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			We came to the Earth to be happy!

		

		
			Foreword

			Since the release of The Wisdom of the Ancient One, this has been a long-awaited book. Its author, Anton Ponce de Leon Paiva, has been able to penetrate into the fascinating world of hidden knowledge, bringing to light in a delightful tale, simple but wise teachings that have remained unknown for more than five hundred years. That is to say, these teachings were present in our most remote Andean communities, constituting the true cultural resistance to the Western presence.

			The novel style allows the author to combine fiction with his need to share a message of great spiritual beauty. This message is not only alive and contemporary, but it also reveals the most authentic cultural Andean roots.

			Whoever reads the first book in one of its many editions translated into seven languages, will find in this sequel not only a new way of viewing life from the ideas of Andean spirituality, but also new teachings in the words of Amaru. Teachings that, being part of the universal wisdom, reveal the viewpoint and perception from our culture.

			Reading this book will arouse reflections in each of us, producing the new seeds of change that we have all anxiously awaited, not only to evolve as individuals but to facilitate change in our society.

			Anton Ponce de Leon Paiva is not merely a good writer, he is not only a good interpreter of the mysteries of the universal and Andean spirituality. He is a man whose life is a persistent practice, since the mission that Nina Soncco placed upon him, Samana Wasi, has now become a beautiful reality.

			Qosqo, June 1994

			Carlos Milla Vidal
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			Dedication

			To You Father Grand Architect, and sublime Builder of this beauty called Earth, which is your pure manifestation, like the whole Universe.

			To Qosqo, sacred city of the Runasimi.

			To my dear brothers in the Solar Brotherhood (H.S.I.CH.) in their respective retreats.
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			I also have been... and will continue being.

			To my children and grandchildren.

			Prologue

			There are extraordinary events that seem unreal, so exceptional that they appear unbelievable, fantastic and difficult to accept, but nevertheless... are. Each day I become more and more convinced of their existence and influence in our lives.

			I have no claims of authority, nor of demanding that anyone accepts these events. This is a statement of what I saw, heard, and lived... He knows the truth and the intention of these narrations.

			Anton Ponce de Leon Paiva, Samana Wasi

			When I asked Nina Soncco1, Master Illac Uma descendant of the Runasimi, now gone, for his support to confirm the telling of his story and of mine, in order to facilitate its acceptance, he made it known very clearly that he would not do this, as vanity is dangerous. He stated that this story would be accepted by all who are humble and pure of heart; denied and criticized by skeptics and proud. In spite of his admonition, I do it and will continue my tale, there is no time to waste... It will depend on each person’s honesty.

			The events I am about to narrate happened seven years after my return from Village A (this is how I call that beautiful place where I spent seven unforgettable days which marked my life with fire forever... even though you may not believe it, my dear brother). The past has no major importance. Its validity is eternal, as is all truth, now more than ever, in the difficult circumstances we are living.

			A stubborn man persists in believing that he is what he perceives himself to be, rather than what he is in reality: he is the cause of all the disastrous ways in which we live, intellectualized, vain, and confuses many concepts. His identity ought to reflect the person... unfortunately, it does not. Knowledge and wisdom are synonymous for him, but esoterically they are not. Finally, he mistakes the path and searches for God where he can never find Him.

			The criteria must be stated again to guide our lives properly and sincerely. 

			Like many other times, I was visiting Ccusilluchayoc (The Place of the Monkeys), which is still known by that name.

			Ccusilluchayoc is situated a few miles NNE of Cuzco. This is a very important archaeological cluster located in the Archaeological Park of Sacsaywaman, entrance to another dimension... A puma sculpted in stone watches as its guardian (in full destruction by the action of time and fundamentally of man, as usual). Monkeys have been carved in high relief on a large block of granite; some look to the north and others to the south. A zigzagging serpent, also in high relief, meanders up a column of rock. What are these symbols saying? Beyond, circles and ellipses of different sizes in high and low relief, also made of stone, symbolizing many esoteric riddles undoubtedly and in frank destruction by the agents already indicated... abandoned. What anguish! And greater is our sorrow to know that people who are committed to spiritualism carry away stones to use as amulets. 

			While I was puzzling over the occult significance behind these silent sculptures, I felt the presence of someone behind me. The sun shone directly over my shoulders, it was ten o’clock on a day near the June winter solstice and I was looking westward contemplating these massive stone sculptures with admiration and respect. Again I felt the strange sensation that someone was following me. I could not tolerate it any more and I whirled around to see who had arrived so silently... Surprise! Tremendous surprise! A cold sweat broke out all over my back... He was here! Incredible! He seemed to be transparent! I could see through him to the rocks behind. However, at the same time he seemed so physical that I had the desire to embrace him. Amaru Cusiyupanqui! the gray-haired man, father of Chaska whom I met in Village A together with the dear and ever remembered master Nina Soncco (Heart of Fire). He was there, close and behind me! Six to nine feet away, no more, looking at me very sweetly. I felt afraid, seeing those rocks through his body shook me greatly; I was sweating. I wanted to approach, but I could not walk...

