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      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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      Our Spirit has a remarkable way of reaching us — offering messages, gentle warnings, rewards, and even small glimpses of what awaits us when we leave this Realm for a higher one.

      The simplest way is through synchronicities. You may be deeply immersed in a project, wake in the middle of the night, check your phone, and there it is: 3:33.

      Or your special number begins appearing everywhere, confirming your thoughts, affirming a good decision, or quietly warning you to turn away from something. Lately, this happens to me every day.

      But the most profound way Spirit speaks is through our Dreaming. Some messages arrive with instant clarity; others reveal their meaning only later. Yet all of them remain unforgettable — imprinted within us, as if carved into the fabric of our being.
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      Life will call upon you—often more than once—to reveal who you are by showing you who you are not.

      Jobs, relationships, financial stability, health… all of these are illusions of separation, distractions that seem to pull you away from your true source of inner strength. Yet your soul has been seeking awakening your entire life, and somewhere within, you have always known this.

      Instead of searching endlessly for truth outside yourself, begin to recognize that you are the only real teacher of your journey. You did not come here to learn something new, but to remember what has always been yours. Strengthen your faith by living it fully.

      Witness the truth by diving inward. Yagé, the Spirit of Grandfather, guides you back to certainty—back to the place where you have never been lost.

      This is a journey of releasing the body and quieting the mind, a vision that exists beyond time and space… an immersion in eternity itself.

      When your intention to see becomes unwavering, the mind becomes still, and truth reveals itself effortlessly.

      With love, you remember who you truly are.
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      It’s a Challenge

      If you accept it, you will find yourself awakening first within your dreams. Night after night, you will be taken deeper. At the beginning, you will simply watch endless short films—reflections of your daily life, your fears, concerns, decisions, and fantasies.

      Little by little, you begin to step into these scenes. You start asking questions to the other actors, but their answers make no sense. Many times I found myself asking, Where am I? What city is this? And the replies were always strange: canos, buldah, anury… names that meant nothing.

      Eventually I understood that it was my mind trying desperately to make sense of something it couldn’t grasp.

      Then comes a time when the dream begins to feel more solid. Sensations appear—pain, smells, heat or cold, movement, touch. Just flickers at first, but each night they grow stronger, giving the undeniable feeling that the dream is somehow Real.

      And the short films become more compelling. I became addicted to dreaming. I couldn’t wait to fall asleep. The more I tried to understand the experience, the less I truly knew.

      Slowly but surely, I became the actor in the film—though not the scriptwriter. The story unfolded on its own, beyond my control, and still does.

      I learned to fly, or to sit on an invisible magic carpet and glide just a few feet above the ground, to the amazement of the other dream-actors. The dream began to resemble my waking reality, only with special effects.

      One night, I found myself shouting, I want to stay here. I want to wake up here.

      Nothing happened immediately, but the following dreams gained a new texture—like stepping into a solid 3D world. I could touch a wall and feel its surface. Colors became ten times brighter.

      As I went deeper, I met more and more beings who were clearly not dream-actors but real dreamers. I began to have genuine conversations. I knew I was meeting real people. And I wondered: Was I real to them as well?

      Eventually I reached a point where I could no longer discern whether I was dreaming or awake. The dreams became so real that upon awakening, I was left bewildered. Had I just dreamed—or had I just lived something?

      Then came the greatest surprise: in the dream realm, one must learn everything again, like a newborn. And the reality there carries the same weight as the reality here… the one we call waking—if we are awake at all.

      Now the old actors are gone, like ghosts that never truly existed. What remains are the real ones—other dreamers, good and bad Spirits, humans and others not so human. Now I must stay vigilant. Many tricksters roam there, feeding on energy, especially fear. Some are enlightened beings, radiant with love and light. Some protect the traveler; others guide—but their guidance comes not in words, but through feelings.

      There is no time as we know it. Everything can be past or future. The messages belong to both.

