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We greet the 7 sacred directions:
Nerth, South, East, West,
The centre of the Universe,
The centre of the Earth, Your own personal centre.

The browser is a vehicle for ‘The Client’.
‘The Client’ has 16 inboxes
8 kinds of automatic answers
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There are 700 opportunities and projects,

For each opportunity,
there are 4 roses,
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My first encounter with indigenous
worlds was through a jarro pato (a
duck-shaped ceramic vase) belonging
to the Diaguita culture. ' We stared at
each other through the glass display
cabinet that safeguards my grandfa-
ther’s collection of pre-Columbian ob-
jects.

My grandfather’s cabinet is a multi-
verse where many worlds meet. It’s
a portal where past and present con-
nect through ancestral vases. The ce-
ramics in my grandfather’s collection
were produced by the Diaguita people
in the late Farmer-Potter Period, which
ran from approximately 1.300 A.D. to
thirty-two years before the arrival of
the first Spaniards to America.

The jarro pato is a ritual vessel in the
shape of a duck. It is an animal figure,
even though it has human features. It is
a musical instrument and a prayer for
sacred waters, so scarce in the desert.
Some duck-shaped vases are depict-
ed weeping, three tears falling down
from each of their eyes. And from the
ceramic vase, these tears run down
into a river of cosmic weeping. We all
have cried the exact same recycled
waters. The same tears running down
the cheeks of indigenous peoples run
also through the cheeks of settler-col-
onists, eventually falling down from
the eyes of our contemporaries, glued
to the screens of their mobile phones.
Little by little, all these tears have
reshaped my face.

The duck-shaped vase in my grandfa-
ther’s cabinet is a vortex. It’s a portal
into an oceanic flow of ancestral lig-
uids that has brought us here, from
one uterus to another. We are nothing
but a link in a chain of births. H20.

This ceremonial vase was buried in a
tomb for thousands of years until it was
sacked. According to my grandfather,
three construction workers found it by
chance while building a road in La Ser-
ena. They were convinced that it con-
tained a treasure, so they smashed it.
There was nothing inside, of course.

Later an anthropologist put together
the shards, which the three men had
divided up among themselves. It did
not occur to them that the treasure
could be in those tears.

| took care of the jarro pato while | was
shooting my video, Eyes of Plants.
Let me be clear about this, the vase
shouldn’t be here in the first place. It
should rest in peace with its original
owner. But it was extracted from the
earth long ago and now it’s displayed
inside a cabinet in a privately-owned
house.

During the shooting, | would sit every
day before my altar, burn incense and
light some candles to honour the vase.
My altar allows me to take refuge in
the earth.

Before returning the vase, | sat down
to channel its energy. Channelling
means connecting oneself to another
entity so as to call down intangible en-
ergies. Following one’s instinct or intu-
ition, people usually assign an image,
a word, a sound or a sensation to what
has yet to be named. In order to chan-
nel their energy, one connects oneself
to another person or object feeling
through him or her (or it). | had no idea
that | could channel an object, until my
teacher at Frecuencia Lican healing
school taught me a few years ago.

When | channelled the jarro pato, | be-
came that vessel. But now this object
stared back at me. | could see myself
through its ancestral eyes. | saw a little
girl staring at me through my grandfa-
ther’s glass cabinet. | recognised that
girl and | could see her growing up in
the old house at Calle Colon. Then
in the house at Calle Santa Blanca.
Then at Cerro San Luis. | saw myself
through its eyes and through the glass
cabinet. It never occurred to me that
a vase could be a witness to my life.
Now | understand that this crying duck
stands witness to bygone eras and
civilisations. But it’s also a witness to
my family and others, observing in si-
lence through the glass cabinet in my
grandparents’ house.

1] The Diaguita people is a farmer-potter indigenous culture
native to the Chilean Norte Chico and the Argentine Northwest.

Western or Chilean Diaguitas lived mainly in what are now the regions of
Atacama and Coquimbo.

