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A Shamanic Odyssey of Discovery When you leave the beaten path of civilization, you enter the
world of primal and mysterious forces—and encounter wonders you never thought possible. This
is the territory of the shaman. To learn the secrets of shamanism, José Luis Stevens has traveled
to the remote and wild places where the oldest human spiritual practice still exists in its purest
form. With Encounters with Power, this respected teacher invites you to experience his journeys
to meet shamans around the globe—and share in the wisdom he received. Join this master
storyteller as he recounts his meetings with Spirit in its many guises, including: • India and the
Life-Changing Reading—at a turning point in his life, Jose receives a startlingly accurate
prophecy• Lost in Mexico—a humbling education in the difference between “power” and
“control”• The Guatemala Test and Initiation—the power of being frugal with judgment and
generous with forgiveness• Encounters with the Power of Aborigines and Songlines Down Under
—sometimes the teacher appears when the student is not ready• Journeys for Power with
Medicine—visions with the plant spirit of ayahuasca• A Magical Andes Wedding—an
unforgettable ceremony attended by people, spirits, and the forces of nature• The Dolphin Brujos
—nature’s tricksters teach a sharp lesson in responsibility and humility• Encounters with the
Dark Shaman—a perilous jungle journey reveals the ferocity of nature and the dangerous side of
shamanic practice• Nevado Aconcagua: Pilgrimage to a Sacred Mountain—how a holy place
can be both a dangerous trial and a source of limitless support Power is everywhere—
encounters with power can happen any time. “In my travels to meet these extraordinary healers,”
writes José, “I’ve had terrifying, enlightening, and at times hugely entertaining adventures.
Power can destroy us or it can raise us up by teaching us and nourishing us. I may not be a
master, but I have learned a few things that you may find helpful on your own quest.” 

“Fun, entertaining read that offers some spiritual teachings along the way...in his 2014 book,
Awaken the Inner Shaman, Stevens offered methods of overcoming the limitations of the ego.
With his latest book, he shows some self-mastery in that area by pulling off the tricky task of
writing about his peak experiences without coming off as self-aggrandizing--or, conversely, as
falsely humble.” ―Spirituality & Health“The first book I read on shamanism, Secrets of
Shamanism, was written by this author. It opened so many doors for me. I still refer to it often
when I teach. 25 years later he’s still opening doors for people. This pairing with SoundsTrue is
an especially fortunate and informative one. Storytelling is one of the most powerful tools used
by shamans. Stephens is no exception. He regularly holds his students spellbound at his
workshops. After much encouragement from his them, he has finally written some of his most
popular stories down. Readers will not only learn much about him as he shares the wisdom he
gained while claiming his power, but they will also begin to see themselves in the mirror he is



holding up for them. His personal, spiritual path took him to distant, mysterious destinations, but
the lessons he learned were always grounded solidly in the world most of us inhabit. His writing
makes them very accessible. It is the voice of a storyteller which vibrates off the pages, drawing
readers in as they follow the words. All of the stories are true.They accurately portray the journey
which has led him to a life which he describes as happy. Insightful Postscripts and brief
Questions and Exercises at the end of each story guide readers to discover the lessons of the
story within themselves.” ―Retailing Insight“José Stevens’s engaging accounts of his spiritual
unfolding reveal the excitement of the travels as well as the travails that may transpire when we
walk the spiritual path in search of Encounters with Power. There is much teaching and
knowledge in his stories that may bring us into connection with our inner chief, the leader within
each of us who takes responsibility for doing what needs to be done, as well as for creating
abundance through our relationship with nature.” ―Hank Wesselman, PhD, anthropologist and
author of the Spiritwalker trilogy, the award-winning Awakening to the Spirit World (with Sandra
Ingerman), The Bowl of Light, and The Re-Enchantment: A Shamanic Path to a Life of
Wonder“José Luis Stevens uses the shamanic art of teaching through storytelling to share his
depth of wisdom and knowledge with us. I was deeply touched by his remarkable stories and
how the lessons he learned apply to all of us as we learn how to stand in our power. Jose's
willingness to be so authentic and vulnerable is part of the magic of Encounters with Power. This
book is filled with demonstrations of how we can quest for power, find balance, and discover our
authentic self. I was fully engaged while reading Encounters with Power and feel it is important
book for the times we live in.” ―Sandra Ingerman, MA, author of The Shamanic Journey: A
Beginner's Guide and Walking in Light“José Luis Stevens brings us jewels of wisdom from the
world’s most ancient spiritual path. A brilliant and heart-warming book of personal tales of power
and the journey beyond life and death. Exquisite!” ―Alberto Villoldo, PhD, bestselling author of
Shaman, Healer, Sage and One Spirit Medicine“When a shaman writes an autobiography, it
must be a book of many stories because the shaman's life is composed of characters, plots,
adventures, misadventures, and teachings. José Stevens has laid out some of the signature
events of his own life in wonderful stories that are sometimes humorous, sometimes painful, but
always with deep teachings about how to find spiritual power and use it ethically. As he points
out, becoming powerful means leaving your comfort zone and being open to the times when
things go wrong as well as right. It is through personal stories that we receive from Spirit the gifts
of insight and wisdom, and through Jose's stories, you will receive those gifts.” ―Tom Cowan,
author of Fire in the Head and Yearning for the Wind“Encounters with Power is a wonderful
blend of story, instruction, and advice. It is written in a style that is clear, warm, and comfortable.
While reading it, we become villagers sharing the heart of the storyteller through the artistry of
the writer. The conversation between José and his mother on her deathbed is priceless. His Map
of the Four Axes helps us to position ourselves to receive the blessings available in every
direction. He shows us how to become the Artist, the Healer, the Warrior, and the Teacher. For
the devotees of African diaspora traditions, this work can be understood as a shamanic



