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Meatless Adventures

the world is quite a big place

Preface
“My contract expires, my visa expires, I don’t speak the language
and I need a new job.
I’m going on an adventure!”
A 9GAG User

I always had the curiosity to know how is life on the other side. On the other side of
the city, of the country, of the planet. And for years the idea to stop the cravings of
seeing beyond and expand my small world was limited by the time, money and life,
until I finally had my momentum. To hit the road and let the wind carry me. On every
new destination my reality changed, I met some amazig people and learned about
new pleasures never before imagined.
In Australia and New Zealand, when I was feeling a bit alone, I would ride my bike up
to the highest mountain and look out the world, it was beautiful and I would feel surrounded by life. In Germany, I could just take the train or a ride share until almost any
city in the country, and there to find out villages and people that would take me to a
far away past that was still carried on to the present.
I also found out the pleaser of writing and tell my story. Not because it’s more
important then yours, but rather to initiate a dialog, I tell what happened to me and
you tell me what happened to you. And for this reason, I wrote this book. To tell to
anybody who wants to hear, my travel stories.
And these stories were only made possible because I met many many incredible
people who wanted to share with me their stories, their homes and secrets.
Therefore, this book is not only mine. It’s a book telling the story that many people
helped to write. People that I don’t even know how to thank them enough. This book
is also to express my gratitude.
And I sincerely hope that it opens the dialog, and doing so, starting new stories, for
me and for you.

On my twenties

On my twenties
I was born on 11th January, 1984 in São Paulo city.
It was in a hospital on the Liberdade district, the
“Japan town”. Some say that that’s the reason why
I developed since early age such an interest for the
japanese culture, some say that was due my past
lives.

changed it so my visa is valid pretty much as long
as I have a job. I work as a computer programmer,
make websites and when I’m depressed I am on
facebook thinking about the people I met, my past
and recent loves and places where I miss and those I
want to visit.

Either way, we all have milestones to tell when we
have turned into the adulthood. I was in my late
twenties and I always thought that a trip to Japan
would be the experience to split between my child
and adulthood. Even though I have my plans, going
around the world from Brazil to Japan sounded like
a plan impossible to achieve.

On the weekends I go sometimes to Berlin or other
random city to get to know new people, see my
friends and to fulfill my urge to always be on the
road, questioning my beliefs and searching for
something that would satisfy my most deep human
needs.

I write this text on the 15th of January, 2014. Four
days after my 30’s birthday, and I still haven’t been
to Japan, but I am here sitting on an airplane,
somewhere above the Sahara desert. All windows
are darkened up so the sunshine doesn’t disturb the
passagenders. In my bag next to my feet, there’s
my camera and my passport with the stamp for my
german work visa. My flight is to Frankfurt am Main,
where I will take the train to Cologne on North-Rhein
Westfallen. This is the city I live for 5 months now.
I have been living in Germany for about 1 year and
half, but only two weeks ago I managed to go to
Brazil to visit my family. My last visa as a student
would expire next month, in February, but now I

Until I have arrived in Germany my life was an endless quest for answers, but answers to questions
that, so far, I didn’t clearly have. Everything I thought
was in another level, too abstract and philosophical
to have concrete answers. I was too little for those
questions, and the world was also too little. Was
only everything between São Paulo and Curitiba,
even though I knew the world could be much more
then that.
I wanted to be influenced by many, to be changed,
altered and modelled by a multitude of people. I
wanted to be part of all that I saw on the Internet,
read on books or watched on TV. And by this influence I wanted to lesser the bad things on me and
become a better self.

I have many faults and by that time they started to
take me over. It wasn’t only for lack of education, or
lack of people who loved me, what I lacked of was
of being slapped on the face. And that’s why, in a
sort of sadistic epiphany, I got out my safe place to
be slapped, hit and kicked by the world.

depending on my mood. Without losing focus of
my job that pays my bills. All those interests help to
define who I am. And I learned to search for satisfaction out and about, on the road, as I take photos to
capture all that I conquered and make it my biggest
personal prize. The memories from the world.

During my life so far I have failed in so many things,
but never really suffered. People that I knew never
left me. My mum never left me suffer, my family, my
friends, I was protected by everybody and only knew
the good on people. But I wanted to get out of this
bubble of being pampered and cared from.

When I look at my photos, when I read my poems,
when I see a computer code that I wrote, there’s always something of myself, my dedication and focus.
My work make me see that I exist, and most of the
time what I see doesn’t look like it was made by myself, but something beyond me. I know that a photo
is not only my eyes, but also everything involved on
make those things that appear in the frame. From
my clothes to the mountains, it’s a magnificent product of Life itself.

I learned that whenever I took the road with no destination, I became bigger and my heart calmer. The
world became part of myself.
Some things in life was like magic. I could fly over
the ocean, talk to my mum on real time from Australia or work next to a glacier in New Zealand. The
life I was living was only possible because of some
incredible people that came before me. Those who
created the computer where I can work on, the
house I live, the bus that take me where I want to go
and the airplane that makes the world so small, ending distances as we know it. I started to value more
the things that were beyond myself.
Of course there are limits to where one can go.
Each country defines who can come and go from
itself. My brazilian nationality made it easier to move
around because we as people are not hated by
any other country, and even when we have some
troubles to get a visa somewhere, like it was for me
to go to the USA or Australia, there’s always a way
to go around it. So I can easily come and go, but I
know it’s a privilege.

And it’s that moment when I am grateful for everything that is beyond me, I thank the vegans that
came before me, the computer geniuses that came
before me, the carpinters that came before me, the
farmers and of course, all those who helped me to
have an identity. I don’t thank a god because I see
no reason for one to exist. But the universe, that
who coordinates everything and do not condemn
anything. I thank it too.
And it took me 30 years so I could understand that
I could be much more then I was so far. I could be
a human being, and as any other human being, my
world is exactly the size I want it to be, with the help
of the universe provides at that right moment.

Until some time ago, life for me was a fairly easy
game. It consisted of: get married (or whatever the
life allowed me as a gay man to do), adopt a child,
have a good job, a good partner, to get to know
the world, be an activist, an artist, be renowed and
successful. Of course we can’t be all that, so life slap
you on the face, to make you realize it’s not that
simple.
At least these many interests I have allowed me to
be a nerd, an artist, a cook, a traveler or a writer,
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From Hamburg I would go to Amsterdan, then Düsseldorf and I could finally take the flight to Russia.
That way my travel plans were almost ready. Later on
I would add Wilhelmshaven and Oldenburg to my
ever growing list of cities to visit.
One of my biggest frustrations in Germany was that
I haven’t met yet any animal rights activists that I
could relate to. I wanted to learn more about the activism in Germany, but besides Berlin being a vegan
paradise when it comes to restaurants and such,
animal rights were still something I haven’t really
seen there so far.
Something called Veggie Sommerfest was up in
town while I was there. A vegan summer festival with
many stalls for food and activism. There I saw a very
interesting organization that I already admired them
for their work on other countries. I talked to some
members and got the contacts to get in touch later
on.

I (heart) Berlin
February, 2012. Berlin was my new home and it was
necessary to adapt to the new routine and to have
a perspective on the next two years that I would be
allowed to stay in the country. The initial idea was
to apply for the Universität der Kunst, the major fine
arts university in Berlin but this wasn’t a final plan
yet, so I wanted to learn the language and travel
around Europe in the meantime.
Before I came to Germany I’ve made a travel plan. I
have bought a ticket to Russia and wanted to meet
a good friend of mine in London. What I would do
when I returned from this trip to Berlin I had no idea,
and somehow, didn’t want to know yet.
A friend of mine recommended that, before going
to Russia, I should at least learn their alphabet. I
have studied japanese before so I was used to funny
looking characters and I liked it. So I was willing to
also learn the cyrilic alphabet.
While I was in Munich I met a russian girl who tried
to teach me it, but the pronounciation was more
complicated then I expected. In the end I could
recognize the characters and speak them on my own
way.
Living in Berlin and trying to have a grasp of it was
quite a difficult task. Such a plural culture, huge

young international community and the complex history of the city itself.
The friends whom I lived with showed me again the
concept of family. We were in total 5 sharing just
one flat. The life there was simple, and besides my
tiny and dark windowless bedroom, that used to be
the storage room, I had that feeling that I was home.
We used to cooked together and there was always
something new to learn about each other. I was
working sometimes from home, sometimes from a
random cafe with internet, and that was my routine
before my next adventure.
For my trip, I still had two stops that I didn’t know
what to do, and life decided for me:
One day, I met a gay couple from Amsterdam in
Berlin. One of them had some interests for Brazil,
the language and the culture so we got along well.
We talked a bit and they invited me to visit them in
the Netherlands. I told them I would come over in
my next trip.
And among the amazing people I met in Berlin,
there was a guy who was also a drug-free vegan. We
clicked instantly. I wanted to see the city of Hamburg
and he had some friends there, so we decided to
travel there together.

The german language was still a big challenge for
me. I was studingy in the mornings, work in the
afternoon and trying to socialize in the evenings. I
have already finished the level A1, but to work and
learn a new language was a very tiring task. Many
times I just couldn’t go to the classes because I was
mentally too tired from my job or when in school, I
couldn’t wrap it up what I’ve learned.
The last thing to be sorted out in Germany before
my trip was where to live when I’m back. Luckily one
of my couch surfing friends put me in contact with a
brazilian girl in Berlin. We started talking just to be
friends, but then she told me she had to go to India
for an internship and offered me to sublet her flat for
six months. It was my lucky time.

Germany as a country is not really big for brazilian
standards. It has about the size of the state of Minas
Gerais. But it’s incredible how in such a small territory we can have such a diverse cultural and historic
features.
On my backback I had some clothes and two very
special items. Since I left New Zealand I was carrying
the Occupy Blanket, an art work from some friends
there, and I also had my camera to photograph my
trip and the art-blanket alongside.
From Berlin to Hamburg is about three hours by car.
My friend and I was waiting for our ride. He with
his handpack for three days, and me with my three
weeks luggage.
Since my friend have already lived in the city, he
would be my guide in town. We arrived and went
straight to his friend, where we would stay. Our tour
around the town would start in the day after.
Hamburg was a modern city, but no big surprises
so far. The vegan restaurants I ate were good but
nothing too fancy. We ended up finding a great ice
cream shop with some soy ice cream including some
very interesting flavours, like tiramissu and walnuts.
One of the best ice creams I’ve ever had.
In the evening we went to a strip-tease show, a little
like a cabaret. My friend knew one of the dancers.
We both gay guys, and it was my first experience to
see a woman taking off her clothes. The place had a
rather friendly feeling, almost like a play with actors
in an uncommon plot.

