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      The first realm a human can enter within is the psyche itself — the vast terrain of memory, experience, and the echoes of our own reactions. Yet the mind is never truly alone on this inward journey. Even when it feels isolated, it is accompanied by the quiet infinity it belongs to.

      There is often a fear of looking inside. So how does one transform that fear into a response to the ancient question: Who am I?

      The most generous path is the one guided by curiosity. When curiosity ignites the search, the mind can will its descent into its own depths. At first, the dives may be brief — small immersions into unfamiliar territory — but with time, the inner realm begins to feel less foreign. Slowly, curiosity grows stronger, inviting us deeper into this hidden world.

      As we explore, the mind becomes wiser about itself, and wiser also about its relationship with the outer world.

      Curiosity is a sign of openness to life. Some might call it courage — and in truth, it does take courage to face one’s own infinite self.
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      “Infinity” is a difficult concept for the human mind to grasp. And to experience it through the grace of a plant Spirit goes far beyond the reach of language. Life in this realm is nothing less than a School, quietly preparing us to face the endless Realms within. Even the briefest glimpse of the unfathomable helps us prepare for the moment when we will finally awaken.

      When the vision opened, I could see in all directions at once — a full 360 degrees. It is nearly impossible to describe, yet that is how it unfolded. My attention could move anywhere, but everything was the same boundless expanse, filled with endless rows of radiant diamonds. They formed curtain-like structures, stretching into eternity. Crystalline light infused the entire vision, and the diamonds shone in all colors. I had no idea what they were. The vision was so overwhelming that my mind fell silent. I simply stood there, in awe.

      When the vision faded, a shiver of pure fear ran through me. My mind could not comprehend such immensity. I feared I might never survive the plunge into that vastness. And yet I knew that one day I would have to face it — and in that ultimate Reality, I would finally be.

      Our Spirit is like a drop of water falling into an infinite Ocean. How could we not feel fear at the thought of dissolving into such immensity?

      Even now, knowing that Yagé continues to open these inner Realms, I still feel like a tiny spark of fire standing before the furnace of the Sun. As humans here in the material world, sensing or suspecting that there is so much more within us, we can hardly comprehend the magnitude of Life. This school we are in cannot prepare us completely. We must graduate here, in this ordinary existence, only to begin a new cycle in higher realms. The wonders awaiting us — I cannot even imagine.

      I feel small, and yet deeply blessed to have been given the chance to witness even a fraction of the Immensity of God’s creation. Everything else becomes just a few lines in a poem, an attempt to express the mystery and the awe that Life truly is.

      Blessed are the poets who manage to convey even a spark of this feeling.
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      We have always been Souls sailing across an endless Sea. This life is only another port where we come ashore for a while — to meet new friends, share laughter and sometimes tears, gather lessons, build and dream, rediscover the old, explore the new, and educate ourselves until the Ship calls again, and we return to the open waters.

      When the horn of the Ship sounds, we may still have a little time to say farewell — to friends, to places, to the memories that shaped us. Those memories are the only luggage we carry onboard.

      One night, grandfather taita Pacho told me:

      “When we depart this life, we Yagé drinkers receive a final gift from the Creator. We travel once more through every place we visited in life. We see, one last time, all the people we met. We remember our entire lifetime — everything we did, everything we saw, everything we felt. Only then do we continue our journey forward.”

      One afternoon, I was sitting on my mother’s veranda in southern Brazil. It was 2 PM. Suddenly, out of nowhere, I felt the strong presence of taita Pacho beside me. I knew he had been ill for some time, and it had been half a year since I last saw him. I was on vacation, and a thought crossed my mind:

      Maybe something happened to him…

      The feeling faded, but it remained in my mind. The next day, a friend wrote to tell me that he had passed away — at that very same moment. It had been noon in Colombia, 2 PM in southern Brazil.

      Indeed, he had come to say goodbye.

      On the Ship, we dream a thousand dreams as we drift across the Vastness, waiting for the next port. When we are reborn, we do not remember those dreams — but our Spirit does. It whispers them into our lives, and we believe we are dreaming them for the first time.

      But no — all has been dreamed before, on that Ship in the endless Sea. This life is simply the process of remembering.

      To bring those dreams into reality is the reason we are here. Yet it is so easy to drift through life doing things that have nothing to do with our true dreams, always promising ourselves that someday we will follow them.

      As a Dreamer, I have watched throughout my life how the dreams I carried from the Ship slowly unfolded. I never made plans — I simply followed my Heart, always. And now I can say to myself with peace:

      You followed your dreams, and you followed your Heart — always.

