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  Advanced Praise for Katina I. Makris’s

  Out of the Woods: Healing Lyme Disease–Body, Mind, and Spirit

  “If you or a loved one has Lyme disease you will find yourself resonating with Katina’s honest, vivid, and beautifully written prose. Her ability to triumph over this illness and also embrace the journey of personal transformation is a lesson for us all. Out of the Woods reaches into the core of what true healing fully entails, touching upon life’s deepest meanings.

  —Neil Nathan MD

  Gordon Medical Associates

  Author of Healing is Possible: New Hope for Chronic Fatigue

  Katina Makris’s Out of the Woods is a true healing journey that brings to light the intense personal experience of Lyme disease. Filled with hope, encouragement, and a unique insight into this complex illness.

  —Staci Grodin

  President, Tick Borne Disease Alliance, www.tbdalliance.org

  Katina Makris has written a beautiful book about her healing journey after Lyme and other tick-borne disease brought her life to a halt. The story is special because Katina recovered her health through the emerging techniques of integrative and complementary medicine. Patients who remain ill from tick-borne disease after standard antibiotic treatment will be inspired and encouraged by Katina’s relentless, ultimately successful, strategy for regaining her life. A tale of courage and grit.

  —Pamela Weintraub

  Author of Cure Unknown: Inside the Lyme Epidemic

  . . . Lovely, evocative nature writing is interwoven with the accurate portrayal of the insidious onset and, when fully expressed, debilitating impact of the illness on her functioning and how it affected those she loves. The reader is drawn in to the story she weaves, anxious to know the outcome for her and those close to her. Her tale demonstrates that there can be many paths to wellness and that spiritual faith, determination, and a sense of hope can be at least as important to healing as physical “medicaments.”

  —Kenneth B. Liegner, M.D.

  When talking with patients about healing from TBD, I find myself sharing Katina’s journey as an example of the way to get their life back. In Out of the Woods, Katina opens her heart and shares with the reader the path to healing, and her faith, which led to her recovery. Katina continues to be a beacon of light, encouraging those who are ill and in despair to reach further into themselves to heal all levels of their being—body, mind, and spirit.

  —Mara Williams, RN, MSN, ANP-BC, author of Nature’s Dirty Needle and founder of Inanna House

  Katina Makris is fast becoming the voice, face, and conscience of the Lyme disease struggle in the US. Her healing words add a much-needed dose of spirituality to a community looking for answers.

  —Gregg Kirk

  Founder of the Ticked Off Music Fest

  Out of the Woods is as gripping as a novel, smart as the best self-help manuals, and infused with sacred truth as well. This triumphant tale of medical disaster and recovery is much more than exceptionally useful. The author’s poetic writing style transforms an already excellent human-interest story into a fountain of profound inspiration. Thousands will read this book seeking information, and end up seeing life in a whole new, healing way.

  —Lonny J. Brown, PhD

  Holistic Health Counselor and the author of Enlightenment In Our Time

  Lying in bed wondering minute by minute if I am going to make it or not, I couldn’t read, watch TV, listen to music, but somehow had a magnetic pull towards this book. Instantly, as I read Katina’s story, I felt a mirror of my life which gave me my first sign of hope. It’s not just the disease that attracted me, it was the enhanced understanding of the connection of what life truly is. Thank you, Katina, for pushing me further into the gift I can now call Lyme to better live each and every day to its fullest.

  —Bethany White Wing

  Stylist HBO Productions

  This book was a game-changer for me. I wish it was available sooner so I could have avoided the damage that antibiotics did to my body. I was inspired by Katina and now am on a more natural path to wellness.

  —Ann Goldman

  For those of us still in the woods, this book is a brilliant ray of hope and inspiration. Have you seen Katina’s goddess-like smile and vigor of life? Can you imagine she once was more dead than alive? She is my hero and Out of the Woods the bible that will lead me back to living.

  —Sophia Basan

  Out of the Woods was the first book I had read after losing my Mom from complications of late stage Lyme. It was heartbreaking to read that Katina’s story and suffering was similar to my mom’s, but I was inspired by Katina’s outlook. Despite seeing her world crumble around her, Katina kept her positive attitude that guided her to her healing. A true story of hope for anyone battling with this horrendous illness.

  —Michele and Ken Miller

  Central Mass Lyme Foundation

  Out of the Woods is a must-read for the Lyme affected. Katina Makris eloquently depicts the mind-set, fortitude, and dedication necessary to overcome the chronic form of this illness.