interpretation of the powers of Eshu Yangi, the deity who guides us on the many paths between
heaven and earth. Savor it.” ―Luisah Teish, author of Jambalaya: The Natural Woman’s Book of
Personal Charms and Practical Rituals“José Luis Stevens is an accomplished writer and
storyteller who shares his own tales of power.” ―Michael Harner, author of Cave and Cosmos
and The Way of the Shaman“True to ancient shamanic traditions, José Luis Steven’s riveting
personal stories are profound teachings. There is no other way to teach the mystery unless you
experience it through gratitude, love, and awe. I highly recommend this courageous book by a
man in search of power, self-realization, and awakening.” ―Itzhak Beery, author The Gift of
Shamanism: Visionary Power, Ayahuasca Dreams, and Journeys to the Other Realms; publisher
of ShamanPortal.com“José Stevens is a master storyteller. Reading Encounters with Power, we
get inside the stories, we feel the emotions and anticipations. In telling his personal adventures,
José displays much humility and authenticity, which is personal power. Good stories, even
personal ones, are collective. The stories teach us in a way that is whole. This is a marvelous
book, lots of fun to read, hard to put down, and the teachings you receive almost effortlessly
seem meant for you. I recommend it.” ―Claude Poncelet, PhD, author of The Shaman Within“An
extraordinary read! José is a master storyteller, each story a lesson in itself. A must read for
those interested in evolving on their shamanic path.” ―James Endredy, author of Teachings of
the Peyote Shamans: The Five Points of Attention and Advanced Autogenic Training and Primal
Awareness: Techniques for Wellness, Deeper Connection to Nature, and Higher
Consciousness“A seasoned shamanic teacher and consummate ceremonialist, José Luis
Stevens’s gift of storytelling is on a par with the soul-illuminating tales spoken by tribal wisdom
keepers of time immemorial. A journey of personal revelation, inspired evolution, and
enlightened right action, Encounters with Power: Adventures and Misadventures on the
Shamanic Path of Healing will undoubtedly prove to be a classic in the fields of neo-shamanism
and contemporary ethnospiritual inquiry. All earnest navigators of non-ordinary human
consciousness will find this book to be an honest, transparent narrative on the inherent perils
and pitfalls of seeking shamanic power―a raw tale of embarking upon a path of service nurtured
by the sanity found in Self-liberation. On a more global scale, I’m convinced the wonderfully
articulated perennial wisdom within this beautifully written book shall serve to further catalyze
the cross-cultural democratization of shamanism as a collective path of earth-centered spiritual
living. In essence, I believe all who read Encounters with Power will gain deeper insight into their
own personal struggles and challenges as vital preparation to walk more gently and lovingly,
with seven-generation healing service in heart, as sacred passerby upon our beloved Gaia-
Pachamama. Highly recommended!” ―don Oscar Miro-Quesada, author of Lessons in Courage;
founder of The Heart of the Healer (THOTH) and originator of Pachakuti Mesa Tradition of cross-
cultural shamanism“For thousands of years, our ancestors shared teachings through an oral
tradition of storytelling. In Encounters with Power, we have the honor of sitting around a timeless
fire with an elder and ingesting the experiences of a lifetime of potent, transformative wisdom
stories. Drink deep of this much needed draught of medicine words.” ―HeatherAsh Amara--This



text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorJosé Luis Stevens, PhD, is an international
lecturer, teacher, consultant, and trainer. A psychologist, licensed clinical social worker, and
author of eighteen books and e-books, as well as numerous articles, he is also on the board of
the Society of Shamanic Practitioners. He is the cofounder of the Power Path School of
Shamanism and the Center for Shamanic Education and Exchange. He completed a ten-year
apprenticeship with a Huichol marakame and has studied extensively with the Shipibos of the
Ebook Tops and the Q’ero of the Andes for the last twenty years.He has a doctorate in integral
counseling from the California Institute of Integral Studies, an MSW from the University of
California, Berkeley, and a BA in sociology from the University of Santa Clara, California.He lives
in Santa Fe with his wife and companion, Lena. See thepowerpath.com.--This text refers to the
paperback edition.
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To all of my teachers on these encounters with power, particularly the teachers willing to play the
villains leading to my most powerful lessons.And to my wonderful shamanic mentors who have
transitioned: Angeles Arrien, Guadalupe Candelario, and Herlinda
Alverez.CONTENTSIntroductionPART I Expression—Storyteller-Artist1 The Power of
Prophecy: India and the Life-Changing Reading2 The Right Way to Die3 Lost in Mexico4 The
Guatemala Test and Initiation5 Encounters with the Power of Aborigines and Songlines Down
Under: Or “When the Student Is Not Ready”PART II Inspiration—Ceremonialist-Healer6 Q’eros:
Encountering the Power of the Land and Its People7 Journeys for Power with Medicine: Visions
with Ayahuasca8 The Power of Dieting in the Jungle: Plant Teachings9 The Power of
Communion: A Magical Andes Wedding10 An Encounter with Power Through a Healing Crisis:
The Natural Traveling PharmacyPART III Action—Chief-Warrior11 An Encounter with Power:
Completing a Huichol Apprenticeship with Sacred Peyote12 A Second Pilgrimage to Regalia:
Encounters with the Dark Shaman13 An Encounter with the Dolphin Brujos14 Nevado
Aconcagua: Pilgrimage to a Sacred Mountain for Power15 Traversing the Andes and Other
Powerful PassagesIn ClosingAcknowledgmentsAbout the AuthorAlso by the AuthorAbout
Sounds TrueCopyrightPraise for Encounters with PowerINTRODUCTIONTell us a story, José!
Tell us a story!For years around the campfires of my various shamanic programs, I have been
asked to tell my stories: stories of magic, adventure, and outrageous situations — stories with
teachings about the shamanic way. The best of them, and the ones my listeners often enjoy
most, are about misadventures or times when I was presented with situations that seemed
impossible.Now that I am an elder teacher, I figure it’s time to write some of these stories down.
What you are about to read is not strictly an autobiography, but these are true stories from my
life, or stories that people I encountered in my wanderings told to me. Every time I tell one of
them it is a little different, and certainly, other individuals who were present for these events
might remember them differently. What matters is that I lived these experiences and saw and felt
them in light of what I was learning at the time.The theme of all the stories in this book is
“encounters with power.” Shamanically speaking, life is all about becoming more powerful:
learning to acquire power, store it, seal it in, and express it when needed. A single tree
demonstrates power as it explodes from the seed and seeks the sunlight above. A hawk
expresses power as it pecks its way out of the egg, screams for food, and one day takes that
flying leap out of the nest into the sky. Learning about power is also a main theme for human
beings on this planet. Most of our world problems would be solved if we learned our lessons
about power well, so perhaps reading these stories will help you on your quest for power, for
learning, and for your application to and influence on the big picture.Life is filled with initiations:
tests to see if we are ready for more power. Many of these tests tend to be brutal, ruthless, or
harsh. They get our attention, for sure. We could easily conclude from the nature of these tests
that we are powerless and should give up. On the other hand, we can rise to the occasion and
find ways to become powerful enough to prove otherwise.WHAT IS AN ENCOUNTER WITH
POWER?An encounter with power is different for each person. For me, the experience could be



