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The Shard of Light is a work of fiction that seeks to honor the voices

often unheard — those who live within silence, difference, or misunderstanding.

Through Eli’s journey, this novel sheds light on the quiet brilliance of

neurodiverse minds and the resilience of the human spirit.

Though inspired by real experiences shared by many, all characters and events

within this story are fictional. The themes are intended to encourage awareness,

compassion, and dialogue about the ways we perceive and treat one another.

For those who have been misunderstood, unheard, or unseen —

the children who speak in patterns instead of words,

the dreamers mistaken for strangers,

the hearts that keep shining through silence.

You are not the broken glass.

You are the light that passes through it.

“Light doesn’t choose where to fall.  

Even the shattered glass still shines.”  

— OHGEESILKKY
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Prologue
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“The Shard”
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SOMETIMES, I STILL hear the sound.

Not the breaking — not the sharp, thunderous crack of glass splitting midair — but the moment right after.

That silence. The one that eats everything around it.

It’s strange how a single sound can follow you across decades. Through iron doors. Through sleepless nights. Through the years when your own reflection becomes a stranger you no longer argue with.

People used to tell me that time heals.

They were wrong.

Time doesn’t heal — it just teaches you how to live around the pain. How to let it breathe beside you without letting it consume you.

The shard sits on my desk now, in the same chipped glass jar Mara gave me the day I walked free. It’s the last piece of that day — the one the world calls “the accident,” though it was never that simple.

When the sunlight hits it just right, it throws color across the walls. Blues, silvers, flashes of white — like lightning trapped inside something broken.

Sometimes I wonder if it’s mocking me.

Other times, I think it’s proof that beauty can survive destruction. That even the pieces left behind can find a way to shine.

People ask me why I keep it.

I tell them it’s because I need to remember.

Not the pain. Not the fear.

But the moment light found its way through the break.
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Part I
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“The Quiet Before the Break”
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Chapter 1
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“The Sound of the World” 
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MOST PEOPLE DON’T NOTICE how loud the world is.

The hum of the lights. The clicking of pencils. The wet sound shoes make on the tile after rain.

I notice everything.

The world, for me, is made of patterns — a constant storm of sound and color and texture that other people walk through like ghosts. I hear the pattern of the air conditioner: two short bursts, one long pause. I count it under my breath. It keeps me safe.

My name is Eli. I’m eleven years old, and my brain is too full. That’s what Mom says when I get overwhelmed — “Your brain just fills up faster than others, sweetheart.” She says it like a blessing, but the teachers say it like a problem.

At school, the lights buzz above me like angry bees. The noise crawls inside my head. I can feel it behind my eyes, hot and sharp. When I cover my ears, the teacher says, “Eli, hands down, please.”

When I rock in my seat, she says, “Stop fidgeting.”

When I try to explain why, she says, “Don’t talk back.”

So I stopped explaining.

Sometimes, I count the ceiling tiles instead of listening to lessons. There are 192 in my classroom. The one above the clock has a crack shaped like a lightning bolt. That’s how I know where I am when the panic comes.

The kids whisper things when they think I can’t hear. Weird. Freak. Robot.

But I hear everything. I always do.

There’s one voice I can’t stop hearing — Travis. His voice sounds like gravel and laughter mixed together. He sits behind me and flicks paper bits at my neck. Once, he whispered right against my ear, “You don’t even talk right.”

I tried to tell the teacher. She sighed and said, “Just ignore him.”

But how do you ignore a storm when you’re standing in the middle of it?

At recess, I sit by the fence where the wind sounds softer. I draw shapes in the dirt — triangles, spirals, grids. Patterns that make sense.

Mom says I’m gifted. The principal says I’m “special needs.”

I think I’m both. But mostly, I’m just tired of trying to make myself smaller so other people can feel comfortable.

I wish someone would just listen — not to the words I say, but to the way I see.

Because sometimes I wonder if someone really saw the world through my eyes...

they’d stop calling me broken.

And they’d start calling me real. I wish someone would just listen — not to the words I say, but to the way I see.

Because sometimes I wonder if someone really saw the world through my eyes...

they’d stop calling me broken.

And they’d start calling me real.
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Chapter 2
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“The Classroom Cage”
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THE CLASSROOM ALWAYS smells like pencil shavings and bleach.

The scent hides in the corners, mixing with the faint burn of the overhead lights. If you sit still enough, you can almost hear the buzzing of the bulbs echoing inside your head — a soft scream only I seem to notice.

Mrs. Kettering says we’re supposed to “focus.” But the light hums louder than her voice, and the clock above the whiteboard ticks in uneven beats.
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