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​AUTHOR'S LETTER TO READERS

Hello, Readers!

If you've reached this page, you've probably already closed the book, perhaps with a smile, perhaps with a sigh of relief at having survived your senior year of high school—or perhaps just relieved to have left Vitor Albuquerque's perfectly symmetrical room.

This book, "Chaos Theory and My (Very) Organized Parents," was born from a simple observation: life almost never fits the plan we envision for it. We live in a world that teaches us to value Order, Predictability, and Function. Our parents, teachers, and society give us the reins of a life that should be a perfect engineering model.

But what if you're an artist? What if your soul is made of chaos, garish colors, punk rock , and disorganized emotions?

Vitor and Juli represent this eternal and hilarious battle. Vitor is the head that calculates the angle of the jump, but the soul that needs Juli's chaotic touch to break free. Juli is the engine of passion, but she needs Vitor's structure to transform the dream into something sustainable. They are proof that our greatest strength lies not in choosing between order and chaos, but in finding the perfect balance between them.

If you've ever felt suffocated by expectations, wanted to doodle a cactus on an Excel spreadsheet, or loved someone who was your complete opposite, this story is for you. It's a reminder that growing up isn't about following a plan, but about having the courage to draw your own map, even if it's full of mistakes, smudges, and ketchup.

To the parents reading this book: know that Marco and Eliana's love for Vitor is real, but love, like art, needs space to breathe. I hope that the "Cactus Incident" in their garden will inspire you to also find beauty in irregularity.

Thank you for dedicating your time to this journey of laughter, passion, and painting. Remember: your heart is your best structure.

With the most sincere and disorganized gratitude,

Vitor Zindacta (The Engineer-Comic Book Artist Who Learned to Love Chaos)

​

​

​Our future was not a spreadsheet to be filled out, but a blank canvas to be painted together, where the structure of love was the only rule amidst the chaos.

​

​
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THE SPREADSHEET AND THE OUTLINE

The 7:40 a.m. sun streamed into my room with a precision I envied. Not that the sun was punctual, but the timing of the opening of my automated blinds, programmed by my father, Senior Architect Marco Albuquerque, was infallible.

I, Vitor Albuquerque, or "Vito Padrão" as I secretly called myself, sighed. Another day.

In my house, life wasn't lived, it was executed. Everything had its order, its symmetry. My alarm clock emitted a clean, neutral beep – a noise designed not to raise my morning heart rate too much. My uniform shirt was starched with creases that would make origami look relaxed. And, on my light wood desk, perfectly aligned with the cardinal coordinates, rested my Weekly Planner. The item I hated with the intensity of a thousand suns.

	Time

	Activity

	Status (Vito)


	7:45

	Breakfast (High in Protein, No Unnecessary Carbs)

	⬜


	8:15

	Departure for School (Punctuality is Respect)

	⬜


	17:30

	Calculus III Reinforcement (Focus, Future Engineer!)

	⬜


	7:00 PM

	Dinner (Family, Communication 30 Minutes)

	⬜


	9:00 PM

	Model Making Project Review

	⬜


	22:00

	Rest (Essential Sleep Cycle)

	⬜



Export to Spreadsheets

I picked up my pen and marked, with a minimalist tic: 7:45 - Breakfast . The only way to survive seventeen years of Albuquerque life was to play the order game.

I went downstairs. The kitchen was a spectacle of white and stainless steel symmetry . My parents were sitting at the table, reading The Architect's Journal and The Contemporary Design Magazine , respectively. My mother, Eliana, didn't have a single hair out of place.

"Good morning, Vitor," they said in unison, without taking their eyes off their reading. The greeting was more of a checklist check than an expression of affection.

"Good morning, parents," I replied, sitting down and attacking my green smoothie , which tasted exactly like freshly cut grass (which, ironically, made my father approve).

While chewing on whole-wheat toast, my hand slipped into my backpack. Hidden beneath the hard cover of my Calculus textbook was my true treasure: the Black Cover Sketchbook.

I opened it just enough. Inside, I had drawn a comic strip panel of "Standard City," where everyone wore square glasses and walked in a straight line. The hero, "Vito Chaos," had just broken into City Hall and was painting a purple cloud in the gray sky.

Civil Engineering . Their plan. Comic book artist . My dream.

A small smile appeared on my lips, but it was immediately erased when my father cleared his throat.

"Vitor, the neighborhood is an organic but demanding project. The house ahead, lot 14B, had been vacant for months. It's finally sold. New people, Vitor. I hope you will be courteous and exemplary," he said.

I looked out the window. The house across the street was a charming two-story house , but a little neglected. The only "disorganized" spot on our otherwise impeccable street. And, as I looked, something broke the monotony:

An old, turquoise-blue moving truck stopped in front of lot 14B.

Instead of standard white cardboard boxes, there were wooden crates spray -painted with graffiti . And a girl got out of the truck.

She was wearing purple and orange basketball shoes, ripped jeans , and a band t-shirt that looked like it'd been through a fight. Her hair was a tangled mess of unruly curls that defied gravity and symmetry. She laughed loudly at the truck driver.

My parents turned to the window at the same time. Their expressions were of subtle, almost architectural horror.

"My God," my mother murmured. "What a mess."

The girl, with the utmost nonchalance, picked up a cactus from the passenger seat. Not an elegant, round cactus, but a slender, bent, disheveled, and pointed creature that looked as if it had had a fight with life and lost its dignity.