anywhere from highly interesting to terrifying. Or I might simply find it hugely entertaining.Power
exists everywhere, so an encounter with power can happen in any environment. As I have
written in other books — especially in The Power Path: The Shaman’s Way to Success in
Business and Life — power is not something you can own. It is like the air you breathe. You meet
it, breathe it in, take sustenance from it, and then release it. Little by little you accumulate its
benefits, and over time you become more powerful. In itself, power is neutral, but you can give it
a dark spin through ignorance, lack of respect, or ill intent. Power can destroy you or it can raise
you up by teaching and nourishing you.I intend for these stories to teach you how best to
approach power. As you will clearly understand when you read them, I have not yet mastered
power, but I have learned a few things you may find helpful on your own quest for
mastery.Although I have had the good fortune to lead an amazingly adventurous life, my stories
are still within the range of most people’s experience. When I read the Carlos Castaneda books
many years ago, I was mesmerized, but they seemed so far out there that I could not imagine
experiencing such things myself. For the most part, my stories are not like those. Unlike
Castaneda, I haven’t suddenly found myself wandering around on different planets or
confronting drooling monsters the size of houses. In this lifetime my task is to be a bridge
person, a pivotal facilitator, and if I am too far out there I could not do that very well.
Nevertheless, if you look at reality conventionally, my stories are filled with amazing
synchronicities and unlikely happenings.I have at times included the real names of my teachers,
people such as Guadalupe, Enrique, and Herlinda. I have changed other names either by
request or to avoid harming the reputation of someone I had an unpleasant incident with. In
some cases I have changed the exact locations of certain events, again to honor individuals’
privacy or to protect them from being tracked down by eager adventurers. In a couple of cases I
altered the timing of events to make it easier to tell the story. However, rest assured that I have
included nothing that did not actually happen. I hope you enjoy these uncommon adventures
and will let them teach you as if you are experiencing them yourself.HOW THIS BOOK IS
ORGANIZEDThe Map of the Four AxesA challenge I had in compiling these stories was to group
widely disparate happenings into like themes. I tried organizing them by chronology, location,
and so on but finally settled on grouping them according to a unique map of shamans’
specialties that I call the Map of the Four Axes. I have always loved and studied maps of all
kinds, and on the shamanic path I have found some of the best ancient maps in the world — the
medicine wheel and the tree of life, among others. Along the way I discovered another map that
fits the shamanic model perfectly, and ultimately I organized these stories to align with it, both to
share the map with you and to help you navigate the world from shamanic viewpoints.If you are
not familiar with shamanism, it is the world’s most ancient spiritual path, a practical approach to
life that helped humankind survive from its earliest appearance on the planet. I have found it
wonderfully helpful in clarifying the meaning of so many of my life experiences.About the
MapThis powerful map is really quite simple. It has no traditional given name, and like so many
extremely valuable bits of ancient wisdom, it is unfamiliar to most people, having been passed



down orally for many centuries, mostly in secret. Every once in a while it surfaces to help
humankind out in a time of crisis — such as now. Bear in mind that it can map practically
anything you want it to.The map displays the four axes that hold this universe together, the four
ways that energy can travel toward within this three-dimensional universe. These axes are
Expression, Inspiration, Action, and Assimilation. The best method to display these axes is by
depicting a wagon wheel with three axes crossing the wheel like spokes. In the middle is a hub
through which another axis goes horizontally.The Four WaysThe way of Expression is radiant
like the sun, with energy traveling outward in every direction. Expression allows things to be
revealed, seen, heard, touched, and experienced.The way of Inspiration is upward, making
available that which was hidden, raising it so we can rise up on our evolutionary path.The way of
Action is forward, accounting for evolution, progress, and productivity.The way of Assimilation is
inward; it allows information to be absorbed, integrated, accommodated, or adapted to.Three of
the axes have two aspects and one is solo, making up seven aspects in all. The seven aspects
as they relate to the shamanic path are as follows: In the Expression axis are the Storyteller and
the Artist; in the Inspiration axis are the Ceremonialist and the Healer; in the Action axis are the
Warrior and the Chief; and in the Assimilation axis is the teacher/student, or Man/Woman of
Knowledge. The Assimilation axis is in the middle of the circle and draws from each of the other
axes. Together, these are the seven specialties of the shaman. Every shaman should have
training in each category but typically becomes a specialist in one.Map of The Seven Shamanic
SpecialtiesAll people in cultures that practice shamanism — which is to say most indigenous
cultures — express themselves through art. They sing, dance, make sacred objects, create
altars, and so on. The shamans among them also become adept at telling teaching stories. They
are also trained in the healing arts and can conduct many different ceremonies; lift people out of
misery, pain, and suffering; and provide people with transformative experiences. As trained
warriors, all shamans do battle with demons, whether they take the form of physical illness,
mental problems, or internal conflicts. Shamans are capable leaders of their tribe or kingdom
and take responsibility for their well-being. Ultimately, with time and experience, all shamans
become women and men of great knowledge and wisdom.In keeping with the map, this book is
divided into three parts, one for each of the first three axes: Expression, Inspiration, and Action.
Within each part at the end of each story is a postscript commentary about some of the lessons I
learned from my experiences. I have also included some exercises and questions that I hope
you will find helpful in relation to them.You might wonder what happened to the fourth axis,
Assimilation — The Man/Woman of Knowledge. That part, dear reader, is the axis you occupy —
the one acquiring knowledge — and that I occupy as well, the one who assimilated these
experiences as they happened.Before I turn you loose to travel these pages, let me say that
these stories represent a body of experiences that have made me who I am: a good
psychologist, a spiritual teacher, a ceremonialist, husband, father, and grandpa — in short, a
wise fool. I am happy with who I am, a partner in spirit; what I am, fully human; and how I choose
to serve in this life as a teacher. There are more adventures to come, more mistakes, more



