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Preface

Many changes have taken place on our planet since I wrote the original version of Psychonavigation nine years ago. The world economy has increased by six trillion dollars—more than it had grown from the beginning of human history through 1950. The personal computer and cell phone have become integral parts of life on every continent. The Internet and e-mail have revolutionized the ways we communicate. The Earth also has spoken to us. Climate and weather have changed in many places around the world. El Niño has entered our vocabulary as a household word. We have grown aware that our irresponsible actions and consumptive lifestyles are driving us along a path of self-destruction.

Leaders and shamans from many cultures have joined the indigenous people described in this book to create Dream Change Coalition (DCC), a worldwide, grassroots movement dedicated to encouraging sustainable lifestyles and earth-honoring attitudes, preserving forests, and using indigenous wisdom to foster environmental and social balance. Having sold the environmentally friendly energy company I owned, I, too, now devote my time exclusively to DCC and its programs.

DCC has sponsored workshops in many countries and has taught psychonavigational techniques to hundreds of thousands of people. Through our shamanic travel programs we have taken several hundred people to live and study with indigenous psychonavigators deep in the Amazon and high in the Andes and Central American mountains, and we have brought Achuar, Shuar, Maya, and Quechua shamans to North America. To celebrate the new millenium we are organizing a trip to the shamans of the Himalayas and to ceremonies throughout the Americas and Europe.

Over the last decade, Psychonavigation has been printed in many languages. The publication of some of these editions, such as the one in Croatian, resulted from requests by local people who felt that the message and techniques described in the book would help their cultures survive. Its success encouraged me subsequently to write The World Is As You Dream It and Shapeshifting.

These three books have spawned dream-changing organizations around the world and shapeshifting programs in schools, medical centers, corporations, police departments, and in many other institutions—institutions that when this book was first published less than a decade ago would have considered the mere suggestion of these practices as utterly ridiculous.

The list of changes during these nine years seems almost endless. But one thing has not changed: the need to psychonavigate. The fact is that today psychonavigation is accepted and practiced by millions more people than it was back in 1990. The need to apply these techniques in our individual and communal lives continues. It seems greater than ever before.

Two years ago when my publisher first suggested that we reissue this book, I was less than enthusiastic. This past summer as we strolled together along a forest path near his home in the Green Mountains of Vermont, he raised the idea again—this time adding a simple question. Had I read Psychonavigation during the past nine years? When I confessed that I had not, he said, “Please read it. It’s a powerful book, a pioneer. You’ll understand why I want to reissue it.”

I promised him I would honor his wish.

Yet I procrastinated. Another book was taking root in me and I convinced myself that I did not want to be influenced by what I had come to call “my old style.” I felt certain my writing had improved over the decade and that each of the two books that followed Psychonavigation was superior to it. I also had been influenced, I am now certain, by the critical acclaim received by these later books. I told myself that I did not want to be discouraged or impaired by that old style.

Then I was asked to send a portfolio of articles about my work to a film producer. As I dug deep into the files I was astounded by the amount of positive press Psychonavigation had received. Not just in this country, but in many others.

One night I picked the book up and started reading. I continued on through the night, surprised by what I found. My publisher had been right: it is a pioneering book. And, yes, I was right, too, my style has changed. What struck me the most, however, was something I could not have known at the time I wrote it. Now I was able to see that Psychonavigation was not only the foundation for my later books, but also the inspiration for many of the others that currently line the New Age shelves in bookstores. While I had been told this by other authors, it was not until I re-read my book that I fully comprehended what they had meant. I was particularly struck by the power in the words and actions of the teachers who populate its pages. I understood that I could not take credit for this book, that the “old style” was not mine at all—it was theirs. They are the true authors; I am their stenographer. I was deeply moved, and remain so, by those teachers and the simple integrity of their voices.

Unlike my most recent two books, Psychonavigation was written before I started taking others into the Amazon and Andes to live and work with the indigenous people there. It was written before I began giving workshops in North America and Europe, and before the creation of Dream Change Coalition. In short, it was written during a time when I was deeply involved in my own inner journey and in exploring the manner in which the shamans I had studied with during the previous two decades had impacted that journey. My relationship with those shamans and their cultures was profoundly personal and emotional.

The seeds for the two books that followed were planted in the same soil as Psychonavigation. When they sprouted, however, it was into a very different environment. Theirs is a much more communal context; their messages concern cultural transformation. They relate to the technological cultures that are home to the people in my workshops and on my trips and to the integration of these with the shamanic cultures.

