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Dedicated to my mom, Judith Hunter McCann


FOREWORD

by Molly Buzdon, MD

I was fortunate to meet Hilary years ago after I moved to New Hampshire in 2007. Although my formal surgical training has been in the Western tradition, I have been interested in alternative forms of medicine, and have had the good fortune to count among my friends a number of people who can view and help heal the human body in other ways than I. I was drawn to Hilary’s boundless energy, enthusiasm, and powers she has to perceive that which is not physically apparent, but hiding under layers of buried traumas, fighting to stay hidden. At a young age, my son told me that he was struggling with a stressful situation that was affecting his overall well-being. When traditional therapies had not alleviated the problem, I introduced him to Hilary. She was able to navigate my son through uncharted grief in a manner that was profoundly helpful. My son shares a special bond with Hilary and still requests occasional energy “tune-ups.” I myself have had a number of sessions with Hilary. I always benefit from the beautiful energy that flows out of our meetings. I often end with cleansing tears which provide a major release, leaving me more insightful, calm, and at peace.

I have always thought that the Western view of medicine leaves out too many important variables that can affect a patient’s ability to heal. In my field of general surgery, the same operation can have different outcomes. I believe this can be due to different physical or mental shifts in energy. I still recall a case when I was an intern in my first year of general surgery training. An elderly gentleman was admitted with abdominal pain. He had recently lost his wife of over fifty years. An operation was being performed to investigate his abnormal CT scan finding. When my attending surgeon performed the laparotomy, looking into the abdominal cavity, cancer was seen studding all the organs. Often times, metastatic cancer can be nearly invisible on imaging studies, only apparent as small little nodules on the surface of the liver and the surrounding organs. The surgeon closed the abdomen and once the patient awoke a short time later, he gently gave the patient the diagnosis of metastatic cancer, probably arising from the stomach. I remember the patient’s peaceful attitude, and when given the options of further treatment, he emphatically expressed that he did not want to pursue any further treatment. He requested a DNR, a do not resuscitate order. The next day, his lab values showed his kidneys and clotting system basically stopped working. His oxygen level dropped, indicating his lung function was declining rapidly. There was no reason for this to happen so quickly other than that he had simply decided that he did not want to live any longer. I remembered how alarmed I was at this. I wanted to try to repair all of these organ systems, but he as a single entity had already made up his mind that he did not want to live anymore. He expired the following day. My rational brain could not understand how this could happen. As physicians, we are trained to support patients and do what we can to make them better, but in the end, it is not the physician who decides if a patient lives or dies. Our most important job is determining what the patient really wants.

The entire field of medicine continues to change through leaps and bounds with advances in technology and new medications and drugs designed to cure or at least beat back cancers that have seemingly taken over the body. As we learn and discover more, I hope we also become more aware of the invisible energy that surrounds us and the part it plays in our healing and connection with ourselves and each other.


PROLOGUE

Alone in this world, each of us carried our personal medicines.

Long ago we came together, and one of us in each tribe carried the medicine. The remedies were in sacks and satchels. The memories of generations of healing wisdom existed in the heart and the mind of the medicine person.

Now, our tribes are too big to hold us together; we are alone again. This is the time to restore the memories of how we heal ourselves. Each of us has the good medicine of wisdom from our own beginnings. Our bodies hold the wisdom of our own health. We are always healing, from our starting moment to our finish line.

I’ve been collecting my remedies, too. The remedies were revealed as my prescription for health for myself and for the ones who work with me. I’ve gathered them together for you in this book.

I found medicine bottles in the doctor’s bag my grandmother carried to her patients’ house calls. The bottles seemed empty at first. They are full of knowing and remembering that I belong to a family who has held the medicine for the tribe.

Take what you need from these pages, refill these bottles, and reclaim your own healing. Maybe you want to carry the medicine, too.
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Energy medicine in health care has become more popular since I began my practice. As I prepared to explain this to a new client, Dr. Chase, a leading surgeon in the Boston area, it occurred to me that it was no longer necessary to say this is a healing art “widely received” in health care when many of my clients were medical doctors themselves. My schedule is filled by licensed therapists, health-care practitioners, and registered nurses. In fact, Dr. Chase was recommended to me through her colleague.

“Just so you know,” I told Dr. Chase when we met, “I never diagnose or interfere with medical recommendations.”

“Yes, I read that on your intake page,” she said with no hint of resistance or even skepticism in her voice.

