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      For Taita Yagé, the almighty Spirit of the plant, who has been healing my body and awakening my Spirit all these years.
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      Our stories have a life of their own, and as every life form, they want to be expressed.

      Nurtured on our Hearts, kept cozy and safe in your memories, one day, they want to see the light of the day, and to share our long nights, when sleep lingers and stay away, and they love the company of a Mug of coffee…
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      Wanderer on a Strange World is a follow up to my first book:

      Pathfinder into Inner Realms.

      These are stories, lessons and memories collected along 22 years drinking Yagé with Taitas and Healers in the Amazon forest, mostly in Columbia and Ecuador.

      my Stories are true accounts, and the lessons are personal, there are many paths in the world of medicine plants, this is just one more, and I’m sure it has some parallels to other ones.

      True to the first book, may this one be also a pathfinder to your own discoveries.

      Columbia, September 2024.
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      The Pathfinder

      A pathfinder is someone thirsty for knowledge — bold enough to leave the comfort of his hut, grab his backpack, and step away from everything familiar. He knows the road will be hard, lonely, and full of challenges — filled with errors, dead ends, cold and endless nights. His only companions will be the stars above, the sparks of his fire, and the song of his empty stomach.

      There will always be another hill, another mountain ahead — and he knows that the next valley will be even more beautiful than the last. Sore feet won’t stop his steps, nor the pain in his back. Tired or not, he walks.

      When it comes to exploring realms beyond this world, the challenge grows even greater. There are no landmarks to recognize, no maps to follow. Each night, each ceremony, takes us deeper into the unknown. Our guide is a mighty Plant Spirit, and there is no way of knowing where it will lead. Those realms are endless, timeless.

      The only way for a pathfinder to navigate such realms is with the humility of a warrior — trusting his heart and drawing strength from within. His secret is simple: never give up. As long as he breathes, he keeps moving forward. There is no turning back, and above all, he walks to find safe passages for those who will follow — his tribe.

      Fear waits at every bend in the trail. But it’s not the fear of a coward — it’s the fear of one who knows. He knows that if he fails, his tribe may lose their path, and many lives rest in his hands. So he respects fear, but never bows to it. Deep inside, he knows he’s not walking alone. Many others are walking too, on many other paths, all heading toward that Land that is nowhere — our true home.

      Sometimes the path becomes a steep climb, where every move must be made with complete awareness. A single distraction could mean the end. There’s no room for mistakes. A small ledge offers a moment’s rest — time to regain strength, to remember the joy of the valley below, the cold creek, the soft grass beneath his back. Then he climbs again.

      The summit always brings relief — and a view that fills the heart. Beyond it, there’s always another valley, another field, another garden waiting for his tired body to rest. The path stretches on toward the horizon.

      Once my teacher told me: “Yagé is an endless path — it leads into eternity.”

      Those who walk this path never become teachers of others — only pathfinders. For each of us must find our own lessons, make our own mistakes, and earn our own victories. All we can do is share what we’ve discovered along the way with fellow travelers walking their own paths.

      Our tears, our laughter, and our joy become the light for others to follow. And one day, we’ll meet again — in that Land that is nowhere, our real home.
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      Flying Kite

      I was in a forest. The trees were ancient — lichens and moss hung from their branches and covered their trunks. I could feel the dampness of the ground beneath my feet; the air was cool and misty.

      Then I saw a wooden house — very old, with tiles covered in green moss, only bits of the old baked clay still showing through. Smoke curled from the chimney, giving the place a feeling of warmth and coziness.

      I walked up to the door and knocked softly.

      It opened slowly, almost unwillingly, and there stood a little smiling old lady — radiant, as if she hadn’t seen her grandson for a long time. She seemed happy to see me.

      She stepped aside and invited me in.

      Inside, I found myself in a spacious room — strangely large, for from the outside the house looked far too small to hold such a space.

      In the middle of the room stood a section of a thick tree trunk, resting on trestles. On a nearby table were chisels of different sizes and wooden mallets. Wood chips covered the floor, showing she had been working for quite some time. On the trestles lay a half-carved dragon.

      I moved closer, fascinated by her work. The parts already finished were smooth and polished; the wood’s light browns and dark veins looked like roots reaching deep into the Earth.

      It was truly beautiful.

      Then a second lady appeared — both of them very old, like great-grandmothers from some distant age. She smiled and invited me into the kitchen.

      The smaller room was warm from the fire burning in a rustic stove. A kettle hung over the flames, gently steaming. From a large teapot, she filled a delicate porcelain cup and handed it to me. I thanked her and drank.

      The taste was pure Yagé.

      She smiled and said,

      “Now we are going to fly.”

      We stepped outside through the back door. Slowly, she began to rise into the air — and somehow, I knew how to follow. I simply willed it, and it happened.

      We flew through the forest, side by side. She was to my right, and we moved fast, swaying between the trees, laughing — laughing like children.

      Flying, I thought, must be like swimming: once you learn, you never forget.

      In other dreams, I discovered I could sit in the air as if driving a cart — moving freely forward, deciding my own speed. The secret is simple: use your will to lift from the ground, then direct that same will to move. The intention to reach a known place may act as the trigger — or simply the desire to move away from where you are.

