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“I wish it to be wholly understood what I have become to Nature 
and what Nature has become to me. If you wish to understand me 
only passably, you mush know how Nature found me and I found 
Nature during our first encounter; there you will have the history 

and the exposition of my perceptions.”

Goethe
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Introduction

A fter my first book ‘The Shaman’s Last Apprentice’ was published 
in 2004, many people asked me what happened next. I knew 

one day that I would write book two. When I returned to the Peruvian 
Amazon to finish my plant medicine apprenticeship in October 2012, 
I started writing the sequel. The jungle gave me the distance and soli-
tude I needed to integrate, articulate and express what’d happened to 
me on my return to England in 1998. By the time I left the jungle in 
December I had six chapters written, but I was feeling uneasy.

Publishing my first book had been more traumatic than I expected. 
Baring my soul and story to the world made me feel vulnerable and in-
secure, and I was crippled by self-doubt. Sharing my story and putting 
myself in the public eye again was a terrifying thought. Was it really a 
story worth writing? Did I really want to bare my soul once again? So 
I buried it in my computer and tried to forget about it. However, there 
was always a niggling feeling that I had to finish it. I knew my story 
would resonate with those who were experiencing the same lessons 
and going Beyond the Illusion. The overwhelming desire to share my 
story defeated my fears and doubts. For those who are waking up out 
of the illusion, my book is for you.

Just as the caterpillar starts to consume three times it’s body weight, 
we as a species are doing the same thing to our natural resources. In 
our greed and mindless consumption, we are destroying our delicate 
ecosystem, initiating a sixth mass extinction, wasting our precious 
water supplies, and wrecking our home, Planet Earth. As it reaches 
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crisis point, the caterpillar goes into hiding in its chrysalis. Within the 
cocoon, imaginal cells begin appearing in the body of the caterpillar. 
Over time, these imaginal cells consume the caterpillar transforming 
it into a greater, more beautiful vision of itself – the butterfly.

This book charts in detail the metamorphosis process I went 
through after my profound plant medicine apprenticeship in the 
Peruvian Amazon in 1998. It shows how I had to rediscover my true 
self in the urban jungle of London, come through the darkness of my 
own hopelessness, and go beyond the illusion of what I’d been condi-
tioned to believe to finally find the answers to my questions, ‘Who Am 
I?’ and ‘Why am I here?’ 

Over the fourteen years that this book spans, I learnt that this 
is the healing Ayahuasca and the plant medicines gave to me. They 
helped me to see beyond the illusion of the caterpillar, sparked my 
own imaginal cell activation, and reawakened my consciousness so I 
could bring my light to the world. This empowerment has enabled me 
to inspire thousands of others to do the same just as Don Juanito, my 
teacher, promised me it would. 

I also want to add that I could not have written this book without 
the help of my plant medicine teachers who insisted I finish it and 
even physically helped me to write it! In August 2015, I did my first 
ten-day Chiric Sanango isolation diet. Chiric Sanango is considered 
the ‘grandfather’ of all plant medicines. It’s a beautiful flowering plant 
and its medicine is life-changing. It brings the ego and heart back into 
alignment. It shows you where you are not following your truth, and 
brings up deep, hidden memories so that you can see the journey you 
have taken.

I drank the root of this powerful plant medicine, soaked in water, 
for three days. By day four the plant began to give me messages regard-
ing my soul purpose, destiny, and the shamanic journey I’d been on. 
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One of the first instructions from the plant was that it was imperative 
I finished the book and share my story. I felt the urgency, so when 
I returned home, I dusted off the six chapters I’d written and began 
to edit them. However, despite the clear instructions, I hit a writer’s 
block. The insecurity hadn’t gone away and I had no idea how I was 
going to unearth all the experiences that had happened years before.

I returned to the Amazon in November 2016 and did my second 
ten-day Chiric Sanango isolation diet. Once again, on day four, mem-
ories from my past began to flow. I started writing them down and 
realized that this was Chapter 7. The next day more memories came 
to the surface and Chapter 8 was formulated. Throughout the ten-day 
isolation process, I wrote notes for the next seven chapters. After the 
diet finished, I stayed in a secluded hut in the jungle to write up my 
notes, and two weeks later, I’d written fourteen chapters. The manu-
script was complete. It felt fitting that ‘Beyond Illusion’ had been writ-
ten entirely in the Peruvian Amazon jungle, whereas my first book 
about the Amazon had been written entirely in England.

