Eduardo’s Lake

THE RATTLING OF PANS AT THE CAMPFIRE WOKE US JUST
after dawn. As Eduardo boiled water in a pot, we ate our
imported breakfast of dried fruit and homemade granola.
Eduardo, who ate with us, seemed delighted with the
unusual fare, but annoyed at the plastic yogurt containers,
which he demanded we take with us when we left the jun-
gle. Lifting his blackened pot from a hook over the fire, he
poured us steaming mugs of a thick, dark liquid while
complaining of the garbage he frequently sees floating in
the Madre de Dios. We hesitantly peered into the cups.

Eduardo was amused at our reluctance to sample his
drink. “It’s cacao,” he assured us. “Chocolate. It grows wild
in the jungle. I roast and grind the seeds, then mix them
with boiled water, and sugar, too, if I have it. Without
sugar, it’s very bitter.” Eduardo explained that this drink
was once reserved only for Incan royalty and that it was
traditionally mixed with very hot peppers. He said that the
seed of the cacao plant is very special and it will enable a
person to have extraordinary strength and stamina. Even
though he could tell by the looks on our faces that it was a
little too bitter for our taste, he urged us to drink all of it.

As we ate, Eduardo began teaching us about some of
the plants and herbs he gathered and used from the sur-
rounding jungle. Apparently, there was a wealth of local
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plant life that could be used for medicine, for clothing,
construction, rope, cord, insect repellent, and food. He
explained that some plants could give a person strength
and stamina and enable one to prowl through the jungle
like a panther. Cacao was one of these plants. Other plants
could put one to sleep, rid one’s self of parasites, heal skin
problems, kill bacteria, poison prey, or enhance dreams.
He told us that he would show us some of these plants on
the way to the lake, our destination for the day.

Soon after we ate and brushed our teeth, we set foot on
a path leading from the camp in a direction opposite the
path to the boat. After a full hour of winding through flat,
heavily wooded terrain broken by meandering rivulets,
which we had to jump over or wade through, Eduardo
stopped and pushed aside some thick philodendron bush-
es. He nodded his head toward the opening in the leaves,
inviting us to take a peek. Through the bushes we could
see mangroves overhanging the edges of an enormous lake,
and an impossibly blue sky reflecting on the water. We
continued on the path, past the vegetation, and soon
arrived at the lake shore, where Eduardo led us to a wide
beach. Huge white birds flew from tree to tree and waded
near the water’s edge. We could just barely spot the reptil-
ian shapes of crocodiles basking in the sun on the distant
banks. The light brown sand was fine and clean and felt
good under our feet. A dugout canoe, almost identical to
the one at the tributary pond, floated at the water’s edge. It
was carved of a single log in what I assumed to be a tradi-
tional style. Crude fishing equipment lay on the beach
near the canoe, including a bamboo rod and a long, barbed
fishing spear.

Eduardo stripped off his shirt and pants and waded
into the lake. He motioned for us all to follow. “It is good
to bathe every day. I come here every morning. Lucita
bathed here many times.” In no time Sarah was in the
water, and we were right behind her, grateful for the oppor-
tunity to wash several days of dirt off our bodies. We even
scrubbed our grimy clothes and draped them on mangrove

186 Balance Point



branches to dry in the sun. While Michael and Sarah
splashed in the crystal clear water, Annie dried on the
sand, soaking up the warmth. In the meantime, Eduardo
gathered his fishing gear and ventured alone out onto the
lake in the canoe.

Our clothing soon dried and we all dressed, then decid-
ed to go exploring. Annie and Michael went one way
around the lake on foot, and Sarah and I went the other.
We walked slowly at first, for fear of flushing a crocodile or
snake or something else that would startle us, but we
weren’t afraid of getting lost because we had the lake to use
as a point of reference. The mangroves made walking diffi-
cult in some spots, but we could climb through their ele-
vated roots over the water’s edge when we needed to get
past a challenging place. Occasionally an iguana would
jump out of a tree and splash into the water, scaring the

Michael in the dugout canoe at Eduardo’s Lake
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hell out of us. Most of the time we were too busy looking at
every little insect and plant to make much progress. Sarah
was particularly interested in the snails that we found near
the water’s edge on the dry land, which were the size of
softballs. She picked one up and decided to take it back to
show Michael. I continued to explore the lake on my own,
trying to see how close I could get to a crocodile. They
always managed to sense my presence and glide into the
lake before I could touch one with a stick.

