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Dedication

For Those Who Held Me Up— My Family.

To my wife, Sara-Jeanine—your calm strength, your endless grace,
and your belief in who [ could become saved me in more ways than [ can
count. You were the mirror that showed me my better self. Your love was
never loud, but it was always present, always unshakable.

To my children—Nunzio, Maximo, Adira, and Alessandra—you are
my greatest purpose, the truest legacy [ will ever leave. I see the future in
your eyes and the best parts of myself in your hearts. Everything | built,
everything I became, was for you. | hope my journey shows you that it’s
never about being perfect—it’s about rising, again and again, no matter how
many times life tries to push you down.

To my parents—Nunzio and Maria—your sacrifices are the foundation
this entire story stands on. Papa, your silence was louder than any applause.
You showed me that love is in action. Mamma, your tenderness was the
compass that always pointed me home. You both taught me to be strong, to
be proud, to never break even when bent. I carry your wisdom with me daily.

‘To my brother, Raffaele—you were my mirror, my partner, my anchor.
You reminded me of where [ came from when [ started to forget. | never
had to face a storm alone because you were always there, without question.

This book is for you. Because this life—this climb—was never mine alone.

“La famiglia ¢ tutto.”
(Family is everything.)
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Prologue

Before the Climb
Every rise begins with a reckoning,

Not the kind that arrives with applause or a title, but the kind that
happens in silence—when you realize no one is coming to save you, and
it's up to you to change your story. That's where | began. At the bottom, with
nothing but will in my chest and pressure on my shoulders.

['wasn't born into fortune. I was born into fire. Into long days, thick air,
and quiet sacrifices. Into a world where love wasn't spoken but shown in
labor, in loyalty, in the way we showed up for one another even when we
had nothing left to give. What I lacked in privilege, I inherited in purpose.

There was no straight path, no easy road. Only obstacles that tested
everything I claimed to believe about myself. | was humbled. I was hard-
ened. But I never stopped. I couldn’t. There were people depending on
me—people who had given everything just to give me a chance. I climbed
because | had to. Because standing still wasn't survival—it was surrender.

This isn't the story of a man who had it all figured out. It’s the story of a
man who refused to be defined by where he started. Who carried his past
like a torch, not a chain. Who made a promise to rise—and did.

If you're looking for perfection, you won't find it here. But if youre
looking for truth—truth born in hardship, refined by struggle, and lifted by
love—then you're holding it now.
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This is for those who come from little but dream of more.
For those who were told to stay down.

For those who rise anyway.

Because the climb is hard.

But the view is earned.
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Chapter - Ol

The House Near the Tailor
Shop

Me as a Newborn

f I close my eyes, | can still smell the faint scent of fresh fabric and

hear the rhythmic hum of my father’s sewing machine. The house near
Nunzio’s Tailor Shop in Peekskill, New York, was the world I knew. From the
outside, it was just a modest two-family house, but to me, it was everything.
That shop—its hum, its smell,its very essence—was where I learned the true
meaning of family, hard work, and perseverance. It wasn't just a building; it
was where my parents lived, breathed, and built a life for us.

The hum of my father’s sewing machine was the soundtrack of my
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childhood, its rhythmic click-clack echoing through the rooms, blending
with the sound of scissors cutting fabric. Every day, without fail, I'd hear that
steady rhythm—so constant and unwavering—that it became a part of me,
ingrained in my memories like the heartbeat of our home. The shop wasn't
just where my father worked; it was where our family thrived. It was where
dreams were stitched together, quictly, one piece at a time.

I watched my father, Nunzio, with a sense of awe. He wasn't a man
of many words, but his actions spoke louder than any words could have.
Every day, he poured himself into his work—cutting, stitching, pressing,
with ameticulous focus that left no room for distractions. There was a quiet
intensity about him, a drive that was palpable even in the silence. It was the
kind of work that demanded patience, attention to detail, and a deep sense
of responsibility. As a young boy, | didn’t fully appreciate the weight of his
sacrifice, nor did [ understand the toll it took on him. He never spoke of his
past, the hardships he faced when he first arrived in America, or the long
nights he spent working just to make ends meet. But I could feel it. I could
feelitin the way he worked, in the quicet strength that radiated from him, in
the way he carried the burden of providing for us without ever complaining.