So far I was living in Neukölln, an upcoming neighbourhood with an international crowd, immigrants
from Turkey or the Middle Eastern, and an emerging
“hip” new crowd from everywhere in Europe and the
Americas were starting to pop up. My next home
would be in Schönenberg, a more upperclass area
where most of the gay clubs are.
Now, with a new home to come back to, I was ready
to leave Berlin and explore other parts of Germany
and the world.
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Then we headed up to a karaoke bar where they have
some traditional german songs. One of those songs
were in the Cologne dialect, which was almost impossible to understand, even with the subtitles popping
up in the screen. But somehow everybody there knew
it by heart and were singing along.
We walked a bit more around the city, alive with people everywhere. Many youngsters already drunk but
nevertheless looking for another place to go and drink
more. I had the feeling that the young germans drink
much more then the young brazilians. While walking
around we passed by a wall that blocked cars to drive
through a street and my friend told me to turn left and
walk into the blocked street. I turned and found many
prostitutes behind the glasses doing a little show for
those on the other side of the glass. It was the red light
zone, almost like what I saw once ago on TV, in Amsterdam. I didn’t know there was also in other cities.
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After so many new experiences, we went to a gay bar
for a bit of what I am used to for a night out and from
there we finally went back home. Next day would be
another big day. The tour started going to a flea market where I could get some interesting new accessories
for my new home in Berlin. My friend would keep them
until I was back from my trip.
Soon, it was time to split and I would start my adventure without a native speaker. My friend would come
back to Berlin and I would have to make my way to
unexplored lands, speaking very little german, and
crossing the northern part of Germany.
I was going to stay overnight in Oldemburgo and then
to Wilhemshafen to see the North Sea, or Nordsee as
they call it here.

Nordsee

Berlin and there in the northern part of the country.
The whole trip was less then one hour, and my next
host was waiting for me on my destination. He was a
student from Berlin who decided to study in a small
town close to the sea. On the way to his home he
told me about his own trips, like in Australia, and the
reason why he misses the sea so much.

Nordsee
When I arrived in Oldenburg, a 60 years old friendly
man who would be my host was waiting for me. He
told me a bit about his history as a host, not only on
couch surfing but also other things like for traveller
cyclists for more then 20 years, even before internet,
when they used to have printed guide listing free
couches and guestrooms for the travellers.
I was going to spend only one night with him, and
the next day I would take the bus to Wilhelmshaven.
As it was getting late, he took me for a quick city
tour before dusk, telling the history of the local
buildings like the cathedral and an old school where
some important people have studied there.
The city has a nice harbor and some historic buildings, because it has been very important in the
area before the unification of Germany. Among the
streets and boats in the water, it was almost ten
o’clock at night, we saw a bookshop still open, with
some anarchists posters on the door. The light from
the top of the facade was lightning the man and
his cat sitting outside and enjoying the final rays of
sun. There were no other living being around, which
felt like it was part of a movie, when we meet the
strange guy who will tell us something wise.
My host started talking to the man and I tried to follow the german talk, but I could only pick up words
like church, capitalism, money and so on. As the talk
was instensifing I noticed they were having a bit of
ideologic conflict, until they included me in the talk,
but as soon as I answered in english, they turned
the discussion to me and we started talking friendly
about myself and my roots. After some talk we bit
farewell and continued to walk back home.

After such a unexpected talk I went to my host
place for dinner. I was telling my story while he was
cooking for us, since I’m a guest he didn’t want me
to help. He was vegetarian and made some yummy
food.
He told me he used to work for a church, and before
the meal he asked me to close my eyes and enjoy
the silence, I did exaclty what he did, and then he
did pray in german thanking for the food. I don’t
remember last time I had done such a thing, even
though when I was going to the buddhist group, we
had some sort of pray before eating too.
Next day he made us a breakfast, before eating the
pray and I followed in respect, then we ate. Then
we went for the backyard to take a look of his plants
and share some of our lives and I had this nice feeling of a country house, even though it was in the
heart of the city.
After that he was going to the church and I had to
buy the tickets to my next city. When we returned,
we would have lunch that this time I cooked for him.
He prayed and we ate. After the meal, was time to
go to the terminal and take my bus.
I was going to the city which name I couldn’t pronounce. In german I wasn’t sure if the letter “H” is
always pronounced, the letter “V” sounds like “F”
and the “L” is spokend different than in portuguese
when in the middle of the word. ‘V’il-Helms-Ha‘F’en, here I go.
Looking outside the window, the nature was a bit
different from what I’ve seen so far. But it was hard
to point out the differences between the forests in

Even though it was summer time, I was still feeling
a bit cold in the shadows. We went to the supermarket and decided to make a pizza that night. Half
vegan, half omnivore. On the next day we went to
the beach and I found out the city was actually a
common turistic destination, especially for older
people to spend the summer.
In Wilhelmshaven there is also a important war ship
museum of Germany, and some other attractions.
While walking around, he bought me a dessert
made out of ice and a blue syrup, that he said
reminded him of his own childhood. Then we went
back home because I needed to work.
Browsing some dating websites I talked to someone
who was nearby, staying in an island not far from
where I was. That was the first time I heard that
Germany has also islands that are famous holiday
destinations for the germans.
To reach it I would need to get to another town and
then a ferry, so I’d rather explore the city I was already in and go for a swim. I also missed the sea. My
host would have to study and I went by myself.
On my way to the beach, I saw three brazilian kids
in the bus talking, probably exchange students.
I wanted to talk to them but somehow I found it
would be best just to watch. They got off to school
and was having that funny feeling wondering how
those kids got there, and what means to be home
just by running into strangers that came from the
same land as you.
I walked the same way as the day before, seeing the
touristic places, the ship museum and the harbor,
until I reached the beach. Children and older people
were swimming, and the ones around my age would
be just laying in the sun. As my host have said, they
are afraid of the cold water.
A group of old people were naked laying on the

grass to have some sun. There’s this FKK in Germany, which means Frei Körper Kultur or the Free Body
Culture. It’s the german nudism, so common on public places like lakes, rivers or beaches.
The most interesting thing was to see such a typically white skin people completely browned by the
sun.
That beach has almost no sand, but slimey rocks
and green grass. Seeing the people all enjoying the
waters of the Jade, I decided to try my chance. I
took off my clothes, keeping only my underwear and
reached with my toes the water. It was freaking cold.
I looked around and saw people who were enjoying
even that cold water. So I took a deep breath and
jumped in. It hurt deep in my spine that cold all over
my body, but slowly my body got used to it and I
could enjoy five minutes swimming, but no longer
then that. I went to the grass and layed in the sun
to dry out. The colors of the surroundings were gorgeous, the pale sun and a slightly insaturated greens
and blues. I was in love with it.
I looked online for a vegetarian friendly restaurant
around but couldn’t find it. The closest one was in
a city near by. So I decided to walk around and find
by myself, until I reached a chinese restaurant which
served tofu. In Germany, there are always at least
two things that someone can eat everywhere. Asian
restaurants which serve tofu and middle eastern
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restaurants to eat hommus and falafel.
My last day in town would be short, so we just
walked aaround my host’s neighbourhood, which
was a bit outside the city center. The place somehow
felt like it was the end of the world. Just a horizon
with green grass and the sky. At some point I could
see some huge cranes where they were buidling a
new harbor.
My time to go was getting closer so we took the bus
back to his place, so I could grab my baggage and
then make my way to Amsterdam.
While waiting for my bus to the city center, an old
man saw my backpack and asked me in germany if I
was a traveller. Stuttering, I manage to answer “ja”
and my destination. He asked me where I was living,
I said Berlin and then, he excited told me about his
family and his experience in town, but with a bit
of prejudice said “but there are too many turkish
there”. But he didn’t seem to care that I was also a
foreigner living in Germany.
As the bus came, we said good bye with a smile.
I was taking a final look at the city, I would stop

quickly in Oldenburg and from there take the train to
Amsterdam.
As I crossed the border with the Netherlands, I could
see that, even being side by side, the two countries
had a very different architecture and lifestyle. I saw
through the window a small village, and a nice image of behind every house, pretty veggie gardens,
children play around and a woman on bike with a
basket full of flowers.
The train stoped and I would have to change. There,
no more german, I could only hear dutch around
me. It was such a sudden change that my brain
barely could process it. A crew member came to talk
to me, I was expecting german but he was talking to
me in dutch. Confused I answered in english. I was
in another country.
Finally I arrived on my destination. Not at a Hauptbahnhoff as it was everytime I was travelling in
Germany, but it was called Centraal Station. I was in
Amsterdam, with a new language and a completely
new culture.
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The canals of Amsterdam

that reminded me of my beloved Liberdade, São
Paulo’s japan town.
At the japanese neighbourhood I went to a restaurant, and tried to order on a mix of german, english
and japanese with the waiter, because most of the
food I used to know I learn the japanese names in
Brazil. A customer came to help me and we started
talking about our lives. When we finished and I was
walking out the restaurant, a japanese lady talked

to me. She overheard the conversation, asked me
in portuguese if I was brazilian and told me she
lived in Liberdade for few years. Her husband was a
diplomat. We shared some memories from my home
country.
After the meal I went to exchange some euros for
russian ruble. I was getting ready for my next trip,
which would start in less then 24 hours.

The canals of Amsterdam
As I arrived in the city I had to get used to speak
english instead of german, what make me feel a
bit awkward. I went to the information desk to ask
where is the east wing exit where my friends would
be waiting. After meeting them, we walked to their
place which is not too far from the Amsterdam Centraal Station. There were different canals on almost
every street we passed by until we reached the sea,
where we walked by old warehouses that are now
mostly office buildings.
We arrived at their apartment, I left my bags and we
took the bike to go to a bar because one of their
friends was having a birthday. Among those tall
dutch guys I felt like a tiny kid. I had literally to look
up the entire time to follow the conversation.
We got back home early and the next day I went to
another bike tour with one of them. I was astonished
by the architecture, the canals and all those little
treasures of the city, but the heavy bicycle traffic on
those tiny roads was a bit distressful.
In english they call The Netherlands and in german
it’s call Niederland. But, only when I sall the big
windmill on the streets that I realized that this is the
area where is also called Holland! I laugh at myself
for my lack of geographic knowledge. From that
moment I could link all the images I had from the
peaceful and pretty holland to the place I was in,
including the flowers and the wooden shoes, that
were everywhere to be sold to tourists.

I’ve heard about a vegetarian butcher in a nearby
city, The Hague, or Den Haag so I decided to check
it out, and some friends recommended me to see
the modern art museum. So, I took the train to the
city, stoping by the museum and barely holding
myself to finally try out the vegetarian butcher.
The facade was very pretty. I walked in but was
turned down by the fact most products were only
vegetarian, not vegan. In fact less then a third was
vegan.
They also had a sandwich and I wanted to try it. My
mind was blown away. It was one of the best sandwiches I’ve ever had. I also bought some mock meat
to bring over to my hosts.
On the weekend my friends wanted to go with their
boat through the canals and invited me over. It
was one of the highlights of my whole trip. I could
experience the city down from the water, and it was
magical.
Soon it was time to go to my next destination, I bet
farewell and got a ride back to Düsseldorf in Germany, where I would take my flight to Russia.
In Düsseldorf I stayed with a couple of two vegan
girls, and from the beginning we got along quite
well. In the city I found out that it had the biggest
japanese population in Germany, having its own
Japan Town. I went to check out the neighbourhood
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Россия / Rússia

The Р sounds like R
The Н sounds like N
The Я or “inverted R” sounds like ya
The И or “mirrored N” sounds like i
The B sounds like V
The impossible to pronounce Ы
The X instead of H
The Y is the U
And the others Й Ц У К Е Н Г Ш Щ З Х Ф Ы В А П Р
О Л Д Ж Э Я Ч С М И Т Ь Б Ю.
Time to go, and to memorize important words and
letters...
молоко, вареники, Щ... З... Х... Ф.. Ы...

