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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to everyone on the spectrum. To all those caring for someone with autism. To all the parents who have had to give up their jobs to care full time for children with severe autism, to all those who feel alone, marginalized and isolated because of their condition, to all those who have been bullied, not invited to birthday parties and family gatherings, I want you to know that you are not alone. God loves you!

Thank you mommy for always being there for me and fighting my battles. I love you 3000!
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“Concerning this thing I pleaded with the Lord three times that it might depart from me. And He said to me, “My grace is sufficient for you, for My strength is made perfect in weakness.” Therefore most gladly I will rather boast in my infirmities, that the power of Christ may rest upon me”. 2 Corinthians 12:8-9

It was this Bible verse that inspired Bongiwe to write this amazing book. Bongiwe was diagnosed with Autism Spectrum disorder level 2. Autism is a neurological and developmental disorder that affects how people interact with others, communicate, learn and behave. The signs were visible when she was two years old. She didn’t respond to her name. She couldn’t see something that was right under her nose. She couldn’t tell left from right. She avoided eye contact, her speech was delayed, she preferred to play alone, she had no sense of danger, she was hyperactive, and she preferred to line up toys instead of playing with them. She was later diagnosed with language disorder and dyslexia as well. This made learning very difficult for her. She had to repeat grade R. She was about to repeat grade 1 when I started homeschooling her because I could see that the way she was being taught was not working for her. The homeschooling was very difficult. I had to learn to trust in God. My wisdom was failing. It seemed like she would never learn anything. She kept forgetting everything I was teaching her. I had to go down on my knees and say “God what should I do? I am running out of ideas.”  

Everything people suggested was not working! My answer came from the book of Isaiah 54:13 “All your children shall be taught by the Lord, and great shall be the peace of your children.”  When I read this verse I said to the Lord, I surrender her life to you, teach her as you please. I am only a vessel, put your words in my mouth. I became patient with her. I suddenly had learning ideas that I didn’t know where they came from. I never thought this day would come. Where she would write a book. For the longest time she couldn’t even write her name! Nobody can tell me there is no God, because I have seen Him in Bongiwe’s life. 

The way she understands and interpret the Word of God is amazing. She has pure faith, the Word of God is everything to her. She’s intelligent and hyper focused.  The day she was born was the happiest day of my life, I never thought that she would face so many health problems. I cried every night thinking how she didn’t deserve to face all these challenges, she was so young. I soon learned that all things work together for good to those who love God, to those who are called according to His purpose. The storms didn’t destroy her, the made her stronger. I truly hope people will be inspired when they read this book. I am so proud of my Muffin, I hope the name of the Lord is glorified through you! 

Nokwanda Mchunu 

Autism mom/Bongiwe’s mommy/praying woman
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The Early years
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I believe it was Albert Einstein who said “Everybody is a genius but If you judge a fish by it’s ability to climb a tree, it will spend it’s entire life believing it was stupid.”

I spent my the early years of my life believing that I was stupid, because I couldn’t do what kids my age were able to do. The day my teacher waved my book across the classroom showing everybody my bad handwriting and the words written backwards, I felt like the dumbest person on earth. I was so ashamed. When kids avoided me during break time, having to repeat grade R and always changing teachers that made me realize something was not right. Having my mom constantly coming to fight with my teachers and having to change schools I knew I was no ordinary kid.

I was born in Edenvale Hospital in Johannesburg on the 28th of November 2009. My mom says it was the happiest day of her life, even though she never wanted to have kids. She came to Johannesburg from Durban to study filmmaking. Her dream was to be in Hollywood editing films like Transformers and Jurassic World, kids were the last thing on her mind. She was 25 years old when she had me, she was already working in the film and Television industry as a video editor. “Everything happen for a reason, God does not make mistakes,” that’s what she always say. She told me that on my first birthday I had a huge party, gifts everywhere and the biggest cake, but I spent the whole party in the bedroom crying because there were too many people. The second birthday, it was just family I still didn’t enjoy the attention. After turning two I had health issues, nose bleed and sleep walking among them, but what was more visible was my speech, I had none. People told mom it was not a big deal, but she knew something was not right. On my third birthday it was just mom and I. We went to a restaurant to celebrate, there was no fuss. There were so many health complications, I was hospitalized for the first time I had Bronchitis. After that every winter I was in hospital because I had breathing problems. I had to get a nebulizer. 

My skin was very dark and dry. My hair was always falling off. I was a hyperactive child, I didn’t respond to my name, I had no sense of danger, I climbed roofs and fencing walls without fear of falling. I would walk right in front of moving cars without worrying about them hitting me. I climbed to the highest part of the tree without thinking that I could fall down. I couldn’t sit still, that drove people crazy. I didn’t understand the concept of playing with toys. Many times when I visited other kid’s houses and they put a bunch of toys on the floor I would be the one picking them up and putting them away, I found them messy. One of my mom’s former friend had a son younger than me, she asked me to visit them one weekend and when I did, she brought this huge bag full of toys, she threw them everywhere, that drove me crazy! I started putting them back in the bag, she took them out. I took them back in again, she got irritated. I was also irritated by her son’s screaming and pulling, I didn’t like to be touched. I kept organizing things according to the way I wanted, let’s just say that was the last time I was invited to her house. I was not one of those cute bubbly kids, that when you tickle their cheeks they start laughing adorably, No not me. I would just stare at the person until they felt awkward and left me alone. I didn’t laugh or smile, people assumed I was an angry child.

I preferred to play alone. If a kid came to play in my house, 15 minutes was enough! After fifteen minutes what more do you want from me, why are you still here? Get out I need my space! That’s why people called me a “brat.” I liked standing on the couch. Which was a bad habit. I could stand for hours watching TV, what adult would be okay with kid’s feet on their couch? Because of my love
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