  —Geordie Thomson, MD

  Many mind-sets are required to unravel the spirochete’s secrets; the mind-body connection is so worthy of ongoing investigation. [Makris] beautifully reveals her hard work and courage . . . shying away from nothing much.

  —L. Frances, MD

  Like a familiar old friend who understands the journey, this book is a wonderful tool that gives permission to grieve then find your way back to your “new normal.” It leaves you well equipped to once again find balance and quality of life. I couldn’t stop turning pages.”

  —Trish McCleary

  Founder, S.L.A.M. (Sturbridge Lyme Awareness of Massachusetts)

  Katina Makris has written a most enlightening book. Her story of regaining her health from chronic Lyme disease is both provocative and deeply meaningful. It touches everyone who has ever faced healing challenges: physical, emotional, or spiritual.

  —Meredith Young-Sowers, DDiv

  Founder and Director, Stillpoint School of Integrative Life Healing, Author, Agartha: A Journey to the Stars and Spirit Heals: Core Teachings and Practices

  A must read for any Chronic Lyme disease sufferer. This book is jam-packed full of honesty, humor, and hope. I read this book during one of my darkest hours. It provided me with that faint glimmer of light at the end of the tunnel, encouraging me to push onward.

  —Christine Moore (misdiagnosed with MS of 18 years)

  Out of the Woods has saved my life. Without Katina’s nurturing words I would still be lost in the throes of Lyme disease. I thought I could wait to heal my emotions and spirit and just work on the physical ailments. I was so wrong. This book helped me gather the strength to get me on the way back to my life. I thought hate and anger were the “normal” me now, but after reading Out of the Woods new visions have opened and I see a bright future.

  —Zina Ruben

  This book opened my eyes to what I was dealing with. Many of the symptoms that Katina experienced, I was experiencing. It truly saved my life and gave me hope for a cure, for healing.

  —Lynn O’Hearn

  Katina’s book is a heartfelt, well written account of her journey of suffering, diagnoses, treatment, and recovery from a long struggle with Lyme Disease. If you or someone you know has symptoms or has been diagnosed with Lyme Disease, I highly recommend this book as it will be a very enlightening and educational read in helping you understand you are not alone on this journey of awakening to what Lyme Disease is, and you will learn how to be proactive in your treatment. Better days will come.

  —Michelle Fontaine (Lyme Warrior)

  I borrowed Out of the Woods shortly after I was diagnosed with Lyme. It was the first book I read and information I got beside from my doctor. It showed me how serious this disease is and it gave me hope. I also realized that as bad as I felt, it could have been worse. I was lucky enough to find out what was/is wrong with me after only three years. [Out of the Woods] has been an inspiration to me. It has also illustrated to me that I can continue to improve.

  —Lisa Silver

  Katina offers inspiration and strategies for those dealing with an illness that stumps physicians and scientists alike. While the medical/political debate continues, support for those suffering is few and far between. Katina’s message offers encouragement and suggestions that span multiple therapeutic approaches. She stays current and vigilant while reaching out to the top specialists in the country on LymeLight radio. We need more people speaking up for those who cannot, who remain suffering in isolation from tick-borne illnesses. Katina’s intellect and elegance allow her to communicate on multiple platforms with grace. Kudos to Katina for helping bring the understanding of this illness to an important tipping point.

  —Susan Nichter

  Professor, Suffolk University

  In her riveting personal narrative, Out of the Woods, Katina powerfully conveys her transformative journey of healing from entrenched misdiagnosed Lyme disease. Katina brings deep knowledge, compassion, and inspiration to those suffering with Lyme disease, a burgeoning worldwide health epidemic. By shining insight on the difficulties in diagnosing and treating this complex and often debilitating illness, Katina offers beacons of hope to those striving to recover and realign body, mind, and spirit.

  —Nancy Dougherty

  Leadership Gifts Development Officer, The Lyme Disease Research Foundation

  Katina is a wonderfully compelling speaker and compassionate author about healing from Lyme disease. Her story is more about winning at life than falling victim to a crippling illness.

  —Robbie Vorhaus

  Author, inspirational speaker, columnist, teacher, and CNN and CNBC contributor, communications strategist.

  Katina Makris is a gifted author and speaker. Once I started reading her book, I couldn’t put it down and before I finished it I had booked her for my radio show. She was so well received by my listeners that I invited her back for a second show. She can hold an audience with both her written and spoken words and has something important and interesting to say.