In its own way Psychonavigation is more powerful than its successors due to the personal nature of its one-on-one teachings from people who in the later books would be identified as Master Shamans, and because of the intimacy of the voices of those teachers, along with their uncanny ability to predict the future. It is a book of prophecies—ones made during the past thirty years that have now become firmly established realities.

In chapter 4, Jose Jesus Quischpe takes us into a remote corner of the Andes to participate in a secret Birdman ceremony. We meet shamans who have never before allowed anyone outside their communities to learn their identities or to witness their ceremonies. At the time, in the late 1960s, it was an incredible moment for me—both terrifying and wonderful. How could I have known then—or even twenty years later when I was writing the book—that during the 1990s I would guide dozens of North Americans to these same Birdmen? That they would open their homes and hearts to us? Or that they would influence so many people in my country, altering basic theories of medical science, physics, and economics? As I write this paragraph, three of those shamans are visiting the United States, giving DCC workshops and healing people who are unable to travel into the high Andes.

In chapter 5, Buli, the Buganese shipbuilder in Sulawesi, Indonesia says, “My only chance of attaining perfection occurs when nature and all the spirits watching over her are on my side.” Deeply moved by his words, I express to him my desire for the people of my country to understand this, and he adds, “Perhaps it is your destiny to help them. … You have to think positively.” It was as if he anticipated the decade in my life that began after Psychonavigation was published—and the publication occurred more than fifteen years after that day I spent on a beach with Buli, eating lunch beside the magnificent wooden ship he was building from materials he had found while “flying” through the forests.

Julio Sinchi, the prominent Bolivian lawyer in chapter 6, symbolizes the union of the condor of the indigenous “south” with the eagle of the technological “north.” At the time I had no inkling that this union would become such an important theme in my future writings and teachings. Nor did I realize that the eagle would come to represent not so much the geographical north as the Cartesian ideas of separation and hierarchy that have formed the basis for the technological developments of the industrial world. The condor, on the other hand, would represent the holistic philosophies of the indigenous and shamanic cultures—those of both the northern and southern hemispheres. According to ancient Andean mythology, during the Fifth Pachacuti (the five-hundred-year interval beginning in the 1990s) human societies will shift from the aggressive, discordant behavior of the Fourth Pachacuti (which began in the 1490s) to the more sustainable approaches characterized by partnership and symbolized by the union of the carrion-eating condor and the predatory eagle.

Drawing on his indigenous heritage and Harvard education, Julio Sinchi had one foot in each hemisphere. He set the tone for so much of what would follow by warning: “Without earth, water, and air there is nothing. We’d better protect them. Even if a man could survive, his life would be meaningless without them.”

Julio advised me to start my teachings on a very personal level. “I am saddened,” he told us, “to hear people say, ‘Oh, that’s beyond my control.’ Or ‘I do it because I have no choice.’ I know these are unhappy people. They have elected to forego a God-given right. … Help them shapeshift.” It was also Julio who first urged me to take the voices of the shamans into the corporate world. “If we’re going to save our species,” he said, “we’re going to have to change the people and organizations that control the purse strings!”

In this, as in many things, Julio was—like the other people you shall meet in this book—prophetic. And so today “Shapeshifting the Corporation” is one of our most exciting and powerful programs. Even as I write this preface, DCC is planning a five-day intensive workshop for managers at one of the world’s largest and best-known corporations.

We have entered a period of transformation. Whether we like it or not, it is upon us and will involve shifts far more radical than those experienced during the Agricultural or Industrial Revolutions. And opportunities to prosper (“to move into hope,” from the Latin pro spero) in new ways.

The message we deliver to corporations is this: People who resist change face an uphill battle that they will ultimately lose. But there is no need for resistance. Those who psychonavigate into the future will enjoy an ecstatic ride.

When I finished re-reading Psychonavigation, I understood my publisher’s desire to update and reissue it. It would be a sort of closing of the circle. For while The World Is As You Dream It and Shapeshifting are deeply influenced by the workshops and trips, Psychonavigation is profoundly personal, allowing the reader to begin where I started, and where each of my teachers—the voices who are this book—once began.

