





n the beginning, there was only parking chaos. The car
would circle endlessly, searching for a spot to call its own.
The driver would get frustrated and angry, taking their ag-
gression out on other drivers and passengers. This only
made the problem worse. One day, the driver and her young daughter
had had enough. They were tired of circling the block and of getting
nowhere. Tired of having to settle for a bad spot and paying an extrav-
agant parking fee. So, they wondered, is there truly nobody out there
that could help them, “perhaps we must ask the gods?” they thought.
And they proceeded to chant “parking god, parking god, please find
us a parking spot”. Then one day as they made their way into the city,
they were blessed with the most magnificent parking spot of all. At the
steps of the building, in a free parking zone they exited the car and
looked at each other in bewilderment. “Thank the heavens” they said
“the parking god must have heard our prayer”

Over the next decade the parking god became an ally and friend to

the mother and daughter duo. They continued to believe in her holi-

ness and spread the word of her benevolence to others. However, most

people just laughed or dismissed they’re story as a funny little tale.

Despite the strange looks, to this day, the mother daughter duo still

chant to the parking god. They say that even after more than a decade
her generosity never wavers.









a culture and take an already well established icon and reinterpret
it or analyze it in a different or modern context. I was searching

for something closer to home and something more unique.




L
DO YOU HAVE w
PERSONAL GODS?

SPIRIT CREATURES THAT FOLLOW
YOU AROUND?

ELVES THAT HIDE YOUR STUFF
AROUND THE HOUSE ?

PERHAPS YOU PRAY TO THE METRO
GOD TO GET TO WORK ON TIME ?

OR YOU CURSE THE GOD OF POINTY
COFFEE TABLE CORNERS, WHERE
YOU KEEP HURTING YOUR LEG?

IF YOU DO, 1 WOULD LOVE TO TALK WITH
YOoul I AM COLLECTING THESE TYPES OF
STORIES FOR MY MASTER PROJECT.

ALSO, 1 WILL MAKE YOU COOKIES.

CONTACT ME HERE:

sophies.cabrera@gmail.com
@sophiesolveig
S7016977















and have now become a distant memory.






hood friend, but she still remembers it with fondness and love.









sistibly good and are still deliciously warm. And they steal a sock or
two at a time, so as to not arouse too much suspicion. The reason
for their crime you ask? Well, it’s to help them build and maintain
their little den like homes and nests. Where do they live? No one
knows.. What Margaret does know for sure is that they keep

coming back for more.


