Then there was my mother, Maria. She was the heart of our family.
While my father worked tirelessly, she was there beside him, sewing with
her own hands. She didn't speak much either, but her love wasn't expressed
in words—it was in everything she did. The meals she cooked with care,
the way she kept the home warm and inviting, the love she poured into
every little detail. Her laughter, soft and gentle, was the thread that held us
together, even when everything else felt uncertain. Where my father’s love
was shown insilent dedication, my mother’s love was shown in warmth and
comfort, in the way she made our home feel safe and nurturing,. [ never fully
understood it back then, but now, as an adult, I realize that my parents’love
for us wasn't always loud, but it was constant. It was unwavering. It was in
every action they took, in every sacrifice they made.
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My father’s silence wasn't coldness; it was his way of showing love. He
didn’t need to say “/love you”because every hour he spent working, every
stitch of fabric, every garment he crafted, was his way of saying, “/ love you.”
And my mother, with herwarmth and tenderness, showed love through the
simple acts of care—preparing meals, making sure we were well, offering
a quiet word of comfort when things got tough. Together, they created a
home, a foundation that [ would grow from, even if [ didn't fully understand
itat the time.

Back then, | took it for granted. | didnt see it as anything special. But
now, with the clarity of time and experience, | see it for what it was—an
extraordinary gift. My parents didn’t just build a life for us; they created
alegacy. They worked tirelessly, not just to provide for us materially, but
to give us something deeper—a sense of purpose, a sense of worth, and a
strong foundation built on love and hard work.

There were times when I resented their relentless drive. The long hours
spentat the shop, the focus on work that sometimes overshadowed every-
thing else, the times when I longed for their attention, for their time. [ didn't
understand why they seemed so focused on work—why it often felt like
the shop came before everything else. I wanted more of their attention.
' wanted to hear them say how proud they were of me, how much they
loved me. But looking back, I realize their work wasn't just about earning a
living. It was about creating a future for us, a future where I could stand on
the shoulders of their sacrifices. Their commitment to us, though unspo-
ken, was the strongest form of love they could give. Every long hour at the
shop, every stitch in a suit, was a step toward something greater—a life that
['would one day carry forward.

Their love, though silent at times, was the strongest force that shaped
me. [t wasn't something that was spoken loudly—it was in every action, in
every gesture. [t was the foundation of everything | am today. I now see
that the work they did, the silent love they showed, laid the groundwork
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for everything [ would become. And I see that the greatest gift they gave
me was not just the life they built for me—it was the values they instilled in
me: the importance of family, hard work, resilience, and love.

In those moments when I felt the weight of their sacrifice, | didn't under-
stand it. But now, I know they were teaching me how to rise. They were
showing me that no matter how hard life gets, no matter how difficult the
road, the key to overcoming it is to keep moving forward. They were the
first to rise for me—my father with his quiet strength, my mother with her
unspoken warmth—and they taught me that I, too, could rise. I, too, could
face life’s challenges with courage and resilience. I now understand that their
sacrifices weren't just about providing for me; they were about teaching me
how to rise, how to persevere, and how to make a legacy that would carry
on through me.

And now, as I reflect on my own role as a father, [ realize that the same
responsibility rests with me. It's my turn to rise—for my children, for my
family, for the future we are building together. I rise because I know they
need me, and [ rise because [ know that every choice | make today will
shape the future we leave behind. Its not just about providing a material
life for them—it’s about giving them the tools, the values, and the strength
to rise on their own. It’s about showing them, by my actions, that they too
can face life’s difficulties and rise above them.

