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Preface

 


The Key of Andromeda is based
on a set of information I received in 2000, while I was living in a
retreat area, which I was responsible for, in the Zêzere riverbanks in
Portugal. Every day we would gather in a silent retreat by the
fireplace in the evening. Actually, it was the only ritual we used
to have. And every day at that same time a feminine Being would
come forward and would stay with us. We were sure that this Being
was part of those waters by the scent of its presence and the
lightness of its manifestation; however, it never formally
introduced itself nor was channeled. Its way of communication was
through silence, and in that silence, it embodied my mind, as if,
through it, it was thinking the images that later would be decoded
into words. It was in one of those moments that the information
about ‘The Key of Andromeda’ came up and it has been kept like that
for all these years. Now, eleven years later, and after this book
has been asking to be born, I realized that this would be the right
time to release all that knowledge.






I also took the opportunity to
fetch a few ancient texts, forgotten in my trunk,
in particular the
first Chapter, which is over twenty years old and written shortly
after reading the book that changed my life and was responsible for
my awakening. The book is called Shambhala and it was written by
Andrew Thomas. Reading it caused such an impact on me that broke
down the skeptical and analytical mind of a seventeen-year-old boy
who only believed in science, and thus transforming him into
someone that started, since then, to search for other kinds of
knowledge and experience. I decided to maintain the Chapter as it
was written twenty years ago, as a tribute to this striking book,
being the Llama, who Andrew Thomas meets in Tibet and who he talks
with, the source of inspiration for the creation of the character
of that same Chapter.



Deep Peace,

Pedro Elias

















Chapter I


1


Pedestals with small sheep were
extended across the entrance of the Karnak Temple, all of them with
the image of Pharaoh Amenophis III, carved in polished stone.
Behind the imposing sheep was the Hypostyle Hall with its 134
plant-shaped
columns, symbolizing the vegetation around the mythical Island of
Creation. The walls were decorated with hieroglyphic inscriptions
and scenes representing Ramesses II making offerings to Amon, the
god protector of the city of Tebas.

Isabel
entered the
main room with other tourists, contemplating the grandeur of the
ruins with more than 3500 years old. The doors bounded the room,
whose ceiling had long collapsed, although a few stone blocks were
still balancing on the cup-opening columns. Some Pharaoh statues
were among the thick columns, cut in the angled shadows of that
massive stone maze.

A week
before, she
had made a trip through Tanzania, Kenya, and Uganda. Isabel made
this trip to forget the hard times she had gone through her
divorce, which had come to an end a month before. She had left her
husband, Bernard, due to their total incompatibility. There, in the
harsh and wild nature of the Serengeti landscapes, in the rugged
dryness of Kilimanjaro, Isabel could breathe a little more of her
essence, recovering something that she had been losing over the
years: her Self. By the Lake Victoria banks, she was getting free
from old burdens, soothing her way towards a new path, which was
being outlined before her. On the days she spent in one of the
islands of the lake, an idyllic place full of white sandy beaches,
fishing villages and a starry sky like no other, Isabel was touched
by the scents of her Soul, by the sweet freshness of a presence
that gradually filled the emptiness and the void inside her. Then
she headed to Jinja, already in Uganda, where she visited the
mythical springs of the Nile River. When she put her feet on that
fresh water, Isabel felt like reborn. Here a new story was still to
be written, although always outlined by the river banks gently
flowing to the Sea. At the end of the trip, she went to Murchison
Falls National Park by boat, where she visited the imposing and
powerful waterfalls, which were like an inspiration to her, showing
that there was no way back to the old times and that she would find
all the answers by giving in to the new cycle, which was being
announced.

She was now in Egypt. The
orange sky was announcing the night, which indicated the desert was
going to freeze, and the sun was slowly dying in a gentle dive. The Nile
was nostalgically flowing through dry slopes, falling asleep on the
dry fragrances from the desert. And at the dawn awakening, Isabel
left the ruins riding a camel she had rented near the quay, went
down a sandy path, flanked by palm trees and low shrubs, towards
the river where the boat was anchored. This one reminded her of
those from Mississipi, with two large side wheels powered by the
modern time's fuel.