      The deeper one grows in dreaming, the farther one travels. And that new reality becomes more absorbing than the one we live here. Slowly, this world begins to lose its priority. I watch this “movie” with growing detachment. Every story here feels like one I’ve lived a thousand times.

      But in the other realm, there is always a new surprise waiting.

      Once you accept the challenge, there is no turning back. So if you take it, be ready for a magical journey—full of wonders and discoveries. At times, the tour becomes dark or unsettling, but mostly it feels like arriving in a new country you never knew existed.

      It will be tiring. You will live twice—in dreams and in waking life.

      So… take the Challenge. Become one more traveler.

      I’ll be waiting to meet you out there.
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      Trying to understand all this with the mind

      is like trying to put out a fire by throwing gasoline on it.

      The mind is often what gets us into trouble, yet somehow we still rely on it—like a magic stick—to make the unknown at least partially understandable.

      Speaking about the Absolute, about God within us, the Guru within, and that everything else is an illusion… it all makes perfect sense. And yet here we are, fully immersed in the Dream we co-create, where consciousness learns through a movie shaped by billions of minds like ours. And what a movie it is.

      The only true way to experience this existence is through a non-dual state of mind. And it becomes clearer every day, especially now when we see the world flourishing on one side and collapsing on the other.

      The other night, I dreamed I was in Ukraine—inside a city, surrounded by people terrified by the war. On a pedestal, I saw a piece of paper. I took it and read it: a warning from the U.S. government telling everyone to flee because something terrible was coming.

      Moments later, a dirty bomb exploded, and radiation fell like ash. I watched it drift across the city. Someone appeared with a Geiger counter, and it screamed with panic. I could feel the radiation with my dreaming body.

      I woke up thinking about the madness those people endure in their waking lives.

      But that too is a Dream—shaped by the collective mind. It may come true, or it may be just another vision. In my Dreaming, many things are unreal, yet others become real later.

      To discern between these dualities is the key. When we enter a state of non-duality, we understand that the whole world is a Dream—one in which we are being dreamed. And once we leave the physical body, the world ceases to exist for us.

      Lately, I’ve begun to see everyone around me as part of the Dreaming. The suffering people carry is born from their own minds, always longing for more. When we realize that everything here is simply part of a Dream that creates attachment to the Dream itself, we can begin to let it go.

      Then the material things that surround our life become what they truly are:

      just tools borrowed from the Dream to make our experience possible. Nothing more.

      As attachment fades, freedom begins to settle. We start living in Real Time—the eternal present—with no past and no future, both illusions crafted by the mind.

      Meditating on the Higher Self, the God within, opens the doors to our true nature.

      The Dream continues, but now… we simply watch it.
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      Grandfather took a long puff from his pipe. The sweet smell of tobacco mixed with the fragrance of field-flowers carried me back to the comfort of so many nights spent by the fire, listening to the elders. I love their stories. This is how our people learn—keeping the past alive, bringing into our days the memories of those who have already gone to the stars.

      We were always free to ask whatever our hearts wanted to know. Nothing was forbidden. Our age was never seen as unripe or unworthy. We carried the same curiosity as any grown man, and the elders delighted in our questions. Grandfather especially—his eyes always shone when he told his stories.

      That night, I wanted to hear more about the times long gone. So I asked:

      “Grandfather, tell us again about the time when the Earth was lit… when Men behaved so badly.”

      He took a long breath, as if the memory carried sorrow. Then he began.

      “I sat by a fire just like this when I was young, long before you arrived in this world. And I asked the same question to my own grandfather. I imagine he did the same with his. This story comes from a time far, far away.

      “It was an age when Men were disconnected from the Creator. It is still hard for me to imagine such a thing, but the old ones said it was so. A time of great sorrow, when Men killed their brothers, their women… even their children.”

      A chill ran down my spine.