Москва
When I arrived at the airport and went to the immigration, I shivered. What if they ask me complicated
questions? What if for some reason the agreement
for brazilians were not valid anymore? I was worried.

Russia
As I arrived at the Düsseldorf airport I went for the
check-in. The attendant took my passport and was
searching for something in the sheets, I thought he
was looking for my german visa and showed my resident visa, then he replied.
- No, I’m looking for your Russian visa, don’t you
have one?
- I don’t need it, I’m brazilian. - I answered.
He stared at me in desbelief and went to talk to a
colleague, made a call, then returned and said “Gute
Reise” giving me back my passport and my tickets.
I went to the platform, and on the immigration desk
the agent saw that my visa was issued in Berlin and
asked me in a rude manner:
- But if you live in Berlin, what are you doing here?
- I came to visit a friend, I answered almost angry.
- Did you work in Germany?

Then she thought a bit more, gave back my passport
and said good bye.
I thought with myself, I had more questions to get
out of the country then to get in, so weird. In France
they just got my passport, saw I’m brazilian, said
“Bom dia” with a french accent, stamped my passport and smiled while giving it back to me.
I was afraid of arriving in Moscow. Many friends of
mine told me to not go to Russia, be as a protest
against the laws criminalizing the open talk about homosexuality, be for the fear that I would be a victim
of anybody, since I usually say I’m vegan and gay in
the first five minutes I talk to somebody. And some
might not be so happy with the gay part.

The line was not long, they called me and the agent
didn’t even look at my eyes. He just took my passport, stamped and gave it back to me. Not even a
word from the agent and I was in Russia.

sign “Москва”. I made a photo and saw a couple
taking photo of themselves with the sign. I took a
deep breath and asked in english for the to take a
photo of myself and the big russian letters.
As I walked out the train station, I felt completely
lost. I had no idea how to get to the Hostel. I didn’t
know where to go, where to buy a ticket or who to
ask information for. I saw some cops watching the
doors of the station. I looked across the street and
saw a Starbucks with russian letters on the facade.
Then there was a taxi, I asked the price, but I had
no idea if it was expensive or not. Afraid of being
ripped off by the driver on my limited budget, I gave
up on the idea.
I walked back to the station and got checked by the
police as if it was in an airport, but they didn’t ask
about my traveller’s backpack. I went to the ticket
office and asked how to get to the station I wanted.
They explained to me, I bought the ticket and went
carefully, checking the station names as I had to
change trains until my destination. I have saved the
map from the station to the hostel on my phone, so
I tried to follow the huge roads with so many lanes,
luckily I didn’t have to cross them.

I went towards the train station to take the train to
the city center and I found the ticket machine. In
foreign lands I am too shy to interact with people, I
just look and stay back, feeling alien to everything
and safe. Seeing how the others bought the ticket, I
did the same.

After some time I finally found the street of the
Hostel but couldn’t find the place. It seemed like
the number didn’t exist. Afraid as it was getting dark
already, I walked some more times until I found the
sign up high in the building. I got in, got my keys.
There were many russian people who seemed to live
in the hostel. I saw a group of foreigners going out
and a family waiting to do the check out.

In the train, I saw the world outside. It was hard to
believe I was in Russia. I couldn’t point out what was
different. As I arrived in the train station, I saw a big

When I got to my room I could smell a very smelly
feet, someone had wet shoes there. Luckily it was
only for one night, as I would meet my couchsurfing

The language would also be a barrier. A friend of
mine adviced me to at least learn the alphabet and
so I tried my best. I sat on the bench to wait for the
embark. I got my mobile and opened the app with
the russian alphabet to practice, even though some
of the letters were impossible to pronounce.

- No. - I replied.
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host the next day.
I left my bags and went to the kitchen. For my
surprise, there were only a microwave. No stove,
no cooking top. I got out to look for a supermarket.
At the reception the woman couldn’t really speak
in english and her husband wasn’t there, so I had
to look for it by myself. I found a grocery store
and started looking at the packages. Everything of
course only in russian. I got my notes with the words
“milk”, “egg”, “chicken”, “beef” in russian so I
wouldn’t buy any non-vegan product. It was a small
shop and I couldn’t find any vegan cookies or bread.
So I got some vegetables, fruits and a package of
rice and peas. It should be enough for the night.
Back to the Hostel, I saw the russian guys watching TV on my floor. A big and dirty man sleeping,
and a group of russian teenagers talking. I went to
the kitchen to cook my meal, with no big interest in
interacting with anybody there.
I was thinking how I would be able to sleep in that
stinky room, then watching the russian TV, but my
thoughts were still at why I didn’t plan it better, why I
was putting myself in such a weird situation.
Luckily the stinky person of my room have got out,
so I opened the window for some fresh air and came
back to eat my bland rice with dried peas, an apple
and water. It was worst then food from hospital.
There was no internet at the hostel and nothing that
I really wanted to do on my computer, so I was there,
trying to keep myself busy until I fall asleep.
I was going to meet my host in the next moring,
and I was so looking forward for it. The next day
I walked to the train station. The escalators on
moscow’s stations or huge, it was so deep down,
so it also worked as bunkers to protect the population on a war. I saw a straight couple kissing each
other shamelessly. Nobody cared, and I thought that
even for that russia would be ultra-conservative, but
seemed like I was wrong. I saw people on the trains
with iPads and other tablets, and I realized I thought
russia was poorer than actually is. And seemed also
quite safe. I knew so little about the country.
I arrived to the station I was supposed to meet my
host. At least I could send SMS with my phone, but
I had a prepaid and was afraid I would run out of

credits with no clue how to recharge it. She came
with a friend of her, I was so relieved to finally have
someone who can speak the language and that I
could communicate fearlessly. We went to her house
and we talked quite a lot, we had many things in
common. I met her mother who doesn’t speak
english. After that we went to walk around the city,
we bought some tickets for the subway and I was
learning how to make my way around. We went to
a supermarket and this time I had someone to help
me. On the way back home I asked what typical russian dish could be vegan. She told me about a kind
of mushroom pie that could be vegan, so we went to
a restaurant and it sadly had eggs in the dough.
Back to her place, after a night full of talk new discoveries about the new culture, on the following day
I would go alone around the city.
I have met a russian guy in Berlin and I would meet
him after he finishes work, and then I would also
meet my hot. The meeting point that evening was
the Red Square. While I was walking around I tried
to take photos, but I always struggle on big cities.
It’s always a bit overwhelming.
When it was almost time to meet my friends, I made
my way to the Red Square, following the instructions
from my friend. I got the subway and then walked
a bit. I finally met her and then the other friend and
a girl. Then we walked to a restaurant. I was hungry
and then asked what could I eat with no animal
products. There was a dish of potatoes and mushrooms. It was enough for me. We talked about everything, the gay friend mentioned that he watched
Brokeback Mountain on the theaters and I was
surprised, thinking that maybe Russia wasn’t such a
horrible place for gays afterall. But then he mentioned how gays were second class citizens, which
made my heart sink. My first thought was “you have

to act, to protest”, but then I just hold the words to
myself trying to understand the cultural differences.
After drink, eat and talk, we started walking to the
subway station. A girl of the group, originally from
a small city in Russia, was telling me how she liked
Moscow, saying it is the best place to live in Russia.
Then she and the other friend were planning to go
out while me and my host would head home. I was
then telling my host about my veganism and about
being gay, she was vegetarian and also wanted to
be a vegan, so we were sharing our different worlds.
On the next day she had to work, I was going to
meet two guys I met on the internet. So with one of
them, we went to a russian restaurant. On the menu,
he tried to fix me something vegan, but after some
talk with the waiter, I ordered again the potatoes
and mushrooms dish. Seemed like as long as there
was potatoes and mushrooms in Russia, I wouldn’t
starve. After eating and learning about his work and
life with his ex-boyfriend, we said good bye and I
had another few hours before heading back to my
place.
The other day I met another guy from the internet,
he have lived in China and was a translator from
Russian to Chinese, which I found very interesting to
learn that with the communist background of both,
there were still some strong interaction. After a long
talk it came up the topic about veganism and from a
friendly conversation it became a heated debate. He
started with the basic questions about my reasons
to be a vegan and my “exaggerated worry” regarding animals. Suddenly he was accusing me to prefer
animals to humans, and that I had an iPhone, made
under horrible working conditions in China, making
me incoherent with my inner beliefs.
Tired, offended and starving, we walked to a restaurant where I was going to meet my host later on. Trying to be friendly again, he ordered me a sandwich
making sure it was vegan, and as soon as my friend
arrived, he left saying just a timid good bye.
I was relieved but also feeling guilty. Even though
being vegan for so many years, it always hurt to be
accused of false ideology and lack of integrity. And
for this reason I am more and more cautious when
talking to non-vegetarians. My host at least was likeminded and with two other friends with her, she told
me she would take me to a special place.

We took the subway and went towards a park on a
very high place in the city, while I was looking outside trying to make sense of that massive city. After
crossing the park we kept to the place where she
thought I would like. Suddenly I saw that huge building with a star on top of it. It looked like something
that just came out of a comic from Justice League or
the like. That was Moscow’s university.
We were there for a bit, I took some photos that was
hard to frame such a massive contruction with my
lenses. It was beautiful but scary at the same time.
We then went home. Next day I would take the train
to Saint Petersburg.
Санкт-Петербург
I was a little disappointed for not being able to
spend more time on the russian capital, I knew I
had quite a lot to learn about that country, but soon
the train would be there waiting for me. My host
was there to help me. On the way I wanted to buy
something to eat on the trip, so she took me to a
vegetarian café with indian influence, they’ve got
only a couple of vegan pastries but it was enough
and we went on to the train station.
As we arrived, I thought with myself, now there’s
nothing to go wrong. But my friend told me: “I hope
you find a good place to seat”. Curious about it, we
walked into the train and around there were russian
families, women and only a few men and quite some
available seats. There was also an old man without a
t-shirt and sweating tons. We looked at each other
and started looking for my seat, was exactly next to
the old man.
My host looked at me feeling pity and said good
bye, the heat was uncomfortable and I didn’t know
anybody in the train, not knowing a single word to
communicate with the people around.
The man had an unpleasent smell, your sweat was
evaporating with the heat and I was feeling a bit
uneasy. I knew I would survive, though, but I wished
he had to get out way before me.
But I was already safe in the train that would take me
to my next stop, and so I started to look around and
see where I was.
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a fine rain. Everything was a bit dreary. In my mind I had
still the idea that I was in the city where they banned the
“gay propaganda”. And there was I, at a gay couple’s
home.
I talked to the guy who could speak english for some
tips to what to see and what to eat. The work os accumulating and my stress too. I wanted to arrived soon
in London, where I had more comfort without having to
struggle with the language and culture. I had a heavy
cloud of prejudice over me, and the stress with work and
time made me a bit uneasy to travel, but I was already
there.
In the train I saw a mother and her daughter. The girl
had long braided hair, that looked like from those
fairy tales. I’ve never seen such a care for a children’s
hair for a train trip.
I saw another girl reading a book in french, and I
thought I could at least communicate with her if
something went wrong.
At one point, the man next to me, after finishing eating his own meal, turned to me and said something
in russian. I answered in english that I had no idea
what he just said, even though I was sure he also
would not understand what I said. It was impossible
to think of any other way to express myself.
He stared at me, got his cup of tea that was on his
table, put on my hands and pointed to one of the
train doors. He didn’t sounded rude, though. Then
he showed me a bag of tea. I stand up and walked
obediently to the direction he showed me. I saw
some galloons with taps, one for coffee and one for
hot water. I filled it up with water and came back
to my seat. He smiled and thanked me, I started
to feel better for sitting next to him. After a while
I couldn’t smell him anymore, and I was lost in my
own thoughts about the others around.

being social, a tourist and work.
One could speak english, his boyfriend doesn’t.
We went to take the bus to their place, I was following them while looking to all directions, trying to
match my expectations to the reality of being there
on the streets in Russia.
I thought about having heard of some prejudice
against black people and started to look around
and see if I could find any black. I saw one short
black lady, with a colorful fresh dress. I smiled when
I noticed she was speaking in portuguese with her
friend. She was brazilian, a funny coincidence and
I felt a bit like home, I waved to her and said “Boa
tarde!”. She stopped, smiled back and said “Boa
tarde!”. I walked more confident while I overheard
her talking to her friend about me and my big backpack.
We got into the bus, I got some bills and they told
me I wouldn’t need that. It was only “30 rubles”.
What? I asked surprised. Just it?
Yes, they answered.

