Inka Pilgimage: Hidden Treasures of Pachamama
Chapter 3 – San Agustin Archaeological Park
Five hundred and fifty kilometers south of Bogota, there is a small Indian village
called San Agustin. The remains of a mysterious civilization are found there. More than
500 monolithic statues and different works of art have been discovered in the area.
The San Agustinians chose to locate their civilization near the place where the
Andes mountains branch into three new cordilleras (eastern, central and western) and
where the three most important rivers in Colombia (Magdalena, Cauca and Patia)
begin. San Agustin is flanked by the Magdalena River which runs all the way to the
Northwest Caribbean Sea of Colombia.
Where the San Agustinians came from and how their culture was developed is
something impossible to determine, but it may well have been a famous city of
pilgrimage of the Hopi Indians of North America. For example, the San Agustin
statues are very similar to the Olmeca statues found in Mexico, and the Olmeca
Indians of Mexico are closely related to the Hopi Indians. Furthermore, according to
Frank Waters in his Book of the Hopi:
"Far in the tropical south, no one knows where, lay the mysterious red city of the
south, Palatkwapi (Red House). Perhaps it was in Mexico, perhaps in Central or
South America. Wherever it was, it is still an important landmark in the geography of
Hopi legend. It was the Kachinas who built Palatkwapi. Upon their emergence a
number of clans chose to go south and were accompanied by a number of Kachina
people. These Kachina people were spirits sent to help and guide the clans, taking the
form of ordinary people.
Having reached the Southern Paso and left their signatures, the clans returned
North until they reached the red earth place where the Kachinas instructed them to
settle and build. From a small village it grew into a large city, a great cultural and
religious centre, the mysterious red city of the south." (p. 82)
Guillermo Zamora "Venkatesh", a tour guide to San Agustin
http://www.yogamag.net/archives/1979/fjune79/sanagus.shtml

The bus ride from Bogota to San Agustin was in the dead of night. The ride took
us down the backbone of the Cordillera Oriental (eastern range) of the northernmost
part of the Andes Mountains. We slept through most of the ride. When we finally
arrived in San Agustin twelve hours later, the morning sun had already awakened the
bustling town of around 30,000 inhabitants.
The bus stopped on the main street, and almost instantaneously a guide accosted
us with an offer that sounded reasonable at the time. Lucas Garzon gave us a business
card to reassure us that he was in the business of giving tours in the archaeological zone.
He was dressed in a sporty blue outfit and cowboy boots. His sleeveless jacket had a
sew-on insignia that validated his position as a tour guide.

“I can give you a tour on horseback, or, if you’d prefer, in a jeep,” said Lucas in
a robust voice with a heavily accented English.
He noticed a group of English-speaking ladies come off the bus, and he motioned
for them to join Susie and me as he gave his sales pitch.
“We’re looking for a hotel to stay at and clean up a bit,” said the young lady with
an Irish accent. “Then we can look at what you’re offering.”
“I work for that hotel,” said Lucas, pointing several meters down the street to the
Hotel Colonial. “It’s a good inexpensive hotel to stay at.”
Another man came up to us just then. Lucas introduced the short man to us. They
seemed to work in tandem.
“This is my brother, Jerry Luis,” said Lucas. “He’s a tour guide at the
archaeological park.”
I thought Lucas said Jerry Lewis, the American actor-singer, but it turned out that
his brother used that name as a gimmick to attract customers and to start up a
conversation. The short man’s real name was Luis Salazar, and he spoke excellent
English. However, he wasn’t really Lucas’ brother, just a business partner.
“I’m Jerry Luis, the polyglot,” announced the jovial man, who was a multi-lingual
guide.
After we checked in at Hotel Colonial and got situated in our rooms on the second
floor, we came back down to the open courtyard where Lucas was waiting for us with
a detailed map. He pointed out the trail to four sites if we went on the roughly three
hour horseback riding tour: El Tablon, La Chaquira, La Pelota, and El Purutal. Then he
traced the long all-day tour by jeep on the map, showing us how we would also visit the
other sites of San Agustin archaeological park: Alto de Los Idolos, Alto de Las Piedras,
and other places.
We all opted for the horseback riding tour. The three young Irish ladies, who were
in their adventurous early twenties, were excited to attempt their first long distance
horse ride (at least 10-12 kilometers). We would share the cost of the tour. Susie and I
agreed to meet Luis Salazar at the main entrance to the archaeological park for a private
tour afterwards. Susie’s philosophy of life was to help the indigenous people, and she
concurred to go on the horseback tour when Lucas told her that he was a native tour
guide, not a foreigner who was out to take the jobs away from the local people.

Lucas knew exactly which horse to pair us up with. For the young ladies from
Ireland, he assigned strong, fast horses. I was assigned to an old white horse, which
Lucas called “Viejo.” He figured an old man like me would prefer to ride a little slower
than the spunky ladies.
The first part of the trip on horseback was down a paved road out of town. The
horses trotted slowly as we followed the leader of the pack – Lucas, who had the words
“Tourist Information” and “caballo” (horse) on the back of his light blue sleeveless
jacket. We passed a building advertising a “Posada Campesina” (rural inn) and a
billboard advertising San Agustin – “es esto y algo mas” (this and much more) and a
large picture of a stone statue of the Staff God.

Afterwards, Lucas led us off of the paved road onto a dirt road that we followed
for almost a mile to our first destination: El Tablon. Lucas helped us get down from the
horses. Then we followed him to a covered enclosure with a lattice fence around it.
“This is El Tablon, one small place in the large 500 square kilometer
archaeological park,” said Lucas, double-checking his notes in his left hand. “There are
five stone slabs standing here. They represent the moon deity. I will explain why in a
minute. The first one on the left is an etched jaguar. Much of it is erased. The second
one shows a naked figure, and it is carved in relief. The ears have rings in them. The
eyes look like two half moons. The teeth represent the days in one lunar month. The
center statue is the largest, and it is a female figure with a round moon-like nose ring.
The square crosshatching on her chest is the sign of the earth mother Pachamama. The
fourth slab is an etching of a female figure, which also has crosshatching around her
waist, but it’s mostly erased. The last one on the right is a female with curved fingers,
and she’s wearing a skirt with a diamond-shaped crosshatching design around her waist.
That design is another sign of the energy of the earth mother Pachamama.”

I focused on the two prominent statues that clearly represented the feminine
essence, the earth mother Pachamama. I counted 28 diamond shapes on the waist skirt,
which made me think of the days in a lunar month. The diamond-shaped design also
made me think of the rattlesnake and the serpent energy that was sometimes represented
as a feminine force, also known as the kundalini.
I was taken out of my wide-eyed reverie and semi-trance by the voice of Lucas
saying, “Vamos” (let’s go). He was ready to take us to the next site of our tour. We left
the site of El Tablon with the roof covering and the lattice fence protecting the lunar
deity, who was in essence the feminine essence in all creation – known in the Andean
world by the name of Pachamama. Later, I discovered that the jaguar etching on the
first slab represented the mythical race of Jaguar people, born of the universal mother
Pachamama.
We continued at a slow pace on a narrow muddy dirt trail beside a barbed-wire
fence, which most likely protected a farmer’s land from encroachment. The luscious
green landscape and the distant hills made for a picturesque sight. Lucas led the horses
to a hitching post that overlooked the Magdalena River Valley. Across the valley was a
thin ribbon of a waterfall dropping from the Colombian Massif (“the Andean knot”) to

the gorge below. We were at a high place, a place where ancient people erected their
sacred shrines.