Now she was on the boat at the
restaurant, where the musicians played folk melodies. The
waiters were
dressed in white up-to-knees coats and red fabric belts covering
part of their bellies. Their hats were also red, cone-shaped with
no beak, from which black threads were hanging. Around their necks,
they were wearing huge medallions, swaying hither and thither as
they walked. The restaurant was almost empty. Only a couple was
present on the other side of the room. Outside the restaurant
windows, the starry darkness of a crescent moon reflected itself in
the calm Nile water, sliding through a long trail of foam that was
fading away in the serenity of the slightly salient banks. Here
were lying memories of a time the ruins were trying to resurrect,
and although they only reflected the ghosts of a different
existence, no matter how big the effort was, we could only see
rocks and not people…


...The R.E.R was calmly running along
the rail, and the city landscape of Paris suburbs was sliding away
through my nostalgic gaze. The city was fainting in the pollution
of an anarchic architecture, hurting the eyes with its modern and
poorly harmonious forms. I was coming from my parents, who lived in
a small chalet at the Rothschild’s property in Ferrières, and I was
going to Paris where I studied. I was in the final year of
Archaeology Course at the Sorbonne, preparing my thesis for
graduation together with some colleagues. Archaeology has always
fascinated me since I was a child, not only by being so curious
about the past but also for all its mysticism. It was as if
everything was a game between the reality of true existence and the
existence of an invented reality, being archaeology the balance of
such a fascinating challenge.

I left the R.E.R. at Nation
station, taking the metro at line 2 till Jaurés, where I changed to
line 7bis. I was living in a small and cheap apartment I had rented
on the 19th in Des Marchais street, two hundred meters away from
Danube station, where I got off. I have been living alone since I
entered the university because it was important for me to become
independent. I regularly worked in some museums, as a guide, or for
tourism enterprises going around Paris monuments.

When I got home, I dropped my
baggage in the room. Then I went to the living room where I put on
a CD from Beethoven, and moments later, I was just lying on the sofa listening
to the Moonlight Sonata. Its notes were swirling in the melancholy
of delicate phrases, reflecting the mourning look of a tear-filled
nostalgia. And so, there I was overshadowed by the memories of a
future yet to reveal…memories without words, words without meaning…
a dying awakening so profound… weeping convulsively, with lifeless
dull tears… But what were those tears running down from my eyes
for? And what was aching so strongly and tightly in my heart
for?...The music was playing, saying wordless, whispering forgotten
sentences of an uncompleted existence… what was the meaning of
those tears? And that squeeze?... I saw a cloudy horizon of a past
future, of a slowly fainting smile, of a sleepy and numbed
awakening… Where did those tears come from? What squeeze was
that?

Minutes later, I left home,
stunned by that pain. I went through Porte Brunet Avenue, entered
the Danube station, where I took the metro. Shortly afterward, I made the
transfer to Louis Blanc station and waited for the metro line 7 on
the other side of the railroad. And there at the railroad stop were
just me and a rabbi of a long beard waiting for the metro, which
was taking a long time to come.

In the
meantime,
the metro arrived. My eyes were glued to the train window the whole
trip. I almost fell asleep, rocked by the hypnotic sound of the
rails and the carriage bounces, sliding through the stations,
without my noticing them. I decided to get off at the Châtelet, not
only because there was still some time for the hieroglyphic writing
class, but also because I loved that part of Paris. After leaving
the metro, I went past the town hall located in the square of the
Hotel de Ville. Then I stopped in front of a book stand on the
other side of the Quai de Gesvres where we could find rare copies
of authors like Jules Vallès, Kipling, George Sand, Vigny, Péguy
and many others. At the center of Arcole Bridge, which connected
the Île De La cite to the right bank of Seine, I contemplated
Saint-Chapelle tower that had been built to guard Christ’s crown of
thorns and a piece of the cross. The Seine was flowing through its
gentle water, slowly crossing the arches of several bridges. The
gracious buildings standing in parallel along the river reinforced
the poetic image of that ancient place: the germination center of
the entire city. The beauty of the architecture, the almost
imperceptible smell of the air and the river, and the gentle
breeze, were taking me in memories of a higher reality than mine,
melting down the sole existence of each piece of history that had
taken place there through different adventures, from the
Conciergerie located between Tour Bonbec and Tour d’Argent, which
during the revolution had been a political prison where Marie
Antoinette had been incarcerated, to Notre-Dame cathedral, which
was majestically standing out in The Île de la Cité, symbolizing
the essence of the entire capital in the architecture of its
ornaments.

