Once upon a time...

a city named Belo Horizonte, located in a confusing and undetermined tropical

country, west of the Atlantic, south of the Equator. 

In a corner of the central neighbourhood of this chaotic polis, people moving

frenetically, some looking into themselves and at the floor, so that no hole would

interrupt their way, others waiting for transport at a bus stop, some drinking

alcohol, there are also those who wander adrift or sleep on filthy floors. Few put

their hands out to get some change, to sell  bit and pieces, to draw  tattoos or

even play tricks and take our money away.  

In that district, whose central point is Guaicuruz Street, 20 tele-transporting

equipment are installed, that's right, it's flabbergasting, abduction equipment with

the same power of those in science fiction films or cartoons. Despite their archaic

technology, they carrry some enviable efficiency. Once I was walking around that

area when I passed by the first equipment that had sucked in the two men who were

before me, I walked on and, ten steps later, another would spit two and swallow

other twenty terrestrians who were in line, while peristaltic movements of the

equipment took them far from me. Only did I find out the power of those equipment 

when I myself was abducted  for the first time: I looked inside it, the light was

dim and I could not see its shape clearly or what was going on there, when suddenly,

those who were passing beside me were also sucked in and I,  following the flow was

attracted by that magnetic power. 

My legs moved without my concession, trembled, my heart was beating faster, I soon

died and was born in another world.  

The first shock, this World's light,  rather, this  Dimension's light does not come

from the same Sun, the light is weaker, it comes from little sources, in bright

colours, mostly red. The air is much denser, sticky. Strong, sweaty smells invade my

nostrils. This other world is labyrinthic,  a great complex of narrow corridors

compose the cartography.  

The movement is intense, many beings walking down the corridors, it seems like a big

street market to me, apocalyptic and popular, where 

fast food is sold. Down there a merchant shouts: - Come closer, costumers! in the

pussy it's five, in the arsehole it's six. The tradeswomen are at the door or in the

rooms, while potential costumers, with their hungry looks, walk around searching for

the one who can offer them best services, a great  self-service. When interested,

the buyer comes closer and the tradeswoman whispers in his ear: - Three positions

and a blow job for a fiver.

This dimension seems to me an eternal war, when I look up I see the image of a being

who lives in another world, maybe in the Moon, who is evoked whenever the natives

there feel threatened. They update their protector so that he makes the enemy's

blood   spout out, like he did with the Dragon. 

Many times beings from other grounds are called to act in the fight, a great arsenal

is set up to help the negotiations with the mercenaries: 

castor bean leaves keep enemies away, incense attracts friends, but cigarettes

please a special category: the "pombas-giras" (feminine entities of Umbanda, an

African religion), "they help bring in more costumers".

I get close the equipment that ejects me to the first world. This experience is

repeated for four years, for hundreds of times do I let myself be abducted by that

efficient equipment that the natives call ladder. 

>From the contact between I and the other components of that other dimension comes a

new and sui generis reality: I've seen them. A reality born from a limited

perception, for limited are my senses, I only see one among infinite possible

truths.  
. Whenever I go to this other world, I take my portable tele-transporter   

, my photo camera that with its own features of stopping the time and framing a

reality, has made appear a new reality which I call ethno-photographic essay. 

So what we have here is the result of the interaction between me who "I don't know

if that's me or I'm the other one, but something in between", and the saleswomen,

the film, the saints, the pombas-giras, the healers, censors, etcetera. And finally,

you, who see, interact and build this reality, conferring it a new life. 