			He raised his arms in a gesture for me to stay put... He smiled reassuringly and said: “Don’t be afraid.”

			His lips did not move, but I could hear him! His voice resonated within me. He seemed very real! He was completely transparent, I could see the grassy ground through him , the sun was now almost at its zenith.

			“I have come to see you because we have to talk about some things that are very important at this time” he did not speak words, his lips did not move, but I heard his voice.

			He had not aged. His long, grey hair was as I remembered, a little thinner perhaps. His young, erect and tall appearance did not seem to be more than fifty years old and yet chronologically he should have been around eighty, more or less. He smiled again. I guess the expression on my face must have been amusing or perhaps he guessed my thoughts — but was he guessing? He knew my thoughts! He was the one chosen by Nina Soncco to be his successor!

			“I am, and yet I am not... (his lips were still motionless).” 

			“You are not mistaken” he said. “This place is very special. Thousands of years ago, men had forgotten their past and they reverted to being very primitive. Then, handsome men in metal birdsarrived from those mountains.” He indicated to the west. “They landed here, in this very place. They were the same as we but more evolved.”

			“Lemurians?” I wondered.

			“They tried to teach science and art to the natives, they cohabited and interbred with them. We are descendants of these people, although they are our most distant descendants. The future of this hybrid race is our past. Those natives have not been able to take advantage of the teachings of these ancestors: the beautiful society that we know and all of these wonders that today’s world admires were built later.”

			I did not understand him at all, but I thought that here lie the ancient dreams of our past. To whom did the Incas succeed? To a socially and spiritually superior state? 

			These megalithic walls that we love so much were not built by the Incas. A very ancient and wise culture had raised these cyclopean works. When had this actually happened? Did the Incas inherit the final remains of this civilization, already divided and degenerated, absorbing them for their own empire? This ancient culture surely maintained a relationship with the builders of the giant sculptures on Easter Island (Rapa Nui) where there are walls very similar to those at the sanctuary of Sacsaywaman (Cuzco) and Tiwanacu (Bolivia).

			 “The walls of that island that you are thinking about, are copies of ours.” His very strong voice woke me up from my hypnotic reflections.

			“I will not be able to answer all of your questions, not right now.” He continued his explanation in this way: “After a very long time (hundreds or thousands of years) the few that remained departed in their metal birds, towards those mountains to the north and disappeared behind them. Some of their remains will be discovered soon... Perhaps then, people may accept that our origin is cosmic. Man is but briefly on this earth, our home is beyond the stars: we do not belong to the place where we are born, but where we come from. Afterwards other brothers of ours appeared at the Sacred Lake — Lake Titicaca — with the same intentions and finally reaching their goal. Go to Samana Wasi tomorrow. There we will meet again.”

			“Of course (I thought without taking into account his last words) this is the legend of Manco Ccapac and Mama Occlo, masters of Lake Titicaca. A certain Beltran Garcia (mentioned in Land Without Time by Peter Kolosimo) was reputedly a descendant of Garcilaso de la Vega the Inca. He wrote:“In the Tertiary, almost five million years ago, when no human being yet existed on our planet, populated only by fantastic animals, a spaceship shining like gold, came to land on the Island of the Sun (Lake Titicaca). From that spaceship a woman disembarked. Her body from the feet to the breasts resembled the bodies of our women, however her head had a conical shape, huge ears, and four-fingered webbed hands. I also remember that someone aptly said, “Perhaps Tupac Amaru is the last orejòn (the one with big ears) with rights to the Tiana...”

			In 1638, Fernando Montesinos mentioned the chinkanas (tunnels) in Ancient, Historical and Political Memories of Peru and wrote: “Tiwanacu and Cuzco are joined by a gigantic subterranean road. The Incas do not know who built it. They do not even know anything about the inhabitants of Tiwanacu. In their opinion, it was built by very old people who later withdrew into the Amazon jungle...”. It is possible, our history contains everything. However it could be, it could be... (I looked again at the stone of the monkeys carved in high relief).

			“What did they mean?” I asked Amaru Cusiyupanqui.

			Not hearing his voice, I turned to see the reason for his silence. He was no longer there; he had vanished!... I lingered a few more minutes and stared at the place where he had appeared. The sun had passed its meridian. It could have been a dream... or was it reality? Maybe I fell asleep.

			Well, tomorrow I would have an answer.

