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Sun 
&

Moon

Fernando, a Mexican shaman and tattoo artist I 
met in the mountains of switzerland, was born 
on the same day then me. 

We decided that I was going to be tattoed by 
him. When the day came and his needles where 
prepared, he couldn’t sting them into my skin. 
He started sweating and needed to lay down on 
the floor, wispering that I was the sun, he was 
the moon and he is not in the position to enter 
my skin. 

When I left to drive home with my moto I realised 
that I have forgotten where I lived. 
I needed to stop and wait for half an hour for my 
memory to come back. 



Self
Horse

Healing

I have strong dreams about animals. 
In a time I was not taking care of myself, I dreamt 
about a horse that I was walking around with. 
There were many people I was talking to. 
In the evening I was bringing back the horse to 
the stables. It started talking to me « you didnt 
take a single look at me the whole day, look at 
me now ! »

I looked at it and it was nearly dying, starving and 
dehydrating. 

It showed me my behaviour by flying above the 
situations of the day. I saw everything and myself 
again from above and I got very sad. 

I woke up with the very strong feeling that I had 
to change my life and I did. 



The 
visitors 

All the women in my family have strange 
dreams. People who have died find us when 
we sleep. After the death of my grandfather, 
my mother was a broken woman. After several 
months, she still wasn’t back to normal. So my 
grandfather came to me in a dream. He was 
holding my mother, her lifeless body like a 
child in his arms. 

He said to me, « It’s harder than dying, to 
watch your children die of sadness ».



To 
the saints

When I was about 8 years old, my personality 
changed from a happy and playful girl to quiet. 
My parents took me to psychotherapy and I made 
ID tests, but nothing was anormal.

So they decided to take me to a shaman, where 
I was taught that I need to become a normal kid 
again and to do that, I needed to make offerings 
to the saints, giving them food, wine and light a 
candle, while reading parts of the bible. 

Every day I had my ritual morning, I would go to 
my father studio, which smelled like wax and old 
paint and create this ritual, reading things I was 
not about to understand offering food and wine. 

The process took a month and only ended, because 
my holiday from school was over.



visions

It was when in 2009, me, my mom and my 
grandmother went to trip to the States. 

My grandmother has 6 offsprings and her second 
son got a job as a pastor in there, so we all had gone 
to meetup him. At that time, she lived with her 
two other sons and she had a dreamed about one 
of them lying in the dark room of the basement. 
She tried to wake him up, but he couldn't move at 
all as if he's already dead. 

The day after she had that dream, my family got 
phoned about that my uncle died in a spa. He's 
just around 40 in his age. After that dream, It 
made me believe that dreams not only show our 
unconsciousness, but also that visionary dreams 
exist. 



Still 
smoking

I targeted him with the loaded pistol
I didn’t
I looked down at the church tower facede
I didn’t



Dart Pin

It was the same school. the school that appeard 
exactly in my dream before. But I wasn't a 
student. I just wanted to go to clean restroom, 
so I got off of the car that my families on 
and went to the school to use the toiliet. The 
school is well-constructed on the lumping hill 
and big playground forward, placed the center 
of the city, usually they are held an athletic 
competition or festival, not the teach classes. 

 I entered the restroom, exactly the same one 
that I've already been in, last time. 

 That day was my birthday. get into inside, I saw 
the cleaning women. They playing games that 
3-4 together, let the people in the restroom 
only the one who can hit the target-the target 
who get out of the restroom-with throw the 
toy arrow. However, It is not seem to be a 
fun at all, more likely some kind of ritual, or 
ceremony. If one's could not hit the target, that 
person never go into the toilet. and, weirdly, 
the target that hit by the thrower, can leave 
this place as being a corpse. 

 As I finished my job in the toilet, the toy arrow is 
changed to a pointed dart pin. If there is someting 
toxic in the dart pin or they attacted a vital 
point, I knew by intuition that people who hitten 
meanwhile are almost dead, and on the other hand, 
I've got totally no fear about that kind of death.   

 That moment I leave, someone just about to 
throw the dart pin and I ran expeditiously. Is that 
because of my birthday or becase too fast I am, no 
one's gonna kill me escape that quickly from there. 
Ordinarily, the whole step in the school will lunge 
for me to take my life, with blood in their eyes,  I 
dont know why but I bacame assured about it. 

  As soon as I got out, I saw my parents talking to 
interested parties. My families almost loosing their 
mind that they sure I'm died. I was gonna getting 
close to meet them right away, and eventually my 
father found me alive and hug tight that see me 
alright, and the rest of them breathed a sigh of 
relief, too. 

 So I get back to the car, my brother hold a box 
that packed with ten doughnuts out. That box is 
printed of doughnut ad posters that I've seen in 
the actual world. I thought 'How good thing the 
birthday is' and took a bite cheerfully. Cars on the 
road, I delighted, I'm not dead today. They didn't 
kill me at least, today. 



 Then I woke up in my dreams and I am not in 
the best mood. I feel bad like probably I got a 
serious cold. If you had a food that someone to 
give you while in the dreams, you supposed to 
got a sickness at real world outside of the dream 
undoutedly. 

 I go to my brother in sleep yet and nitpick why 
did he gave me a doughnuts. I grow angry from 
the morning that the doughnuts gave me a cold, 
and don't want to why am I so desperately to 
live in the dreams, while I always saying I have 
nothing to live for.  



The 
architect

The first grave on the new cemetery that she 
built should be taken by her death born child. 
I was ministrant and got ten bucks at the funeral.



My 
mother 
about 

my grand
mother 
longing 
for lilies

Once she mentioned a priest that was coming 
to her at the farm every Tuesday.

—

I went out of my mind. 





Sébastien

I bought him a croissant and he told me about 
his life before I had to say goodbye and run for 
the train.

Five days later and 522km further at midnight I 
was sitting in a bar next to the Bastille. Drinking. 
Writing. I looked up and he passed by. I was 
shocked and shout out his name. 

— He spend the night at my place. 
When I woke up, he has been gone.
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