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This book is dedicated to the Children of the Sun.
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FOREWORD

OUR EARTH IS CURRENTLY in a major evolutionary shift, which is causing an increase in the frequency of its vibrational field. The ancient prophecy of the Americas speaks of this age as one when two great totems of its culture, Eagle and Condor, will come together to birth a reunion of the entire human race in what is predicted to be a great spiritual awakening, and a rapid, exponential paradigm shift of our consciousness.

With this comes resistance, as these changes—which are akin to the quickening that happens when a new birth is imminent—can feel quite chaotic. A realignment takes place as our assemblage point reconfigures. This is supported by our return to the sacred and a remembering of our connection to our mystical shamanic wisdom.

Peru is a country steeped in esoteric wisdom of the heart as maintained by the shamanic traditions of the Q’eros nation that resides in the upper reaches of the Andes Mountains. These traditions and their associated mysteries have existed from time immemorial and today are awakening in the collective consciousness of the world. As such, we are all being called to remember our sacred contract and support the Earth through this shift of the ages. Shamanic Mysteries of Peru is a gift for humanity, given that it provides us with a road map to help us navigate the new terrain in which we unexpectedly find ourselves at this time.

With this book, Vera Lopez and Star Wolf connect us to the sacred land of Peru, where the Serpent of Light has awakened the kundalini energy of the feminine life force lying inside our Earth Mother’s body. This life-force energy is calling for a return of the feminine to its rightful place—the heart. This will lead us into a new age of consciousness during which we will be tasked with integrating the healthy masculine and feminine in order to bring forth the golden age.

In this book you will learn many things, including the power of the archetypal animals of the ancient Peruvian culture; these archetypal animals include the condor, the serpent, the hummingbird, and the puma. You will also learn the shamanic axioms and spiritual components that undergird and permeate this unique culture today. They include karpay (shamanic initiation), Pachamama (Earth Mother), ayni (sacred law of reciprocity), the Chakana (symbol of Andean cosmology), and more.

Peru called to me long ago but it took a channeler to make me aware of this. In 2011 I had a soul reading done by an intuitive, hoping for confirmation about a trip I was intending to take to South Africa. I had never had such a reading before and was not sure what to expect. I was curious what would be revealed about my soul’s path.

The backstory is as follows. In 2011, I had done some Shamanic Breathwork. For those of you who don’t know, Shamanic Breathwork is a tool developed by Linda Star Wolf wherein one uses the breath, drumming, and chakra-attuned music for healing and transformation. One can enter into altered states of consciousness to receive messages, inspiration, and directives. In the process of engaging in this breathwork, I encountered the vision of a white lion named Marah, who is, in fact, a real lion. Marah was born on December 25, 2000, in the town of Bethlehem, South Africa. Her birth had been prophesied by indigenous elders to usher in the new age. In my breathwork session, Marah appeared and told me that I needed to go to South Africa, which was a bit daunting to hear.

Thus I sought the services of the channeler. “You are traveling over the waters,” she said when I asked her about the trip to South Africa. I was in awe that she knew this.

Then she added, “You are going to Peru.”

I was stunned and thought, What? No, I’m going to Africa! She looked more deeply into my soul and found confirmation for my African journey but ended our session with the words, “Your soul is strongly calling you to Peru.”

I heard her.

I doubted.

And then I trusted.

Soon thereafter I signed up for a shamanic journey to Peru, and following this another Shamanic Breathwork journey confirmed for me the connection between Peru and Africa. I was also informed in the breathwork that my personal and collective work for humanity included my traveling to both of these places.

In March 2012, I traveled to Timbavati, South Africa, to the White Lion Global Protection Trust. Then in December I made the journey to the Sacred Valley of Peru as well as Machu Picchu, a spiritual sanctuary in Peru’s Andean Mountains. The trip was led by three incredible shamanic guides: Vera Lopez, Linda Star Wolf, and the late Brad Collins. In Peru, the people of ancient Inca are connected to Pachamama, our Earth Mother. Here our ancestors are in close relationship with the cycles of nature, living in tune with the sun, moon, stars, and earth beings.

In the sacred land of Peru we remembered our connection to the Milky Way and to our star brothers and sisters. We also remembered our connection to Serpent, Puma, and Condor, and to the lower, middle, and upper worlds that are our brothers and sisters as well.