Lucas told us to follow a steep path down to a bunch of rocks where we would see
some petroglyphs. He would wait for us. He needed to watch the horses.
We slowly descended to the canyon below. About a hundred meters down, we
noticed an outcropping of huge boulders grouped together on the steep hillside. I started
to look closely at the irregular-shaped rocks, trying to decipher any markings. It was
when I looked back up the hill to take a look at the ladies behind me that I noticed the
large carved figure known as the main La Chaquira figure. The figure carved in the
large pyramid-shaped rock looked like a shaman whose round eyes were staring into
space, as if under the influence of hallucinogenic plants. His hands were lifted to the
heavens, as if he were worshipping the central sun within his inner universe. Or could
it be an image of the shaman levitating above the Rio Magdalena Valley? I closed my
eyes and contemplated the inner peace and tranquility that the carved image evoked.

Behind the shaman rock was another image that I spotted. It was a similar head
with round eyes, wide nostrils, and open mouth. However, below the head was a very
small round head with just the simplest features of two eyes and a line for a mouth. This
was the first image that I saw of a double (Spanish, doble), which was a feature common

to many of the sculptures I was to see in the archaeological park. The small child-like
face suggested that this probably referred to a sacrifice.
Lucas helped us get back on top of our horses, and we continued up and down
some trails beside panoramic views to our next destination several kilometers away. On
our way out of the La Chaquira site, we passed a billboard that we stopped to read.
Susie translated the gist of it to me.
The sign said: “El sitio arqueologico de La Chaquira necesita de la ayuda de todos
para su recuperacion. Por ello es necesario que vecinos, propietarios, guias, baquianos,
turistas, viajeros y caminantes respeten las siguientes recomendaciones.”
[The archaeological site of The Chaquira needs the help of all for its restoration.
It is necessary that neighbors, proprietors, guides, experts, tourists, and travelers respect
the following recommendations.]
There was a list of recommendations on how to preserve the petroglyphs and
carvings on stone.
I was enjoying the leisurely pace of my old horse. At one point I urged my horse
to pull alongside Susie’s horse so I could take a scenic photograph of the prolific fields
with large plants we were passing, and the distant rolling hills. As I took the picture, I
noticed a distant land formation that was shaped like a forked hill or a “W.” Later, I
learned that many settlements had grown up around the ancient volcano named Cerro
de La Horqueta, which was across the Magdalena River near the archaeological site of
Alto de Los Idolos.
La Pelota (“the ball”) had two carved statues under a high roof and enclosed
within a lattice fence.
“The two figures you see here represent the three worlds of the Andean culture,”
said Lucas after he saw that everybody was lined up in front of the enclosure and ready
to listen to his short explanation. “The warrior or Jaguar man on the right represents the
physical human and animal world. You can see the jaguar fangs. He is also the shaman
who can change shape from human to animal and back again. There is a story that
Jaguar man and Indian woman procreated a new race on earth. The eagle and the serpent
statue on the left represents the world above and the world below. The eagle flies in the
sky and the snake crawls down into the earth. It is Father Sky and Mother Earth together
in one.”

Lucas continued talking about the mysterious civilization of people and sculptors
who lived in the San Agustin area along both sides of the Rio Magdalena valley. My
attention was drawn back to the hypnotic stare of the Jaguar man statue. It suddenly
dawned on me that these were living deities that I was encountering. I immediately
associated the image of the Jaguar man with the Hindu concept of murti (“living divine
essence”) that I had learned about when I was in India. What to the western mind looked
like an idol was in reality ( to the eastern mind) a deity, a representation in stone of the
essential nature of the person. I felt as if I were standing face to face with an ancestral
master of the indigenous Jaguar people. This was the place where humans were
transformed into gods, just like in Teotihuacan (“City of the Gods” or “place where the
gods were created”) in Mexico, where the walk down the Avenue of the Dead led from
the Moon (pyramid) to the Sun (pyramid) and culminated in the Temple of Quetzalcoatl
(the god-man). The stone deity seemed to cry out, “I live in the stone as an everlasting
memorial.” I was transfixed by the immense power of this Jaguar man and his capability
to draw me into his transcendental world. “Take a look at the dual nature of the eagle
and the serpent,” was the thought that the stone god sent into my mind. “That is the dual
nature of man, made of the etheric sky and the particles of earthly matter.” I noticed
crosshatching (square and diamond) on the serpent’s body, reminding me that this was
feminine energy contrasted and united simultaneously with the masculine eagle.

“Let’s go, Dad!” called Susie as she headed back to the horses with the ladies. She
was aware that I was in a deep meditative state, trying to tune in to the vibrations of the
ancient culture of San Agustin. My eyes were as dilated as the eyes of the sculptured
anthropomorphic eagle as I slowly meandered back to join the group.
‘What a trip!’ I thought to myself as I reflected on the thoughts that had penetrated
my inner being. No wonder the Augustinian monks named this place San Agustin after
their teacher Saint Augustine, who wrote of the “City of God.” In my mind, this surely
was the city of the gods.
It was only a short distance of several hundred meters to our last destination: El
Purutal, where a large corrugated roof covering and a lattice fence protected the
priceless treasures of the ancient culture that lived and died here.

“Here you see two well-preserved dolmens, which are stone tombs made with
stone slabs,” said Lucas, leaning over the lattice fence to point out the cave-like
megalithic structures with vertical slabs surmounted by large flat horizontal slabs. “On
the left you can see the sacrificer. He holds the instrument of death, a knife, in his right
hand, and probably a decapitated head of a girl in his left hand. He represents death.
The colors you can still see are red, yellow, and blue, which are the three cosmic colors
of the three worlds: the underworld or land of the dead, the world of the bright yellow
sun and our life on earth, and the world of the gods in the blue sky. They are also the
colors of the shaman – you can see the jaguar fangs in his mouth – he lives and moves
in all of those three worlds. Do you notice a line splitting the left side of the head?”
We looked closely to see a line extending from the middle of the crown of the
head to the statue’s right eye and below.
“That is a restoration of the statue’s head,” continued Lucas. “Robbers thought
the statues had treasure and gold inside, so they broke parts of the statues to see if there
was anything inside. They didn’t find anything because the statues were carved out of
solid rock.”

The restoration job was done so well that I wouldn’t have noticed any difference
if Lucas hadn’t pointed it out to us. I was glad to see the restoration of the ancient culture
along the Magdalena River, and I truly believed that it was also a restoration of the
entire pre-Columbian, even pre-Inca, culture that would bring to light the ancient
wisdom of their belief system.
“The dolmen on the right,” said Lucas, moving to the right to provide us with a
direct view of the small stocky upper body of a colorful figure holding a child in front
of her chest with both of her hands, “contains a female statue representing life. She
protects the child she has given birth to. If you look closely on her headdress, you can
see nine flower-like adornments. They represent the nine months in the mother’s
womb.”

‘Pachamama,’ I thought to myself. The feminine life force. The creator goddess.
The red color that bathed the mother and child down the central portion of the statue
appeared to be the life of the blood flowing through mother and child. The blue around
the eyes appeared to me like Pachamama’s all-embracing eyes in the sky. The yellow
outlining the outer portions of the arms, nose, eyes, and stubby feet appeared like the
bright solar light that circumscribed her universal activity.
“Death and life are the main parts of the Andean world,” concluded Lucas. “They
are part of the great circle of existence.”
Lastly, Lucas pointed out the empty tomb on the far right of the enclosure. It
seemed to have been plundered by robbers. Perhaps it had a statue that represented
rebirth – a thought that came to mind as I took a quick picture of the empty tomb.
When we returned to the horses, Susie asked if I wouldn’t mind trading horses.
She was having a hard time controlling her horse, who wanted to run faster at times
than she was comfortable with. That meant Lucas would have to urge Viejo on with his
switch to keep Susie from falling too far behind the rest of the group. Susie didn’t mind
that at all since she could converse with Lucas in Spanish, and keep him company.

