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      What you will find in these pages are pieces of a path I’ve walked—sometimes crawling, sometimes dancing, sometimes simply surviving. A path guided not by ambition, but by a quiet inner knowing that healing was possible, and that remembering was necessary.

      Voice of the Wind is not a manual, nor a doctrine. It’s not meant to teach, convince, or convert. It is a gathering of stories, lessons, visions, and lived truths—my own and those I’ve witnessed—offered with a deep sense of respect to the plants, spirits, and ancestral voices who have guided me along the way.

      In these chapters, you’ll find the medicine of the jungle, the wisdom of ceremony, and the raw presence of fear, doubt, laughter, and grace. You’ll meet the Ego and its tricks, the Spirit and its silence. You’ll hear about healing, both received and resisted. And you’ll encounter forgiveness—not just as a concept, but as a living fire that can burn away years of suffering if we’re willing to let it.

      This book weaves together what I’ve carried from five previous works, along with new writings born out of more recent journeys. It’s more refined now—less about the amount of content, more about the heart of it. I’ve chosen only what still breathes with truth.

      I’m no guru. I’ve stumbled more times than I can count. But I’ve also stood back up, with the help of good people, strong medicine, and the mysterious presence of something greater than myself. I call it Spirit. Others may call it Christ, or Krishna, or simply Love. The name matters less than the connection.

      If these words serve you in any way—if they bring peace, clarity, or a sense that you are not alone on your path—then this offering has done what it was meant to do.

      With gratitude for the road behind and hope for the road ahead,

      Apa Shanko

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Wanderers

          

        

      

    

    
      We are all wanderers

      in an endless Universe

      eternal dance

      of Light and Shadows

      we are the very Source

      experiencing itself

      in endless ways.
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      There is a voice that speaks without words.

      It rises with the wind, brushes past your ear, and disappears before you can grasp it.

      This voice has followed me through the many paths I’ve walked — in the silence of the jungle, in the chants of a distant ceremony, in the laughter of strangers and the stillness of my own breath.

      What you are holding in your hands is not just a book. It is a gathering of stories, fragments, lessons, and moments I lived while walking between the visible and the invisible. It’s a reflection of a long search, not for answers, but for meaning. A remembering.

      These pages are woven from many years of walking, listening, learning, falling, and rising again. They come from five previous books, each born from a stage of the path, and now brought together — not as a conclusion, but as a kind of offering. Along the way, I’ve added new pieces, insights that found me after the storm had passed.

      I am not a teacher. I am not a master of anything.

      I’m just one more voice carried by the wind — sometimes loud, sometimes quiet, sometimes lost in the trees.

      But if you listen with your heart, maybe you will recognize that the voice is not mine.

      It’s yours.

      It’s ours.

      This is Voice of the Wind.

      A journey through worlds, within and without.

      A remembering of something we never really forgot.
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      We drink Ayahuasca in ceremonies, for a simple reason.

      "Appropriate Rituals channel your Emotions and Energy toward the Light, without the discipline to practice them, you will tumble constantly backwards into darkness"

      Lao Tse.
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      Life may more than once call upon you to prove who you are by demonstrating who you are not.

      Your job, relationship, financial freedom, health and more… these are all illusions of separation.

      Separating you from the source of inner strength.

      Your soul is seeking for awakening in your whole life and you know it.

      Instead of keep searching for the truth from outside,

      start knowing you are the only teacher of your life.

      You are not here to learn anything, but to remember.

      Strengthen your belief by fully experiencing it.

      Witnessing the truth by diving deep and look within.

      Yagé, the spirit of grandfather, brings you to certainty again.

      It is a journey of letting go of physical body and mind.

      It is a vision without time and space but just eternity.

      When you are determined to see, your mind rest and the truth comes.

      With love, you remember who you truly are again.
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      A near-death experience must be one of the strongest calls a person can receive, to awaken to the real Self. It stirs the deepest question: Who am I?

      When it happened to me, when I met the White Light and heard the voice ask, “Are you ready? Did you finish your experience?” I returned with a restless fire inside. Something had been awakened that would not let me rest. I was full of questions. And I needed answers.

      I plunged into philosophy, devoured books, and explored different systems of thought. Eventually, I stumbled upon Shamanism. I read every book I could find. And something in it rang true. It wasn’t built on dogmas. It didn’t ask me to believe in a distant God sitting on a throne, judging. Instead, it invited me back into the living presence of Spirit in all of Nature.

      I felt it in my bones: This is the path. If I wanted real answers, I had to walk it.

      So I went to the Amazon.

