my mind could not rest after that meeting and I 
had to admit that my 3 1/2 year old was behaving 
differently than this peers 
 
This propelled me to seek an answer and my seemingly 
endless search of one year took me to the doors of 
Action for Autism (AFA),Delhi. 
Here Dj was diagnosed with autism. We as a family 
received this diagnosis with resignation(as over the year 
our research on net and otherwise had given us an 
inkling..) but also at the same time immense relief . 
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Atleast we now had some direction. 
 
That done I immediately opted for a training course at 
AFA. This was a truly life transforming experience. My 
son too showed great improvement with the training 
techniques taught to me.It became clear to me that once I 
went back home my child would need consistent training 
and inputs . 
 
I was lost when I got back home as no such place existed 
in Jalandhar. However with my family's support ,we 
tried to connect with other families in Jalandhar and 
around. Soon we had a little group running out of our 
home as we shared with them all knowledge acquired in 
Delhi. I still remember those days fondly, as our garage 
and part of our home was converted into makeshift 
classrooms. 
 
As a parent of a a special needs child  in India- I can only 
stress the importance of a supportive spouse and in laws. 
Soon after another mother Kanchan Agggarwal and me 
created an NGO and center for children with autism -
Soch. 
 
Let me now share my journey with DJ which has been 
truly rewarding. As I interact with parents on a daily 
basis I must share that personal knowledge and training 
is foremost in bringing up a child with autism. This helps 
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the growth of the child become consistent. It also gives 
the parents a feeling of confidence and control over the 
situation replacing the initial scary helplessness. 
 
The smallest things our child learns( which may be so 
insignificant to other parents ) ,become for us joyous and 
rewarding . We  have truly had a great journey over the 
last few years and have even managed to train DJ to 
attend a regular school for a few hours. That said we 
were very fortunate to find a school that was both 
sensitive and supportive of DJ's training. 
 
There are times when the questions-"why us" and "what 
after us" come to us . However the realisation propels us 
forward that the future of our child is totally dependent 
on our efforts today. 
 
As DJ has entered a trying time of adolescence we have 
certainly had some very difficult days -yet the my work 
at Soch helps me to keep my training consistent. This is 
what is making DJ transitional years easier than many 
children I see around me. 
 
My husband( who is a truly wonderful and supportive 
partner) and me have managed to create a balance in our 
life. We make sure there is enough time off for us 
together and individually. This helps us refresh and 
bounce back during challenging days. We have our set of 
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'go to 'people and things. 
 
The past year we saw a sudden rise in aggressive moods 
and behaviours in DJ as he too battled a very tough time. 
This was a time of rethinking for me and my husband 
and even a time of re-acceptance. 
We decided to respect him now as a teenager , relaxed 
our rules, gave him privacy and control . Now we even 
speak to him as a grown up rather than a child. This 
change in us has eased his difficulties . I can also see a 
certain happiness and relaxation in him. He now tries to 
control his aggression in an attempt to please us( a 
motivation we thought we would never see in a child 
with autism). He is also attempting to recognise some 
trying sensory troubles in himself and effectively 
communicating them to us. 
 
As parents of a special needs child we take nothing for 
granted and are constantly rethinking strategies .  
 
However it is truly rewarding to see our precious child 
overcome his own difficulties everyday . He lives in a 
world wrought with sensory attacks, confusing 
communication and difficult social demands. Yet each 
day he tries to overcome these-winning some and loosing 
some.  
 
I am truly proud of his efforts . 
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DJ has taught me patience, gratefulness and above all 
appreciation for simple joys in life. 
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Title 
Dr. Deepak Gupta 

Child and Adolescent Psychiatrist 
 
During my post graduation and in my learning years, my 
exposure to Autism was limited so I never truly 
understood what it would be like for a child with Autism. 
It was only during my post graduation years, when I 
worked with a family in Manipal as a trainee psychiatrist 
who had a child with ASD. That was my first learning 
for what is a child with ASD.  