I rode on the fast chestnut-colored horse up front with the Irish ladies. It was an
exhilarating pace as the horses picked up the pace going down a hill so they could make
it running up the hill before they slowed down again as they trudged up the steep hill.
Up and down the hills we went on the wide dirt road, which was slippery in places.
Several times I thought my horse would fall as it lost its footing, but he quickly regained
his balance and stayed upright. We finally completed the loop tour and arrived safely
at the main entrance of the Las Mesitas (“flat-topped landforms”) portion of the San
Agustin Archaeological Park. We had a group photograph taken to commemorate our
adventure together.

“Jerry” Luis Salazar was waiting for Susie and me at the entrance. He put out his
cigarette and walked up to us.
“Are you ready to see all the statues in this great archaeological site?” asked Luis.
He brushed back his light gray windbreaker jacket, revealing an insignia on his light tea
green-colored polo shirt – Asguiaturs guia (“Asociacion de Guias de Turismo,”
meaning Tourist Guides Association).
“Yes, we are,” I said as we waved good-bye to Lucas and the Irish ladies. The
ladies from Dublin, Ireland were going to tour the Mesitas complex on their own. I had
learned from my other tours of archaeological sites (Teotihuacan, Chichen Itza, Tikal,
Copan, etc.) that it was worthless going through an archaeological site without a guide.
The guide brought a knowledgeable perspective to what the tourist was beholding for

the first time. In fact -- as I write -- I’m still researching and evaluating all the
knowledge and information (from guides and books) about what I saw. What was it all
about? What did I really see? What does it all mean? Those, and other questions, force
me to search for answers beyond the initial viewing of any archaeological site.
Luis led us to a large sign that had information about the UNESCO World
Heritage site and a couple of maps depicting the trails to the various mesitas (mounds)
and other places of interest. I was disappointed to find that the sign did not have an
English translation. I read the Spanish words and tried to comprehend them with my
limited Spanish proficiency:
“Parque Arqueologico de San Agustin, Patrimonio de la Humanidad Bienvenido
a la sede principal del Parque Arqueologico de San Agustin, ubicado en el municipio
del mismo nombre en la Vereda Mesitas, Departamento del Huila. Otras sedes del
Parque se pueden visitor en el municipio vecino de Isnos.
Cultura
Arqueologica
de
San
Agustin
Existen evidencias de ocupacion humana en la region del Alto Magdalena desde el
periodo Arcaico, en el cuarto milenio antes de Cristo.
Durante el periodo Formativo (1000 a.C. – 1 d.C.), los agricultures habitants de la
region Vivian en las proximidades de cursos de agua y enterraban a sus muetros en
tumbas excavadas cerca de las viviendas; fabricaban utensilios de ceramica decorada
y pulida. Aunque cultivaban muchas especies de plantas, la recoleccion de productos
silvestres era importante.
Hacia el comienzo de la era Cristian se inicia el periodo Clasico Regional (1-900 d.C.),
en el cual produjeron una ceramica diferente, una orfebreria de formas y tecnologias
complejas y la famosa estatuaria monumental. En este periodo la poblacion aumenta
visiblemente y se forman comunidades rurales concentradas alrededor de los centros
ceremonials. En estos centros construyeron los grandes monticulos de tierra que
cubrian cada uno la tumba de un personaje importante. Las tumbas eran hechas de
lajas de piedra y estaban presididas por estatuas de seres mitologicos.”

“The sign says there is evidence of human occupation in this region of the
Magdalena River from the Archaic period in the fourth millennium BC,” translated
Luis. “We know that organic materials like red beans, bones, and fragments of wood,
have been carbon dated to at least 5,000 years ago. Archaeologists divide the history of
this region into the Archaic, the Formative (1000 BC to 1 AD), and the Regional Classic
period (100 to 900 AD). It was in the Classic period that the famous monumental
sculptures were produced by the master stone-workers for the ceremonial centers that
were established here. They built great mounds of earth covering the grave of each
important person. The tombs were made of stone slabs and were presided over by
statues of mythological beings – or, as I would say, anthropomorphic and zoomorphic
beings.”
Luis turned to proceed with the tour. However, I was engrossed in studying the
two maps on the board. The larger map showed the entire region of the archaeological
park, including the trails we had ridden on with the horses. I was trying to figure out
the course of the Magdalena River as it traveled from the highlands of the Colombian
massif eastward and then curving northward. The smaller map was a close-up of the
Mesitas (mounds) area that we would be touring.

I reluctantly left the maps I was studying and followed our guide.
“The Agustinian civilization thrived in this region of the upper Magdalena River
Valley for over a thousand years,” said Lucas as we walked along the well laid stone
path. “It disappeared during the fifteenth century, before the Spanish arrived in the
Americas. I think that when the Incas were expanding their empire northward across
Ecuador – into the territory of present day southern Colombia – the indigenous people
in the upper Magdalena River Valley decided to hide their sacred statues by burying

them deep in the ground. At the moment, we only have about ten percent of the statues
recovered. That means ninety percent is still hidden in various places underground.”
We passed a section where the original path of stones were preserved. They were
irregular-shaped flat slabs of stone. We didn’t walk on the Camino de Piedra (Stone
Path).

“So the Agustinians terminated this great ceremonial center and probably
dispersed further north,” continued Luis, “away from any threat of Inca domination.
What was once a great civilization that stood at the crossroads of major migration and
trade routes became a ghost of its former past. Nowadays, most archaeologists think of
this place as only a funeral ritual center, and they point to the fact that the original Indian
name of the river in the valley was Guacacallo – the River of Tombs.”
“Why is it named Rio Magdalena?” I asked, curious to satisfy my curiosity about
the biblical name.
“The Spanish missionaries tried to destroy all traces of the indigenous cultures
and beliefs,” answered Luis, “and they gave Christian names to a lot of the places. By
the way, Rio Magdalena is also called Yuma River, which means People of the River.”
Luis was not interested in talking about the Christian religion. Later I was to learn
why. But for now, I just found it interesting that the river of burials and tombs carried
the name of Mary Magdalene, who witnessed the death of her master (Jesus) and later
was the first witness of his resurrection at the empty tomb.
We approached the Mesitas area. A large, almost circular, slab was leaning against
an artificial prop. The slab featured a low relief of the double serpent, which actually
looked like two separate serpents with distinct heads slithering upwards side by side.
The serpents on the slab seemed to point towards our destination.

“Did the Agustinian civilization know about the kundalini?” I asked, associating
the image I was viewing with the Hindu concept of the serpent.
“Yes, they did,” answered Luis. “In fact, the kundalini is represented here by the
dual ida and pingala aspects, the feminine and masculine, that ascend along the spine.
Like in the universal symbol of the caduceus.”
I was impressed that Luis was familiar with the esoteric knowledge associated
with the kundalini (serpent power). I realized that I could discuss – and ask questions
about – various topics with the erudite guide.
“I have been a guide for almost forty years,” stated Luis, affirming what I was
thinking, “and I’ve studied and learned many things, not only about the Agustinian
culture, but also about the wisdom of other cultures and places.”
We paused at the sign labeled Mesita A. Once again, I tried to read and understand
as much as I could what the sign was saying:
“Esta subdivision del complejo Mesitas fue el primer sitio monumental en convertirse
en atractivo turistico, a principios del siglo XX. Esta localizado en un area aplanada
artificialmente que fue zona residencial desde el periodo Formativo 3 (300 a.C.-1 d.C.).
Contiene los dos mas grandes monticulos funerarios (Occidental y Oriental) del periodo
Clasico Regional (1-900 d.C.), que llegaban a los 4 m de altura y a los 30 m de diametro.
Sus corredores y dolmenes estan construidos con enormes tajas y contenian al menos
15 estatuas.”
Susie translated the words for me while Luis took a cigarette break:
“This subdivision of the Mesitas complex was the first monumental place to become a
tourist attraction at the beginning of the 20th century. This location - in an area leveled
artificially - was a residential area since the Formative period 3 (300 BC -1 AD). It
contains two large funeral mounds (Western and Eastern) of the Regional Classic period
(1-900 AD), and they reach a height of 4 m (13ft) and a diameter of 30 m (98 ft). Their
dolmens are built with enormous slabs and contain at least 15 statues.”

