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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedicated to Sofía Emilia Becerra Guarda, my small constellation of 7 suns, whose heart beats to the rhythm of a thousand ideas per second, whose eyes shine like fireworks on a moonless night.

For every time you felt like the world wasn't moving at your speed, for every tear that flowed without explanation, for every laugh that burst forth without warning, and for all the times you imagined a universe where everything—finally—made sense.

This book is a mirror of your luminous mind, a letter written from within, with words you sometimes don't know how to say, but which I'm always learning to hear.

Thank you for teaching me that love can also be electric, and that ADHD isn't a system error, but a new language you came to teach me.

I love you beyond the noise, beyond the whirlwind, beyond infinity.

With all my love, Dad.

Dedication: Pamela

For you, who are a refuge and a beacon. For every hug that soothes, for every look that understands, and for loving Sofia just as she is: a star with her own brilliance. Thank you for being her home in the midst of the turmoil.

      

    


From within: "How my world feels."

Prologue: There are worlds that cannot be seen... but they beat. 

Silent, they shine behind eyes that never stop moving, they run through corridors where no one else walks, they draw ideas in the air like comets... and let them float, free, as if the sky were theirs.

This book wasn't written to explain ADHD. 

Honestly, no. It was written to feel it . 

To watch, even for a moment, the sweet, unpredictable, and sometimes exhausting whirlwind of a mind that never hits the pause button.

Don't expect clinical definitions here, 

or magic formulas that will fix everything. What you'll find is a small, honest, sometimes disordered voice, speaking from that place where emotion rules, where words stumble upon ideas, and the heart... always comes first.

Each page is like a heartbeat that can't stay still. 

Each chapter, an emotion that overflows, 

like a river after the rain.

And sometimes, all a child needs 

is for someone—without rushing or judging—to sit next to them and say, “I’m here. I hear you. I see you.”
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Chapter 1. My engine won't turn off (Euphoria)

I'm a seven-year-old girl... and I have a secret. 

Inside me, there's an engine that never, ever turns off. It doesn't matter if it's day or night, if I'm in class or jumping in the park; it's always there, humming, vibrating, pushing me to keep going.

My mom says I have ADHD. 

But, honestly, I like to think I have stars. Stars sparkling in my head. And colors, lots of colors, dancing nonstop as if at a party that never ends.

Sometimes it's exhausting, of course. But many other times... it's like having wings.

In these pages, I want to show you what the world looks like from here, from my eyes. A world where everything shines brighter, where emotions aren't small—they're enormous, giant like dragons. And where, when I'm happy, my euphoria propels me so high I almost feel like I'm flying.

This is what it's like when my engine is running. 

And believe me, it's almost all the time.

Fireworks in my head

My head... well, it's not like everyone else's. 

Mine is a dark sky filled with fireworks that go off without warning: boom, boom, boom! At all hours. Try as I might, there's no way to turn them off. And they're not just noises—they're ideas, catchy songs, endless questions, and colors that jump around as if they have a life of their own.

Sometimes there are so many sparks at once that I have a hard time choosing which one to look at first. 

And of course, they all want to come out of my mouth together, pushing each other as if they were in a race.

Every morning, as soon as I open my eyes, I can already feel them. They're not butterflies in my stomach, like when you're nervous before an exam. No, this is different. It's like a thousand tickly little bugs are living on my skin, running all over my body, telling me: "Come on, move, talk, run, jump!" 

As if someone had installed a rocket engine... but without a pause button.

There are days when I'm sitting in class, trying to listen to the teacher. I really am. But my feet have other plans: zap-zap-zap, they go under the desk. They don't stop. And my pencil, poor thing, also ends up spinning between my fingers as if it were dancing. 

I'd like to stay still, like the other girls... but there's a music inside me that no one else hears. And that music, oh! That music makes me want to move, even when I'm sitting.

Sometimes the emotion I feel is so great that I think it shows in my eyes. As if I had little colored lights shining behind me, blinking so brightly that I'm surprised others don't see them.

My teacher says I'm easily distracted. 

And maybe that's true... but it's not easy to focus on just one thing when there are a thousand bright objects dancing around in your head at the same time.

It's like a piñata explodes inside me every day, spewing out candy, sparkling ideas, and star-shaped thoughts. 

And of course... I want to catch them all.

Flying in the routine

Every morning, right at breakfast, the adventure begins. 

My mind is already awake—but truly awake, as if I'd had an imaginary coffee while I slept—ready to tell a thousand stories while my hands are still trying to get a firm grip on the spoonful of cereal.

And then... the words start bouncing. 

They jump like playful frogs from my mouth, one after another, without even giving me time to breathe. My voice races faster than orange juice going down my throat. “Mom! I dreamed of flying dinosaurs! But not with regular wings, they were rainbow ones! And they lived on a mountain of ice cream... and they invited me to play and...”

Mom looks at me with those eyes of hers, the ones that say "calm down, love" without words. She sighs, strokes my hair tenderly... but she doesn't know—or maybe she does, but she forgets—that I can't keep all these thoughts inside. 

It's like trying to fit the ocean into a cup. It doesn't fit. And I don't want it to spill over on its own either. That's why I let it all out. Because if I don't share it, I feel like I'll explode.
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