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Before the Journey

The invitation you have received is not from me, but from the Kogi themselves. They have asked you to be here, in this moment, open and receptive to the enormity of the challenges we face as humans, to sit by the fire, and in the vast darkness of potential, reach within yourself to find, and become, the solution.
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The Kogi people live in the mountain range of the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta in Colombia, known to them as “the heart of the world,” with the peak, Gonawindúa, what they consider spiritually the absolute center of the world. They dedicate their whole culture and life to preserving the subtle essential conditions of life on earth. They call themselves the Elder Brothers and Sisters and call us who live beyond the mountains the Younger Brothers and Sisters. For four millennia, they have secluded themselves and have avoided contact with the outside world.

There are eighty-six native peoples in Colombia, but the Kogi are one of the last intact Indigenous civilizations in Latin America, having managed to sustain their ancient pre-Colombian culture and traditions, keeping themselves removed from globalization and modern Colombian society. What the Kogi offer us is an unbroken memory of their culture; it is the original thoughts of their people, their ancestors, the Tayrona.

Very few Kogi have ever left their mountains, let alone their country. But Mama José Gabriel, who was eighty-five years old, had come to Frankfurt, Germany, to speak about the Kogi coffee project that was set up to support the Kogi financially so they could buy back their ancestral land from the Colombian farmers. He had trained to be a representative of his people since childhood, to share a stark message and warning about what wisdom might be lost if the people beyond the mountains did not pursue greater balance.

The Mamos in general are the Kogi teachers of wisdom and the keepers of knowledge. They preserve all that is essential and sacred for the daily lives of their people to be in balance, and they protect whatever falls under their responsibility for life on earth to continue. Their view is focused on a planetary context as much as on their locality. This includes gardening, health, diet, village planning and building work, forest management, marriage counseling, raising children, psychotherapy, music, dance, astronomy, philosophy, and the knowledge of the sacred places and what is required to refine and maintain both inner and external order. The Mamos and their female counterparts, the Sakas,1 are the spiritual authorities of the Kogi. Their relaxed authority is anchored in their profound knowledge of life and not in a misuse of power. Both the Mamos and the Sakas guide through their actions and by being deeply rooted in their wisdom. Some of them live as advisors in the villages, others live in hermitages in sacred places in the Sierra, where they keep the world in balance through their thoughts and prayers. The Mamos based in the villages accompany the nightly conversations in the nuhué,2 and in offering their advice they help to organize the thoughts of the people. They are also responsible for the four great rituals that take place in the life of a Kogi: welcoming a newborn, the transition from adolescent to adult, marriage, and death.

As I speak Spanish, I offered to be Mama José Gabriel’s German translator for the talks and also offered him a place to stay, as the event organizer could not find suitable accommodation. So the Kogi Mamo stayed with me, and what ensued were some of the most hilarious intercultural misunderstandings, such as his dislike of my vegetarian food and request for me to cook him a big rat for dinner. Clearly that was a rather challenging request; however, the next morning I cooked him a traditional German bratwurst, which he thoroughly enjoyed. With a huge smile on his face, and as the only one receiving a sausage, he said, “Sezhankua gave me a sausage. I am thinking good thoughts.”3 Later on I learned that the Kogi always say that wild game animals think free and vibrant thoughts, while human-produced animals think thoughts of submission, captivity, and slavery. So, with this view, his original preference made sense.

We traveled together throughout Germany, and as we approached the end of the tour, Mama José Gabriel invited me to come to his village in Colombia—an experience that felt impossible to turn down.

While in the Sierra, Mama José Gabriel asked me to write this book and help spread the urgent Kogi message. He explained he would guide me on what to write so we Younger Brothers and Sisters could begin to understand the message.

In the Sierra I visited different Kogi villages and listened to the different Mamos as they shared their wisdom and knowledge. Throughout my time I was accompanied by a young Kogi man who translated their words into Spanish for me.

