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    To my nieces and nephews and every child who sees the world in their own unique way:
Your special spark shines bright. This story is for you, to remind you that you are enough, just as you are.
with love, Wanda

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I am different, not less" - Temple Grandin
"Why fit in, when we were born to stand out?" - Dr. Seuss
"Autism is my super power, what's yours?" - Alexa Lauenburger
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Kai’s Special Spark

By Wanda Marcano
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ONCE UPON A TIME, IN a cozy town where colorful houses lined winding streets and tall trees whispered secrets in the breeze, lived a boy named Kai. Kai was seven years old, with bright eyes that sparkled like the stars in a midnight sky and a heart bursting with curiosity about dinosaurs, trains, and the world around him. He loved building towering block castles in his room and could name every T-Rex bone from skull (head) to caudal vertebrae (Tail). But sometimes, the world felt too big-sounds felt like thunder, light was sharp and bright, and Kai’s heart puzzled over why he felt so different from other kids. He wondered if his differences were wrong or weird, not knowing they were part of his special spark.

It seemed that Kai’s world was loud-too loud. The hum of the refrigerator roared like a dragon in his ears, and the clatter of dishes in the sink bursting like fireworks on the 4th of July, making his head spin. Even the tick-tock of the kitchen clock felt like a hammer tapping his brain. One morning, as Kai sat at the table, the screech of a chair made him flinch, hands flying to his ears. “Why is everything so noisy?” he asked his mom, his voice trembling. His mom knelt beside him, her smile soft as cotton candy. “You don’t just hear sounds, Kai- you feel them and that’s something not many people can do. That’s pretty special,” she said, gently untangling his hair with a pick. Kai peeked at her, wondering if his ears could really be special.
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Kai was also a picky eater. The broccoli felt too mushy in his mouth. The chicken was too bumpy. The rice had a weird smell that made his nose wrinkle. He wanted his food to look just right. He wanted the spoon with the Spider-Man handle and the ‘square plates with all the pockets,’ just so his food didn’t touch. And tonight, he wanted his toast- not with butter, not with jelly, plain, just like yesterday. He ponders, looking out the kitchen window- the bird’s chirps were muffled, and he studied the dew on the petals of the flowers in the garden. “Why do foods taste so different to me than to my sister?” he wondered. His dad winked and said, “Your taste buds are on their own quest, Kai! You’ll find your favorites, just like your sister found hers.”
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At school, Kai loved to talk- oh, how he loved to talk! He’d share everything he knew about dinosaurs, planets, and trains, his words tumbling out like a waterfall. “Did you know there are two types of trains? Here, look at this!” he exclaims, holding out his favorite model freight train. But sometimes, his classmates would walk away, and Kai never understood why and so he felt lonely. “Why don’t they like me?” he thought, his heart heavy. He also noticed he didn’t always understand when people were joking or why they got upset when he said certain things. “Hey Kai! Do you like my new hair tie?” a classmate asked, swinging her ponytail around like a helicopter. Kai stared at her bright yellow hair tie, his brow furrowed. “That hair tie is too bright and it hurts my eyes. It’s like staring at the sun. I don’t like it.” The classmate, Sarah, flinched at Kai’s words, her cheeks flushing as she touched her bright yellow hair tie. Suddenly, the bright accessory she was so excited to wear to school, felt too loud, too wrong. She frowned and mumbled. “It’s just a hair tie...” before turning away and returning to her assigned seat. Kai seemed confused as to why she walked away so abruptly. Another classmate, Jamal, noticed Sarah’s hurt expression and leaned towards Kai, speaking gently. “Hey, Kai, that hair tie is super bright huh? Maybe next time you could say something like, ‘Wow, that’s the brightest yellow hair tie I’ve ever seen!’ That way, it’s kind, but you still say what you think.” Jamal smiled, hoping Kai would understand, then patted his shoulder before walking back to his desk. Kai sat there, his mind churning over Jamal’s words. It was like everyone else had a secret rule book he didn’t know about.
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One peaceful afternoon, a loud fire alarm suddenly screeched through the school- a piercing wail that stabbed his ears like














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
)TV Kai’s
L "SPARK 4

Wanda Marcano






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image009.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image008.png