[am so grateful for the foundation my parents gave me. It wasn't always
casy, but it was always rooted in love. Their silent sacrifices, their hard work,
and their unwavering belief in me are the greatest gifts they ever gave me.
And now, | pass that gift on to my own children.

So, to my family, I say this: You are my legacy. You are the reason [ rise
every day. And I will always rise for you—just as my parents did for me.

BIAGIO MAFFETTONE

wun



Chapter - 02

Mamma’s Hands and Papa’s
Rules

My Beloved Parents And Brother

y mother’s hands were magic. They moved with such grace and

purpose—whether she was stirring a pot in the kitchen or stitch-
ing together the fabric for anew dress. I remember the way she would hum
to herself as she worked, her voice a soft, soothing melody that filled the
house with warmth and love. It wasnt just the meals she prepared, though
they were always delicious—it was the love she poured into everything she
did. Whether she was cooking, sewing, or simply tending to us, her hands
were always in motion, always giving,
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The scent of fresh bread or garlic would often waft through the air as
she prepared dinner, and even the smell of cleaning soap had a sense of
comfort to it. My mother’s presence was a constant in a world that some-
times felt unpredictable. When I would come home from school, feeling
overwhelmed by everything, she would stop what she was doing for a
moment, touch my forechead, and ask, ‘come andata la tua giornata, amore mio?”
(“How was your day, my love?”) Her care for us was evident in everything—how
she always made sure we had enough, how she kept the house in order,
and how she made sure we never went to bed hungry or feeling unloved.

Her love wasn't in grand gestures or big proclamations—it was in the
small things, in the everyday moments of care. She made every meal feel like
an event, every evening together felt like something worth remembering
There was always a calmness to her, a peace that she exuded despite the
chaos that could often surround us. It was her laughter that brought life into
the room. When things got hard, when life threw challenges our way, it was
my mother who found joy in the simplest things—a song, a shared moment,
the sound of us all sitting down for a meal together. | came to admire her
ability to find light even in the darkest of times.

In contrast, my father, Nunzio, was difterent. There was no easy warmth
about him, no spontaneous affection. He was a man of few words, and when
he spoke, it was always with purpose. There was no room for small talk in his
world—he believed actions spoke louder than words. My father’s love wasn't
shown through hugs or smiles, but through the way he worked tirelessly, day
after day, building his life, and in turn, providing for us. He had a relentless
drive to succeed, to give us everything we needed. He was unwavering in
his commitment to us, even when it seemed like he was emotionally distant.
| didn't always understand it, and at times, it felt like he was distant, even
cold. But now, looking back, I realize that his stoicism was just another form
of care. He wasn't the type to say 7 love you” otten, but his work, his quiet
strength, spoke it louder than any words could.
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As a child, I wanted more from him—more affection, more attention.
I wanted him to tell me how proud he was of me, to show me he cared in
the ways my mother did. But his silence left me feeling distant from him,
even though deep down, | knew that his silence wasn't a lack of care. It
was his way of loving me—he was preparing me for life, teaching me that
the world wasn't going to hand me anything Everything, every ounce of
success, had to be earned. I now realize he was shaping me into someone
who could stand on their own two feet. His lessons were never overt, never
gentle. They were embedded in his actions, in his refusal to rest, in his quict
determination to build a future for us.

It took me years to understand the depth of his love. I couldnt see it at
the time, wrapped up as [ was in my own desires for validation and attention.
Butas I grew older, I began to see that his silence was not a sign of absence,
but of a commitment to something greater. His love was in the sacrifice, in
the long hours at the shop, in the way he set the foundation for our family’s
future. His love was in every calloused hand, every tired step, every moment
he worked past his own exhaustion.

Now, I realize that his lessons weren't just about hard work or disci-
pline—they were about survival. My father wanted me to understand that
the world doesnt hand you anything on a silver platter. You have to earn
it. The drive, the quiet strength, the refusal to let the world get the best of
him—that’s what he wanted me to learn. And he did it without ever saying
aword, never needing to remind me. His actions spoke volumes.