I was looking out the window and saw those wooden
houses, that landscape, somehow so different and
so familiar. If someone would tell me I’m in south of
Brazil or in Norway, I would just believe them.

It was around 65 euro cents, almost nothing when
compared to the 2.70€ I have to pay for each trip in
Germany, and even cheaper then in Brazil. Of course
I wouldn’t be able to make any connection to other
lines, but the bus would take me straight to their
place.

Arriving at the train station of Saint Petersburg, my
two hosts were waiting for me. This time, instead of
Couchsurfing I was paying on AirBnB. Since I really
had to work while there, I didn’t want the burden of

We finally arrived at the place where I would stay
for the next few days. A huge and grey residential
building. Somehow everything was a bit grey there
to me. And it was chilly, but not a winter cold, with

The room had a view to the ocean or lake, or whatever
it was that horizon of water that I could look out. I have
seen on the map and I’ve already forgotten it. The water
down there was a bit grey as the sky, monotonous, and
there was a long stretch of sand with some cranes ready
to build something, probably more apartment buildings.
I went to the supermarket next to their place and in front
of it there was a street vendor selling some souvenirs,
looking very friendly. When he saw me staring at his
products, he asked me in english where I was from e as
soon as I answered he came up with some portuguese
words like “Tudo bem” or “gostou?”.
I wanted to buy some russian dolls, but I had no idea
if there the price was fine. I took one on my hand and
looked for where it was made. Instead of Russia it was
written “Made in China”. Coincidentely a chinese man
saw me taking the daw and took another one of the
same. He had some american dollars and tried to pay
the dall with something like 50 dollars. The seller tried
to explain “it is too much money! it’s twenty and I don’t
have change”. The tourist tried again but the seller tried
to explain as good as he could. Angry the guy throwed
the money and walked away with the doll. I thought with
myself, he overpaid in Russia for a doll made in his own
country, how ironic.
I got into the supermarket wondering what could I buy
that would be easy to snack for the next few days. I saw
some sunflower seeds unhulled and I was wondering
how to take off the shells. Biting, with my hands or shall
I eat it whole? I bought them because they were the
cheapest thing I could buy there, then some bread, veggie and fruits.
The price for my room included breakfast, which they
would make it vegan for me. Lunch and dinner I had to
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figure out myself, and I had a very tight budget to
live on, especially because London was coming and
there the prices are much higher. But almost a week
in Russia and I was feeling tired.
After shopping for food, I walked out and the dealer
on the street came to talk to me, interested about
why I was there, where in Brazil I was from and so
on. I looked at him more carefully and noticed he
was younger then I first thought, around my age,
and more handsome too. Then I looked at his
clothes as we talked, everything very simple but well
cared. He could be a very attractive one if he was
more confident. But I had soon to get started with
work and left.
Back home, I looked on the internet for some guy to
meet while there. I was surprised to see that most of
them had their face pic. I had the feeling the country
was safer for gays then I first thought.
I started some conversations, but wasn’t really succesfull and had to work. Next day I would go to
some vegetarian restaurants and then make my way
to there.
I went to the first of my list, it’s a big restaurant with
a young alternative crew. I asked in english to a guy
who was serving me what was vegan there, and he
got all excited explaining to me in details everything
in the buffet. I was pleased with the attention and
cordiality, I served myself and thanked him as I tried
to find a seat.
I went to a corner and started looking around to
see what kind of people were eating there. Adults,
teenagers, family, very mixed as most vegetarian restaurant, bringing together such a variety of people
for different reasons but with something in common,
do not eat meat.

partially and tried to answer with yes or no, sometimes with more elaborated sentences, but he lack
some words. I told him I was going to the city center
and he said we could go together. He called his boyfriend so he could explain to me on the telephone
what his plans were, he had to stop at a doctor and
then go with me to the city and asked if I wanted to
join, which I gladly accepted.
We talked our broken sentences the whole way, curious to learn more about each other.
After that I met the brazilian guy for lunch, and then
we did a quick tour around the city, until he had
to leave to meet another friend and I continued to
explore by myself.
It was raining most of the time, the streets were a
bit empty, just few tourists here and there, and the
locals walking fast.
I tried to understand the architecture of the city,
those square buildings with some decorative motives. I walked around the rivers and channels, not
much glamour, I saw a bit of São Paulo everywhere I
walked.
Then I decided to go back to my room and finish
some important work, it was my last night before
going to London.
On the next day I tried to get ot the Airport but I
ended up going to the wrong one. There was no
direct bus to the other airport so I had to go back to
the city center and take the right bus. I was freaking out, afraid of missing my flight. I arrived just few
minutes before the check in was ended. Within few
hours I would arrive in England.

Back home I started talking to a brazilian guy on the
internet, who was visiting the city and we decided to
meet the next day then I had to work a bit more until
I had to sleep.
I woke up a bit late and breakfast was ready, all
vegan and delicious. My host couldn’t speak in english but I noticed whe wanted to communicate. He
sat there next to me while I was helping myself with
some apple cake and some bread with jam. I asked
him some simple questions, he could understand
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The Olympics I didn’t watch

Soon I saw her crossing the street, almost two years
without having seeing her. Excited we walked to
the place where we would stay, one of her friends’
apartment. They were travelling and I could stay for
few days. I felt a bit like an intruder to use someone
else’s house but it was ok.
The apartment had a corridor in the middle with
all the doors on the sides. On the floor, dozens of
anarchists books, because he has a publishing company. She showed me the room where I would stay,
a beautiful place with some plants, a balcony and a
window that was almost the size of the whole wall.
There was also a high bed. It was already night and I
barely could wait to go under the sheet and sleep. I
was tired from the Russian trip and very excited what
was waiting for me in London.

The Olympics I didn’t watch
Just like it happened in New York, London didn’t do
much of excitement until shortly before I landed. But
when I thought I could see the Pogo vegan cafe, go
to museums for free and... then I realized I simply
had no idea what to do in London.
The famous clock tower sounded interesting, but still
there was something about big cities that made me
lose interest. Sometimes I thought it was the fact everywhere seemed to be already occupied so nothing
new to be discovered. And I also like the solitude in
the wild nature.
When I arrived at the airport I handed over my
brazilian passport which the lady at the security desk
looked uninterested. Then I put over it my german resident card and then she smiled. Looked at
me and asked me some standard questions about
where I was going and where I was going to stay
in London. Also what I was doing in Germany and
what were my expectations there, but always being
very friendly. I had then my visa approved. I could
stay up to six month in the United Kingdom, even if I
was just going to stay for ten days. This perspective
made me think of an alternative futre, afterall, what if
I really liked it there and didn’t want to go away?

I went to meet my friend on Hackney, looking at the
map on the wall, I was suddenly so happy to be in a
country where I am completely skilled in the language.
When I got into the “Tube”, I started reading the
name of the stations, and some names started to
ring some bells. I noticed that I have missed quite a
lot on the history classes, in fact, every new country
I visited was a proof of how little I knew about the
world.

In the city there was also two other brazilian friends
that for many years I haven’t seen them. They have
got an european citizenship and lived in London
since then and I had to meet them at some point.
I then followed my friend to the kitchen and she
showed me many vegan products that they have,
and lastly she showed me the best vegan chocolate I’ve ever had. It was called Bajadera, a croatian
chocolate.
After dinner I turned on my computer, skyped with
my mum to tell them I have arrived safely, updated
my facebook status and needed to sleep. I climbed
up the bed and went under the sheet, sleeping with
the adventure mood, waiting to explore a new land
the coming day.

Next monrning I woke up with the sun coming
through the window, then I woke up with one of the
most beautiful views of my life. I had the privilege to
see the whole city on the horizon, from the window.
The sunlight and the bright colors on the parks and
glass buildings reflectling it, the plants on the balcony that made a private wood with a window to the
outside world. I felt almost like blessed.
The breakfast was full of delicious vegan food, it was
like being in a vegan punk five stars hotel. Everything was perfect with its own imperfections, a rough
gemstone.
We was going to Pogo Cafe later on, a vegan anarchist cafe, where everybody who works there were
volunteer. Oh yes, that was one of the main reasons
why I was in London. I wanted to go there, I wanted
to learn and to participate.
The cafe had free internet, so I could work from
there. The volunteers could eat for free when working as a “payment” for their efforts. And those who
contribute frequently would get 50% discount on
everything, even on a day off. It was a non-profit
place, where the main goal was exactly bring to life
this revolution.
It had that anarchist feeling of “come in and feel like
home”. The workers were very friendly, dogs and

I missed my friends in Brazil. So many times, in
my youth with punks and anarchists, and I was so
astonished of their knowledge about the world and
precise historical facts.
The friend who I was going to meet was one of my
best friends in Brazil, the one who had so much in
common, like vegan, drug free and foodie.
I followed the map and her intructions until I reached
the bar we were going to meet. I walked inside to
take a look and realized I had just found out something very important in the city that I have forgotten.
The famous english pubs.
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their tutors on the couch, and political quotes on the
walls. There was also some books and a computer
with internet, for those who didn’t have a computer at hand, and also some tables. It was a place
where nothing was missing. I sat down and tried to
organize for a day working online for the company
in Brazil, while my friend was getting ready to start
working in the kitchen.
While I was trying to organize what I had to do, my
thoughts were lost on what I had to explore in that
new city.
I planned my week in a way that I could work from
early morning to middle of the afternoon, and then
been able to spend the rest of the day on restaurants and free museums.
It was summer time, and the idea of staying inside
working on my first day in London, without enjoying
the sun was bothering me. Then I looked how to
rent a bike there and wanted to spend one or two
hours checking out the neighbourhood. Everytime I
was thinking of paying for something, it hurts. Everything was in Pounds, which is more then Euros, and I
was broke, I had to be careful.