  —Irene Conlan, M.S.N, PH.D

  Host of The Self Improvement Show

  Out of the Woods is a thoughtfully written and easy to read book. Katina Makris tells an important story, especially for those who don’t know what living with Lyme is like. And for those who do know about living with Lyme, it is inspirational to know that one can lose it all to Lyme and then reclaim one’s life.

  —Cynthia Leonard

  Rotary Club President, Providence, RI

  A very helpful book . . . to describe what it means to heal holistically, starting with taking responsibility for our own healing, when Western Medicine falls way short in diagnosing and treating this dreadful disease with its common co-infections. Without books like this, most lyme-sufferers (after one to two rounds of antibiotics) are condemned to developing what’s often (wrongly) labeled fybromyalgia, lupus, and other auto-immune disease, for which doctors have no cure, but which are known to be progressively disabling. Yet, healing is possible! This book gives hope, by way of the author’s very own experience and example.

  —L. Bauer-Freitag

  Author of Healing: The Emerging Holistic Paradigm

  This book is giving all of the chronic Lyme community a voice, and giving hope when so many are hopeless.

  —Lyme Pixie

  Katina does an excellent job with this book relating the story of thousands all over the world suffering from this illness. I realize that people who are not afflicted would never understand the depths of this illness, and my hope is the ones who are not afflicted will never know. Katina points out SPIRTUALITY YOU MUST RECONNECT. . . . It is a must read!

  —Tessa McCall

  This book enlightened and delighted me. It is rare that any author can reach so deeply in the hearts and minds of her readers, and walk them through her journey. Vivid, lucid, beautiful language, a story that so many of use relate to. I laughed, I cried, but lost in her pages, I found hope.

  —Alicia Campanella

  Florida State National Park Ranger
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  Dedication

  In the telling of this story, I came to realize how grateful I am for the deep wellspring of inner resources I bear. I feel the need to honor my late father, George C. Makris, for instilling me with a powerful attunement to the gift of resiliency. I dedicate this book to him.


  Foreword

  Lyme disease is the number one spreading vector-borne epidemic worldwide, and mimics common illnesses such as chronic fatigue syndrome/myalgic encephalomyelitis, fibromyalgia, autoimmune diseases like multiple sclerosis, as well as numerous psychiatric disorders. Unreliable blood tests combined with a debate among medical professionals regarding the proper diagnosis and treatment of Lyme disease has resulted in millions of individuals going undiagnosed for long periods of time with disabling symptoms. Patients often tell me the same story. They go to multiple health-care providers looking for answers for their chronic fatigue, migratory joint and muscle pain, nerve pain, headaches, insomnia, and memory/concentration problems. They ultimately discover after years of suffering with debilitating symptoms, oftentimes resulting in losing their faculties and jobs, and disrupting their relationships with family and friends, that Lyme and associated tick-borne diseases were responsible for their illness.

  Out of the Woods gives hope and inspiration to those affected by this epidemic. Patients often tell me of their confusion, despair, and broken spirit after being told that there is nothing wrong with them, and that it is all “in their head.” Katina’s story of using her life-altering struggles with Lyme disease as a healing journey helps us to see how difficult circumstances can be transformed, and how a deep commitment to healing can end in triumph. With eloquence, bravery, and intimate honesty, this is a heartwarming story with glimpses into how working with the mind, body, and spirit can help us to transform our experience into one of personal growth and, ultimately, success.

  
    Dr. Richard Horowitz, February 5, 2014

    Hyde Park, NY

    Author of Why Can’t I Get Better?

    Solving the Mystery of Lyme and Chronic Disease

    Founding Member of ILADS

  


  Preface

  I first stumbled across Lyme disease in the mid-1990s, while practicing medicine in Springfield, Missouri. A few patients came into my office with odd, almost inexplicable symptoms: overwhelming fatigue, intense cognitive impairment (“brain fog”; loss of memory, concentration, and focus), numbness and tingling in places that did not make sense from a strictly neurological description, headaches, joint and muscle pain, muscle spasms and twitches, incapacitating anxiety and depression, stomach pains with nausea and vomiting, unusual visual impairments, heart palpitations, and specific symptoms suggesting compromise of specific nerves. These unfortunate individuals had seen lots of specialists, and were told repeatedly that these symptoms matched no known medical condition—so they were offered medications for anxiety and depression and sent off to suffer.