But as I grew older, I started to see the cracks in his armor. One night,
after along day at the shop, he came into my room, sat at the edge of my
bed,and for the first time in my life, | saw his vulnerability. His posture sagged
as he looked me in the eyes with a rare softness. “Don’t waste time,” he told
me softly, his voice breaking for just a moment. “Life’ short. Work hard, and
never stop. 1 did it all for you.” It was the most heartfelt thing he had ever said
to me, and it felt like everything that was unspoken between us had finally
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come to the surface.

And that was the moment [ understood-His toughness wasn't just a way
of life—it was his way of loving me.
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Chapter - O3

The Boy Who Spoke with His
Lyes

My Beloved Brother and I In My Dad’s Tailor Shop

indergarten was the first time | truly felt like an outsider. I couldnt
Kspeak English, and no one seemed to understand me. [ sat quictly
atmy desk, watching the other kids chat and play, feeling like [ didn’t belong,
The language barrier made me feel invisible. The nuns at the school were
kind but didn’t know how to help me. I remember the frustration of not
being able to communicate, of being trapped in a world where [ didn't have
the words to express myself.

At home, things were different. My parents didn't speak much English
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either, but they communicated in ways | couldn't have appreciated then.
They didn’t need words to show their love. They expressed it through
action—through the way they worked together, side by side, day after day.
In their hands, love was measured in time, effort, and consistency. Their
silence, while hard to understand, spoke volumes. My mother would hum
while she worked in the kitchen, her hands never still, and my father would
spend long hours at the sewing machine, stitching together not only clothes
but a life for our family. It wasnt the kind of love you see on TV, or read
about in books—it was quicter, deeper, more enduring. The love you won't
get from anywhere else.

Butin school,all  had was silence. I remember looking out the window,
hoping for the day to end, wishing for my father’s blue Chevy Impala to pull
up and take me home. The outside world felt so foreign, and [ was struggling
to find my place in it. The sounds of English were like a maze I couldn’t
navigate. Every time someone spoke to me, I felt like [ was standing in front
of adoor I couldnt open, no matter how hard [ tried.

It was a painful kind of isolation, one that no one could truly understand
unless theyd lived it. [ would try to interact with the other children, but when
they spoke, all I could do was nod, smile, and hope they didn't notice that |
couldnt follow along. The simplest things, like playing a game or joining in
aconversation, feltimpossible. And every time [ saw the other kids laughing
and playing together, [ felt like an outsider in the truest sense of the word.

But in that silence, I learned to observe. | began to understand people
not through words, but through their actions. I watched how the other
kids interacted—how they smiled at each other, how their eyes lit up when
they talked. I noticed the way they moved when they were happy, how
their bodies seemed to speak louder than their voices. They didn't need
to say a word for me to know what they were feeling And it dawned on
me—communication wasn't just about speaking; it was about connection.
It was about how you made others feel without saying a single thing.
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['realized the power of non-verbal communication—how a smile could
bridge a gap, how a glance could carry more meaning than a thousand
words. [t was then that [ understood that communication wasn't just about
speaking; it was about connection, the shared moments between people
that went beyond language. | began to understand that language wasn't the
only way to connect with others. I could see it in their eyes, in the way they
gestured, in the tone of their voice when they didn't even speak. It was the
silent language of the heart, something I began to understand even before
[ fully grasped the words.

In time, [ would learn to speak English, but it was these early moments,
these silent lessons, that taught me the most important skill of all: how to
listen. How to truly understand people without needing to hear a word. It
wasn'tjust about learning English—it was about learning to navigate a world
that didn’t understand me, to find a way to connect, even when language
failed me. It was an internal struggle, one I didn't talk about, but it shaped
who [ would become. And even as a child, | knew that [ wasn't just learning
how to speak—I was learning how to listen. To listen to the world, to the
people around me, to the things they didn’t say.