“Humans have written about the subtle energy fields that surround all living beings for thousands of years,” I began. “Historically, human energy has been depicted in many ways—from spinning wheels of light called chakras in Sanskrit, to a cocoon of heat known as the aura. Artistic depictions of halos are inspired by the glow of heightened energy around a person’s crown. The energy field exists in the lexicon of many cultures.”

Dr. Chase nodded.

“When I was first introduced to energy healing, I felt entirely disoriented. No one had ever told me about this stuff as a child,” I explained. “But my job involves connecting with this subtle but powerful field. When I work, my hands feel the warmth and gentle shifts right around the body, like the sensation of a magnet being pulled toward or repelled by an object. Meanwhile, my heart filters waves of joy and grief as well as impressions beyond words.”

Dr. Chase listened.

“I’ll try to communicate what comes through clearly—I mostly focus on the sensation in my hands. There is always useful healing information available,” I said.

I invited Dr. Chase to take her shoes off to recline on the massage table in my office.

“I’m going to be moving my hands about eight inches above the surface of your body, starting at your feet, including your shins, and then your knees, your abdominal area, your neck and forehead and crown area. If you see my hands in the air, I’m balancing, clearing, receiving information . . . it’s hard to describe, I’m just doing the energy work.”

Then I paused, searching for the right words, but the doctor put up her hand playfully as if to say stop.

“You don’t need to explain all this to me,” she smiled. “I’m a surgeon. I witness this energy all the time.”

“You do?” I chimed back.

“Yes. In the operating room, I always sense an undeniable presence. It’s uncanny,” the surgeon explained, “as if my anesthetized patient’s energy is present in the room and around me while I work. It’s very protective. I have no question about this energy stuff. I get it, and I believe in it. That’s why I’m here.”

“Good,” I said, “then let’s get started.”

After that, I was free to do my work.


There is so much more than skin that holds me together.

—Michael Scrogin


chapter 1

THE HOUSE CALL

Please say yes to the tea and cookies when you’re offered,” my grandmother instructed as she drove us down Spring Street. “I’ll need you to wait in Mrs. Waverly’s kitchen while I examine her eyes in the living room.”

“But I don’t drink tea,” I reminded her with a smile. “Can I have chocolate milk?” Grammy, who was known in this town as Dr. Hunter, was taking me on a house call in 1978.

“Maybe they’ll have some milk. You can ask. But the tea will already be waiting. I may be with Mrs. Waverly for quite a few minutes. Mr. Waverly called me early this morning. He’s very concerned about her sight. She has glaucoma and is complaining about headaches. I need to rule out a few complications.” She spoke in a way that made me feel grown up. I had no idea what glaucoma was, and to “rule out” sounded like an expression serious enough to stop arguing about tea.

We arrived at the Waverlys’ house. I stood next to my grandmother in my green Izod shirt and red sneakers as she firmly held my left hand while carrying her doctor’s bag in her other hand. Grammy was dressed up, as usual, in a tailored skirt and a silk blouse with sensible heels. She let me ring the doorbell.

Mr. and Mrs. Waverly answered the door together expectantly. My grandmother immediately walked through the room with her patient. I sat down at the kitchen table. Waiting for me was a full pot of tea, a teacup, a pitcher of cream, a bowl of sugar, and a plate of gingersnap cookies. Mr. Waverly asked me about my school vacation and mentioned how much he appreciated these doctor’s visits for his wife. I thought about how this was the best way to spend a vacation. I liked being out of school. I really liked seeing another world beyond my life in third grade.

“I like going to work with my Grammy,” I answered.

A long time passed, and maybe it was all the caffeine and sugar, but I began to feel jittery and didn’t finish the last cookie. Mr. Waverly worked at the sink as I began to wonder if “glaucoma” was even more serious than I imagined. What did she say about complications? I didn’t hear any voices from the next room. Where did they go? I wanted to press my ear to the dining room door, but I thought that would be too childish.

“Could you do me a favor?” Mr. Waverly asked as he slowly brought my empty teacup to the sink. I nodded.

“Pixie is hungry, could you get her food from the breezeway?” Pixie must have known her own name because a gray cat, who I’d mistaken for a life-size figurine, pounced down from the shelf to follow me to her dish.

As I fed the cat, I forgot to watch the clock, and before I knew it the door swung open. I turned with surprise as Mrs. Waverly returned.

“Thank you, Doc,” she smiled, holding the door for Grammy.