      One day, I will return to the Ship. My luggage will be light, as my life has been. I will dream many more dreams and wait patiently for the Ship to reach another port.

      And while I’m there, I know I will meet many of you. Together, we will dream our next adventure — whether on this beautiful Planet or somewhere else.

      So follow your Heart. Follow your dreams.

      That is why you are here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Realm of Crystalline Light

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      The picture above is the gate into that Realm.

      Once, in your Dreaming, when you are able to step beyond the band of human thought—the source of the first level of Dreaming—you move into a dark expanse with distant Stars above. And eventually, you arrive at the gate.

      I drew this scene many years ago, after a Yagé ceremony, without understanding what I had witnessed. Today, while looking through old drawings, I found it again. A surge of energy rose to my head, and suddenly I remembered. Like a piece of a puzzle falling into place, I realized that the visions I’ve been having in recent ceremonies are of that gate, and what lies beyond it.

      During a ceremony in the Chandia N’aen, the vision began with a wall of hexagons, softly glowing in light yellow and cream tones. A whirlpool formed at the center, spinning counterclockwise, and the gate opened. I passed through. On the other side stretched an immense city made of solid white light. Low buildings, narrow alleys, small parks—endless geometric structures in pure, radiant colors. Everything was made of light, but it was a solid light, structured and alive.

      I began to move forward while singing. My chant guided me, pulling me deeper into the city. At an open space, I changed my song, and pure crystalline light descended from above, permeating everything before my eyes.

      I came out wondering what this place was—not so much where.

      In the following ceremony, I returned. This time I was moving along a street, and on my left side there were many doors, like the red ones in my drawing. Then the vision deepened. A line appeared, dividing the scene, and I sank downward, pulled by an illness that needed the taita’s healing.

      A couple of nights ago—just before dawn—I slipped into Dreaming again, and back into the same vision. This time, I opened one of the red doors and went through.

      What I saw next would have made my jaw drop, if I had one in that place. The land was covered in vibrant green grass, with countless trees and clear waters forming streams and natural ponds. I moved along, watching many fish swimming—some species I recognized, even eels in the shallow waters. Then I met people.

      They greeted me warmly. They weren’t surprised to see me, and we spoke English. They explained they were raising the fish for food, in a natural environment. They showed me a pond with sea fish, and when I wondered how saltwater could flow so far inland, they explained they simply added sea salt to the ponds, and the fish thrived.

      Then a bell rang inside my mind.

      I am in the New Earth!

      As if hearing my thought, they smiled and said:

      “Yes, this is it.”

      A wave of deep familiarity flooded me. I woke with goosebumps covering my body, a chill running up my spine, while memories of old Dreams resurfaced—Dreams I had never fully understood. Dreams of giant Trees bearing oversized fruits, gardens of incredible beauty, all bathed in crystalline light. If you have ever looked at sunlight through a clear crystal, you know the quality of that light.

      I remembered Dreams of the Maya world—landscapes filled with streams and stone floodgates that changed the water’s direction, irrigating the land evenly. A panel-like table made of green jade controlled the levels. By pressing some sections down and others up, I could redirect the flow. Between the channels, magnificent gardens flourished, fruits growing far larger than those of our world. And the same crystalline light bathed everything. I never saw a Sun in the sky. The light was even, everywhere.

      Memories are beginning to pour back—long-lost Dreams returning.

      I always knew that one day the gates would burst open and the remembering would begin. And now, it is happening.

      This morning, reading through one of my small booklets filled with Dream notes, it happened again. A few lines triggered memories I had forgotten—like being gifted Eagle feathers three times by two taitas, and a Dream in which I went to cut Yagé for preparation. The plant was shining with a beautiful light, and on the ground lay parrot feathers. When I gathered them, they turned into Eagle feathers in my hands.

      How could I have forgotten such a beautiful Dream?

      I am thrilled.
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      One day, while traveling across the United States with my girlfriend, we arrived in New Orleans. It was around 5 PM, so we hurried to find a parking spot, left my old station wagon, and headed straight into the streets. We wanted to enjoy the night, the music, the atmosphere—and it didn’t take long before the city revealed one of its unforgettable moments.

      A man stood on the sidewalk, dressed in colorful clothes, clearly from India. Back in 1987, real hippies were still common in the US, and he was certainly one of them—nothing like the “hippie fashion” you see today coming out of fancy stores.

      In front of him he had a string instrument, an Indian santoor or perhaps a swaramandal, and he was playing it with two thin metal hammers. We joined him, enchanted by the sound of the instrument and the softness of his voice.