By sharing my story and my personal journey of awakening, I hope 
it helps and resonates with those of you who have also had profound 
life-changing experiences with entheogens, meditation, connecting to 
nature, or anything else that has woken you up and helped you to see 
‘Beyond the Illusion’ of the matrix. May it also inspire you to follow 
your dreams, listen to your heart, and be who you really are, an imag-
inal cell of conscious change that is sweeping across the planet.
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Prologue

A s we approached Iquitos, I saw billows of grey and black smoke 
pouring out all over the city. The men working on the boat told 

us that the border dispute between Peru and Ecuador, raging since 
1942, had ended that morning with Fujimori, the Peruvian President, 
handing over the disputed piece of land to Ecuador. In that moment 
Peruvians were now Ecuadorians. The people of Iquitos had united in 
retaliation and were rioting. The city was in flames. We docked, and 
as I watched the chaos and anger unleash itself around me, I saw how 
it reflected my own journey. 

Exactly as I had to go through the fire of chaos to burn the ego and 
emerge on the other side transformed, a butterfly, Iquitos was going 
through its own trial by fire. The burning of the city demonstrated 
the anger and helplessness of people who no longer felt in control of 
their destinies and lives. To me, Iquitos had become a microcosm of 
the larger antipathy of the people to our political, economic and reli-
gious systems. As these systems start to break down, we feel as if we 
are losing our safety, security and our identity. We are forgetting that 
something new is breaking through. Just as the caterpillar must die to 
allow the butterfly to live, so too must the old ways collapse to allow 
new ways to emerge. 

As the mob raged around me, I looked up at the blue of the 
Amazonian sky and saw the Shaman looking down at me. I heard him 
say to me: 
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Only unconditional love can create a new reality based on har-
mony. Your destiny and the destiny of every living being is to be 
who you truly are; divine beings full of love and light. Your pur-
pose, and the purpose of every living being, is to heal and serve 
and love unconditionally, in your own special and unique way. 

His eyes were twinkling like two pearls in the moonlight, his 
round face beaming and glowing with the light of love and compas-
sion blessing and protecting me for the next stage of my journey... 



S E PA R A T I O N

“You have brains in your head. 
You have feet in your shoes. 

You can steer yourself any direction you choose. 
You’re on your own. And you know what you know. 

And YOU are the guy who’ll decide where to go. 
So be sure when you step. 

Step with care and great tact and remember 
that Life’s a Great Balancing Act. 

Just never forget to be dexterous and deft. 
And never mix up your right foot with your left. 

And will you succeed? 
Yes! You will, indeed! 

(98 and ¾ percent guaranteed.)”

Dr Seuss, Oh, The Places You’ll Go
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C H A P T E R  1

Iquitos Burns

…The image of the Shaman faded and I was alone again. Despite put-
ting on a brave face during the boat ride back to the city, now that I 
was about to enter civilisation I could feel the panic rise. The implica-
tions of what Don Juanito had said were still hitting me like a thou-
sand-ton truck. I felt ashamed, sad and abandoned. He would have 
been with me now if we hadn’t had that horrible argument. Could 
I have stopped it? Should I have appeased him? I tried to ignore the 
familiar ‘what ifs,’ gnawing at my conscience. It was useless berating 
myself. I couldn’t turn the clock back and I didn’t want to start regret-
ting the journey that had changed my life forever. 

I also had a strange premonition that I would never see Don 
Juanito again. Sadness welled up within me at the thought, but there 
was nothing I could do to make it better. I was about to reconnect 
with my world, the world of technology and modernity, chaos and 
pollution, systems and controls. It was impossible to fight the current 
carrying me home. I had no choice but to surrender to the situation.