We remembered that natural sites like mountains, rivers, and valleys were where temples had been built to hold the energy of the place, for they connect with the vibrational current of Earth’s energetic body. Over time they take on the intentions, prayers, and holiness that have been observed there throughout Earth’s history. They become important Earth altars—energy vortexes—carrying highly charged energies of healing and transformation.

Being in the energies of these holy sites in the Sacred Valley was profound. As you will read in chapters 6, 7, and 8, we traveled to the Temples of Moray, Ollantaytambo, and Pisac. And of course we visited Machu Picchu (as discussed in chapter 9).

Each of these experiences helped me to reclaim a part of my soul that had been lost through lineages and lifetimes of trauma. At each site I collected another piece of my own DNA remembrance and true birthright as a divine human.

The Temple of Moray is a sacred site built by the Inca and carved into our Earth like a womb, with concentric circles that descend into a vortex of Pachamama energy. Initially thought to be solely a place of agriculture experimentation, it is now believed that these ruins were also associated with water ceremonies to the gods.

As I walked down the steps of the deepest depression into the largest of these sacred ruins, I felt compelled to take a detour to the left. About halfway down I found myself in the heart of the ruins, the original structure of which had celebrated the Divine Feminine. It too had been built in concentric circles, but it was not as deep as the remainder of the ruins.

I was overcome with waves of emotion that flowed through me as I stepped into its field of energy, for I was feeling an incredibly deep connection with the place and an awakening of the Sacred Feminine at the same time. Tears filled my eyes and my heart swelled with joy as I welcomed her back from what has been her very long absence from this planet.

When I made my way to the ruins dedicated to the masculine energies of our Earth, I joined Star Wolf and Brad in a circle in order to observe a moment of celebration. We had joyous smiles on our faces as we honored what felt to us like a healing of the masculine and feminine energies at the Temple of Moray and throughout the world. And finally there was Machu Picchu, where, on 12-12-12, Vera Lopez, Star Wolf, and Brad Collins, along with Q’eros shamans, conducted a ceremony at sunrise with the energies of this sacred time washing over and around us.

Each site visitation created a cascade of primordial remembering and reclamation for me and no doubt for everyone who was on that journey to Peru in 2012. You too may feel called to undertake a holy pilgrimage to the Sacred Valley and some of the different spiritual sites of Peru. I hope you do, for it will bring about a higher voltage of energy to support humanity as it shifts upward to the next octave of consciousness.

With deep gratitude, I invite you to explore these teachings that furthered my personal journey as spiritual midwife for the Earth and all of her inhabitants.

CARLEY MATTIMORE

CARLEY MATTIMORE is coauthor, with Linda Star Wolf, of Sacred Messengers of Shamanic Africa. She is also the cofounder of the Aahara Spiritual Community of Venus Rising in Springfield, Illinois, as well as being a shamanic minister; master Shamanic Breathwork facilitator; Lionhearted Leadership practitioner; and graduate of the White Lion Leadership Academy in South Africa.



PREFACE

THE CALLING OF CHUMA
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High Priestess of Machu Picchu

PERU HOLDS A MYSTERY. It holds medicine, and it holds magic.

For several decades, thousands and thousands of people from all over the world have journeyed to the sacred sites and temples of Peru. Each day, over four thousand people walk through the ruins of Machu Picchu. Cuzco, the capital of the Incan Empire, receives just as many visitors, if not more. These tourists take pictures, shop in the local markets, and experience the Peruvian cuisine. For many of them, at the end of the day their journey to Peru is simply a check mark on their world travel list.

Others journey to Peru because they are called. There is a sense, a knowing, a remembrance of a time that has long since passed. These journeyers remember a time when heaven and earth were one. They remember when the land was their teacher and their lover; the animals were their guides and allies. At some deep level, these journeyers—those who are called—remember the shamanic mysteries of Peru, and when they return to this ancient place of power it is not by chance or by accident. It is because they have a date with this land—a date that has been destined by the stars . . .

I have been facilitating shamanic journeys to Peru for over thirty years. With each group and journey, I hear stories from my participants that speak of the magic, the mysteries, and the miracles that transpired and supported them in journeying to Peru. I hear (and tell!) stories of mysterious money manifesting out of thin air, “impossible” vacation time being approved amid a busy production season, logistics of travel and transportation falling effortlessly into place—the list goes on and on. With each story, I smile and know that Peru has called this person to come, and they have listened. With each story I know that another Child of the Sun has returned home once again, and with each story, my heart remembers my own initial journey to Peru . . .