      Looking back now, after all these years, I can see clearly: it was Consciousness, or God if you prefer that guided every step. Every encounter, every trial, every vision was set before me like stones on the riverbed. Even the pain was necessary.

      We must be bitten hard sometimes, to truly learn.

      We only move forward when we learn the lesson.

      This book is not a declaration of arrival. It is a first-person account of the journey, shared not because I believe I’ve “made it,” but because I believe that offering my path may light a small flame in yours.

      If these words help you remember something true within yourself, then they’ve done their part.

      The path continues. It stretches deep into the Infinite within us. And one day, beyond all the veils, we may realize we are not two, but One.
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      The sacred plant of the Amazon—also known as ayahuasca—is a powerful medicinal ally that leads its drinkers into a profound process of awakening.

      It initiates a deep cleansing and healing of both body and mind, opening the door to higher levels of consciousness.

      In our dream-like, everyday world, we are easily entangled in the illusions of the ego. We chase fleeting highs, a better life, more comfort, rarely realizing that only by loosening our attachment to the material can we truly connect to the spiritual realm and begin to transcend our limited human condition.

      Yet for real, lasting well-being and for true awakening, a deep inner commitment and a sincere desire of the heart are essential.

      What holds us back from waking up are the illnesses we carry inside: hatred, pain, selfishness, greed.

      If we seek to expand our consciousness, we must first heal ourselves from within.

      Yagé is a powerful path of healing of body, mind, and spirit.

      Visions and insights arrive like gifts along the way.

      But Yagé is more than just an extraordinary medicine, it opens doorways into realms beyond imagination, filled with breathtaking beauty.

      When we drink Yagé with a Taita—a Master Medicine Man—he teaches us:

      The first cup is for cleansing.

      This may involve purging—physical or emotional—rising from deep within, often bringing a great sense of relief and release.

      The second cup is for healing.

      It works through the body and mind, often showing us where healing is needed and guiding us toward the life changes that support our growth.

      Later in the night comes the third cup. This time, the Taita sings to it, channeling his energy and knowledge into the medicine.

      He observes each participant’s journey and knows what each person needs. You may also ask him, silently or aloud, to help you with something specific, or to show you a truth you're ready to see.

      If you need protection, the Taita will sing for a long time before offering the cup—infusing it with his energy.

      This energy makes all the difference. It is what separates a true medicine man from someone merely facilitating the ceremony.

      One of the most important aspects of drinking Yagé is the intention you bring into the ceremony.

      Personally, I always ask—quietly, with my heart—for what I need.

      Then I let it go.

      I stop thinking about it, so as not to interfere with the process. If the thought returns, I blow it away like smoke, because if I let my mind dwell on it, it will start creating its own answers.

      But that's exactly what we want to avoid.

      If the mind had the true answers, we wouldn't need the medicine in the first place.

      There are many other elements to consider when working with sacred plants like Yagé. One is the careful preparation of the brew, only when done under the right conditions can it reach its full purity and power.

      Equally important is the intention and the person you drink with.

      Taking a sacred plant—an entheogen—truly opens a Pandora’s box.

      We gain access to other energetic realms where countless beings dwell. And it is only natural that we encounter both light and darkness there.

      A true healer learns with the help of the plant spirit and the experience passed down from their teacher.

      The protection offered by the teacher is of immense importance.

      We are also shielded by higher beings—what some call angels, spirit guides, animal protectors, and, of course, God.

      To learn properly, we need good medicine.

      We call Yagé “medicine” because that’s what it is—pure healing for body, mind, and soul.

      Those who prepare Yagé follow strict diets and are mindful of what they eat.

      Their food must be free of heavy or negative energy, because everything they take in becomes part of the medicine they give.
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      The Master Medicine Men

      In the Colombian and Ecuadorian Amazon, we use the word Taita—from Quechua, meaning father—to refer to Medicine Men. While this is the common term in the region, many Indigenous nations have their own names. For instance, the Cofan people call their healers Curacas, and the Sionas refer to theirs as Ähueros.

      Taitas are known as Master Medicine Men. To reach that level, they may have spent over 30 years drinking Yagé and offering healing. They are like grandfathers to us, and calling them Taitas is a gesture of deep respect and love.

      The path to becoming a Medicine Man is long, arduous, dangerous, and filled with both profound challenges and equally profound rewards.

      Occasionally, a white person or mestizo—a non-Indigenous individual—may reach a level of understanding comparable to that of an Indigenous healer. But becoming a Taita is not considered possible for outsiders.

      Yagé is said to be a gift from God to the Indigenous peoples of the Amazon. As non-Indigenous, we are fortunate simply to be allowed to learn from the spirit of this sacred plant.

