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Soqu Pawlu and His Passengers is written in both English and the Uru-
Chipayan language. While a fictional tale, it draws inspiration from
Uru-Chipayan practices and the artist’s collaborative work in creatively
coexisting with wind people. Set in the Collasuyo desert between Chile
and Bolivia, the story follows two protagonists named after Bustamante
and Lazaro’s grandfathers as they navigate the challenging terrain. As
the air family gradually reduces their forceful winds, the travelers return
home, sharing their experiences.

By recognizing these winds as beings, Bustamante and Lazaro explore
the affective, sensorial, and social relationships formed within our
atmosphere — where shared coexistence and knowing how to be in good
relational terms between beings is instrumental to survival. Similar

to the wind, this story transcends borders, not solely coming from an
Indigenous practice. Instead, it signifies a fusion of different worlds,
entities, and practices. Ultimately, blurring the parting of air, wind,
sound, and breath.
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Not long ago, the west winds relentlessly passed over the Collasuyo,
located between Chile and Bolivia’s shared deserts.

This violence caused great resentment in others.

Ana ancha azqga, ni taxata thami anchaz thamatcha ana susikchis ni
Collasuyu ch’eqti yoga nuz, ni Bolivia nizasa Chile ch’eqti yogkis
Xalla niztikistan ni thamiki walxa zoninakz zaxwa shiknatcha.

- Because the winds uprooted the plants, there was nothing to eat.

- Because the rain clouds from the east could not arrive, there was nothing
to drink.

- Because neither the llamas, the flamingos, nor the humans could hear
each other speak, there was no understanding.

- Ni $éqalanaka $ep’a kalhsipachaz phujsnatéha nuzkis anaz ¢hhulu lulh$mi
zelat¢ha.

- Ni tuwantan ulzkifi thiri anaz irantizkat¢ha nuzkis anaz ¢hhul ghas likhsmi
zelat¢ha.

- Ni xwalanakami, parinami nizasa zofiinakami ninakpora anaz nonsii
atat¢ha. Ana nasukatacha.

No trace in the sand.
The frozen quinoa.
The dead animals.

Philkis lijw t'arhputacha
Kulasti lijw ch’'iwzta
Uywanakami tikhsi.

At that time, the authorities of the Urus gathered in a Putucu, a sturdy
shelter made of mud, to rest and converse in silence, protected from the
winds. Once inside, one next to the other began to share alcohol and coca
leaves, which slowly diluted their wisdom into the authorities’ tongues.

Raising from the porous earth of the Collasuyo desert, the breath
spirits of Samiris awaken and lead the conversation. More than clear
voices, dry asthmatic whispers began to emerge as words!

Xalla ni timpu, ni ghas zoninakz jilirinakaki parlisapa tshi putukkis aksicha.
Ni ghuyaki walxa suma phaykistan ghuytatacha jejSapami parlisapami
sirwatcha ni ghuy qos ana thamiz shoxrichta khisapa. Xalla nuz thappacha
ghuyl jiyara julsi, khoka askan parla Sumat sumat thelhznatc¢ha.

Ni Collasuyo ch’eqti uchh yogkistan zasi¢ha, ni $amirz animunakaki
nuzki$ suma parla thelsqatchicha.

Ni gostan chismi ghon xorami tshan kana khissi¢ha.
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»We must send an emissary to go to the root of the problem...«

»To follow the path of these winds...«

»To walk azkin (far away)...«

»Where they speak other taqunaka (languages)...«

»To learn where the wind originates from and why it is coming so strong...«
So they said.

»tshi zoni ni thamzpuntu $isi kuchanchukacha, ni thamz jikhs apzla
azkinx oghla...«

»ni yagha taqu chininakaz nikhu...«

»nizasa xaghsikistan ni thami thon ni $isla nizasa ghaztikistan ni thami
ancha phorsanti thon!...« Xalla nuz khetc¢ha.

Word-of-mouth began to spread the arawas (rumor) of the need for an
emissary within the town, but no one volunteered until Geronimo, who,
the moment he heard about it, quickly decided to step up and take on the
mission.