After a couple hours of exploring, I meandered back to
the beach, where Sarah was speaking with Eduardo as he
cooked a large fish on a bed of coals. I could see Annie and
Michael still wandering along the lake shore in the dis-
tance. I walked over to the water’s edge and sat alone in
the sun with my feet submerged. I couldn’t help but over-
hear Eduardo’s and Sarah’s conversation.

“What did you mean when you said you could hear the
Earth mother.” I heard Sarah ask.

“I said I could feel what the Earth mother feels. I can
know what the Earth mother knows.”

“But how can you do that?”

“I can do it, you can do it, anyone can do it.”

“How?”

“We are all of the Earth. She is in us and we are of her.
There is no separation. We are born from the Earth, we
live from the Earth, and when we die, we will return to her.
That is how we know.”

“Then why don’t I know?”

“You do. The Earth mother speaks to you at all times.
You would hear her if you would listen. You cannot hear
her because you have allowed her quiet voice to be
drowned out by the loud noises of those who would destroy
her.”

“What noises?”

“There is no noise here, in this place. This is a good
place to hear the Earth mother. To listen to her heartbeat.
But you are not here normally. You are usually in a place
that is noisy with people who can only think of taking from
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the Earth mother and not giving in return. They are lost.
They have lost their spirit. They have lost sight of the
Great Mystery. They think only of themselves.”

Sarah paused, still confused. “Uh, what exactly do you
mean by ‘the great mystery,” anyway?”

“The Great Mystery cannot be explained in words,
sefiorita. It is called Great because it is large beyond com-
prehension. It is called Mystery because it cannot be
understood. If you would listen, you would hear the voice
of the Great Mystery as well as the voice of the Earth
mother. The Earth mother is part of the Great Mystery, the
stars are part of the Great Mystery, you are part of the
Great Mystery, I am part of the Great Mystery. We are all
connected. We are all the same. When someone harms the
Earth, they harm all of life. You cannot pluck a hair from a
great being without sending a shudder of pain throughout
the whole body. We are all the body of the Earth mother,
and she is the body of the Great Mystery. We all feel the
pain of the Earth. Unless our spirit is dead. Then we feel
nothing.”

“How can our spirit be dead? What do you mean?”
“Our spirit is what connects our human mind to a
higher mind. When our spirits are dead, we are not aware
of our connection at all. We think we are separate from the
Earth, and we deaden ourselves to her pain. The more we
develop spiritually, the more we are aware of our connec-

tion to the Earth mother and to the Great Mystery.”

“That’s not what I learned about spirituality. I was
taught that we develop spiritually in order to be closer to
God.”

“What you call ‘God’ is the Great Mystery.”

“But that’s not what I learned. The church I go to says
God...”

Eduardo interrupted. “Let me tell you a story, Sarah,
si2”

“Sure.”

“Look at this beach.” Eduardo swept his hand in front
of him, along the entire expanse of beach. “How many
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grains of sand do you think are here?”

“I have no idea.”

“Billions and billions. Many, many more than anyone
could count. And on a single one of those grains is a popu-
lation of animals that are much too tiny to be seen.”

“You mean microorganisms? Microscopic organisms —
too small to be seen with the naked eye, like a microbe?”

“Yes, that’s what I mean. Microbes, as you say. Well, a
population of these microscopic animals has lived on a
grain of this sand for a hundred thousand years. If we
walked down this beach, we could probably find that single
grain of sand buried somewhere, if we knew where to look.
But a grain of sand is so small and there are so many we
would probably never find that particular one.”

“But why would we want to find that one?”

“Because it’s very special. You see, the microbes on
that grain of sand have evolved over a hundred thousand
years and have developed their own simple intelligence.
They can communicate with each other. They have their
own microbial form of language. Some of their more
evolved ones wonder why they exist at all. They have
become self-conscious. They question their existence in
their own primitive microbial manner.”

“Microbial manner?”

“Well, they don’t talk like we do with mouths and
vocal cords, but they can exchange information between
each other. So they wonder why they exist.”

“Why would they wonder that?”