Each rose

has 32 petals and each petal
has 64 people working on it,




Last Christmas | gave a DNA test to
my grandmother as a gift. Both my
grandma and my saliva are the cus-
todians of my DNA, my ancestral
liquids. As | watched her spit into a
plastic container for the DNA test, |
had a vision (not a hallucination, but
a vision). | saw a pool of water swirl-
ing down into the centre of the Earth.

o‘

| understood that the pond was
made of my saliva and that I’m carry-
ing each and every one of my ances-
tors with me. Likewise, you are car-
rying yours in your mouth. These are
the primal waters running down the
stream of life. These waters sweep
along those who are the closest to
me, those who pass through me. You

While staying afloat, | looked down- too are being carried by primal wa-

wards and | saw my ancestors. ters.

ALL YOUR ANCESTORS ARE
WITHIN YOLU.
LACH OF THEM LIVES IN A POOL OF
ANCESTRAL WATERS.
IN THE POOL OF YOUR SALIVA.
ONE CAN RECREATE THEIR
ANCESTORS FROM THEIR SALIVA.
YOUR ANCESTORS ACCOMPANY YOU,
SURROUND YOU, DEFINE YOU.
THEY ALL CGAVE THE BEST OF
THEMSELVES, SO THAT
YOU MAY EXIST.
LET US CLEANSE THESE WATERS.

Each female worker is wearing a shirt.
Each shirt has 640 blue stripes.
Each stripe is a path for 3 horses and a
metorcycle moving fast.

Net minding where they go.

Inside their running hooves
there is an eye that weeps.
For each eye
there are 2 hands comforting them.
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Once | finished shooting the video, |
put the jarro pato back in its cabinet.
That very night, | dreamed about the
vase. In my dreams, | visited a mu-
seum built underground. It was cold
and dark inside. The museum walls
were all metallic grey and | could only
distinguish rows and rows of display
cabinets dimly lit by LED lights.

The cabinets contained white corpo-
rate shirts with thin blue stripes.

Unp
THERE ARE NO TREASURES BEN:
GROUND, BUT ONLY CONSUM

O]

RODUCTIVE, SILF

E
WAITING TO BE HEALED.
EARTH IS ENTRUSTED

1, EARTH! GOOD EARTH.

T EARTH.
PATH THE
D BODIES

@ Mie'shirts had been meticulously fold-

ed in such way that they formed ab-
stract and geometric designs so won-
derful that they resembled origami.
They had been starched and were stiff
enough to hold all the pre-Columbian
objects from my grandfather’s collec-
tion.

WITH HEALING OUR SORROWS.

| looked closer into one of the cabi-
nets. Resting on the upper folds of a
business shirt, | could see a black ob-
- sidian knife crowning a pyramid made
of dozens of blue-striped corporate
shirts.

The duck-shaped vase was in anoth-
er cabinet. But it rested on someone’s
torso, a nondescript someone who
was wearing a pink-and-white striped
shirt. On a second glance, | noticed
that this person was rubbing the vase
against his or her back. The vase had
healing properties and eased their
pain. | then noticed other office work-
ers and businessmen who were also
rubbing pre-Columbian pottery over
their exhausted bod-
ies, looking for some
relief, brushing the
passing of time from
their weary bones.

ElidMy eyes squinted
& las | tried to focus si-
*  |multaneously on the
geometric  designs
of the pre-Columbi-
an pottery and the
regular stripes in the
business shirts.

As they combined into a single stereo-
scopic image, new patterns emerged.
| understood that the abstract patterns
from those ceramics had mutated into
the stripes in the shirts. | recognised
new cosmologies and hybrid patterns
taking shape in this geometry.

For the Diaguita people, the lines
painted in zig-zag, ripples and chain-
like patterns that decorate their pot-
tery were like visual litanies or mantras.
These geometric designs provided an
order to their world. Likewise, the thin
stripes in today’s corporate shirts are
not just ornamental. They convey a
way of ordering the world. Namely, the
neoliberal world-order. These stripes
outline the arms of
employees while they
are signing invoices
or investment con-
tracts. Like the lines
in a legal contract,
the stripes in busi-
ness shirts are no less ||
straight, regular, or-
derly.