As we headed closer to the port, billows of black smoke wafted 
over the city of Iquitos and we could hear shouts and cries coming 
from within the small confines of the Belen slums. The peace and 
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tranquillity of my little pueblo deep in the heart of the Amazon was 
another world. This was now my reality. Iquitos was on fire, reflecting 
my own inner turmoil. Inside I was burning too, consumed by Don 
Juanito’s rage, and forced to leave behind everything I’d experienced 
in the last year. 

“Rebekita” the captain of the ‘Collectivo Shashico’ called me out 
of my reminiscing as we docked, snapping me back into the present. 
“Iquitos is now very dangerous and it is not safe for Westerners. You 
must go straight to your hotel and stay there.”

Thoughts of the Shaman, Pashco, his wife, and my time in the 
jungle faded rapidly. Grabbing my rucksack, I quickly threw it onto 
my back as the boat flooded with people. I looked around, concerned. 
How was I going to get out of here? As if hearing my thoughts, the 
captain stopped a young guy who’d just boarded and introduced us.

“Go with Ramon. He’ll look after you,” the captain said to me. 
“And,” he called out to Ramon, as I followed Ramon off the boat, 
“make sure you find a safe hotel for her, out of danger, otherwise you 
will have me to deal with.”

“Thank you so much,” I said, relieved that someone was looking 
out for me. 

Belen was in chaos and panic was in the air. Ramon grabbed my 
arm and expertly weaved us through the heaving mass of people that 
were everywhere. We eventually made it to his motorcar, parked 
down a small side street. We got in and started driving slowly out of 
the market, carefully navigating the crowded streets. I was shocked 
to witness the mob’s anger raging through the city. Gangs of people 
crowded the streets, and every now and then there was a bang as 
another car went up in flames. 

Ramon made his way around the riot areas to get me to a hotel, 
which was in a more touristic and quiet part of town. The hotel was 
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empty. Most of the tourists had left with the first sign of trouble, and the 
owner warned me to stay in my room. Iquitos had never experienced 
this level of violence before, and no one knew how bad it would get. 

But I had to make contact with my mother and Harry to tell them I 
was safe. I’d promised to contact them a few weeks before flying home 
to let them know my departure date, and there had been no way of 
letting them know I’d changed my plans. To complete the apprentice-
ship, I’d stayed in the Amazon right up till the last boat back to Iquitos. 
I hadn’t been in contact with anyone for months, and time had not sat 
still for me. I wondered whether Harry would still be waiting for me, or 
if I’d been forgotten. Were my mother, my father, my family and friends 
all safe and healthy? Now I was back in civilization, I suddenly felt the 
urge to speak to them. 

* * * * *

I slipped out of the hotel unnoticed and walked towards one of the 
main squares. The smell of burning tyres, anger and hysteria filled the 
air; I felt alone, vulnerable, and lost. My mind couldn’t comprehend 
what was happening, and my heart ached to be back in the safety of the 
jungle, away from the craziness of civilisation, and the anger, hatred 
and fear. There was another huge explosion, and hordes of scream-
ing people came flooding from the surrounding streets. It was infec-
tious, and we all started to run, but I didn’t know where. Unexpectedly, 
I found myself outside a telephone exchange. I walked in and shut the 
door on the chaos outside.

It was empty and quiet inside the exchange, and I breathed a sigh 
of relief. I went to one of the booths and dialled Harry’s number, my 
hand shaking. He was my connection to home and my former life, 
and yet I didn’t know if he still cared for me or had even thought about 
me at all. While I waited for the call to connect, I was consumed by 
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a myriad of emotions, excitement, sadness, anticipation, fear, aban-
donment, panic, and love. It seemed like an eternity before he finally 
picked up.

“Hello,” said a faraway voice on the other end of the line. It was late 
in the evening and I wasn’t sure whether I’d woken him up. 

“Harry, it’s me, Rebecca.” I choked at his familiar voice. 
“Rebecca, oh my God, is it really you? You’re alive.”
I wasn’t alone or abandoned! I burst into tears overwhelmed with 

relief, as I felt his love flow through the phone lines. I hadn’t wanted 
to hold out too much hope. After all, I’d left him for a year. But he was 
still waiting patiently for me to return as he had promised. His unwa-
vering, unconditional love made me realize how much I’d missed him. 