learning, more riches in the blessings of being alive and present. In the meantime, I am pleased
to offer you some stories of a lifetime — my lifetime to date. Enjoy!PART
IEXPRESSIONStoryteller-ArtistThe stories in part I best fit under the category of expression —
the storyteller and artist. While each story in this book has elements of all the aspects of the
shamanic map, the ones you will read in this section truly are tales of encounters with power and
are the best examples of pure expression. They teach by going to many places, by shining light
on all aspects of an experience.The shaman storyteller teaches by telling riveting stories, funny
stories, stories that carry lessons. The storyteller has to make the tales come alive, to get
listeners on the edge of their seats, to fascinate and entertain them. Shaman storytellers must
believe in their own stories, know them from the inside out, and sell them to a crowd that always
wants more. They must also leave their stories with a bit of mystery, an aspect of the unknown
that allows room for listeners to come up with their own understandings, lessons, and
realizations.For the artist shaman, living is an art, learning is an art, and all art can be expressed
in myriad ways: through song, dance, and symbolic forms. This expresses to the people what
cannot always be said in words.1THE POWER OF PROPHECYIndia and the Life-Changing
ReadingIn July 1976 I quit my job as a psychiatric social worker at Napa State Hospital in
Northern California, a foreboding collection of institutional-green concrete buildings with few
windows. I had put in my two years of postgraduate work to gain enough hours to be licensed in
the state of California as an independent practitioner. Functioning as the assistant ward
administrator on an adolescent locked unit, I carried heavy skeleton keys that I used to lock
myself into the ward as if I were going to prison every day. This unit included both psychotic
teenagers and seriously sociopathic young people who were in the hospital for arson,
prostitution, violence, drug dealing, murdering their parents and barbecuing them in the
backyard, killing their siblings, and hijacking a jet.Ronald Reagan had mandated a state hiring
freeze during his tenure as governor, cutting the budget for mental health care and turning out
thousands of mentally unstable people onto the streets — an unconscionable cost-cutting act
that was conveniently forgotten during his presidency. The result on my ward was that as staff
left through attrition, they were not replaced.The policy of the hospital was that a male staff
member had to be present on the ward at all times to restrain violent patients. Eventually I
became that one man, although I had never been trained to restrain anyone. I was not a
psychiatric technician but rather a liaison between kids, parents, schools, probation officers, and
the court system. Already, one male staff member had been permanently disabled by a violent
six-foot-two eighteen-year-old who put him in the hospital. I figured it was only a matter of time
until it was my turn.At one point the hospital director shuffled staff and sent me to work on a ward
with profoundly developmentally disabled children. I had no heart for this work, so when my two
years were up I followed my supervisor’s advice and quit. “Get in, get your training, and get out,”
she had told me, “or you’ll become a lifer.” “Lifers” were staff who were hard to distinguish from
the patients, except that they had a set of keys and a salary.On the day I quit I felt such relief —
like the weight of ages had lifted from my shoulders. I was a free man, and I was determined to



make the most of it. My relationship with Lena had been developing from housemates to boy-
and girlfriend, but in a bold and risky move I stored my belongings and booked myself a flight to
Hong Kong. I would embark on this adventure solo and with no plans to return at any particular
point. I was twenty-eight, in my Saturn return, and for years I had wanted to see Asia, India, and
Nepal. After a short visit to Hong Kong and a mind-blowing week in Thailand, I headed for my
primary destination, India, where the spiritual comingled with the ordinary every day. I could
hardly wait.INDIAI had just left northern Thailand and my world had already been rocked by
events beyond my comprehension, including witnessing a unique Buddhist ceremony where
dancers stabbed themselves repeatedly with steel swords and suffered no injury. After flying for
hours over green jungle with watercourses snaking into the distance below me, the plane left
land for the ocean. Nothing could have prepared me for the experience of landing at the Delhi
airport in northern India that fall after my twenty-eighth birthday.The Vietnam War had recently
ended and my thoughts were heavy with what had transpired there, just to the east of where I
was now flying. I thought about friends who had died there and Jerry, the one who returned
without a face. I had gone to see him at the VA hospital in San Diego and was forever sickened
by what I saw. A man I had known and liked lay in a hospital bed with a small tube running out of
a hole in the side of what used to be a mouth. His eyes and nose were gone. There were no
identifiable features left on his face. His body was covered with lurid red scars where surgeons
had removed shrapnel. Jerry had lived just down the hall of my college dorm, a friendly,
handsome guy full of energy and vitality. We all knew he had a military dad who pressured him to
“be a man,” join the Marines as he had, and go fight the enemies of the United States in Vietnam.
That was in 1966 when the war was heating up. We students already knew it was about oil,
competition, and ideologies, a serious waste of lives and money.We all talked about how wrong
the war was, so we were shocked the day Jerry went off to join the Marines. His dad’s pressure
had finally overpowered him and he wanted so much to prove himself to his father. We were
horrified and very concerned for him. Three months later he had been torn to pieces by a mortar
that blew up in his face and I was visiting him in the hospital. Perhaps his father was proud, I
thought, now that Jerry had come home a grossly disabled veteran.As I flew toward India, I
thought about Richard Nixon announcing the end of college exemptions from the draft and about
watching the lottery on television with my college buddies. My birth date came up number 25, so
low that I was certain to be drafted within a couple of months. We all got drunk that night. Two
months later I was in the Oakland Induction Center standing naked in a long line of young guys
who had received draft notices. Meanwhile, Vietnam had become carnage. Thousands of young
men were dying over there and the war was only escalating. It was crystal clear to us that the war
was a serious miscalculation and a mistake of horrific proportions, and only the administration
wasn’t getting it yet.I had made plans to go to Canada if I passed the medical portion of the
exam. I could not in good conscience kill people in a war I did not believe in. In fact, having been
a soldier many times in past lives, I had had enough of war. I knew I had sent many men to their
deaths in other times and places when I was a younger soul. War had never solved anything,