Within each hand
there is a forest of trees
waiting te ke made inte 1,000,000,000
sheets of paper.

These hands activate 7 lights, 7 options.
There are roses to heal the past
and only one rose to heal the future
Present, past and future

are keing cleansed.




Within each person there are 160 passwords,
2,823 images placed in order to express themselves, 320 inflamed organs.

Each ancestor has its colon.

Within each coelon there is a person removing therns from the skin.

One by one,

It takes minutes for a contract signed
in Europe to set into motion natu-
ral resources in Chile. Forests disap-
pear, cities flourish in the desert, the
courses of rivers are altered, ancestral
cemeteries are replaced by garbage
dumps, new industrial suns light up
the sky twenty-four hours a day with-
out interruption.

However, restless productivity does
not come free. Back pain is pretty
much inevitable for those who sit all
day in front of a computer. Blue light
emitted by screens is harmful for your
eyes. Typing produces joint pains.
Bones ache. While financial markets
run at full speed, our bodies are left
behind.

The last time | was in London, | ex-
plored the financial centre of Canary
Wharf, a privately-owned commercial
state in the Isle of Dogs. British writer
lain Sinclair has described the Isle of
Dogs as “a Hong Kong principality with
its own private security. Lands disap-
pear and you get this financial centre
that’s just been parachuted in from
somewhere else and it isn’t where it is.
It sort of is there, but it isn’t”. | found

HININIININERIN

several healing centres, wellness facil-
ities and prayer rooms hidden in the
basements of the office buildings in
Canary Wharf. They were concealed
beneath the earth, guarded by her.
The names of these places are telling:
Healing Earth Centre, Nomad Travel
Clinic, Island Health Clinic, Freedom
Clinic, Mobile Male Massage... Above
ground, in the streets and in the office
blocks, appearances were kept up
24/7. Beneath the Earth’s surface, of-
fice workers consumed by deadlines
waited for their wounds to mend.

Earth’s transformative potential is not
just spiritual, but physical too. Think
for example of mud poultices and how
they have been used for thousands of
years. These poultices appeal to the
intelligence of earth. They can absorb
toxins from the body, reduce inflam-
mations and trigger processes of heal-
ing. When placed on a painful area,
cold mud tempers any excessive heat
from the body as it gets warmer and
eventually dries. After each use, it can
be sanitised just by exposing the mud
to sunlight, since the sun’s radiations
have well-known antibacterial proper-
ties. The body knows about its bal-

ININIININININ

ance and mud is an ally to restore it.

Years ago, | accompanied my ex-part-
ner in his process of healing from
a colon cancer. In case every other
treatment failed (of the Western and
non-Western types), it was suggested
that he meet with a traditional healer
in South Korea, who, as a last resort,
would bury him for days until the earth
brought his body back into balance.

Restore his order.
His order.
Bring him back into balance.
Earth is a body hosting
other bodies.

| have carried out research on some of
the most comprehensive collections
of pre-Columbian artefacts in Chile,
Bolivia, Peru, Colombia, Mexico, Unit-
ed States, Britain, Netherlands and
Spain. Most precolonial objects found
on earth belong to these museums.
They offer their geometric patterns as
a gift to anyone who looks at them.

My soul is traversed by these patterns
when | look at them.

Within each thorn there is an Excel sheet,
Within the spreadsheets, &4 roses protect you from the electromagnetic waves
threatening to pierce your body.




My spreadsheets hurt.

My chakras hurt.

Like fractals, pre-Columbian ceram-
ics often look alike but they are never
the same. Having spent so much time
in archaeological museums, | have
begun to recognise the hands of the
artists that modelled them. Some are
pretty easy to identify, for example
the artist who made the sculptures of
Xipe Totec. They have the same look,
the same faces, the same expression.
One of them is on display at the Chile-
an Museum of Pre-Columbian Art, and
another one belongs to the National
Museum of Anthropology, in Mexico
City.