He was crying too, and it took us a while to both calm down. 
He told me that when I didn’t return, he’d got worried and called my 
mother. She in turn panicked that something had happened to me. 
They decided to call the relevant embassies to report me missing. 
Interestingly, the British consulate had no idea where I was or how 
to find me. In contrast, the German consulate was able to track me 
down. Only a few hours earlier they’d sent an email to Harry telling 
him I’d been kidnapped by Don Juanito and was now brainwashed. 
They said that if he paid US$750, they could organize a rescue mission 
to bring me home. As I was calling him, he was looking for flights to 
Peru to come and find me. We both laughed at the absurdity of it all.

It felt so good speaking to him, and the relief was all the sweeter 
because he was my lifeline out of Iquitos. When I lost my waist pouch 
with all my valuables in the Tuahyu River, I had not only lost most 
of my money, but my passport was water damaged and so was my 
flight ticket. I only had five days before my departure date from Lima, 
but I was stuck in Iquitos. The airport had been closed and the army 
called in to control the riots. In order to catch my international flight, 
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I needed Harry to wire money to me and sort out how I was going to 
get a new passport and visa urgently. 

By the next morning, Harry had wired the money and given me 
information about where I was to go in Lima to get a new passport. 
Now, I could buy food, a flight to Lima and pay for the hotel. Suddenly 
Europe didn’t seem so far away. I was going back to familiarity, to my 
loved ones, my family and Harry. How bad could it be? 

However, the airport remained shut, and no one knew what was 
happening. I had to trust that everything would work out perfectly to 
allow me to catch my international flight. Despite our separation I felt 
the Shaman guiding me. Every time I felt the fear and panic, I heard 
him say, Dios es grande, you are safe and you will get to Lima in time.

He was right. 
The airport finally opened on Monday and with a stroke of luck, one 

of my friends got me on the last plane out to Lima that night despite the 
long waiting list. I arrived in the capital city late on Monday evening. 
I needed a new passport and visa before I could fly and I only had two 
days to get it. 

* * * * *

After a sleepless night, haunted by images of the Shaman, the Amazon, 
and the riots in Iquitos, I was the first one at the British embassy. As I 
explained my situation and showed my sodden passport, the officer 
peered down at me. 

“Ah, so you’re Rebecca. We got a call from the embassy in Iquitos 
claiming that you were lost in the Amazon. I’m glad to see you are 
safe. But what happened to your passport?” 

“It fell in the water,” I explained innocently. 
“But this passport is badly water damaged, as if it’s been underwater 

for a while. How did it get so ruined?” she argued.
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If I’d told her I’d lost it in the river, and it had been retrieved mi-
raculously ten days later by a fisherman, I knew she would’ve berated 
me for my negligence and for not returning to Lima immediately to 
replace it. I couldn’t face a lecture from her. She would never under-
stand the magic of Dios es grande. She pressed me to tell her what 
had happened but I kept to my story. All I wanted was for her to give 
me a new passport. In the end she gave up and told me to return in 
twenty-four hours to receive my new one. 

I wandered around Lima trying desperately to prepare myself for 
returning home to London and what that meant. I was almost afraid to 
explore the possibilities of what was in store for me back in the Western 
world. I wasn’t the same person who’d left a year before. It was going to 
be challenging for my family to accept this new me who was now so 
different. The energy and smell of the Amazon permeated my skin, 
my now long hair, and my aura. I’d also been free in the Amazon, 
free to be me, whoever that was, without any of the expectations of 
Western social conditioning. How was I going to bridge this new 
Rebecca with my old life?

* * * * *

Twenty-four hours later, with my new passport in hand, and a lec-
ture by the woman to be more careful in future, I headed to the 
Peruvian office to get a tourist visa. Waiting in the queue with only 
hours left before my plane was leaving, I prayed to the Shaman and 
my plant spirits to help me. I was exhausted and scraping the bottom 
of my energy and trust barrel. This was my final hurdle, and then I 
was free to leave.

