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        “I love this book! Such a good read. I own a hard copy (and have given away a few as gifts) and I bought it on Kindle too so I could always have a copy of it on my tablet and phone. So much good info that I use daily! This was one of the first books that helped me understand how to apply many self help concepts into my own life.” — Terri-Lynn Hillier

      

      

      We've all heard those occasional stories of people who have recovered from untreatable or incurable conditions. There are those who were told they would never walk again — but through sheer determination, they did it. There are those who were riddled with malignant tumours and given a death sentence, but repeatedly visualised perfect healing and they became well.

      There are numerous documented reports like these and usually, we think they are flukes, coincidence, or perhaps "miracles". They are so rare and so powerful, the notion that this could be commonplace does not occur to us.

      But it should.

      The "default setting" for any living organism is survival, yet it is only possible if the organism is inherently able to heal. We think nothing of our ability to recover from illnesses, injuries, broken bones. But why stop there? Why is it impossible to believe that we can heal ourselves of anything more serious than a broken arm or a really bad flu?

      It is only because we have not known we could do it. For thousands of years, we have turned to medicine men, healers of all kinds throughout the ages, unaware that each of us possesses the power to create — and to heal — our illnesses.

      The Power and Simplicity of Self-Healing is chock full of fascinating information that revolutionises the way we look at illness and healing. This life-changing book encompasses a wide range of seemingly disconnected and unrelated subjects, yet each one is a separate piece of an incredible and complex puzzle. I will explain each of them one at a time, ultimately revealing a startlingly simple picture that provides indisputable scientific proof that all of us have the ability to heal ourselves of virtually any illness.

      For most of my life, I suffered with ill health, some of it life-threatening, much of it just plain miserable and debilitating. For a number of years, I had found great help with homeopathy, believing it to be the be-all and end-all in healing. Although it is extremely powerful and produces miraculous cures, I reached a point where it was no longer helping, nor was anything else.

      I had run out of hope and any reasonable options. My desperate and futile search for wellness took me down many paths from the conventional to the near insane. When it seemed all avenues had been exhausted, in an explosive moment of anger and frustration, I vowed to find a way to heal myself, believing that if other people have done it, then I could do it, too.

      With occasional interjections about my own story of suffering and healing, this book covers a multitude of topics in a step-by-step systematic fashion, layering one piece of information on another and building a strong foundation so that all of the pieces are well-connected and logical.

      Drawing on a wealth of information from numerous medical professionals, researchers and scientists, along with the metaphysical, mysterious and inexplicable, I will drop one fascinating piece of the puzzle after another into its rightful place, creating multi-faceted and undeniable proof that self-healing is not only possible and powerful, but very simple for anyone to do. If I can do it — as ill as I was — maybe you can do it, too.
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      Everything changed that day. There was no big event. No fanfare. Nothing in particular that would precipitate such a monumental, yet invisible change. To everyone around me, everything looked the same. Everything was the same. But they didn’t know what I knew. I was going to die. And soon.

      For some years, my body had been doing its level best to leave this life. Until that day, my spirit had refused to allow it, a silent tug-of-war taking place deep inside me, my body winning one battle, while my spirit won the next. Back and forth, the war raged on. Just who would ultimately win was anyone’s guess.

      Until that day.

      That day, I decided I would win. I would be victorious. It would be neither my body, nor my spirit that won the war, but my own determination that would stop it. No longer would I be the silent bystander, tormented by my physical pain and suffering, yet forced to continue to endure it by my ever-present and bloody-minded spirit that refused to let me die in peace. No longer would I tolerate the confusion, the not-knowing, the indecision and constant wondering which way this would turn out.

      I wanted peace. I’d spent 40-odd years fighting for it but all I’d got for my efforts was more struggle, more suffering, and more pain. The only way to get that peace, the only way to end this raging war was to take matters into my own hands. I’d tried many conventional and alternative treatments for such a long time, all of which had failed. Finally, I’d found the answer.

      It had come to me quietly, and ever so easily. One moment there had been unending suffering and misery; the next, there was the most powerful and empowering feeling of peace I’d ever known. Without effort, without decision, there it was: the startlingly simple solution.

      I didn’t think of it as suicide. I was simply going to end my suffering, for which there was no apparent cure. I believed I was doing everyone around me a huge favour, too, ending their suffering as much as my own because after several years, it had become quite a strain on my family to watch me deteriorate before their very eyes.