“There are four mesitas – artificially flattened areas – in the park,” said Luis after
Susie finished translating the information on the sign for me. “Three of them – Mesitas
A, B, and C – seem to be aligned to the cardinal directions – A is east, C is west, and B
is north.” He pointed out the mesitas on the map.
The first statue that we encountered in the area of Mesita A was a great Jaguarman deity about 2.7 meters (8’8”) tall and 1.2 meters (4’2”) wide. His hands were placed
across his chest as if he were in a relaxed position, and his focused eyes and wide
nostrils seemed to indicate that the Jaguar-man (or Shaman) was in an altered state of
consciousness.

“Wow!” I exclaimed as I approached the awesome and powerful deity
encapsulated in the stone figure.
“This Shaman figure with jaguar fangs and slanted, almond-shaped eyes is
probably in a light trance, being in ordinary and non-ordinary realities simultaneously,”
stated Luis. “The Shaman is a messenger of Pachamama, who moves through all three
worlds. He or she – they had male and female shamans – lives in the present world as a
human being, but he travels to the upper world or the lower world either through the

power of the jaguar or the wisdom of the snake. You mentioned the kundalini when we
passed the stone with two snakes. Well, take a look at the crown of the head and at his
base chakra positioned at his waist. The stepped or tiered loincloth is a mirror image of
the three-tiered crown. If you combine those two images, they become the Andean cross
– the Chakana. The Andean cross represents the three worlds: the upper world (Hanan
Pacha) of the gods, the middle world (Kay Pacha) of human life, and the lower world
(Ughu Pacha) of ancestral spirits.”
It occurred to me that the hands of the Jaguar-man were actually positioned over
the solar plexus – the center or axis – through which the Shaman would astral travel to
other levels.
Further up the path we encountered uncovered tombs in front of the eastern
mound, which housed a dolmen (stone enclosure or burial chamber) with three stone
statues.
“There are at least fifteen uncovered tombs and sarcophagus in the Mesita A area,”
said Luis. “There are two mounds: the eastern, which we are going towards, and the
western to the right.”
I could begin to distinguish the features of the three statues as we approached the
low bamboo fence that restricted access to them. Two guardians stood to the left and
right with raised clubs, as if protecting the central figure.

“Here we have what some say is the great coquero, or cocaine addict,” said Luis
with a wide grin on his face, as he pointed to the central figure. “You can tell he’s a
male because of the graphic display of his genitals. The coca implements he’s holding
in his hands are symbols of his shamanic power. His eyes are blank, indicating the blank
stare of a drug-induced trance. He has two guardian spirits who protect him and act as
his alter-ego. . The alter-ego is represented by the overarching snake-like being who
curves above the head to the back of the spine. If you come over here to the side, you
can actually see a serpent spiraling down the spine.”

Sure enough, I could see a serpentine body with what seemed like a human-like
head at the end of it. It even had one hand attached to the head. My guess was that this
actually was a representation of the etheric double or human energy field that projected
from the spinal serpent-energy (kundalini) and surrounded the body, similar to the
concept of the aura. It was also known as the astral double that is projected in astral or
soul travel. In biblical terms, I was familiar with it as a person’s angel, something akin
to a guardian angel. (Matthew 18:10, Acts 12:15) In literature, it is sometimes referred
to as a doppelganger or mirror double of a person.

On our way to the western mound, we passed a statue that had its arms crossed,
with the right hand on the heart and the left hand below near the navel. I thought perhaps
the heart chakra and the solar plexus were accentuated here, but I wasn’t sure. The
turban on the head was a feature that seemed to come from another part of the world.
“The western mound is oriented towards the east somewhat,” said Luis as we
came face to face with another dolmen with three statues. “The sun shines from the
northeast on this female statue with the two guardians. You can tell the central statue is
a female by the necklace and the bikini. She embodies the jaguar spirit by the look of
those fierce, menacing eyes and the fangs. The guardians have shields, instead of clubs,
and the doubles above their heads are left blank.”
It seemed like the head from the sun was procreating the earth, just like the jaguarman was procreating with the woman. The jaguar appeared to be a personification of
fertility, both in man and in woman.

The path from Mesita A branched out to Mesita B (northwest, to the right) and
mesita C (southwest, to the left). Luis chose to take us up the path to Mesita C, Fuente
de Lavapatas, and Alto de Lavapatas. He was saving his favorite, Mesita B, for last.
Then he would conclude the tour with a walk through the Bosque de Las Estatuas (the
Forest of Statues).
The stone-laid path at Mesita C led to a circular area surrounded by trees. It
seemed perfect for a small ceremonial space, like a plaza. I saw several statues up ahead,
but I decided to stop and read the sign first.

Mesita C: Esta subdivision del complejo de Mesitas corresponde principalmente
al periodo Clasico Regional (1-900 d.C.). Contenia probablemente un solo monticulo
funerario que estuvo acompanado de unas 15 estatuas y estaba rodeado de 49 tumbas
simples. Se exhiben actualmente solo 4 de las estatuas. Las esculturas se caracterizan
aqui por una talla poco profunda realizada sobre piedras grandes y planas. Al parecer,
estos monumentos son posteriors a los de las Mesitas A y B, segun una fecha de
Carbono-14 (estatua 115) del siglo VII d.C. Las fechas de los monticulos de las otras
Mesitas se concentran en los siglos I y II d.C.
Mesita C: This subdivision of the Mesitas complex corresponds to the Regional Classic

period (100-900 AD). It probably contained a single burial mound that was
accompanied by some 15 statues and was surrounded by 49 simple graves. On display
currently are only four of the statues. The sculptures here are characterized by shallow
carving done on large, flat stones. Apparently, these monuments are posterior to Mesitas
A and B, according to a Carbon-14 date (statue 115) of the seventh century AD. The
dates of the mounds of other Mesitas are concentrated in the first and second centuries
AD.
“As you can see by the map and the sign,” said Luis, “there were probably fifteen
statues here at one time. We will see four here, and three in the grove of statues at the
end of the tour. The first one on your right is a triangular-shaped head whose curved
hands are going through a transformation, from human hands to jaguar paws. The large,
round eyes show that he is probably in a hallucinatory state of mind. He has the fangs
of the Jaguar man, just like the second statue you see straight ahead.”
We walked several steps on the stone-laid path to a menacing figure. I noticed that
there were umbrella-shaped coverings raised above the statues on a pole overhang. The
park had done a great job of protecting its megalithic treasures from the elements.

“You can see that the transformation from human to animal is now complete,”
said Luis. “The Shaman now has the sharp paws of a jaguar. The right arm and right
paw have been broken off, unfortunately, by treasure hunters. The headdress of the
Shaman is plumed, like the feathers of a chieftain. And there is a small skull shape at
the center of the headdress. His eyes are wide open, and his stylized nostrils have
stylized steps, probably representing again the tiers of the Andean worlds. The
headdress connects him to the upper world, the jaguar fangs and facial features to the
present middle world, and the band with the serpentine loop on his left arm connects
him to the underworld.”