Why have the Kogi decided that now is the time to abandon centuries of caution and speak to us?

What exactly has motivated them to deliver their urgent message and warning?

Although the Kogi have lived secluded for many centuries, from high up in their mountain home they have been closely watching our way of life, and they are concerned. They can see clearly the enormous ecological, social, economic, and individual challenges we are all facing. We are in a time of great upheaval and intensifying change, which is resulting in an increasingly volatile and more vulnerable world. The rules and solutions that were applied to life even just ten years ago are no longer applicable in the present time. It is the sheer extent of the damage and our purely reductionist and materialistic approaches to solving problems of all kinds that have prompted the Kogi to now speak to us. They see the reason for the vast majority of our problems in the way we think and in our cosmology, which is the basis of all our actions.

For more than four thousand years the Kogi have succeeded in upholding their original way of life. That is extraordinary when you account for the devastation brought to the rest of Colombia and Latin America. The importance of maintaining an unbroken memory of their culture has allowed not only their wooden ceremonial houses, the nuhué, to stand in the exact same places for over four millennia, but for the wisdom that has nourished and governed their life to continue without any vast decline.

It is important to explain that there are four peoples that inhabit, and protect, the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta: the Kogi, the Arhuaco, the Wiwa, and the Kankuamo. These four Indigenous peoples are, in many ways, unified and live a shared vision; however, they do differ, as each has its own territory and responsibilities. The ways in which the peoples of the Sierra Nevada have interacted with outsiders and what they have chosen to say have a long history, guided by the leaders of all four peoples. Over the course of this book, what you are reading is mainly the wisdom and perspective of the Kogi, yet in a few instances, for simplicity, I refer to the Kogi when in fact I am sharing the collective wisdom of all four peoples.

This book is much more than a teaching from the Kogi; it is their urgent message to us, the Younger Brothers and Sisters. The Kogi asked me to write this book for them; it is their book and a unique opportunity for the Kogi to speak to us directly. This is rare, because the quotes, conversations, stories, and myths of the Kogi shared in this book take you straight into their world and reveal a sense of how it is to sit with the elders and to listen to their words.4

* * *

THE KOGI SPEAK MAINLY FROM THEIR OWN FRAME OF REFERENCE, and as an Indigenous people, largely about nature and its destruction—which they speak of as direct witnesses over millennia.

When I first heard the Kogi speak about the natural devastation in the world, I was immediately confronted by my own internal conflict and prejudice. I had read or heard so often that the biggest extinction of species since the beginning of history was happening right now, that the climate was changing rapidly, and that humans—specifically those of us who live in the modern industrial world—were to blame. I read of widely publicized environmental conferences where governments are unable to find agreement on even the bare minimum to reverse or halt the destruction of nature, and where some very influential countries do not even send delegates.

I find this all deeply worrying and anxiety inducing—yet I am in internal conflict, questioning, how can I, living in a modern city, truly make lasting change?

While I can ride a bicycle, eat organic food, and renounce the use of plastic bags, am I wholeheartedly prepared to radically alter my entire lifestyle to enable significant and lasting change? And as much as I, and many other people, want change, where and how does one even begin in a society that relies on comfort and conformity over all else?

To what extent are the Kogi’s daily lives and realities, and the underlying principles they live by, transferable to my modern way of living?

To get closer to the answer, it is essential to dive into the Kogi’s world of thought and to unearth and understand their principles and actions, to better decipher, step by step, the transferable qualities within their daily existence.

It is important to note that the sections in which the Kogi speak are not reworked; the phrasings remain original and authentic and are sometimes very direct.

The Kogi way of speaking is very different from ours, their speeches can often span broad contexts, and their words can act as a gateway to other realms. As they deliberately do not have a written culture, the spoken word is their way to cultivate their memory. Words are precious to the Kogi, and by speaking them, the words are kept alive. The Kogi begin their threads of thought at the origin, with what they call the original thoughts.