      My children were constantly wondering which day they would come home from school and find me dead. My marriage was a mess, despite all my attempts to fix it, and I figured my husband would be better off without me. I was certain that everyone had had enough of seeing me lying in bed, unable to participate in even the simplest activities much of the time. I was missing the lives of everyone I loved. I was dead but still breathing. There didn’t seem to be any point to my existence. I felt like a gangrenous limb in the lives of everyone I loved, creating an insidious toxicity of worry, fear, and resentment that was slowly poisoning their peace, their happiness, and their futures.

      Thallium scans showed scarring and dead tissue from heart attack damage. But my heart wasn’t functioning well and I’d had enough of the painful and debilitating symptoms of severe unstable angina. Between that and various other ailments, I hadn’t lived a normal life for such a long time, I didn’t even know what that meant anymore.

      To make matters worse, for the better part of that year I had been suffering with trigeminal neuralgia, an excruciating, burning, gnawing pain that covers about half the face and head. It is said to be one of the most painful conditions known to humankind. I remember wanting to dig my long fingernails into the side of my face and tear it out. I understood how a trapped animals can gnaw off a leg. And I understood how people could literally be driven insane from pain.

      It is no coincidence that this horrific pain on the side of my face was on the heart meridian, according to traditional Chinese medicine. My heart was struggling to get enough oxygen on a regular basis and the resulting pain and pressure in my chest and left neck were instantaneous. I had trouble breathing. Sometimes the pain spread to my left jaw and arm.

      As a practicing homeopath, I kept vials of heart remedies with me at all times, as one dose would ease the symptoms as quickly as a sublingual blast of nitroglycerine, but thankfully, without its trademark explosive headache.

      Within seconds of these all-too-familiar symptoms flaring up, the pain in my face would begin to scream. Or vice versa. It might be the facial pain first, followed almost immediately by a severe angina attack. Nothing I did made any difference. No painkillers, no remedies. I had the occasional brief reprieve, perhaps for minutes or even hours. But for the most part, I felt as though I had a burning hot poker jammed into the side of my face almost constantly, day and night, for nearly a year.

      I’d had unstable angina for a few years before that. It was miserable but I had periods of improvement when remedies worked briefly and gave me a bit of hope that maybe the nightmare was over. I was able to function, keep my home and family running, getting through the bumpier periods and grateful for the better ones. And then the trigeminal neuralgia began, sending me into a whole other level of pain and suffering that was nothing short of pure torment.
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        * * *

      

      I was surprised to discover how many people thought a diagnosis of angina was no big deal — myself included. It was just a “little heart problem”. Firstly, I’d like to know how any heart problem is “little”. Secondly, angina is a symptom of advanced heart disease. An attack of angina occurs when the heart is deprived of oxygen. This produces symptoms of pain and pressure in the chest and nearby areas and can become a heart attack. As with the rest of the body, if the oxygen deprivation goes on long enough, tissue dies. In the case of the heart muscle, eventually, it can no longer function properly and it stops.

      Stable angina produces symptoms in certain situations or conditions, such as with exertion, emotional stress, or in extremes of hot or cold weather. Unstable angina produces symptoms without any provocation whatsoever. A patient may be feeling quite calm, perhaps lying down and relaxing, or even sleeping. Yet suddenly, blood flow is restricted and the heart struggles for oxygen. It can occur at any time, for no particular reason.

      This is an extremely high-risk situation, as it can mean a heart attack is imminent.

      That was how I’d been living almost constantly for a few years years. It was only because I was a homeopath and had a wealth of remedies available to stave off the worst of the symptoms that I managed to continue to breathe. But I hadn’t yet found the remedy that would cure the problem.

      The trick with homeopathy is that because it is a highly individualised and complicated science, it can be difficult to find the correct remedy. Each one has a central theme, at its heart a core mental or emotional issue or susceptibility that causes symptoms. The homeopath must take a very detailed history of the patient’s life, as well as his complete mental, emotional and physical make-up, and then try to figure out the issue that lies at the heart of the case.

      Only then can one of thousands of remedies — and its many potencies — be matched to the patient. Sometimes this is relatively straightforward but more often than not, as we are rather complicated beings, it can be quite a challenge. The more complex a person’s life and symptoms, the more difficult it can be to wade through an enormous amount of detailed information and find the one piece that matters most.

      Knowing that it is possible for homeopathy to cure all diseases, but not all patients, after so many failed remedies I was beginning to think I might be one of those unfortunate people for whom there was no hope. There had been so many problems and crises throughout my life, apparently it was impossible to see the forest for the trees. That one specific issue eluded not just me, but every other homeopath I had asked for help.

      Aside from myself, there were only a couple of homeopaths in Calgary, where I lived, and although they had been able to help me with a long list of other ailments, the heart problem had proved itself to be even more stubborn than I was (which I hate to admit is saying something). I’d even sought the advice of some of my colleagues, people with whom I had studied, yet none of their suggestions worked either.