We tell corporate executives that shapeshifting their companies must begin with the individuals who motivate the companies. This is true as well for families, communities, cultures, nations, and the entire species. The transformation we will experience during the Fifth Pachacuti is by no means limited to the individual, but it must begin with the individual and gain its inspiration from the individual. This is the role of the psychonavigator. It is your role.


Prologue

My five year old daughter, Jessica, and I stood hand in hand on a hill looking down at the power plant and hydroponic greenhouse. Behind us was a mountain of waste-coal, for years a hazard to the environment and people of this northern Pennsylvania community. Now it would be converted into electricity for local consumption and heat for growing tomatoes; the ash would be used to fill in and rehabilitate old strip mine pits; the recontoured land would be planted with native tree species. Due to a technological breakthrough, the burning of the waste would not produce acid rain; in fact, this plant, by replacing older ones, would greatly reduce air pollution.

Jessica squeezed my hand three times, our code for “I love you.” I returned four: “I love you too.” The sleepless nights, eighty-hour work weeks, and endless days away from home finally seemed worth it. I had set out to prove that a risky, environmentally beneficial project could be financed through conventional, private sources. The $53,381,0001 facility we saw spread out below was proof it could be done. It was my gift to Jessica’s generation. It was also proof that psychonavigation works.

Twenty years earlier, in 1968, a professor I had at business school told my class: “the theory of supply and demand breaks down where the environment is concerned. Unfortunately, we in the technologically advanced societies assume incorrectly that nature’s bounty is infinite. Let me offer a prediction: The survival of life as we know it will depend on decisions your generation makes.” He paused. “Please take nature into account as you scale the ladders of corporate America.” He went to the blackboard and drew the classical curves for supply and demand. “I suggest you study the non-technologically advanced societies, the primitive ones where supply and demand theory really means something.”

Two months after that advice was given, I moved to the Amazon and encountered psychonavigation for the first time. I certainly had no inkling of the long-term impact this experience would have on me. Psychonavigation was little more than a curiosity, and I was a lonely, rather self-centered young man, much more concerned with my own role as a Peace Corps Volunteer in a tiny jungle village than with protecting the environment.

The following pages are, in part, the story of my personal journey of discovery and the ways in which I eventually came to use psychonavigation. In addition, they provide background for a theory of why psychonavigation works and how it is utilized by people from all walks of life: medical doctors, scientists, businessmen, politicians, and artists—as well as mountain mystics and jungle shamans. This book will, I hope, inspire others to become psychonavigators and serve to encourage more extensive research into a subject that offers so many benefits to current and future generations.

One comment I feel obliged to make about authenticity: although the people and incidents are real, in some cases I have changed names and details for the sake of anonymity; conversations are recreated as accurately as memory permits.

My business professor’s prediction has come true. The survival of life as we know it depends upon decisions we are making right now. Each year these become more critical. How we live, and the choices we make at the market, at home, and at work affect this planet in ways we are just beginning to understand.

Psychonavigation can enhance our ability to make wise decisions. It can help each of us develop creative solutions to the individual and collective problems we face. Best of all, it can open new worlds of insight and understanding, enabling us to fulfill our obligation as protectors of the Earth.

Before you finish this book, you will want to give psychonavigation a try. Once you do, chances are you will make it a part of your life, because it is above all else a truly exhilarating experience.
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The Road to El Milagro

“Not likely to see any shrunken heads,” said Ray, my Peace Corps boss, as he wrestled the wheel of the jeep to bring it through another hairpin turn in the high Andes of Ecuador. Ray was from Atlanta, and he pronounced the words, “shrunken heads,” with a drawl that seemed to give them an added measure of respect. It was early morning. The sun had not yet risen, but the massive silhouettes of the surrounding mountains stood out—a haunting landscape against a star-speckled sky. “I dare say you’ll meet a few Shuar warriors, but they keep their grisly trophies pretty much to themselves these days.”

Because of my degree in business administration, I had been trained at a California camp as a specialist in credit and savings cooperatives. After eight weeks, I was sent directly to Cuenca, a mountain city with a regional Peace Corps office. Ray had offered to drive me to a local market center where I could catch a bus deep into the Amazon. At the end of the road, a horse would take me to my assigned village—El Milagro. It had all seemed very exciting and romantic, but I was beginning to have second thoughts.

“The place you’re going to is a frontier outpost, sort of like Dodge City was a hundred and fifty years ago. The only real settlement beyond it is San Miguel, except for Shuar villages.”