  Working in the field of integrative, holistic medicine, I became aware that rumors of a newly discovered condition called Lyme disease had begun to circulate. At that time, medical science and specialists were of little help in making that diagnosis. The only tests that even hinted at the presence of Lyme disease were the Western blot test and later the CD 57, both of which are, at best, indirect suggestions that Lyme disease is even possible. So we were left with the options of allowing these patients to deteriorate, untreated, or trying to use massive doses of antibiotics in the hope that we would see improvement over time. For a holistic physician, it was a difficult decision to contemplate the use of long-term antibiotics without guarantee of success, but what other choices did we have?

  To make this a bit dicier, virtually all of the infectious disease specialists who practiced in my area categorically denied the existence of Lyme disease. Despite the fact that the State Department of Health published regular material documenting hundreds of cases of Lyme disease, the specialists maintained that they had never seen a case.

  So, with minimal support from the medical profession or laboratories, we were faced with a growing tide of patients who came to us for help. For most of them, the antibiotics worked, often only after months, even years, of treatment, and most of my patients improved or recovered completely. It was obvious to me that this condition was real and treatable. More and more patients found their way to my office and I had to learn more about it.

  It turned out that Lyme disease was perhaps the most complicated infection we had ever seen. You may not be aware of this, but most bacteria have the ability to change their structure when they are threatened by the host’s defense system or antibiotics—and it turns out that the Lyme bacteria, which is a spirochete (similar to syphilis), can change back and forth from its customary spiral bacterial structure to a cell-wall-deficient structure to a microscopic cyst structure, to literally hide from the immune system or antibiotics. This means that treatment often requires chasing these changes because different antibiotics are necessary for each different structure.

  If that weren’t bad enough, it has become clear that this bacteria is not the only infectious agent injected into the body when bitten by a tick—other bacteria, notably Bartonella and Mycoplasma, can be acquired at the same time, as can the parasite Babesia, which is in the malaria family.

  If that weren’t bad enough, the weakening of the immune system deliberately caused by these infectious microbes allows previously dormant infections like viruses and chlamydia to reactivate, so that we now have a virtual cesspool of insidious microbes competing with each other for a piece of the host’s body, creating a maelstrom of infectious activity and setting off a profound release of inflammatory cytokines that the host desperately produces to try to deal with this, further contributing to the profoundly debilitating symptoms already set in motion.

  As more and more patients found the few physicians willing to try to come to grips with this complexity, we learned a lot more about things we needed to be aware of to improve our treatment. It became clear that it was not enough to give the correct antibiotics, but that we also had to provide support for the body’s ability to detoxify the waste products of the battle it was waging with these bugs because it turned out that those waste products produced similar symptoms to the diseases themselves! It also turned out that these toxins, as well as the infections themselves, inflamed the brain and pituitary gland, compromising the ability of the adrenals, thyroid, and sex hormones to function properly, adding even more symptoms and complexity to our treatment plan.

  So, fast-forward to 2014, now. The CDC has just announced that it had seriously underestimated the number of patients now suffering from chronic Lyme disease, admitting to at least three hundred thousand. While those of us who work in this field suspect this to be a very low estimate, at least one major health authority has at last announced that this is real, and it is officially an epidemic. We still do not have a decent test for the co-infections of Bartonella, Babesia, or their cousins. For example, there are twenty-seven known strains of Bartonella, and we have tests for only two of them. There are one hundred six known strains of Babesia, and we have tests for only two of them. Even for Lyme disease itself, we have now clearly identified several species of bacteria that are more common than we have thought, and we had no commercial tests for those, either.

  Lyme disease might be the most controversial disease of our generation (competing with autism, chronic fatigue syndrome, and fibromyalgia for that honor). Experts disagree as to what it is, what causes it, and how to treat it, leaving patients holding the proverbial bag. Insurance companies have used this controversy to deny treatment coverage, making the expensive antibiotic and herbal treatment programs a very expensive out-of-pocket process. As patients with this bewildering array of symptoms present themselves for diagnosis, the lack of agreement, or awareness, on the part of the medical profession has led to years of going from specialist to specialist with no diagnosis and no treatment. By the time we finally see these patients, they have exhausted their finances and are usually on disability, as they have not been able to work for quite some time. If all of this sounds pretty awful, there is no way around that fact—it is.

  There are quite a few good books that can help these unfortunate patients learn about Lyme disease and how to treat it properly, covering many of the areas I have alluded to above.