Xalla nuz ninakpora walxa kintu oghqatchicha tshi zohi ti wathkistan
kuchanchukapanc¢ha khikan, pero ana jekhmi oqazkhini zelatkicha, xalla
nuzki$ Geronimo ni kintu $isku rattulla qush thutsiicha weril ogaz khikan.

That same night, he prepared his meal for the adventure, ch’arkhi de Llama
(lama jerky), Coquita (coca leaves), Pito de Quinoa (toasted quinoa flour),
water, and some alcohol. In the morning, he set out on the journey west,
always walking against the wind. He said that he was walking slowly, with
his head down, making force with his entire xanchi (body).

This is how he said he was walking, while the winds were blowing
him from one side to the other, from left to right, as if someone with
their invisible hands were pushing him. After many hours, he had arrived,
without realizing it, at a village called Villa Vitalina. Right there on that
pampa, he decided to rest.

Xalla ni wenpacha Zaqga pachic¢ha, ch’arki, khoka, koni, ghas, awarinti lijw
quzi thaksi¢ha. Nuzki$ xagawensan taxachuk wiyaja saraqchi¢ha, thami
thonsqutni, Sumat acha kolsi ogatki¢ha walxa ni thamki$ thurt’askan.
Xalla niztax oqgatki¢ha. Ni thamisti tshi latusa tshi latusa tekwatki¢ha
$qarghuttan nizasa zewghuttan tekwati¢ha, tshi zoni ana naychuk
gharhztan tewkzkas nizta. Neghstan s$ita oghzku wax Witalina khita watha
irantichi¢ha, xalla negh$ ni pampiki$ xarassi¢ha.

The next day, he passes by two great mountains that he only knew about
in stories. The mountain Tata Sabaya, and Mama Pisa. Surprised and
intimidated, he offered them some of his food in exchange for protection
on the trip.

Geronimo ghaws (shouts) while looking up. »You take care of my steps,
Mallku Sabaya, and you too, Mama T alla Pisa,« so he said.?

Neghstan xagatazu, tshi pisk ana paxta pagh kur kezu watéha, ni Tata
Saway paqgh kuru, nizasa Mama T’alla Pisa ni cherzku walxa i$pantichi¢ha
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nizasa tsuksi¢ha nuzkis niz zaqalla onanchicha ti wiyajki$ ni tshitsinaxu.
Geronimo tsewkchuk chersi ghawcéha, »mallku asim werh thazkakicha«
xalla nuz khichiki¢ha.

He continues on the road without knowing that he was walking near
different towns that the winds were directing him toward while pushing
him from left to right, which is also north to south. He was passing through
Pisiga, Sitari, Escapina, Sitani, and Mauque. As the days went by, the
fatigue became more and more difficult to ignore.

Tira oghchi¢ha, ana nayzku yagha watanak kezu watc¢ha xalla nuz ni
thami ni Zoni irpatéha Zew ghuttansa $qar ghuttansa tekwzku tewkzku
xalla niki uzatintan wartintancha, xalla nizta Pisika, Sitari, watatkicha,
Sitani, Escapina, Mauque. Xalla nuz sapuru oghkan tshan tshan ch’amax
khisnatéha ni wiyaja oghski.

One day, when he reached Isluga, he decided to seek refuge in a ravine,
where he met another walker.

Nuzkis thsi nox, Isluka irantizku, thsi g’awkis xarana ghursi¢ha pero neghs
thsi yagha oghlayni zonztan salchicha.

Geronimo first talked to him in different languages; in Aymara,
»khistitasa?«, in Ckunsa, »lticku Tchemaya?«, in Quechua, »Pitaq Kanki?«, in
Castellano, »quien eres?« The traveler listened and replied, »Yo soy Alfredo;
| am a walker, and | come from the south,« so he says the other said.

»Very well,« declared Geronimo. »Then here, we will both rest quietly.«

Geronimo ni oghlayhi zonzki$ thapamana niz Sista tawgkistan pewksiki¢ha,
taqu aymara »khititasa?« taqu espanol »Quién eres?« taqu quechua »Pitaq
Kanki?« taqu Ckunsa »lticku Tchemaya?« ni zoniki ch’'uj nonsi¢ha nuzkis
khi¢hi¢ha, »Alfredo khitit¢ha, wiyaja oghlayin¢ha warchuktan thonué¢ha.«
Xalla nuz khichiki¢ha ni yagha zZoniki.