“Just keep the compressions on for an hour during the evening, for six nights,” my grandmother instructed as she followed Mrs. Waverly.

I stood by the front door, eager to wave goodbye. But Mr. Waverly offered more tea and my grandmother accepted. We visited for another ten minutes before it was time for the two of us to leave for her office on Main Street.

Back in the car, my grandmother gently thanked me. “It’s good to have you on these house calls. Children bring joy, you know. I like to check on my patients’ health, but also, I get to check in on their whole life.”

Nodding my head at nine years old, I wondered to myself, What’s the difference?

 

THE GOOD MEDICINE OF GENUINE PATIENCE

Medicine Bottle #1
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THE HOUSE CALL

When I was only nine years old, I wanted to listen through the Waverlys’ door to hear my grandmother’s voice. But I didn’t dare try for fear it would be too childish.

But what if I had pressed my ear against the door?

What would I hear? And why did the appointment take so much time?

What would happen if you had plenty of time to discuss your health with your provider of care? List three topics you’d want to discuss with your doctor to check up on the whole of you.
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This is your prescription for the Good Medicine of Genuine Patience.

May experience a calming sensation and increased listening skills when you allow focus on your own health.


chapter 2

THE KNEE AND THE EAR

Clara and her mother arrived in my office seeking help for Clara’s sleep issues and chronic knee pain. She was six years old. When I asked Clara what she thought she may need to sleep better, she quickly listed: pink bedding, a draped canopy, and a blue crystal at her bedside. We adventured into her imagination for a better night’s sleep. We pretended it was bedtime. As her eyes closed and her breathing deepened, she was believably asleep, and then she giggled a little chirp, and we all laughed together. We practiced this several more times.

I asked Clara to please try to stay asleep at night because a good night’s sleep will help her grow strong. After clearing the area of her sixth chakra which had been blocked, we gave her mom a list of ideas to transform her bed into a princess’ lair. It was a light and relaxing session that vibrationally matched Clara’s youthful essence.

The sixth chakra is located beneath the forehead, and it connects the mind to body consciousness. As Clara’s forehead acted like a magnet pulling me to her sixth chakra, I considered this must be a particularly important chakra area for unstable sleep habits. A blocked chakra feels dense, like a humid breeze, where an unblocked chakra can feel like it’s emitting energy freely, like the fresh air after a thunderstorm.

As I began to write notes to wrap up the session, Clara’s mom reminded me to check in about her daughter’s knee issue. I was so enveloped in the sleep issue, I was grateful for her mom’s reminder. I put my hands over Clara’s right knee.

Keeping the conversation light as I concentrated on the knee, I asked Clara to talk more about sleep and describe the best dreams she could imagine. While I listened to Clara’s songlike description of a princess land, I felt a buzzing warmth around her knee, a sensation I associated with molecular healing in the affected area. I paid attention and put my hand right over the kneecap.

Then something strange happened to me. My left ear began to throb. It was the inner ear, and it was distracting me. The sensation pulsed enough to cause me to shift my jaw back and forth to alleviate the pain. It subsided as I focused on the knee. Then my ear hurt again. I pulled my hands away and felt some relief. When I concentrated back to Clara’s knee, my ear again began to throb.

This cycle repeated for three long minutes. Clara’s mom sat across from me, watching intently as her six-year-old was relaxing with her eyes closed. Her mom must have noticed my odd twists and head tilts. I couldn’t believe my ear was hurting when I only had a few more minutes left with Clara. I prepared to dismiss myself from the room to take a minute to pull and tug and massage my ear. Right at the moment I was getting ready to walk out of the room to check my ear, I remembered, wait, this is about Clara’s body communicating with me.

It’s called clairsentience. I’ve experienced it with other clients, too— stomachaches, headaches, joint pain, and even emotional pain. It’s what I now call blueprinting—laying a picture of the client’s body over my body to point out an exact area needing attention. It’s always a spontaneous event. I don’t intend it, and I can not conjure it. It’s not a reliable technique; it just happens. That’s why it surprises me, every single time, and I’m always initially confused, assuming I’m having my own physical body event.

A year earlier, I had left my office a total of five times during a session to remove a piece of glass that wasn’t actually in my toe. A new client had booked an appointment to address her symptoms of Lyme disease, and it’s noteworthy that she was still wearing shoes when I shook her hand in greeting. I kept excusing myself to the hallway to check for blood on my big toe. I was experiencing sharp pain. I was sure there was glass in my shoe. Finally, with no evidence of blood, no wound, and no glass in my toe, I considered the possibility of clairsentience.