In the late 1980s, I was living in Brazil. I was a banker by trade, and I had lived in Brazil all of my life. I grew up in Brazil, graduated from school in Brazil, and had an established network of family and friends there. Outside of work, I was an active student in an organization called Life and Consciousness. This organization was founded by the world-famous Brazilian medium Luiz Gasparetto, and it was dedicated to studying spirituality and psychology. As a group of about fifty people, we would come together and discover how we could merge both of these fields (spirituality and psychology) together.

In one of our sessions, somebody suggested to our group that we all journey to Machu Picchu. Immediately, all of us said “yes!” to the journey, and we began to plan it. We decided when we would leave, how long we would stay, and what places we would journey to while we were there.

As I left our session, I was overwhelmed with energy and an array of thoughts. I was excited to go to Peru, and at the same time, I had no idea how I was going to realistically make this journey—let alone afford it. All I knew was that some deep part of me had committed to going on the trip; I had definitely heard the call.

When I arrived at work the following Monday, my mind was still racing—trying to figure out how I was going to truly afford this journey to Peru I had committed to over the weekend. I sat at my desk, unlocked my drawer, and pulled out my daily paperwork when I discovered an envelope tucked within the contents of my drawer. The envelope was addressed to me, and underneath my name were the words A Gift.

Puzzled at how this envelope managed to get inside my locked drawer, I opened it and found twelve brand-new one-hundred-dollar bills tucked neatly inside. I counted and examined each bill. All of them were crisp—brand-new—as if they had just come out of the machine.

At this point, I believed myself to be the target of a joke. I stuffed the bills back inside the drawer and approached my supervisor.

“What the hell is this?” I asked my supervisor. “Did you put this envelope in my drawer? Is this some kind of joke?”

“No,” said my supervisor, looking as confused as I was.

When it was apparent that my supervisor had no idea where this money had come from, nor how it had found its way into my desk, I immediately went to the central bank.

As a backdrop to my story, it is important to note that at the time American dollars were not easy to come by if you were living in Brazil. There was a whole process that Brazilians had to go through to request American currency. We had to schedule an appointment at the central bank, supply a series of documents such as our passports and other documents that stated we were traveling to the United States, and then request the amount of funds we required. Acquiring American dollars was by no means an easy feat.

At the central bank I stood in line, waiting for the next available teller, and all the while thinking to myself that the bills must be fake. When my turn arrived, I took one of the hundred-dollar bills from the envelope and approached the bank counter.

“Hello, can you tell me if this bill is fraudulent?” I asked the teller, handing her the bill.

“How did you receive this?” she asked as she took the bill from my hand.

“It was a gift from a friend who recently returned from America,” I quickly lied.

The teller marked the bill with her pen, examined it under the light carefully, and declared that it was indeed an authentic one-hundreddollar bill.

“Thank you,” I said, not bothering to hide the tone of shock in my voice. I collected my money, notified my supervisor that I would not be able to return to work, and rushed home to my apartment.

When I got there I immediately purchased my plane tickets and submitted my payment to the group.

What had seemed daunting and impossible only forty-eight hours prior was now my reality. I was going to Peru.

Looking back, I smile at this memory because now I know that when we say yes to something, and we commit fully from our hearts, we can make magic. To this day, I still do not know where this money came from. I have thanked the mysterious source over a thousand times, and over the past thirty-one years I have seen similar magic happen to others when they say “yes!” to Peru’s sacred calling.

A few days before I left for Peru, I was visited by my dear friend Dulce. Dulce and I had a deep and powerful connection. As we connected and as I told her about my upcoming journey and the money having appeared in my desk drawer, she pulled out a bag of runes and told me that she felt called to share them with me.

She encouraged me to think of a question and then pull a rune out of the bag.

I closed my eyes, breathed deeply, and found my question, “What is my purpose in going to Peru?”

I reached inside the velvet bag and moved my fingers around the cold stones until I felt one pull me. I grasped it with my fingers and examined its strange markings in the light.

As I did so, my friend announced to me that I had pulled the cleansing rune.

“I’m going to Peru to cleanse my karma?” I scoffed to myself. “How the hell am I going to do that?”

