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Recapitulation











It was
still dark when I left my small department in Guadalajara city and
set my course to Chapala Lake, in the day that all members of our
group New Way elected to try
to perform a personal recapitulation of our spiritual adventure. In
our last meeting, we approved this idea unanimously. It was
required of us to go individually to a totally isolated and natural
place to search for light and inspiration in our lives.

 


 


I drove almost
an hour in the darkness that precedes the brake of dawn, and the
sudden appearance of the first rays of the morning sun announcing
the coming of a new day constituted a refreshing surprise. It was a
significant coincidence, because it happened precisely when I noted
the sign of the deviation I had to take to access the connecting
road to the town of San Luis Soyatlán.

 


 


I smiled in
satisfaction, because the spirit of the Lake was confirming that
the place I chose for my personal introspection was the right one
for the spiritual task I needed to attempt. I parked my car in a
secondary street of the town with the intention of being unnoticed
as much as I could in a chilly morning in which the inhabitants of
the beautiful town were already starting their early
activities.


 


My white attire
and red band in the head was at great length contrasting with the
normal clothing of the people of San Luis Soyatlán. A little
nervous, I rushed my way up through one of the streets looking for
the path that will take me towards the enormous mountain that was
rising behind the town, which was the tallest of the mountain range
that surrounds Lake Chapala, dominating from its top, the shores of
the Sacred Lake.

 


 


I vaguely
remembered that one of these streets gave way up directly to the
mountain path and to its ascension trail because a good number of
years ago, I climbed to its top in a mountain hike organized by an
alpine club of my junior high school.

 


 


Even when I had
no intention to climb this mountain completely, I decided to start
my climbing through this route, and then, to search up in the
mountainous chain, for a place that could be appropriate for
introspection and silence.

 


 


After walking
for twenty minutes, and having left behind all possible traces of
the street from which I started my ascension, I suddenly found
myself in a very well traced rustic path that was curving its way
up, and in which it was possible to distinguish traces of the
passing of cattle and horses. This increased to my eyes the
possibility that the street I chose was the right one, and that
probably this rocky path was the one leading to the top of the
enormous mountain.

 


 


Even when I
didn’t have any certainty, I decided to walk by the narrow path for
a half an hour more to confirm my hunch, because in any case - I
thought - to keep climbing up without any blunt obstacle was at all
positive, and I could even change my route further ahead if that
may be necessary.

 


 


After another
thirty minutes, it was more than evident that I was on the right
path, because I could see now at some distance, the group of
constructions and houses that formed the town below. I concluded
that far from been deviated, I was now walking myself in the right
direction and within the body of the huge mountain that began to
show ridges and a more lush and less dry vegetation.


 


In my climbing,
I encountered farmers and herd carriers that going down the path in
the opposite direction were giving me quick and inquisitive looks
as if wanting to ask me if I was lost, which was understandable due
to my very unusual clothing. Without worrying about this, and moved
by the unbreakable intention to find answers to several personal
and spiritual questions that roamed in my mind, I rushed my walking
up with enthusiasm.

 


 


At that
point, and even when it was still early, I was soaked completely
with sweat and perspiration on spite of my evident good physical
condition, acquired thanks to the tasks of spiritual ecology that I
constantly performed with my spiritual group New Way, on several places of the
region.
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An unexpected
guide











After not
finding a soul in the path for at least an hour, a strong breeze
suddenly blew around me. Still walking and with a glimpse of the
eye, I noted I was being passed at great speed through my right
hand side by an old farmer that should be at least seventy years
old. The sudden apparition of the unexpected visitor shocked me to
such a degree that I reacted jumping spontaneously to my left as
soon as he passed me by.

 


 


Once recovered
of the big surprise, I continued my ascension immediately asking
myself why I could not hear the stranger while he approached me
from behind in that steep and lonely trail. At that same instant
the old man turned his head were I was, looking at me with certain
indifference for some brief moments, and then continued his way up
undisturbed.