and killing was not in my nature anymore. Fortunately, with heavy help from Spirit, I failed the
medical exam and was given a permanent 1-Y status, meaning that I would only be drafted in a
national emergency. As it turned out, they did not want someone with a history of childhood
eczema scrambling around in the jungles of Vietnam. I did not have to go to Canada after all,
and I could go on to more productive endeavors. As I walked out of that induction center onto the
noisy Oakland street, I felt a huge and tearful relief. I was twenty years old and very happy to be
alive.Now, a decade later as I flew toward the exotic destination of India, I realized why I had not
gone to Vietnam. There were other more important things to do with my life. I had a destiny and it
was unfolding before my eyes.A landscape covered with a thick curtain of brown air appeared on
the horizon, and I felt a rush of exhilaration. As I deplaned in the dusk, that hot brown air hit me
like a wall, an oven thick with smoke and grit. The smells of burning charcoal and dung hung
heavy in the air, tugging at a distant memory. It was all so familiar. I took a wild taxi ride from the
airport, with incessant honking, oxcarts, bicycles, scooters, brown women dressed in saris with
brass pots on their heads, and rumbling trucks. A painted elephant lent an unreal quality to the
ancient chaos that is India. Fresh from the mysteries of Thailand, I was about to begin an
adventure that would propel my growth to the breaking point.If I had known then what I was in
for, perhaps I would not have had the courage to go to India, but innocence is the fuel of
adventure. Shortly after arriving, I became so ill I nearly died. I was lodged in a government
guesthouse beside a railway station in an unknown village. Alone and gripped by fever in a hot,
dark, windowless room with a rotating fan, all I could do was lie there and hallucinate. For four
days, weakened by high fever, dysentery, and vomiting, I couldn’t get out of bed. No one knew
where I was, I had no way of contacting anyone, and I couldn’t even get to a doctor because I
was too sick to leave my room. Eventually the fever broke and I spewed thick green scum for
several days before I was able to resume my travels.I gradually made my way to Varanasi, also
known as Banares, which is located on the banks of the Ganges River. Varanasi is the holiest of
Indian cities and the sacred place where Hindus bring their dead and dying. At the river’s edge
were ghats — stone steps leading down to the river — upon which pyres towered with flames
burning corpses to ash. As I made my way through the twisted streets, I glimpsed an
unforgettable sight: a three-wheeled pedicab with a corpse propped up in the passenger’s seat,
the body wrapped in cotton strips like a mummy. The unconcerned driver was calmly pedaling
the cab down to the burning ghats.Following the cab, I made my way down to the river’s edge to
view the throngs bathing beside the temples that lined the shore. I watched the rituals of the
Hindu priests and the fires consuming the corpses. Day after day I visited this fascinating place,
transfixed by the colorful but morbid display. I watched men from the untouchable class dive for
gold teeth fillings, coins, and bits of valuables they could glean from the ashes dumped into the
brackish waters of the Ganges. Skulls, hands, feet, and ribcages glowed in the coals of pyres as
priests chanted, bells rang, and clouds of incense billowed skyward. Many years later I would
learn that watching the burning of the dead was a Hindu practice of the highest order.Before I left
the United States, a psychiatrist friend gave me the name of a professor of Ayurvedic medicine



at the world-renowned Banares Hindu University in Varanasi. I was to look up the psychiatrist’s
colleague, Harish Shukla, and say hello. I tracked down the professor and the serious-looking
older gentleman immediately invited me to his home, an impressive two-story structure on a
major street. We spoke for many hours about philosophy, the nature of reality, and Hindu beliefs,
and he invited me to return the next day for more discussions. I did, and again we engaged in
animated talks for most of the day.He took pains to point out that our thoughts and intentions
manipulate reality on a minute-by-minute basis. He explained at length how we each create our
own reality in this fashion and that it is our individual responsibility to control our thoughts and
fantasies, lest we inadvertently create our worst fears instead of what we truly want. I found that
his explanations were in alignment with the supernatural events I had witnessed on my recent
visit to Thailand — but they were dramatically different from the nature of reality I had been
taught in my Catholic upbringing.These talks were magical, and I marveled at how fortunate I
was to be having them. I considered the fact that I had created this whole trip from my intent and
that it was not simply a random set of events I was reacting to. I played with the idea that I was
meant to meet this professor and that perhaps we had a deeper relationship than I had
considered at first. He certainly had an impact on my whole outlook on life.CONVERSATIONS
WITH DR. SHUKLADr. Shukla, a yogi himself, regaled me with philosophical observations and
stories about his guru, who he said could raise people from the dead and appear anywhere at
will, and who had announced his own death beforehand. One time Dr. Shukla asked his guru to
show him the great light of the source. His guru told him he was not ready but showed him
anyway by producing a powerful sound vibration. Dr. Shukla told me he was so terrified by it that
he ran screaming into the night, tripped, and hurt himself. He went on to explain that the body-
mind must be prepared for this vibration or the energy from the blast can be deadly. He said,How
can a two-horsepower motor handle ten thousand volts? The average man is merely a beast,
but we are capable of being divine. Only a few make it during their lifetime. We must accept our
violence, competitiveness, irritation, and suffering and then go beyond it to the next higher mind-
set that ultimately includes none of them. We are everything and nothing. As men we must slave
to increase our power and divinity.He then explained that there is an upsurge in mental suffering
when one searches deeply within and that this is natural. “The more I read Gandhi’s book on
peace,” he noted, “the more I realized violence was within me. The obstacles within me began to
rear their heads.”Dr. Shukla told me life was like ordering food for a meal but we only remember
the very last thing we ordered:A man may order bread but then forgets and orders fruit, meat,
cheese, and coffee and then whisky. Then he notices all of them on the table in front of him and
doesn’t know what to do because he doesn’t remember that he ordered all these things and
some of them are contradictory, like coffee and whisky. He then becomes upset and blames the
waiter. However, he can laugh, select what he wants, and give the rest away.After some tea, the
lessons resumed:The physical world is experiential because it arises from a state of resistance.
It has to pretend to be “not Spirit” or separate. Our bodies arise out of this resistance and
therefore we suffer in them. But this is not bad and we need not suffer. All we need to do is



