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      “I learned to value the bits and pieces of things, to appreciate the art of quilting as a metaphor for life.”
    

    
      – Alice Walker, ensaio “In Search of Our Mothers' Gardens” (1983)
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Dedicado a minha parceira, Mariana Carmo. O fio do destino nos entrelaçou apesar de problemas cotidianos.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dedicated to my partner, Mariana Carmo. The thread of destiny entwined us despite everyday troubles.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Sobre o autor
    

    
      
    

    
      Fernando Ferreira Freire
       nasceu em Fortaleza, mas foi criado e passou boa parte da vida no Rio de Janeiro. Além disso, morou em cidades como Salvador, São Paulo e Berlim. Formado em Comunicação Social pela Universidade Veiga de Almeida, no Rio de Janeiro, trabalhou por mais de 12 anos no mundo corporativo, em grandes empresas. Sua carreira é frequentemente considerada bem-sucedida, mas, apesar disso, ele quase enfrentou a situação de rua duas vezes. Aos 30 anos (2024), achou que abandonar tudo era um sonho, mas depois percebeu que, na verdade, estava apenas "obedecendo à vida". Influenciado por uma filosofia que busca autenticidade nas escolhas, mesmo as que levam ao arrependimento, ele passou a entender a obediência à vida como um processo pós-luto, inspirado pelo pensamento de Kierkegaard e pela visão da Professora Ana M. Feijoo sobre seguir em frente após a dor da perda.
    

    
      
    

    
      Convive com transtornos que por muito tempo nomeou, mas percebeu que, por mais que se defina em termos de diagnóstico, isso acaba sendo limitador. Escrever é a forma que encontrou para lidar com tudo isso. Esse livro é uma coletânea de poemas, crônicas e contos existentes, porém, conta com novos poemas que estavam previstos para outros projetos. Uma colcha de retalhos como o título sugere. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      About the author
    

    
      
    

    
      Fernando Ferreira Freire 
      was born in Fortaleza but grew up and spent much of his life in Rio de Janeiro. He has also lived in cities such as Salvador, São Paulo, and Berlin. He holds a degree in Social Communication from Veiga de Almeida University in Rio de Janeiro and has worked in the corporate world for over 12 years at major companies. Though his career is often seen as successful, he came close to homelessness twice. At 30 (in 2024), he believed leaving everything behind was a dream, but later understood he was simply "obeying life." Influenced by a philosophy that values authenticity in choices, even those that lead to regret, he began to see obedience to life as a process of post-grief, shaped by Kierkegaard's ideas and Professor Ana M. Feijoo's insights on moving forward after loss.
    

    
      
    

    
      He lives with mental health conditions he once tried to define but now recognizes that labels, no matter how precise, can be limiting. Unfortunately, he struggles with benzodiazepine addiction and has been trying to overcome it since 2020. He does not take these drugs to escape life but rather faces the challenge of withdrawal, as they no longer have any effect. Writing has become his way of navigating these struggles. This book is a collection of existing poems, chronicles, and short stories. However, it also features new poems that were originally intended for other projects. A patchwork quilt, just as the title suggests. "The 'Untitled Book' and 'Weltschmerz' were abandoned, but the author continues working on three ongoing projects, the main one being 'Zeitwirrwarr.'"
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      ("Zeitwirrwarr" is a German word meaning "time chaos" or "temporal confusion." If a different nuance is intended, the translation can be adjusted.)
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