      “Yes,” he continued, “it is difficult to believe. Children starved while others lived in tall houses, surrounded by excess, feeling nothing for the ones who suffered. Wars destroyed the poor. Pain lived everywhere. Men built walls to divide those who had from those who had nothing. The color of one’s skin was seen as weakness. Men poisoned the world for riches, destroying nature itself. They almost destroyed the entire Earth before they vanished. They disappeared from the face of the world, and the only things left behind are the strange places that are forbidden to us.”

      He paused, letting the fire crackle between his words.

      “They were so disconnected from Mother Earth that they lost their souls. So the storytellers said. I do not know if any of them actually saw those ancient Men, but the stories survived.”

      “One day, Mother Earth had enough. She purified herself. She wiped them out. And with time, she will purify even the lands they lived on. One day, the whole Earth will be like our valley. So the stories say.”

      Our valley glowed beneath the stars. A gentle stream tumbled over rocks nearby, and our tents were soft shadows against the night. In silence, we let the story settle inside us. One day we would be the elders. One day it would be our turn to tell the young ones.

      Our valley is our world. It gives us food and shelter. The animals live with us; no barrier of language exists. Grandfather once said that long ago, Men did not speak to animals—they killed them, and so the animals never spoke back. But now we hear their thoughts, and they hear ours. They live with us as family.

      Warmed by the fire, I let dreaming take me. First came colors and light, swirling and dancing before my inner sight. Then a soft flute melody, sweet and gentle. I surrendered to it, wanting to see the story Grandfather had just told. My spirit drifted into the past.

      I saw strange people walking, speaking to no one, their eyes empty, as if life had left them. Their skin was pale, their clothes like rags. They moved everywhere, like ants in endless lines. Tall structures towered above them, blocking the sky. Everything was gray, without color. No earth, no flowers, no trees, no birds—only the endless movement of those silent people.

      I turned back to my body and woke from the dream.

      A soft flute still played nearby. The warmth of the fire soothed me.

      How good it was to be here—

      how good it was to be alive.
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      Swiftly he moved his wings, caressing the air. Like a colorful shadow he circled around us—round and round, higher and higher—until he became nothing more than a feeling in the sky. Then, silently, he descended with his wings wide open, a rainbow in flight, dazzling us with his beauty before landing gently on a rock nearby.

      Like a soft hand, his thoughts brushed across my mind. First came sensations: the freshness of the morning air, the strong breeze that kept him aloft, the warmth of the Sun on his feathers, the scent of flowers and resin from the trees, rich and oozing in the light. I felt his joy for being alive, for feeling so much. And then his love—for us. As we love him, he loves us. We are family, under the same sky and the same Sun, blessed by Mother Earth, simply grateful to exist.

      Now our thoughts entered his mind. He felt them like hands gliding across his feathers. The smell of him rose—like a perfume. I have always loved the scent of feathers; they carry fragrances from places only winged beings can travel. And through him, those places reached me. In my mind’s eye I saw the vastness of the skies as he sees it: the greens and blues of the Earth, lakes mirroring the heavens, the white of distant mountains, sunlight sparkling on ice, the sharp ridges of rocks rising like giants. I saw the forests of pine bending with the wind, autumn leaves swirling in color, snow-covered fields, creeks weaving through the land like dancers. All reflected in his eyes… now shared with our inner sight. He offered us his world—his love for Mother Earth.

      We touched his feathers gently. He tapped my hand with his beak, playful, nibbling softly. I stroked his head. Love is an amazing thing to share—no thoughts, no words. Only the soft echo of our heartbeats blending. I felt his heartbeat like my own. Absolute peace settled over me. My breath grew quiet.

      Then he opened his wings, lifting them slowly. His eyes were fixed far away. With a faint shriek he turned his head, and a feeling formed in my mind:

      I’ll return when I’ve seen more. I’ll return to share with you.

      Touching the air, he rose gently, gained speed, climbed higher, and with a graceful sweep passed above us, flying toward the setting Sun.

      We kindled the fire. A dreamlike light covered the land. Night was approaching—time to dream, time to share—while the warmth of the fire awakened our spirits.
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