remember that we are Spirit and that all separateness is merely an illusion. In this way we come
out of resistance to the divine. People in a great state of resistance are more subject to gravity
because, in a way, they have more material mass. They are depressed and bent over from the
increased gravitational pull. We must grow light so that gravity exerts less force upon us. Then
we will step lively and our posture will be straight.Man is limited by his belief systems. Thus, a
man who believes only in a heaven or hell is limited to expand only within this framework. It is
necessary to create a belief system that is expansive enough to include every possibility, known
and unknown. In this way we short-circuit the limitation of the belief system that ego seems to
need in order to operate. This is the quantum leap out of ego back to godhead, or Spirit. This is
the biggest math set of all.At this point I was deeply emotional and had my fill of fascinating
things to consider. Then at the perfect moment Dr. Shukla’s son, Anil, a handsome young man in
his early twenties, arrived. After we made introductions, Dr. Shukla excused himself for a few
minutes and the conversation began anew with Anil. He spoke very good English, like his father.
I learned that he was an astrologer with degrees in math, physics, and chemistry, and that he
was also a whiz at chess.Anil said, with a hint of warning in his voice, “Varanasi is a place of
power. It was founded on coordinates that are perfectly adjusted, making it the perfect place to
create matter out of thought. One must be careful what one desires because consequences and
conditions can occur that were not anticipated.”To illustrate, he told me that his father once took
pity on an old woman with tuberculosis of the joints. He laid his hands on her and healed her
overnight, but soon the daughter of his guru came down with tuberculosis of the jaw because
someone had to take up the slack. Then Anil told me more about his father. At his guru’s touch
he went into a blissful state that lasted for a full year. This became too much for him to handle
because he couldn’t get anything done, so he asked his guru to remove the state — which he
did with a single touch.After several days of very interesting discussions, the professor proposed
that I meet Ananda, the son of the family’s former guru who had become the family’s spiritual
guide after the guru passed. First Dr. Shukla showed me a photograph of their late guru. I saw a
man in a loincloth sitting in lotus position with a shock of white hair and blazing eyes that
seemed to penetrate right into my soul. It was unnerving and it frightened me not a little. I felt
relieved that I was going to meet his son instead, though I was still nervous about it. Then the
professor began to tell me some stories about Ananda.He explained that when Ananda was a
child he once warned him about a tragedy that ultimately came to pass. In that part of India are
many poisonous snakes and people die from their bites every year. As the professor was leaving
for work one morning, Ananda stopped him and said only this: “The snakes are angry today.” Not
understanding the meaning of this, the professor continued on to work without a second thought.
When he returned home at the end of the day, he found the household weeping and his two-
year-old daughter laid out in bed, dead, fatally bitten by a cobra that had slithered from under the
house. Only then did Dr. Shukla remember the young guru’s words.After several more stories of
this nature, I was both more intrigued and even more nervous about the meeting, yet I was
especially excited by the fact that Ananda was going to give me a life reading. He asked me for



my birth date and time of birth, which, fortunately, I knew by memory.The next day at the
appointed time, I walked to the professor’s house in the baking heat of Varanasi’s desert sun. I
expected to find a man in a loincloth, so I was stunned to meet a man who appeared to be in his
thirties dressed in a three-piece black suit and wearing black leather shoes. He sat in the
professor’s living room and spoke in crisp Hindi while Anil acted as translator. Without further
ado, he asked to see my palms, which I readily showed him. He studied them for a few minutes
and consulted some notes he had with him. Then he began to speak swiftly and assuredly.“This
is your life,” he said, and began to tell me about my life from birth onward. He said that three
people were present at my birth and proceeded to describe my family and what life had been
like while I was growing up. He said I had been through many difficulties and was not understood
as a child. I could readily verify what he was telling me. He went on to tell me I had been involved
in social service work (remember, I was a psychiatric social worker) and that I was not married
but soon would be. He described the woman I would marry, who bore a great resemblance to
Lena, and then announced that I would have two children: a daughter who would be born in
1980, four years hence, and then a son who would be born in 1982. He went on and on
describing my future, and as he did so I became more and more uneasy. He described great
difficulties and many amazingly positive things as well. He said I would become a writer and
make a specific contribution through my writing work.He told me how long I would live, and then
Anil said, “He didn’t want me to tell you this but I’ll tell you anyway. He said you will die from
falling from a very high place and that a woman will push you.”This was just too much
information. I did not want to hear it and yet once it was said it was too late — I was stuck with
this terribly frightful image. Then he told me that in three days I would meet a powerful spiritual
man who would greatly affect my life. With this statement he wrapped up the meeting, which had
lasted about two hours. By this time I was no longer the same person I had been at the
beginning of the reading. I felt as if I had grown older by twenty years. My stomach was churning,
and I couldn’t seem to get enough air to breathe. I was on the verge of a full-on panic attack.It
was way more than I had been prepared to hear. My thoughts were like a freeway filled with cars
speeding out of control. After some farewells, I staggered out into the blazing sun and headed
for the government guesthouse, where I lay down on the bed and sobbed my heart out, so
traumatized I did not know what to think. The fact that he could describe my life thus far with
such accuracy gave him enormous credibility. Was fate a fact? Were these things all destined to
happen as he said, or did I have free will? Could I change the outcome? He had told me a
couple of times that maybe I could, and that seemed to indicate that I had wiggle room. I
desperately clung to this thread. And after all, Dr. Shukla had said that we create our own reality
with our hopes and fears. But how could I now banish these thoughts from my mind? Around
and around I obsessed until, in the wee hours of the morning, I fell asleep, exhausted.The next
day I had to plot a course of action. A part of me felt I had bitten off more than I could chew, and
like a scared little kid I wanted to board a plane for home. I had no itinerary, yet there were many
things I wanted to see and do. I was also determined to prove the guru wrong in order to ensure