“The plumed headdress reminds me of the Feathered Serpent, Quetzalcoatl,” I
remarked.
“Yes, there is a Mesoamerican influence in the sculpture you see here,” replied
Luis. “Some say the mother culture of the Olmecs from Mexico and the mother culture
of the Chavin civilization from Peru are the major influences on the statue-makers in
this part of the country. I tend to think that there are also influences from Egypt and
India."
“Maybe even further back to Atlantis and Lemuria?” I asked, wondering what
Luis knew about those antediluvian cultures.
“Definitely,” responded Luis, whose eyes flashed and ears perked up at the
mention of two of his favorite subjects. “Look at the statues from Easter Island in the
Pacific Ocean – those probably go back to Lemurian times, according to sources I’ve
read. And the Atlantean gods spread far and wide after their civilization and continent
collapsed and disappeared into the depths of the Atlantic Ocean.”
I was glad to hear Luis confirm my own research about ancient civilizations.
Millions of years in human development produced layers and layers of ancient
civilizations, most of which were submerged either in the depths of the ocean or in the
depths of the earth. Thanks to the sculptors of all ages, some of the ancient relics and
knowledge had been preserved for us to see and learn from. The spirits of the stones
were once again speaking to us, for they embodied the memory of Pachamama, the
Earth Mother. The stones were the bones and the skeleton of Pachamama, and her life
was preserved for all time in the sculptures of those stones (bones).
“The next statue to the left,” said Luis, walking several steps up the stone path,
“is a masked figure who holds an elongated tongue, which some say is a representation
of an ayahuasca purging. This happens when a shaman has ingested the hallucinogenic
ayahuasca drink and afterwards vomits all the evil contents from within. Then he takes
on the persona of the mask or spirit which is believed to live in the mask. The
metamorphosis allows him to become another identity, either human or animal. The
stepped edges near the edges of the mask below the eyes are reminiscent of the Andean
three worlds, again. The Shaman sees into all three worlds, and they are accessible to
him.”
We saw one more statue before we left Mesita C. It was a two-bodied Simian
monkey figure, which was actually two monkeys standing back to back. The figure was
symmetrical. It seemed to be a zoomorphic perspective of humankind, for it showed
that the animal kingdom and the human kingdom were related from the distant past. It
also was the climactic act of the Shaman, who had mastered the physical and non-

physical worlds and could metamorphose himself into other forms of matter. The
Shaman and his power animal had become one.

Before we left Mesita C, we paused long enough to look at the remnant of a tomb.
Then we continued up the path to La Fuente de Lavapatas.
The first thing I noticed about the Fountain of Lavapatas was the large turquoise
metal girders and fiberglass covering that was built to protect the ingenious complex of
channels, reservoirs, and carved figures of the steam-bed area from erosion by rain,
wind, and sun. Then I noticed the sign.

La Fuente de Lavapatas fue descubierta en 1937 por los arqueologos Gregorio
Hernandez de Alba y Jose Perez de Barradas. La Fuente es un gran complejo de
canales, estanques y tallas de figures humanas, reptiles y anfibios de uso seguramente
ceremonial. Fue esculpida cuidadosamente en la gruesa roca de granite que forma el
lecho natural de la quebrada Lavapatas. Actualmente se puede apreciar solo una parte
de la superficie tallada. Originalmente, el agua, dirigida por tres bocas de entrada,
cubria uniformemente todos los grabados produciendo pequenas cascadas. La forma
de las tallas, similar a la de la estatuaria, sugiere que pertenece al periodo Clasico
Regional
(1-900
d.C.).
The Fountain (Source) of Lavapatas was discovered in 1937 by the archaeologist
Gregorio Hernandez de Alba and Jose Perez de Barradas. The Fountain (Source) is a

great complex of channels, reservoirs and representations of human, reptilian and
amphibian figures of definite ceremonial use. It was carved carefully in the granite rock
that forms the natural bed of the Lavapatas brook. At present, only a part of the carved
surface can be appreciated. Originally, the water, directed by three mouths of entrance,
evenly covered all the engravings, producing small waterfalls. The form of the
representations, similar to that of the statuary, suggests that they belong to the Regional
Classic period (1-900 AD).
“There’s at least thirty figures carved in that bedrock,” said Luis, as he directed
us to use our imagination and visualization skills. “The 12 meters (39’) by 15 meters
(49’) area is an intricate maze that channels the Lavapatas brook through crevices in the
rocks. There are three basins that were used as ritual cleansing and bathing pools. The
pilgrim to the high place – the Alto de Lavapatas – would first stop here and perform a
cleansing ritual and then proceed to the sacred ceremonial plaza on top.”
I thought of the large pool of shallow water that I had seen in the courtyard of a
Muslim mosque that was used for ritual cleansing purposes. I also thought of the basins
of baptismal water at the entrances to Catholic cathedrals. It seemed that the use of
water as a cleansing agent (for physical and spiritual purposes) was applied universally
in all religious practices.
“I will leave you here for several minutes while I take a break at the snack bar,”
said Luis. Susie had already noticed the snack bar to the right of the fountain area, and
she went there with Luis to get a cup of coffee.
Meanwhile, I stood gazing at the rock formations, trying to see the reptiles and
amphibians that were sketched on the map. I tried to look on the stone surface as a
Shaman would – with the perspective that everything is alive, even stones, and they
hold within them creatures, faces, and supernatural entities. In essence, they are living
stones that communicate their interior living forms to the eye of the discerning beholder.
“Do you see anything, yet?” asked Luis when he returned with a cup of coffee in
one hand and a cigarette in the other.
“I see bumps and curves and holes that look like eyes,” I replied.
Luis directed my attention to a pool of water closest to us. “Take a look where the
water is flowing into the rectangular-shaped basin or pool,” advised Luis. “Use the
zoom lens on your digital camera to get a close-up view of that spot.”

I took several pictures of that pool and then reviewed the picture on the screen,
zooming in even more to get the closest view possible. The image was blurry, but I was
starting to see something.
“Here, let me see your camera,” said Luis. He must have done the same procedure
for countless other tourists. He snapped a perfect picture for me. Now I could see a head
with closed eyes. It was only a matter of more concentration and determination before
I was able to see salamanders, iguanas, frogs, and snakes. I had entered into a world of
altered consciousness, where I could see what the Shaman saw when he first looked at
the bedrock. Artisans must have replicated that vision with the carvings that we were
now beholding.
“Dad, you’ve got to try this native fruit cocktail,” said Susie, interrupting my
vision of an aquatic world of creatures living in the bedrock. I was just beginning to
discern a statue-like figure of a Shaman with a headdress to the right of the head with
closed eyes.

Before we left the fountain, and the snack bar, Luis pointed out another carved
figure that was intriguing. It looked like a turtle to me. However, it could also have been
a zoomorphic creature that was only imaginable to a Shaman. Perhaps, it was a Shaman
who had transformed himself into a living stone and was now looking back at us from
his otherworldly existence.

When we finally reached the top of the hill – after a steady climb up the trail for
about 500 meters – we saw a large artificially flattened area with a superb panoramic
view of the surrounding hills and valleys. A mound at the west end of the hill had a
large bamboo enclosure with a green corrugated covering supported by thick, tall
bamboo poles.

The sign beckoned me.