After passing through D’Arcole
Street, I arrived at Du Parvis Notre-Dame square, where several artists
were performing for the wide-opening-eyes crowd. The children were
holding colorful balloons swinging in the morning breeze, their
faces reflecting the bored look of someone who could not understand
why there was so much the interest in watching statues and stone
buildings. And through the sound of Notre-Dame bells, I was
activated once again by the memories of an existence, which did not
belong to me, internalizing each detail of that place. The front of
the cathedral reflected the beauty of its origin, delighting my
eyes with the whiteness of the polished stone. It was as if Paris
had converged back into the time of its creation, returning to the
womb of a birth made up of history.

Minutes later, after
having tuned in the
reality of such a different and far away world, which I could not
understand or remember anything, I walked through Au Double bridge
where some artists were showing their paintings, most of them naïf
style. The boats were sailing along the serene water, plying
through the river bed in a long wavy trail. For a few moments, I
stopped gazing at the horizon, which was broken by buildings in
parallel to the river. The breeze was playing with my loose hair,
fondling my face with sweet caresses. How I felt at peace in that
place! But I continued immediately, crossing the Montebello Quai
and going through Lagrange Street to Square René garden where Saint
Julien-Le-Pauvre’s Orthodox Church was. I was at the heart of
Quartier Latin, the most typical area of Paris and the one I liked
most. The narrow streets were winding between the restaurants
flanked with delicious smells and luxuriously decorated windows,
influencing me with the atmosphere we could feel there and that,
for a moment, seemed to go beyond the physical limits of my own
existence. Then I went up to Saint-Michel Boulevard turning left at
Des École street and then in Sommerard Street, where the Middle Age
National Museum and the Cluny ruins were. My graduation training,
together with Bernard, Michel, and Max, took place there. I entered
the museum through the main gate towards a small inside courtyard
where some plants were shadowing the garden seats. Then I walked to
the door that was hidden below an atrium covered by arcades and
entered. There I met Max: the first person I had met at the
university. Although I loved Bernard, I felt for him something very
special that I could not define or, at least, did not want to for
my lack of courage.

I approached.

— Hello, Max – I said, kissing
his cheek.

— You hardly could see
me.

— Have you seen
Bernard?

— Yes, I have. He and Michael
left a few minutes ago.

— Don’t tell me they went to the
Deux Magots again!

He smiled.

— They did.

—With so many coffee shops
nearby, they always have to go down there! — I replied slightly
irritated – Aren’t they going to change!?

— You know what they are like –
Max replied in a playful smile. – They like to show off.

— Yes, I know— I was
resigned.

He followed Sommerar Street,
turning at Saint-Michel Boulevard, while I crossed alongside Paul Painlevé
Square and went through De La Sorbonne Street. I entered the
university through door 17, walked through a corridor of white
walls and brown baseboards leading to the inside terrace where we
could see the main building dome. Then I climbed the B stairs
towards the archeology wing and entered one of the rooms. We were
studying Egyptian writing after having finished the chapter
dedicated to Sanskrit, which had fascinated me by the inherent
simplicity of the symbols, although it was hard for me to
understand mentally the symbolism of its complex
hieroglyphs.

Already in the classroom, I couldn’t
concentrate on the teacher’s words echoing in a deep bottomless and
spiral-shaped hole, plunging my consciousness into a complete
incomprehensible reality. I ended up falling asleep to the hypnotic
sound of the words resounding like an annoying hammering, seeing
myself sailing through a river without water, without banks,
without life. Then I heard a child crying convulsively flooding the
river with its tears, seeing after that the enlightened hands of a
greater existence than mine that dragged the riverbanks to the
limits of my walking. Now I was sailing on the innocence of a fluid
truth, on the clearness of infinite wisdom… but what tears were
those coming from my eyes? And what was that pain squeezing my
heart?...The breeze was playing with my hair, speaking without
words… What did those tears and that squeeze mean?... The bright
horizon looked at me in a broad smile unfolding into waves of joy,
awakening a future I wasn’t aware of, but I was already
experiencing, a pearl of wisdom, ignored but already learned… What
tears were those? What squeeze was that?