The abstract patterns in this art are
not just ornamental, but a synthesis
of indigenous worlds. Each of these
objects contains a microcosm with-
in itself. The fear of emptiness (horror
vacui) that led these artists to fill the
entire surface of their ceramics with
such intricate detail is a reminder of
human search for meaning. According
to archaeologist Paola Gonzalez, the
geometric patterns in Diaguita pot-
tery were a visual technology of sha-
manic healing and hypnotic attraction.
The pre-Incan visual art of the Diagu-
ita, explains Paola, “does not pursue

IRIRINERIIE

a semantic end. Rather, we are deal-
ing with technologies of enchantment,
involving the use of optical illusions,
such as non-mimetic animation, as a
way to captivate viewers. Today, dec-
orative patterns with similar character-
istics still play a crucial role in shamanic
healing for some indigenous commu-
nities in the Amazon... It’'s almost as
if the eye comprehended senses of
which the mind knew nothing”. 2

As the duck-shaped vase keeps spin-
ning on its axis, the enchanting technol-
ogy of its geometric patterns brings us
to another dimension. We forget about
deadlines. We escape from cyclical
time. Black lines come forward, white
lines recede and a new dimension un-
folds before our eyes. Time and space
open up in the ceramic vase, while its
abstract patterns and geometric lines
unfold throughout the body.

Let me quote from Paola’s essay again;
“as if the eye comprehended senses of
which the mind knows nothing”. After
comparing the Diaguita and Shipibo
designs, Paola concludes that ab-
stract and symmetrical patterns have
in both cases not only aesthetic, but

RN

also therapeutic purposes: “The kené
(sacred design) doesn’t merely fulfil
an aesthetic function, but it’s also an
active agent in the maintenance of the
Shipibo’s physical and spiritual health.
Belaunde points out that both in the
materialization of abstract designs
on their bodies, and in the immateri-
al vision of the same designs during a
shamanic session, the purpose is the
embellishment of people and things
by covering them with graphisms of
plants. This ritual embellishment al-
lows the Shipibo to heal from physi-
cal, psychological, social and spiritual
forms of distress”. 3

Just like every plant and every person,
each object has its own code. Depend-
ing on their specific energy, there are
objects that soothe us, objects that in-
duce delirium, objects that trigger ac-
tion. Objects are portals and vortices.
They transfer their energy to us as we
look at them. Their geometry imprints
a new order on your hologram.

Graphisms of plants
Wrap around me!
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[2] See Paola Gonzalez, “Shipibo-Conibo shamanic art of the
Peruvian amazon and its relation to the Diaguita culture of
Chile” in Boletin del Museo Chileno de Arte Precolombino,
no. 21 (2016).

[3] See Paola Gonzalez.

The vase in the shape of a crying duck has 2 eyes,
Within its tears, there are 16,000 waterfalls.

Each waterfall contains the DNA of a different person.
10,000 ancestors swimming in your saliva,




Just as the duck-shaped vase is an
intermediary between worlds, | was
raised and still live in a contact zone 4,
a space of colonial encounters where
different peoples come into contact
and establish relations that trans-
form them, and which are defined by
a radical power imbalance. For those
of us who inhabit contact zones, it is
common to grow up rootless in a land
where roots have been nearly eradicat-
ed, banished and corporatised. Even
though we inhabit ancestral lands.

In my work, | have tried to reconnect
with those roots from an uncomforta-
ble position. It’s an emic approach to
my research, undertaken from within,
where a cosmological thought lies not
exempt from contradictions. | myself
look more European than anything
else. Bio-pigmented, | have green i
‘eyes, eyes of plants. | look white but |
'my ancestry is a little more complex |
‘than that. Among my ancestors, there |
‘are those who chose to mix and those |
‘who were forced. Some may have
‘been in love and some may have been |

BARTH RESGTTI IS

bored. It is likely that some were raped
too, since a small percentage of me
has inhabited these territories from
time immemorial. But the rest of me
was raised by neoliberalism.