I was directed to the right office, and again, fortunately, I was 
the only one waiting. I was called into the office where a big, burly 
Peruvian with a huge smile beckoned me to sit down. I told him my 
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story. Instead of berating me, like the woman in the English embassy, 
the man roared with laughter. Not only did he see the funny side of it 
all, he understood and appreciated the Dios es grande message.

We talked about Peru, the Amazon, and my adventures there. 
His humour was infectious and, as I shared my story, I began to feel 
more human again. I felt some of the fear of isolation ebb away as he 
seemed genuinely interested in my experiences. It felt good to share 
them with this stranger before I left the country. After a while he asked 
for my passport, stamped it with a three-month visa and wished me 
luck on my return home. 

Walking out into the brilliant sunshine of Lima I breathed a sigh of 
relief. I’d overcome all the obstacles, and I was now practically ready 
to go home. But was I mentally and emotionally prepared for the 
change? I didn’t know. There had been no time to decompress, inte-
grate or reflect. All I knew for certain was that Harry was waiting for 
me on the other side of the world. 

Sweet, loyal Harry. He’d taken two weeks holiday so we could spend 
some time together before I headed back to London. I was relieved 
he was meeting me, but I was also nervous. While I was living in the 
Amazon, Harry was working seventeen-hour days as a lawyer for a 
corporate IT company. I didn’t know if we could meet in the middle. 
I couldn’t see how the Amazon jungle could meet the corporate world 
without some kind of explosion. All I could do was pray it was going 
to be okay.

* * * * *

Four hours later I was seated on the plane. I’d made it. I was finally 
leaving Peru, alive. The relief was overwhelming, and yet, my heart 
ached with the intense pain at saying goodbye. As the plane taxied 
down the runway and headed into the sky, I gripped the armrest, and 
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everything took on a dream-like quality. The year hardly seemed real, 
as Lima became smaller and smaller and then disappeared in the grey 
clouds. As the plane emerged into the blue sky and bright sunlight my 
mind raced back to that moment, one year ago exactly when I’d left 
Harry and my safe, comfortable life and boarded the plane straight 
into the unknown, full of questions, full of adventure. It now seemed 
like beyond a lifetime ago. I was never going to be the same again. 

As I stared out of the window at the endless horizon of white, 
fluffy clouds, the warnings of the psychic I’d visited before embarking 
on this Peruvian odyssey popped into my mind. 

“All I can see for you, if you go to Peru, is darkness, and destruc-
tion; you could even die out there. I advise you not to go.” 

Tears began to well up. I’d died, exactly as she’d predicted. But I had 
also been reborn. It had been a spiritual death and rebirth. I’d come 
full spiral and was in the same place as when I’d left all those moons 
ago. Leaving behind the ‘me’ who had died in Peru, and embracing 
the new ‘me’ who was winging her way back into the unknown, back 
to London. 

But what did it all mean?
Memories of the year flashed before my eyes in a collage of pic-

tures. I saw how each step of the journey had led me to the next one, 
as though some unknown force was guiding me. 

* * * * *

It had all started two years before when I suddenly felt a strong pull 
to find my purpose and reason for living. I’d always had a deep af-
finity with the sacred Peruvian archaeological site of Machu Picchu. 
Deep inside, I knew something was waiting for me there. My destiny. 
The impulse to leave my comfortable Western life behind and fol-
low my heart got stronger until I could no longer ignore the calling. 
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I contacted a friend of my fathers who owned a chain of hotels in Peru. 
He offered me a job as Cultural and Activities Manager at his hotel in 
Aguas Calientes, the village below the ancient ruins of Machu Picchu. 

However, despite effortlessly manifesting my dream, I also had a 
bad, sinister feeling. Could I walk out on a stable job and a loving, 
long-term relationship with Harry to head into the unknown and, 
possibly, danger? But, if I remained in my comfortable life, I would al-
ways be plagued by ‘what ifs’ and regret. The dilemma reached a peak 
when the hotel insisted I come immediately. Paralysed by indecision, I 
went to see a psychic for guidance. Taking me by the hand, she looked 
in my eyes and with all seriousness said, “Don’t go to Peru, Rebecca. 
It will be a very difficult time. I see a lot of darkness, and even death 
around you.” Her words confirmed my worst fears. “However, if you 
stay in London, everything will turn around and you will become a 
very successful banker.”