I woke up at the end of the
class, lifting my head with a sleepy look. From my colleagues’
bowing look, I realized I hadn’t lost much. Lucky me! And soon I left the
university by the door to De La Sorbonne square, where you could
see some street cafés when turning right at Saint-Michel Boulevard,
which I crossed. I could have caught the metro at St-Michel station
or at the Odeon, getting off at Saint-Germain-De-Prés, but just
thinking of the stress of those narrow tunnels, I preferred to
walk.

I walked through
Saint-Germain Boulevard going past the medical college where
Elizabeth, Michel’s girlfriend, attended, and a bit ahead to
D’Acadie and Jaques Copean Square. After crossing the boulevard I
arrived at Saint-Germain-De-Prés. At the square, a man was setting
the handle of a Barbarie organ in motion, filling the air with fair
melodies and memories of other times. Beside him, a dog was dozing
on a ragged blanket, ignoring the indifferent glance of the people
passing by.

I crossed Bonaparte Street
towards Les Deux Magots street café with its typical willow twig
chairs and round tables. Inside there were two wooden statues in
the corner of a back wall, each of them facing the terrace windows. The
ceiling was embroidered with thin painted strips in shapeless
panels, which were decorating it in a shy expression of the dim
light coming in from the outside. At the back of the room, there
was a huge mirror deceptively extending the whole space, reflecting
the heavy tone of that place, meaning nothing to me, no matter how
many stories those walls would whisper.

I headed towards the table where they
were.

— Hello, princess. – Michel said,
standing up.

— Stop calling me princess! — I
replied, kissing him. — You know very well I don’t like
it.

— But you are our princess – he
insisted with a playful smile.

— One of these days, I’ll get you
a nickname, you’ll see!

— It wouldn’t bother
me.

— And you, Bernard? — I kissed
him on his lips. — Couldn’t you find a place closer to the
university?

—Yes, I could. – He pulled a
chair for me. – It’s just that there is no other place like
this.

— For me, it’s a coffee shop like
any other.

— Don’t say that, Isabel! – He
looked around. – Just think about Sartre and Simone de Beauvoir,
who used to sit at these tables. Think about Aron trying to impose
his communist theories, opposing to Sartre’s militant
anarchism...

— They are only ghosts. – I said,
after asking for a cup of coffee.

—I’m very surprised to hear
that. – He replied. —Archaeology exists because of those
ghosts.

—It´s History that exists
because of those ghosts, Bernard. Not Archaeology.

— I don’t think so!

— I think she’s right. – Max
replied, defending my point of view. — Archaeology is more
physical, more concrete in its goals since it searches for the
material evidence and not the nostalgic feelings of a past that no
longer exists.

— I don’t agree – Michel opposed.
— If there was no nostalgia searching for the past, I think it
wouldn’t make any sense to try to understand it.

— To understand one thing doesn’t
mean to embody it. – Max said.

—But, Max, to understand
something, we have to internalize the object we’re analyzing. –
Michel insisted. — Otherwise only the external superficiality would
be examined.

— So you think that internalizing
an object is supposed to embody it?

—To some extent, yes, I
do!

— That doesn’t make any sense,
Michel.

I got bored with the
conversation, and I distracted my mind with the tantalizing
uncertainties from this morning. I felt that that pressure was like
an inner voice wanting to warn me of something my hazy mind
couldn’t see. But what words were those?

In the
meantime,
Elizabeth arrived and put an end to the debate which was going on
by each one’s certainties. She kissed us and sat down on Michael’s
lap.

— Is everything ready for
tonight?

— Tonight!?— I asked, lifting my
eyebrows.