      As the heart disease progressed and my health continued to worsen, I grew weaker not only physically, but emotionally and spiritually as well, until finally, I could not take it any longer. There was only one way my suffering was going to end, and the answer drifted silently and easily into my painful existence one blessed morning. I decided that I could put on my runners and go to Fish Creek, my favourite place to walk. It wouldn’t take much to trigger another heart attack; a short little jog ought to do it. I could just wander off a short distance into the trees, just far enough to minimise the chance of anyone spotting me immediately and ringing an ambulance, but not so far that I wouldn’t be seen before the coyotes got to me. My suffering would be over, and my family would be spared the knowledge that I’d been the one to end it.

      In the meantime, I was still helping my patients. I was a dismal failure in my personal life, disappointing my family and causing them all sorts of stress. But in my professional life, several hundred people needed my help. As long as I was still useful, I could hang on a little longer. At least I had my plan. I knew that when I reached my absolute limit, I had a way out.
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        * * *

      

      I must add — I’ve been reluctant to write about this because I don’t want to give the impression that this is a viable solution of answer for ANY difficult situation. IT ISN’T. Suicide is NEVER a good idea. No matter how dark things seem, get help. Call someone. Speak up!

      And my story is precisely why it’s important to never give up. That’s a big part of why I’m telling it. Read on…
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        * * *

      

      Meanwhile, on my two or three workdays each week, I would put on some make-up in hopes of looking less ill. And because even then I didn’t exactly look the picture of health, I always had an excuse for my patients. Late nights, early mornings, whatever. I would stumble down the hallway from my bedroom to my home office, get through an appointment, and fall back into bed until the next patient arrived.

      But how bizarre those appointments were. I kept several vials of heart remedies on my desk and all too frequently, with a patient sitting across from me, I felt that familiar crushing pain in my chest.

      I’d be listening attentively to a patient, asking all the right questions, taking notes — and wondering if this bout of angina was quietly becoming another heart attack. When my left jaw began aching, and pain radiating down my arm, I’d reach for a remedy, pop a little pellet under my tongue, and get back to my notes, all the while praying that I wouldn’t drop dead in a patient’s presence.

      So despite my body’s desperate efforts to die, I was still useful. That kept me going. The great relief that came with my plan on That Day allowed me to hang on a little longer. At least I had a way out. And I would take it when I was ready.

      A few weeks prior to That Day, I’d attended a week-long homeopathy workshop in Ontario, which was led by the principal of the school from which I received my training. A brilliant homeopath, he had taught many of the people who wrote our homeopathy textbooks. I knew that if anyone on the planet could find the correct remedy (which is an art as much as it is a science), it would be this man.

      Because I was deathly ill and had run out of other options, he had kindly agreed to see if he could help me while he was in Canada. But as he lived in England, and at that time I did not, he said this would be a one-off session. There would be no second chance to get it right.

      It was my last shred of hope and I clung to it with a desperation that tore at my soul. The remedy he prescribed helped for about two weeks. It was the longest reprieve I’d had in a few years. I thought maybe — just maybe — this would be the one. Maybe I could actually be well again. Maybe I could have my life back. I hoped — and prayed — for the best. But before long, the symptoms returned with a vengeance.

      I was devastated. I’d been dealing with this life-threatening and debilitating issue for years. With my doctor and two cardiologists, I’d gone down the road of numerous tests, including invasive ones and their nasty side effects. I’d tried acupuncture, a philosophy in which I believe but it was too time-consuming and expensive for the level of care I needed. I investigated various other treatments unsuccessfully, eventually stumbling onto homeopathy, and finding great healing for many of my other problems, and it also helped my family with some of theirs.

      On top of that, I believed in homeopathic philosophy, which is about not suppressing symptoms, but rather, it is about curing the reason for them, and it did so gently, safely and often quickly. It was the only thing that made sense. To my mind, there were no other options. Over time, I had seen it produce miraculous cures for many ailments that doctors could not help in myself, my family, my friends and in my patients. I knew its potential. I knew its power.

      As far as I was concerned, at that workshop, I’d had treatment by the best homeopath anywhere. And that treatment had failed. The correct remedy refused to be found. It seemed clear that I one of those incurable patients and had no choice but to suffer until one day, I would finally die.

      Shortly after the workshop in Ontario, I had to attend a homeopathy seminar in San Francisco. I missed most of it because I was lying in my hotel room, surrounded by countless vials of remedies that were known to be good for stopping even massive heart attacks in their tracks. As usual, with almost constant crushing pressure in my chest, it was difficult to breathe. The pain and tightness kept inching ever upward, along the left side of my neck, until my jaw began to ache, soon followed by the all-too-familiar tingling and heaviness in my left arm.