  However, the emotional and spiritual components of the illness have not received the same attention. What makes this book so special is that Katina has shared the intimate aspects of her journey with you. Her beautiful, graphic descriptions of her emotional roller-coaster ride will help thousands of others to know that they are not alone in their suffering. The profound, inexplicable sudden shifts from intense, incapacitating anxiety to the depths of despair are extremely common and affect most of our patients. The intensity of these feelings, and the sense of feeling completely out of control, at times even crazy, are almost universal.

  I have encouraged all of my patients to read this book as a way of both understanding what is happening to them and to know that indeed, others have had similar experiences and found a way to get through this to reach health again.

  One under-appreciated part of this journey is that this is an overwhelming illness—it causes profound fatigue and exhaustion and severe cognitive impairment and anxiety and depression and pain—so that it literally takes over the lives of those who have it, and the lives of their families who are trying to be helpful, but do not know how to do that. For those who suffer from Lyme disease and its co-infections, it is difficult to escape from the reality that this has taken over their lives, and they begin to live the life of illness. After even a few years, their lives, and those of their families, become consumed by this illness.

  Here again, Katina’s brave description of the spiritual component of her journey can serve as a road map toward health. It is a critical part of treatment that patients understand that they can get well, but it usually will require both emotional and spiritual bravery to face their inner demons and doubts and fears, what St. John described as the “dark night of the soul.”

  For those with the courage to make this journey, we have found that many rediscover the essence of themselves and find meaning in this process. I believe it is important to find the personal meaning of this illness for each person who has it, to reframe the disease not as a dark, meaningless void, but as an opportunity for growth and awareness. Those who have done so are never the same. Their compassion and empathy for others has grown exponentially.

  So, brave person, I commend you for picking up this book. If you or a loved one has Lyme disease, you will find yourself resonating with Katina’s honest, vivid, and beautifully written prose. Her ability to triumph over this illness and also embrace the journey of personal transformation is a lesson for us all. Out of the Woods reaches into the core of what true healing fully entails, touching upon life’s deepest meanings. It is my hope it will help you to understand what is happening to you and to know that you are not alone.

  
    My deepest wishes for a successful journey,

    Neil Nathan, MD

    Gordon Medical Associates

    Author of Healing Is Possible: New Hope for Chronic Fatigue, Fibromyalgia, Persistent Pain, and Other Chronic Illnesses
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  Namaste.

  Katina I. Makris, CCH, CIH


  Introduction

  Thousands of people are afflicted with chronic Lyme disease. Thousands more are wrongly diagnosed with illnesses such as fibromyalgia, lupus, chronic fatigue syndrome, rheumatoid arthritis, and more, when in actuality the Lyme microbes are at the root of their problems. Mysterious symptoms, alarming fatigue, and an unexplained ability to get well accompany these omnipresent struggles. Lyme disease can be a misleading and devastating illness when neglected or misdiagnosed, leading to sometimes life-altering effects. Once considered to be a short-term infectious illness, the past two decades of patient results and clinical findings have illuminated that chronic Lyme disease is a multifaceted, complex, systemic illness of a treacherous nature. Recovery is often only partial, if not addressed thoroughly.

  This country, especially the eastern seaboard, is currently in the throes of a swiftly moving explosion of Lyme disease. Hundreds of cases are contracted weekly and the population of the tick that is the primary carrier is multiplying in far greater proportions than has been historically normal. One esteemed doctor I encountered compares Lyme’s rapid growth to that of the polio epidemics of the last century. Immediate attention, funding, research, and doctoring needs to be put into stepped- up action mode regarding diagnosis and treatment of Lyme disease.

  A big problem is that large sectors of the medical community are uninformed about the extent of chronic Lyme, its various forms, and even proper laboratory diagnostic and treatment routes. Much controversy abounds surrounding the chronic form of Lyme disease, as the Centers for Disease Control has yet to establish criteria for long-term infections, leaving many physicians in the dark about making a proper diagnosis. The conventional ELISA and Western blot Lyme test panels will not necessarily identify a case of chronic Lyme disease, merely an early onset case. This is the first hurdle that needs to be surmounted within our medical arena, utilizing more refined testing techniques to achieve an adequate diagnosis.