      Some non-Indigenous practitioners may become Curacas or Ähueros, and are generally called Curanderos.

      But our way of perceiving the world is different. We do not see reality as Indigenous people do. That is why I believe Taitas and Curanderos heal different aspects of our being, complementing one another through their unique insights and knowledge.

      What is most unique about Taitas and Curacas is their canto—the sacred chants they receive from Yagé. These songs guide them through other realms, allowing them to heal, to see into the past and future, and to access levels of knowledge that are beyond our ordinary comprehension.

      It is always a powerful experience to hear them sing.

      They transmit wisdom through their songs, healing and gaining insight into many aspects of their patients' lives and illnesses—always with the intention to help, never to harm.

      When we receive Yagé from their hands, the medicine is charged with their energy. This energy assists us in seeing the root of our suffering, often revealing behaviors or emotional patterns that cause us harm.

      The spirit of Yagé plays a vital role—it is a wise and powerful presence, one that knows what we need in order to heal and evolve.

      We always approach Yagé, and the Medicine Men, with respect and humility—and in return, they treat us with compassion.

      They understand our suffering, because they have passed through it many times themselves.

      They know that drinking Yagé is not always easy. Cleansing and healing can be painful, but it is a small price to pay for becoming healthier, more peaceful, and more connected to who we truly are.

      The payment they ask for their work is always fair, considering the depth of what they offer.

      Ceremonies last through the night, and their healing efforts involve not just attending to us physically and emotionally, but also battling diseases, dark spirits, and sorcery. This is no light endeavor.

      Sometimes, a case may be beyond their power. In such situations, they are honest and will tell you so, often recommending someone else who may be able to help, whether they know them or not.
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      There are many particularities when it comes to preparing Yagé, and the end result can vary dramatically, from one night to the next. Among the Cofán people, for example, there is traditionally a sacred space used exclusively for preparing the medicine, a space that is considered taboo for women to enter.

      The person preparing Yagé arrives early in the morning and remains there until the medicine is finished, without ever leaving, not even to eat. Someone must bring food to him.

      In Luzón, I remember witnessing a woman bring food for her husband, placing it about 100 yards away and leaving before he came to retrieve it. Such is the care taken to protect the medicine from external energies.

      My current Taita prepares Yagé completely alone. No one visits him, except his son. He fasts all day while preparing the brew, eating only after the medicine is complete.

      He brings it out only at the last moment, just before the ceremony begins, entering through the back and never walking past us. His movements are intentional, respectful of the sacredness of what he carries.

      Over the years, I’ve drunk many, many kinds of Yagé prepared by different people, in different ways. I’ve seen it made in a backyard, with wives, children, and visitors nearby. I’ve also experienced the deeply secluded preparations, done in silence, in sacred solitude. And I can tell you this: the difference is profound.

      The medicine prepared in solitude, with reverence, offers something priceless—pure visions, deep healing, and a powerful connection with Mother Earth. All other preparations pale in comparison.

      Among the Cofán, the one preparing Yagé abstains from sex for at least a few days beforehand. He typically lives a clean, sober life, often with a family, and avoids alcohol altogether. The quality of the preparation reflects the quality of the preparer.

      When Yagé is harvested from the forest, it is never treated like just any plant. It is taken straight to the place where it will be cooked and never passed through homes or among people. If the vine was growing near human dwellings, it is allowed to rest on jungle soil for at least two weeks before being used, so its energy may be cleansed.

      You could say all this is a matter of "respect"—and it is—but more than that, it's about keeping the energy clean. The same care is taken with the prepared Yagé: great caution is used to ensure its energetic purity is not compromised.

      The chagropanga leaves harvested early in the morning, also play an essential role. These, too, are grown far from people’s homes, deep in the forest.

      We call the visions pinta, and the Pinta is extremely sensitive. It needs to grow in peace, surrounded by wild nature, to bring forth the visions.

      Before and during ceremonies, cleansing is vital. We use pegote, a resinous substance similar to copal, collected from wasp nests, and the Taita cleanses us with a waira, the sacred wind leaves.

      Only when this medicine has been prepared with full care, we can be sure the visions will be bright, colorful, and filled with light. We say, this Yagé pinta clarito—the visions are clear, without shadows or darkness.

      Drinking Yagé prepared without such care is always a gamble. Sometimes you're lucky and have a beautiful ceremony. Other times, you’re not—and you may believe the darkness and disturbing visions come from within yourself. And sometimes they do. But more often than not, they’re the result of the medicine’s quality.

      I'm not trying to sound professorial—I'm simply sharing what I’ve learned through experience.