Colonialism and the military dictator-
ship erased two of the five hard drives
that stored the history of my country. |
can’t help but wonder what it would be
like to recompose those erased mem-
ories, to reinvent forgotten myths from
an erratic position, from a position that
involves embracing complexity, stay-
ing with the trouble, inhabiting a dan-
ger zone. | would like to hold on to this
problem, here. To test the elasticity of
my contact zones. To speak from the
position of someone who shouldn’t be
here, but was born here.

The Spaniards first arrived in Chile from
the north, coming from what today is
Peru, and shaking its foundations to
the roots. No stone was left unturned,
from land ownership to the ancestral
. cosmology of the four cardinal points.

é In the Mapuche worldview, each cardi- ﬁ
- nal direction still corresponds to a sym- |
' bolic space. Unsurprisingly, the north

. corresponds to the direction of terror. |

‘That’s where the conquistadors came

from. | wonder what the north might
have meant before colonial trauma?
‘But it's a pointless question. Since

‘then, indigenous ancestral knowledge

‘has been turned into folklore, silenced,

P

 disregarded, made invisible.

Despite all this, the Pachamama is still
alive in the form of a deep connection to
the earth. Often involuntarily, this con-
nection mutates and keeps transform-
ing over time with the introduction of
new technologies, but also as a result
of natural resource extraction, foreign
influence, cultural imports. The Pa-
chamama continues under new forms
and by other means. Postcolonial cos-
mologies are the result of a long chain
of mistranslations, misappropriations
and cultural misunderstandings that
define everyday life here in the contact
Zones.

Folklore is the name of a colonial strat-
egy. Folklore is a way for colonial elites
to erase indigenous worlds and neu-
tralise ancestral histories. It’s a way to
keep them contained, to relegate them
to the margins, to exoticise them.
Folklore is a way to freeze time, trans-
forming open and unsolved historical
processes into a souvenir for tourists.
And yet, ancestral history is still hap-
pening. It is simply going down other
oads, in unexpected ways.

!
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[4] I borrow the term from Mary Louise Pratt, who defined
contact zone as “the space of colonial encounters, the space in
which peoples geographically and historically separated come
into contact with each other and establish ongoing relations,

usually involving conditions of coercion, radical inequality and intractable
conflict. (...) By using the term ‘contact’ | am to foreground the interac-
tive, improvisational dimensions of colonial encounters (...). A ‘contact’
perspective emphasises how subjects are constituted in and by their

All your ancestors are within you,

relations to each other (...), often within radically asymmetrical relations
of power.” See Mary Louise Pratt, Imperial Eyes: Travel Writing and Trans-

culturation (New York: Routledge, 1992), 6-7.

All of them live in this poel of ancestral waters.

This river running from penis to penis
in a great chain of penetrations.




There is some irony in the fact that hy-
- dropower companies have become,
together with the oil and wood mdus-.;

tries, a core agent in the dlscovery

- of indigenous and natural heritage in |
' South America. Of course, they are
‘also a core agent in its destruction.g
- While uncovering burial sites, pre-Co-

lumbian objects and fossils of previ-
ously unknown whale species, they
displace indigenous populations from
their land. The extractive industries
set natural resources into motion. But
they also extract and mobilise our pre-
colonial cultural heritage, indigenous
communities, entire peoples, animal
species and sacred plants; all of which
are connection nodes to the land.

Take for example the infamous conflict
between Endesa, the leading electric-
ity company in Spain with substan-
tial holdings in Latin America, and
the Mapuche-Pewenche indigenous
population in southern Chile. In 1998,
countless acres of sacred land were
flooded in the construction of a hydro-
electric dam, displacing the Mapuche
communities that inhabited this region
since times immemorial. In a matter of
weeks, indigenous burial grounds and
medicinal forest gardens disappeared
alongside thousands of years of bio-
cultural heritage, inextricably bound to
this land. Everything was buried under,
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hard industrial waters, confined inside
a colossal neo-temple made of con-
crete. Today Mapuche activists fight
hydropower companies threatening
their sacred land all across Chile.