that I had free will. I created a plan to board a train for Madras (renamed Chennai in 1996) and
then Pondicherry on the southeastern coast, a “tranquil French resort,” as my tattered guidebook
described it. I would hole up there for several days and avoid all meetings with people.Standing
on the platform waiting for the train, I was an emotional mess. I had no one to talk to and was
extremely traumatized. I tried to think of everything I had learned in my professional training to
help me cope with my mental and emotional crisis. It helped some. And as the train trundled
slowly down to Madras, the scenery was so varied and interesting that I was able to distract
myself from my fears.Eventually I arrived in Pondicherry and booked a nice room in a
comfortable French colonial hotel. Aah! I would hide out here. Yet I had nothing to read, and if I
was going to stay here I needed reading material. In my guidebook I read about a local ashram
near town that had a bookstore where I could pick up some books in English to while away the
hours. The ashram had been built by a man named Sri Aurobindo, someone I knew nothing
about at that time. I bought several books he had written, took them back to my hotel room, and
began to read. They had titles like The Life Divine, The Future Evolution of Man, The Human
Cycle, The Destiny of the Body, and The Adventure of Consciousness. I bought these books
figuring that after reading them I would leave them behind in order to lighten my load. Little did I
know I would carry them all in my backpack for months before returning to the States with them.I
read for many hours each day, hardly leaving my hotel room. I had discovered a fascinating
philosophy in these pages. Then it slowly dawned on me that I had indeed met a great spiritual
leader who was influencing my entire way of thinking through his writing. Although this realization
horrified me because it proved the guru right, I also gained much solace through the writings. I
learned that there was a much greater spiritual essence within me that did not need to worry
about what would happen to my body in this life. So the guru had been right again, but in his
accuracy there was also redemption for me.As the years passed, many of the events Ananda
predicted came to pass. I did indeed marry Lena, the woman he described, and my children
were born exactly in the order and in the years he predicted, despite the fact that we were using
various forms of birth control both times. I did become a writer and have indeed led an amazing
life as he predicted. In the form of Guadalupe, my shaman teacher, I did find an older man who
was like a father to me and who taught me much about life. I did meet an older woman named
Beth Miller who helped me by introducing me to many influential and famous people and
promoted me to my great benefit.Yet some things did not come to pass. I did not become an
importer and exporter of goods, but instead of books and shamans. I never owned a farm, but
instead bought wilderness land for retreats and seminars. So I learned that although some
events were indeed set in stone, I have free will to alter the course of my life. And yet I chose
these destined events at a much deeper level, so there is nothing to worry about. My life is in
excellent hands — and who am I to try to resist that?As I write this, I am some years past the age
when Ananda said I would die. I do not know how many years I have left, but I am very grateful
for each hour, day, week, and year I am blessed with. He did say that I would have a long life,
“but not too long,” he added wryly. Becoming decrepit is not always a good thing and that is okay



with me. I get what he meant; I just don’t want to be stupid about my life. After I am dead and with
my guides, I will have to go over it all with chagrin, looking at all the things I should have realized,
done, and not done. I would prefer to realize them now when I am in my body. Then I can die with
a smile on my face and enjoy the passage home.Although this next part of the story occurs
many years later, I am skipping ahead to the mid-1990s after I moved from Berkeley, California,
to Santa Fe, New Mexico. In this part of the story Lena and I were married and had two
wonderful children, Anna, a teenager, and Carlos, a preteen. I had begun developing a course
for people in the business world based on my book Transforming Your Dragons: How to Turn
Fear Patterns into Personal Power. The idea was to expose businesspeople to techniques and
exercises that would help them confront their fears and overcome them. I had been speaking to
my friend and colleague Laurie Skreslet, a strong and powerful warrior with an inquiring mind
and deep spiritual insight, and the first Canadian to summit Mount Everest. At the time, Laurie
worked as a mountain guide and was on the professional speaking circuit, as he is to this day.
Later I would climb Mount Aconcagua with him, but that is an altogether different story I will tell
elsewhere in this book.Laurie was interested in teaching the rock climbing aspect of the course. I
had introduced him to another friend, Jan McNeal, an attractive blonde woman in her thirties
and a veteran skydiving instructor who held a number of world records for women skydivers. She
was a real pro, with more than fifteen hundred jumps to her credit. She was interested in doing
the skydiving aspect of the course. I had met Jan in a psychology course I was teaching at JFK
University in the San Francisco Bay Area. A slight complication was that Jan and I had an
attraction for each other, both of us being scholars and sharing a lot of past-life history. Being
married, I realized this was not tenable, so I introduced her to Laurie. I figured she would find him
attractive, and to my relief they started an affair. Problem solved from my end.The plan was that
Lena and I would present the information from Transforming Your Dragons for the academic part
of the course. Our feeling was that this would be a dynamic course integrating the best of our
knowledge about confronting fear and becoming more powerful. We were very excited about the
project and had drawn up some brochures and marketing materials to generate interest in the
class. Then Jan pointed out that it would not be proper to offer the course unless all of us had
gone through it ourselves. She was absolutely right. This meant that I had to do a tandem jump
with her to get the experience of skydiving, and also do some rock climbing with Laurie. This
sounded reasonable to me but nevertheless brought up my fears of jumping out of an airplane,
an experience I had always wanted to have — but always managed to put off for later.To
complicate matters, I remembered what Ananda had warned me about many years before: that I
would die falling from a high place and a woman would push me. Even though he had also
predicted other events that had never come about, these words haunted me. Still, I was
determined to go ahead. I did not want to give power to his words, and I was intent on choosing
my own course with maximum freedom.I booked a date with Jan to do a tandem jump at Belen,
a site in the desert terrain south of Albuquerque and not a long drive from my home in Santa Fe.
As the date neared, I actually got more and more excited about the jump. It so happened that a



shaman from Peru was visiting us and had offered to do an ayahuasca ceremony for Lena and
me and a few of our friends. Having done this a number of times before, I readily agreed,
believing that it would be an excellent way to prepare for the jump.In the wee hours of the
morning, I was deep in a meditative state when a strange set of visions came to me with
absolute clarity. First I saw a medieval knight in armor laid out on a stone slab. His arms were
crossed over his chest, his hands grasping the handle of his long sword, which was pointing
downward in the position of burial. He was clearly dead and a woman nearby was wailing at her
loss. It became clear to me — I can’t tell you how — that I was the knight and the woman was my
son, Carlos, who was mourning my loss. I heard the words “He lost you once already. Don’t
make him lose you again.” I clearly saw that I had witnessed a past-life scenario in which I was
married to a woman who was Carlos in this life.Following this realization I was immediately
greeted with the heart-stopping 3-D vision of Jan and myself hurtling out of the plane and
downward toward the ground. We fell at a great speed, and when she pulled the cord for the
chute to open, it did not. She then pulled the reserve chute and it streamed out but did not open
either. We plummeted directly down to the ground, where we crashed into the earth with a
terrifying impact. I saw that without a doubt we were both killed. Covered with sweat, my heart
pounding, and my mouth dry as cotton, I opened my eyes and gulped air. I felt that I had just
received a clear warning not to make the jump. I saw that Carlos needed me and that I should
not take risks with my life when I had an obligation to be a father to him.I realized in that moment
that I would have to cancel the jump. I agonized over what I would say to Jan and how I would
justify offering a course about overcoming fear if I cancelled. The next day I called Jan but,
unable to reach her, I left a message saying I would not be going with her this time. I did not hear
back from her.Two days later on the day of the jump, I was outdoors working in the yard when my
daughter, Anna, came out of the house with a look on her face I will never forget. White as a
sheet, she said, “Dad, it’s Jan. She’s dead.”In a state of shock I could hardly believe what I had
heard. “What!” I babbled.Anna struggled on. “Her chute didn’t open. She died with a student.”I
staggered into the house to find Lena on the phone getting further details. Jan had been tandem
jumping with a series of students. In a tandem jump, the instructor pushes the student out the
door of the plane as the student jumps. All the jumps had gone well until her chute failed to open
and the rare event happened: the reserve chute failed to open and they both fell to their deaths.
The crater they made was fifteen feet around and two feet deep. Nothing was left of their
bodies.My shock and tears lasted a long time. In fact, the event took me many months to get
over, and to this day it marks a turning point in my life. Even now the thought of it brings tears to
my eyes.I had many considerations about the accident. If I had not cancelled, would the other
student have lived? If I had not cancelled, would there have been a chance that Jan and I would
have survived the jump? Was I meant to die this way? Had I just put off the inevitable? In an
event of this magnitude it is difficult to maneuver alone through the emotion and confusion; I
definitely needed support. I consulted my wisest friends and colleagues. They were considerate
and extremely helpful to me, and I will always be grateful to them.What I gleaned from this event