The night before my flight to Peru was scheduled, I dreamed.

In my dream I found myself on top of a mountain that overlooked an ocean of other mountaintops and peaks. As I looked around, I discovered an elegant, marble-top table situated in the center of the mountaintop. I walked over to the table and ran my fingers over its cold surface.

“What are you doing here on top of the mountain?” a voice demanded. I looked around but found no one else around me.

“I am waiting for God,” I responded. “He invited me for supper.”

After I had announced my purpose, I woke up.

Coming from a Brazilian and Catholic background, it is important for me to distinguish the importance of supper. For Brazilians and Catholics alike, supper is a special meal. It’s different from other meals such as lunch and dinner. Supper is a holy meal; it’s a sacred act that you share with the Divine. For example, it’s traditional to share Christmas Eve supper with your family to honor and recognize the sacredness of the evening.

So in my dream, I found my specific mention of supper to be an important symbol for me to hold and remember.

I lay in bed the rest of the night contemplating its meaning.

The morning quickly came. I loaded my luggage into the taxicab, and the driver drove me to the airport. Once I arrived at the airport, I found my way to the specific gate where I connected with the other members of our travel group. Our group consisted of about fifty Brazilian natives, and we were all eager and anxious for our adventure to Peru. None of us could hold or hide our excitement. Our group leader helped us check our luggage and then we were allowed to board the plane. As our flight flew into the air, each of our faces showed signs of anxious uncertainty as we flew off to Peru—unaware of how our lives would be changed forever.

Our group arrived in Lima, the capital of Peru, and we stayed there for a night; the following day we would travel together to Cuzco. In 1989 Lima was home to a large amount of internal political tension as the communist party of Peru, also known as the “Shining Path,” grew in force and power. The Túpac Amaru Revolutionary Movement, which began in the early 1980s, was still active—and due to these internal political shifts and upheavals, my first experience of Lima was dark and militant. The streets were filled with police, and an intensity that mirrored the political dynamics filled the air. Due to these dynamics, Lima was not a stopping point for our journey. We awoke the next morning and boarded a flight to Cuzco.

We were all eager to arrive in Cuzco, the capital of the Incan Empire. When we landed at the Cuzco airport, we could tell that our experience from this point onward was going to be interesting and perhaps otherworldly. The airport was small and was reminiscent of the airports depicted in old movies. The bus that came to pick us up was also worn and beaten up, and as we entered Cuzco the locals flocked to our group asking for bread. As we drove throughout the city, it was eerie to see the streets empty; a silence also filled the air. It was clear to us that the ongoing political dynamics had an influence over this city and its people as well.

When the bus arrived at our lodge we were greeted with a warm welcome that dissipated the tension. Shortly after our arrival our tour guides connected with our group and we left for our tour of Cuzco. Due to the size of our group we were divided into two tour buses, and as we reentered Cuzco it felt as if we had entered another world and another dimension. We were able to walk throughout the ancient temple without the distraction of other groups or visitors; it was just our tour guides and our group of fifty wild Brazilians eager to explore and experience the mysteries of this ancient world. Our tour guides knew that our group was comprised of spiritual seekers and they spoke openly about the mystical history of Cuzco’s ancient temples. They introduced us to the Incan cosmology, and spoke about Pachamama and the Apus spirits.

By the end of our day we were all experiencing the worst headaches, due to the altitude adjustments, but we were so connected to the ancient magic of the land that we didn’t mind. We returned to our lodge and allowed our bodies to acclimate to the altitude shift. After two days of rest and exploration within Cuzco, our group was ready to travel to Aguas Calientes, the town just below the ruins of Machu Picchu.

At the time, Aguas Calientes was little more than a desolate train station inhabited by a handful of local civilians. Our group reserved the only lodge in town that was available. The facility’s accommodations were basic and minimal—private quarters replete with cold showers and beds with clean sheets.

Once our group was settled, we made our way to Machu Picchu.

From our lodge, we walked for about thirty minutes on a set of train tracks that took us to the one bus that transported visitors up to Machu Picchu. In the bus we snaked our way along the one-way road leading up to the site of the ruins; it would soon become one of the Seven Wonders of the World.

Once we arrived, we filed out of the bus and walked up the pathway to the entrance. When we made it to the iconic overlook that allows one to take in the ancient site of Machu Picchu, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of deep disappointment and dissatisfaction at the site before me.