— Today is my birthday, Isabel—
she said, smiling.— We’re going to the Bains Douches.

— To the Bains
Douches!?

— You like that Disco, don’t
you?

— I don’t know, I’ve never been
there. It’s said to be one of the most expensive in
Paris.

— I’d rather go to“Loco”— Michel
replied.— But she insists on going to the Bains Douches.

— It’s done, it’s Bains Douches!
– Bernard concluded. — Today will be a very special day.

— And why? — I asked,
curious.

He smiled with a sparkling look, fixing his
eyes on mine.

You’ll know right away.

— Shall we all meet at
Saint-Michel square?

— Yes, it’s Ok, Elizabeth. —
Bernard answered, standing up.

— At what time?

— Around ten o’clock.

— But where are you going to? — I
asked while he was putting on his jacket.

— It’s not where I’m going! It’s
where we are going to.

— And where are we going to? – My
eyebrows twisted inquisitively.

— We are going to the Luxembourg
Gardens.

— What for!?

He smiled again teasing me. I only had
time to grab my chocolate usually served together with the coffee
but I didn’t have time to drink it and so it was left on the table,
steaming.

We followed
Bonaparte
Street straight ahead towards the garden, entering through the
Guynemer Street’s gate. I was aroused by bubbling curiosity,
imagining the words he was going to say. It was the sixth sense
whispering what I wanted to hear so much. But was it really
possible!? We sat down on the individual chairs around the lake. In
its center, a small fountain brought life to the dead water where a
few ducks were swimming, in dull rippling waves, reflecting the dim
rays of a dusty sun. Around us there were white statues staring at
the children running after the pigeons, at lovers sleeping on the
grass, at elderly people who filled the emptiness of a slow-paced
existence and also at us. At the end of the garden was standing out
the Senate in the heavy majesty of its architecture, serving as a
model to the tourists, who were taking photos from all angles. On
the other side of the garden was the Montaigne High School where I
had got my Bac.

— When I was a High School
student I studied here, did you know?

— Yes – he smiled. — You told me
that the first time we were here together.

— And now, what are you going to
tell me?

He took a small box out of his jacket
pocket and handed it to me.

— What is it? — My eyes opened
up.

— Have a look, please – He said
in a petrified smile.

Inside the small velvet box, a ring was
sparkling in a bright small polished stone. Is it true?… I stared
at his smiling face, dreaming of the words I have so long been
expecting to hear. But I felt my heart squeezing with tears
covering my soul; uncertain of something I wasn´t aware of and was
tormenting me, whispering sharply and painfully.

— It is exactly what you are
thinking of, Isabel. — He grabbed my hand, putting the ring on my
finger. – Will you marry me?

That pinch in my heart
disappeared like magic, surrendering to the blind certainties of my
ego.

— You know I will!

And the statues became witnesses, for those
were the words one day I would remember in bitter memories...


...The next morning, Isabel
decided to take breakfast on the deck, delighting
herself with the
landscape, which was sliding in the serenity of the Nile. The
riverbanks were stretching out in the morning shadows, wrapped in
the wild smell of the low shrubs that covered everything with an
unimpressive pale green. Some villages were passing along with the
banks, where the hardened look of the people living there and the
children’s sincere smiling stood out like focuses on a
long-suffering but human life. The boat headed to its destination,
Giza, indifferent to the shores.

Meanwhile, a
man
approached, asking permission to sit down. In his hand, he was
holding a kind of manuscript he put on the table.

— It is a magnificent landscape,
isn’t it? – He said, looking around.

— No doubt! — Isabel
smiled.

— Did you know that the Egyptian
empire and others who evolved in this area came from the same
civilization?

— I’m not sure it was like that –
she answered. – We all know that the first civilization in the
Middle East was the Sumerian civilization; nevertheless, I don’t
believe that the others came directly from this one.

— And do you know how this first
civilization was formed?

— The Sumerians came from small
groups of nomads, who in the Neolithic period, created the first
villages as a result of the discovery of agriculture. After that,
members of these primitive villages became experts, and the bases
were created so that the great civilizations of the past would
emerge later.