Over time, | started realizing how much silence could say. I watched
how people’s faces lit up when they found someone who understood them,
even without words. | started listening more intently, noticing things I hadn't
before—the way a friend’s shoulders slumped when they were upset, the
way someone’s hands fidgeted when they were nervous. These tiny clues,
these gestures and glances, became the way | communicated. [ found myself
able to connect with people in ways I hadn’t expected.

Looking back, I see that these lessons shaped who [ am today. [ learned
to look beyond the surface, to read people not just by what they said, but
by what they didn’t say. The silence [ had once feared became my greatest
strength. It taught me to pay attention to what others might be fecling, to
truly understand them. And that, I now know;, is where real connection

THE FIRSTTO RISE 12



lies—not in the words we speak, but in the spaces between them.
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Chapter - 04

Summers in Lavallette

very summer, we would pack up the carand head to Lavallette, New

Jersey. It wasn't agrand vacation. We didn't stay in fancy hotels or go
on extravagant trips. But for me, it was paradise. The beach, the boardwalk,
the salt in the air—it was a brief escape from the pressures of everyday life.
Foraweek, the chaos of the tailor shop, the long hours, and the expectations
of school all seemed to fade away. It was just us—together.

[ can still feel the warm sand between my toes, hear the laughter of my
brother and me as we ran towards the water, and taste the ice cream we'd
share on the boardwalk. Those were the days when time seemed to slow
down, when everything felt simple and easy. There was no rush to get back
to work, no deadlines hanging over our heads. It was just us,in the moment,
enjoying cach other’s company.

But more than just the physical beauty of Lavallette, it was the sense of
connection I felt there. At home, we were all busy with our own things—my
parents at the shop, me at school—but here, we were just a family. There
was no work, no pressure. There was only the shared joy of being together,
of breathing in the fresh air, of spending time without distractions.

In those moments, I saw my parents in a different light. My father, the
stoic, hardworking man who was usually consumed by the shop, would kick
back with a soda in his hand, his face softening in the warmth of the sun. |
remember how his shoulders would relax, and for a briet moment, he was
just aman on vacation, like the rest of us. I began to see him not just as the
provider, the one who made everything possible for us, but as a person who
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Mom and Dad relaxing in Lavallette, NJ

deserved joy and rest too. And my mother, whose hands never seemed to
stop, would laugh more, talk more freely, her smile stretching across her
face as she let the waves wash over her. For a while, she didn't have to worry
about dinner, the house, or the constant work. She was just a mother, a wife,
enjoying the moment, soaking in the simplicity of being present.

I learned something important during those trips—something I didn’t
realize at the time, but something that’s stayed with me. While the world
may demand so much from us—work, success, achievement—the things
that truly matter are the connections we make. The time we spend with
the people we love. Those moments, however small, are the ones that last.
The world always seems to be pushing us forward, urging us to do more, be
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more, achieve more. But those summer days in Lavallette taught me thatiit’s
the moments of rest, of connection, that truly build a fulfilling life. It's not
just about what you accomplish, but about who you share it with and how
you make time for the people who matter most. Those days were marked
by a sense of ease that felt rare and precious—moments where the world
could be quieted and you could just be. We didn't need much to feel whole.
Simply being together, laughing, sharing a meal, or walking along the shore
was enough. In those quiet moments, | found something that the rush of
daily life couldn’t offer—peace.

Looking back, those trips to Lavallette were more than just a break from
reality; they were a reminder of what truly matters in life. We all needed that
space—those fleeting, precious moments of peace and togetherness—to
remember that,beyond the work and the striving, it’s the love and connec-
tion we have with each other that defines us. In those moments, I felt whole,
and for the first time, | realized that nothing else would ever truly compare
to the simplicity and beauty of just being present with those | cared about
most. There was a comfort in the absence of pressure, in the stillness of just
existing with one another.