San Miguel was part of a government colonization effort to move poor mountain peasants deep into the jungle. If they succeeded in clearing and cultivating the land, it was theirs to keep. El Milagro was a key link since it served as a way station for seeds, surveying equipment, and other supplies. Much of this equipment was donated by the U.S. Agency for International Development (USAID) through its Alliance For Progress programs. Peace Corps Volunteers who had been in training with me would help teach these colonists how to survey and farm the jungle.

A white wooden cross flashed in front of the headlights; it marked another of the many spots where a driver had lost concentration or control of a vehicle and careened into the icy river hundreds of feet below. I had the impression I was traveling into a land of myths, a place where anything was possible and where the limitations of the world I’d been raised in ceased to exist. The only sound was the jeep’s motor, until Ray broke the silence that had crept between us.

“Teofilo Mata is a fine person,” he said, never taking his eyes off the road, “Not only El Milagro’s schoolteacher, but the town leader, mayor, and council all rolled into one.” Ray chuckled dryly. “He understands the importance of a credit and savings co-op. A man of vision! When he asked the Peace Corps to send a Co-op Specialist, he knew what he was doing. Just work with Teofilo, and everything will be A-OK. He’ll probably even introduce you to a Shuar or two.” Ray leaned forward and squinted through the windshield. “There’s Gualaceo now.” Ahead, a ghostly light pierced the darkness. “Built a hydro plant here last year. Proud of it they are, too. Runs only a few hours every morning, though, to light the bus station so the Indians can see to set up the market. Terrific assortment of fruits sold here.”

“Shuar Indians?” I asked, trying to ignore the apprehension I felt.

“Are you kidding? We’re still in the mountains. Quechua country. The Shuar stick to the jungles—except when they psychonavigate.”

“Psychonavigate?”

“Yeah. Never heard of it? You will. Happens when a Shaman enters a trance. They say he flies to far off lands. After he returns, he knows things he never knew before. The Quechua psychonavigate too.”

“What sort of things does a Shaman learn when he psychonavigates?”

“You name it,” Ray laughed. “They claim he soars on the wings of eagles! I met an old prospector one time—an American named Sam Elliot—who told me a story about how the Shuar found a lost partner of his through psychonavigation. He and his friend had been looking for gold… you know, lost Inca cities and treasures—El Dorado. They separated, and when it came time to rendezvous, Sam’s friend never showed. Sam waited a day and night. Then went to a nearby Shuar village where he and the shaman were friends. According to what Sam told me, Shuar warriors—wearing nothing but monkey furs and feathers—formed a big circle around the shaman. They chanted and danced. Eventually, the shaman fell into a deep trance. After that he led them to Sam’s friend. It took two days and nights. When they found him, he was half dead from hepatitis, but he survived.”

“Amazing story!” I peered out the window at the dark, forbidding mountains, once again disturbed by the feeling that I had entered a land where the mythical and tangible are never far apart—if separated at all.

“You’ll hear more like it, I’m sure. Remember a few to tell me.”

“Do you believe in psychonavigation, Ray?”

He shrugged. “I believe the Shuar found Sam’s friend. How? Who knows! Maybe just lucky or good trackers.” He slammed on the brakes to avoid hitting a mangy dog. Ahead I saw people congregating in the eerie light of the bus station. “I’ve been told the Quechua psychonavigate to predict the future. They travel through time. Who am I to knock it?”

Ray pulled up to the bus station. It was a little adobe hut that reeked of diesel fuel.

“That mixto over there is yours.” He pointed to one of the half dozen dilapidated buses lining the road. “They’ll board any minute now. Have fun, I’ll see you in a month.” He drove off, headed back to Cuenca, leaving me with a terrible, lonely feeling that seemed to settle in the pit of my stomach.

I ambled over to the odd-looking vehicle similar to ones used throughout Ecuador. Mixtos are assembled in local factories by bolting large wooden boxes, like small houses, onto old truck chassis. The outside walls are decorated with rainbow-colored murals, and have rectangular holes cut in them for windows. A small crowd milled around this particular mixto which sported a profusion of psychedelic flowers and a huge sign proclaiming to the world that its name was Little Flower.