      I popped remedy after remedy under my tongue, praying desperately for relief, yet it never came. The most I could manage to hold off the pain in my arm and jaw. But still, the unbearable pressure in my chest continued, making every breath an effort, leaving me further exhausted. It was as though my life had become one long, slow motion heart attack with only one outcome that was taking its bloody time.

      I remember lying there, alone in my room, wondering if I should ring the desk and warn them that their cleaning staff might find me dead. Afraid that they would ring an ambulance and that I would be forced into medical treatment that I neither wanted nor could afford (having heard the horrors of American medical bills), I chose to say nothing and take my chances. A glimpse at the grey, haggard face and sunken eyes that stared back at me from the mirror across the room told me those chances were not very good.

      I began to ponder the process and procedures in such a circumstance as dying in a hotel room far away from home and in another country. I wondered how they’d ship me back to Canada. I thought about countless television shows I’d seen, in which a body is discovered. I found myself wondering, with nothing but emotionless detachment, what would happen when someone discovered mine. I had grown so used to contemplating my death during years of living with a life-threatening ailment, often so ill I wondered if I’d last the next ten minutes, I was not at all frightened.

      In fact, as I had done so many times before, I found myself wishing my heart would just bloody well stop and get it over with.

      And then I cried. Not because I thought my heart would stop, but because I feared it wouldn’t.
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      It has been many years and several lifetimes since that horrible time. As if I hadn’t been to hell and back on enough occasions prior to that, there were many more to come. Apparently, I wasn’t through yet.

      Obviously, I survived San Francisco. And a whole lot more, although it’s nothing short of a miracle as I’d been so ill and for such a long time. I’ve travelled a rough road since then, in more ways than one, a road with numerous peaks and valleys, twists and turns. One day, I reached a point where right there in front of me, there was a sheer drop off a cliff, nowhere else to turn, nowhere to go for help.

      I was angry. I mean, really, really angry. I was completely fed up with being sick and restricted by numerous limitations because of health problems. And that’s when I began my journey of self-healing. I wasn’t about to slip into those running shoes and go for a little jog in the woods anymore. I had too many reasons to live. Plus I was just too darned stubborn to give up.

      All those years earlier, the Fish Creek plan had drifted ever so gently into my life just a few days after my return from San Francisco, bringing with it the sweetest relief I had known for some time. Unbeknownst to any of my patients, they had kept me from carrying out my plan. They had saved my life, one agonising day at a time, until finally, I pulled myself out of that suicidal hole several weeks later.

      I’d continued putting one foot in front of the other and waiting. For what, I didn’t know. A cure? No. I’d given up on that ridiculous notion. That was obviously impossible. A miracle? Nah. I was pretty sure that wasn’t gonna happen for me. I was getting on with my life and in the background, I was waiting. I suppose I was waiting to die.

      A few months on, I endured a tormented night of hell like no other. It was far worse than anything I had experienced before it. I did not sleep. I wouldn’t have believed my suffering could have got any worse than it had done over the previous year, but that night it reached a whole other level of unbearable. While my husband and children slept, I sat on the floor of my office the whole night through, alone and crying amidst stacks of homeopathy books. I was just about out of my mind, trying to read, trying to find an answer, and so desperate I didn’t know what to do with myself.

      To make matters worse, things were so terrible with my husband and his… let’s just say, “extremely undesirable treatment of me”… we hadn’t been speaking in recent days. It didn’t help that he was already impatient with my health issues; I couldn’t go to him that night even for a bit of comfort.

      Fervently, I prayed to a God I thought either did not exist, or one who had abandoned me. I begged to please be shown what I had missed, what it was that I had still been unable to find after these years of suffering. Countless vials of remedies were strewn everywhere as I tried this one and that, a panic growing inside me like never before.

      Eventually, too exhausted to even cry anymore, I collapsed on the floor, softly whimpering, utterly broken. I couldn’t believe that I’d still not managed to find the remedy that would cure me. Perhaps I needed a remedy that had not yet been discovered, as was suggested by one of my homeopaths. Such a despairing thought! It had never occurred to me until he said it, and how I wished he hadn’t.

      As I lay on the floor just before dawn on that frosty winter morning, I considered giving up and going to hospital. I thought perhaps I ought to just let them do whatever terrible things they would do to me, angioplasty, bypass surgery, heart transplant — whatever. I had no more fight in me. I didn’t care anymore. Nothing else was working. I’d lost all the battles, and all that was left for me to do was to forfeit and lose the whole damned war.