      This is knowledge gathered across many ceremonies, with many medicines, and under the guidance of many different Medicine Men.
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      Much can be said about this path. But one thing I hold close to my heart was told to me by Taita Alonso, my teacher for over ten years.

      One night, before I left for a trip to Brazil, he offered one of the few things he ever said about learning:

      “Drink good medicine—and a lot! Yagé is the teacher. You will learn.”

      He never claimed to be teaching me. Never said we needed a teacher like him. Plain and simple.

      Taita Yagé is the teacher. The same Spirit as Madre Ayahuasca, just two different aspects of the same sacred force.

      But if you want to become a healer, that alone won’t be enough.

      You will need the help of a Master Medicine Man or Woman. Their guidance, their energy, and especially their protection are essential.

      In our ceremonies with Taitas Cofán, from the second cup on, we begin to receive their healing and teaching energy. And once a true friendship based on trust is established, they begin to help us on our own path.

      Most Taitas aren’t open to teaching non-Indigenous people. Some are very protective of their traditions and will stop you before you even begin.

      That’s why guidance from above plays such a key role. A sincere connection with the Creator, a good heart, and a clear intention to serve others can make all the difference in whether a teacher appears—or not.

      An apprenticeship with Yagé takes many years.

      There is no fast track, no shortcut.

      Patience and the right connections are essential.

      Yagé opens many doors. Healing is just one of them.

      One only has to look at Pablo Amaringo’s paintings to see that. I’ve seen friends become incredible teachers after years of drinking Yagé. Others became powerful musicians, or discovered their gifts in other healing traditions.

      For me, simply learning more about life has been a sacred gift.

      So when I see someone, after just a few ceremonies, already calling themselves a “shaman” and giving Yagé to others… I feel sorry for them.

      It’s not just shameful to deceive people—it’s dangerous. To put others at risk just to make money is beyond wrong.

      Unfortunately, Ayahuasca has become too popular today, drawing in all kinds of people seeking easy profit, control over others, and status.

      But in truth, it takes at least two years of consistent drinking with a Taita—every week, drinking not just one cup but at least three—before we are even given permission to drink on our own.

      Only then may we take medicine with us and share it with trusted friends who also drink.

      To be allowed to give Yagé in our own ceremonies is another matter entirely.

      That requires knowledge, lessons, energy, spiritual protection—and the ability to protect others.

      Permission from the Taitas is only granted when we are ready, when we’ve reached that level through sincere effort and time.

      This permission comes only when we are truly prepared—when we have spiritual allies, defenses, and the capacity to hold and protect a ceremony.

      There’s no shortcut. No other way.

      Wearing necklaces of jaguar teeth, fancy headbands, or even crowns doesn’t make anyone a shaman.

      In fact, we don’t even use the word shaman. I’ve seen many charlatans putting on a show, and I’ve met too many people who were harmed after drinking with them.

      So how do you find a real healer?

      Simple: Ask those with experience.

      People who have really drunk with the person. Who know their background, their teachers, and how much they’ve actually learned—not just what they claim.

      Apprenticeship can take many forms. One is plant dieting—a respected path in Peru, where some Curanderos and Dieteros are very powerful.

      Some are well known, others prefer to work quietly, and their names are passed around discreetly, through word of mouth.

      It’s the same here in Ecuador with the Taitas. We know who they are through the stories and experiences of people we trust.

      Not everyone who calls themselves a Taita has truly earned that title.

      Many are Curacas, good medicine men and women, Yageseros who work with integrity—but they haven’t yet reached the level of Taita, the Master Medicine Person.

      Some may be called Taitas by others, or even by themselves, but those who’ve walked this path long enough can tell the difference. We know who the real ones are.

      So if you're seeking a true apprenticeship, keep this in mind:

      You’ll need patience, strength, courage, luck, and dedication.

      The path that leads to true knowledge and medicine is long, treacherous, and hard to walk.

      But if you find the calling deep in your heart, you’ll be able to walk it.

      And the help from above will come.

      This path is not easy. But it’s true that a real healer is someone who has first healed himself or herself—always with the help of others.

      To say we can heal ourselves alone is nonsense. That’s for online Ayahuasca forums—not the real jungle.

      As I’ve said, there are many paths within Yagé.

      Only God knows which one will open up for you.

      Good luck, and all the best on your quest.
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      Whenever we speak of Yagé, the conversation almost always turns to healing. And yes, that is its fundamental purpose—but there is so much more.

      One of my first experiences with Yagé was in a small hut, high in the mountains of Huila, a department in Colombia.

      I traveled all day from the Charguayaco River, climbing, sweating, walking alongside a wild Italian companion who knew of a hut owned by a Frenchman. We planned to stay there, prepare, and drink Yagé.