I finally asked my client about her toe, and she simply replied, “It’s been badly infected for a long time.” In fact, it was so chronically infected, she connected it metaphysically to a deep resentment toward her previous abusive marriage. Her intuition was abundant around this toe. She opened up and began talking about her ex-husband, the abuse, and her constant pain. But I was concerned about the actual infection being addressed by a medical doctor, since I could feel it myself, and it was painful.

As soon as this new client acknowledged her own infection, my toe felt like my own again, healthy and pain-free, and we got to some productive energy healing around Lyme disease, her ex-spouse, and her toe infection. It was as if her toe was shouting, “Pay attention to me first! Please help!”

Now with Clara’s ear, I had a similarly intense experience.

My left ear throbbed each time I brought my hands near Clara’s knee. After my initial confusion, I cleared my mind of expectations, because I am not diagnosing—I am simply following the sensation to address the pain. I’m listening to Clara’s body with my whole body.

I finally asked Clara’s mom, “What’s going on with Clara’s ears? Especially her left ear? I’m focusing on her knee, and all I can feel is a painful sensation pulling my attention to the ear. Has she had an ear infection?”

Without pause, she replied, “Clara has had about sixteen ear infections throughout her life.”

I walked toward Clara’s head and hovered my hands around her ears. Perhaps her ears were saying, “Me first, me first,” too.

“Does she have an ear infection now?” I wondered out loud to her mom. It was nice having a living earthly guide standing right next to me. That’s really what a good parent is in the highest sense: a human guardian angel.

“Not that I know of,” she answered thoughtfully.

Then my knee began to gently ache and that pulled my attention away from Clara’s ears.

I went back to the knee and my ear hurt again. I repeated this until I decided to conclude that the knee issue was connected to the ear issue.

But that is about all I knew. I had no further knowledge and could offer no opinion and no hypothesis. It’s not my job. My job is to connect, listen, and clear with energy healing. Clara’s energy field gave me a couple strong clues to take to the chiropractor down the hallway. I felt grateful to be part of an integrative medical office where practitioners all work together. Usually we’re all busy with office doors kept closed doing our work—but the nature of this working environment requires that we seek to share and help each other whenever possible. At this moment, my ear hurt and I was professionally stumped, but just because I couldn’t interpret the connection between a throbbing ear and a sore knee, that didn’t mean Clara was at a roadblock. Collaboration is vital. I would gather more resources.

As I zipped down the hall from the old building to the new wing, I hoped the doctor would see me for a quick interchange. Chiropractors are generally open to the wonders of the energy body. In fact, the chiropractors I’ve talked to describe good energy flow as crucial for proper alignment, which is a major factor in authentic health. The truth at that moment was that I really didn’t care if our chiropractor believed me or not. I would be translating for a six-year-old girl’s wisdom body as it succinctly communicated to me, “If you want to help my knee, then help my ear.” I needed to try.
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Chiropractors know ears really well. Ears require structural alignment to perform correctly. When my first son was three years old, we spent a whole night in our hospital’s emergency room because he was crying and vomiting and reported that his face hurt. The ER doctor confirmed an ear infection and prescribed antibiotics. At four in the morning, I picked up the prescription, but by nine o’clock my son still couldn’t ingest it with his nausea. Frankly, that was fine with me because the sun had risen, and I could take him to his primary care practitioner, whom I’ll call Elisabeth.

I remain 100 percent grateful to the emergency physician from the night before. This ER doctor’s calm presence and gentle approach when, in the middle of the night, I was terrified by all the possible reasons my son’s whole head could be experiencing acute pain, was my life line for those hours. His professional care, his keen diagnosis, and the prescription he wrote were what we needed to get through the night. He prescribed a dropper that reduces pain—an ibuprofen drug that goes directly into the ear, which worked well to mitigate the local pain. That morning in her office, Elisabeth reminded me to put garlic oil in my son’s ear to alleviate the infection. “If you can’t get to a chiropractor by this afternoon, begin the antibiotics,” she said firmly.

My chiropractor, Dr. Judy, lived thirty minutes away, and we had a family appointment scheduled in two days. Could this wait two days? I asked.