Localizado sobre la cima de una loma aplanada artificialmente, el Alto de
Lavapatas esta separado del complejo Mesitas por la quebrada del mismo nombre. Los
arqueologos Luis Duque Gomez y Julio Cesar Cubillos excavaron aqui, en 1974, un
fogon con fecha de Carbono-14 del 3300 a.C., que se considera la evidencia de
presencia humana mas antigua del Alto Magdalena. Fue usado como zona residencial
y cementerio desde el periodo Formativo 1 (1000-600 a.C.) hasta el Reciente (9001530 d.C.). En el periodo Clasico Regional se construyo aqui un monticulo funerario
monumental (1-900 d.C.) acoompanado por 7 estatuas y rodeado por numerosas
tumbas simples de lajas de piedra.
Located atop an artificially flattened hill, the Alto de Lavapatas Mesitas complex
is separated by the gorge of the same name (Lavapatas). Archaeologists Luis Duque
Gomez and Julio Cesar Cubillos dug here in 1974, and they found a hearth with a
Carbon-14 date of 3300 BC, which is considered evidence of the oldest human presence

in the Alto Magdalena. It was used as a residential area and cemetery from the
Formative Period 1 (1000-600 BC) to the Recent (900-1530 AD). In the Regional
Classic period (100-900 AD), monumental burial mounds were built here. They were
accompanied by seven statues and surrounded by numerous simple graves with stone
slabs.
"We’ll start on the right here,” said Luis, pointing to a monolithic head. “Here we
see a Shaman’s head with the pupils of his eyes dilated and his jaguar fangs showing.
Beside his head is a statue of a masked double. You can see that it has been damaged
by vandals or treasure hunters, but you can see that a supernatural being (or double)
stands on top of the Jaguar man’s shoulders. Both the double and the Jaguar man have
the three-stepped emblem on top of their head, signifying they both move in the three
worlds of Andean cosmology. The Jaguar man has a staff in his right hand, a sign of
authority and rulership. The secondary figure on top probably is a manifestation of the
entity or spirit that resides in the mask. It could also be the helping spirit that the Shaman
carries around with him to perform his function as a healer or a divinator.”
Luis said a few words about the smaller two figures and the zoomorphic slab as
he moved to the left. I was still entranced by the masked double figure, and I stood for
a while trying to penetrate the inner being of the statue. I liked the image of a guardian
or helping spirit riding on the shoulders of the Jaguar masked man. It brought to mind
the Hindu teaching in the Bhagavad Gita – of the soul being the rider, and the body was
just the vehicle.
I joined up with Luis as he finished talking about the guardian with the club and
the effaced figure with a seven-layered headpiece. The zoomorphic slab looked similar
to the carved figure at the fountain.

“The skinny guy to the left is obviously a male because of his erect penis,” said
Luis in a jocular manner. “He is the main statue here. He is the much talked about Doble
Yo (or Double I) statue. You can see the frontal view shows the Shaman with the now
familiar three-tiered emblem and the Jaguar man look. If you were to just view him
from the front, you would only see a peculiar set of teeth with fangs above his head.
However, if you move over to the side with me, I will show you what’s extraordinary
about this statue.”
We moved to the side and saw a fantastic – almost mythological – version of the
double-headed serpent, or the Kundalini (serpent power).
“You can see that the serpent flows up and down the spine,” commented Luis.
“Perfect representation of the kundalini, wouldn’t you say?”
I agreed with Luis. To me it also depicted the higher divine Self within a human
being, the essence of which was enmeshed within the central nervous system and the
seven chakras.
“The two essences of the Shaman are also represented in this anthropomorphic
statue,” continued Luis. “The Shaman carries the jaguar power and the wisdom of the
serpent within him. It is a blending of the two natures, the material and the spiritual,
and the two worlds, the physical world we live in and the underworld of the ancestors
and spirits of the dead.”
The thought occurred to me that the Master of all worlds spoke about the wisdom
of the serpent when he admonished his disciples to “be wise as serpents.” (Matthew
10:16)

As we walked back across the ancient ritual funerary plaza, I had the sensation of
walking on sacred temple grounds. It was like being on top of a pyramid, an
architectural structure that connected earthly man with the heavens. This high place was
like the center of the world, the axis mundi, the connection between heaven and earth,
between the higher realms and the lower realms. To be buried here was to deposit the
body as an offering to the Earth Mother (Pachamama) – from whom the body and its
molecular structure was borrowed for a short time – and to sail in the celestial boat (soul
body) on the river of life (Milky Way) towards the light of the central sun. This was the
sacred high place where the drama of life and death was staged and reenacted, and the
Shaman was the high priest who officiated at the grand ceremony.
One more thought occurred to me as I glanced back at the tree of life that was
planted behind the enclosure that contained the statues – “They set up sacred stones
(statues) and poles (groves) dedicated to the goddess Asherah on every high hill and
under every large tree.” (2 Kings 17:10, JPS) The concept of Pachamama (Asherah)
was indeed a universal concept, for she was the Mother of the gods, she who gives birth,
the tree of life, and the Lady of the Sea (water).
When we came down from the high place, we stopped one more time at the snack
bar at La Fuente (Fountain) de Lavapatas. This time I bought my own native fruit
cocktail and savored the succulent feast.
On the way down to Mesita B, Luis summarized the history of the San Agustin
area:
“Many tribes moved through this area. There were the Chumepa, Cambi, Yacua,
Otongo, and others who came and went. It was a place of natural migration, a place that
was the crossroads of trade routes going north to Mesoamerica and south as far as
Tiwanaku in Bolivia. It became a link between different cultural traditions, which is

why the statues seem to be from different places. The Inca, fortunately, didn’t make it
this far north. The statues were preserved from their imperial conquest. We might say
the same for the Spanish conquest – the statues were so well hidden and buried, that
only a few tombs and statues were discovered. The earliest account talks of a Franciscan
priest named Juan de Santa Gertrudis coming in 1758 and seeing what he thought were
statues of bishops and Franciscan friars. That was a projection of his own religious
upbringing. He was convinced that the devil made the statues to foretell the coming of
the Catholic missionaries.
“In 1797, Colombia’s scientist-martyr named Caldas visited San Agustin and
wrote of statues, temples, altars, and even an image of the sun. The 1900’s was a great
time for archaeologists all over South America. San Agustin Archaeological Park was
established in 1935. Excavations have continued to uncover many statues all over the
San Agustin massif area, and many books have been written. My favorite is San
Agustin: a Culture of Colombia by Gerardo Reichel-Dolmatoff. Someday I hope to
write a book about my knowledge as a guide in this park.”
We were approaching Mesita B, and suddenly Luis’ tone of voice changed and
his demeanor became very personal and serious.
“I usually don’t do this for the tourists who come here,” said Luis, “but I know
you are interested in esoteric knowledge, and you seem to be curious about the way of
the shaman.”
“Yes, I am,” I affirmed. “Several years ago, I met an American shaman, and he
told me to read a book called The Way of the Shaman, by Michael Harner.”
“Aha, I read that book, too,” said Luis enthusiastically. “So you will be able to
garner a lot of wisdom from what I am about to reveal to you.”
We stood at the south-east entrance (coming from Mesita A). I could see a mound
to the left and two more mounds straight ahead.

“According to an astute scholar named Agustin Codazzi, who came here in 1857,”
said Luis, laying the groundwork for his expository revelation, “he drew an analytical
map of what he saw at Mesita B. He drew sketches of each of the thirty or so statues
found here, and he described them and numbered their locations from one to twenty.
As he studied the order and significance of the statues, he came to the inspired
conclusion that the statues traced a path of initiation that the Shamans used to initiate
novices into the wisdom of the Shaman teachings. The path is called by those of us who
are privy to this knowledge, “The Way of the Shaman.” So now I will tell you about
this way as we walk up the path.”