      A gate opens into other realms when we lift into the air and begin to spin. Instantly, we are transported into a new dimension.

      The spinning is anti-clockwise.

      The more we fly in our dreams, the easier it becomes. It also depends on the time of night — in the early morning, when much of our heaviness has lifted, flying is effortless. We rise just by wishing it.

      But in dreams early in the night, it’s harder. We feel heavy, and it takes great effort to lift off. When that happens, I move my arms like a bird trying to take flight — it works, but I can’t rise high, and the flight is clumsy, like a duck.
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      Misty Mountain

      Germany — autumn winds, red and brown leaves covering the ground.

      We came to a small field, the grass still green, and we didn’t have to walk far. All around us, like little families, stood small circles of tall, slender, beautiful mushrooms.

      We began to collect them — handfuls of them — and to eat.

      They were quite tasty, with a clover-like flavor, and with a bottle of water in hand, it wasn’t hard to swallow them.

      I gathered around two hundred and fifty, and ate many.

      With pipes and good pieces of hashish in our pockets, and big smiles on our faces, we entered the forest.

      Night was falling fast.

      A fine mist descended, and moss dripped from the tree trunks. The forest exhaled its living scent — cypress branches leaning down over us, the only sounds our muffled footsteps and the whispering wind.

      Softly, the tune of Led Zeppelin’s Misty Mountain Hop began to roll through my mind.

      We found a clearing and lay down.

      One by one, the mushrooms began to glow — tiny lanterns of color in the dark. They lit up alone or in clusters, pulsing in rhythmic displays of light. Then a low hum began to rise from the ground itself — waves of smooth color rippling over the earth. We were no longer separate; we were one with the forest, with the mushrooms — one soul, one heartbeat.

      Mother Earth was inviting us to share her infinite beauty.

      In every trunk, dry or living, in every moss-covered rock, life was overflowing — a great family of forest dwellers, all in tune with one another. A living bond pulsed through everything, echoing the heartbeat of the Earth herself.

      Slowly, that pulse entered our bodies, and we began to vibrate in unison. We were one with it all.

      Hours went by — suspended in time.

      Tears of joy melted into the dew that now covered the forest. The songs of the night played their endless tunes. Our minds had stopped being; only silence and wonder remained within.

      In that silence, I understood:

      All that we call “life” out there — all our noise, our struggles, our creations — is nothing, absolutely nothing, compared to the wondrous realms hidden beyond our limited perception.

      We live trapped in survival mode, within an artificial world — a projection of our minds.

      Sometime after midnight, the vision began to fade.

      We slowly left the Misty Mountain, walked back to the car, and drove the two hours home — without saying a single word.

      We didn’t want to break the spell.
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      Kapum

      Cambo — the green tree frog of the Amazon — is a small marvel. It secretes a white, milky poison as a natural defense mechanism… and something more.

      The Yawanawa people of Acre State, deep in the Brazilian Amazon, have used this secretion as medicine since immemorial times — to strengthen the body, to purge, to heal.

      Their legend tells of a great Pajé, a powerful healer who once cared for his people. One night, during a Uni (Ayahuasca) ceremony, the old man gathered everyone and said:

      “My time has come. I will soon leave to meet the ancestors. But I will not abandon you. You will find me again in the jungle, in the form of a green frog. I will carry the medicine for my people in my body.”

      He then taught them how to find the frog, how to collect its medicine, and how to diet after taking it.

      When morning came, they found the Pajé had passed away, lying peacefully in his hammock.

      

      When I first arrived at the Yawanawa village — six hours upriver on the Gregorio — I came to teach English at their small school. They were receiving visitors, and a bit of English could help the younger ones.

      Soon after my arrival, I became good friends with a man named Kapum, one of their Cambo healers. He shared stories of his learnings with the frog and invited me to experience it myself.

      Since childhood, he had received the medicine from his grandmother and learned directly from the Spirit of the Old Pajé. His soft ways and gentle speech were proof of his wisdom. He was someone you trusted instantly — a joy to talk and listen to.

      His home was simple. He lived with his wife, Mani, their grown son and daughter, and a newborn granddaughter who filled the days with laughter. Their youngest boy, eleven years old, showed he was following his father’s path.

      One morning, as we talked on the porch, I pointed to a peccary walking through their plantain field. Without a word, the boy ran inside, grabbed a shotgun, aimed, and pum!

      That day we had fresh meat for lunch, and enough smoked for days.

      

      Kapum had a special connection with the frog.

      In the evenings, he would sit quietly in the kitchen, listening. Then he’d say softly, “There’s one calling me.”

      If I paid attention, I could hear it too — a faint braap, braap, braap, growing stronger as I tuned in.

      That night, we went out to find it.

      We walked a few hundred yards into the forest. “The frog wants to be milked,” he said. “That’s why it comes close to the houses.”

      Soon we stood beneath a tall tree. Cambo frogs live high in the branches — excellent climbers. Kapum began calling, his imitation so perfect it was impossible to tell who was answering whom.

      The frog began climbing down until it was within reach. Kapum caught it gently, caressed it like an old friend, tucked it
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