The next day I bought my ticket to Peru. It was a choice-less 
choice. Potential death in Peru still sounded a lot more enjoyable than 
becoming a successful banker.

Shortly after arriving in Machu Picchu, my job at the hotel started 
to fall apart, exactly as the psychic had predicted. Arguments with 
the general manager, the lack of clear communication with the ho-
tel owner and my reactions to the situation led to my downfall. I’d 
unintentionally created a barrier between me and the other workers, 
and I had not felt comfortable enough to ask for what I needed. I also 
felt lost, alone and lovesick for Harry and my safe life in London. 
Everything was negative and difficult, and I didn’t know how to come 
out of the spiralling darkness. 

The life-changing moment came one day when I got lost on top of a 
mountain after a reckless run, slipped on the rocky edge, and fell down 
the mountainside. I was sure I was going to die just as the psychic had 
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warned me, but a tree at the base of the mountain magically caught me 
and saved me. That night, I looked out from my balcony and asked the 
mountains what had happened, and why I was still alive. The answer 
I received was a vision of a Shaman. 

My teacher was calling me to the Amazon. He told me he was 
waiting for me, and he had the medicine to help me find the answers 
to my questions, and help me find my purpose. The day after the fall, 
I was gifted a book called One River about Amazonian plant medicines. 
Immediately, I knew that I needed Ayahuasca, and the Shaman in my 
vision had the answers and the medicine I was looking for. When I was 
sacked from the hotel, I’d considered myself a failure. Now from this 
new perspective, I saw clearly how it all fitted together perfectly. I had to 
leave the mountains to go and find my teacher and the plant medicines 
in the Amazon, which had been my destiny all along. 

Soon after leaving the hotel I found myself in Iquitos – the gateway 
city to the Peruvian Amazon – full of hope that the vision was real and 
that I would find my teacher. I spent days wandering around the city 
waiting for him to find me. I didn’t give up hope, regardless of the dead 
ends, negative opinions, and doubts of other people. Finally, by a chain 
of miracles, I was led to Don Juanito, and his family, nestled in a tiny 
village deep in the Amazon jungle, serving his local community.

We arrived at the Shaman’s casita as the last of the sun’s rays were 
slowly dying into the river and the first stars were already gleaming in 
the blue-black sky. The full moon was beginning to rise over the river, 
casting a silver glow on the village, making it look surreal as though 
living in a fairy tale. After clambering up the huge staircase that led to 
the main room, I saw my Shaman’s huge shadow looming over him, 
illuminated by the orange kerosene light made from a rusty coffee tin. 
He seemed formidable. Instant recognition passed through our hearts, 
and we both knew I was there to become his apprentice.
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With that memory, I recalled with an intense vividness my time in 
the Amazon. The daily walks in the jungle with my teacher, Don Juanito. 
Going fishing, working in the chakras, living the jungle life while learn-
ing to hear what the Amazon was teaching me. Connecting to the dif-
ferent plants and trees, sitting in ceremony drinking Ayahuasca, and 
building the bridge to communicate with nature and all living things.

At this thought, I felt the plant medicines stir in my body, and a 
number of my most powerful visions came flooding back. I remem-
bered the vision of destruction where war, separation and greed were 
hurtling us towards a planet devoid of life, of clean drinking water, of 
healthy food, fresh air or fertile soil. We were so blinded by the illusion 
of what we thought life was, that we weren’t even aware of the destruc-
tive trajectory we were on. Then I saw the owl that had shown me a 
planet in balance and how we could only change things if enough of us 
woke up and became the change we wanted to see in the world. 

One of my last medicine journeys, a vision of Jesus on the cross, had 
warned me that only love and compassion for all living things could 
bring peace and harmony to Earth. The principle message of the plants 
came back to me with intense clarity: each human being had to take 
personal responsibility and become their own inner guide and teach-
er for real change to happen. Suddenly, I felt exactly the same as I did 
when I was in the ultimate ceremony. Each atom and cell within me 
started vibrating as it had done on that final journey when I’d completed 
the apprenticeship. The Ayahuasca had transferred, at the very cellular 
level, her energy and wisdom. 

