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			Introduction


			Ican remember it like it was today. Or rather, as if it were in 2010: me and my childhood friend, Anderson, talking about how the blind identify things as we walk along rio’s tumultuous sidewalks. “I know it’s a pharmacy by the smell”, he said. And then came the will: Why not tell all this to the world?


			The literary adventure called Stories of theBlind , which began in2010, was only six months long. It was, however, a very interesting period, in which the space, then a column on the website of the NGO Urece Sport and Culture (of which I was one of the founders), gained audience and a repercussion that even I myself imagined. Even matter on TV Brazil at the time we turned. However, for several reasons that transcend my disability, I have no longer been able to update the column as I would like. So when our old server went off the air, I lost all the stories published and especially the comments and participations of readers, the truth is that the column had already died long ago.


			But there’s always a light at the end of the tunnel... even for those who are blind almost by birth, like me. Throughout that time without the Blind Stories, I knew that one day the project would come back (it had to come back), and the time came to relaunch it. The format chosen was slightly different: a blog. 


			That’s how, already with its own address and a lot of support from many people, between 2013 and 2017 the Stories of the blind gained personality and more than 80 chronicles, besides having expanded to Facebook, Youtube and Twitter. The number of lectures, training and consultancies multiplied, and with them I could pay my electricity bills (yes, blind people also pay electricity bills). As I was out of work since my contract with Rio 2016 ended, I depended a lot on the blog for companies to know me and hire me.


			Until, in June 2017, another little problem on the server culminated in the loss of all the content of the blog. The Blind Stories is not a cat, but has already spent two of their lives. It was sad to lose everything for the second time: comments, posts, links, videos... It was a great sadness; at the time I needed it most, there was no longer blog. I’m back to square one.


			But life goes on and even without tactile flooring, we move on. The texts themselves were saved and are now re-released in book format, honoring many readers who did not tire of asking for a printed edition in the comments of the late blog. And that’s how this new phase of Blind Stories begins..


			The goal of Stories of the Blind is to bring readers closer to the daily lives of visually impaired people. Without being cranky, I want to give a lower weight to the disability, bringing the lesser known aspects of the life of a person who has to turn around without seeing in such a visual world. Difficulties and solutions, overcoming obstacles, technology, prejudices and, above all, many stories.


			The Stories of the blind also exists on social networks, with the youtube channel that has 180, 000 subscribers and more than 4.4 million views, as well as profiles on Facebook and Instagram.


			Access:


			Youtube: https://www.youtube.com/historiasdecego


			Instagram: @historiasdecego


			Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/historiasdecego
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			Include or not include, Here’s the question


			Mpeople have asked me what I think of the idea of regular schools serving people with disabilities, restricting the role of special schools.


			For me it is difficult to speak of all kinds of disability, so I will not get into the merits of the issue in a more comprehensive way. As our chat here is visual impairment, I will give my opinion on the subject with regard to this particular segment. I make it clear that I am not a pedagogue, I have never studied this issue through the bias of educator theories; I want to simply share some thoughts all fruits of my experience as a visually impaired person.


			First of all, it is worth explaining my story, briefly. I was born with congenital glaucoma, detected when I was a few months old. Despite all the effort of my family and the sixteen surgeries performed, at the age of 6 I completely lost my sight. At this time, He was already studying at the Benjamin Constant Institute, a special school focused on teaching blind and low-vision students. I stayed there until I was 16, when I was in eighth grade. Then, I tendered for the Pedro II College, where I studied the three years of high school (or high school), until, passing the journalism entrance exam, I entered the Federal University of Rio de Janeiro.


			All this to say that I am a great enthusiast and, more than that, a special school product. For me, she was instrumental in my growth as a person and as a professional. Living with friends who had visual impairment taught me a lot. If they could tie the sneakers alone, So could I; if they, residents including municipalities of baixada Fluminense, could return home alone, I, who lived less than a kilometer from the institution, could also; if they could play ball, why couldn’t I either? And that’s how, even though they didn’t know it, my friends, colleagues and acquaintances taught me a lot. There I was not the blind, but just another blind man, of whom no one would pass his hand on his head because of the disability, since there were hundreds of others with the same characteristics.


			I keep thinking that if I had, since I was a child, had studied at an ordinary school, where I would be the only visually impaired student, I would have missed the chance to develop.


			After all, among so many children who see, I would always be the “blind”. And without examples in which to mirror myself, perhaps today I was a much more limited person.


			If later in my life I could live with psychics.... I don’t mean the Dináh Mothers; psychic, in our slang, means person who sees. I said that if I was able to live with psychics without me being just the “blind” of the group, it was because, while I was in special school, I had the bases and confidence necessary to position myself in society, with my defects and qualities, with my virtues and deficiencies that unfortunately go far beyond the visual.


