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To Andrew Taylor Still, the father of osteopathy.
 

To Marie Guyon, who made me “feel” life for the first time and accompanied me in my first steps.


To Denis, who always knew how to find simple words to make me understand what I wanted, even for the most complicated subjects. Thanks to him I discovered the importance of the Pericardium.
 

To Claude, who has always helped, respected and supported me in this path in spite of all the difficulties, he was always there with his great generosity.


To Marta, my toughest teacher and for her unconditional support.
 

To Oriol, Marc and Nina my teachers in life, for their love and patience and for supporting a very unusual mother.


To Davor, for his drawings and support.
 

To Gloria, Aitor and Miren, my soul sisters and brothers.


Thank you to life, that has given me so much


It gave me a heart to mark its pace


When I see good so far away from bad


When I see the fruits of the human brain


When I see the depth of your clear eyes


Violeta Parra
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Introduction      


We often talk about LIFE, the things that make up a LIFE, our own lives – but especially we talk about the lives of others.


We sometimes complain: LIFE is hard, LIFE is unfair, LIFE is sad.
 

Other times we say LIFE is beautiful, full of surprises and gifts.


We hold LIFE responsible for our misfortunes, for what happens to us. It is all LIFE’s fault. Finding someone or something to blame is much easier than asking ourselves the real questions:




- What am I doing with my life?


- What have I come to do in this life?


- What is my mission in this life?


- How do I manage my life?





As long as I find someone to blame, as long as I live in ignorance, I can’t do anything!


But when I ask myself the real questions, when I act consciously, I have to take responsibility for my actions, and this is not always easy.
 

Peace and comfort come to an end and the path toward awakening into a fulfilling LIFE begins.
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IGNORANCE GIVES ME PEACE BECAUSE IT TAKES AWAY MY RESPONSIBILITY.


In fact, we talk about LIFE, we write about it and we think about it, but it is very hard for us to feel it, or better said, to feel it anew.
 

I have had the great privilege to find people in the path of my LIFE who have taught me how to feel LIFE with my hands, with my senses, and with my heart. Not one day goes by without me thanking them for this precious gift that they helped me to discover or rediscover, because all of us have this possibility within our reach, even though it sometimes lies dormant.


In this book I share my experiences in a clear and simple way so that I may awaken in you the desire to dive into LIFE. Because nothing I write will have any value if you do not experience LIFE yourself.


LIFE is pure emotion, an emotion that has to be lived and to vibrate within the self in order to feel its essence.


I can describe the flavour of a mango with a thousand words, but until you have tasted one yourself, you cannot appreciate its true flavour, nor recognise it when you try another mango again. It is experience that allows you to differentiate among mangoes.


But before I start talking to you about LIFE in general, I’d like to tell you about my LIFE so that you can better understand who I am and where I come from.


My name is Montserrat. I should have been named Magdalena like my grandmother, who was also my godmother. But my father decided against it and I am glad for that. I am the oldest of ten siblings, now only eight. I was born on a Sunday in May of 1953.


I first wanted to be a teacher. I was used to taking care of children in my house and I assumed that becoming a teacher was to my advantage. I studied at the Escuela Normal de Barcelona. But when I came to realise that I wielded no authority over children in a class, I told myself that this job was not for me and I had to look for something else.


I liked the idea of becoming a nurse, but what I liked most was that I had to attend a boarding school. This was a great way to get out of my house and escape the responsibilities of being the eldest child, which was a role that had started to become a burden to me. I wanted to be free and to go to Barcelona, even if that meant going to a boarding school. It was a huge step for me. I must confess that this had a great influence in the choosing of my vocation.


After graduating, I worked as a nurse in the emergency unit of Vall d´Hebron, an important hospital in Barcelona.


But very quickly I realised how limited the medicine practiced there was. It was very hard for me to endure. It was, I realised, the medicine for disease and not the medicine for the people who were ill. No one around me cared about HEALTH.


So I decided to become a doctor in order to look at things in a different way, in order to understand HEALTH. While I was in my fourth year of medical school and after a painful divorce, I left my country, my studies, my friends and my family. I took my son, who was not even 3 years old, and went far away from everything and everyone in order to live in peace.