When I think about those trips now,  understand that they weren't just
an escape—they were a grounding force, a way to reconnect with what truly
mattered. And even now, when life gets overwhelming, when the pressure
of work and expectations starts to creep back in, I find myself thinking back
to those simple days on the beach. The laughter. The shared ice cream. The
quict moments by the ocean. I realize that, even as an adult, I need those
moments just as much as [ did back then. It’s a reminder that life doesn’t
have to be all about the hustle and the grind. Sometimes, the best thing you
can do is take a step back, breathe, and simply enjoy the present moment.

Inaworld that constantly demands more from us, those moments in
Lavallette taught me the value of slowing down, of being with the people
['love, of letting the world pass by for a while so that I could just breathe.
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And it was in those moments that | learned the greatest lesson of all—that
being together, without distraction, is one of life’s greatest gifts.
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Chapter - O5

Ricotta Sandwiches and
Doritos Dreams

very day at school, my mother would pack me a ricotta sandwich.

Simple, humble, but to me, it was comfortable. At home, it reminded
me of everything I loved—the taste of Italy, the warmth of family. But at
school, it made me stand out. The other kids had deli meat sandwiches,
chips, cookies—what felt more “normal,” more American. Mine felt like a
marker of difference.

=
E

Me, my beloved mom and brother with our dads Chevy Impala
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[ remember sneaking Doritos into my lunch bag, hoping to blend in.
One day, a kid shouted, “lW/ho brought the banana?” | felt the sting of embar-
rassment. [t wasn't just the food—it was the feeling that I didn’t belong, But
over time, | stopped hiding. Those ricotta sandwiches became a symbol.
They connected me to my heritage, my roots, and the people who shaped
me. What once felt awkward became something | took pride in. I began to
understand that being different wasn't a burden. It was a gift.

Still, that pride didn't come overnight. It took years—silent moments,
subtle exclusions, a constant tug-of-war between trying to fit in and holding
onto who ['was. I didn't speak English when [ started school, and that barrier
made me withdraw. [ remember sitting in the corner, staring out the window,
hoping my father’s blue Chevy Impala would appear and take me home.

I cried often. The nuns didn't know what to do with me, and I couldnt
explain myself. I just wanted to be understood. That silence wasn't just about
language—it was emotional. | kept things inside. I learned to observe, to
listen more than I spoke. That habit, I believe, helped me understand people
in ways words never could. As [ learned English, | found small ways to fit
in—quiet trades at recess, sitting near the funny kids, hoping to feel included.
But deep down, I didn’t feel like one of them. And yet, I didn't feel fully
separate either. [ lived in between: between Italy and America, tradition
and assimilation.

At home, I found grounding. Routines gave me structure. The ride to
school with my father and brother, altar boy duties, afternoons in my dad’s
tailor shop—they gave me identity. Even if [ felt invisible at school, I knew
who ['was at home. Those small, consistent moments stitched resilience
into my character. | remember a meeting with my teachers in middle school.
Theywere concerned about how I reacted to anything less than perfection.
If I got a 98, I felt like [ failed. It wasn't about the grade—it was about what
it meant. | was carrying the weight of my parents’ sacrifices. A 98 felt like [
had let them down.
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[ didn’t have the words then, but now I do. That pressure came from
love. From watching my father leave before sunrise and my mother working
long hours sewing. They came here with nothing and gave everything That
drive to be pertect was my way of saying thank you. Even then, I noticed
something in me—a quiet storm.

[ didn’t yet understand it was temper, but [ knew | had a fire that flared
when [ felt misunderstood. That intensity stayed with me. Sometimes it
fueled me. Sometimes it tripped me up. High school helped me channel
it. Sports became my outlet.

