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From Fire to Faith 

By Reinaldo Olivo An Inspirational True Story of Survival, Sin, and Salvation 

Chapter 1: Concrete Beginnings

I was born into heat—not just the sun of Puerto Rico, but the heat of survival. 

The kind that don’t cool down even when the sun sets. 

The heat of the struggle. The pressure to survive. 

The weight of eyes always watching and a world that don’t give second chances. 

The housing projects were all I knew. 

Roaches in the cereal boxes. Rats in the walls. 

My mom did her best with what she had—but what she had wasn’t enough. 

And my father? He dipped out early. Left behind nothing but trauma and silence. 

By the time I was three, we stopped bouncing around. 

We stayed in New York. That was home. 

But even home felt like war. 

Growing up, I learned everything on the fly—by watching. 

Nobody sat me down to teach me right from wrong. 

But I had uncles... and they taught me things that stuck. 

Uncle Carlos? He had the kind of confidence that lit up a room. 

I watched him run game on women like it was nothing. 

As a little boy, I studied his every move—the way he talked, smiled, moved. 

He didn’t chase women—they came to him. 

And before I even knew what "game" meant, I was soaking it all in. 

Uncle PT taught me how to stay fly. 

He wasn’t stepping outside unless everything matched. 

Fresh kicks, clean cut, gold chain, smelling like money. 

He showed me that image mattered. That when you look sharp, you walk different. 

Then there was AB. 

He wasn’t just in the streets—he was the streets. 

I watched him do things in real life most people only saw in movies. 

Deals, power moves, respect on every corner. 

He didn’t talk much, but his presence said it all. 

I remember one time I went to flush the toilet—and saw a big chopper hidden in the back. 

I didn’t touch it... but I never forgot it. 

There were drugs and stacks of money stashed in places they thought we’d never find. 

But kids know. We always knew. 

They tried to hide it from us. 

But we were already watching. Already learning. 

My mom probably didn’t know what was going on inside the house. 

She was always working. Always grinding. 

And she wasn’t going for none of that. 

She would've shut it down in a heartbeat. 

But the streets were already speaking. 

I just started listening. 

We moved from Puerto Rico to New York, but New York was where everything started to shape me. 

Especially Yonkers. 

I saw violence, drug deals, robberies—real-life chaos from a young age. 

I learned how to hustle from my uncles. 

That’s when I started shoveling snow just to make a few dollars and stay fresh. 

I was a kid, but I knew early: 

Money, power, and respect get you attention—and attention brings women.

But when I lost AB... it broke me. 

That was the first death that touched me. 

I cried hard. I didn’t even know how to process it. 

I can’t remember how old I was, just that it crushed something inside of me. 

And Uncle Tony... 

He was tough in a different way. 

He taught me how to stand my ground. 

If me and my brother got into it, he’d let us handle it like little men—no soft stuff. 

But he also wouldn’t let us go to bed mad. 

He made sure we apologized. Made sure we hugged it out. 

Told us, “Y’all all you got in this world. Don’t throw that away over nothing.” 

Then one day, he just disappeared. 

I asked my mom what happened. 

She didn’t want to say. But I overheard her one day. 

He had gone to jail—for running up on someone in a store... 

With the same chopper I had seen in the bathroom when I was a kid. 

That was my foundation. 

No bedtime stories. No fairy tales. 

Just pain, loss, hustle, and survival. 

I didn’t know it then... 

But all of it was leading somewhere. 

“Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee; and before thou camest forth out of the womb I sanctified thee...” 

— Jeremiah 1:5

Chapter 2: The Day Fire Found Me

It was just an afternoon. 

Uncle Tony was outside, talking with his kids’ mother. 

Everything felt normal. Nothing wild. Just another regular day. 

I was still a kid, but I had already seen too much to be innocent. 

Curiosity had been growing in me, slow and silent. 

Everyone around me smoked. 

My uncles. The older heads on the block. People I respected. 

It wasn’t just something they did — it was part of the image. 

Power. Control. Confidence. 

So I thought to myself... Why not try it?

I wasn’t trying to be reckless. I wasn’t thinking at all. 

I just wanted to feel grown. 

Like the men I looked up to. 

So I snuck out to the fire escape. 

I lit a cigarette — thinking I was slick. 

Trying to look cool. 

Trying to feel like I belonged to something bigger. 

But what I didn’t know is... 

That flame wasn’t just going to light my cigarette. 

It was going to change my life. 

I remember the heat first. 

My shirt caught. 

It started small — but in seconds, the fire spread like it had a mind of its own. 

I panicked. Screamed. 

Tried to tear the shirt off, but it was already eating my chest alive. 

The flames wrapped around me like death itself. 

And then— 

Everything faded to black. 

I don’t remember hitting the ground. 

Just flashes of noise. Pain. Then silence. Then nothing. 

They told me later I died. 

Twice. 

Clinically. Pronounced. Flatlined. 

But God wasn’t finished with me. 

He said, “Not yet.”

I woke up wrapped in bandages. 

First, second, and third-degree burns covered my chest, arms, and back. 

My body torn open by fire. 

But what hurt even more than the skin... was the guilt. 

And there’s something I’ve got to say — from the deepest part of my heart: 

Uncle Tony... it was never your fault. 

You were right there that day. 

You didn’t see me sneak out. You had no idea what was about to happen. 

And for years, I carried that moment in silence, blaming myself but wondering if you did too. 

But let me make this clear: 

It was my decision. 

My mistake. 

And by the grace of God, it didn’t end me. 

That fire didn’t kill me. 

It called me. 

I didn’t understand it at the time. 

I didn’t know what it meant. 

But somewhere in the middle of the screams, the silence, and the smoke— 

I heard something real. 

“You’re still Mine.”

It was quiet... but it was undeniable. 

And even though I walked away with scars, I walked away with something deeper: 

Proof that God had His hand on me all along.

“For You, God, tested us; You refined us like silver. You brought us into prison and laid burdens on our backs... we went through fire and water, but You brought us to a place of abundance.” 

— Psalm 66:10–12

Chapter 3: Scars & Silence

Waking up after the fire wasn’t the victory some people think it was. 

Yes, I survived. 

Yes, God kept me. 

But I woke up to a world I didn’t recognize... 

...and a body I didn’t want to live in. 

The pain was beyond words. 

First, second, and third-degree burns had torn up my chest, arms, and back. 

I couldn’t move without hurting. 

I couldn’t sleep without flashbacks. 

I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror. 

But before I could even feel the pain... 

I was gone. 

I slipped into a coma that lasted nearly a month and a half. 

My body was burned, broken, still. 
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