      The song he sang spoke poetically about Life—about what it feels like to live in constant movement, free as the wind that soothes the soul, yet trapped in a heavy body, while the imagination remains boundless. His music carried us away with him.

      Then, gently, he let his voice fall and stopped playing. Slowly we emerged from the trance-like moment… and only then did we understand why he had stopped.

      We were soaked.

      It was raining.

      And we were the only three people standing there in the downpour—completely unaware that it had even begun. I suppose the water reaching his instrument forced him to stop.

      Like waking from a dream, we ran for cover. And just as suddenly, the man was gone—disappeared into the streets of New Orleans.

      He left behind a real, living sense of what the River of Life truly is:

      Fluidity.

      Always moving.
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      Many years ago, I had a terrible nightmare. I was already well along the medicine path—over a year into it—and for a long time I thought the dream was somehow related to the work. But it was something else entirely.

      In that nightmare I found myself lying on a kind of table. A blinding white light shone directly into my eyes. I couldn’t move; my body was completely paralyzed. I knew I wasn’t alone—there was a presence, or several, around me. Then an electric shock hit my genitals, forcing an orgasm out of me.

      In my mind I screamed profanities at whoever or whatever was doing that to me. I was furious—furious beyond measure.

      When I came out of that nightmare, I yelled at God: Why did You allow this to happen to me?

      But of course, there was no answer.

      The nightmare never truly left me. It remained in the back of my mind, like an unresolved echo. I had read before—and later—about alien abductions, and I became quite convinced that something like that had happened to me. But I never spoke about it, never told anyone. It felt too strange, too out of place. Easier to let it sink into silence.

      Years later, I watched a documentary about alien implants, and ever since, I had this sensation—like a flea behind my ear—that something might be inside my body as well. But I could never find a clue, and neither the medicine nor the healers I’ve worked with revealed anything.

      Until yesterday.

      Yesterday I received a long healing from a dear Lady in Colorado—the same one who helped me resolve that umbilical cord issue some time ago. I asked her to help finish the healing I recently received, when shards of glass were extracted from my head and neck. I felt there was still something unresolved.

      Indeed, she saw the wounds were still open, and she closed them with a soft pink healing energy. Then suddenly, she became startled:

      “Look what I found here—two alien implants!”

      One was attached to a nerve; the other lodged somewhere else in my head. The one in the nerve was causing intense pain. As she worked to remove it, I clearly saw it: a thin metallic rod, one end embedded deep into the nerve, stuck in an unhealed wound. I could see something oozing from it as she pulled it out. When I asked what she saw, she explained that she saw it energetically—but that physically it resembled a small metal cylinder.

      She removed both implants and continued the healing. Then she noticed that a chakra above the crown was severely damaged. It couldn’t be repaired. So she called upon her healing Spirits, and they removed it entirely and replaced it with a new one—like swapping out a damaged component for a fresh, working one.

      Throughout the healing, I saw blue light spreading through my entire body—a deep cobalt blue—branching like roots or small lightning bolts. She guided me to expand it beyond my auric field and leave it radiating outward.

      Once again, I saw her healing light as a cluster of brilliant blue Stars—the same ones I had seen in my first healing with her.

      We often hear stories like these with a grain of salt…

      until it happens to us—until we see it, feel it, experience it firsthand.

      I am deeply grateful for her and for the healing she brought into my life. And I know this much:

      I will never again read accounts of alien abductions with skeptical eyes. Never again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Backpack

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I remember reading in one of Castaneda’s books, many years ago, that we all carry an invisible umbilical cord to our mothers throughout life, and that only when she passes away is that cord finally severed.

      Lately I have been dreaming the same dream over and over. I was searching everywhere for my backpack, never finding it, convinced it had been stolen. I would wake up annoyed, with a heavy feeling I couldn’t shake. I kept wondering what these dreams were trying to say. My backpack is, in many ways, all I truly own in this life. It’s the one thing I’ve carried for the past twenty years—just the essentials: a few clothes, my laptop, a flashlight, a Swiss knife, and a handful of useful objects. Everything else in my life is temporary, tied only to the place where I am staying. Each time I move, I simply give away whatever I have accumulated: the bed, the small pieces of furniture, the things needed for that particular chapter. Life has been simple and light this way, free from material attachments.

      Trying to understand the dreams, I asked a friend what he thought. He suggested it might have something to do with my mother. I doubted it at first.

      But the last two dreams revealed everything.

      In the first, I finally found my backpack—and it was light, almost shining, as if brand-new.

      In the second, I went to my mother’s house—a place that
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