was the following: I had an exit point that I might have taken. I chose not to. Instead, a person
who had chosen to leave stepped in and took my place. In retrospect it was clear that there were
various reasons for Jan to leave at this time. When I chose not to go with her, she simply went
with another. Those who spoke to her just prior to her accident revealed that she seemed to
know that she was going to die. She seemed happier than she had been in a long time. She
even said to one friend the morning of the jump, “If I don’t come back, just know I was doing
what I love the most.” She knew.
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Sancho Grubb, “This book IS the encounter with power.. Just received Jose's latest book today.
Already read the first chapter and it is exciting, gripping, enlightening... Are there enough
adjectives? Probably not. I am a bit prejudiced as Jose' is a friend and teacher. That not
withstanding, the ways one encounters and manifests power are evident in the first story. Many
books take chapter after chapter to build you up to accept or understand what is coming. But
not here. The first chapter brings many faces to the meeting of power, and reacting to it. I am
torn whether to take the rest of the day and read it all, or take the bite at a time and sit with each
lesson.  I think bite at a time might be better on the psyche.”

Deborah, “Read and Be Inspired. José and Lena Stevens have been my most important
teachers for over twenty-five years. I have heard José tell many of the stories in this book, some
multiple times. I never tire of hearing them, he has the great gift of being able to keep you on the
edge of your seat whether he is sharing around a camp fire or in written words. He and Lena
have dared to live a life most of us dream about but are too afraid to step into. Within the covers
of this book are teachings of extraordinary encounters with some of the most sacred places in
the world. And perhaps more importantly, encounters with the self: overcoming fears; accepting
the moment as it is; testing ones limits to remain positive in the face of extreme conditions. All
these stories are full with the stuff of mastery.  Read and be humbled. Read and be inspired.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “intimate and powerfully revealing tales. Thank you for writing this beautiful
book! It embodies that humble curiosity and wisdom found in the truly spiritually empowered.
The tales and adventures are told in such an intimate way it's like being in the head and heart of
a wise sage and witnessing how he handles the lessons in life that come to all of us. There are
many claiming the 'shamanic' path these days, and here is someone who reveals exactly what it
means to walk a path with power in the modern world. Highly, highly recommended for a great
read and for wise mentoring.  This book is far too short!  "Tell us another story, Jose!"”

P. Denny, “A must have book. I really loved this book. I could not put it down and since I finished
it, I have used the lessons in my own life numerous times. It is wonderful insight in how the
teachings on the shamanic path actually work in real life. Jose is so generous and open in the
telling of his own trials. Some are funny and some are quite intense and each tells a lesson of
how to walk the talk. I highly recommend this book as a necessary read to any seeker. But I
think anyone would enjoy it - the stories are so interesting. You will find it so helpful but also a
very very fun read!”

Barbara, “A master teacher and storyteller shares his personal stories with us. Jose is a very
gifted teacher and master storyteller. I recognized some snippets of stories that he has shared
in our classes and world travels. It was so nice to have them together in a book to read and



savor at a leisurely pace. Jose is a gifted teacher who imparts his wisdom easily and with
kindness born from his many adventures, misadventures and many hard lessons he has
learned. We benefit greatly from that wisdom.I thoroughly enjoyed reading this book and would
love to see another volume if he decides to share more of his stories.”

gwen czura, “A Wonderful Read, Thrilling and Heartfelt. A treasure trove of stories. Not since
Life of Pi have I enjoyed a book so much; in both cases I went immediately back to the beginning
and started reading them again. Encounters with Power compiles highly personal and engaging
stories filled with humor, wisdom, excitement and powerful insights. Stevens has a rare gift for
writing compelling stories, along with the ability to teach ancient knowledge without preaching.
He comes from a place of pure humility, and gives us stories that hold wide universal appeal.
There is something in there for everyone, whether they are a seasoned shamanic practitioner or
just someone who enjoys a good tale. Stevens has given us a huge gift in sharing his incredible
life experiences with us. You will laugh, cry, be amazed, find yourself anxiously perched on the
edge of your seat, and all the while feel you are walking in his shoes. This is a true hero's
journey, similar to Sam and Frodo in Lord of the Rings, and Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz.”

Hannah Slattery-Quintanilla, “Fascinating topic, cool stories. Although I don’t know whole lot
about the world of shamanism, I’ve always been fascinated by it. José makes the topic
approachable, humorous and weaves meaning and story seamlessly. I really appreciate his
book and I may have to read more!”

Tim, “A Doorway to the Shamanic Path. I truly entered a portal while reading this book and was
amazed how real Jose’s travels and experience felt as I read them. As if I to had been there on
those same journeys. This book is a real taste of what it is like to dive down this path full force
and walk it in integrity. I really appreciate the honesty and realization that we are all still human
walking down this path to enlightenment !”

James Maguire, “Five Stars. I just love this book.”

Tracy, “Excellent!. I really enjoyed this book. What a wonderful soul. It helped answer a lot of
questions on my own path. Thank you!”

Heidi F., “This is a must read. His adventures are for .... This is a must read. His adventures are
for real. The exercises after each chapter in the first section of the book make one stop and
think, very enlightening.”

Roch Pouliot, “Brave man. This man has lived more dangerously than me”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 44 people have provided feedback.
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