  In the pages ahead you will read the true story of my own battle with Lyme disease. On a sublime summer’s day a mysterious “flu” entered my life, eroding all that I had worked so hard to build and cherish. I was happily ensconced in the rural beauty of New Hampshire, with a successful homeopathic practice and popular newspaper health column. My young family, husband, and I would suffer mighty blows from several doctors’ misdiagnoses and their lack of information. During these enormously trying times I discovered much about myself, humankind, chronic illness, and the power of hope. As a veteran health-care practitioner, I was seasoned in the art of helping others to heal. The circumstances I faced were entirely overwhelming, however. The hidden Lyme experience asked me to turn within and find ways to heal myself. Like Persephone, my journey into the underworld of my life and back to the light of living has been one of profound discoveries and a spiritual awakening I could not have conjured on my own.

  Please note that the names of nearly all people and places have been changed in this story in an effort to maintain anonymity. The name of cofounder and director of the Stillpoint School of Integrative Life Healing, Dr. Meredith Young-Sowers, has not been altered, however, as I consider her remarkable work and her unique school too important to be camouflaged. Please note that my given name is Katina Irene Makris. My nickname, Kim, is derived from my initials.

  I extend to you this story of mine from a place of true inner healing. I feel this evolution through Lyme disease has served a purpose in my life. One obvious one is that I share the intrinsic pieces that helped me recover. Another is to illuminate the important facets of emotional and spiritual recovery, which can apply to all forms of serious illness. Without being emotionally, spiritually, and physically whole, we cannot be well.

  It’s my wish to bear a flame of illumination in the tragically darkened hours of your night. There is wisdom banked in the quiet reaches of your soul. We are all entwined together as beings in this cosmos of living. Whether it be this story of mine, the smile of a trusted friend, or a message drifting to you on the thermals of a summer sky, there is promise for your healing. But you do need to reach out, search, and ask for guidance as I did in my bleakest despair. The answers will arise. Listen for them, follow your instincts, embrace your own knowing. Your true inner healing will come.

  Blessings to you,

  Katina I. Makris, CCH, CIH

  New Hampshire

  Summer 2014
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    PART ONE

    Out of the Woods—A Memoir

    “Come to the edge,” he said.

    “We are afraid,” they replied.

    “Come to the edge,” he said.

    They did.

    He pushed them and they flew.

    —Guillaume Apollinaire

  


  Prologue

  The evening sky speaks in quiet shades of rose and gold, as the final hush of twilight fades on the horizon. A butternut glow, dipping beyond the sleeping hills, leaves behind the final silent traces of daylight’s streaming sun. I see the first twinkle of the evening star peeking above the stately old pines, reminding me that yet another world is about to dawn—that of the night, the time of mystery and charms, passions and dreams. I sit by the campfire embers, relishing the good fortune in my world.

  It has been a glorious summer day on the lake—a day of beauty, laughter, and play to be banked in my memories as a time of bliss. I am at peace, happy to share with my family, to love with an open heart, and to bask in the glory of union. I see vibrant greens and clear blues in bold swatches, as the laughter of children and calls of the white-throated sparrow pepper the air. High-pitched, shrill giggles and lanky limbs flail wildly off the fraying rope swing. Voluminous splashes into icy cold water and scrambles up the rocky perch to arch once again over the lake in another fit of rambunctious fun. Chattering teeth, sopping hair, and exhilaration wrap the buoyant face of each child awaiting a turn on Old Yeller, the mighty rope swing.

  The sturdy, aged limb of a granddaddy oak tree has lent itself to uncountable summers of thrills, at the back corner of Lake Pomequit. Tucked amongst spruce and maples and huge stands of mountain laurel, Old Yeller proudly raises his wizened limbs high and broad over the tranquil waters. A few decades back a band of kids anointed Old Yeller with the legendary title of King of the Rope Swings. As long as his stalwart limbs hold strong, Old Yeller will baptize many a child into the ritual fun of hot summer days, the freedom of open skies, swarming dragonflies, and fresh air rippling across the lake.

  Old Yeller bears a long tradition of daring. Generations of children have tested themselves by holding fast to Old Yeller’s heavy rope, digging their toes into the bumpy backbone of the gray granite boulder, and pushing forth in a burst of energy. They fling themselves far enough out above the water, over the deepest part, to then bravely let go, rocketing into the unknown depths. It’s dark. It’s quiet. It’s sublimely secretive under there. Surging upward, with all their might, and reaching for air in a sudden, startling breath, it’s a heady grin on the face that we onlookers see as a swimmer busts forth, brimming with the power of it all. And then, the call to do it again!