      We rode two mares—more pushing and pulling than riding. At the end of the day, we took a narrow path branching from the main trail. Suddenly, the mares panicked and tried to bolt. It was a struggle to hold them back until we reached a clearing and saw a farmer’s house where we could safely ride again.

      At the house, the farmer and his family greeted us warmly. They told us we were lucky to arrive before dark because jaguars had been prowling nearby and had stolen a pig from beneath the house just the night before.

      I thought it was just a story they told all visitors—but soon, the dogs began whining under the house. The farmer’s sons went out with guns and flashlights but found nothing. We were exhausted and fell asleep quickly.

      The next morning, the farmer gave us some Yagé to take and directed us back to the creek where we had crossed before. Turning right there, he said, we would find the hut within a couple of hours.

      On the way, we saw the mares’ footprints intertwined with jaguar tracks—those big cats had been following us! Lucky bastards.

      We found the hut nestled in unbelievable beauty—near a ridge with a drop of over a thousand feet, a small creek meandering around the hut, surrounded by silence and peace.

      The next morning, jaguar footprints were everywhere. We thought, well, they like us. Why worry?

      That evening, we drank deep bowls of Yagé and waited. Not long after, a fantastic vision came to me:

      I saw a giant cave whose roof suddenly cracked open, unleashing a rushing waterfall. I followed the water, and the cave transformed into my head. The water branched into countless small streams like roots, turning white then green. The roots filled my entire body until I was all green inside.

      Then I began to sway and weave like a tree dancing with the wind. I smelled like a tree. The fresh breeze felt like the breath of a tree. The sun warmed my tree-body. I had never felt so happy in my life.

      When the vision faded, the purge began. Over the next few hours, we fertilized the earth around the house—Mother Nature’s gift.

      The next day, I noticed water flowing from a rock, forming a small stream and a pool filled with tiny fish. How? At three thousand feet above sea level, there was no way those fish could have swum up there.

      Later, I asked Taita Pacho about this mystery. He told me fish come from the trees—like seeds invisible to human eyes. These seeds fall into the streams and hatch into fish. He’d seen the “Mother Trees of the Fish” during summer nights when lightning charged the air. The seeds would burst open, fall into the water, and become fish eggs.

      That’s how Mother Nature maintains the fish supply in the rivers.

      He also said it’s not fishing that’s depleted the rivers’ fish, but men unknowingly cutting down these sacred trees in the rivers’ headwaters. I believe him—there’s no other explanation.

      Taita Pacho told me another story: he once saw footprints emerging from the Putumayo River in a place with such a fierce current no animal could cross. The prints belonged to small animals.

      That night, he drank Yagé to understand. He saw a school of fish swimming to the river’s edge, transforming into small creatures, walking into the forest to feed, then returning to the river and turning back into fish.

      When food runs scarce in the river, the fish go to the forest to feed.

      The Earth is full of magic—if only we could see it.

      Yagé is Mother Nature’s supreme teacher. We drink it to learn about life. Healing is just the beginning—a way to open the hidden realms beyond our eyes. The healthier and cleaner we are—body and mind—the stronger the visions.

      Yagé opens a book written by Mother Nature herself, a book invisible to most of us.

      On my way down the mountain, I saw a troop of silver monkeys crossing tree to tree. I counted 250 before giving up. They kept coming for another half hour.

      How great is Mother Nature? Absolutely great.

      Over the years, many visions have shown me that Yagé is not only about healing. As long as we need it, it will help. But after that, it will open the most amazing album we can have—Mother Nature’s true story.

      How far our foolish civilization has drifted from it—I wonder.
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      With great relief, I finally saw Taita Pacho’s house on a hill near the river. After hours navigating the swollen, murky waters of the Putumayo River, bloated by days of rain, I had arrived. With effort, I climbed the muddy trail leading to a large wooden house, called out, and waited.

      The door opened. A small, elderly lady greeted me with a warm smile. She told me Taita Pacho would return shortly and invited me inside, guiding me to the kitchen at the back of the house. A large pot simmered over an open fire. She offered me a bowl of soup, which I thanked her for but gently refused, for I was too weak to eat. My strength had all but left me.

      Destiny had led me there. My life was slipping away like sand through my fingers. After years of hard drug use, and with a magical dart or a “chonta” lodged in my chest, thrown by a sorcerer, I had one foot in the grave. My only hope was Taita Pacho, a well-known master medicine man of the Siona people in Colombia. I sat quietly in a corner and waited.