You will notice that only the male wisdom carriers of the Kogi, the Mamos, have their say in this book. This is simply because, being a man, I was invited to spend my evenings and nights after dusk in the ceremonial house of the men. In their culture, men are taught by men and women are taught by women. And of course the wise women of the Kogi, the Sakas, are just as knowledgeable and adept as their male counterparts at accessing, upholding, and sharing the ancient traditional wisdom.

The Kogi’s invitation to us is not to visit their tropical mountain home in Colombia. They do not want to be visited and ask to be left alone. The invitation is rather to understand their view of the world. They wish this book to reach us, in our exponentially developing yet decaying modern societies, so that we may be inspired to remember our essence and why we are here on this planet.

* * *

THE KOGI BELIEVE THAT OUR LIFE IS AFFECTED BY THE QUESTIONS we ask ourselves and others; it is their way to inspire balanced thoughts and actions. They do this ritually around the fire at night in the nuhué, the ceremonial hut. But they also pose questions to themselves over the course of the day. During my time with the Kogi, over and over they asked me: Why don’t you people in the modern world think more about life? Why are you only preoccupied with yourself and the material world? Does this make you happy and feel good? The Kogi see that it is time for us to pause and consider important questions, because for them the discovery of these answers commits each of us to a better way of life, to slow down and contemplate our inner and outer worlds. They say that real change on earth begins with recognizing within ourselves our innate nature and our individual tasks in the world.

Due to the high regard the Kogi place on upholding what is intrinsically one’s own, they have always been reluctant to reveal their way of living. Mama José Gabriel, for example, only started sharing his knowledge after we had told him about ourselves and our way of life. In the beginning, he had always talked about general principles and the broader view of things. Sometimes, however, we did learn details about the specific cultural solutions the Kogi apply to certain challenges. Often, though, the elder Mamo looked at us confused and asked, “Why do you want to know exactly how we do things? What good does it do for you? It’s about you finding your own ways again! You know these things too. You just have to remember.”

The Kogi’s approach to solving conflicts, maintaining preventive health care, and organizing the needs of humans in harmony with those of all other living beings is anything but primitive. The culture of the Kogi has existed for more than four thousand years without any written tradition. Having a complex system made it possible for the Kogi to constantly adapt to new circumstances while also preserving meaningful tradition. The fact that members live in small huts does not mean they are primitive or have no vital knowledge to share with the world. The well-developed and truly reciprocal social structure of the Kogi is very successful, and even if a direct use of the principle of, say, esuamas,5 is not so clear to us at first, it can inspire us to consider our relationship to our ancestral territories.

The Kogi do not have ready-made solutions for global problems; instead, they offer us a view of the world that differs fundamentally from our underlying, and often limiting, assumptions and ideas. They present us with an opportunity to see through a different set of eyes and to detect something new that can guide us out of our destructive and constricted approaches and patterns.

They do not share these words with us so that we simply fight the symptoms of our imbalanced modern society. They do not offer tools, methods, techniques, or goal-oriented achievement models; they offer something far more valuable: refined ancient principles and perspectives that reveal practical wisdom. As we listen to their ancient wisdom, let us remember that the Kogi don’t want us to imitate their way of life; they share their thoughts and words for us to begin a deep process of realization and remembrance within ourselves, and within our own habitat and environment. This book is an invitation to sit, and walk, beside me, as I journey through the villages and land of the Kogi and listen to the words of their ancestors and their hearts.

Like all journeys, we must begin at the entrance and threshold, and that place is the nuhué, an awe-inspiring hut, their space of ceremony and prayer, a place where meaning and wisdom are imbued in every action and word that is offered within the walls of this ancient wooden structure. There the Kogi engage in a practice of posing questions around the fire at night. One person asks the question and then after some silent contemplation, various people offer their views.