“Don’t ask me!” Eduardo laughed. “I’m just telling the
story! Let me finish. Then one day, one of the microbes
thought of an answer to that great existential Question. It
suddenly figured out why they all existed. The microbe
declared to the other microbes that it knew the answer; it
said, ‘We are the most intelligent form of life on this grain
of sand. Since we know of no life more intelligent, we must
be the most intelligent form of life that exists. We must
exist, therefore, because a very Great Microbe, like us, cre-
ated us!’ This explanation seemed good enough for the
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microbe population — a Great Microbe made them and
their grain of sand, and everything else, too. So the
microbes accepted this as the true nature of their exis-
tence, and they have believed it ever since.”

“So what’s the point?” Sarah asked in exasperation.

Eduardo laughed. “What do you think the point is?”

“Microbes aren’t very smart?”

“Microbes are limited in understanding, limited in
intelligence, and limited in what they can know. They cre-
ate explanations that allow difficult concepts to become
understandable to them. They create myths to help them
understand the nature of their existence. As they evolve
over the next hundred thousand years, their myths will
evolve too. Their ability to describe what they are aware of
will change with time, because their awareness will also
change.”

“This is an analogy, right?”

“Yes, of course. People look at those microbes and see
how they think the world was created by a Great Microbe,
and laugh. It’s silly. The microbes have no idea of the true
extent and nature of existence. They don’t have a clue.
Well, people are like microbes too, only on a larger scale.
There are hundreds of billions of stars in our galaxy, just
like the sand on this beach. Each star may have numerous
planets and moons. We inhabit one tiny grain at one edge
of our galaxy, as if we ourselves were microbes on the edge
of a cosmic beach. We’ve evolved enough to wonder about
the nature of our existence, but our awareness of the true
extent of life is very limited. So we have created myths to
explain it all. And, like the microbes, we want to believe
that one of us, a Great Human, a human God, created us,
our planet, and everything else.”

“But that’s the basis for most religion, isn’t it. That
myth?”

“Perhaps. And it would simply be laughable if the
myth weren’t considered truth by so many humans. But we
have reached a time in our coevolution when we need our
existential myths to evolve.”
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“Coevolution?” Sarah asked.

“Yes, there is no such thing as evolution. There is only
coevolution. We evolve along with the other living things
on this planet. We are not separate. As I was saying, the
‘Great Human’ myth was fine for a long while, but now it’s
doing more harm than good. It is deluding us, impeding
the spiritual development of the human species,” Eduardo
explained.

“How?”

“Humanity is worshiping itself when it believes that a
human created everything, when it believes in a human
God. We are like the microbes believing in their microbe
God. True spiritual development occurs when we realize
that we are a part of something greater than us, and we
strive to understand the true nature of that greater Being.
As long as we cling to the myth of the Great Human, as
long as we believe that the larger level of Being is just
another level of human-ness, we convince ourselves that
there is nothing greater than us. Then we spiritually stag-
nate. We cannot coevolve without cooperating with the rest
of Life. The Great Human myth makes us believe we are
superior to the rest of Life, that we don’t have to cooperate.
However, we are not superior, and we must cooperate with
the Earth mother if we are to survive.”

“But what difference does it make if people are like
microbes? How can we ever understand the true meaning
and nature of existence?”

“Perhaps humans will never fully understand anything.
But our understanding does grow. It does develop and
evolve. We know now the Earth is not flat, although we
once believed it was. We understand that the Earth is not
the center of the universe. But as long as we continue to
blind ourselves to the connection between us, as humans,
and the Earth as a greater Being, then we will remain self-
centered, deaf to the voice of the Earth mother, whom we
are harming. We will never come close to understanding
our true position in the Great Mystery. We will suffer spiri-
tual imbalance. Spiritual stagnation and impoverishment.
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That’s what’s happening now.”

“What’s happening?”

“I must not be a very good storyteller!” Eduardo
laughed.

“No, that’s not it. I just don’t understand, Eduardo.
What is our true position, as humans, in this thing you call
the Great Mystery?”

“Sefiorita, you have asked the right question. You are
learning. Bueno. Now it is up to you to find the answer.
Before you can even ask that question, you must realize
that there 7s a Great Mystery. You must understand that we
humans do not have the answers. You must come to realize
that we, like the microbes, are just one life form in a vast,
universal, continuum of life. Our individual consciousness
is one drop in an ocean of consciousness. We have our
place, and it is not at the pinnacle of life, even though
some humans may think it is, the way they once thought
the Earth was flat. There is no pinnacle of life. There is no
hierarchy — there is only life. Where is our place? By ask-
ing that question, you have set foot on a true spiritual jour-
ney.”