      He arrived not long after, greeted me with a smile, and went to wash himself. When he returned, he asked me a few questions while eating spoonful’s of chicken soup. Between bites, he mentioned that he had once traveled to Brazil, journeying down the Putumayo as a young man, and knew a few towns along the river.

      Then he paused and said,

      “I know what happened to you, Patricio. I will help you.”

      I looked at him, puzzled by the name Patricio. It’s a term used for someone who would take care of your children if you died like a godfather. He explained that he once knew someone with that name, another “Taita”, a medicine man like himself.

      They gave me a hammock and told me to rest. He said we would drink Yagé the following night to begin the healing. I made myself as comfortable as I could and fell asleep.

      There I was: a skin-and-bones hippie with long hair, wearing a clown’s pair of pants, lying in the house of these amazing people. It felt like a dream.

      Around three in the morning, I had a powerful vision.

      I saw an Oropendola bird land on a tree branch, then descend to the ground, where it shape-shifted into a black dog with glowing red eyes and flames pouring from its mouth and rear.

      I woke to find grandfather weaving a fishing net, while grandmother sat with two other women around a large pot, chewing corn and spitting it into the brew. They were making “chicha”, a light, fermented corn drink, smooth and refreshing like a jungle beer.

      That night, we walked to a ceremonial hut in the forest. His son Bayron came with us. We lit a small fire and waited for the darkness to fully settle. Taita Pacho took out a small bottle of thick brown liquid and a tiny cup. He served himself, then us.

      Within half an hour, I felt heavy, intoxicated. I stumbled outside, purging violently. Next to the hut was a little bridge with a pole to use as a toilet, and I emptied myself again and again through the night. Two more cups followed.

      Around three in the morning, Taita Pacho began to heal me.

      I sat in front of him with my back facing him, as he sang and worked with the wind leaves or “waira” a bunch of sacred jungle leaves used to cleanse energies. His son joined in, singing and helping. At times, Taita sucked forcefully at the place on my back where the “chonta” had entered.

      When the ceremony ended, he looked at me and said,

      “We’ll need more ceremonies. Don’t worry, Patricio, you can stay here. I’ll get you back on your feet.”

      In the morning, I felt slightly better, though completely exhausted. I shared my dream with him and asked what he thought.

      He smiled and said,

      “That black-and-yellow bird is you. In these jungles, we call it a “Mochilero” a backpacker. And that black dog… that was who you were becoming with your drug habits.”

      He was right. I had been sinking deep into that darkness.

      I stayed with them for six weeks. Ceremony after ceremony, night after night, I purged the poison from my body and soul. I heard grandfather’s voice singing with power, healing others, singing to the plants, to the spirits. Something deep inside me began to shift.

      Just before leaving his house and heading back to town, I had another dream:

      The same bird landed again on a tree branch, then fell into the water beneath, dying on the spot. I pulled its body from the water and plucked a bunch of its feathers. Suddenly, the feathers turned into a beautiful blue color. I pocketed them carefully and walked away, waking up.

      One night in a ceremony, I looked up at the stars and whispered,

      “God, if you heal me, and if you ever teach me how to help others, I promise to serve you with all my heart.”

      That promise still echoes in me.

      And I know that my voice was heard. I wouldn’t be here telling you this story if it hadn’t been.

      Half a year went by. Many ceremonies and much healing followed, until one day, Taita Pacho joked, “I can see some flesh under your skin! You look much better now.”

      On the morning of our last ceremony during that time, I sat by the river, waiting for the boat that would take me back to town. My mind wandered to the Magic Mushrooms—my little friends for so many years. How would it be to take them now? I wondered.

      Just then, I felt someone approaching. I turned around, and there was Taita Pacho, smiling. He said, “Ah, the Mushrooms… you're going to find out that Yagé is much better!”

      So I asked, “Taita, are we going to see each other again?”

      He tapped my forehead and said, “Now I live inside here. We will always meet again.”

      True to my destiny, seven years later, I found myself deep in the Amazon forest, working for a Dutch company. On Christmas night, I took Mushrooms with a friend. As they began to take effect, I was watching our fire when it suddenly exploded into colorful visions. A magnificent dragon appeared, dancing and coiling before my eyes. Then a man stepped into the vision, holding a waira. He looked straight at me while waving the wind leaves, and in a flash, the message was clear: Pack and go back to Colombia!

      That man was Taita Pacho.

      Back in the Colombian jungle, I went straight to his house. My apprenticeship began to take shape. After some ceremonies with him, I made friends with the Cofán people and started drinking Yagé with them. During the very first ceremony, as I was puking outside, I saw two grandfathers in Spirit sitting in the air above me. They were laughing and pointing at me. One was Taita Pacho; the other was the Cofán grandfather Taita Alejandro—a small man, 109 years old, with incredible power.