In my further training in London, my understanding 
about ASD expanded and I understood the importance 
for multidisciplinary team approach under Professor 
Patrick Bolton at Michael Rutter Centre for children and 
young people (Kings College London). During my initial 
professional years and my private practice I gradually 
started seeing more and more children with Autism 
Spectrum and related disorders. My emphasis was on 
multidisciplinary team approach including psycho 
education of parents, therapies and if required 
psychotropic medications. It was during these years; 
working with parents I learnt various aspects, which 
were quite challenging and overwhelming for them but 
were never addressed by doctors and therapist including 
me. Despite the children being on medication and 
various interventions, a lot of their questions were left 
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unanswered. I still remember this young 5-year-old boy 
with ASD and behavioral challenges who was on various 
psychotropic medications. One thing, which emerged 
rather prominently, was that his behavioral problems 
were associated with his stomach related issues. 
Gradually, I found that there are so many children who 
have various medical issues especially gut issues, poor 
immunity, are prone to allergies and infections which in 
turn impact their learning and behavior. In 2007, I met 
Ms. Manisha Lad, a parent, living in New Jersey, who 
has a child with Autism. As my interaction and 
communication increased with her over the years and the 
more I read about medical issues in ASD, my 
understanding of the diverse bio-medical issues in 
children with Autism deepened. This also showed me a 
new ray of hope for children with Autism, that while 
working on certain biomedical issues, with other 
therapies, behavioural concerns decreased radically and 
social communication skills improved. 

The year 2009 was a turning point in my career as a child 
psychiatrist working with children with ASD. October 
2009, I went to Dallas supported by Akhil Autism 
Foundation, New Jersey that was an eye opening 
experience for me. For the first time, I met a very big 
community of parents & professionals and was humbled 
by their belief in bio-medical intervention. Since then, I 
presented various papers in conferences on MB12 
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injections. This was a major stepping-stone for me in 
helping children with autism. With all my learning and 
experience and as I became more involved with the ASD 
community, I began to firmly believe that bio medical 
intervention is an essential part in the treatment of ASD. 

Now, in 2016, although there is an abundance of 
researches available with many ongoing researches, there 
are still a lot of unanswered questions. What gives me 
immense contentment is, looking back at the children 
with PDD NOS, ASD who have been under my care 
since early childhood, undergoing intensive therapies 
and bio - medical interventions, have got admission in 
mainstream schools and are doing well. It gives me 
immense hope for children with ASD and encourages me 
to never give up.  

Over the last one decade, starting from a team of few 
therapists to a big team, a need of multi disciplinary team 
approach is an important aspect in working with children 
with ASD. To get like-minded professionals and to keep 
them together has been a biggest challenge as CCAW 
grew over a decade. What I learn is that the therapist has 
to be goal oriented and has to empower parents in every 
aspect in this whole journey.  

Gradually, my understanding of ASD has changed from 
an illness model to a multi faceted condition with various 
complex medical causes. Every child on the spectrum is 



	   52	  

unique and requires a thorough investigation with a 
detailed planning for optimal output. I am thankful to the 
parent community for being so thoughtful and helpful to 
me in all my endeavors. I owe it to the parents for 
motivating to initiate the entire bio-medical journey and 
am deeply grateful for their constant support all 
throughout. Seeing parents so motivated and committed 
towards their children inspires me and instills passion to 
do better.  Over the years, working with the ASD 
Community, I have learnt a few of the most important 
things in life, like, perseverance and with the zeal and 
motivation to strive for better, winning over the most 
challenging cases. , The Strength and heroism of ASD 
community has sparked and brought the best out of me. I 
am humbled by the entire ASD community and salute 
them with deep gratitude. 

 

For them always,  

Dr. Deepak Gupta 
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Title 
Dr. Shilpa Gupta 

Parenting Coach 
 
My education is of a medical doctor with specialisation 
in ENT. My life started changing when I became a 
mother. It changed further more after my second 
daughter was born. I felt kids are my responsibility. I 
wanted to learn more. I still remember my brother 
making fun of me “ Kitaben Padne se bache nai palte”. I 
realised very soon as a mother that my scores were zero 
in terms of understanding a child’s behaviour and 
nurturing them. This was a turning point of my life- I 
became a Parenting Coach. I learned for myself first and 
then started sharing with others. 