“Can you give me some more clues?”

“Hal! Alright. Let me try to sum it up for you. We
humans have an awareness of ourselves, each of us. We are
all self-centered, to some extent. You are Sarah, with your
dyed blonde hair and your friends and everything else that
defines your sense of self.”

“Sure,” Sarah agreed.

“The more spiritually evolved we become, the more we
are aware that we are also a part of everything outside and
beyond ourselves; we are just a tiny piece to a greater
whole. We become more selfless. If we were to become
completely selfless, as some mystics do, we would perhaps
no longer care at all about our individual self and maybe
just wander off and die. Either extreme, whether too self-
centered, or not self-centered enough, makes us spiritually
out of balance. It’s a balance that we must maintain in
order to live in a productive and fulfilling manner. That’s
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what spiritual development does, it refines the balance
between us as individuals, and the rest of life.”

“I think I’m following you.”

“There is a point in your consciousness between self-
awareness, and selfless awareness. When you have reached
a balance between the two, you have reached a place of
spiritual fulfillment. It’s that simple, sefiorita. The people
who are harming the Earth mother are out of balance.
They have developed their self-awareness with little or no
selfless awareness. They, like the microbes, are not aware of
the Earth mother, or the Great Mystery. These people
believe they are the pinnacle of life. They spend their time
counting their money and their other material possessions.
Although this is an age-old problem, it has now progressed
to a level that threatens the Earth mother. Your people are
destroying the continuum of life, as if your people were, in
fact, a disease.”

Although I hadn’t been involved in the conversation, I
had been hanging on to Eduardo’s every word. It reminded
me of my conversations with Cynthia, Lana, Tom, Cecilia,
and Dr. Gaulton. How could I be hearing the same theme
from a Peruvian shaman so far away in such a foreign
world? I casually wandered over to the fire. Eduardo was
poking at the huge fish which lay on the hot coals,
wrapped in thick green leaves. “Nice catch,” I said.

“We will eat soon.”

“Eduardo, I couldn’t help but overhear a lot of your
conversation with Sarah,” I admitted. “You were saying
there is a point in our consciousness between our ‘self’ and
a ‘greater self,” or something like that?”

“That is correct. Your consciousness is not something
separate from the greater consciousness. You are a part of
it. That is a fundamental lesson of shamanism. When we
learn that we are part of a greater being, we can also learn
how to raise our own level of awareness within that greater
consciousness. We all have that capability at all times.
Sometimes people have premonitions. Sometimes they see
the future. Many people call it intuition. They are simply
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allowing their consciousness to tap into the greater con-
sciousness, which knows all. A shaman, with many years of
practice, can do so at will.”

“But what about this consciousness point you were
talking about?”

“It is your place of spiritual balance. At this place,
your individual consciousness will not dwell on itself too
much, nor will it dwell on the greater consciousness too
much. The point is different for each person.”

“And when we arrive at that point, you’re saying that
we have achieved spiritual fulfillment?”

“St, amigo. When we arrive at a point of balance
between the two. That is what I said. You will know when
you have found it. We are all connected to the Great
Mystery at all times. There are no exceptions. We know
this in our hearts. Because of this connection, we have a
natural yearning to understand that connection more fully.
We yearn for spiritual awareness. It is a natural human
trait. It is that yearning that fuels your religions, although
your religions may not approach the issue in the right
manner.”

“We’re all connected to this thing you call the Great
Mystery at all times, you say. And the Great Mystery is, in
fact, the world around us? Is that what I’'m supposed to be
understanding here?” I asked.

“The world around us is only the part of the Great
Mystery that is knowable to us. The true nature and extent
of the Great Mystery is quite beyond anyone’s grasp. We
are like microbes. Our understanding is very limited.”

“I still don’t understand this balance thing you’re talk-
ing about.”

“Imagine that you’re walking on a tightrope,” Eduardo
said. “If you fall off one side, you fall into the pit of self-
worship. If you fall off the other, you fall into the pit of
selflessness. If you are balanced, you remain on the wire,
neither worshipping yourself, nor denying your self-worth.
That is spiritual balance, a balance between you and the
rest of existence. My analogy may sound precarious, but, in
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fact, spiritual balance is normal.”