      I was so ill, so emotional and terribly sleep-deprived, it was not safe for me to drive. And given that my husband and I weren’t speaking at that time and I didn’t feel safe to go to him with my troubles, I was not about to ask him for any assistance. I’d seen the results of that before, and I was in no shape to put up with it that day.

      I considered ringing an ambulance.

      I was utterly terrified. There was no part of me that wanted anything to do with conventional medicine. Yes, it has its place. Homeopathy, acupuncture or other alternatives are not going to help if you’re in an accident and have a gaping wound or bones sticking out of your skin.

      However, in so many other ways, I did not believe in its philosophies or practices. But on that terrible morning, I felt as though I had no other option. In fact, I believed that in the long term, it would do me more harm than good. In the short-term, though, it might give me some temporary relief before I would die. I tried to talk myself into making that call, but fear and a tremendous sense of dread stopped me. Always one to investigate Things Medical, I had too much information about the likely procedures and possibilities for surgery and other treatments to know they weren’t for me.

      I could not pick up that phone. Yet neither could I go on for even one more minute as I was. I had reached a critical turning point.

      As I lay there, trying to muster the courage to ring for an ambulance, I considered just what it was that I found to be so frightening. I knew that when the ambulance arrived, the paramedics would give me something to thin my blood to prevent clotting. They would also give sublingual nitroglycerine to stop a heart attack, and morphine for the pain.

      There was absolutely no chance that I would allow them to give me any of these drugs. I would only allow them to transport me to hospital. But perhaps they would not let me refuse. I didn’t know if that was possible but I wasn’t willing to risk it. Hmmm. Perhaps I would try to sleep for a while and drive myself to hospital later.

      Lying on my office floor in the darkness of that early January morning, I did my best to prepare myself for what they would do to me once I was in hospital. It’s kind of funny to think back on that now. I mean, if I was freaking out about a few drugs in an ambulance and knew I wouldn’t allow those, what did I think would happen in hospital?

      I’m chuckling on remembering that, but I guess the emotion, desperation, and sleep-deprivation must have messed up my ability to think clearly.

      Anyway… as I’d already had extensive testing in previous years, including echocardiogram, ECGs, Holter monitor and thallium scans, I knew they would insist upon the next step, the one my cardiologist had been pushing me to take some time before — and I had repeatedly refused. They would order an angiogram, subjecting me to having a catheter shoved into an artery that leads to my heart, loading me up with drugs, and that horrible radioactive dye, which can cause kidney failure and heaven knows what else (oh, and death).

      I panicked, there in the dark, just contemplating such violation of my body by tubes and toxic substances. It was not just a fear, not just distasteful. I was horrified at the very idea. I felt violated through to my soul just thinking about what they would do to me in hospital.

      And that’s when the light went on.

      I had been praying to be shown what I had missed. Whether or not God was really up there, I had just been given an answer I had never found before. Maybe this was what I’d been missing.

      Over the previous few years, I had wondered about a particular remedy several times, a sort of brief contemplation about it possibly being The One. But as none of my homeopaths or colleagues had ever suggested it, I had dismissed it without a serious look.

      The centre of this remedy is about feeling violated. It does not have to be sexual violation, although I’d had plenty of that in my past, as an adult and going right the way back to my earliest childhood memories. I had taken other remedies that covered issues of abuse, but as with all remedies, each had a different central theme (for example, feeling inadequate, not wanting to be hurt, or feeling abandoned).

      None of the others had worked to relieve my heart problem. Was this my magic bullet?

      I knew this remedy had a strong affinity for nerve problems, which was consistent with the trigeminal neuralgia. Check. It doesn’t have a backbone and bends over backward to please. That had always been a huge problem for me. Check. This remedy is terrified of injury, and of confrontation. Check, check. It has even got addiction issues, and I’d struggled with those in the past, too. Big check.

      A new wave of hope raced through me as I scrambled to a seated position, grabbed my books and searched my repertory, which details even the tiniest and most bizarre symptoms, and lists all remedies known to cure each one.

      It took some digging but I managed to find trigeminal neuralgia buried amongst the thousands upon thousands of “rubrics” (symptoms) in the repertory, and out of curiosity, I poked around and checked out 45 symptoms that I’d had either at that time or in the past. This particular remedy was found in 42 of them.

      And so, on that frozen January morning, I took a dose of it in a fairly high potency, in keeping with the intensity of my symptoms.

      As had happened with certain other remedies, the worst of my symptoms disappeared immediately. But within hours, something else had changed. I couldn’t put my finger on it, yet there had been a significant shift in my energy. I knew this was a positive sign, although I was too afraid to hope I had actually found the cure. Perhaps it would just be another of those short-term reprieves.