She was giving the official
explanation, because she knew nothing of that man’s beliefs and,
therefore, she didn’t want to impose him other theories.

— Don’t you think that’s strange,
that agriculture, which, according to the scientists, was
discovered by accident, came up in several places of the world
almost simultaneously? If it really happened by chance, why didn’t
it happen in different periods? It’s said to have come up in the
Middle East and then spread across Asia, however, this assumption
is inconsistent in itself, because, if agriculture is found out by
one people, they will establish themselves, will stop traveling,
and therefore, this discovery can’t be spread to other areas. Don’t
you think that’s also strange that this assumption happened with
rare species in some parts of the world, such as wheat and
rye?

— What do you exactly
mean?

— I mean that agriculture didn’t
come up by accident, but was introduced by a group of people who
had been acquainted with it for a long time.

— And which people would they be?
— Isabel was curious because she also believed in something
different from the official explanations.

— Atlantis people, of
course.

— I believe in the existence of
Atlantis, you know? I don’t believe in the current theory among the
archaeologists who tried to match that myth with the archaeological
findings in the Mediterranean Sea, saying that Atlantis could be
the Crete Island or another Island in the area. This was a theory
I’ve always objected to. You know that the date Plato refers to as
being the date of the destruction of Atlantis goes back much
further, long before the Minoans, a civilization that is supposed
to strengthen that myth, as well as the dimensions of the island,
which were much larger than all those we could consider in the
area. Before such inconsistencies, my colleagues solved the
problem, not very seriously, I’m afraid, once they concluded that,
if the referred dates and dimensions presented by Plato didn’t
match those they considered more appropriate, then their only
conclusion would be that Plato was wrong. This is, what he meant
wasn’t what he said, but what it was vital for them so that
everything would match.

— But that theory is not entirely
pointless – he said. — It’s just that, opposed to what had always
been thought, the Atlantean civilization was not confined to the
islands in the Atlantic Ocean, but was also present in the immense
valley, today the Mediterranean Sea. It was a fertile and moist
valley, crossed by rivers flowing from the continental slopes. By
the end of the last ice age, however, the ocean bed was rising
slowly and thus was increasing the pressure over the huge barrier
that separated the ocean from the valley, which was located in the
area now called Gibraltar. Gradually, after the ocean water had
crossed that same barrier, the valley was slowly flooded, until
that barrier was destroyed by huge earthquakes, precipitating the
ocean water into a massive torrent that destroyed everything. Many
of the stories of the great flood are referring to that
catastrophe, as there was no flood at all on the islands and on the
continent of the Pacific, but just the fragmentation of those
landmasses.

— I remember that, in the ’70s,
the American ship “Glomar Challenger” made a discovery that
apparently indicated that. Not only were found out rather unusual
gravel under the bottom sediments of the Mediterranean Sea, but
also rocks known as evaporites, which can only be found in places
where the sea is dry, and this was the most surprising discovery.
The theory based on these discoveries says that six million years
ago the Strait of Gibraltar could have been closed and, so, since
the seawater from the Mediterranean evaporates more quickly than
the one coming from the rain and rivers, this one would have dried
up. It is believed, however, that the barrier may have been broken
about a million years ago.

— In fact, that breach happened
more recently – he stood up. — Well, but I don’t want to bother you
anymore.

— You don’t bother me at all. It
was a pleasure talking to you.

He said goodbye as politely as
he had presented himself. He had already gone down the deck when
Isabel noticed he had forgotten the manuscript. She still went after him, but
she couldn’t find him.

— Could you please tell me where
the man who has just gone down is? – she asked one member of the
crew.

— Who are you referring to,
madam?

— The one who has just gone down
the deck.

— But no one went down the deck –
the crew member said.

— Are you sure!?

— Absolutely, madam!

Isabel returned to the table,
sat down very confused. Where would he have gone, she thought with
a wrinkled face. Eventually, she looked at the manuscript with the title
“Flying Vehicles in Ancient India”...