But Elisabeth shook her head, “You need to find a chiropractor in the next couple of hours for this ear infection or start the antibiotics right away. Your son has a bolus, red inflammation, in there.” She had the ear scope lit and shining right into the infected ear. “And once you start the antibiotic, you need to finish the whole cycle. Don’t stop just because the symptoms subside. Plus, you’ll need to give him a strong probiotic, too.”

As I thought about getting doses of medicine into my little child every day for two weeks, my motivation to find an available chiropractor in the area grew quickly—even in my sleep-deprived state. I called Dr. Judy. She answered her own office phone and immediately offered to help my son if I could arrive in the next hour.

My son was whimpering when we left New Hampshire and drove across the Massachusetts border, but the pain drops and garlic were helping, and soon he fell asleep. I dreaded waking his exhausted body to bring him into her office. She has a beautiful brick building hidden behind a wall of lilac bushes. I had almost succeeded in carrying his sleepy body inside when we were greeted by Dr. Judy’s two fluffy, bouncy, standard poodles with barks loud enough to wake my son fully.

My son clung to my shoulders and tucked his head to my neck as I sat among the other patients in the waiting area. Right away, Dr. Judy stepped out and asked us to come in. We were the most recent patients to arrive in the full room, but the first to be seen by the doctor. I looked back apologetically at the others waiting quietly and felt a generosity of spirit from the whole group. Kindness really does help the hardest days along.

I didn’t know what I expected regarding the treatment. I wondered if the chiropractor was going to adjust his neck with an undeniable crack like she did for me. Once I was face-to-face with Dr. Judy, I was delighted to discover that she was merely going to be using a pen-like compressor around my son’s ear.

It happened in less than two minutes. “Click, click, click, click, click . . .”

“OK,” said Dr. Judy confidently, “he should be feeling better shortly. Call me, and I’ll do it again tomorrow if he’s not all clear by tonight.” I couldn’t rationalize how a few clicks could offset the painful inflammation that had tormented him through the night.

As I quickly wrote out a check, my son walked back through the waiting room. Ten strides ahead of me now, he stopped and turned and asked, “Can you taste that, Mom?”

“No, buddy,” I was chasing him as he ran to the exit, “I can’t taste what you taste.”

“It’s dat stuff in my ear,” he said in his three-year-old way.

“Oh, the garlic,” I said, “How does your ear feel now?”

“All better, let’s go out,” he exclaimed.

I looked back at Dr. Judy with no words except a hand over my mouth to keep me from crying out with gratitude. With a waiting room of people as my witnesses, I experienced one of the fastest transformations from sickness to health I’d ever seen.
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Chiropractors know about ear infections. When I approached my colleague down the hallway, she was fortuitously available at her desk. I explained that Clara was six years old and, according to her mom, had had sixteen ear infections. I added that Clara’s left knee hurt to the point where she was scheduled to see a rheumatologist in Boston. I described connecting “energetically” to her knee, and how her body kept demanding to express, “the knee pain is connected to the ear pain.”

“Does any of this make sense?” I asked.

Without hesitation, Dr. Kursten simply answered, “Absolutely.”

I took a step back in relief and listened as she methodically hypothesized that Clara didn’t have sixteen ear infections but, more likely, she explained, one life-long ear infection that had never fully cleared. As a six-year-old, Clara’s body may have adjusted off center, which could cause undue stress on that knee. Basically, the ear infection had thrown off her fundamental balance and alignment.

I rushed back down the hallway to Clara and her mom.

When I came back into my room, Clara was playing with the stones in the zen garden tray on a side table. “I was stumped,” I said, “but I may have an answer for you.”

“Really?” Clara’s mom perked up with an inquisitive smile.

“It’s possible that the ear infection has created a misalignment of Clara’s body that has somehow put an undue burden on her left knee.” I continued to tell the whole explanation given by Dr. Kursten. I offered to introduce Clara to Dr. Kursten, and we walked down the hall together. When we arrived in her office, Dr. Kursten got down on her knees to Clara’s level and explained that she was “the mommy of twin girls the same age.” Clara’s mom gave me a warm hopeful smile as I excused myself to get back to my office to prepare for my next client. Then I turned back, thinking twice, and gave Clara a hug.

“Thank you, Clara. You are one smart girl, and I learned a lot from you today.” I smiled and we waved goodbye to each other as she held her mom’s hand.

When I followed up with Clara two months later, her mom reported that her knee pain was gone and the rheumatologist gave her an all-clear prognosis. Now, years later, Clara’s mom told me her daughter has not had an ear infection since that day.