We solemnly walked close to Luis and listened reverently as he divulged the
secrets of the ancient path to us. I felt as if I was a student at a Shaman university, and
the volumes of books were the megalithic statues, dolmens, and slabs of rocks.
“At the first spot to our right stood a statue whose extended tongue becomes a
creature,” began Luis with the voice of a professor. “This signifies that the Shaman
must dedicate his life to becoming a messenger of the gods and a voice of ancestral
wisdom. The second statue along the way – which we will see in the grove or forest of
statues – holds a serpent, which is the kundalini or serpent power that must be
controlled. It also represents the earth element. The third statue would be a Shaman
holding a fish, which would be a totem animal. It represented the water element. The
fourth statue would have a Shaman wearing a thinking cap, as we call it nowadays. It
would represent the mind and the psychology of the mind. The fifth statue – which is
missing – would be paired with number four.”
We paused as we came to the tallest statue in the park – “the Bishop,” a popular
local name given by Spanish missionaries. The statue stood about 4 meters (13’) high,
and it seemed to have a higher self and a lower self. The lower image seemed to be a
reflection of the upper image, but it was not an exact reflection.
“This is actually known as the midwife,” stated Luis, “and she represents the
Universal Mother (or Pachamama) who gives birth to all of us. She is holding a child

protectively in both of her hands. The semi-reflective image below is her aspect as
protector of the souls in the underworld. The upper image has the three-tiered emblem
around the eyes, signifying that the Shaman sees into all three worlds. The headdress
has a pyramid-like triangle with six steps, signifying the six chakras have been unified
in the seventh, the crown chakra.

I imagined that as I student I would have to spend days or weeks meditating on
the significance of each “teaching statue” and listen to the ancient wisdom that was
imparted by the master Shaman. Each statue would be like opening a textbook and
learning from it.
“The seventh statue up ahead is a triangular-shaped head,” said Luis. “It represents
the mind of the Shaman that has learned to function separately from the body. Also, if
you turn this triangle upside down, so that its base is on the ground, then its apex would
be a symbol of the element fire. The eighth statue should be behind the triangle, but it
is now located in the grove. We’ll see it later. It also has a tiered hat on the crown of its
head, and it has a half-moon face below the hands. She represents feminine energy.”
We came up to the statue of the eagle grasping the head of a serpent in its beak
and the tail in its talons. We had already seen a similar statue at La Pelota with our
horseback riding guide Lucas.
“The ninth statue is the eagle and the serpent,” said Luis, “a universal symbol of
the higher self controlling the lower self. Or the two worlds of Father Sky, represented
by the eagle, and Mother Earth, represented by the serpent. The eagle also represents
the element air. You must remember that each statue is like a book, and there is much
to learn from each book. I am just giving you the basics.”

We approached the first of two dolmens in Mesita B. This dolmen was on the
northwest mound, and it featured two guardians and a central figure wearing a necklace
with a skull pendant.
“The next three statues are a triad that teach the initiate about the three bodies of
man,” explained Luis. “The central being represents the soul that resides in the skull. It
is protected by two guardians: the physical body, with its etheric body above its head
acting like an alter ego; and the mental body, with its astral body flying above its head.
The two guardians also represent the dual nature of a human being, the masculine and
the feminine.”

Luis took out a notepad and started to draw something that looked like a box
within a box design.
“The concept of the dolmen has many meanings,” said Luis after he had finished
the drawing. “From the physical point of view it is the construction of a funeral space,
with the body within the sarcophagus like a box inside another box, and then the thin
stone layers forming the walls of the grave being an outer box that is surrounded by the
wall of earth matter. And last you have the dome-like lid covering the top of the
sarcophagus, and a mound of earth covering the entire sacred shrine or burial place.”
I thought Luis was going to continue with an analogy, saying that the physical
body had an outer layer of an etheric body, which was surrounded by an expansive

mental body, and finally encircled by a ubiquitous soul body. However, Luis turned to
leave the dolmen.
“We will skip the north mound for now,” said Luis. “There used to be over 30
identical small statues known as fanged postmen on that mound. We will see two of
them in the grove. We will finish on the south mound, where you will see a dolmen
with two guardians with segmented designs on their lower body and a central figure
holding a child in her hands.”
Luis did not spend much time explaining the significance of the segmented bodies
nor the horns on the child’s head. I think he sensed that we were already overloaded
with information, and our brains were not being receptive anymore. Plus, I think Luis
was ready for a cigarette break.

We left Mesita B with our heads spinning in the otherworldly realm of the
Shaman. For a moment in time, I had the impression that I was once again traveling the
Way of the Shaman. It was a déjà vu feeling, as if I had been here before.
“Did the Shamans teach about reincarnation?” I asked, as I walked beside Luis,
trying not to breathe in the smoke that wafted in my direction.
“Of course,” replied Luis. “Rebirth was part of the cycle of life. First we’re born,
then we die, and then we’re reborn. The cycle keeps repeating itself.”
“Do you believe in reincarnation?” I asked.
“Yes,” answered Luis frankly. “I studied the traditions and ways of the Shaman,
and I accept their ancient wisdom, which includes reincarnation. The ancient Egyptians
believed in it. The Hindus of India still believe in it. It makes sense to see it as a natural
progression of life. And it is the logical explanation for why some people are born with
special abilities, and others have yet to develop them. It is a just way for good karma
and bad karma to work out rewards and punishments.”

Bosque de Las Estatuas (Forest of the Statues) was the last part of our guided tour.
Susie saw the prospect of refreshments and recuperation at the museum, which was
adjacent to the grove.
“My foot is starting to ache from too much walking,” apologized Susie, who was
still trying to help her broken toe get better. “I’ll wait in the museum area. Thank you,
Luis, for an excellent tour.”
“It was my pleasure,” replied Luis. “By the way, is that Ganesh, the Hindu god,
that you are wearing on your tee shirt?”
“So you know about Ganesh, the elephant god that removes all obstacles,” said
Susie, with a tone of amazement.
“I studied the Hindu culture and the gods of India,” reported Luis. “Too bad you’re
not coming with us. There’s a statue in the grove that some people say resembles the
elephant god.”
“My dad will take a picture of it for me,” said Susie as she waved good-bye and
headed for the museum.
Luis and I headed for the grove. There was a sign at the entrance.
Bosque de las Estatuas:
Localizado al sur del Museo, el Bosque de las Estatuas es un area adecuada exhibir al
aire libre 63 estatuas de muy diversas procedencias. Usted encontrara un sender
rodeado de bosque native y en el recorrido puede admirar algunos de los mejores
ejemplos de la estatuaria agustiniana.
Located to the south of the museum is the Forest of the Statues, an outdoor area
adequate to exhibit 63 statues of very diverse origins. You will find a trail surrounded
by a native forest; during the tour you can admire some of the better examples of the
Augustinian statuary.
“This figure represents a Shaman under the effects of a hallucinogenic,” said Luis
as we approached a stone head with a pensive round face. It looked like the head had
been separated from the body. The head was placed on a cube-like pedestal in a small
alcove. “The eyes are wide open, like a guy on a trip. The Shamans used ayahuasca,
peyote, and the San Pedro cactus. They used hallucinogenics to free the spirit and make
trips in the astral body.”
The next stone figure was also a head, but it was triangular-shaped, like the
triangle head in Mesita B.

“I want to show you the major figure in this grove,” said Luis as he lead the way
to the next shrine-like alcove that had an umbrella-shaped covering attached to a pole
for protection of the stone figure. “This is known in Andean culture as the Staff god.
However, I think that it also represents the god of agriculture, because he’s holding two
working tools in his hands. The mask that he’s wearing has a shape that represents the
uterus and the fallopian tubes in the opposite way.”
Luis picked up a nearby stick and pointed to the shape that represented the
fallopian tubes. The Staff god statue was about 1.8 meters (6’) tall, and it stood on a
pedestal, making the statue look very tall.
“On top of the mask are nine shields, which represent the nine months of
pregnancy,” continued Luis. “This was all about fertility. On the back of this sculpture
we find the shape of a heart with the ventricles and the heart chambers inside. It shows
that the people who created this sculpture knew about the anatomy of the human body.”

For some odd reason, the image of a staff in the hand of the Staff god made me
think of the biblical Moses and his staff of power, which he could turn into a snake. The
image of Zeus holding a bolt of lightning also came to mind.