During my stay in London, I met my two other
friends from São Paulo that were living there. It was
always a great pleasure to see faces of people we
know and trust, and London was another city to have
some home feeling.
The owners of the apartment I was staying were
coming back and thanks to some of the volunteers
at Pogo I had another place to sleep for the rest of
my stay. My brazilian friend would stay with me. So it
was 3 people and a dog in a tiny flat.
Moneywise it was getting harder and harder, thanks
to my mum who gave me some money, I could live
on until my next salary, but besides all the good
things happening in London, I wanted to go back to
Berlin, where I could afford more without struggling
so much since I earned in brazilian reais, and pounds
were too high on the exchange rates.
I was spending my days in the city with sun, work,
bicycle, internet dates, parks, brazilian friends and
great vegan food. But with no money and missing
my privacy, it was time to go back to Germany, and
get to experience life in new apartment.

I rented from the public bike sharing system and
cycled towards the city center. As I crossed a bridge,
I looked left and saw the olympic rings on the next
bridge. I completely forgot it, the Olympics was happening right now. Even though, it made no difference, I was never interested in such events.
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Six months of winter

Six months of winter
Back to Berlin, with no money and stability and yet
not knowing german good enough, I had to focus
on my work and survival.
I knew that Germany would be home at least for the
next year and half, and I had to figure out what to do
during this time.
As soon as I arrived I started moving out my stuff
to the new place, it hurts to think about leaving my
friends place and I would be on the other side of the
city, but it would be for the better.
The language was still an issue, I wasn’t learning
as fast as I wanted, and I wasn’t satisfied with my
former school, so I had to look for a new one. By
chance I found one pretty close to the new apartment and signed up. So I would study in the mornings and working until evening.
A good friend of mine from São Paulo was going to
come to Berlin for his studies, he would then stay in
my place for a couple of days. Also the friend from
London was coming soon. The idea of having such
good friends around made me feel safer and that I
finally had a place to be.
After a while, with a routine and my own apartment,
I felt like I needed some travel fuel and changed my
status on Couchsurfing to “can host”. And in few
days I got dozens of request. Quickly selected a
american girl and a spanish guy, then changed back
my status to “can’t host” so I won’t get an overflow
of messages.

After my short couchsurfing time, my brazilian friend
would come, and for a short time life was a bliss.
But with the evergrowing work demands and my
head exploding to assimilate all german grammar,
I started to struggle again. Some friends of friends
from Brazil were visiting Berlin and needed a place
to stay, so we shared my place for some time. Was
good to have company again for few weeks.
My friend arrived from London also came, it felt like
there was always Brazilians around, and many with
friends in common. So it’s hard to be in Berlin like in
a foreign country. It feels more like it’s world’s neutral
place with a gate to other dimensions. But it was
also a good to meet people from literally all around
the world.
My german course would end and so my temporary
rent. I would have to go back to my friends’ place
until I find a new flat for myself. That feeling of being
unsafe and unstable were hitting me hard, and from
a fresh autumn it became a harsh winter. Some days
I was glad with the snow outside, some days I just
wanted a bit of sunshine.
With all insatisfaction the “wanderlust” was growing
inside me, and in an impetus of moving on, it occured to me. “If I can’t beat the cold, be the cold”.
I decided to go to Iceland.
Two friends of mine were up to travel with me, and
then we planned a trip for three, to the cold country.
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kitchen that was a luxury and, as I went to check out
my room, I saw the magnificent view to the snowwhite mountains. It was a dream home.

Flying to Iiiiceland
Iceland was for years in my mind. I wanted to go
there since the first time I watched a video from
Sigur Rós, with their weird and almost ethereal
sounds and their dreamy imagery. I was about 16
years old at that time.
When I was a teenager, I have looked on how to get
there. At that time, it was necessary to fly to London,
Paris or New York and then fly to Reykjavik. Disappointed, I thought that I would ever barely have
money to go to London, let alone go any further.
Now, years later, I was in Berlin, with very cheap
direct flights as so it was low season. The spring was
still about to come.

reached the city.
At the hostel, we looked for our dorm almost empty,
with one or two sleeping traveler. We went to the
kitchen and found some guests chatting. So we
stayed there until the sleep would come.

I bought the tickets and two other friends decided
to tag along. We rented an apartment for two
weeks, then I got a room in another flat for the rest
of the time I would be there, and they would have to
come back to Berlin. In this planning phase I found
out there was a gay tour in Island. It was a chance to
make new friends and to move around.

We woke up almost 10 am but the impression was
that it was still night. The sun only started to come
up and after waiting a bit for some more light, we
went to the supermarket. The sky was a gradient
from light pink to bright blue. We were looking at
those colorful buildings with the interesting architecture, until we reached a crossing. As in an epiphany,
when we looked right, we had one of the most
gorgeous views. On the horizon, some blocks down
there, we could see the mellow silver colored waters,
a mountain with it’s white snowy peak and the pink
sky started just behind it. Spontaneously we just ran
to the direction of that magical place, admiring the
postcard scenery. “We are in Iceland!” - we thought.
And then the pleasure of achievement came.

Until the day of my trip, I could only think of how
cold was in Berlin and in my work that was eating
my soul. The cold didn’t look like it was going to go
away anytime soon and I was missing a bit of wild
nature. The day of my trip has come, and all packed,
me and my two friends went to the airport, excited
for the unknown lands.

After the detour, we arrived at the supermarket. We
bought the essential for few days, and when we paid
in Kronas, we had no idea how much it was. Back to
the hostel we calculated the exchange, almost 50€,
amount that we thought we would spend in a week,
was in just one shopping day. We were worried if we
would survive until the end of the trip.

As we would arrive very late, the first night we would
stay in a hostel in the city center. The flight was
relatively short, a bit less then two hours. We landed
and the bus would be waiting for us. Through the
window we couldn’t see almost anything. It was a
pitch-dark outside under an overcast sky. And that
was all over the way, for about one hour, when we

Back to the hostel, we had the expensive breakfast
and looked for how to get to our apartment. We
then walked to the bus station and were ready for
the adventure. The sun was out and our landlord was
already waiting for us.
It was a very well-equipped apartment, with a

I turned on my computer to start working, my friends
were looking at the travel guides to plan what they
would do. I went to the bathroom and when I open
the tap for hot water I could smell the sulfur on a
very hot water. Luckily I didn’t touch or I might have
burned myself. Then I saw a note on the wall that
says “Caution. The hot water is vulcanic and can
reach high temperature.”
In the end of the afternoon I would start my gay
tour to the Blue Lagoon, a water park with vulcanic
waters. Afterwards we would have a fancy dinner.
The meeting point was one of the hotels on the
other side of the city. With no internet to check how
to get there, I almost got lost but I arrived on time.
While we all were waiting for the bus that would
take us to the park, I saw a group of four participants
talking in english and making jokes. I approached
them and they started a conversation. Three were
north americans and one was an icelandic guy, the
photographer of the trip. The four have met the year
before on the same tour. I had a good connection
and we were getting ready for the first tour. In total
we were a group of around 20 people and we got
into the bus to start our trip.
I was the whole time at the window, fascinated with
the rocky landscape, feeling like I was on the moon.
As we were going to a swiming pool I didn’t bring
my camera so I had to take photos only with my
crapy phone.
We arrived at the park, changed our clothes and
went to the lake. As it was volcanic water, it also had
a strong sulfur smell, but it wasn’t as unpleasent as
I thought. It was end of the winter and walking only
with speedo on the freezing cold until I reached the
hot water demanded some courage that I didn’t
know I had. In the hot pool, I was talking to the
other guests and watching the water vaporing while
we feel the white clay massaging our feet.

northern lights, but the weather wasn’t quite right so
it wouldn’t be possible. On the next day we would
do the Golden Circle tour, one of the easiest and
most famous on the Reykjavik area.
After the tour my mind was blown away, but I still
had to balance out my work that I was seeing almost
no future to keep it with my trips. As the tour came
to an end, and me an my friends didn’t have a
driver’s license. We were looking for an alternative.
Luckily we met an american guy who was coming to
Iceland and would rent a car, but he was looking for
a place to stay. We had our own apartment so we
exchange his driving skills for our couch. We would
split the gas.
We did the Golden Circle in one day, and to the
West Fjords on the next. The Fjords were near the
Snaefellsjoekull National Park and it was incredible
how the weather change so much in such a small
area. From snowstorms to sun to arid climate. In the
last days of the American guy we went to the south
of the island, searching for an abandomned airplane.
In just a week we saw many impressive things, but
I wanted to stay longer in Iceland to explore even
more. I was in love with the country, and it has surpassed all my expectations.
The american guy had to fly back home, as so my
other friends. I was going to be alone in Reykjavik
for another month.
I moved to another room where I would live with a
man, his son and his dog. I made new friends in the
city and started my own routine of work and exploration the area nearby, foreseeing a possibility of staying there longer. I found out that the university of

On dinner time we went to the park’s restaurant
where the meal would be served, I had my vegan
meal waiting for me.
On that same night they have planned to “hunt” the
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We kept traveling for some gorgeous places, it
was just like a dream. We stayed another night in a
hotel and then we headed back to Reykjavik, very
tired. The pain started to become hard to bear and I
decided to look for a doctor. I talked to some friends
and they recommended a hospital.

arts in Reykjavik had a very affordable price and so
I considered the possibility of preparing a portfolio
to apply.
While I was living in Reykjavik I saw snow storms and
the northern lights, went to the vulcanic swimming
pools and the lifestyle was completely different from
what I was used to. Much more laid back. I then realized one year before I was in New Zealand, extreme
south of the Earth, and now I was in Iceland, up
north.
But I still wanted to do the whole tour around the
island, but with no car and a limited time, it was very
hard. I ended up meeting a german girl on Couchsurfing that wanted to travel to the north of the
country, so we were going to rent a care and share
the costs.

place for a disaster.
When we were about to reach the hot springs came
a snow storm, we had to find a place to overnight
because the road was near a cliff and had nowhere
to stop. Carefully we drove a little bit further until we
reached a hotel that was closed due the low season.
But we realized that just behind it it was our destination.

But after three other attempts and all doctors saying
that I could only take stronger painkillers and wait,
not thinking of reevaluate what I had. Only one
nurse told me: “that’s the weirdest hemorrhoid I’ve
ever seen”. Desperate I bought some tickets back

I took two powerful painkillers to survive the trip in
an airplane. When I arrived to Berlin I went straight
to my doctor, that just looking at my butt shouted
“But you don’t have no hemorrhoids! You have an
abscess and a fistula, you need a surgery now!”.
Relieved, they took me to the hospital. I was finally
having the correct treatment.
After the surgery, I was still surving with painkillers
and the time at the toiled I would prefer to never
have experienced it. But everything was fine now,
I was just sad that I have left Iceland, and after the
time sick I thought that best thing I could do was
just to stay in Berlin and see where life would take
me.

We drove near the spring, made a sandwich to eat
inside the car while outside was freezing and went
to sleep. It was too cold for me, even inside the car
and beside my many layers of clothes it was enough.
The snow storm was over.

We checked the road status, all of them were status
green or yellow, so passable, and we drove towards
Ísafjörður. On the way there was a hot spring that
was highly recommended to visit.

In the middle of the night I woke up feeling pain
and cold. There was no way to warm up there so
I thought it was better to try to sleep near the hot
water. I went down and got into the changing room.
The pipes with hot water made inside there quite
a comfortable temperature, so I put my sleeping
bag on the floor and slept there. Some hours later
I heard someone outside in the water. It was still
dar. I stood up and saw my friend swimming. I got
changed and joined her. We were talking in the dark
for some time and the sun started slowly to come
up, pink colored. Suddenly we saw what was beyond
us, one of the most beautiful views I’ve seen. It was
worth it every struggle to be there.