Gerénimo khi¢ha, »Ancha walil nuzkhanak,« »niztak tegh$ pukultanz
qush phiya jejzla«

That day, as the night passed, unexpectedly the same dream visited them;
they dreamt that a tall, white gentleman (g’ara) with long and tousled

hair greeted them and wanted to shake their left hands, but the humans
offered him their right hands. Confused, nobody could shake hands.

The long-haired person told them both: »This ravine is our resting
house; here | sleep with you too; | am Soqo Pawlu, a wind-person, my
younger brothers are Kaspara, the next one Paltasara, and the last one is
called Qalasaya. We are a powerful wind family from the west that travels
to the east, to different places, taking in different routes. If you want to
know us well, go and see us being born.«

Ni $e$ ninakaki ni g'awkis thxax¢ha nuzkis ni wén, ana pinsita tshi wiyaqaz
¢hhiizgal¢ha; tuz ¢hhizgal¢ha tshi lachh k’ankhi zoni chertgal¢ha ana
zhikta ch’aski lachh charchis, ni Zoni ninaka tsanchi¢ha nizasa sqar ghara
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Drawing by Ariel Bustamante and German Lazaro.
Courtesy the artists
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thas pekchicha pero ninakaste zew ghara thas pekchi¢ha, nuzkis inaq
khissicha ana ghara tansini atassicha.

Ni lachh charchis Zoni ninakzkis khichikicha: »ti g'awaki wethnaka
xarasis$ ghuyacha, xalla teghsisagas anéhukatan thxaxuc¢ha, werhki Soqu
Pawlut¢ha, tshi tam-zoni, weth laghnakaki tinaka¢ha Kaspara, niz xaru
Paltasara nizasa ni pichuki Qalasaya khita¢ha, werhnakki taxachukta

zonc¢ha, paghi nizasa walxa assis. Taxatan tuwanchuk thapaghutni ogin¢ha.

Werhnakz paxspekéhaxniki an¢huk oga werhnak saltiniz nikhu.«

The next day, to better know these winds, they decided to obey what
they had dreamed and walk together to the west. So, they continued the
journey together while the winds covered their skin, hair, and eyes with
philztan (sand). Almost blinding to them, without knowing where exactly
they were walking through, they arrived at Aravilla Lagoon.

Xagatazu ninakaki ni ¢hhtizta i$pantichi ninakaz ¢hhizta xaru oghs qush

thuts$i¢ha ni thami Suma paxsapa. Xalla nuz, ninakaz tira nuz ogan ni tamiki

ninakz zhuki pilztan thatzincha, ninakaki xos suransi, anaz nasnatcha
xaghsi yoqazlax ni nuzkis tiripinti Arawil qotkis irantichicha.

When Alfredo saw the water, he tried to bathe in it, but Geronimo told him,
»No! That water can swallow you and transport you; who knows where
you'll end up? That’s a Saxra route; better we follow the paths of windsl«?

Ni ghas cherzku, Alfredo eghsa neghs$ waynus nizasa Gerénimo nizkis
khi¢ha, ana! »Ni ghas am |hapznasacha nizasa xaghsikingax am
jeksqatéhan, saxriz jikhs$ niki, wakiri u¢hunakki thamz jikhéqaz apzlal«

So, under the sun, they let themselves be carried by them, becoming
passengers of winds, sometimes drifting a bit north and sometimes a bit
south, though never failing the west, fleeting nearby different cities such
as Coipoma, Latarana, Uscana, and the Isluga volcano, which gave off a
strong smoke that traveled to the east. Seeing this smoke-road, Alfredo
took out some raisins and a small bottle of alcohol to feed the volcano.

He said, »Eat tata (grandfather), protect us, and talk to the winds about
us so they guide us well.«

In this way, Alfredo and Geronimo kept going, entrusting themselves
to others because they both knew how to ask for help while walking in the
desert.