      Days passed, and then weeks. Soon it had been six months, eight months, a year, and I was still well. After years of torment, finally I had found the remedy that addressed and cured the reason for my symptoms. But for a long time, I was haunted by the memory of what I had endured. With the nightmare still fresh in my mind, I admit it was difficult not to wonder when it would return.

      Gradually, the waiting subsided. Eventually, I didn’t think about it at all, and I got on with my life.

      I should have known it was too good to be true.
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        * * *

      

      For five and a half years, I was completely well. And a lot changed in my personal life during those years. Along with the immediate disappearance of all traces of my heart troubles, it didn’t take long before the remedy worked its magic on the mental and emotional issues that were behind my symptoms.

      I mentioned about a key feature of the remedy being that lack of backbone?? Pretty shortly after taking it, I got one. Suddenly, I was being assertive. I stood up for myself, risked confrontation and eventually ended my unhealthy marriage.

      I even ended up moving to England, a country that fed my soul and opened the most incredible doors for me. It was the first time I’d ever felt like I belonged anywhere — like I was home. Nestled into the English countryside, I lived in a quirky, beautiful, 500-year-old stone cottage called Ravenswood that was the most perfect dream home I could have ever imagined.

      I was happier than I had ever been, or ever thought I could be. I tore around the UK and much of continental Europe quite regularly, going to France for dinner, Brugges for a day, Paris for an occasional weekend. With several countries so close and easily accessible, life had become one huge adventure. I was exploring not only the world around me, but my inner world as well. I learned all sorts of exciting and wonderful things about myself, and my abilities. I wrote three books in eight months. I began painting — and almost immediately, had my work in a couple of galleries and was having exhibitions.

      As a lifelong psychic and medium, I’d always been aware of my evolving abilities but in England, I ended up doing reading professionally. I did “psychic phone-in” as a guest on the BBC every month or so for about five years. I took to the stage as a medium, connecting audience members with loved ones in spirit.

      I was fearless during those years. And life was grand.

      But then I received a couple of terrible and overwhelming emotional shocks. They shook me to my core, completely tore the rug out from under me, and smashed my life into a million tiny pieces. It was to be the beginning of yet another long period of extreme turbulence and distress.

      Within a couple of weeks, quite suddenly and without the slightest warning, I had a massive attack of unstable angina. In minutes, the pain increased until it radiated from my chest to my jaw and down my left arm; I knew it was another heart attack. Years earlier, after finally settling into the belief that my heart was fine, I had stopped carrying remedies with me every time I left the house. Thankfully, when the problem returned so suddenly, I was at home. I took a remedy straight away and almost immediately, the worst of the symptoms began to subside.

      In those terrible moments, I was launched back onto that desperate and frightening merry-go-round of ill health and a seriously ailing heart. I cannot find the words to tell you of the utter despair that swallowed my soul over the following weeks and months, when once again, neither my homeopath nor I could find a remedy to fix it for more than a brief period now and then.

      Of course, I tried the remedy that had got rid of the problem the first time. No luck. It was no surprise, really. The reason for the previous troubles no longer existed. It wasn’t about feeling violated — which had been an issue since childhood and had continued right through to that previous marriage. The remedy had healed that issue.

      This time, it was something else. And the specific center of my troubles was as clear as mud.

      I resumed my desperate search for healing, but in the following years, grew even more disappointed and disillusioned than ever. I was so sick again and my heart was struggling to get enough oxygen. Just how it kept functioning was beyond me. Very poorly, obviously — and thank heaven for remedies once again staving off the worst of the symptoms. I found myself again just wishing for that time they would not work and that I could please, oh, please, just die. No, I don’t mean I was suicidal — I wasn’t — but I was deeply discouraged.

      I felt worse in myself than ever before. I had got lucky once; I was certain I couldn’t beat the odds a second time. My search for relief — for healing — was obviously an exercise in futility. And so, I prepared to die.

      I went back to Calgary for what I believed was one last visit. I’d not been to visit my family and friends in a couple of years. Everyone could see how poorly I was. Over and over, I saw the looks of shock and concern. Those closest to me brought it up ever so gently; others merely looked as though they wanted to say something but didn’t know what that might be.

      I rested a good deal of the time, as I was too ill to do much visiting. I will never forget my goodbyes before boarding the plane to return to England. I was certain I would never see my children, grandchildren or beloved friends again.

      Throughout my life, I’d heard or read occasional stories of miraculous and spontaneous healing against all odds. Many times, I became wistful and tearfully envious. What did those people have that I didn’t have? Did they have special powers? Were they singled out by “God” or some other Divine Being who granted them healing because they were worthy? Were these incidents flukes, or were these people freaks of nature, who just happened to hit the healing jackpot for no apparent reason?