We ask you to consider these questions in your own life, in your communities, your schools, your workplaces, your relationships.

On entering the nuhué, one enters a darkness—for the Kogi, it is the darkness of the eternal womb of the universe, in which one’s own energies, thoughts, and feelings are nurtured. In the nuhué the different aspects within a person become balanced. This happens in the darkness because in the natural world, that is where the stars become visible. For the Kogi, the stars are an absolute expression of cosmic order that light up in the darkness. The perception of time in the nuhué at night is different, like a spiral, and it creates a sense of many worlds existing at the same moment.





Chapter One

What Did You See Today?

I had long been aware of how our assumptions and our beliefs of the world affect our thinking and our interactions.1 Yet, this was only in theory; it was not until I met the Kogi that I experienced it in reality: for the first time in my life I found myself in an environment and group of people who hold truly differing views and life experience to my own.

But let’s start at the beginning, how I first heard the words of this people. I had gone to Frankfurt to assist in onstage translation for the visiting Kogi elder. It was a last-minute request from the organizer, who did not have a translator. I hoped my Spanish would be good enough, but without hesitation I felt compelled to help. This was the first time I had been onstage to translate. I was nervous, but excited to be there.

The noise and chatter in the large hall fell still as the Mamo began to speak, his soft yet precise words reverberating through the silence:

My name is Mama José Gabriel Alimaco and I come from the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta. The Sierra Nevada is the heart of the world. There are four peoples living together: the Kogi, the Arhuaco, the Wiwa, and the Kankuamo. We are the guardians of the Sierra Nevada, the heart of the world.

In the beginning of time everything was in darkness and there was nothing but thoughts. There was no earth, no trees, no animals, and no stones. . . . Then Jaba Sé created Sezhankua in Aluna, the world of thoughts.2

Jaba Sé was unable to move.

First Sezhankua created the earth in the form of a small black stone. In the beginning the earth was very, very small and was just stone, nothing more.

Then he created the water and then eventually the Sierra Nevada with its animals, trees, mountains, rivers, forests, and its people: first the Kogi, then the Arhuaco, then the Wiwa, and finally the Kankuamo. The four peoples of the Sierra Nevada are the Elder Brothers, they were created first, and Sezhankua gave them the Sierra Nevada to guard.

Then the earth got bigger. She kept growing and eventually became very big. Sezhankua has given a small territory to us Kogi so that we can take care of it. He also gave the Younger Brother a territory so that they could live there and maintain it.3

However, at the time when Sezhankua gave all the peoples their tasks, such as what to do, what they shall be responsible for, and how to take care of the earth, at some point around three or four o’clock at night the Younger Brother fell asleep.

Up to this day the Younger Brother has not been able to speak for very long. He gets tired after eight hours at the latest. We Kogi sometimes speak for nine days and nine nights without a break.

Sezhankua had given the Younger Brothers their territory to live in, containing sacred places to take care of. He gave us the Sierra Nevada, a very small territory, for us to guard the heart of the world, but the Younger Brother has forgotten what Sezhankua told him to do.

The Spanish came to Colombia; the Younger Brothers had their own part of the earth to live on, but they still came to us. Many of us were killed. They brought many diseases and many of us died. They wanted our gold and took it. We had no money and no ships, but we had gold in every house. There was gold in every house and it hung in the trees. It was alive, it was a pagamento to the earth.4 The Younger Brothers took it because they didn’t understand. Now the gold is dead and sits useless in your museums. It no longer has a task. However, we Elder Brothers said, “Nevertheless, we will live together with the Younger Brothers because they are our brothers and they have come to us.”

From that point on the Younger Brothers started to take more and more land. So we climbed high into the mountains and retreated into caves. The Younger Brothers started to live on the land at the foot of the Sierra, but they did not show respect. They disregarded the animals, they disregarded the trees, they disregarded the stones, the rivers and springs, and they disregarded the sacred places and did not care for them and did not nurture them. That has not changed in the past five hundred years.