Xalla nuz si ghagkiis ninakaki oghcha, ni ch’eqti yoqu#, ni thamiz chhichta,

ni keraz quztaztaqas oghcha, awisan warchuk awisan uzachuk, pero

anapanz taxachuk oghs tatan¢ha. Ana s$isku, ninakaki Coipoma, Latarana,
Uscaya nizasa Isluk zqgetii kur kezu watcha ni kurkistan zgeti tuwanchuk
ulnatcha. Alfredo ni zgeti cherzku niz uli x6z nizasa tshi putill ghas ni zgetni

kurki$ onansapa.

Tuz khi¢ha, »lulhznal Tata, werhnak tshitsinall nizasa ni thami suma
wethakakistan palxayzina Suma werhnak irpaxu.«

Xalla nuz, Alfredo y Gerénimo qushsassa ninakaki ni ch’eqti yogkis
oghlaykan ayura mays sisatéha.
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Now, with the protection of Mallku Isluga, they continued wandering with
confidence and joy, learning more and more about the living wind roads that
passed close by Berenguela and Chiapa, Camina, and Culco, sleeping in the
lodges of the wind, while walking the air of Ariquilda and Calatambo, towards
Tilviche, below Saya, and Pisagua. Finally, and almost dead from exhaustion,
after two weeks of adventure, they managed to see the sea! Right there,
they saw on the horizon four whirlpools in the air that were all turning to the
left, like big mills, like big gray Zgofinaka (excrements) revolving.

Xasi ni Isluk Mallkuz tshitsinta, ghazta paspaskumi tiraz oqi tirt'icha
thupi qushsis kuntintu, ni thamz jikhs tshan tshan sis$a ni Berenguela
nizasa Chiapa sariri nuz watéha nuzkis qossuk Camina nizasa Culco, ni
thamz xaranaran thxaxzku, Ariquilda, Calatambo nuzki$ qossuk Tiliwiche
ghutni, Saya nizasa Pisagua. Nuzki$ ninakaki iranti$ Zkati ancha ochchi
nizasa nawijjtichi, pisk simana wiyajzku, ni laram gota cherzal! Xalla negh$
ni ghas azkin payshi cher¢ha nizasa paghpik waywaranaka $qgarghutii
wiltini chercha, nukta waywaranaka, tshi saxw ghxes urpu wilticha nizasa
phujzkicha.

It was at that moment that Alfredo and Geronimo realized they were
witnessing the birth of the four western winds being coiled out of
existence to the left. This discovery made them jump with joy, embracing
themselves and the wind-people with their hands, who in turn also hugged
them back (Zkorhza) because, just like humans, these winds also have

a head, legs, and hands.

Feeling the western air on their skin and hair, they both screamed:
»Hello Soqo Pawlu!, hello Kasparal, hello Paltasara!, hello Qalasaya! Now we
know you,« said Geronimo. »We will be your friends! And we greet you now
with our left hand!« said Alfredo. »Yes! Because of how you all are; you are
all going to the left; so you must be left-handed!« said Geronimo.

Ni ora ninaka nasa ni waywaranaka ni taxata thaminakataqal khikan $qgar
ghutni wiltikan parisniqgal khikan!
Xalla nuz nasku nizasa sisku ninakaki kuntintu zkorhsassa nizasa ni
thaminakamiz zkorhza, nizasa ni thaminakami ninakasaqas zkorhza
ninakaki zoni irata ghxochis, achchis nizasa gharchissaqassa.

Geronimo khi¢ha »Oye Soqu Pawlo!, oye Kaspara! Oye Paltasaral!
Oye Qalasaya! Asi werhnak an¢ghuk paxchinéha nizasa an¢huka masil
khachal Xasi sqar gharztan am tsanacha, xalla nuz amki, $gar ghutfi
oghfnamgqal¢ha.«

»Jallalla to the winds of the westl«* Alfredo said with affection while
feeding the winds with Coquita, ch’arkhi, water, and raisins with his left
hand! Then, little by little, the winds began to disappear; gradually, the
windmills settled down tshoré¢ha (become still).

