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Prologue: Through My Eyes

They say life is a puzzle. Some pieces snap in easily, smooth and clear. Others take years, decades even to find their place. My story is built on both kinds. The easy fits and the jagged edges. The quiet victories and the loud mistakes. When I first told my story in The Spectrum of Me, I gave you pieces of myself, pieces I thought the world could handle. But truth? There's more. More memories I wasn't ready to unpack. More pain I hadn't translated into words. More joy I hadn't learned how to celebrate. This Special Expanded Edition isn't just a re-release. It's a remix. A deeper cut. An unfiltered look through my eyes as a boy, a man, a father, and an author on the spectrum. This time, I'm not holding back. You'll see me in moments I've never spoken about before the doubts, the late night battles, the conversations I never had but still replay in my head. You'll walk with me through love, loss, and the kind of growth that only comes from being cracked open and pieced back together. But you'll also see the power. The way every broken piece can still shine. The way autism is not just a label but a lens, one that shapes how I love, how I father, how I write, and how I rise. This book is for my sons, Mega and Jr, who remind me daily that fatherhood is my greatest role. For my loved ones who sees me as a superhero. For my supporters, who believed in The Spectrum of Me before I believed in myself. And it's for you, holding this book in your hands. You're not just reading my story, you're finding the courage to embrace your own. Welcome back to my spectrum. Every piece has a place. Every piece has power.
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Chapter 1: The Puzzle Begins (Expanded)
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On a Friday night, 6:56 p.m., Bronx Lebanon Hospital, a world already heavy with grief welcomed me in. The air was thick, the city alive with sirens instead of hymns,

their wails rising like broken choirs against cracked skies. People mourned, families prayed, but in the middle of loss,

in the middle of a storm too big for a newborn to name, I arrived.

They say babies come with a cry,

but I came with a silence that listened first.

My soul opened wide to the chaos around me—

the city’s heartbeat, the sorrow of the day,

the whispered strength of ancestors who refused to let me fade.

That date is marked in more than ink on a certificate. It carries both birth and bruise,

both miracle and memorial. I carry weight I didn’t ask for, a reminder that my first breath was borrowed from brokenness.

Yet even in the shadows, light found me. God’s hand, steady, unseen, said: “You will not just survive. You will rise.”

The world called it tragic.

They said, “How strange. How sad. How odd.” But I was never built only from tragedy.

I was built from fire, from spirit, from a purpose too big to fit in a crib. A fighter wrapped in baby skin, a puzzle piece already carved with meaning.

Every candle lit that night, every tear that hit the floor, pressed itself into my bones.

I grew not with bitterness, but with an armor of quiet resilience. A shell, yes but inside, a spark waiting to ignite.

I do not forget. I do not pretend.

The storm of my beginning is stitched into who I am. But I also know this: I was born to mend, to hold grief in one hand and light in the other, to walk through ashes and still set fires of hope.

So when you say my name, say it not as an echo of mourning, but as a declaration of truth. I am not only the boy born into loss—

I am the man rising from it. Not tragedy. Not pity. But strength. A beacon in the longest night.

On broken ground, a fighter was born.

And that fighter was me.
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Chapter 2: Bronx NY, Born Where The Beat Lives (Expanded)
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I come from where the pavement talks,

where footsteps write stories before chalk does.

From corner echoes, dice rolling, kids shouting names 

sidewalks keeping secrets nobody else could claim.

Where the trains hum bass-lines beneath the street,

steel wheels on steel tracks making music with no retreat.

Every screech, every rumble, every horn at dawn

was a symphony that raised me, a beat I carried on.

Uptown soul with a downtown grind. The Bronx is not a place, it’s a state of mind.

It’s spray cans hissing like whispered prayers, graffiti tags declaring “we were here.”

Every wall was a canvas, every block an open mic,

art in rebellion, color in spite.

I saw the sky through tenement windows,

cracked paint peeling but hope still glowing.

Learned the hustle, learned the math,

counting dollars and watching paths.

Choosing early what to give and what to guard,

knowing life in the Bronx was equal parts beauty and hard.

Bodegas fed us. Sandwiches, sodas, and trust.

Corners raised us. Loud laughter, louder music,

boom-bap sound shaking car doors loose.

Hip-hop wasn’t just something we played—

it was something we were.

Every rhyme, every scratch, every beat on the wall

was a reminder that even in struggle, we stood tall.

Bronx air is heavy concrete and courage mixed.

Every breath you take teaches resilience quick.

It’s not just a borough—it’s a badge you wear,

a mark in your stride, a rhythm in your stare.

The Bronx made
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