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My story began with questions, while others begin with celebration.

Through the hospital, classrooms, corridors, and sleepless nights, questions echoed—sometimes questions asked by strangers through their eyes, and sometimes through their words.

“Why can’t he behave?”

“What’s wrong with your child?”

“Have you tried disciplining him?”

While carrying the weight of expectations, fear, guilt, and hope, I searched for answers. I wanted someone to hand me a map, a direction, to explain why my journey looked so different from everyone else’s.

Life granted me a child who became my greatest teacher.

I often questioned if I am enough, especially in moments when my days were filled with endless meltdowns and school calls that left my heart racing. Yet there were also unexpected victories—a smile after a difficult day, a quiet hug that carried more meaning than a thousand conversations.

There is no perfection in my story.

It is a story about celebration and learning in progress instead of perfection, about being thankful for the smallest milestones, and learning to trust God when the path ahead is uncertain.

If you are a teacher, caregiver, parent, or simply someone trying to understand the world through a different lens, I hope these pages remind you that every misunderstood child is part of a family doing their best.

My book, my truth.

It is about breaking and healing, tears and laughter, fear and faith.

Above all, it is about love—the kind of love that changes you forever. I hope it gives strength and reminds you that being different is beautiful and unique.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  













" God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can,and the wisdom to know the difference.”




Without fully understanding the words in the prayer,I prayed for a longest time.I wanted to change everything, the judgemental stares in public, the whispers from neighbour’s,and the people who believed I simply wasn’t trying hard enough,the call from school I wanted so bad to be positive not a complain.I wanted to fix what I couldn’t understand mostly.I realised that my child didn’t need fixing.he needed understanding.this book is not written by an expert, not by a doctor nor a psychologist, it is written by a mother.

A mother who questioned herself, blamed herself.A mother who cried herself to sleep after another difficult day.A mother who has ignored calls or knocks on the door out of the fear it could be a complain.A mother who wondered if she is enough.And yet she has experience joy in smallest moments - a random hug,an unexpected smile,a quiet”I love you”,or a day without tears.and those moments became my victories.in the middle of chaos,love was growing,a reminder.this is my diary of truth.it is a story of exhaustion and hope, heart break and healing, frustration and unconditional love.I hope this pages remind you that you are not alone especially if you are a parent walking in the similar path.if you are a family member,a friend or a teacher,I hope this book helps you see the world through the eyes of a mother doing the very best she can.my journey is not easy.My life is not perfect.i discovered something unexpected somewhere between the tears,the laughter,the set back and triumphs.it was filled with love my mess,was never empty.and that is why I call it…My beautiful mess.
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Who Am I




If you’re holding this book, then you’ve already stepped into my world.




Before I tell you about my son and the journey that changed my life, I want to tell you a little about myself.




I am Natash.




I am a woman in my late thirties, a mother, and someone who has learned that life rarely unfolds the way we imagine.




There was a time when I thought I had everything figured out. I believed that if I loved enough, worked hard enough, and prayed faithfully, life would follow a predictable path.




I was wrong.




Life introduced me to a journey I never expected. A journey filled with questions, tears, frustration, and moments so beautiful that words could never fully capture them.




For years, I measured myself against other mothers. I wondered why things seemed so easy for them and so difficult for me. I questioned my decisions, my strength, and sometimes even my faith.




But somewhere along the way, I stopped trying to fit my story into someone else’s idea of normal.




I began to see that my child wasn’t sent to test me. He was sent to teach me.




He taught me patience when I had none left. He taught me to celebrate the smallest victories as if they were miracles. He taught me that love doesn’t need perfect words or perfect behaviour to be real.




This book is my diary—not because I wrote it every day, but because every chapter comes from a real place in my heart.




Some pages were born from tears. Others from laughter. Many from prayers whispered when I thought no one was listening.




I don’t claim to have all the answers.




I’m simply sharing my truth, hoping that somewhere in these pages another parent will find comfort, another teacher will find understanding, and another family will realize they are not walking this road alone.




This is who I am.




And this is my story.








  
  2

  
  
  The Signs I Couldn’t Ignore

  
  










Looking back now, the signs were always there.




At the time, I didn’t know what they meant. I thought my son was simply strong-willed, energetic, and impatient. Everyone around me had an opinion.




“He’s just a boy.”




“He’ll grow out of it.”




“Some children develop differently.”




I wanted to believe them.




My son was a beautiful little boy with a bright smile, but he had very little patience. The smallest inconvenience could upset him. If his toy didn’t work the way he expected, if someone took something from him, or if things didn’t go according to his plan, frustration would take over almost instantly.




As his mother, I tried everything. I corrected him, comforted him, and prayed for wisdom. Some days I thought we were making progress. Other days, I felt completely defeated.




The hardest part was watching him around other children.




Whenever we attended birthday parties, weddings, church gatherings, or family celebrations, the adults would sit together talking and laughing while the children played nearby.




Then, without fail, a group of children would come running towards us.




“Auntie, there’s a boy hitting us!”




The conversations would stop.




One of the adults would say, “Bring the boy here.”




The children would run back, and we would all wait to see who they were talking about.




Every time, I hoped it wasn’t my child.




Every time, they came back holding my son’s hand.




I can still remember the shock that rushed through my body. My heart would sink as all eyes turned towards me.




The adults expected me to scold him. Some looked irritated. Others looked at me as if I wasn’t raising him properly.




I would apologize, hold his little hand, and explain that hitting was wrong. He would look at me with those innocent eyes, and I wondered if he truly understood what everyone expected of him.




A few minutes later, another child would come crying.




Another complaint.




Another apology.




Slowly, celebrations stopped feeling like celebrations.




Instead of enjoying the music, the food, and the company of family, I spent every moment watching my son, waiting for the next incident.




Eventually, I stopped taking him to many gatherings.




Not because I was ashamed of him.




But because I was tired of seeing people judge a child they didn’t understand and a mother who was trying her best.




At night, when the house was quiet, I would replay those moments in my mind.




Why was my son so different?




Why did he struggle to connect with other children?




Why did the smallest things upset him so deeply?




I didn’t have the answers yet.




But deep in my heart, I knew these were not just phases.




They were signs I could no longer ignore.
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