“This next figure has a segmented tongue, which could be a flute-like wind
instrument called an ocarina,” explained Luis. “She’s wearing a bikini. Women were
on an equal level with men in the Agustin culture.”
We walked past a statue of a shaman whose huge cheeks seemed to be full of coca
leaves that he was chewing. He was holding implements in his hands.

“The statues in this grove were taken from different locations and brought here,”
said Luis as we walked about fourteen meters to the next shrine, which had a round base
with a bird figure on top. The numeral 6 was inscribed on the base.
We passed several more alcoves with statues: a male figure with three indentations
on his head, a Shaman with a bag of coca leaves in his hands, and a fanged postman
figure standing together with a Jaguar man whose right side of the face was disfigured.
Luis stopped in front of a figure with the numeral 17 on its base.

“This is the second statue that stood in Mesita B,” stated Luis, reminding me of
the figures that represented the way of the Shaman. “It is the Shaman holding a serpent,
which represents his control over the serpent power and energy that flows in his spine.”
We walked past a statue that had a surreal face with a rectangular-shaped mouth.
It looked like the mouth had been chipped at or damaged.

“The next statue should have been standing behind the triangle head in Mesita B,”
said Luis, referring to the figure that had a numeral 24 on its circular base. “It was the
eighth statue and it represented feminine energy. The feminine energy is represented by
a half-moon face below the hands.”
Right at that moment I heard what sounded like loud church singing on the other
side of the wooded area that we were walking through.
“Is there a church nearby?” I asked.
“That’s an Evangelical church that my ex-wife belongs to,” said Luis, revealing
something personal about his life. “Those holy rollers only want to clap their hands and
jump up and down. She tried to convert me to their style of worship. I don’t go for that
emotional hysteria. So we went our separate ways."

Now I understood why Luis didn’t want to talk about religion. His rational mind
was more interested in scientific, archaeological, and cultural knowledge than in church
dogma and enraptured religious experiences.

“This is a Shaman who poses in the form of his power animal, a monkey,” said
Luis as we walked past a monkey-faced figure with large ears. “We’ll keep walking
while I tell you about the next figure we’ll see. Some people say it’s a Tumi, a sacrificial
knife used by the Moche culture in Peru. That’s probably because of is circular shape
on top and pointed shape on the bottom. I think it’s a Shaman who has achieved the
ultimate goal of master of the universe. He wears the crown of the rainbow on his head.
The rainbow unites the heavens and the earth.”
The shrine of the rainbow-crowned Shaman statue came into view. I reflected on
what Luis had said, and I saw a slight resemblance to a Tumi figure. I thought of the
Tumi rug that was hanging in my room back home. To me the Tumi represented selfsacrifice, and the Shaman definitely was an individual who had to sacrifice his lower
personal self in order to achieve the higher universal Self. Such a sacrifice would allow
him (or her) to be of selfless service to his fellow human beings.
“This figure is the same height as me,” said Luis as he stepped alongside the
statue. It was hard to tell if the statue was the same height as Luis because it was
standing on a pedestal. “It is 1.6 meters or 5’3” in height. You can see he has a stepped
loincloth or an inverted pyramid. The rainbow headdress has a small anthropomorphic
figure attached to its end, which is another version of the double serpent that we saw at
the top of Alto de Lavapatas.

Luis moved to the back of the statue. He motioned for me to come and see what
was unseen to a person who had just a frontal view of the statue. If the Shaman explored
the endless mansions of a hidden universe, then Luis was the shaman-guide who pointed
out the hidden reality that was sculpted and engraved into the megalithic stones.
“The backside of this sculpture has a triangular-shaped arrow pointing down to
the earth,” explained Luis. “It could represent a beam of light. We can see that the sides
of the triangle are measured perfectly, which means they knew mathematics and
geometry, and they used symmetry to make the sculptures.”
“That triangle shape seems to point down to the base of the spine,” I observed.
“The triangle pointing down is the Hindu symbol of the Muladhara chakra, where the
fiery serpent or the kundalini lies coiled before it is aroused to rise up the spine.”
“You are very knowledgeable about the Hindu system of describing the
kundalini,” remarked Luis.
“I studied Yoga and the science of Kriya Yoga,” I admitted. I knew that man’s
axis (or tree of life) was centered in the central nervous system in the vertebral column,
within which flowed the spinal fluid (or river of life).
“Then you know that the three lines ascending from the base chakra represent the
nadis or channels through which the energies of the subtle body flow,” said Luis,
demonstrating that he was well-versed in the science of the kundalini.
“The lunar ida, the solar pingala, and the central sushumna,” I added, calling the
three channels through which consciousness flowed by their Hindu names.
“And when all three of the energies united in the crown chakra,” concluded Luis,
“the rainbow-colored body of light was revealed to the Shaman and he became one with
his immortal body.”

We stood silently and contemplated the wisdom of the Shaman that was
immortalized in the statues – the living, talking volcanic stones or bones of Pachamama.
The image of the caduceus flashed in my mind. It was the well-known western symbol
of medicine and healing. And – I would add – of the science of the kundalini.
We continued walking down the path in the grove. I felt that the shrines with the
statues were like the stations of the Via Crucis (“Way of the Cross), and the wooded
area provided a quiet contemplative journey through an ancient world. The Christian
Via Crucis provided the pilgrim with a vicarious journey through death and
resurrection, whereas the Andean Cross (or three-tiered Chakana) provided the pilgrim
a glimpse into the Shaman’s journey through the three worlds (celestial, earthly, and
underworld).
“That jaguar is copulating with a woman,” said Luis when we approached the
statue with the suggestive image of a feline atop a woman. “There is a story of Jaguar
man procreating with an Indian woman to create the human race. I think it is a
mythological explanation of the supernatural and natural, divine and human, aspects of
the human being.”
We walked past the two fanged postmen. We had already seen one of them. They
were the ones who seemed to be initiates or disciples of the Shaman in Mesita B.

“This woman is playing a nose flute,” remarked Luis when we came to the statue
that Luis mentioned to Susie, saying it might represent Ganesh, the Hindu elephant god.
“You notice she has a skirt to cover her private parts. That was a common feature, along
with the bikini, on woman statues. The nose flute is a Hindu instrument, and it is still
used in India. Like I said before, there is an Egyptian, Hindu, and Asian influence on
the Agustinian civilization. We say Agustinian because we still don’t know the real
name of this civilization.”

We walked past another abstract-looking face carved in relief. It looked like a
meditative Jaguar man (Shaman) with his eyes closed. The statue had the numeral 30
on the bottom of its circular base.

We continued toward the end of our journey – and the end of the loop trail in the
Forest of the Statues. We stopped for a moment to contemplate the statue of the
universal mother (Pachamama) holding a child protectively with both of her hands. The
child had the three-tiered emblem on the top of her head.
“Here we are, at the end of our journey,” said Luis as we came to the last statue
in our tour. “The Shaman here is going through a metamorphosis. His head is being
transformed into a three-faceted entity, and his eyes are spiraling into other worlds.
Below his hands is the three-tiered emblem, which in this case also serves as a threestepped pyramid. In the Andean world, this is also known as an Apu or a sacred
mountain.”

As Luis finished teaching me the esoteric wisdom of the statue, I was startled to
see an aspect of the guide that I had not seen before. His face seemed to be changing
right in front of my eyes. I saw his face transform into the three-faceted Shaman that
was embodied in the statue. A shamanic aura seemed to surround his body. I was so
impressed by the transformative vision that I asked Luis if I could take a picture of him
with the statue. I wanted to capture the moment.

It was a sad occasion for me when I said good-bye to my guide, Luis, whom I had
started to regard as a fellow-traveler on the path that was known as “the Way of the
Shaman.” The light and wisdom of the statues, however, would stay in my
consciousness for a long time.
The following morning – at the crack of dawn – Susie and I got on a bus that was
headed for Popayan, “the White City.”
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