We have waited. Some time ago, however, we Mamos saw that it cannot go on like this.5 Sezhankua has given us the heart of the world to take care of, but we asked ourselves, how can we tend to it when we no longer have access to many sacred places? How can we take care of it when the Younger Brothers disregard our sacred places and we ourselves live high up in the mountains and can no longer reach these places?

If we don’t take care of the Sierra, the heart of the world, it will die. It will die, and since it is the heart, the whole world will die. From the heart downward the world is already dead, from the heart upward the world is still alive. The Sierra can only live if we get back to our sacred places and if we connect to life through them. When we make a pagamento in the sacred places, we respect the earth. We give something of ourselves for what we receive so that the earth remains in balance. When you buy something in the store, you also pay a lot of money, but you pay nothing for what the earth gives to you. However, if we do not take care of the earth and nourish her, everything will get even more out of balance and she will die and therefore we will also die.

The power, and piercing nature, of the Mamo’s words echoed through the hall, and a breathless silence engulfed the room.

* * *

FOR MORE THAN FIVE HUNDRED YEARS, SINCE THE SPANISH conquest, the Kogi have only on a few rare occasions reached out to us, and regardless of how little we have heeded their attempts to highlight ongoing devastation, they haven’t given up. The Kogi accepted the necessity of being in contact with the outside world for real change to emerge. Even though the vast majority of us Younger Brothers and Sisters believe that our modern world is separate from the world of Indigenous people, the opposite is true. For a real change to take place, dialogue is imperative, and without first listening there can be no dialogue. We must begin to acknowledge that the survival of Indigenous people and their ancestral traditions is inextricably interwoven with our own survival. That without such groups of people upholding and sharing their knowledge and wisdom, what we lose is beyond comprehension; it is the living embodiment and experience of a deeply reciprocal and highly balanced relationship with the earth that sustains us. It is this knowledge that for centuries has been the basis of the dialogue that has been offered to us, and that we have ignored. Why has the essence of life, or in other terms, the animating vital energy of existence or life force, which influences so much of the Kogi’s thinking, and that of many other Indigenous peoples, been largely lost in our thinking? We rarely consider this essence of all life.

OLD ROADS LEAD TO NEW PERSPECTIVES

The doors of the train close behind me, and with that, my partner and I leave behind a cold and gray winter morning in Frankfurt, Germany. Shuffling through the packed train to find a seat, we are surrounded by a vibrant mix of people. It is around seven in the morning and we are heading to the airport to fly to Colombia to meet with the Kogi.

The train rattles along, shaking us into a dull alertness under its bright sterile lights and lack of air. The people around us, staring drearily into their smartphones and blankly into space, most of whom are wearing suits, likely on their way to work at one of Frankfurt’s many banks or hotels, share one main commonality despite their external differences: an overriding sense of joylessness. I am jolted into a realization: almost no one seems aware of their surroundings, transfixed as they are by the vibration of a WhatsApp message or an internal monologue.

As quick as this thought comes up, I too am reminded to be present; we have to change trains. The train screeches to a halt, and we disembark. On the platform people are darting in all directions, it is a rush hour melee. It seems as though the morning journey to work is just another mechanical action that takes us from one place to another; it feels totally devoid of vitality or connection. We finally arrive at the airport; relief fills my body, not only from what I am leaving behind, but also from the realization that we are one step closer to what is waiting for us.

Standing in line for check-in, my thoughts begin to wander to the past, and memories start to appear. During my university studies I did internships abroad and stayed in Mozambique, Jordan, Pakistan, Israel, and Palestine. I got to live with, and to some extent know, other cultures. I learned parts of other languages. All these experiences were essential, but not for the reasons I assumed at the time. What I came to witness and comprehend was the astounding depth and far reach of how homogenization had taken over the minds of the people, in both their culture and their way of thinking.