In the Brazilian Amazon, increasing
deforestation reveals hundreds of for-
merly unknown indigenous geoglyphs.
And further west, one finds yet anoth-
er temple of extractivism in Potosi,
Bolivia. Although this time it’s a tem-
ple built from earth: Our Lady of Cer-
ro Rico (which means “Rich Hill”, in
Spanish). Here the Pachamama is cut
down to her most intimate organs. The
18th-Century painting that depicts the
Virgin Mary fused with this infamous
silver mine is a shocking, anonymous,
colonial image. Sometimes reality is
not enough and only art, fiction, deliri-
um are in a position to tackle the prob-
lem.

In the painting, the Virgin Mary em-
“ ‘bodies and contains within herself the
AS|Iver mine. In this way, the Pachama-

‘Orcko (“Beautiful Hill”,

TEITIPIGS

I Cerro Rico was the most productive

'the most densely populated city in the
‘World There are even chronicles that"

‘ma, Catholicism, colonial extractivism |
j%and the origins of capital collapse in
‘a single image. Also known as Sumaj |
in Quechua),

silver mine in the American colonies.
Here the mountain is a container of
resources, but also a woman’s body.
The hill stands for the Virgin Mary, but
it's also the Mother Earth, Gaia, a fer-
tility symbol. Not only is the hill being
extracted, but so is the Earth, the Pa-
chamama, its feminine energy.

There is no way to know exactly how
much of the silver that circulates at a
global scale comes originally from that
mine. But this much is certain: Cerro
Rico paved the way for modern cap-
italism and financial globalisation.
There, in the middle of the arid Alti-
plano, was the most fertile mine of all
the colonies. At the peak of its extrac-
tive frenzy, which saw about eight mil-
lion native people die, Potosi was once

‘report the existence of toilets made of | {
silver. The secret of what Marx called |
the “primitive accumulation of capital”
is that settler-colonists literally shat on

thelr own abundance.

From uterus to uterus,
until you were made,




There is not much left in the bowels
of the mine. But in 2019, there are still
miners in Potosi who live and die un-
der the worst conditions. They chew
coca leaves to keep up their energy
while working in the dark underbelly of
the world. | saw them myself. At the
mine’s entrance, | saw libations of lla-
ma blood poured onto the earth as an
offering. Llamas are offered in sacri-
fice to the mine as a way to satiate the
earth, so that it doesn’t swallow the
miners. Despite all the work, they are
lucky if they find any leftover crumbs
of silver.

Leaving Potosi and the mine behind,
we travelled northwest towards Puerto
Maldonado, in Peru. We made a stop
in Cusco and there we found the third
temple.

Looking for an ATM, Marco arrived at
the Museo de Sitio Puka Marka. He
was told that the museum’s ATM was

the only one that would read his debit
card. The museum was literally inside
Scotiabank’s head office in Cusco and
had on display all the archaeological
artefacts that were unearthed during
the construction of the bank. Back in
1944, Banco Wiese Ltdo —later ac-
quired by Scotiabank— built its head
office on top of the ruins of an Incan
palace, erected in the 15th Centu-
ry by the tenth Sapa Inca of the Inca
Empire, Tupac Yupanqui. Since 2006,
Scotiabank is the legal custodian of
this site’s heritage.

While queuing for the ATM, one can
see the image of a lightning bolt strik-
ing the exact spot where archaeolo-
gists discovered a four-legged ceram-
ic vase, the only one of its kind. A sci-fi
looking plastic bubble protects a hole
dug into the earth.Long before Scotia-
bank even existed, the earth was the
original custodian of the vase. Life ad-
min and bureaucratic queues collide

in a vortex with indigenous burials. In
one same space-time of epistemic ex-
tractivism, the limits between dimen-
sions become tangled and blurred.
There is a line to pay your debts, a line
for cheques to be cashed, a line to en-
ter the museum, and finally, a cosmic
ray that strikes the earth, pointing to
the original location of an indigenous
ceremonial vase.