In 2009 when I officially started working, I was being 
Ms. Righteous. My outlook had rigid boundaries of good 
and bad, right and wrong. I slowly learnt that every 
parent carries their own Santa bags. These bags contain 
memories of traumas, pressure of interpersonal relations, 
stress of finances and barriers from beliefs. These Santa 
bags made journey of parents so tiring that unknowingly 
and unfortunately the gifts of anger, frustration, 
irritability and anxiety are gifted to their most dear ones 
for whom the parents had sacrificed their sleep, their 
dreams…their own kids. After a couple of years I wanted 
to work with parents whose children were diagnosed 
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with Autism. The biggest factor holding me back was 
will I be ever able to understand their world, their pain, 
their challenges. My inhibitions and beliefs were proved 
wrong after I attended workshops. Behaviour is a 
function of mind and not the disorder. Behaviour comes 
from how I perceive the world and what I think the 
world perceives about me. 

Same theory is applicable to a parent while handling a 
behaviour. As a parent one should handle one issue at a 
time.  Speak what you see and not what you think to the 
child as a parent. Very soon I realised the biggest 
challenge of a parent while handling a behaviour in a 
child is his/her “Label”. Label (like Autism) is useful for 
medical doctors to understand the child and advice the 
parent. Label is useful for a parent- only to bring in 
acceptance of what is going on and why is my child 
different. It is the lack of acceptance (running away from 
diagnosis) and inadequate knowledge that makes the 
journey difficult. 

Parenting is easy when common sense is used. Every 
parent needs the skill of communication. Especially with 
children with diagnosis of Autism need a healthy 
environment, a good team work in form of family 
support. I believe and I have experienced that parents 
who work with patience, common sense and 
unconditional love work faster during challenges. 
Parents who pick up one issue at a time and focus on 
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structures and make child functional are always smiling. 
Parents whose Santa bags are smallest can nurture their 
kids with hand holding; both their hands are available for 
their child.  

 

To understand autism, I read theory of mind. Children 
with Autism lack central coherence. They focus on 
details and lack the ability to see a bigger picture. It 
saddens my heart to see that even though we have the 
ability to see the bigger picture(central coherence) yet we 
like to wear the false lenses. These false lenses not only 
reduces the vision but also the minds ability to be open 
and creative. We refuse to see our kids innocence, we 
fail to acknowledge their goodness and qualities. It's my 
experience that children with Autism have a strong 6th 
sense. Though the child is non verbal or does not have 
enough words to express but they are observant, more 
sensitive to the environment. They understand who truly 
loves them. Children do express when parents give gifts 
from their Santa bags but unfortunately our lenses limit 
our vision that we fail to acknowledge. It's a question I 
keep asking for myself- Who is suffering? More- the one 
who is born with______ or the one of is living with 
_____. 
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We as parents should never forget that we are human 
beings and as humans we carry our Santa bags everyday. 
Many love to wear their false lenses too. 
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Journey of a Special Educator 
Mr. Dhiraj Bhasin 

Special Educator 
 

Interestingly, I started my journey as a tutor for business 
studies and political science for the typical population 
with little to no knowledge about working with the 
differently abled population. I had aspirations for the 
same either - I was a young man in my early twenties - 
trying to figure out my future!  
However, destiny had a different plan for me.  
I chanced upon being asked to prepare a hearing 
impaired child for his class Xth exams, which was as 
difficult as it was satisfying  on seeing him clearing his 
exams successfully. At that time, I had no professional 
degree or experience. I was advised by his parents and 
others that I should continue this journey - to teach the 
different children - a proposition that appealed to me 
tremendously.  
I enrolled for my special education course with only 20 
seats to spare and got my first degree as a special 
educator - which brought a feeling of being acclaimed 
and 'special' with it.  
  