      From that moment on, I began my apprenticeship with the Cofán people, a path that continues to this day. My present teachers are the Taitas Cofanes.

      It took a full year of drinking, cleansing, and healing with them before my initiation took place. From that night on, there was no turning back. That became clear sometime later when I found myself doubting my path, unsure whether I was strong enough for it. But thank God, I took the path to heart and have been walking it ever since.

      Once you accept your destiny, you begin to understand why you came in the first place. I am simply grateful to have walked the path of medicine for so many years. And as one of my teachers once said:

      “The path with Yagé is endless. It takes us into Eternity.”
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      Many of the Medicine Men I met along the way are no longer here. Some passed in recent years, others long ago. I think of them often. Most of them were not famous. They didn’t make documentaries or write books. They didn’t have followers from Europe or America. They didn’t call themselves shamans.

      Many of them lived simple lives in remote villages. They were the ones people called when they were sick or lost. They drank with their people. They taught by example.

      Sometimes, they were difficult to approach. Not the smiling kind, not the ones with open arms and fancy clothes. They had power. They could see. And if they didn’t like your energy, they wouldn’t drink with you.

      But if they opened their doors, if they invited you to sit by the fire, if they sang for you… that was a gift.

      Some spoke a lot. Some didn’t speak at all. Some were like children, some were strict. But they all had something. Something you could feel.

      I remember one of them saying:

      “Don’t pay attention to the ones who dress white and say pretty words. You want to know who is a real Yagecero?

      Go to his house unannounced and see how his family treats him.”

      That stuck with me.

      Because some of the best taitas I met were not the kind of people you’d see on a poster or in a tourist ceremony. But when they sang, the river would stop. When they whistled, the wind would come.

      I met many of them by accident, walking the rivers of Putumayo or sleeping in a hammock somewhere.

      Sometimes, they only shared one word. Sometimes, they opened their Hearts to me.

      I drank with them. I listened. I got sick and got well. I sat by the fire for long nights, not knowing why I was there.

      And I carry them all inside.

      These were my teachers. The ones who gave me nothing but gave me everything. The ones who showed me a different way to walk.

      Not all their teachings can be written. Some are in the songs that visit me in dreams. Some are in the way I walk the forest now. Some are still ripening, like unripe fruit on a branch.

      

      Many masters, all silent now, but still speaking.
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      Affectionately known as Taita Pacho, while he walked among us in a human body, he was a remarkable man—one who knew how to bridge two different ways of understanding reality: the Indigenous way and the way of the white people—us.

      There is a barrier between white and Indigenous people, not only cultural, but also rooted in the ongoing exploitation Indigenous communities still endure today. The selfishness and greed often associated with the white world clash head-on with the simple, grounded way of life so natural to Indigenous peoples.

      Taita Pacho knew how to navigate this divide with grace. He approached white people with the exact measure required—open-hearted to those who deserved it, firm with those who did not. I never saw or heard of him discriminating against anyone. We were all equals in his eyes. As a healer, he judged no one. He was always there for anyone who needed healing and came to his ceremonies.

      His botanical knowledge was immense. Walking through the forest with him was a joy. He would point out plants, explain their uses, and describe how to prepare them—even knowing that few could remember a fraction of what he shared. But that was just who he was—driven to share his wisdom. Sadly, no records were ever made. Much of that knowledge passed with him, though some remains with his family.

      When I first met him, I was a sickly hippie with long hair, wearing clown-like pants and weighing just over 100 pounds. He welcomed me with a warm smile and simply said, “Don’t worry, I know what happened to you. I will help you.”

      He gave me a hammock and a corner in his kitchen to hang it. For six weeks, he took care of me without asking for anything in return. Those weeks were the beginning of a major transformation in my life. I’ll never be able to fully express my gratitude to him and his wife. Grandmother also cared for me, keeping me fed while he worked his medicine.

      One of the first practical lessons he gave me came that first morning. There was no toilet in the house—relief was found in the forest. He handed me a stick and three corn seeds and said, “Dig a hole, do your business in it, drop the seeds in, and cover it. This way, we always have corn growing near the house.”

      Grandmother asked me to collect dry firewood for the stove and stack it underneath. It became my joyful morning duty. I never let her go without dry wood—my way of thanking her for her delicious meals.

      Every morning around 3 a.m., her daughters would arrive, light the fire, and sit around a big pot of water. With their mother, they chewed corn and spit it into the pot. In a couple of days, it would ferment into a very tasty jungle beer—something we drank by the bowlful every morning. Grandfather always joined them in those early hours, weaving thin ropes from palm fibers for hammocks, fishing nets, and handcrafted jewelry like necklaces and armbands.