Beneath the earth lie the remains of an
Incan palace. Above ground, a temple
of neoliberalism stands on the exact
same spot. Overlaid on top of each
other, they are both part of an incoher-
ent amalgamation. Their markings and
erasures, uses and histories coexist
on the same plane of existence. The
bank is a vortex of connection. | feel
the vertigo of space-time unfolding in
this ceremonial site.

While | follow the adhesive tape lines on the floor that guide me through the bank’s premises, | also reconnect with the earth

beneath my feet.

Next to the museum-cum-ATM, there is a newly open Starbucks. Thirsty customers ask the baristas for soya milk and drink
their coffees while texting their significant others. As everyone knows, the key product at Starbucks is not coffee but open Wi-Fi
networks. While customers send pictures of the Sacred Valley to their friends and families in the old continent, not so far from
Cusco, Amazon rainforests are devastated to produce the transgenic soya that we drink with our lattes. Here in this Starbucks
and elsewhere, there is a relentless circulation of images, texts and emojis from one land to another. Even if we are on holiday,
deadlines continue to dictate everyday life. There is an infinite extraction of resources from the earth, from our bodies, from our
intimate lives and affects. | want to rest in silence beneath the ground. Let no wireless signal reach me.

The ceramic vase 1s decorated with 64 lines,
Each of them finds its way inte a striped corporate shirt.

Their gecmetric patterns threaten to reprogram me.
They want to change my energy matrix,

my perscnal code.
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They induce visions in me. They induce phosphenes in you.
I take these helograms and patterns inveluntarily.
Their abstract designs hypnoetise me,
piercing through me, making me delirious.

I want to chan original code.



Within the 960 spreadsheets there are 87 pheones vibkrating.
Waiting to ke answered.Within each phone
there are % emojis who are offered cigarettes
and 3 pictures popping-up 1n your hologram,
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[5] This idea is central to the Mapuche cosmology. | heard [6] Observation made by an indigenous thinker. Quoted in
about this in the symposium “Formacion Farmacia Viva”, Claude Levi-Strauss, The Savage Mind (1962).
organised by Fundacién Alquimica in Santiago, Chile, 2019.

We will remove those images
that have keen placed on you.
Out! Immediately and permanently.
We shall bring you kack to order. Te your order.
Your order,










Anti-inflammatory pineapple
leaves are good for tachycardia
and irritable bowel syndrome.

Keep leaves in your shirt pocket
for 3 hours a day.

o
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‘2. Nomad Travel Clinic

Single palm tree leaf brings cool-
ing breeze to alleviate stiff hands
and arthritis.

Attach it to the back of your chair
for 16 days.
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3. Freedom Clinic

Chicken feathers to release stress
and anxiety caused by overwork-

ing.

Attach 5 feathers to your hand
and stroke the ground.

{

‘“?ili

b

{
| \\

14

4. Island Health Clinic

Rose of Jericho to clean
electromagnetic fields from Wi-fi.

Sprinkle around the office.

5.1 Vital Skin Clinic

Aloe vera to hydrate tired eyes.
Jackfruit to relelieve pressure in
your head and erase face wrin-
kles.

Pin them continuously to transfer
your pains into the plants.

5.2 Mobile Male Massage

For treating back pains.

Rub ceramics on spine.

Restore yourself,
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The smoke showed me that my dark
side and all my negative thoughts are
stored in my right hip. Which helped
explain why it hurts so much, so often.
Amador healed the pain. / told Ama-
dor that | was but an intruder on this
land. He said that the earth does not
see colour, it sees only offerings and
gestures. Download this to your most
intimate self and let yourself feel it.