  One must come by canoe or boat or swim across to Old Yeller; he is not availed by land. This section of lake and woods is protected as conservation property. It’s pristine and magical. I can’t help but feel the shadows of former Native inhabitants sheltered in these dense woodlands, where they fished and hunted amongst the thronging wildlife. Their ghosts are palpable to me, as if they are not far off, perhaps tending to a campfire or baby. I feel their footfalls in these humble hills, moccasined feet walking softly through the hemlocked glades.

  Once upon a time, as an Indian princess in my tomboy childhood, I fantasized of a life in the deep woods, along the wending rivers. I spent many hours reading The Leatherstocking Tales, cherishing the details of Mohican life and the fearless scout Hawkeye. It only makes sense that time would pass and I would gravitate to a man who felt the course of a cresting river as a pulse in his veins.

  Sometimes I see my husband at an odd angle, and he looks to me like a Canadian trapper of yore, paddling the networking lakes and rivers of the Hudson Bay, fur pelts stacked along the gunnels of his boat. The tilt of his head, the broad sweep of his strong back, the power with which he drives the canoe through the current speaks to me of something other than now. I see Joel in heavy woolen clothing and fur-muffed hats, with a firm determination to soldier through any wicked spate of weather. Joel’s dark hair and certain brow make sense to me here on the backwaters. It’s as if a French Canadian bloodline runs through him, though in reality he is of eastern European and old Spanish Sephardic ancestry.

  Back in modern society Joel manifests as the charmer, the intelligent bon vivant, with a laugh and a joke, and a quick dance step. He is a successful businessman, a devoted father. Out here, however, mixed in with babbling streams and lapping waves, Joel seems more relaxed. The veneer drops, his confidence soars. He’s indomitable, a force to be reckoned with. I trust him with my life.

  Joel and I work together with skill—navigating, paddling, portaging our family, our ideals, and our love of the outdoors in our sleek green canoe. Sleeping under the starlight, we listen to the owls hoot in their mating parlance. This lake is a place of great beauty, known for its cool, deep, pure water. We play on the elephant-sized collective of boulders, climbing up their heaving curves, to survey the perimeter of the lake. A mere spattering of isolated homes dot a scant pocket of shoreline. Otherwise, it’s untouched by man, a step back in time.

  As I take in the glory of the twilight sky by our campfire, I watch Sarah and Eli play along the shoreline, dashing along the water’s edge collecting pinecones and pebbles.

  “Fire’s ready, kids,” I call. “Let’s cook the marshmallows.”

  I watch their light-filled faces as they race toward us, dampened hair and wide smiles carving crescents of love in my heart. I look to Joel and recognize a swell of pride and contentedness in the laughing corners of his hazel eyes.

  “They’re so beautiful,” I say softly to him.

  “Yes,” he says, as he reaches out to hold my hand, “and so free.”


  Summer Solstice

  I wake rosy-cheeked Eli from his nap, the afternoon sunshine streaming in the south windows of his bedroom. My three-year-old son’s sleep-dampened curls press delicately against my neck as we descend the stairs, Eli, astride my hip, still groggy with dreams.

  It is a beautiful summer solstice, June 21, 2000. New England summertime at its best, I think. The last few days have been postcard perfect: clear air, crystalline skies, and wildflowers bursting in color. I love late June especially, for its lush green forests and long leisurely hours of daylight. We all savor these precious months, especially in counterpoint to the fierce New Hampshire winters.

  “Joel, I’ve got to go. Can you take Eli?” I call as I walk outside onto the deck where he sits with Sarah.

  “Sure, here.” Joel extends his arms upward, Eli tipping downward onto his daddy’s lap.

  “I’ve got to get over to the Hawthornes’. It’s the last hour of Wyeth’s vigil.”

  “No problem,” Joel says.

  “Can you get dinner started? There’s fish in the fridge,” I suggest.

  “Sure, easy enough.”

  “Shoo! Bombay, shoo!” I blurt out, flicking my arm in the direction of one of our backyard hens, her head craned upward toward Sarah’s cracker-filled hand. How bold these girls can get, creeping up on the deck searching for crumbs.

  “Bad Bombay,” Eli announces, grinning slyly, as he, too, tosses a tiny hand in her direction, mimicking me. Bombay retreats to the lawn and the rest of the flock, while Echo, our eager border collie, moves into herding stance.