Having done so, I joined a Center for autism and I had 
NO idea what to do. The books don't teach us anything 
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that helped me. That is when I realised my real training 
had just started!  
At that time, being the one of the few male educators, I 
was given a class with adolescent boys who had 
hyperactive features with their sexual hormones at its 
peak. Reflecting back on the experience today, this is 
where I started being strict to manage the student - a 
quality that I am famous (or rather infamous) for today!  
An experience that has still stayed with me over all these 
years is when I was escorting one of the adolescents 
from one class to another. As he was known to hit 
anything or person in his way, both his hands had to be 
held while walking. Even though I am a big built man, 
the said adolescent managed to push me down a flight of 
stairs in an attempt to escape from my captivity. On 
quickly recovering from the fall, I ran to catch him when 
I encountered the head of the institution right in front of 
me. I'm assuming from my stumbled expression, she 
figured that something was wrong and went on to ask me 
about it. On narrating the incident, I expected comforting 
words from her with adequate blame to the adolescent. 
Instead, I received a curt reply stating, 'You need to be 
careful with these children.'   
This experience taught me a fundamental and essential 
principle of dealing with the autism population  - IT IS 
NEVER THEIR FAULT.  Their behaviours are means of 
communication which we must listen to. If the behaviour 
is inappropriate- the first reflection has to come from our 
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side of ' what am I not hearing?', 'Where is the lapse 
from my side?', 'what is he trying to say?'  
  
With my new found understanding into the world of non 
verbal communication, I enrolled for the first batch of an 
RCI recognised Diploma in Autism. I was one of the few 
fortunate ones to have learnt from the very pioneers of 
educators and were widely recognised for their 
contributions in the Autism field. Have completed the 
course, I was given a class of 7 students - each one 
uniquely finding his place on the spectrum. They had a 
variety of behaviours and communication concerns 
where my knowledge of TEACH and PECS was 
rigorously employed.  Over the period of a year, I shared 
a bond with each student as I had learnt to embrace each 
one for who they were and not what I wanted them to be.  
  
Over the 16 years of my practice, in essence nothing has 
changed. I am still passionate about working with 
children but like every therapist forms their style of 
working and their own principles to work by, mine too 
have evolved too.  
In my opinion, special education concerns itself with two 
major facets - Functional Academics and Behaviours. 
Behaviours is one that I have no control over, so slowly I 
have leaned towards focussing on academics. This 
pattern has unconsciously emerged because of my strong 
belief that our children should be in inclusive and 
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integrated set ups; they should not be alone taught 
separately as they learn by imitation the best - they have 
a strong need to learn and when put amongst the typical 
population, they thrive on the exposure - slowly but 
surely( something that I observed in my heterogeneous 
groups for social skills for Autism)  
Also, I have learnt that no two children work by the same 
strategy - we have to allow the child to tell us what 
works for them! In my earlier days of practice, my 
constant reinforcer was Polo - one that majority liked - 
except this one child who refused to do the activity after 
receiving his Polo. Turned out he hated mint flavour and 
the reinforcer was actually a punishment for the little 
fellow!  Although a small example, it taught me big 
things - not every child needs a visual schedule or needs 
to be reinforced the same way. Some things work for 
some, and some don't.  We may not have to follow every 
rule in the book but I encourage people to make their 
own rules too - just like I did. ( Pre writing before 
writing; picture understanding before alphabet).  
  
These are on-the-job-things that I have learnt over time 
but I still have much to learn. However, if there was one 
thing that I would like you to take back from my 
experience is that labels are there to help us NOT to 
restrict us. All too often, we run in circles around the 
label and forget to look at the child. I urge and fervently 
wish for us as a community to blur the lines of labels and 
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rebel in our own ways to make new rules - one for the 
sake of our children!  
These children and adolescents who have taught me the 
true meaning of perseverance, made me a champion of 
patience, who constantly urge me to rethink my 
strategies and think far outside the box and made me a 
person who can now think far ahead into the future and 
take steps today!  
  