			If it wasn’t for this coexistence, I wouldn’t have learned to play football (and what would my life be like without a rattle ball?) and, without joining the sport, I wouldn’t have played so many championships and traveled three times out of Brazil because of them... Exaggeration? Think then: how could I play football on equal terms if I were the only blind man within a three-mile radius? Without knowing other blind people, how could I know that 5 football teams were formed and that national and international championships were played?


			And if it wasn’t, I wouldn’t have seen and lived how much sport changes people’s lives and how much more we can do for it. And if it wasn’t for all that, today Urece certainly wouldn’t exist, even though Anderson, Gabriel, Filippe and so many others wouldn’t have been part of my history and urece history.


			If it were not for the daily coexistence with my friends with visual impairment, I would not have learned that for everything one can fix and that the greatest deficiency is the ability to self-limit and the greatest impediment, far from being those eyes that look and do not see, is the lack of accessibility. I wouldn’t have learned that you can put a ball in a plastic bag and play football guided by the noise it produces in contact with the floor or, in the absence of a real spherical, you never would have thought that a plastic bottle would be enough to have any pebbles to ensure the fun of an entire afternoon.


			If it wasn’t for living with my blind and visually impaired friends, I probably would have limited myself to doing what people thought a blind person could do. 


			“I don’t walk alone because I’m blind, others walk because they see.” “I can’t get good grades because I can’t see and then it’s hard for me to learn math; others see and then they go well.” Not to mention the whole pedagogical structure I had at the Benjamin Constant Institute, with teachers prepared to teach people with my disability, with much smaller classes that allowed teachers to make an almost personalized service at many times, with books and handouts in Braille, with a library with hundreds of titles in Braille or audio... That is, although we’re just on a guessing exercise, I probably wouldn’t be what I am today.


			But then it’s time to fly! And that moment came for me, just at the end of the first grade. OK, I had already lived and grown up with my friends who also have visual impairment, had already seized the limits and especially the potentialities of my disability, so that the time had come to break the links with the little world made for me and insert myself in real life. No, the world is not made up of colleagues and teachers who have the same disability as you, braille books, adapted materials... On the contrary, this is just a small exception. The real world is built by a massive wall of prejudice, injustice, lack of accessibility, exclusion, but it’s no use hiding in a dark room and waiting for no one to find you, because it’s in this dog world that you live in. So you have to find your place in it, as much as it seems more comfortable to always stay attached to the nursery school where everything is done to meet your needs.


			And, when I was 16, entering a regular school, surrounded by classmates who not only had no disabilities, but had never seen a blind man in life (who will say two, because it was me and my friend Filippe, shrunk on the first day of school, wondering what the animal was going to give), I began to learn that there is much more in the world and in myself. 


			I did not later discover in practice that I am much more than a blind man, who could get out in the hand with my friends just for fun and win or lose like any other ... I learned that as difficult as mathematics or physics was, one could always take a little look to understand a graph, because if I had been able to do it before when my classmates were visually impaired, why couldn’t I now too? I learned that there are socially accepted things and that others are not and that, unlike you, other people see and that little finger on the nose would not go unnoticed. And so those years were fundamental to my growth as a person and as a professional.


			“Whoa, I’ve read this before, “you must be thinking. And you’ve read it at the beginning of the text, referring exactly to the special school. And that sums up well what I think about it: there’s time for everything. Special school is fundamental for you to grow up with other people who have the same disability and learn, with them, to demand yourself as much as possible to become as independent and autonomous as possible without using disability as a shield or excuse because you are exactly like your colleagues. And there is also the time to enter the real world, when you will not always have compassion or understanding with you or your disability, because, in fact, it is in this world that we live, with its injustices and idiosyncrasies, but it is only possible to change it by being within it.


			This is just an account of my experiences.


			I am not saying here that blind people who have studied their whole lives in regular schools cannot be great professionals and there are undoubtedly those who are much more advanced and developed than me. What I mean by this account is that certainly having lived with blind colleagues and with colleagues without disabilities was too important for my training as a person, a shortcut that i only realize of the importance now that I look back (and i don’t see anything).
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			Blind by ball


			Will you take it?


			Go, go, go, go, go, go


			Do you really take it?


			Go, go, go, go, go, go


			“So there goes...


			Grites like this, with these exact words, echoed throughout my childhood in the inner courtyard of the Benjamin Constant Institute, a school for blind and visually impaired students in which I studied throughout first grade. Located in one of the corners of the wide area, the goal by goal was our field of naked. And I hope it’s still in this generation of virtual games.


			The long and narrow space, tight between a wall with windows and a lawn, with the 4 side pilasters being used as a crossbar and as a demarcation for the penalties of the game, the goal on goal was one of the pulsaing centers of blind children who, like me, discovered that despite everything, it was possible to play football. Recently, I was discussing the size of our makeshift camp with my friend Anderson, and we were surprised to find that it was no more than 10 or 15 meters long (and it seemed like a world when we were little!).


			Before I knew the ball or even dreamed that there was a sport called football for the blind, my player’s longings were in that sleathing runner.
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