The flower bath felt like an immersion
or a rebirth in the Pachamama. Am-
ador purified our bodies with a com-
bination of holy water, flower water,
rue water, kanaka water, rose petals,
spirit flowers, water of the seven pow-
ers and water of the seven churches,.
While we bathed, he invoked a litany of
teachers, ancestors, medicinal plants
and healers.

One of the many healers invoked was
Cabeza de Vaca, a figure that embod-
ies all the complexities, contradictions
and complicities that define any colo-
nial process.” Alvar NUfiez Cabeza de
Vaca went from conquistador to sha-
man, becoming a hybrid out of sheer
survival. Shipwrecked in 1528 off
the coast of Florida, there were only
four survivors of a crew of more than
four-hundred. The three white men and
Estebanico, an enslaved African man,
were taken prisoners by the Caran-
caguas. They were the first colonisers
who made their way into the southwest
of what today is United States and the
northwest of Mexico. Estebanico was
probably the first African to set foot in
North America.

During six years in captivity, Esteban-
ico and Cabeza de Vaca learned the

local ritual practices, combining the
Lord’s Prayer and the Hail Mary with
indigenous healing techniques such as
that of blowing away an illness. That’s
how Cabeza de Vaca eventually man-
aged to heal the son of a tribal chief,
who set both of them free in return.
Their fame was such that townspeople
in the villages waited for them to heal
the sick on their way to New Mexico,
while they crossed the continent from
east to west on foot. They were heal-
ers out of sheer necessity and conven-
ience; but healers nonetheless. With
the passing of time, Cabeza de Vaca
became one of the few and earliest al-
lies of indigenous rights in Europe, al-
though it cost him a jail sentence and
his later exile.

He is also one of the earliest figures in
Latin America to embody radical syn-
cretism and hybridisation through the
practice of healing, thus making him a
forerunner of the mestizo cultures that
emerge in the overlaps and interstic-
es between radically different worlds.
It is then no surprise that Cabeza de
Vaca continues to be named in litanies
to this day.

The Americas are a multiverse in con-
stant change and recirculation. Mesti-
zo rituals are assembled from scraps
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of traditions that have been erased,
absorbed, recycled, adulterated,
transformed and re-signified from the
time of Cabeza de Vaca to the time of
Endesa and Scotiabank.

It is Saturday night and my eyes are
dry from too many hours spent in front
of a computer. The screen’s blue light
serves as a candle for my rituals. These
devices sleep next to us, they mix with
us, they communicate through us,
they transform us. Their screens sus-
tain our mode of existence.

The last issue of National Geograph-
ic features an article on the medicine
of the future. | take it to bed with me.
On page 78 there is a picture of Amer-
ican football player James Harrison in
an acupuncture session, with his head
resting between two phones. Neither
the caption nor the article explain what
are the phones doing next to Harri-
son’s head and so close to the acu-
puncture needles, but there they are.
Mobile phones are there even when
we are sleeping. They are there when
we wake up. They are there when we
are healing. They are here, next to us.

| turn on my made-in-China LED ther-
apy mask and set it to a green light
frequency. | was told that | should ir-
radiate myself in green if | want to see
what a plant sees. Green LED light
seeps through my pores. It penetrates
my most intimate self. It greens my
soul. It reminds me that | do have eyes
of plants, even though my upbringing
might have projected something else
for me.
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1 OCETHER WITH A DUCK-SHAPED VASE

1 OGETHER WITH A ONE-EVED DRONE
WE WEEP AND GREET THE SEVEN CARDINAL DIRECTIONS:
Nortr, SovutH, £AST, WEST;
1 HE CENTRE OF THE UNIVERSE,

1 HE CENTRE OF THE FARTH,

YOUR OWN PERSONAL CENTRE

MAY MY VOICE EXCITE
THE PARTICLES OF WATER THAT SURROUND US.

[7] See Aneta lkonomova, “Curanderismo y cristianismo en
‘Naufragios’ de Alvar NUfiez Cabeza De Vaca (1542)” in
Religare - Revista de Ciéncias das Religides No. 6 (2009).

Reset yourself,
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