The Ayawaska Tour to Machu Picchu

     The afternoon was spent with Angel, a shaman, touring the central market and the curanderias, or witch markets, and buying things for the ritual. We made one last stop at his house to pick up some maracus. His son was attacked by a dog and was rushed off to the hospital with face injuries. He would be OK and Angel felt it would be good if we went ahead with the ritual.

     We took a taxi into the hills above Cuzco on the road to the Urubamba Valley. We were dropped off on a summit of granite and caves, the Temple of the Moon. Huge clouds gathered rain on the west side of the valley and wind from above blew down keeping the storm away from our ridge for a while. The giant and sacred volcano El Nevado Auzangate loomed in the east, a rare sight during the rainy season of summer. The sun sank behind the storm clouds as dusk settled in. Deep greys, blues and purples enveloped the sky and lightning began as the storm moved towards us across the canyon. Thunder claps soon surrounded us as in the dark we sat in a circle on the temple platform and began.

     We moved by flashlight off the boulders and cliffs and into the main temple cave to give offerings and receive the healing ritual. We shared the sacred jungle wine Ayawaska as Angel read our oracles from the rocks and shells he brought and tossed across the alter. For each of us he performed a water purification ritual. A sort of baptism by water, flowers, eucalyptus and a condor wing. This was to set our hearts free and clean. Afterwards we walked outside below the stars and began the long walk through the fields and hilltop ghettos into the Valley of Cuzco.

     After a day of rest the five a.m. alarm woke us and we quickly dressed and began putting our extra bags and gear into the hostal storage. By taxi we quickly reached the train station across from the Central Market in San Pedro. After coffee and snacks we boarded the Machu Picchu Train for the amazing five-hour ride through the Urubamba Valley and into the cloud forests of the Andes to Machu Picchu. The noisy train rocked and squeeked, honked its horn and puffed nasty diesel smoke as it follows the tangled river down into the mists of the mountains which soar above.

     In Aguas Calientes, the Village below the ruins, we found our comfortable hostal and began exploring for fun, food and bargains. After our meal and shopping we began the walk down the wide dirt road to the ruins. It followed the twisting and raging river. Derek soon turned back, Pablo and Mario continued slow and Berenice and I hiked swift, intending on going the five miles to the entrance before nightfall.

     At the entrance, they took our money, asked us when we would come out and informed us we were the only people in the entire complex. Through the gate we entered the many stone steps and the transformitive experience that is Machu Picchu. We walked the main path descending to the large fields of grass at the center. Darkness fell and we strained to see the path towards where we came.

     We heard a strange animal call, I answered back a little startled and we realized it was Pablo who had followed us and snuck in alone. We joined together on a large boulder looking into and out of the shadowed panoramic. Encircling the ruins and peak of Huana Picchu flashed silent lightning, balls of light that flash out below the clouds without a sound. The sky above the ruins luckily parted revealing a circle of sky and pulsing depth of sky and stars. It was so very amazing. Just us, there, alone in Machu Picchu.

     We sat there in awe and relaxation, counting the fleeting shadows of ghosts darting between stone walls and across terraces of grass. We giggled and told stories about our amazement. Then suddenly we noticed a strange glowing thing in the wet grass at our feet. A tiny little glowing caterpillar inched through the towering blades of grass. Just barely visible, the neon green light wiggled in the grass, the Mystic Glow Worm of Machu Picchu.

     At around eight-thirty we began our walk up the many steps back to the entrance. When we got there we found that the gate man had left and locked the gate and us in. From there we worked as a climbing team hanging off the high railing and swinging off the cliff and around the entrance gate. The gate man heard us and came out angry and yelling at Pablo that he needed to pay. They walked off into the darkness as I climbed back inside to get Derek’s hat Berenice forgot on the other side as the gate man looked on.

     From there it took us two hours to walk down the five mile dirt road through the steep jungle. With clouds overhead the darkness was pure and deep. You could barely see the dirt of the road. What you could see was the inconceivably dark depths of the jungle alongside the road and you knew not to walk into that. When we reached Aguas Calientes  at eleven p.m., we found Mario having Pizza and a few beers down in the plaza and we sat and laughed, enjoying our wonderful journey in the arms of Perú.

