Adventure

The Sun God Festival, Inti Raymi, Cuzco
As usual Mario and I wake up early. We go over some final changes on our exhibition poster before going to the cultural center El Averno and meet up with our local organizers Leyla and Jorge. Across the street at the restaurant with our CristoChé mural we have breakfast and talk, finalizing the poster over eggs and toast. We return to the hostal for our bags and arrange rooms for our return in one week. The seven of us with backpacks and baggage walk to the bus station, about five long blocks down El Boulevard La Quilca. Elsa and Anna were there hanging out and we convinced Ricardo to pay for Anna to join our group to Cuzco. It was great, Mario was already sponsoring the local artist / poet named Virginia to go and one more Peruvian in the group was a great expansion to our idea of a cross-cultural exchange. By two p.m. we were on the bus heading out of town and Anna would come on another bus the next day as our bus was sold out. The bus roared out of the urban expanse of Lima along the Pan American Highway down the coast. We quickly passed the giant ruins of Pachacamac and soon after the great waves of Punta Hermosa. I slept off and on and at nine p.m. we stopped in Nazca, inland on the desert plains. The bus was broken down and for two hours they tried to fix it and then for six hours we waited for another bus to come from Lima.

At five a.m. we loaded the new bus and continued on. The drive was like off-roading through the Himalaya of Nepal and into Tibet, except we were on a paved road and in a big bus watching Hollywood movies with Spanish subtitles. “Evil is the lack of empathy.” Something I learned in a movie about World War II. We moved from the desert up through rough and twisted mountains. By mid-morning we were at 4000 meters, high on the altiplano and feeling sick on the twisted road as towering volcano cones peaked off in the distance. Strange tan and red colors made horizontal lines, deep blue sky stretched above and large lakes formed where snow melts. We eventually dropped into huge canyons after going through the last high pass. Large rivers and rough dirt roads became our way before we arrived at the high altitude town of Abancay at 3 p.m. for a meal. The last six hours cross many deep and forested canyons before becoming more and more tropical. The last canyon exposed our closest view of enormous mountains covered in glaciers. The last two hours enter the valley of Cuzco at 9p.m. with plenty of time to enjoy the night. We took a taxi to the Plaza San Blas and the Hospedaje Sambleno where we stayed on our first trip six months before. This little artists’ community is unforgettable. We waited for our rooms to be cleaned, then showered and went out for dinner. After dinner we went to the youthful and enjoyable club of Mama Africa to dance in the pulsing lights and international crowd. The night continued late with tours around the Plaza de Armas looking for our friend Pablo, Marios’ son, who we believed had arrived from San Diego on his own. The night ended at the internet cafes to stay connected.

It was Monday June 24th, a cold morning. I checked the desk for a note from Pablo then Mario and I went out for breakfast while the others slept. We moved down the narrow stone streets as taxis squeezed by. After a few phone calls we hung around in the Plaza de Armas below the cathedral as crowds slowly gathered and speaker systems were put in place. A woman told us when the festival would start and we returned to the hostal to meet up with everyone. Ricardo was gone and the Sanchez’ wanted to stay in a while and change to their own room, so Mario and I rushed off alone and into the massive crowd gathered in the plaza. The dancers began entering with the scores of costumed musicians at about eleven. The first show lasted over an hour of a big band of flutes, drums, singers, rain sticks, bird calls and the Inka King speaking loud through the soundsystem. They marched out of the plaza creating a parade and we followed the Inca runners up the steep roads and walkways to Sacsaywaman, the ruins of the great Inka fort of interlocking stones destroyed during the battles of the conquest. I was alone walking around the ruins and festival until three, enjoying the sounds and sights within the temple. I recorded the sounds of multiple bands, conversations, and for hours the flutes and drums repeated. I left early walking the stone pathway off the hillside and back to our hostal and the Plaza  San Blas. I met Yuri back in the Plaza then met the Sanchez’ for dinner. Everyone was together for a moment before we broke up for a drink at the crowded Cross Keys Pub and the European crowd. We then searched for the Casa De Barra and a party with Los Negros. Live African drumming under the stars in an old courtyard that burned with a great fire in the center. We danced and drank cheap wine from Chincha, the city created south of Lima to house the slaves. We danced until late.

In the language of the Inca, Quechua, we say, “Wilcauma”, Headflower, and with that we enter the realm of the open mind and the creative mind. Go to Peru for the simple reason that the experience will open your mind and give you great joy. For every one thing you discover, there are two more.  Cuzco is a great magnet, drawing people from all over the world for many diverse reasons.  Enter this great funnel, el embudo, and find your own reason at the center, in the bellybutton of the world, Cuzco, Peru.
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