The road was fine, but at one point we got to some
areas that were extremely steep, up and down
mountains afraid that the car would slide. I thought
“luckily it’s really not snowing”. There was a perfect

When I came back to the dressing room, I went to
the toilet and felt a sharp pain that I had no idea
where it came from. I thought I have cut myself or
something like that, so I didn’t pay much attention.

I was getting ready for another adventure, but
many icelandic friends of mine warned me “are you
going to the north? check the weather first”, as I
asked “why?” they would just answer “just check
the weather”. We thought that it shouldn’t be that
complicated, and we wouldn’t go off-road.

The doctor checked me up and said it was just a
hemorrhoid so there was nothing to worry, sending
me home just with some painkillers. The pain was
getting stronger and stronger, and I talked to other
doctors at the hospital that told me there’s nothing
they could do. At some point the painkillers were
not enough and I was getting desperate. The only
relieve was filling up half of the bath tube and laying
there for few hours in the hot water. While going to
the toilet felt like I could die.

to Berlin. I was returning two weeks earlier then
planned, very sad for it and I would have to give up
on the art school for now. But the only thing I wished
for was no more pain and being among my real
friends.
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The Black Forest (which is green)

for some days so later I could negotiate my contract.
I like the job and the people, but, when negotiating, they wanted me to work as a freelancer instead,
even though I was clear about my visa issues. Soon it
would be over and to extend it, either I would need
to be in a university, either I would need a proper
job. And that’s what I was looking for.

ation, I was looking already for so long for a life with
no big concerns and that would be the chance for a
Balance that I was looking for.
In a few days I was going to the North Rhine-Westphalia.

The clock was ticking and my student visa was about
to expire. I needed to decide if I wanted to keep on
traveling to another country or to stay in Germany. I
couldn’t work remotely anymore, I missed a routine,
an office and a team. And I missed not being afraid
of a visa.

The Black Forest (which is green)
After some months in Berlin, even though I felt like
home, I was missing something. Things like, to improve my german and some professional opportunities for me. I also felt that even though Berlin was a
very vegan friendly city, I missed some animal rights
activism. And when it comes to nature, the wilderness in Berlin was not really my favorite.
I still had the contact from the animal rights group
that I admired and has an office in Stuttgart. I talked
to them and decided to go move there to work with
them.
I moved there with some activists and I tried to help
the best I could, but only on my scarce free time due
work and learning a new language. I was getting
burned out. On the personal side, I was feeling more
integrated and happy with my friends. Also because
I was engaged in something I do believe is good, for
the animals and for the people.
They had an info stall every weekend on the main
shopping street, so I could help out with that too
and have more contact with the language. And one
day we drove to Tübingen, a nearby city where it
was going to happen a protest against animal testing, since there is one of the cities with more laboratories doing that in Germany. I was whole.
But, I also wanted to find a job there, because I was
feeling that I couldn’t deal with my work anymore.
The search for a new job wasn’t looking very suc-

cessful in Stuttgart. So I decided to look for something in Berlin, and in just few days I have gotten a
job interview there.
As I had to leave, I decided to spend my last weekend in a trip throughout Baden Württenberg state,
getting to see Lake Constance and the Black Forest.
I bought the train tickets for the whole weekend
anywhere around the state.
So I went to the castle of Hohenzollern, I visited a
friend around Ulm, saw the Lake Constance and
crossed throught the Black Forest to visit Freiburg.
I was in love with the nature, architecture and was a
refreshing experience in Germany.
But afraid and excited to be back in Berlin, I had to
say good bye to my new friends and to try to find
some structure, because I was tired of this come and
go, without knowing where I would find an opportunity to find a balance. The next day I would have the
job interview.
I was extremely anxious for the very first real job opportunity abroad. I have had some work experiences, but all were temporary, as a volunteer or trainee.
That one would be a professional life.
The work was interesting, I would develop a small
website for art dealers. For the number of foreigners
working there, english was the standard langugage.
The interview went well and they offered me to stay

I asked myself so many times, why I was fighting so
hard to stay there? Why not to go back to Brazil,
with my family and friends?
I didn’t have an answer. São Paulo, in my opinion is
not exactly a livable city. Curitiba has still the bitter
taste of my last relationship. Rio de Janeiro was too
expensive and other cities didn’t really interested
me.
I missed New Zealand but I wasn’t sure if there was
my place. So my heart sunk and I wanted to have
a balance again, and soon. And since I already had
friends and felt like home here, so I would do everything I can to stay.
After applying for a dozen jobs in Berlin without a
success, I decided to try other cities, but which city
in Germany except Berlin I could live? I thought as
a preferred order: Hamburg (because it was close to
Berlin), Stuttgart, Munich, Cologne and Düsseldorf.
I sent my resume to companies that were looking
for Django programmers on those places, and after
some weeks with no answer I was thinking of giving
up. I found some tempting opportunities in Belgium
and The Netherland, but unfortunately I didn’t have
a way to work there due my visa. Finally I found an
ad of a company in Cologne. I send my CV and two
hours later they called me for an interview, which
would happen the week after.
I found a host through couchsurfing and started my
plans to travel to the other side of the country.
The heart was beating faster. Deep inside I didn’t
want to leave Berlin. That’s my home. But in my situ-
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The North Rhine-Westphalia

I had to come back to Berlin to say good bye and
get my stuff. As I have been on the road for so long,
I try to keep my belongings to a minimum.
The week after I was in Cologne for my new job and
to start the process for my work visa.

The North
Rhine-Westphalia
It was time to travel to the city which could become
my new home.
Besides I have visited already the city twice before,
I still didn’t have any awesome experience there. In
fact, the city wasn’t any special for me. Even though
having one of the biggest carnaval in Europe and
with the fame as the gay capital in Germany, made
it sound promising. I was excited to see what was
waiting for me there, after all, in the right moment I
love changes.
I arrived at my host, a puppet theater in the city
center. My host was a puppeteer. My bed was
behind his studio, and there was this magical feeling
for being there, behind the scenes. As he had other
things to do, I walked alone in the area around. It
was summertime and the city had a nice layid back
feeling, more then the other times I was there. The
people were sitting on the streets and drinking beer
while enjoying the sun. I walked along the Rhine and
had a better impression overall. I then got back to
my host’s place, and we were chatting until the sleep
would come.

interview, they invited me for two weeks of experience, where I could stay at the guest room at the
office.
On the way to my host, I was already texting and
calling my friends and family. I was going to move
to Cologne and I would be able to stay in Germany.
My heart was confused, it was a happiness mixed
with some sadness, Berlin was still home but I had to
move on.

With the new job working out quite well, I looked for
a more permanent room. After many e-mails with no
answer, I finally found a room for me in a shared flat,
only for six months but it was long enough. I had a
good connection with the two others, a german guy
and a bulgarian girl.
On my day to day life in Cologne the german language started to come out naturally, I finally have
manage to learn a third language, speaking without
struggling.
Time passed and the city felt a bit more like home,
but I would still go once or twice per month to Berlin
for the weekend. I felt better there.

Having a job from 9 to 18h plus german classes
everyday, didn’t allow me to have enough time for
adventures. I felt like life was slipping through my
fingers, I wanted to explore the surrounding area of
Cologne and learn more about where I was living.
So I planned to do a trip in the state of North RheinWesfallen, where I was living. I wanted to see Münster, the city of bicycles and Wuppertal, so I could
see the Schwebebahn, the monorail there.
The state is very industrialized, and used to have
many coal mines in the early times of last century.
The mines were been deactivated and became
parks. The city of Essen had one of the most famous
ones, it was called Zollverein. And so I got to know
better my state.
Germany was enjoyable, but my biggest worry was
still to get a definitive visa. As a student I was limited
on the time I could work and after that it was over.
With the help of the company I was working for, we
sent the first application for the work visa and it was
denied. For the second attempt we would need a

I told the news to my host and we were talking in
the living room. While we talked, I saw a book that
caught my attention. As I took the book, childhood
memories came so alive to my mind. It was photos
of the Captain Blue Bear and his nephews. I asked
him why does he had that book and he said, “because I was one of the puppets”. I was speechless.
He was someone who was part of my childhood! He
was also surprised to find out his show has reached
South America.

Next day, I was getting dressed to the interview and
I noticed I have a tore in my shirt. My host offered
to fix it, since he had all the equipments for his puppets. It was my lucky day.
The interview turned out well. There were three
participants and I spoke my limited german, but I
was proud of myself. Only few times I had to speak
in english to explain myself better. At the end of the
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new approach and more documents. I gathered all
talks and workshops I have gave and other activities
that shaped my professional life, then after a couple
of months, we sent the new application.
In the meantime I met a guy in Switzerland and decided to visit the country. I took the overnight train
and decided to spend a weekend in Bern and Fribourg with him. It was a very pretty country. Clean,
beautiful old buildings and a lifestyle that seemed
to not be real. I spent the time with the friend and
other two guys mostly in Fribourg, which is bilingual
German and French. But one of them couldn’t speak
english well, the other didn’t speak german and I
have long forgotten my french. So we had to communicate as we could, a mishmash of languages.
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Back to Germany I wished that I could spend more
time in Switzerland.
Two weeks before Christmas I got the response.
My visa was approved. I heard the woman on the
phone saying “it is a good christmas present for him,
isn’t?”, you bet it was. Triumphant, I looked online
for tickets to Brazil. I could finally go see my family,
and then return with a place to stay.

There’s no place like home

puzzled and he repeated as if I didn’t speak the
same language as him. “Turn here, go down the
stairs and talk to the popcorn lady”.
I went down to the ground floor and looked for a
locker room or something next to the popcorn cart,
but couldn’t find anything. I saw the signs on the
cart that says “Popcorn R$4”. No locker, but I finally
asked “Where are the lockers?”. “It’s over there, on
the other end of the hall. Do you have the tickets
already? If not, you have to buy it with me.” I had no
money and went to the ATM.

There’s no place like home
Almost three years without seeing my family and my
brazilian friends was one of the hardest things I’ve
ever done.
Speaking portuguese only through skype, it started
to feel a foreign language to me. My family was
more of a memory stuck in time even with my weekly
chat with my parents online. No technology could
replace the dear hug of your mother.
In Brazil I have lived for almost ten years in a different state then my parents, so I was sort of used to
not see them frequently, but 34 months without seeing them was the biggest nonsense I’ve ever done.
During such a long time away, I learned to overcome
the loneliness, the feeling of being in foreign lands
with people speaking a language that it’s not your
mother tongue. No matter how fluent is my english,
nothing is more comforting then speaking in your
native language with people who you fully trust.
On my trip to Brazil I have was planning to go to
Recife to spend time with one of my best friends
who was living there, but on the dates I was coming,
he would spend time with his family in São Paulo for
Christmas. And even though I had already the tickets

for Recife and a place to stay, I didn’t want to be
there alone, I got an earlier flight to join everybody
in São Paulo.
I was finally going home, to see my parents and to
try to rethink what the word Home really means.
Recife
My flight would arrive on the 31st of Dezember, so
I would be in Recife for new years eve. But I didn’t
have plans to celebrate there since few hours later
would be my next flight.
Since it was my very first time in northern part of
Brazil, I had no idea what to expect. I was worried on
how I would get around in these few hours in town
because I didn’t know anybody there.
As I arrived in the capital of Pernambuco, I organized my luggage, keeping the essential with me
and the big backpack I would put in a locker room.
So I went to the information desk at the airport and
asked about it and the attendant said: “go down
the stairs and talk to the popcorn lady”. I looked

When I got the money, I saw those strange
banknotes. It was still “Real”, the brazilian currency,
but the colors have changed, the illustrations and
the smell of the money also. It was just like I was in a
different country, or as if I have traveled with a time
machine. I have traveled to the future, but, in a future that still one must buy the tickets for the locker
with a popcorn lady. But this informality is so legit
and brazilian. I was feeling like home.