This is what I paid twelve hundred dollars to come and see? It’s nothing 
but a bunch of old rocks, I thought to myself as my heart dropped. This is the place where I am supposed to cleanse my karma?

I was standing on the platform overlooking Machu Picchu and I was disappointed. I couldn’t believe I’d spent my magical money just to see a bunch of dirty rocks.

Our group finished for the day and we returned to our lodge. On the bus ride back down to the village, the group decided to return to Machu Picchu early the next morning to witness the sunrise. I sulked back to my room, crawled into bed, and was swallowed to sleep by my disenchantment.

When the following morning arrived, I found myself with a severe case of altitude sickness. While the rest of the group geared up to witness the sunrise on top of Machu Picchu, I was incredibly sick and throwing up.

My disappointment and disillusionment morphed into downright anger directed at God.

“Oh really, God?” I weakly mumbled. “You had me journey all this way just so I could get sick? This is why you brought me here?”

I was so weak from throwing up that I had no choice but to surrender and accept my condition. I lay in bed, sick and disappointed, and feeling as if I had been betrayed by God. Too weak to stay awake, I passed out from physical exhaustion.

Some time had passed before the urge to get sick yet again woke me up. I looked around the room and was shocked to discover a spirit present.

“Get up and go!” the spirit declared.

“Get up and go where?” I asked, then retorted, “To the bathroom?”

The spirit had no sense of humor. She sternly looked at me, pointed to the door, and once again declared, “Get up and go!”

With her second declaration, she placed a visual of Machu Picchu in my mind’s eye, but it looked different from the site I had witnessed the day before. Through her vision, I began to see Machu Picchu surrounded by orbs of flashing light and energy. The sight of this vision was stunning, and I was moved by the beauty I was witnessing. This spirit was showing me the energy of Machu Picchu. She was showing me what Machu Picchu had been back in the time of the Inca.

I knew I could no longer argue with this spirit—whoever she was—so I put together the little energy I had, got dressed, and dragged my body to the old train tracks. I had to walk along the tracks for about thirty minutes before I found myself at the old bus station. For me, boarding the bus to Machu Picchu was a miracle; it was a relief to sit down and know that I was on my way to the ancient ruins.

As the bus climbed its way there, I felt a sense of vitality return to my body. I was restored to strength, with a life-giving energy.

When I arrived at the top of Machu Picchu, I found my way into the ruins of the city where I discovered the members of my group standing in tears around our guide and teacher, Luiz Gasparetto. I walked up to them and inquired why everyone was crying.

“Luiz is channeling an entity named Chuma,” a younger woman informed me. “She was the high priestess of Machu Picchu.”

As I listened to Luiz and his channeling, I was shocked to discover that he was speaking Quechua—the language native to the indigenous people of Peru. As I continued to listen to Chuma, this entity speaking through Luiz, it dawned on me that this entity was the same spirit that had entered my room and demanded that I get up and go to Machu Picchu!

Chuma announced that she would be at the Mother Earth Temple in Machu Picchu at 12:00 p.m. the next day, and there she would facilitate the cleansing ritual.

When Chuma spoke these words through Luiz, a chill ran down my spine and my body was covered with goose bumps. This was why I had come to Peru—I had come to cleanse my karma.

At this point my vitality and strength were heightened, and I felt a connection to a source of energy that was much larger than I was. I was in the middle of a bigger story, and it was unfolding with clarity all around me.

Ignited with passion and fueled by my spiritual connection to Machu Picchu, I found my way to Luiz, who had just completed channeling. “Luiz,” I said excitedly, “Let’s spend the night at Machu Picchu!”

With a twinkle in his eye he obliged and directed our group to quickly begin our descent down back to our lodge so that we could collect the necessary belongings for our overnight in the heart of Machu Picchu.

Our group gathered clothes, pillows, and blankets. We packed snacks, and together we caught the last bus of the day to Machu Picchu, making it to the ancient ruins just before nightfall. With the dimming light, we found our way to one of the many ancient temples in the city, and we decided to settle there for the night.

Machu Picchu is different at night. In the daytime your senses are stimulated by the sights and sounds that surround you. At night, the spirits of Machu Picchu come alive and they wander throughout their ancient ruins.

As our group settled and established itself within the confines of this temple, Luiz once again began to channel Chuma.