That is how I found myself, at the age of 25, living in Africa alone with my son Oriol, with no money, with rage in my heart and peace in my soul. It was not an easy path, but it was rich in experiences. The most important one was being able to connect with my inner strength and to discover the power of my will in order to move forward during difficult times.


I discovered that my son’s health was directly connected to my own emotional state. While we were still with his father and living in a constant state of fighting, arguments and even physical violence, Oriol was always sick with pneumonia, fever and recurring diarrhoea. From the time we moved out, even though the situation was difficult, he changed completely – no more diarrhoea, no more fever, and he even stopped wearing diapers to sleep!


All this confirmed what I already suspected:
EMOTIONAL STRESS IS WHAT MAKES US ILL!


In Africa I learned other forms of treatment, but I also learned about the misery that exists in all areas, especially in the hospitals where there was hardly anything to treat people with. I prayed that my son would not get sick, but when it did happen, my attitude was the determining factor in getting him well.


I could not allow myself to get sick, not for myself nor for my son, given that the medical situation in that country was such a disaster that the cure would have been worse than the illness itself. When we had fever, diarrhoea or a stomach-ache, we would stay in bed holding each other and laughing, waiting for the illness to pass. And it did.


After living in Algeria, Tunisia and Mali, LIFE took me to Venezuela where I had my second son, Marc. At three years of age he almost died “thanks to” taking a series of “obligatory” vaccines. He contracted severe laryngitis that required a 10-day hospitalisation in the intensive care unit.


I say “thanks to” the vaccines because it was because of them that I discovered homeopathy and natural medicine. It was the beginning of a new outlook on disease and above all on HEALTH. Nevertheless, the impact and repercussions of emotions on our health continued to intrigue me.


It was during those times that I read a book on morphopsychology, and I was so enthusiastic about it that I went to Paris and Nantes to study with Carleen Binet, a member of the French Morphopsychology Society, founded by Dr. Louis Corman. That was my first conscious encounter with LIFE. I discovered how this force molds and shapes the face in particular, depending on its expansion or blockage inside the body.
 

But my first real encounter with LIFE took place a little after my daughter Nina was born in Dijon. After a very hard and long labour, she was born with a twisted foot, so I went to see an osteopath.
 

As I watched Marie Guyon work with my daughter with so much love, respect and concentration, barely touching her, without manipulating her foot, I was in awe. After twenty years of experience in hospitals, it was the first time I had ever seen someone treat a patient with such tenderness.


This was my calling. I would become an osteopath!


Six more years of studies! But when you love something, time does not matter. During my studies I realised that unfortunately what had amazed me with Marie was not something one could learn in schools. She taught me to FEEL LIFE, and not one day passes that I don’t thank her for that gift. From then on, the day-to-day practice opened my senses and developed my intuition. My other great teachers were my children – my true teachers of LIFE.


Oriol taught me to listen to my heart, to feel my desires deeply and to stand firm with my opinions despite the difficulties and solitude. With him I developed willpower as well as non-attachment to material things. We had nothing, yet we lacked nothing because we were together; we were simply happy.


Marc taught me tenderness and compassion. Thanks to his diseases I discovered other ways to treat people. I had been a nurse in hospitals and clinics and did not know any other way than traditional medicine. His severe reaction to the vaccines allowed me to see the health system in another light and truly integrate the idea that medicine should not be worse than the disease, which is how I discovered homeopathy and natural medicine.


Nina gave me clarity because no one can fool her. It was she who brought me to osteopathy and pushed me to follow my path. She was my light. And Marta, my youngest sister, 20 years younger than me, was the toughest teacher I ever had.


Marta suffered from epileptic convulsions from the age of two. The doctors had diagnosed her with a rare, degenerative and incurable disease that had a LIFE expectancy that ended in adolescence. Marta was born long after I had left home, and I had not had daily contact with her. During that period I had been roaming through Africa, Venezuela, France and Martinique.


When I went to live in Dijon with Claude, Nina’s father, and with the children, almost every summer we would spend our vacations in Barcelona and visit my family. At that time Marta was not doing well, or perhaps it was the first time I realised just how bad her health was.


She took six different pills a day for her seizures, not to mention the pills to alleviate the side effects. She took antibiotics, used cortisone inhalers and even had contraceptive pills to regulate her periods. She was a walking pharmacy and had no life.
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