The picture is still very present in my mind: driving from the Aeroporto Internacional de Maputo, the airport of the capital of Mozambique, to the city center. I looked out of the taxi window, and even though I was thousands of kilometers away on another continent, what I saw had so many identical features to what I had seen in, say, Brazil, or Peru, or Venezuela. The outskirts of many places in South America and Maputo looked almost identical, as if just simply transposed. Everywhere the same colorful painted huts, the Coca-Cola advertising, the small stores full of endless cheap plastic household goods, the street vendors pushing their carts down the road, loudly shouting about the contents of their offerings—from gas bottles to fruit to homemade pastries. I would later see almost indistinguishable scenes in Amman and Islamabad.

Despite an ever-growing collection of travel experiences and journeys, at the beginning of each new trip I would always find myself in awe of how each place awakened my senses. I felt the distinct richness of a country that can only be found in its colors, smells, tastes, sounds, and encounters.

Yet, at the same time, with each new country I would arrive in, an awareness began to open of seeing beyond any differences from the last country, and the country before that. There was just an overriding realization of how the globalization of these places was affecting the way we live and think. A globalized way of thinking, and a globalized world, does not only mean greater connection and expansion but also often results in the loss of any originality and what is innately individual.

I observed across vast distances, from the cities of the Himalayas in northern Pakistan to the dense rainforest of Brazil, to the coast of Mozambique and the deserts of Jordan, that any supposed differences in how people were existing in the world felt, in many ways, superficial. Beyond the customary cultural diversity of food, clothing, religious identity, customs, and language, in many urban societies, people’s experiences and perceptions of the world are becoming more assimilated.

The aim of most young people, and often older people too, is almost the same everywhere, regardless of religion or country of origin. It is fundamentally a matter of belonging, of social recognition and social advancement, financial security, and a good job or career. Throughout many countries it is not only life aspirations that converge but also many approaches to problems, and thus the ways of people’s thinking and perspectives.

On the one hand, this reduces the pool of potential solutions and results, while on the other, our mental limitations become far more common. The growing uniformity of people’s thoughts can be found in the cafés of Islamabad, the offices of Amman, and the banks of Lima. These experiences provide me with more than enough proof of the necessity of visiting the Kogi, and the likely far reach of their knowledge and experiences, as a people who live far from this ever-increasing globalized way of thinking.

The way in which we perceive both our micro- and macroworld has traditionally been heavily connected to where we live and has been formed over thousands of years into what we call culture. Our way of thinking, the self-conceptualizing structure of our thoughts, as well as the thoughts themselves are an essential part of it. We must remember that one of the central revelations of anthropology states that our environment does not exist in an absolute sense but is a model of reality. Different models exist with different results and consequences, and yet even those that are deemed good models have their own limitations and problems, just as those seen as lesser models offer potentials and momentum.

Wade Davis, in his TED Talk “Dreams from Endangered Cultures,” speaks of an ethnosphere that covers the earth, that is, a network of the myriad cultures that exist, a web that connects all spiritual and cultural life and is as important for the well-being of the planet as the biosphere, the biological web of life that also covers the earth.6 This cultural web of life can be defined as the sum of all thoughts, dreams, myths, ideas, inspirations, and instincts that have been discovered and cultivated by the human imagination since the dawn of consciousness.

Just as the biosphere is reduced by the drastic extinction of species, the lasting legacy of the ethnosphere is eroded by the progress of homogenization: the only difference is that this erosion of culture happens much faster than in the biosphere. One of the crucial indicators of this is the disappearance of languages. In relation to the total number, languages are dying out at a much faster rate than animal and plant species. When a language disappears, a perspective on the world disappears, because some aspects can only be accurately expressed, or perhaps even thought, with certain words of a specific language.