“Normal? Not just for religious people?”

“Of course not. Spiritual balance has nothing to do
with religion. Nor is it exhibited as unusual behavior. A
spiritually balanced person cannot necessarily be picked
out of a crowd. He or she does not need to wear any unusu-
al costume or act in any unusual manner. Spiritual balance
is the natural state of the human being, and of all beings.
It is normal. It is abnormal when we are imbalanced. We
are spiritually balanced when we live in harmony with the
greater whole — with each other, with all of life, and with
the Earth mother. When entire societies such as yours
become spiritually imbalanced, wallowing in the pit of
selfishness, great harm plagues the Earth mother.”

“And to achieve this spiritual fulfillment you speak of,
we need to find the point in our consciousness between
selfishness and selflessness?”

“S1. Otherwise, you will remain lost. The point is like
the North Star. It constantly reminds us of the Great
Mystery and our position in it. Most of your people are
not consciously aware of it. Most of your people are still
trying to establish a point in their consciousness between
themselves and a mythological Great Human, a point that
doesn’t exist because the Great Human doesn’t exist. That
is why they are lost, wandering in a spiritual desert. They
must instead look for a point in their consciousness
between themselves and the Great Mystery. It is not diffi-
cult to find. It would happen on its own if you would sim-
ply allow it to do so0.”

“Tell me Eduardo, would you call that point we’re
speaking of a balance point, by any chance?”

“St. That is what Lucita called it.”

I was elated. Finally, I was discovering the meaning of
the balance point! Maybe I would solve this mystery after
all and cash in on that half million dollar estate! Damn,
that Lucy was a clever one. But how did she know I would
ever meet or talk with Eduardo? Was this just a huge
stroke of luck on my part, even though I wasn’t sure I
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understood what the shaman was talking about?

Eduardo scraped at the fire with his stick and then
wandered off into the jungle to find more firewood. Still
somewhat confused, I continued the conversation with
Sarah. “The whole thing seems rather abstruse to me,” I
said to her. “I don’t think I understand what Eduardo’s
saying.”

“I think it’s simpler than it sounds, Dad,” Sarah
responded. “Eduardo’s saying that spiritual growth means
having an increasing awareness of the relationship between
yourself and a greater being, which, to him, is ‘everything
else.” He’s saying that ‘everything else’ adds up to some-
thing he calls the Great Mystery, and it’s probably most
evident to us humans as the natural world around us,
which he calls the Earth mother.” Sarah squatted beside
the fire and raked some coals against the sides of the fish
bundle. “Religion, on the other hand,” she continued, as
she poked at the fire with Eduardo’s stick, “is often based
on a relationship between oneself and an imaginary creator
deity that people call God. Eduardo’s saying that since a
human creator isn’t any more realistic than a microbe one,
any relationship we have to such a deity is only imaginary.
If I understand him correctly, a true spiritual relationship
can only exist between yourself and something that actual-
ly exists. You can’t have a realistic relationship with an
imaginary being. He says the Earth mother is a greater
being that actually exists, and by extension, so is the Great
Mystery, which is the totality of the universe as we know it
today.”

“So, you think the guy’s an atheist?”

“No, I wouldn’t say that. He believes in a supreme
being, but it’s a natural one rather than a human one. A
real one rather than an imaginary one. To him, ‘God’ is the
totality of existence, not just another human male. And by
maintaining a reverence for that greater Being in his life,
he tries to live in harmony with the natural world around
him. That’s why he says we’re spiritually lost. We don’t
have reverence for the natural world. Instead, we worship
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dead humans and, in the meantime, ignore our destructive
effects on the planet. It does seem really silly when you
think about it.”

“So the mysterious balance point is actually some kind
of equilibrium between me and the world around me.”

“Yes, something like that. I think he means it’s a bal-
anced awareness. We realize we’re actually a real part of a
greater Being and then we adjust our consciousness to
accommodate a more humble position in the web of life.
More humble than the dominator mentality we currently
cling to.”

“It’s a lot to think about,” I said. “It’ll probably take a
while for it to sink into my calcified brain.”

“Well, it makes sense to me.”

“Your brain cells are younger than mine.”

“I probably have more of them too, Dad.”

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that! Where did Eduardo go?
I need to ask him some more questions. There’s suddenly
been an alarming increase in the number of things I know
nothing about!”
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