Through Luiz, Chuma downloaded and revealed to us the history of Machu Picchu. She shared with us that Machu Picchu had not been just a city—it was a university where select women came to study the ancient arts of spirituality and to receive initiation into the priesthood. She shared with us that deep below the ancient ruins is an ancient library, and when humanity is ready, this library and its light will be uncovered and revealed—sharing the sciences of the past, the present, and the future with the world.

There came a point in Chuma’s channeling where she announced that she wanted to validate her presence and share the gifts of Machu Picchu with our group. “I want you to have the physical experience of Machu Picchu and witness its spirits, so I will give you three signs to validate our presence with you,” Chuma spoke through Luiz. “Behold, I give you the music and song of the night.”

As soon as she spoke these words, the hoots of owls began to surround us. It was as if thousands of owls had filled the ruins of Machu Picchu. Their sounds and nighttime calls echoed through the ancient stones, piercing our hearts with their music.

After a couple of minutes the owls’ hoots subsided and Chuma spoke again through Luiz. “Now I will give you the blessings of the stars. Look up and receive your blessings,” Chuma directed us.

Once again, magic happened. The clouds that hovered above and around us began to drift away and our group was immediately in the presence of the thousands of stars that illuminate South America.

We received these celestial transmissions, and then Chuma presented the third blessing to our group. She proclaimed, “Behold the spirits of Machu Picchu and embrace the gifts of the mystical mists,” and out of nowhere, from under the ground below and out of the air around us, mist began to surround our group. The mist crept its way around us, seeping up through the cracks in the stones and descending from the skies above. Within minutes we were encased in the thick mists of Machu Picchu. It was magical and scary at the same time; it felt as if we were inside the most enchanted cauldron.

Chuma imparted our group with this final blessing, and reminded us that we would gather again the next day at Pachamama’s temple for the karma cleansing ritual. Chuma’s spirit left Luiz’s body and we remained in the dark night and the deep silence of Machu Picchu—the Avalon of the Inca.

This experience—spending the night within Machu Picchu—was one of the most powerful of my life. Luiz and I curled together in a blanket and allowed our astral bodies to travel to the etheric realms of Machu Picchu. Our spirits were greeted by the spirits of the ancient priests and priestesses of Machu Picchu who had formed a ritual circle in the central plaza. They wore long white robes and danced within the mists while chanting Quechua prayers, evoking the timeless magic of the land. While Luiz and I could not understand the Quechua prayers, they felt familiar to us. Our spirits remained with these beings for the remainder of the evening.

Luiz and I awoke the next morning just before sunrise, and we witnessed the sun emerge through the Gate of the Sun—a temple within the mountaintops of Machu Picchu. The sun’s rays illuminated the stones around us, turning them from silver to gold. Luiz and I did not need to say much about our astral experience. We looked at one another and I just asked, “Do you remember?” and he replied, “Yes!” Luiz then added, “We did not go far but the dance was right here in the plaza.” I said, “Yes! It was.” We both knew we were the only two members from our group of fifty that were able to leave our bodies and join the priestesses and priests. The rest of the group was afraid to sleep so they talked and shared stories throughout the night.

After getting out of the city to refresh ourselves and eat something, we gathered again and made our way through the city to the Mother Earth Temple.

Once we arrived, Luiz began to channel Chuma and we began our karma-cleansing ceremony.

Chuma shared with us that this ceremony had two pathways for us to choose from. She said that some of us could experience this ceremony by staying in Machu Picchu, and others could receive our karmic cleansing by climbing Huayna Picchu—the mountain behind Machu Picchu. Chuma affirmed that, regardless of our decision, the spirits of Machu Picchu would be with us throughout our journey.

Our group began to choose—some stayed within the city ruins and began their ceremony; others made their way to the base of Huayna Picchu.

In my mind, I knew I wanted to stay within the safety of the city. I wanted to explore and experience this ritual here within the ruins. But my heart guided me otherwise. Despite my fear of heights, I found myself at the base of Huayna Picchu—once again, I was the initiate and climbing this mountain was my initiation.

I stared at the path before me and began to wonder how I would ever make it to the top of this mountain. The pathway was narrow and the climb was steep.

Chuma’s voice broke through the doubts in my head, and she revealed to me the secrets of this mountain and its journey.