The plant medicines had freed me from all the old stories about who 
I ‘should’ be and the negative and destructive conditionings that were 
keeping me disempowered and fearful. I saw from the collective per-
spective the importance of humanity, and how every human is a stew-
ard and guardian of the earth. It is our job to preserve and maintain it 
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for future generations and all living things that share this planet with us. 
They showed me, through direct experience, how I was a vital part of 
this eco-system and how important it was for me to stay balanced and 
healthy in body, mind, and spirit, for the very survival of life. 

* * * * *

Peering out of the airplane window at the endless blackness of night, 
I suddenly felt trapped by the immense burden of responsibility to 
share what I’d seen and learnt in the Amazon. The Shaman told me 
that I had to take the messages from my plant teachers back to the 
West, where my destiny lay. But would I be able to carry out the task 
the Shaman had given me? How was I going to share their messages 
with the world? And how was I going to share those messages without 
Don Juanito by my side? I was afraid this new me no longer had the 
tools to cope in the urban jungle. 

At this thought, pain shot through my heart. I’d loved the Shaman 
like a father and thought he’d loved me like a daughter. Yet he’d ended 
our relationship so abruptly and brutally. We never even said good-
bye. The doubt that I’d been trying to suppress bubbled to the surface, 
and a torrent of emotion washed through me. The deep wound creat-
ed when his rage reverberated around the casita began pulsing with 
regret. My inner critic berated me: 

If he’d really loved you, he would not have abandoned you. He would 
have come to Iquitos and made sure you were safe. Trust you to burn 
your bridges, like you always do, and leave with bad energy. 

You are not powerful nor special because, if you had been, the Shaman 
would have given you his blessing and approval not his rage. Without his 
blessing how are you realistically going to continue on this path in England?
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But there was nothing I could do to make it better. I was now miles 
away from the Amazon, almost another continent away. The pain was 
almost unbearable. 

The plane turned slightly, and there was the full moon so close 
to my window. Its soothing silver light calmed my beating, hurting 
heart. As I stared at the silvery disc suspended in the blackness, I felt 
its energy and vibration. For the first time, I felt a profound personal 
connection with the moon that controls and influences the oceans, 
time, and all of nature.

Rebecca.

I heard a clear voice in my head say: 

It is me. The moon. 

Don Juanito and the plant medicines have given you all the 
tools you need to live a liberated and empowered life full of 
happiness, free from the restrictions of the limiting beliefs that 
have kept you trapped since birth. Your time in the Amazon has 
given you the gift of hearing nature. It is constantly communi-
cating with you, and your ears are now open to hear what it is 
saying. It is time to live what you have learnt from the Shaman, 
the Amazon and the plant medicines. You are one with nature, 
you are nature, and with that knowledge you must now live sym-
biotically with nature.

“But I’m scared. How can I do that in a huge city? How can I do 
that without the Shaman’s blessing?” I spontaneously questioned.

Immediately, I heard the clear message:
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It is time to go beyond the illusion of limitations and become 
who you truly are, wherever you are. The Shaman has given you 
your first important test. By letting you go, you must now begin 
the next stage of your journey, alone. Only when you love your-
self unconditionally can you be fully in your power. To be who 
you are, you must let go of needing approval from the external 
world. Too many people are looking outside of themselves for 
the answers or looking to other people for recognition, think-
ing others know more than they do. They give their power away 
to another and forget to listen to their own inner knowing, 
their own intuition. When we become our own teachers, we take 
personal responsibility for everything that happens. We are 
free. By letting you go, the Shaman has given you real freedom 
to walk the path alone and find yourself.

 “But, this test is so painful,” I retorted. “I loved the Shaman with 
all my heart. I need his blessing to give me the courage and permis-
sion to walk the shamanic path. Without his support I feel so lost. 
Life is so unfair. It is cruel and unfair, and difficult.” 