At the airport, I called my parents and at midnight
I saw on the horizon the fireworks through the big
glass windows. It was the beginning of a new year,
and I was almost home. The plane would depart
soon.
São Paulo and Baixada Santista
When I was walking out the arrivals I knew my mum
would be there waiting for me. I already had my
camera ready to take photos of her big smile to see
how little son arriving from a very long trip. I hugged
her and my dad dearly.

I went back to her for the locker and to ask what I
could do in few hours in town. She suggested me a
beach with a artisan market. I went to the bus stop
but it wouldn’t come, so I took a taxi instead.
I arrived to the beach, the dark green ocean, the
overcast sky, the stuffed air and many gray buildings. Not exactly the tropical paradise I was hoping
for, but at least I could recognize everything there
as Brazil. I went to the market and then ate a palm
heart “pastel” with cane juice. Then I walked around
the beach and later to eat açaí with granola, crushed
peanuts and guaraná syrup. I missed it a lot on my
time abroad. I also had some coconut water fresh
from the green coconut. I wanted to do everything
that I missed in Brazil, even though now I was surprised with the high prices.
At the supermarket I went to check out the fruits
of the season. It was so good to see fresh local
produce, so real, not like the wax fruits that we have
in Europe most of the time. I bought cashew fruit
and some other fruits to bring to São Paulo. After,
worried about the time to get back to the airport
I talked to a taxi driver. I wanted to spend more
time on the beach but he told me later most drivers
would be spending time with their families so would
be hard to find one. So I asked him to drive back just
to be sure.

We took the bus home and talked about my sisters,
uncles and cousins. Looking out the window, my
father showed me where he used to work, my mum
was updating me on the family situation and I was
slowly reconstructing and remapping what happened in the last few years. On every new memory
that passed through my mind, more I realized the
pieces of my heart and how I have been ignoring so
many feelings to survive the distance.
After the pampering of my mother and I trying to
organize the list of friends that I would be able to
catch up during this short time in Brazil, a bit sad for
not staying longer. We went to my father’s house, in
Santo André, a city nearby and we decided to go to
the neighbourhood where I used to live when I was
seven until thirteen years old.
We went to visit our old house, now renovated by
the new owners. I walked around the streets that
I used to walk when I was a little kid, trying to link
the past with the present. Everything looked so real
and so distant at the same time. I wanted to close
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my eyes and see as if I was that child, a comforting
nostalgia. So many things I did and that happened
to me on those streets. Memories of when I just
moved there, still so young, in a new city. To arrive
in a street and to try to make new friends with the
children there, their parents and all those memories
that are so well kept, in a secret chest, that we only
open it to see that one day we were that innocent
and pure.
But the present there on that neighbourhood was
rough and bland. The houses changed, there were
no more laugh of children playing soccer or hide
and seek. I went to the school that I studied, walking
through some poor areas, poverty that for a while
I haven’t seen for not been in Brazil anymore. But
even there, things have changed. The slums became
simple brick houses with no stucco. The up and
down on those hills with my parents, so many vivid
memories, teleporting me to places, people and so
many feelings.

Until Itanhaém was around one and half hours by
bus. My uncle picked me up on the bus stop and
took me to his place to drop off the bags and I
could change. The others were already on the beach
enjoying the summer.
I saw the children that I usually see on photos or
the internet, they were there playing with me. The
travel on time was still on, I still felt like in a parallel
universe.
We ate some french fries on the beach annd then at
home my aunt made rice and beans for me. Behind
the house there was the Mata Atlântica, one of our
rainforests. So wild that there were not even a path
to go up the hills.
On the streets, building materials all around, so
common on those beach cities that were always
expanding.

My parents were there, telling me stories of those
times, of themselves, my sisters and me on that long
gone time. Stories of things only adults could have
seen. We finally reached my old school, and I could
still hear the bell ringing and having to rush to not
be late, while I looked inside and imagined the way
up to my classroom.

On my 18th birthday I took a bus from São Paulo
to Curitiba to visit a friend of mine. This trip has
changed the course of my life, that with the support of my friends and family I ended up staying in
the city. And that was my life for almost 10 years, in
that city that is about 480 km away from São Paulo,
where I was born.
In the new city I had my romances, my work, my
studies and my friends. There is where I became an
adult. I had to learn how to live without my parents
and people I really knew, making new friends and
getting to know people that also became part of my
bigger family. And now I was getting ready to retell
that story, see friends and places that were once
very familiar.
As I arrived in the city a friend of mine came to pick
me up in the bus station, then we walked around
to update each other what has changed in our lives
since last time we met.
Having her by my side, I didn’t felt like a time travel
anymore, but rather just the good feeling to meet
someone you’ve been longing. That made me
realize the difference between my memories of São
Paulo and Curitiba.

My sister and I went for a walk with the kids in the
city center. When my niece started to behave badly,
I thought about the responsability of educating a
child, something until no so far away for me. Being
gay and having mostly gay or single friends, I had
little contact with children. But that was my niece, so
I felt a strong responsability over her.
After the memories we went to my mother’s place in
São Caetano do Sul. Also metropolitan area of São
Paulo. I met with my older sister and her cats, and
we talked. In the end of the day I packed my stuff
because I was going alone to the beach. I would
go through the Serra do Mar, a ridge with so much
beautiful nature, one of my favorite places in Brazil
until I arrived at my uncle’s place. My other sister, my
niece and cousins were already there.

Curitiba

After the great time spent, but far from enough, I
had to go back to São Paulo to meet some other
friends from my childhood. More fond remembrances for my delight.
On the next day I would go to Curitiba to see my old
friends. My heart was hurting from so many good
memories. It was a statement of how happy I once
was.

Curitiba was a fresh memory, it was just like coming
back home and someone have moved the furniture
around. Everything was the same, but with something different, hard to pin point. On the other hand,
São Paulo was like being thrown into a hurricane of
old memories.

One of the main reasons for me to be in Curitiba
was my 30’s birthday, and I needed to organize the
party. But, few hours after my arrival I got a call from
Germany. It was my boss telling that I needed to go
to the consulate in São Paulo to fill up a form before
I come back. And because of the holidays of the
beginning of the year, I only had tomorrow.
So I took the bus back, another six hours trip, got
home at night and organized everything I had to
take to the german consulate. After some strees,
calls and e-mails, I finally got my stamp for the work
visa. I celebrated with my parents and got back on
the same day to Curitiba, because it would be my
birthday party few days after, and also to spend time
with my friends that I haven’t seen for so long.
One of my best friends in Curitiba, whom I’ve lived
since I moved there 12 years ago, came to pick me
up for a car ride. We passed by my old neighbourhood and I asked him to turn on the street I used
to live. We stoped by in front of my old house, and
I got out, not giving much thought to what I was
doing. I looked at the wooden house, very little has
changed: The green walls, the garden full of grass,
the gate a bit crooked. But this time behind the
gate it was empty, no barks of hapinnes from the
four furry dogs. A sudden pain hit me on the chest,
and I cried. I would never see my little buddies
again. They have ran away from there when I was in
Australia, one was hit by a car and died, the others
were never found. The guilty feeling and inability to
take care of them. And then came all the times that
they made me immensily happy, for a moment I was
unable to move.
When I could move again, I walked back to the car
and cried even more. We kept on our way, silent,
while I was trying to get back to myself. We went
then to where I used to work. Near the office building there was one of my favorite parks in the city,
ironically called German Park or Parque Alemão. In
the park there are some drawings telling the story
of Hansel and Gretel all along the well preserved
rainforest, until you reach house where the “whitch”
lives and then follow the story to the other gate.
Behind the house is where I used to go for lunch to
meditate, eat my lunchbox with my ex-boyfriend or
just to enjoy being in the nature.
The next day I waked up early to make the food
for my birthday party. Afterwards, I met with some
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friends that helped me to organize the party, soon
the guests would come. I celebrated my past and
unknown future, my happiness and my longings.
There were not everybody that I wanted to see
there, but it was some of the most important people
that was part of my 30 years.
Moved for such a travel back on time, and sad for
having to leave, I came back to São Paulo to spend
the last days in Brazil with my family. I saw one of my
oldest friends, revisiting memories of my teenage.
With him, walking around the streets of São Caetano, I tried to stay the longest time I could, having in
mind I would travel back to Germany the next day.
But, as soon as I arrived, it got me. I made a mistake
and my flight was on that same night, I had only two
hours to be on the airport.
Desperate I called my friend that luckily had a
car and took me to the airport. With such a rush
I couldn’t say good bye to my parents and other
friends. But it was a great adventure until the last
minute.

Even with thirteen years apart, we look exactly the same.
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My plane would pass by Ethiopia before I arrive in
Europe. But this time, I was sure I would not come
back anytime soon to live in Brazil again. But not
because I don’t like my homeland, after all there I
spent some of the most amazing times of my life.
But simply because I like to live on my limt, experiencing everything that this planet has to offer. And
for now, I was sure that I wanted to find out the secrets that are hidden on the other side of the ocean,
far away from everything that I know as home. But
it’s never too far away, never without remembering that my heart is, and will always be, a brazilian,
paulista*, Santos and Silva.
*those who were born in São Paulo city

OCCUPY

BLANKET

Occupy Blanket
While I was in New Zealand, it started the Occupy
Wall Street movement that took over the major cities around the world. In Australia I’ve heard that it
was being displayed more as a protest against unfair
taxes between the rich and poor, which is simplifying
too much the movement, on the other hand, in New
Zealand, I could see that people were talking and were
engajed.
In Wellington I met an “craftivism” collective that
started a project that they called the Occupy Blanket.
The idea behind was to do workshops and to encourage people to make patches with a message of why
they do they want to occupy and send to them.
I took part on one of the first workshops where some
people created patches for the first blanket. I commented with the organizers about my world trip and
suggested that I could take the blanket with me, take
photos and try to engage people to make new patches
for it. Soon we had a second workshop, with more
patches and the first blanket was finished so I could
take it with me on my travels.