      I’d endured so much — from the moment I came out of the chute, so to speak. I was tired — no, I was completely drained beyond all description. I just wanted peace. I wanted good health. The opportunity to feel well, do some good in the world, and simply enjoy this precious life I’d been given. Was that really so much to ask?

      Apparently it was, because in my lifelong search for these, I’d been to hell and back several times, to no avail.

      Somehow, in the couple of years after that terrible trip to Calgary, I limped along with my heart problem and numerous other long-standing ailments that added to the restrictions and difficulties of my life. I was used to living that way, but had grown very weary and found myself wishing I could just quietly slip away. I was not actively suicidal again; it was just that it was too hard to be here any more. I was sick and tired of being sick and tired.

      On top of the ongoing turmoil and problems in my personal life, my poor health put me over the edge. I figured that if this was all I was ever going to get out of life, I’d just as soon be done with it. I didn’t think I’d have to wait too long for that anyway, and that was fine with me.

      Now and then, I continued to work with my dear friend and homeopath to find a solution, and tried various remedy ideas on my own. I found other new alternative methods of healing, too. As before, at times I had some improvements in one thing or another, but for the most part, I was still dealing with the heart problem, as well as restricting issues with painful and dislocating knees and hips, kidney weakness, loads of back and neck pain, sciatica and various other miserable conditions that I’d had for decades. I had been sleep-deprived for as long as I could remember, made worse by frequent and graphically violent and disturbing nightmares.

      I was living with constant pain and exhaustion, even on my best days. I was fed up with having every aspect of my life affected by my physical health. But I knew I had a purpose in life, and I was determined to do my best to fulfill it. As tired as I was, I had to keep going. So I continued to try new and sometimes unusual methods of healing and doing my best to remain optimistic about having at least some improvement.

      There came a terrible day when I had run out of reputable places to go, respectable professionals whom I could trust, and who might be able to help me. There was nowhere else to turn. I was stuck. With one dashed hope for recovery after another ultimately leading me nowhere and without hope, I slammed into a wall of desperation, of anger, and of complete and utter frustration.

      After decades of suffering, I couldn’t stand being sick any more. Hot, angry tears scorched my cheeks one cold winter day.

      Suddenly, out of nowhere, rebellion bubbled up inside me like a volcano, erupting into something of an explosion of rage and frustration. Alone in my home, I spewed the words, “I’m fed up with this! I’m fed up with being sick! There’s no one to fix it for me so I’m bloody well going to fix it myself! I have no idea how, but damn it, I’ll figure it out!” It hadn’t even been a decision; it was not a conscious choice. Quite simply, the words just fell out of my mouth.

      And to be honest, there were some other, um, particular words that I don’t dare repeat here. Oops.

      As stubborn as I’ve been throughout much of my life (often to my own detriment), I can honestly say I don’t believe I’ve ever felt such a level of determination as I did in that moment. I was furious. I’d had enough. I didn’t care what it took, I was going to find the answers.

      And find them, I did.

      They did not come from one source. Nor did they come in one nice, neat package. Rather, countless puzzle pieces started appearing, as though pennies were being dropped for me to pick up. Individually, they were not particularly helpful. A new and interesting little tidbit here; another one there. Bits of information I’d known for years, some of which had been long forgotten — suddenly, they were popping into my mind and I didn’t understand why. They seemed disconnected and entirely unrelated.

      Until one day, a light went on. One day, there was that first “Aha!” moment, an awareness, the first link between two of the puzzle pieces. Soon there was another link here, and another one there, as random facts merged into little bubbles of information, most of which still had absolutely nothing to do with one another.

      I had no idea what all of this would look like or what it meant. I didn’t know what I was being shown, but it had become abundantly clear to me that I was being directed to these bits of information, and that it was going to be my job to connect the dots. I began keeping track of them.

      In the weeks and months that followed, more puzzle pieces appeared out of nowhere, adding to the confusion by lengthening the list of unrelated bits of information, while occasionally, a flash of insight would bring several of them together, reminding me that I was, indeed, on the right track. There was science to back up speculation. There was documented evidence to support claims. There was proof; there was logic; there was reason.

      Puzzle pieces began to fall into place. And gradually, everything settled into one fantastic, exceptionally powerful, but ever so simple concept: We have a far greater ability to heal ourselves than we might  imagine. That includes me. And it includes you, too.

      Excitedly, I began combining and using several of the elements of the puzzle, creating what was to be the earliest stages of my self-healing project, and taking notes of my progress. In a matter of days, I had achieved astonishing results, which, if I’m honest, I did not expect in the least. Certainly not to be as profound as they were, nor as quickly as they happened.