 


 


I would have
given myself without resistance to speculate about this strange
event, if not for a stinging pain that was coming from my feet,
caused by my imprudent use on this ascension of some old boots I
kept from my mountaineer times. Surely, the friction caused by the
huge pair of boots on my feet had already produced blisters in both
my ankles.


 


I could not
avoid a smile to see the natural and almost effortless way in which
the energetic old man that preceded me, walked up the hill with
only a pair of rustic sandals called “huaraches” in which you could
see his bare feet with no socks at all. A sudden insight helped me
to conclude that this encounter wasn’t a random one but instead, a
significant one, and could very well help me with my appointment
with the mountains of the Sacred Lake; so, without giving too much
thought to the pain in my feet, I rushed my pace to avoid losing
the old man from my sight.

 


 


After an
endless hour, soaked of sweat by the effort and almost at the limit
of my endurance I had to exert my best effort walking in the rocky
trail at a very rapid pace to avoid losing the sight of my strange
guide. I became totally disconcerted by the physical strength that
allowed that old man to impress an incredible walking pace that had
put him already at least thirty meters ahead of me.

 


 


During the
whole hour that I could follow him at a near distance, he had never
disappeared from my sight because every time I thought I lost him
behind a boulder of the road, I accelerated my pace almost running
to be able to see him constantly. Somehow, even without knowing
why, I felt I should not lose his sight, not even for a moment. The
old man appeared to be aware of my efforts to stay close to him but
walked at his incredible pace without a care in the world with a
rhythmic and vigorous walk that truly had me at the edge of a heart
attack!

 


 


Finally, and
when the rocky trail we both walked turned abruptly to the right, I
totally lost his sight. Almost running, I arrived to the spot where
my guide had disappeared but I could not see him anymore. On spite
that it took me less than a minute to arrive at the turning point
of the road, the old man wasn’t on the trail at all, which I could
clearly see continued hundreds of meters on a straight line, and
without any obstruction to my vision.
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The place of
power











I surprised
myself shouting at the farmer ahead of me: - Hey Señor, don’t go,
wait! Señor! Waaiit!-

 


 


As a sole
answer, I only listened at the distance the echo of my own voice,
bouncing back from some ridges arising directly in front and almost
one kilometre from where I was. Above those rocks, a whirlwind was
whipping a small spot in the thick vegetation.

 


 


It was then
when several certitudes materially felled upon me producing an
intense chill that went through my spine from head to toe. First, I
realized for the first time were I was, and how high I have climbed
through the imposing Cerro de García. I could now see at my right
hand side and almost at hand its lofty top. Using my experience as
a mountain climber, I knew the top was still at least two hours
away at a very strong pace.

 


 


Secondly, I
understood that my intuition to stay close to the mysterious elder
was correct because his sudden apparition was not in any way a
fortuitous event.



Although it was not my time, and I was not
allowed to contact him directly due to my small spiritual stature.
However, and as a gesture of the Sacred Lake, I was given a hint of
where I should go to find the place of power I needed to stay in,
to attempt the task of spiritual introspection that took me to
these mountains.

 


 


Afterwards, I
concluded that the place I suddenly saw should not be far from
where I was because it was precisely at this point that the elder
disappeared from my vision. Finally, it came immediately to my mind
that the place of power designated by the Spirit could not be other
than the small spot above a rocky boulder that the whirlwind was
whipping some instants a go. This rocky ridge was almost crowning
the highest part of the mountain where I was standing. It was
connecting the Cerro de Garcia with a mysterious mountain located
to the left from where I was that seems to me its silhouette looks
like a warrior with a tuft of feathers laying face up as if looking
towards the Cerro de Garcia. This, if you observe it from a
particular point of the north shore of the Sacred Lake.

 


 


In
different occasions, our spiritual guide, and a Guardian of
Tradition of the region where I lived, warned our group
New Way that when going to the
mountain in the search of power, one have to be extremely cautious
and
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