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Chapter 1: The Puzzle Begins 
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On a Friday night in 1987 at 6:56pm in Bronx Lebanon Hospital, I came into a world on fire. Where sirens sang instead of choirs, Where skies were heavy, hearts were torn, And in the smoke a soul was born. A day of loss, a day of fight, But through the shadows came my light. I carry weight I didn't choose, A name, a date, both birth and bruise. They say, "How strange, how sad, how odd," But I was shaped by flame and God. Not by tragedy, but something more. A beating heart worth fighting for. The world still weeps on my debut, But I've learned strength from all it knew. Each candle lit, each tear that fell, Built in my bones, a quiet shell. I don't forget, I don't pretend, But I was born to rise, to mend. To hold the grief, yet still ignite, a beacon in the longest night. So say my name with something new, not only mourning, but what's true. A soul arrived amid the storm, on broken ground, a fighter was born. 
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Chapter 2: Bronx NY, Born Where The Beat Lives
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I come from where the pavement talks, From corner echoes and sidewalk walks. Where the trains hum songs beneath the street, And every heartbeat keeps the beat. Uptown soul with a downtown grind, Bronx in my blood, legacy in my mind. Graffiti walls told stories in spray, Of kids with dreams and bills to pay. I've seen the sky from tenement views, Learned to hustle, learned to choose. Raised on bodegas and boom-bap sound, Where culture and courage are tightly bound. It's not just borough, it's a badge I wear, Of concrete strength and city air.

The Bronx made me, bold and true, If you know, you know that's the Bronx in you.
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Chapter 3: Orange Fingers, Big Feelings 
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In a world too loud, too bright & too fast, Cheese Doodles made the calmness last. A crunch of comfort, puff of gold. In that bright red bag, my peace would unfold. While others talked in voices sharp, I'd hum inside, a quiet harp. My fingers stained in orange dust, trusting snacks, when I couldn't trust. It didn’t matter if it was a lunchbox love or late-night treat, the only thing I'd beg to eat. No fancy meals or candy prize, Just cheesy puffs and quiet skies. They didn't judge my eating habits, they didn't tease. Just melted stress away with a salty ease. My mind would spin, my heart would race, but those Cheese Doodles gave me space. Now that I’m grown, I smile at every bag. Each crunchy puff, a memory flag. Proof that even chips can be, a lifeline for a soul like me.  
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Chapter 4: The “S” Means Something 
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I was just a kid, knees bruised, dreams small. Watching a hero who could outrun it all.

He flew through fear, he punched through pain, And somehow, I felt the same.  A towel became a cape, my arms stretched wide. I wasn't scared when he stood by my side. No father there to teach me how, But Superman was enough for now. In every leap, I saw a chance. That even I could rise, i could stand. Whether it was Christopher Reeve or George Reeves dawning the big red cape and bright red boots on the screen, it a gave a boy me something to dream. In him, I saw what I could be. Not perfect, just powerful quietly. I’m not just a fan, but a boy set free. The first time that Superman saw me. 
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Chapter 5: The Day My Light Dimmed 
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They stole my safety, broke my peace,

Left a wound that wouldn’t cease. I was just a child, small and scared. Hurt by someone who never cared. I didn’t have the words back then, Just quiet nights and whispered “when?” But deep inside, I held my breath. Fighting shadows, fearing death. It changed my world, it changed my view, But it didn’t take the heart of you. I carried pain they couldn’t see, But through it all I carried me. I learned to speak, I found my ground, In every tear, my strength was found. Piece by piece, I rose again, Not just a victim, I am when. I’m when the silence breaks apart. I’m when the healing finds your heart. I’m when the storm begins to clear. I’m when the fighter reappears. So let this page forever prove:

I didn’t freeze, I chose to move. Though what they did will never be right, I’ll forever be the boy who reclaimed his light. 
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