 

THE GOOD MEDICINE OF COLLABORATION

Medicine Bottle #2

[image: image]

THE KNEE AND THE EAR

One powerful lesson from Clara’s session involved reaching out to others for help. And another important lesson is about being available when people reach out to you for help.

When Dr. Kurston got on her knees to meet Clara eye to eye, she was intentionally connecting with her on a deeper level.

For this dose of good medicine, go out of your way to see someone eye to eye who needs your attention: a friend, a younger child, a student, a patient, a client, a customer, a pet, a loved one, a family member, or a neighbor.

How does connection enrich your abilities to help others? List three ways you can make a difference in someone else’s life with your talents and abilities.
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This is your prescription for the Good Medicine of Collaboration.

May experience faster results and sudden urges to become active in solutions. Daily intake is appropriate.


chapter 3

VITAL SIGNS

The morning was cloudless and the bright autumn sky ignited the New Hampshire foliage. The visitor parking lot was full by seven o’clock. The hospital’s educational coordinator told me to expect sixty attendants for this morning’s lecture. With both hands full of materials, I briskly passed the front desk attendant and waited for the elevator. Up I went. I knew my way to the wards in this hospital: obstetric, pediatric, acute care, internal medicine. But where was the educational room located? As if by habit, I went up to the third floor, looked at the nurses’ station, reconsidered my location, and went down the elevator. There was a map on the panel wall that showed my event location was to the right, just a few steps away from the front entrance. It occurred to me that I was more comfortable on the hospital floors with patient rooms than in the big meeting areas where I was expected to speak to an audience. I always looked forward to my hands-on energy work, but this morning at the hospital my job was to describe energy healing.

Portsmouth Regional Hospital was the first American hospital to offer energy healing in the form of Reiki. I expected my talk would be well received, but I was still outside my comfort zone describing energy healing to a large group.

By eight o’clock, the room smelled like coffee and was filled with friendly chatter that sounded like everybody was ready for a party. A nurse administrator introduced me. “Please welcome Hilary Crowley, who is here to speak about Energy Medicine and the Intelligent Healing Body,” she said. The group greeted me with quiet acceptance as I noted a particular sort of curiosity settling into the room.

“Thank you for including me here at this hospital. I’ve always felt at home in hospitals,” I began. “This morning, I get to speak on a topic I’m passionate about in this setting, where I’ve actually been both a patient and a caregiver.

“I love my work, and I’m grateful to talk about being an energy worker in an integrative setting. I want to start by answering this question: What in the world is energy work in an integrative setting?”

A few people in the audience gave encouraging shrugs as I continued.

“These ancient practices of the laying on of hands, studying energy centers, mapping paths in the body, and connecting the physical to the nonphysical, have emerged to a level of popularity that has raised a collective curiosity in health care.

“But why has it become popular? In my experience, the answer is simple: because often when energy healing is involved, patients report to feel better. Feeling better matters. Energy medicine, in all forms, remains on the margins of medicine, and maybe that’s the best place for it to dwell. Starting with the glaring omission from the health insurance payment system, energy medicine is not fully validated.” I kept talking as the audience sipped more coffee.

“Being in the proverbial ‘alternative’ role,” I continued, including the air-quotes with my fingers, “is like sitting on the playground wall watching the popular kids play kickball. We may be asked to play, we may not. But we are present for the game. Even just to watch until we have access to the field. In this corner of health care, my clients tend to be open-minded, yet skeptical. It’s an important word. Not cynical, but skeptical. Cynical is defined as ‘distrustful of human sincerity and integrity.’ Skeptical means ‘not easily convinced, having doubts, or reservations.’ I value skepticism.

“We need to care about the outcome and not be easily convinced. I’m only here in my career to assist each and every client in their own healing abilities.

“Recently, I found a popular article about the ‘highly debunked’ theory of life force energy as a medicine to cure disease and illness. The more I searched for scientific context for life force, the less researched substance I found. I was discouraged on behalf of the patients and medical professionals that may be asking the same questions and seeing these same sources.

“Nevertheless, even without enough present scientific data yet to show, this is my passion, and I push through my own skepticism because the benefits are profound—I teach about how utterly valid this question ‘does the body’s energy force matter?’ actually is. I’ve been a student of this question my whole life. I look forward to this work someday being validated in the medical community. But for my purposes, it’s just been a matter of helping one person at a time.
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