“This mountain holds the test of presence,” Chuma guided me. “As in life, if you look behind you, you look into the past, you will lose your balance, and you will fall. If you look too far ahead into the future, you will distract yourself from your next step and you will fall. The key to this mountain, and the key to this earthly realm, is to remain fully within the present moment. Take each step as it comes—don’t look back and don’t look ahead of you. Remain fully present in your journey and you will make it to the top.”

I digested Chuma’s words and began my journey.

I climbed Huayna Picchu like a cat. I used my arms and legs to support me. Chuma’s guiding words became my mantra as I climbed. Step by step, I made my way up the mountain. Only focusing on the path before me, I began to feel the mountain itself pulling at my energetic field—removing heavy pieces of my past from this lifetime and others.

My karmic cleansing had begun, and I was releasing lifetimes of pain and suffering. My heart was opening, and my soul was becoming lighter. As I climbed I felt as if I were becoming one with the mountain. I was climbing on my hands and knees. Heeding Chuma’s direction, I did not dare take my eyes and focus off the earth in front of me. I felt as though I were staring directly into the Earth herself. Doing so filled my awareness with the presence of the present moment. Climbing further, I began to enter an altered state of consciousness. The stone and mountainside before me began to transform into different images and visuals. These visuals reflected experiences from my childhood, specifically painful moments and memories of my mother. Today I know and understand that my mother loved and cared for me to the best of her ability; at the time of this experience, I had not yet reached this greater understanding. I was still living with the feeling that I was not welcomed within my mother’s life. Our relationship was challenging and karmic. Deep within my soul I knew that we had shared multiple lifetimes together where we continued to carry and play out this painful narrative and soul contract.

As I climbed, childhood memories flooded my heart and mind. I cried deep tears of pain—pain of rejection, pain of not being wanted, pain from not being kissed, hugged, and loved. As these tears ran down my face, I could feel Mother Earth healing me. I was still holding these resentments against my mother, and as I climbed, Mother Earth was removing them from my heart. With each image and each memory that was released, I felt lighter—and a sense of motherly belonging began to grow within me. To this day I understand that it was Pachamama who was healing my heart and filling me with the motherly energy that I needed. As this nurturing energy filled my heart, I began to feel loved and cared for, and my connection to Mother Earth grew with each movement forward.

I continued to climb and I continued to release. With each focused movement and step I felt freer, and eventually I found myself at the top of the mountain.

There I took in the sight before me and I fell to my knees and began to sob. Extended out before me was the sea of mountaintops—the same image I’d seen in the powerful dream before coming to Peru. I had made it to the mountaintop where God was waiting to serve me supper, and in this moment, I knew my entire life was about to change . . .

When you journey to Peru, and you walk through the temples and their portals, your life changes. You do not go home the same person. In the past thirty-one years, I have facilitated thousands of spiritual seekers through Peru’s initiatory doorways. I have supported these seekers in entering into the mysteries—and upon completion, I have witnessed each person radically transform their life.

After my first journey to Peru, I was guided to end my career and dedicate my life to bringing people to Peru. Since then I have been immersed in the shamanic mysteries of Peru. I have shared this journey with thousands of world travelers, and through these years I have had the privilege and honor to study under and work directly with several indigenous shamans and Peruvian wisdom keepers. These teachers and guides have adopted me into their lineage, welcomed me into their families, and imparted generations of Andean tradition to me.

Through this book and its pages, I pass this same wisdom on to you.

The shamanic mysteries of Peru are still alive. They still carry the magic of the Inca, and they hold timely medicine for our modern-day world. As you read this book and take your own journey through Peru throughout these pages, I invite you to open your heart to these mysteries. I invite you to allow them to permeate your heart, your mind, and your soul, and see how your life begins to change when you integrate these traditions into your everyday life.

As you become the initiate and enter into these mysteries, I call upon the Hanan Pacha—the world of the Great Above. I invite Condor to carry you upon its wings, to guide you and share its ancient knowledge and wisdom with you.

I call upon the Ukhu Pacha—the world of the Great Below. I invite Serpent to journey with you and support you as you shed your skins and transform your life.

And I call for the Kay Pacha—the energies of this world and this dimension. I invite Puma to whisper and remind your heart of Peru’s ancient magic. May the Great Puma walk with you as a protector and guide, and may your heart be filled with the blessings of this ancient land.

SHAMANIC BLESSINGS, VERA 
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