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PROLOGUE: THE STORY PEOPLE DON’T SEE FIRST
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Most people don’t meet the real version of my story first.

They meet the result.

They meet the confidence that came after the struggle.

The humor that came after the pain.

The adaptation that came after years of trial and error.

What they don’t see is everything it took to get here.

I was burned as a child in Brazil before I had any memory of it. I lost fingers on my left hand, and my right hand completely gone. I carry scars across my body that I didn’t choose and don’t remember receiving.

I was adopted into a family in Iowa. A mom and dad who became the only parents I’ve ever known. Two older brothers. An older adopted sister. A small town where everybody knew everybody.

This is not a story about what happened to me.

It’s a story about what I did with it.
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CHAPTER 1: BEFORE MEMORY
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I don’t remember the fire.

That’s the first strange truth about my life. Something so defining, so physical, so permanent, and I have no memory of it happening.

I only know what I was told.

Brazil. Age one. Burns. Trauma. Survival.

Then adoption.

Then Iowa.

Then life.

For a long time, I didn’t think about it. I was just a kid. Running around. Playing outside. Learning how to exist in a small town where everyone already knew who you were before you even understood yourself.

At that age, I didn’t think of myself as different.

I just thought I was me.
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CHAPTER 2: THE AGE OF QUESTIONS
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I was around ten when I started noticing something shift.

Not in me, in other people.

The questions started.

“What happened to your hand?”

“What’s wrong with your arm?”

“Can you use that normally?”

Not always mean. Not always kind. Just constant curiosity from people who had never seen someone like me before.

At first, I didn’t know how to respond. Then I learned quickly.

Short answers. Humor. Deflection.

Whatever kept things moving.

I wasn’t bullied much. A couple of kids here and there, but nothing that defined my experience. Small towns work differently. People already knew me. That mattered more than I realized at the time.

So I wasn’t “the kid with scars.”

I was just a kid.

But still... I noticed when I wasn’t picked first.

I noticed pauses.

I noticed the looks.

And once you notice that, you don’t really stop noticing it.
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CHAPTER 3: FIGURING OUT LIFE WITHOUT A MANUAL
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I didn’t grow up thinking I couldn’t do things.

I grew up thinking I had to figure out how.

So I did.

I taught myself to ride a bike.

I taught myself to climb trees.

I taught myself basketball.

Not perfectly. Not traditionally. But effectively.

That became the pattern of my life.

If something didn’t work one way, I didn’t stop.

I adjusted.
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CHAPTER 4: THE SHRINERS YEARS
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Growing up  was different from everything else.

I spent a lot of that time at Shriners Hospitals for Children.

Walking in for the first time is something I still remember clearly.

A big open foyer. Bright. Structured. Almost misleadingly normal at first glance.

And I remember hiding there.

Trying to delay the moment I had to go back to the doctors. Trying to stay in that space just a little longer.

But eventually, that moment always came.

And you go.

Because you have to.

What I didn’t expect was how human the place would feel.

The nurses weren’t distant. They were personal. They remembered you. They talked to you like a person, not a case.

Sometimes they’d set up video game systems in my room. That sounds small now, but at the time it meant everything. It gave normalcy to something that wasn’t normal at all.

And then there were the kids.

Other kids who were going through their own versions of hard things. That creates understanding faster than words ever could.

That’s where I met the boy, sharing my room. We became close. Real friends in a place most people associate with isolation.

And through all of it, my mom was there.

Always.

That time didn’t just shape my recovery.

It shaped my resilience.
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CHAPTER 5: HUMOR BECOMES CONTROL
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At some point, I realized something important:

People were going to notice my differences no matter what.

So I decided I would control how that moment felt.

That’s when humor became part of who I was.

I became the class clown. Sarcastic. Quick. Self-aware.

I made jokes before anyone else could.

Because if I controlled the joke, I controlled the discomfort.

And over time, that turned into confidence.

Not fake confidence, earned confidence.
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CHAPTER 6: DATING AND THE MOMENT THINGS SHIFT
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Dating was never about getting attention.

That part was easy.

It was what happened after, that made things complicated.

I would talk to someone. Build connections. Things would feel real.

Then we would meet.

And I would try to hide my disability at first. Not out of shame, but out of experience.

Because I had learned that the moment people saw it first, the rest of me sometimes disappeared behind it.

And I didn’t want that.

But reality has a way of showing up anyway.

There was always a shift.

Sometimes subtle. Sometimes obvious.

And that shift taught me something I didn’t want to learn but had to:

Not everyone processes “difference” the same way.

Some people stayed kind. Some didn’t.

And over time, I stopped chasing every reaction.

I started focusing on “connection” that didn’t require explanation.
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CHAPTER 7: THE GARAGE SHOT
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One of my earliest moments of proving something to myself came behind a garage.

I told my brother I could make a basketball shot from there.

He didn’t believe me.

So I figured it out.

I studied the angle. The distance. The arc.

I used two two limbs at the top of the garage as reference points.

Then I practiced until it became repeatable.

When I finally called him out, he stood there watching.

I threw the ball.

Swish.

That moment wasn’t about basketball.

It was about problem-solving under doubt.
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A TRUE STORY OF RESILIENCE, HUMOR,
AND A LIFE BUILT WITHOUT LIMITS

lINSTl]PPABlE

\ B ]
|

OVERCOMING
OBSTACLES.
DEFYING
EXPECTATIONS.
BUILDING A LIFE
THAT MATTERS.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
A TRUE STORY OF RESILIENCE, HUMOR,
AND A LIFE BUILT WITHOUT LIMITS

UNSTOPPABLE

L

GROWING UP DIFFERENT,
. S

"
OVERCOMING
OBSTACLES.
DEFYING
EXPECTATIONS.
BUILDING A LIFE
THAT MATTERS.






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