The Moon replied:

Life is what you decide it is, Rebecca. Exactly like me, the moon 
who reflects both the sunlight and the darkness of space, each 
human being is reflecting the light and dark within their hearts 
and minds. You are also co-creating your reality according to 
the beliefs you are reflecting. What unconscious stories were 
you creating for this to have come to pass? Look inside of you. 
All the answers are there.
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I couldn’t argue. I was constantly burning my bridges, and my 
crippling beliefs around abandonment, not being good enough, and 
money, had been around since childhood. I immediately felt a deep 
sense of shame.

Don’t berate yourself anymore for what has happened, the Moon 
said soothingly.

Don’t let this negative behaviour bring you down after 
everything you have been through. It is your heaviest burden, 
but also your greatest blessing. Your destiny was real and it 
will all be revealed in time. It is only your mind judging what is 
right and wrong, good and bad, positive and negative. You must 
trust that everything that has happened is in perfect alignment. 
It is all happening as it needs to. You must learn to trust the 
dark times as well as the light. 

Your time with the Shaman came to an end because you are 
ready. Ready to live the knowledge you received and make it 
your wisdom. Ready to be who you really are regardless of 
where you live and what you do. Ready to master yourself and 
reach your full potential. 

The real apprenticeship begins now. It is time to go beyond the 
illusion of what you have been taught from birth and create a 
new reality based on the truth. Your truth. The truth you have 
seen in your plant medicine visions. It is time to learn to love 
yourself from the inside out.
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The moon’s words were like balm. The journey finally made more 
sense. 

Don Juanito had to shut the door to me returning to Peru so I could 
learn to walk this path alone and fulfil my destiny in the West. Exactly 
like he had told me. The intense feelings of pain and helplessness began 
to lessen as a glimmer of hope reignited in my heart. The unknown 
suddenly didn’t feel so dark without him by my side. I had to believe 
that something magical was going to happen and everything was going 
to fall into place naturally to enable me to share what I’d learnt. 

The next stage of my adventure was going to manifest effortlessly. 
Hadn’t I learnt that everything was always happening perfectly, even 
when life got very dark and stormy? If this was my destiny, then I had 
nothing to fear. I just needed to find the inner strength to keep the faith 
and trust whatever life had in store for me. 

“I love you Don Juanito, thank you,” I whispered. 
As I murmured the words, I felt his presence so strongly. I suddenly 

knew, on a deep soul level that one day, when he was ready, he would 
definitely come in a vision, like he always had, and tell me it was time to 
return. I hadn’t fucked it up completely. I began to sob uncontrollably 
with relief, as I released all the stifled emotions I’d been holding onto for 
so long. I missed him so much already, and I desperately wanted to hug 
him and tell him I loved him. But life was taking me further and further 
away. All I could do was send my love energetically, and hope he felt it 
from across the oceans. There was nothing else left to do.

All cried out, I allowed the moon’s silvery rays to sooth my troubled 
soul until I eventually drifted into an uneasy sleep. I only woke up as 
the plane began its descent into the grey skies of Amsterdam, taking me 
into a new chapter.
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Coming ‘Home’

I was rudely greeted by a blast of freezing cold European air as I 
stepped off the plane. I already felt like a stranger as I made my way 

to passport control. Everyone seemed too immersed in their own world 
to look at anyone else. There was a weird quiet as people hurried to get 
through security. I went to the bathroom to freshen up and everything 
felt so sterilised, devoid of colour and vibrancy. I ached for the chaos, 
noise and cacophony of jungle sounds that were now so familiar to me.

I looked at my reflection in shock and splashed my face with cold 
water, but I still couldn’t recognise the face looking back at me. It was 
puffy from all the crying and lack of sleep. My hair was knotted and 
wild. I was as dark as a Peruvian, and I smelt of the Amazon. There was 
nothing I could do to make myself look more normal, and my heart be-
gan pounding with the pressure and anticipation of the unknown and 
what was about to happen next. 

Harry would be on the other side of the barrier, and I felt all the 
love, expectation and pain of separation. We hadn’t seen each other 
in almost a year, and I needed him so much. But could he fill the gap 
made by leaving Peru? In a daze I collected my rucksack and walked 
through customs. 