She hugged him and looked directly at my house.

My stomach clenched in knots. Chaos had just moved into the street.

I quickly turned the page in my sketchbook and began sketching the girl, in a quick, nervous stroke. She seemed like the antidote to everything my house represented.

My father, his voice tense, said: "Vitor, from today on, you will avoid Lot 14B. This irregularity is not appropriate."

I nodded, but my heart was racing. The weekly planner was about to be scribbled on.

♡

I was standing at my front door, trying to look like the exemplary young man my parents expected. My backpack was perfectly balanced on my back.

The neighbor, Chaos Girl, was struggling with the gate key. She dropped her backpack, from which rolls of canvas, spray paint, and a bunch of vinyl records fell out.

I approached, feeling that I was breaking the Albuquerque Protocol.

"Do you need help?" I asked, my voice controlled, almost robotic.

The girl turned around. She had intense brown eyes and a smile that was too wide to be considered formal.

"Wow, the neighbor. You look like you stepped out of a 'Young People with Potential' catalog," she said mockingly. "Yes, the key gets stuck. Her name is Patricia and she's a terrorist."

I tried to ignore the joke. "I'm Vito. And you are...?"

"Julia," she replied, finally unlocking the gate with a kick to the metal. "But you can call me Juli."

She looked at my house, with its aligned windows and bushes trimmed into a spherical shape.

"Your house is amazing ," she said, and I knew she was being ironic. "It's so... authoritarian. It feels like she's judging me."

I blushed. "My parents are architects."

"Ah, that explains the childhood trauma," she laughed, shaking her head. She picked up the wrinkled cactus and pointed to my garden.

"Vito, did you know that nature doesn't like straight lines? It prefers chaos. It's more fun," Juli said, winking.

I couldn't help but smile slightly. It was the first time I'd heard the word "chaos" used with such approval.

"I have to go," I said, pointing to the school. My Calculus tutoring session wasn't going to wait.

"Me too," Juli replied. "I have to go face my routine of trying to save the world with paint."

She grabbed her messy backpack, her disheveled cactus, and walked toward school, leaving me standing on the sidewalk. My watch showed the exact dismissal time, but I felt like the Excel spreadsheet of my life had just been corrupted by a very, very interesting virus.

The first task of my day, going to school, already seemed to be the most disorganized of all.

♡
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THE SECRET SURVIVAL CONTRACT

I was in Juli's turquoise car.

The phrase seemed ridiculous. I, Vitor Albuquerque, "Vito Padrão," was in the passenger seat of an '80s muscle car that looked like it had been painted by a creative colorblind person, and whose interior smelled of spray paint , dust, and maybe a little rebellion. The radio was playing something loud and distorted, which Juli called Finnish punk rock .

"Are you sure you shouldn't be in Calculus III remedial class?" Juli asked, dodging a speed bump with the mastery of someone who does it frequently. She was smiling, and the smile was contagious.

"I'm sure," I replied, glancing back to see if Inspector Lucia was following us. My parents had given me a tracker on my phone, but I'd learned to turn it off without them noticing—one of my few acts of chaos pre-Juli. "Reinforcements can wait. The truth is... I can't stand drawing bridges anymore."

Juli laughed, a loud and unrestrained sound that made me tighten my seatbelt.

"Bridges? Oh, Vito, that's sad. Life is a blank canvas, not a structural foundation. And what do you really want to draw?"

I hesitated. Showing my sketchbook was showing my soul, and that soul was completely disorganized. But Juli didn't seem to judge the mess.

"Comics," I confessed quietly, as if admitting to a crime. "I draw 'Standard City' and 'Vito Chaos.' He's like a superhero who only destroys symmetry."

Juli braked abruptly in the middle of traffic.

"STOP everything. This is brilliant. You're a repressed genius, Vito. I knew that behind that perfect crease in your pants was an artist screaming for freedom."

His eyes shone with approval, and the warmth of that gaze was more intense than the afternoon sun.

"My parents... they think art is 'meaningless'," I explained, feeling the old pain. "They say I have 'excellent spatial skills' and that 'comics are an unprofitable hobby '."

"And my parents think art is cool, as long as it's marketable and socially engaged . My mother, Professor Costa, is always telling me to paint 'the beauty of the community.' I want to paint dragons, robots, and the feeling of when the bass vibrates in your chest," Juli replied, and for the first time, I saw a hint of frustration in her voice. "I think we all have to be what they expect, just with different adjectives."

We stopped in front of a huge, graffiti-covered, and abandoned warehouse.

"We've arrived at Chaos Headquarters," Juli said, turning off the engine. "This is where I come when I need to breathe formaldehyde-free air."

We got out of the car. The smell of paint and dampness was strangely welcoming. Inside, the walls were a kaleidoscope of vibrant graffiti .

"Wow. That's... impressive," I murmured.

"Here, we don't have to fit in," said Juli, picking up a box of paint tubes and brushes. "And going back to our alliance. I can't stand the pressure anymore of having to be the 'artist-daughter-in-distress' who






















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
i_ SOME EQUATIONS CAN'T BE SOLVED.
SOME HEARTS AREN'T MEANT TO BE PLANNEE

z STUDY
7
Focus.

o SCHEDULE
zf SUCCEED

=~

N IR
N~ SMY-O YA
(VERY) PN

ORGANIZED &
PARENTS

—— A ROMANTIC COMING-OF-AGESNE

v

V.C FOSTER
W —

——






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