      I continued to research the many “pennies” that were being dropped at my feet. I knew several people who were dealing with various ailments on all levels and decided to tell them what I was doing in hopes that they might want to be my guinea pigs. As the methods were so simple, they were all happy to say “yes”. In every case, they noticed an improvement quickly, which continued as time went on.

      The pennies kept dropping. I kept picking them up. And I carried on with my research. It became an incredible journey of learning and healing. The information and experience that I have accumulated could save — or at least improve — millions of lives by curing, preventing or even minimising the effects of many diseases. Whether you feel trapped by illness mentally, emotionally, and/or physically, there is a lot you can do to heal yourself. I understand if you’re feeling a tad skeptical, but please bear with me. I promise I’ll explain everything in great detail.

      Sometimes, I look back and can hardly believe how ill I was. It went on for such a long time. It is astonishing that I survived but I reckon the Universe had a plan for me because it is truly a miracle that I am still here — and yet another one that I am as well as I am, even years later.

      For decades before my angry declaration on that winter day, my journey to wellness took me down a twisted, winding road of treatments, from the conventional to the bizarre, while dragging me through the gamut of emotions. Fear, excitement, hope, frustration, exhilaration, disappointment, and wonderment — the road to healing has been fraught with steep mountain climbs, frightening hair-pin curves, plain straight stretches of no hope, no change.

      Yes, there was an occasional reprieve, a welcome rest at the side of the road, none of which ever lasted. And I’d end up back on that path, searching, aching, certain — or perhaps just praying — that somewhere down that road, I would find healing. There had to be someone, something, somewhere...

      Indeed, there was. I’d travelled such a long way, and for such a long time. And that road led straight back to myself. Just like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz discovered that she’d always had the ability to go home, I discovered that I’d always had the ability to heal myself.

      Perhaps that was the universe’s plan. Perhaps that was the reason I survived — to be able to share tools that could help you heal yourself, too.
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      By no means is my story of self-healing the only one out there. There are countless accounts of people bouncing back from terminal or potentially life-threatening illnesses, or accident victims who were told they would never walk again — and yet did. What makes my story different is that it’s not just “my story, full stop.” It’s more than a timeline of going from critical illness to good health — without conventional medicine or doctors.

      And no, I won’t regale you with tales of a miracle healer appearing out of nowhere, waving a magic wand, and presto, I was fine. Nor will I claim I stumbled upon some Wonder Herb, diet, or religion that cures everything.

      What I will share is far more useful — and far more logical. I’ll take you through an intricate web of established practices and philosophies, studies, methodologies, healing modalities, and medical research. We’ll cover a wide range of topics, from documented scientific evidence to the metaphysical and spiritual, and back again.

      I highly recommend keeping a notebook handy as you read. There will be plenty of key points, tips, suggestions, and ideas you’ll want to remember and explore. You might even find it useful to make a checklist of changes you want to try or topics to investigate further. In fact, this is more of a workbook than a “read-and-put-down” kind of book. I invite you to pause, reflect, and explore your own thoughts and feelings as you move through its pages.

      If you have an “Aha!” moment, stop reading. Grab your notebook and write it down — in as much detail as you need. Don’t trust that you’ll remember it later. The book will be right here waiting when you return, and what you jot down may turn out to be important, as you’ll see in later chapters. Be thorough, not hasty. There’s no finish line to race toward.

      After all, the point here is self-healing. It’s a journey, a process. It takes time to dig in, to digest, to absorb new information — whether it comes from outside sources or from within your own thoughts and insights. You may find that by the time you reach the end, you want to start over again. The second time through, the pieces may fit together more clearly, and you’ll absorb even more than the first time.

      Within these pages, seemingly unrelated bits of information will connect, showing not just that we can heal ourselves from even the most serious conditions, but that we’re designed to do so — and that, at its core, it’s actually very simple.

      So why is it so hard for us to believe? Especially when we already know the body has an incredible ability to heal? We’ve all seen “spontaneous healing” in action. Cuts, bruises, broken bones, surgical incisions — they heal. We endure flu, pneumonia, migraines, bronchitis, nosebleeds, stomach upsets — all eventually disappear.

      We recover from surgeries and injuries, sometimes shocking ones, and marvel at the resilience of the human body. Yet we rarely stop to think how the healing actually happens. Why? Because it’s what the body does. Such recoveries seem commonplace, not miraculous. We expect that after cutting open a brain or a heart, transplanting an organ, losing a limb, crushing a pelvis, sustaining a head injury with multiple internal traumas, or even undergoing a full sex change, the body will heal. We take it for granted.
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