      Time was not measured in hours. Things were done as needed. Day and night blended into a single stream. If you were hungry at 2 a.m., you simply went to the kitchen and prepared food—plain and simple.

      One morning, Taita Pacho invited me to fish right in front of his house. The Putumayo River flowed past with plenty of fish. As I was getting my gear ready, he threw three lines into the water, pulled the first, then the second, then the third—each with a fish already on it. He smiled and said, “We have enough,” and walked back into the house.

      A few days later, I went fishing alone, eager to contribute. I caught a good haul and left the fish in the sink while I stored my gear. When I returned, the fish were gone. No one was around. Maybe a mischievous kid had snuck by? I left it at that.

      Days later, it happened again. This time I kept watch—but still, the fish vanished. When I told Taita Pacho, he burst into laughter, pointed to the ceiling, and there, between the boards, was the smug face of a ginger cat.

      One morning, after a walk, I came home to find Grandmother chasing Taita Pacho around the house with a broom, shouting in their language—clearly furious. An American anthropologist had recently arrived in the community. She was beautiful, and, well… Taita was being too friendly.

      In many Indigenous cultures, marrying outside one’s tribe is a common practice. It prevents inbreeding and brings in new languages and knowledge. Taita Pacho was no exception—he was Siona, and Grandmother was Cofan.

      Taita Pacho had a wonderful sense of humor. His jokes were simple or practical, always delightful, and he often laughed at himself. When he poked fun at others, he did it in such a gentle way that even the target of the joke would end up laughing along.

      He was a great healer and a good-hearted man, but I once heard him say: “No one messes with me. If someone does, they get what they deserve.”

      He told me that years ago there had been a war among the Taitas—a feud of revenge and power. Many were killed. Back then, Taitas were truly powerful; they could shapeshift into jaguars, anacondas, and more. But they were often seduced by power. He said he never took sides, never got involved. That’s how he survived unharmed. He was only interested in learning and healing.

      Whenever he wanted to know something, he would drink Yagé, concentrate, and speak directly with God. And the answers would come—just like that. He is still remembered as one of the wisest Taitas who ever lived. Some, like him, became legends. No one can truly fathom how much they knew. They are still with us—not in physical form, but in spirit. Their presence is felt by those who walk the path of Yagé.

      He was a man who could see forward and backward through time—a true Iñawaingé, or “one who sees,” in the Siona language.

      He left this world many years ago.

      But in truth, he never left.
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      Taita Alonso left us with an enduring image of a man who sailed through life in absolute harmony. A smile was always on his face. His soft voice still echoes in my memories—and I’m sure in the hearts of all who drank Yagé with him. He was with us every weekend for ten years. A blessing for those who shared the medicine in his presence—a teacher who never used words to teach, but passed on the lessons we needed through the cups of Yagé he served.

      His ceremonies would gather 30 to 40 people every time he came to town. A couple of friends of mine organized the spaces, often using a school or any place big enough and available. Quite often he would also come in the middle of the week to give us a more private ceremony at someone’s house—or we would travel to Bocanas de Luzón, the Cofán settlement on the Guamuéz River, to drink with him.

      He never wore feather crowns or necklaces, which are standard attire among taitas. Without knowing him, no one would guess he was a medicine man—or a curaca, as the Cofán call them. Once we asked him why he didn’t wear necklaces or a feather crown. He answered simply:

      “That’s just ego. And I don’t have an ego.”

      We all called him Taita, even though he hadn’t officially taken on that title. He once told us that a group of taitas had called him to become one of them. They prepared a full bowl of Yagé, prayed over it for a long time, then gave it to him to drink. He stood there for a long time, holding the bowl in his hands, then gave it back and said:

      “Thanks, but I won’t drink. I don’t want to become a Taita.”

      He explained that he felt fear—becoming a taita meant putting his life at risk. We all know stories of taitas who were killed by sorcerers—or even by other taitas. There had even been a war between taitas long ago, and many had died. Having a lovely family and a life he loved, he was content to remain simply a medicine man.

      As we got to know him over the years, it became clear that he never judged anyone. He would serve his medicine to all who came to his ceremonies, and only shared lessons when necessary. I never heard him give advice in words—his teachings were always in the cups of Yagé he offered. And his medicine was powerful. We often saw people "biting the dust," receiving such a strong purge you wouldn’t believe. All according to the Spirit of Yagé. Some of us learned the lessons; others walked away, never to drink again.

      I remember one day at his house in Luzón when one of his grandsons received a tremendous lesson. The poor boy spent well over an hour on
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