Xallalla ni taxata thaminaka! Xalla nuz ninakzkis khatzkhila ninakaz khoka,
ch’arki, Zzaganaka nizasa ghas $gar gharztan onan, xalla nuz ni thaminakaki
$umat Sumat thsorc¢ha, nizasa ni waywaranakami $umat qatéhal!
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With a full heart, Alfredo returns to the south and Geronimo to the east.
They have already learned (paxs) one of the roads of the winds and one
way of traveling with them, as there are many others. With happiness,
they arrived, walking into their villages, telling everyone everything that
had happened. They said that the west winds were people with whom
humans can communicate, that they sleep in the ravines, but they were
left-handed, so they had to be fed and greeted with those hands as well,
always with suma (affection) and without ¢hhawxs (hate).

Thapa qush, Alfredo warchuk kutti¢cha ni Gerénimo tuwanchuk. ninakaki ni
thaminakz tshi jikh$ paxchi¢ha, nizasa inakztan oghs. Kuntintu thapa qush
ninakaki ninakz watha iranticha xaghnuz watchizlax xalla ni thappacha
kint'icha. Ni taxata thaminakaki zoniqal¢ha khikan xalla ninakztan
zoninakaki parsaqaléha khikan, ninakaki ni g’awaran thxaxniqal¢ha nizasa
jejshigal¢ha, pero ninakaki $qarantanakaqgal¢ha ninakzkis Iuli onanku
nizasa tsanku nizasa q'achispekku $qar gharztan q’achistan¢ha, sSuma
gushtanpan ana Zaxwchi.

- Because they learned how to be passengers of the winds, trust in
Tsewkta pacha® returned.

- Because they learned how to be affectionate to the west winds, to
recognize them, and greet them with the correct hand, the winds rested.
- Because the winds rested, the rain clouds from the east returned.

- Ninakaki thamiz chhichta oqi sissi¢ha, ti yogkis qush thupins kuttizki¢ha.
- Ninakaki ni taxata thaminaka q’achi sissi¢ha, thaminakaki jejza.
- Ni thaminakami jejza, tuwantan chijii tshirinaka ulzki¢ha.

Now.

The animals grow

The quinoa grows

The traces in the sand remained.

phiya returns, (joy, day without noise or turbulences);
nons returns, (listening, understanding).

Ni uywanakami mir¢ha

Ni kulami paqcha

Ni pilkis thekzta ghxochanakami thencha
Phiya khissicha, intintasmi kephzkicha.
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Ariel Bustamante is an artist dedicated to the acoustic, affective, and spiritual technol-
ogies of air. His works are developed through long processes of creative accompaniment
using breathing, listening, and singing as means of conversation between humans, winds,
or flamingos. He lives in Bolivia and is a member of the Laboratory of Ontological Multispe-
cies Research at the Universidad Mayor de San Andrés in the city of La Paz. His works
and collaborations have been presented at the Venice Biennale (IT), SAVVY Contemporary
(DE), Het Nieuwe Instituut (NL), International Festival of Electronic Arts and Video (MX),
Liquid Architecture (AU), The New Museum (EU), Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes (CL),
Gessnerallee (CH), and Centro de la Revolucion Cultural (BO).

German Lazaro is an Uru-Chipaya Indigenous writer, linguist, researcher, and musician. He
currently lives and works in Santa Ana de Chipaya, Bolivia. German Lazaro is a key figure
in the preservation and promotion of both the ancestral and contemporary cosmological
practices of his nation. He has published a large number of texts, including dictionaries
and pedagogical material, through the Machaga Amawta Foundation. His book E/ Pueblo
Uru-Chipaya, written in collaboration with the Bolivian teacher and researcher Evangelio
Munoz, provides a holistic overview of the Chipaya history, language, sovereignty, eco-
nomic, and ecological struggles. Lazaro’s music has been part of the sound archive of
Cecilia Vicuna’s Brain Forest Quipu, exhibited at the Tate Museum in London in 2022, and
has participated in numerous international events spreading the Chipay Taqu language.
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