I stood back trying to avoid the commotion and hide my fear, wishing my six foot frame and curly blond hair didn’t stand out so much. Most of the people had the high cheekbones and ruddy features characteristic of the Quechua. They were short, barrelchested and strong. Several men were busy lashing cargo to the top of Little Flower with ropes. Then, at a word from the driver, everyone rushed toward the door. People and animals jostled one another to secure favored places on the hard wooden benches. There were pigs, goats, chickens and roosters, and people of all ages. One man tried to squeeze a rusty bicycle through the door; eventually he and an old woman succeeded in heaving it up to the roof of the mixto where a surly cargo-handler stowed it under a heavy black tarpaulin. I kept off to the side, watching it all and wanting more than anything to be somewhere else.

When the driver saw me, he introduced himself in the sing-song Spanish typical of Ecuador’s highlands. “I’m Jaime Ortega, Gringo. This is my bus. I’m the boss here.” We shook hands.

“John Perkins, Juan. Pleased to meet you,” I lied.

“Mister Juan.” A quick smile exposed two gold teeth. “First trip?” He ushered me up the steps of his mixto with much fanfare. Then he stood directly before the family of five crowded onto the front bench. “Make room for this Gringo, so he can see our magnificent country,” he said. The eldest son rose and moved to the back of the bus, affording me a space on the coveted front seat. I felt embarrassed and at the same time warmed by such attention. Perhaps things wouldn’t be so bad after all.

The six-hour trip was the most spectacular, uncomfortable, and terrifying I had ever taken. We headed into the barren high plains. The altiplano is an inhospitable land 14,000 feet up where the air is thin and cold, the vegetation is sparse, and the sun seems to be forever hidden behind massive black clouds—a place designed for phantoms. On the ascent, the inside of the bus was freezing cold. Then we plummeted down into misty jungles. The route was a series of nerve-racking switchbacks, affording first a glimpse of a clouded abyss and then, around the next slippery curve, perpendicular walls of jumbled bamboo, vines, and water cascading into the jungle below. As we descended, the air turned steamy and hot, and Little Flower’s interior grew so heavy with the smell of sweat that it made me feel nauseous.

Glaring sunshine alternated with torrential rains. The dirt road changed as quickly as the weather. In sunshine, it was a hard-baked surface of bone-rattling ruts; in the rain, it turned to mud. Jaime’s driving abilities earned my deepest respect. His job seemed impossible, and yet he was always calm. In fact, he frequently chatted nonchalantly with those of us who sat near. I sometimes found myself wishing he would pay more attention to the road and less to conversation.

Finally, six hours after leaving Gualeceo we arrived at the end of the road. It was not yet noon. Jaime yelled, “Here we are, Highway of the Sun terminal. All out!” Everyone cheered, and I realized with some shock that even seasoned veterans were relieved to have arrived alive.

“Come with me, Gringo.” Jaime grabbed my arm and helped me down. My muscles were so stiff, I could barely walk. It felt like the back half of my body was covered with blisters, where my flesh had rubbed against the wooden seat. “Most everyone here is going to the big town of Macas. A short walk. But for you, there is only one way to El Milagro. By horse.”

Jamie introduced me to a bearded man with a patch over one eye. “Raul, take good care of this gringo,” he said. “Rent him your strongest animal! We want Mister Juan to get the best impression of our magnificent Amazon.”

Raul had only four horses and they were all short and scrawny. He led the largest of them to me and accommodated my height by extending the stirrups almost to the ground with rawhide thongs tied to the saddle.

The ride was unlike anything I had ever imagined. The soft jungle soil had been worn down by pack horses and mules to a series of long, deep ditches. Most of the time I could not see over these, although occasionally the horse and I would emerge to a panorama that was magnificent (even to one in my distracted state of mind). This part of the jungle between the Andes and the Amazon’s flat flood plains offers splendid views. Vast expanses of rain forest stretch unbroken across endless hills that occasionally rise to jagged peaks. Mist drifts in and out along the ridges and swirls down into the valleys. When the sun shines, it is merciless. Then suddenly it is vanquished by a chilly down-pour. I became accustomed to a dance like routine performed on the back of a horse, squeezing into a plastic ankle-length poncho; then rushing to struggle free of it. It was the only way to avoid freezing and baking within a matter of seconds.

A few people rode by me on their way from the jungle to the road. Despite what seemed like the harshest of environments, they were full of good humor and their presence helped raise my spirits. Passing was a challenge. One party nudged its animals as high up the embankment as the loose dirt permitted, while the other cautiously inched along the bottom of the ditch. Everyone took a delight in these encounters, calling out greetings, joking, and laughing boisterously.
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