Football and baseball gave me a space where I didn't have to explain
myself. [ belonged. [ was reliable. The same kid who once longed to disap-
pear now had a place where he felt seen and strong, That didn't erase the
emotional weight I carried at home. My father was a towering figure. We
didn't talk about feelings. He was strict and precise—traits [ now appreciate
but struggled with then. If | was hurting, I kept it inside. I didn’t want to
appear weak or risk disappointing him. That silence became a skill.

llearned how to absorb, how to wear a strong face even when I felt like
I was crumbling inside. My mother was different. She was my softness. She
laughed easily, hugged tightly, and somehow always knew what I needed.
Despite her long days of work, shed come home and cook dinner. Every
night. That dinner table was sacred. It wasn't just about food—it was about
being a family. I'll never forget the smell of her tomato sauce as [ walked
through the door. Shed call out, “Vai a lavarti le mani, Mangiamo.” “Go wash
your hands. We eat.” And whatever was heavy on my heart began to lighten.

Our family didn’t measure success in money or status. We measured it
in effort, presence, and consistency. We weren't emotional in the traditional
sense. We didn't discuss our dreams or dive into deep conversations. But
we showed up. Every day. That was our language of love. Still, [ struggled
to balance who I was at home with who [ wanted to be outside. At school, |
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played the part—smiling more than [ felt, masking my discomfort. At home,
I stiffened up, kept my emotions in check. I existed between two identities:
the dutiful son and the boy trying to fit in.

Then came Boston College. Early admission. | remember the pride of
getting in, and almost instantly, the guilt. My parents had worked so hard.
Now they were about to spend more money than they had to make this
dream possible. | couldntlet that go to waste. So [ worked three jobs—Gold’s
Gym, bouncing at bars, and bookkeeping at the nursing school. I didn't want
to ask for more than they were already giving. Every paycheck was a quiet
thank you. But college was hard. [ was deeply homesick.

['wasn't used to being away—I didn’t grow up with sleepovers or camp.
I longed for the familiar, for home, for the comfort of being around people
who knew me. I went home every chance [ got.  wasn't ready to be on my
own. At school,  often felt out of place—socially, culturally, emotionally. It
was like being that little boy again, holding a ricotta sandwich and a banana,
trying to figure out where I fit in. But this time, I had a stronger foundation.
[ had years of quiet resilience under my belt.

I'had a family. I had a sense of who [ was, even if it sometimes got buried
beneath the noise. And most of all, [ kept showing up. Every day. Just like
my parents had taught me.

21 BIAGIO MAFFETTONE



THE FIRST TO RISE

"Success is measured not by what you earn,
but by what you build—for your family, your
clients, and the generations after you."

Biagio Maffettone is a man who rose from
humble beginnings to become a successful
force in the real estate and mortgage
financing industry—and a living example of
resilience, leadership, and heart. For over
twenty years, he has served clients with
dedication, helping individuals and families
turn dreams into homes and goals into
milestones. But his success has never been
defined by title or trophies—it's been defined by the lives he's impacted and
the deep relationships he has fostered.

Biagio is known for his deep financial expertise, leadership, and unmatched
commitment to work. He has earned numerous accolades and has held
senior roles at top institutions. Yet at his core, he is a family man—driven by
love, grounded in loyalty, and devoted to building something greater than
himself.

Whether mentoring young professionals, guiding clients through pivotal life
moments, or simply being present at the dinner table, Biagio leads with
purpose and humility. He lives in New York with his beloved family, where his
journey continues—not just as a business professional, but as a father,
husband, and builder of legacy.




The Journey Has
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You've now had a glimpse into the extraordinary beginning of "7he First 1o
Rise"This is more than justa story; it's a testament to the power of resilience,
reinvention, and redemption—a journey that will inspire you to navigate
your own challenges and unlock your fullest potential.
Don't let the rest of this transformative journey remain untold.

Unlock Your Full Potential: Get Your Complete Copy Today!

Ready to rise? Continue the inspiring story of Biagio Mafettone and discover
the lessons that will empower your own climb.

Order on Our Official Website: thefirsttorise.com

Find it on Amazon: https:/www.amazon.com/dp/
BOFHWQ3M8H?ref_~pe_93986420_774957520

Thank you for being part of this journey. We eagerly await you experiencing
the full climb.
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