We are quickly becoming a world devoid of individual identity and cultural character, one whose imagination and creativity is being diluted and dulled at an alarming rate. What we truly lose in a world of global conformity and sameness will sadly only become strikingly clear after it is too late. What is already clear to me is that as long as homogenization continues, the more a personal limitation or blockage becomes a commonplace one, and the more we continue to create a world that cannot develop and flourish with bold, individually driven inspiration and ingenuity. The modern world suffers greatly from human interference, psychological turmoil, ecological destruction, and the increasing global crisis of societies that lack meaning in their lives, which is not only harming individuals, but is also destabilizing entire countries. Even though we have made great technological advancements, we have little more than superficial solutions to our ever-increasing issues, and this is exactly where the core strength of the Kogi lies. They have vast knowledge of how to care for, and increase, the essence of life that is within everything and maintain its foundations and principles in an incredibly intelligent and acute way. The practice of these astute principles enables not only a different way of being in the world, and interacting with it, but also assists in creating greater technological solutions and forms of structure and organization that complement the living world, and that do not destroy it. This is beyond doubt the Kogi’s immense value to all of humanity, as they are bearers and guardians of this wisdom.

It is not just about feeling alive, it is about stepping into dialogue with the aliveness of everything, especially the earth. The Kogi often told me, bluntly, that by observing our way of life, they perceive us as practically dead.

When was the last time you can honestly say you felt fully alive, fully in tune and in balance with the world around you?

That you spent time in pure awareness of the natural world, without activating your analytical mind, simply observing the details and inspiring qualities of nature?

That you allowed yourself to be submerged by the miraculous sensations of being alive?

When was the last time you considered life from another, new, perspective, from a person or being other than yourself, and what might you witness, what might you hear?

When was the last time you truly listened to the silence of life?





Chapter Two

What Thoughts Have You Been Thinking?

Back in Germany I had heard the Kogi Mamo share his message several times over several days of his six-day tour of Germany. Each time left me feeling a different emotion. This was a man not merely sharing potential problems and solutions, but he was also sharing his own experience of living in a deeply profound relation with the natural world and what the suffering of our planet is doing to the ecosystem that sustains him, his people, and all of humanity.

In his talk below, Mama José Gabriel refers to his hat. The Mamo hats are made from tightly knit white cotton, in a conical shape with a pointy top. They are their antennae to the higher realms and are emblematic of being a Mamo. Designed to indicate the lineage and esuamas of origin of the Mamo—the sacred places in the Sierra Nevada—the hats have different colored horizontal lines depicting the different climate levels that can be found on the mountains of the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta. A Mamo is able to read another Mamo’s hat for information. Mama José Gabriel speaks:

We are the Kogi, we are the firstborn, and we still think the original thoughts. Today I’m talking about things that we experience in the mountains, in the rivers, on the heights, and in the forests of the Sierra. However, this is not just something that happens in the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta, but on the whole planet, even in the entire universe. Jaba Seinekun, Mother Earth, is getting worse.

Sezhankua arranged everything, without exception. Everything is in order. The lines on my hat show exactly where snow can fall, where we live, how everything is coherent.1

In Colombia we live at the highest point, the Younger Brother lives below. The water flows from the top downward, then it comes back up from the bottom. The people below pollute the water heavily, even though it is the blood of the earth.2 That’s why there is so much drought. The mother of the water, Jaba Nikuitzi, is sick. The water comes from the lakes up in the mountains. My hat represents it all. Everything looks small on it, this is how Sezhankua sees the things, for us though they are very big. When the elders say that something is going to happen, we listen to them.

Diseases arise because something is out of balance. People get sick because they are out of balance with themselves and with the world. The earth is in a great imbalance because we mistreat the sacred places. We are all children of the sacred places of the earth. We are all children of the water, the wind, the trees, the animals, the sun, and the mountains. We couldn’t live without them.

What would we drink if there was no water?

What would we eat if the sun didn’t make the plants grow?

How could the plants grow if the wind didn’t distribute the
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