...The bus was jumping over the holes and
stones of that winding road through the Himalayas and its endless
cliffs of the sacred mountains. I had caught the bus in Leh, the
capital of Ladak, in the state of Kashmir in the North of India and
I was going to the Hemis Monastery together with the pilgrims who
were going to take part in the «tsetshu» festival, where the new
chief, the Rinpoche, would be announced: a 12-year-old young boy
said to be the reincarnation of a great master. It wasn’t so much
about the festival I was motivated for this trip, but the rumors
saying that in that monastery, there was one of the thirteen
crystal skulls, which have been puzzling the investigators in this
last century. I’ve always been fascinated by these mysteries, this
one in particular because there was no scientific explanation for
the existence of those skulls. Many of my colleagues chose to
ignore the subject because they didn’t know how to explain those
findings on behalf of everything the textbooks reported about the
people from the past. Only someone with much more advanced
technology than ours could have accomplished such work, and that
was totally incompatible with everything known about ancient
civilizations.

I had left Bernard in Leh. He
preferred the city ruins to the rituals of those people and the mysteries
of the world. It was our first working trip after graduation. We
started this trip a few weeks ago when we were visiting Bhyundar
valley, or flower valley, as it was popularly known. We had
traveled by bus through the Himalayas towards the Ganges, passing
through Rishikesh, Devaprayag, and Govindghat, where there were no
more roads. From this place on we had to go on foot, a long walking
which would take us more than eight hours. Some men took our
baggage in exchange for money, traveling, with us, through the
steep and narrow stone paths in a journey totally
out-of-this-world. Along the way we were overtaken by other men,
who were carrying on their backs wealthy or crippled pilgrims on
wicker chairs, heading to the sacred lake of Hemkund. On the final
stage of our walking we crossed a forest of Taxus and oaks that led
us to a field of stone houses with thatched roofs, located more
than three thousand meters high, where we stayed for the night. The
next day we walked through a forest of wet ground where silence
prevailed among larches, firs, and birches. It was a paradise
ignored by civilization.

At the end of this enchanted
forest, we came across two rocky walls that preceded the long-awaited
valley. And I’ve never seen anything so beautiful, so perfect as
this valley of ferns and flowers. It was like a large alpine
garden, flanked by the polished rocks of the hills protecting it
from the poisoned civilization. I felt carried to another
dimension, a dimension where everything merged into the fraternal
beauty of that blooming nature, fondling us with motherly cuddles.
The perfumes were coloring our souls, feeling so peacefully like
never before. It was absolutely paradise.

The bus that had been carrying me since
Leh stopped near a forest of poplars. From here on, I would have to
walk to Hemis. I followed the pilgrims with the same destination,
climbing a dirty and rocky trail that would take me to the
monastery, where I arrived a few minutes later. Here I heard the
trumpets calling the pilgrims to the performing of the great
mystery. While the musicians and dancers were entering the
courtyard, together with the actors with face masks, I decided to
go through one of the monastery wings, snooping in the empty rooms
and corridors. I got to a small shrine where a monk was peacefully
meditating. He was sitting in the lotus position in front of the
statue of the goddess Vairocana, which personified the wisdom of
the Universal Law.

— Would you please sit down. — He
said without moving.

— I don’t want to disturb
you.

He opened his eyes, staring at me.

— You aren’t. – He replied,
pointing a brocade cushion where I should sit down. — I can see
that you were not interested in the festival.

— No, on the contrary! — I
smiled. — I’ve always been fascinated by oriental culture and
mysticism.

— And what are you looking for in
our culture?

— A path.

— And are you sure you’ll find it
here?

— I think Buddhism is the only
way leading to soul liberation.

— Buddhism is a tool, not a path.
– the Lama said quietly. – The path, you’ll have to build it in the
peace and in the silence of your earthly existence. In Buddhism we
can find teachings to all those who strive to reach salvation and
for those working not only for their personal salvation but also
for the salvation of all the others. Among mankind there are many
who realized how futile the earthly pleasures are and escaped the
birth and death cycles to achieve their emancipation. Only a few
not only realized but also felt all the sufferings in life; their
love is so unlimited, and their compassion is so penetrating, that
they have renounced their personal salvation, dedicating their
lives to the sublime purpose of serving humanity. That is the noble
ideal of the Bodhisattva, the purest, and the most beautiful ever
presented to the world.