My time on New Zealand was also over. I packed my
stuff, put the blanket on a safe compartiment and
got ready to take it to a journey around the world.
A friend of mine did a illustration about me and the
blanket, I was flattered. And I dedicate the cover of
this book to her. Such an amazing artist.
My first stop was in Paris, and also it was the city I
visited in Europe in my life so far. Everything was
new to me, and I still had to find a place to take the
first picture of the blanket. I walked for few hours,
trying to avoid the common place, but after getting
lost so many times in the streets of Paris, I found a
park with a view to the Eiffel Tower, so this was the
first official photo of the blanket.
From Paris I tried to get in touch with people involved with the Occupy movement in other cities in
France, but I was surprised to learn that in fact there
were almost no more occupation in Europe, in the
meanwhile, the ones in New Zealand were still fighting to stay still.
I

went then to Lyon and I got in touch with a girl who
knew some people and told me they were planning to do a similar action in the summer, because
in winter it would be too complicated to organize
anything outside on the streets. I also realized that
not knowing enough french, my search for more
information would be very difficult, I ended up not
taking a photo of the blanket in the city, and moved
on to my next stop, in Barcelona.
In Spain, somehow the place where the Occupy
movement started, and with a language that was
easier for me to understand, I thought it would be
easier to find more information and get in touch with
activists. I also wanted to get in touch with vegan
activists for another project that I was involved in
New Zealand, a mobile app for vegans and the
like. But when I realized that even though I would
have trouble, and having sent many e-mails with no
response. I had to focus on my work, because I still
had a job, and I decided to be just the photographer of the blanket and to survive the trip by enjoying the scarce free time to be a tourist, because
soon I would have to leave.
From Spain I went to Vienna, in Austria, and from
there to Munich. Deep inside I was still trying, but at
some point I lost the hope that I could do something more then taking photos of the blanket and
send them to my friends in New Zealand so they
could post it to the blog and spread the message,
trying to get attention from someone in Europe who
could help us.
In Germany I went to Leipzig to visit a friend, and
then went to Prage in Czech Republic, before going
to Berlin. After this whole tour, I stayed longer in
Berlin and told my friends about the blanket. Everybody got excited about it, but due the lack of time
and getting used to a new country, I didn’t have the
energy to organize anything big.
As I got my student visa in Germany, I could go for
my short trip before going back to settle in Germany. The next cities would be Hamburg, Amsterdam,
Düsseldorf and Moscow.
Every time I took out the blanket and put somewhere to take a photo, I had the feeling I was doing
something wrong and someone would come to me.
Even if I knew that there was nothing offensive there.
But, as I was in the Red Square in Moscow, I was so
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afraid that I almost gave up on taking a picture
there. I was really afraid of getting arrested. But
still, I took out the blanket from my bag and I put
it towards the Saint Basil’s cathedral. Not only because it was a city icon, but also it was the furthest
I could get from the cops. After that I went to
Saint Petersburg and then I headed to England.
The last city I visited was London, it was the Olympics and so I had a quite historical photo, with the
olympic arcs on the background.
Now, back to Berlin and with no plans for further
travels, the friends in New Zealand wanted to
make an exhibition with the blanket, and I had to
say good bye to my travel companion.
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Photos of the blanket, starting from the title page, top to bottom, clockwise.
Amsterdam, receiveing the blanket and workshop in Wellington, Hamburg, Paris,
Vienna, Barcelona, Prague, historical Berlin Wall, me saying good bye to it in Berlin,
Munich, Russia and London.
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.. .and go

People come...

People come and go
When I was in the german language school in Berlin,
we were having the party of the end of the semester. In my class there were people from all over the
world, including, but not only, Korea, Turkey, Israel
and Thailand.
I love to get to know other ways of writing that not
the roman alphabet so I asked my thai friend to write
my name in her mother tongue on the blackboard.
My korean friend saw us and came to write my name
in korean. Some arabian friends also came to write
my name on the board. Soon I saw my name in
many different langugaes. Languages that I couldn’t
even grasp but people there learned from birth. In
a classroom that english couldn’t even be a supporting language because some people there never
learned it, so there was only the limited german of
each one of us to communicate in such a Tower of
Babel.

And me with my nomadic lifestyle, having so many
people that crosses my way. Some of them stay,
some leave with good memories, and now each of
them is somewhere in the world, be in the south of
New Zealand or up north in Iceland, living their lives
and creating their history in such diverse places.
Some of those people I took photos for you to
meet, but others are only in my mind, and I keep the
hope of one day to meet them again. But I never
stop moving, people never stop moving and so the
world. And that’s good, it’s everybody always recreating themselves. And all this movement doesn’t
make anybody less important, on the contrary, it
makes everyone even more special and unique.

It was an amazing experience, and I realized how
little I knew everyone there. Each with her own culture, so different and with such a foreign language,
and with a history that started so far away from there
in Berlin.
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Berlin, Germany - 2013

Berlin, Germany - 2012
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Stuttgart, Germany - 2013

Dresden, Germany - 2013
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I have been to some marriages in Berlin, two of them were same
sex “marriage” (Germany still don’t have full marriage yet). I was
really surprised to see that congratulations card from the townhall
of Berlin with two girls on the cover (right). Can one not love this
city?

Berlin, Germany - 2012

Berlin, Germany - 2012 / 2013
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Moscow, Russia - 2012

Moscow, Russia - 2012
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With one of my friends, we were at the balcony staring the northern lights at night before going to bed. A
great way to have a night full of magical dreams.

Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013

Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013
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Ísafjörður, Iceland - 2013

Reykjanesfólkvangur, Iceland - 2013
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Amsterdam, the Netherlands - 2012

Amsterdam, the Netherlands - 2012
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I have the feeling germans also like to take their
other “pets” for some fresh air.
Germany - 2012

Moscow, Russia - 2013
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Here we have a dog from Iceland.
Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013

Here we have dogs from Berlin.
(below: Parking only for guests and slaves)
Berlin, Germany - 2013
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Here we have a child from Baden Würtenberg.
Tübingen, Germany - 2013

And here we have a child from Berlin.
Berlin, Germany - 2013
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Here we have a friend originally from western germany.
Berlin, Germany - 2013

And here we have a friend born and raise in Berlin. (ok, not
much of a difference this time)
Berlin, Germany - 2013
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A woman in a bus stop in Russia.
Saint Petersburg, Russia - 2012
And a woman in a bus that looks so cool that
she should be living in Berlin.
Saint Petersburg, Russia - 2012

104
105

Moscow, Russia - 2012

London, England - 2012
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Berlin, Germany - 2013

Cologne, Germany - 2013

108
109

Burger night with flatmates in Cologne.
Cologne, Germany - 2014
And traveling to France, to catch up with a brazilian friend in Paris.
Paris, France - 2013
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And traveling to Brazil, to catch up with... erm, brazilian friends.
(who eat a lot, look at that salad bowl!)
São Paulo, Brazil - 2014

Also traveling to England, to catch up with a brazilian friend
in London.
London, England - 2012
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My aunt at her beach house. And look, she’s reading my first book!
Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014

My older sister, ladies and gentlemen.
São Paulo, Brazil - 2014

114
115

My mum excited about a gnome in a mug.
São Caetano do Sul, Brazil - 2014

My dad proud of his new Erzgebirge holzfigur.
São Cãetano do Sul, Brazil - 2014
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Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014

Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014

118
119

São Caetano do Sul, Brazil - 2014
Curitiba, Brazil - 2014
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São Paulo, Brazil - 2014
Curitiba, Brazil - 2014
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(Extra)ordinary
Places

East Germany
and Copenhagen

Berlin, Germany - 2012
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Berlin, Germany - 2012

Berlin, Germany - 2012
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Berlin, Germany - 2013

Going to Pfaueninsel in Berlin was really a trip back in
time. Starting from the Bus that drove me there.
Berlin, Germany - 2014
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The Reichstag building from the inside,
I forgot to take a photo from the outside...
Berlin, Germany - 2012

Places to swim in Berlin and their surrounding areas.
Berlin, Germany - 2012
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Christmas market and Brandenburg Tor.
Berlin, Germany - 2012

Dresden, Germany - 2012
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Copenhagen, Denmark - 2013

Copenhagen, Denmark - 2013
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Hamburg, Germany - 2012

West Germany and
Switzerland

Brühl, Germany - 2012
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Oldenburg, Germany - 2012

Wilhelmshaven, Germany - 2012
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Sigmaringen and Sigmaringen Castle, Germany - 2013

Ulm, Germany - 2013

Hohenzollern Castle, Germany - 2013
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Freiburg, Germany - 2013

Konstanz, Germany - 2013

Tübingen, Germany - 2013
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Protest against animal testing in Tübingen, a city
near Stuttgart.
Tübingen, Germany - 2013

Cologne, Germany - 2013

I met this australian guy who wanted to drive in a
racing car so he took me with him. But I was just
too afraid to go to the track.
Nürburgring, Germany - 2013

Wuppertal, Germany - 2013
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Bern, Switzerland - 2013

Bern, Switzerland - 2013
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Fribourg, Switzerland - 2013

Fribourg, Switzerland - 2013
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The Netherlands
and London
Amsterdam, The Netherlands - 2012
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A great experience was this vegetarian butcher in The Hague where I
had the best sandwich of my life
(left bottom).
The Hague, The Netherlands - 2012

Amsterdam, The Netherlands - 2012

Amsterdam, The Netherlands - 2012
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London, England - 2012

London, England - 2012
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London, England - 2012

London, England - 2012
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Russia

The Red Square, Moscow, Russia - 2012
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Moscow, Russia - 2012

Moscow, Russia - 2012
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Saint Petersburg, Russia - 2012

Saint Petersburg, Russia - 2012

Moscow, Russia - 2012
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Iceland

Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013
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Clockwise: Vík beach and city, airplane in Sólheimasandur, and waterfalls in the south of Iceland.
We had slid off the road and got stuck in the snow. A local came to our rescue. Luckily nothing bad happened.

Western Region, Iceland - 2013
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Around Þingvellir National Park, Iceland - 2013

Around Þingvellir National Park, Iceland - 2013
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Capital Region, Iceland - 2013

Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013

Churches in Reykjavik (left) and in Akureyri (bottom), Iceland - 2013

A friend was working on a farm, so I could see
how they kept the cows during the winter.
Not the happiest place on earth.
Borgarnes, Iceland - 2013
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Westfjords, Iceland - 2013

Westfjords, Iceland - 2013
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Hot spring in the Capital Region, Iceland - 2013

Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013

Reykjavik, Iceland - 2013

Westfjords, Iceland - 2013

Las Originales?
Fake product in Iceland - 2013
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Brazil

São Paulo, Brasil - 2014
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Brazilian novelas (soap opera), palm heart “pastel” with cane juice and subway system. That’s
what São Paulo is about.
São Paulo, Brazil - 2014

Serra do Mar, Brazil - 2014
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Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014

Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014
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My sister is a biologist, and when she starts explaining something about nature, people
usually gather around. Below my niece found a strange animal and people were paying
attention to what my sister had to say about it.
Itanhaém is the second oldest city in Brazil, founded in 1532.
Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014

Itanhaém, Brazil - 2014
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During my trip around the world, I was talking to a friend from Curitiba who said: “You have to
make a cupcake for me when you are back!”. Almost three years later I made the cupcake, but I
asked her first to take photos of the party. Outraged, she shouted “leave one cupcake for me!” as
she took a photo of me offering her the first slice. And I also offer to you, my reader, the sweetest
memories of my trips, and I hope you enjoy. Soon there will be a new book, can you wait for it?

Curitiba, Brazil - 2014
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The drawing for this edition was made by the New Zealander “craftivist” Emily Strange. Almost
all photos was taken by me or by friends. If anyone disagrees with the use of the image, please
contact me and I will update it accordingly.
This book has no intention to be commercial, it is a personal project and can be shared by
anybody, even their images. But a reference to my website when doing so would be appreciated.
Photos of people or drawing here included might require authorization from the related person.

To be continued...