Help, succour, sympathy, advice, direction, courage and 
encouragement, a hand of friendship, a shoulder to 
unburden worries are not very far off. In fact, we can all 
give this to one another only if we get together. 
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Journey of an Occupational Therapist 
Dr. Arpan Kumar 

Occupational Therapist 
 
In the late 90s, when I started my career as an 
Occupational Therapist, Autism was not as common and 
widely understood as it is today. My first exposure to 
autism was in my final year of graduation. So far, I had 
only read about autism in the books and there I was 
getting an opportunity to work with a child with autism. I 
was very excited and nervous at the same time; to 
connect with the child and see whether what we had 
learnt theoretically was actually true.  

 

As I moved to Delhi in 2004, I saw a dire increase in the 
number of Autism cases than what I had seen earlier. At 
that point of time, unfortunately therapy was limited to 
only a few symptoms as the understanding of autism was 
very limited. This was a challenge that I accepted and as 
time progressed, with my experience over the years and 
my interactions with other professionals, attending 
workshops and reading various researches, my 
understanding of Autism has evolved radically. This 
allows me to connect with parents and empower them 
with various strategies, detailed home plans and sensory 
diets because of which many children are enjoying a 
happy life. 
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However, when I started initially, there was always a 
question of whether what I am doing is right or wrong as 
at that point of time, our training was limited in the field 
of autism, the resources available were scanty and there 
were not many professionals that were available to guide 
us. Disappointingly, then the results were 40-60, 
surprisingly 40% was success and 60% we would have 
to constantly try new things and struggled. It was rather 
frustrating, also to see that the parents were putting in so 
much trust in us and we were letting them down in some 
way. Gradually, with my experience and attending 
workshops, I learnt several new strategies and techniques 
to use. However, the learning that has happened while 
working with children has been phenomenal. The entire 
time, my best teachers were right there but I was not 
looking in the correct direction. Working with children, 
we learn so much about how to handle situations; it is all 
about being open and willing to learn from them. Their 
behavior is just their way of communicating things to us; 
be it flapping, throwing a tantrum or repetitive 
behaviours. 

 

One of the turning points in my practice was this child 
from the UK who would come for therapy for 2 months, 
twice a year. There was already a challenge of the 
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amount of time I had with him, and then he was an 
extremely aggressive child. I had tried several techniques 
and strategies with him, but nothing seemed to work. 
Then one day, I decided to stop being a therapist with 
him and just let him be. That session to my surprise went 
wonderfully well, because we connected on another level 
and not a client-therapist level. This was one of my 
biggest learning; forming a good rapport is half the 
therapy done. 

 

Initially, when I would work the children, the gap of 
therapist and client always interfered with the results I 
would achieve. Gradually, I started noticing, the more I 
became friendly with a child, the more compliant the 
child was and results were faster and better. So I started 
involving play in my therapy and focused on becoming 
friends with the child rather than being just a therapist. 
Slowly, I started incorporating playful activities in the 
sessions, I gradually became more open and friendly 
with the children and as expected, improvement in 
children was rapid, instruction following was not as big a 
challenge as it used to be before. Ups and downs while 
working with the autism population is a part of therapy, 
however, I believe the key is to never give up, as a 
therapist or a parent. 
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Another very important factor was generalization. Often 
I would hear parents say that the child is not performing 
as well at home as they were in the OT room. That’s 
when I inculcated mediums easily available at home in 
the session, so the parents could do similar activities at 
home. For example, for motor skills I started doing 
activities like peeling, beading, etc. and started taking 
children to the park so as for them to get a real sense of 
the world.  

 

One of the challenges I would sometimes face during 
sessions was the mood of the child. If the child was in a 
good mood, the session would go really well, but in case 
the child was in a cranky mood or upset over something, 
I would struggle to begin the session. But that’s when I 
started altering the session plan depending on the mood 
of the child. The basic goal of the session would remain 
the same; the way the activities were executed would 
change according to the mood of the child.  