— And why are you telling me all
this? – I asked, amazed.

— Because I can see how
interested you are in Buddhism and this is its truth. It can’t be
found in the abstraction or in a dogma consecrated by antiquity,
but only in its expansion in time and space, in the immensity of
its movement and development, in its unlimited influence over life
in all its aspects, in short: in its universality. This
universality is a reflection of the Bodhisattva’s ideal, putting
Buddha’s image in the center of religious life, as the
personification of the highest achievement. This way, however,
doesn’t mean escaping from the world as many people think, but
conquering it by becoming more aware, by actively loving all
beings, by equanimity regarding your own well-being or the
misfortune of each one. It’s this awareness that is the basis of
the Bodhisattva’s morality and virtues. It was this awareness that,
in the beginning, though imperfect, guided the Buddha in his past
lives and his way to enlightenment. This was built by him through
his own immediate liberation, in order to reach the perfect Buddhic
state, not only for him but also for all humanity’s benefit.
Buddha’s life work was aimed to awaken that conscience. It was this
principle that made him accept the poverty of a wandering life for
forty years, instead of enjoying the happiness of liberation in a
selfish way. We were given an inner vision of that deeper
conscience by many of his disciples. This fact in itself is more
valuable than all the philosophical theories, because it shows
humanity the way of the future, allowing us to awaken our deeper
conscience and reach what the Buddha called Enlightenment; the
Bodhisattva-Márga, the way to reach the Buddhic state in ourselves.
But we are the ones that have to build up that way, in love and
compassion we should feel for all beings.

— This future way you are
talking, does it have to do with the end of the world?

— That is a distorted image of
reality, since the end of the world is nothing more than one of its
cycles. The Sign of the heart is the symbol for the next era, the
era of Maitreya, the future Buddha, announced by the Kalachakra, or
science of the cycles.

— And will it bring peace to the
world?

— Your question reminds me of the
three great Arhats teaching when I was young. They said: «The world
persists in rushing to an eminent disaster. Humanity cannot save
the Earth unless there is a spiritual regeneration». And when I
dared to ask if the future Buddha, Maitreya, could save it, one of
the three masters replied: «Maitreya will show the way, but
humanity will have to choose and follow their own way!» As you can
see, every human being has the opportunity to pursue his free will,
by choosing between light and darkness, between fraternity and
selfishness, between hate and Love.

— And what about Shambhala?- I
asked curiously.— Once I read that it is the spiritual center of
the Earth.

—A new cycle is coming, the
goddess Tara’s cycle and Shambhala, as the ruling center of the
planet, transferred that regency to the internal counterparts of
the Peruvian Andes. However, it is still the residence of the
Bodhisattvas.

— Could I learn more about that
center?

— You’ll know over time. We
should go according to our own rhythm, neither too fast nor too
slow, or we might never get there. It is in balance that we should
direct our earthly life. – He smiled peacefully. – Once, when
Buddha lived in the forest of Simsapa, he picked up a handful of
leaves and showed them to his disciples, telling them that as well
as those few leaves in his hand were few when comparing them to the
whole forest leaves, what he had taught also represented only a
small fraction of what he knew, but, nevertheless, he wanted to
reveal only what was necessary for his disciples to reach
liberation. This kind of discrimination should be practiced by
every instructor, not only in general but also individually. Dharma
should not be imposed on those who are indifferent to it or on
those who aren’t yet ready to receive it; it should be reserved for
those who are hungry for Superior Knowledge, however, at the right
time and place.

— And hasn’t the right time come
for me?

— Not yet, but it
will.

— I´ve also heard that, in this
monastery, there is a crystal skull. What could you tell me about
that skull?

— It is one of the thirteen
crystal skulls discovered in
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He put the menu in front of Max.






















She laughed when facing his
skepticism.










And they both laughed, like in the old
days.
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Her tone was ironic.




































He stood up without answering, going to the
door.











They sat down.





The three of them laughed.
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Meanwhile, Michel came to the surface.



















































































Tears rolled down my face, dropping deeply
into my soul.
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And he left, leaving them alone.
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