			The First Day

			I arrived early; despite the winter, I could breathe a warmer air in every way: it was home, my parents’ country house and future Samana Wasi. I felt impatient and doubtful; I left the house and walked toward Samana Wasi. Amaru Cusiyupanqui was sitting on a rock that still exists in the stream. Feeling very emotional, I approached him. He got up and I hugged him with all of my love, after greeting him as I had been taught seven years before! I had nearly forgotten. What emotion I was feeling, he was part of my life and my family. I had a lump in my throat and could not speak, when I shook his hand and hugged him I felt the warmth of his heart, his brown poncho with green and vertical stripes wrapped me up and transported me to another time, the beloved images of Amaru Yupanqui Puma, Nina Soncco, his wife, Chaska, Pumaccawa... quickly passed through my head with all the beauty of their suns illuminating more than the sun on that cold June morning, I saw the entire village of my yearning to which I wanted to return in more than an opportunity but could not, because of a commitment of word and honor. This surprising vision left me mute; I hoped that it was real.

			“You are always surprised by events and you doubt even when you have an abundance of proof” he said to me (and this time his lips moved normally, it was not a vision).

			“I will help you clarify something. Sit down” he said. “Our Master Illac Uma Nina Soncco is gone and I, his humble servant, have succeeded him. I now try to follow his teachings and share them with those who truly deserve it. Since I do not have his wisdom and I frequently make mistakes, this responsibility worries me a lot.”

			“Master Amaru” I interrupted him. “Your modesty and humility are virtues of the Great Ones, our dear Nina Soncco did not make a mistake, he knew what he was doing and of course he knew you very well. Our Brotherhood could not have been left in better hands.”

			I had the impression Amaru was not listening to me and he continued: 

			 “Nina Soncco passed on the seventh full moon after you left, and this year last summer it was seven years since you visited us.

			I was not keeping track of time and events so precisely. I could not remember exactly how much time had elapsed since my return from the village. It seemed only yesterday.”

			“When the beloved Illac Uma Amaru Yupanqui Puma departed, the hut where he lived became completely illuminated, it seemed as bright as daylight to those of us who saw. Do you remember?”

			“Yes, Master” I replied.

			“You were still a child then.” (And I believe that you too were no more than fifteen years old at that time, I thought).

			“I repeat, you were still a child but with abilities ahead of others. You were awake, you perceived the light and other experiences during the night before your return. We knew your future would be difficult with a great deal of pain, including physical distress. Yes, your life was hard, you have suffered, true?”

			“Yes, master, I suffered a great deal” I responded. “But that time is already behind, far away.”

			“This is as it should be” he said. “Happiness and pain are like day and night, we have to accept them and we have to live them. In the same way when our beloved Master Nina Soncco left, the hut transformed itself into a hood of light, again we saw another star moving above us in the sky over the village. They were very special older brothers who passed to the dimension of the Intis. The pachamama took over his body and he left with another mission to other places.”

			He took a long pause and as if returning to this reality he said:

			“Do you remember Quispinga?”

			“I cannot remember him. I am not sure who he is.”

			“This is one of your faults that needs to be corrected” he said in a low voice as if to avoid my hearing, but I did hear it. “The first day that you were in the village, you had your first interview with the Illac Uma Nina Soncco. Later in the afternoon, you went to the field where various men were working. There you talked to some young boys who were taking a rest, drinking chicha and joking. One of them told you that his father had known your father, and he had received the teachings from Nina Soncco with some other fellows.”

			“Of course. Now I remember. Juan, Juan Quispinga. It is possible that I also met his father even though I was very little.”

			“Yes, it’s him. He married Chaska, and they have three sons. They are happy, and I love my grandchildren very much. Well, it is just an expression, nothing more; I love everything and everyone. Surely, you have already learned this as well. It is very important to love and to love oneself. Man forgot to love himself, and because of this he does not respect himself. How then can he love others? How terrible not to love! That’s why you see so many embittered faces walking the earth. They do not know how to enjoy life, nor have they found out (or forgotten) that they came here to be happy, in spite of everything. Inti, God, is very fair, He did not create us to be unhappy, on the contrary, everything manifested is perfect. The unhappiness has been created by ourselves with our actions and is the consequence of our attitudes (the law of causation, karma). That is the law, you know it like many people who have not moved further, knowing nothing else, without wisdom, it is not their experience. Our master, Nina Soncco, also spoke to you about this and other laws, these are always in effect. We abide by negative or positive consequences when we fail them or fulfill them. It is very simple and easy.”

			“It may be easy and simple for you, but not for us” I said. 

			“It is easy for he who grasps consciousness of reality and applies these laws, it is a question of fulfilling them, nothing more. Do you find it hard to act well? To serve correctly, that’s all the cosmic rules require you: work without harming others, without exploiting your brother, be fair in your proceedings, love.”

			How right he was, but how difficult it seemed to me.

			“All religions teach the correct ways to work and to love others. Yet most of the faithful of those churches do not love. Consequently, they do not work well and in order to save themselves, they wait for centuries for someone to come or return to help them. Did the sacrifice of these Special Beings serve any purpose? Their apparent followers should answer such a question... It is very comfortable to wait for someone to come or return to solve our problems. The probability is that no one will come.”

			“And the
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