 

Now, I have reached a point where even the toughest 
cases do not seem overwhelming. I believe with regular 
practice and being always open to learning, mostly from 
the children and perseverance, success is definite. Of 
course, severity and the symptoms play a huge role in the 
therapy, but then there is hope for everyone. With 



	   66	  

empathy, love, determination and the right attitude, there 
is nothing we can’t achieve. 
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Journey of a Speech Therapist 
Mr. Rajeev Ranjan 

Speech Therapist 
 

Before you started as a professional, what did you do?  

 

I was in a very different stream before I became a speech 
therapist. I was perusing my post graduation in 
hydrogeology and aiming to become a marine geologist! 
Fate took a turn that I took up becoming a speech 
therapist!  

 

What were the initial fears and inhibitions while 
working with children and families of autism? I'm sure 
there would have been some bumps along the way. 
Would you share some of the experiences regarding the 
same?  

 

Yes I do remember, when I had just started researching 
for a NGO and a NRI child and parents had come to me. 
On seeing me work with their child, I remember the 
mother scolding me and saying, “stop harassing my 
child!” These words really pricked me. I realised I had to 
train myself for know how to handle the children with 
autism along with knowing the disorder.  
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How did you go about that?  

 

I attended many workshops and conferences and I 
discussed every case with my seniors to make sure I 
wasn't missing out on anything. Along the way I also 
experimented with different methods and had them 
checked. Slowly, confidence and understanding grew.  

 

How have you evolved over the years as a professional? 
What are the key principles that drive you at working 
with families and children with Autism today? 

 

One crucial thing that I have learnt is counselling parents 
right from the start. Sometimes it is even more important 
than therapy itself. The parent has to be told honestly the 
prognosis of the child. As professionals we must state 
facts and give the real picture.  

The goals of the therapy has to be explained to the 
parents, by identifying where the deficit lies. Also, it is 
very important for parents to know what we are doing 
and how we are planning on achieving the goals. In 
doing so, parents also come up with their own strategies 
and become an essential part of the team. Once the 
parents are motivated with the right information, 
progress is ensured. 
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The second principle I have learnt is that play  works 
very well children and should be used as a medium for 
therapy often.  

Apart from that, there is a rule that I have made for 
myself based on experience – always take a girl child, 
specially adolescents, with ASD in a session with 
caregiver/parents – as an ethical rule and also to ensure 
safety of the child. Sometimes, features are unpredictable 
which we need to take preventive measures for, from our 
side.   

 

What has changed in you as a person? Any quality that 
has come up while working that you were unaware you 
had?  

 

I have definitely become more patient – this goes 
without saying. I have become far more tolerant and 
genuinely accepting of people – this field has completely 
desensitised me from things like vomit etc.  

I'm not hyper anymore – something that everyone 
appreciates !! I have started to respond to people and not 
react to people. It's a great skill to have and I have the 
children to thank.  
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Any ending words for parents and the community? 

 

I know speech is an aspect that creates panic easily – and 
rightly so. However, a parent accepting the child as 
he/she is, is the essential first step. Each child has his 
time and pace – we have to do our best in giving 
appropriate exposure and build on what the child has. 
Fortunately modern equipment has helped us in working 
more efficiently and effectively  – technology is our 
friend – I urge everyone to research and use technology!  

Every child – verbal or non verbal – speaks to us – we 
have to listen to that first. Pushing will NEVER help. 
Our job is to do our best, provide our best and have faith 
in the child’s potential.  

 

Listen to all, but think for yourself. If you are convinced 
– give your all to achieve it. Don't panic, be realistic and 
DO what makes you truly HAPPY!  
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Services Available at CCAW 
 
 

 

 



“The future of your child is

what you care to make it…”

-Pt. Jawahar Lal Nehru

Centre for Child and Adolescent Wellbeing (CCAW)Centre for Child and Adolescent Wellbeing (CCAW)

R-92, Greater Kailash- I

New Delhi-110048
011-41733340, 09953309156

Other Branches
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