  “Gotta go,” I say, as I kiss a good-bye to each family member.

  Sarah swivels the outdoor rocking chair in circles.

  “I’ll be home by six,” I call over my shoulder, as I skim out the sunroom door. “Love you.”

  I navigate the back roads with ease. These parts are so familiar to me now. I pass the entrance to one of my favorite hikes, an old, overgrown cart path. The sun-dappled trail beckons and I think instantly of dear Wyeth, who was so at home in the woods. What a shame that he is gone.

  Wyeth Hawthorne was a weathered sprite of a man, an intuitive, and skilled in the ways of the land. A throwback to eras past, he was an Earthwright by trade, dowsing for wells, laying out sacred labyrinths, and reading the terrain for the best placements of a house site. Sadly, we lost Wyeth unexpectedly in a swift landslide to leukemia. His sudden decline caught us all by surprise.

  On my last walk in the woods with Wyeth, we visited a favored spot, an outcropping of stately granite boulders clumped at the end of an untouched pond. We sat in silence for some time, meditating on the magic of our natural kingdom and its vast powers. We watched wood ducks squawk and climb in flight, then the arrival of a flock of Canadian geese, tawny downed goslings trailing in tow, paddling in single file. Their curious black eyes peered up at us, questioning these large gangly creatures resting on the rocks.

  Wyeth told me he had seen glimpses of the “other side” as of late. He knew his time to pass was coming. He was weak and frail, nearing the end of his earth days. It was a poignant visit, saying my good-bye to this unusual man who walked amid the trees and hills as if he knew their heartbeats like his own. Wyeth had sensed my own earth-centered proclivities over the years, teaching me how to read the weather and a cluster of trees gathered in a ring, and to play the didgeridoo.

  Today, at the Hawthornes’, I sit with Wyeth’s deceased body for one hour as his family has designed. His numerous friends and loved ones each take a turn being with him, as his spirit ascends in these days after death. The instructions are to sit in prayer or meditation, or to read to him from one of a stack of books—Thoreau, Emerson, Mary Oliver—easing his crossing, paying our respects. It’s a thoughtful hour for me, both sad and contemplative. Flowers, cards, ribbons, drawings, and candles are everywhere, surrounding the altar near his casket. Much love and familial outpouring flows in the home.

  In these minutes with Wyeth much runs through my mind. I reflect on the rich life he lived and the palpable truth that I will miss him. Death has a way of making me grateful for what I have, a reminder to cherish my family, our sturdy oaken home in the countryside, and my health. It reminds me to honor my ancestors, to recognize how hard we have each worked to get where we are today. I feel a great reverence within.

  Sitting with Wyeth in these moments, I feel the gossamer veil between the worlds part and open, gathering in this dear soul, but also whispering a warning to me, of a tumultuous storm on my horizon. In my mind’s eye I see brooding, dark towers of clouds and hurricane-force winds ahead. A frightening hum covers my skull. In earnest, I will this picture out of my mind and try to stay present with Wyeth.

  The ebbing afternoon sunshine, illuminating the west windows, is soft and enveloping and feels nicer to me than the storm in my head. But when I rise to depart, saying good-bye to Wyeth’s family members, an overwhelming rush of dizziness, heaviness, and nausea floods me. Is it my emotional state, the air being too still, or perhaps me being hungry? I realize I need some air and hastily manage to express my sentiments to Wyeth’s wife before going.

  “Lynn, I’m so sorry Wyeth’s gone. He was such a special man. So poetic in his knowings and patient with us all. I’ll miss him. I know how hard it must be for each of you.”

  “Thank you, Kim, for the kindness. Your homeopathic remedies helped us.”

  I sense an inner strength in her that I would be proud to claim as my own during such a time. But my head is swimming, my throat burning raw in pain. I express my condolences to the others and quickly plunge for the outside fresh air, my car awaiting me in the descending twilight.

  On the drive home I feel just awful. Chills creep up my spine and neck, a clammy, feverish moisture clings to my brow, and muscle pains wrap around my shoulders and down the sides of my legs. I’m thinking that a summertime flu is sometimes worse than a wintertime one, as it seems so wrongly placed on a breezy, sunny day.

  As I round the bend in the road, toward the climb over Arrow Mountain homeward, the dizziness floods me again, this time like a tidal wave. I have to pull over to steady myself and let my vision clear. Swollen glands, intensely sore throat, emerging headache. I figure a client in my office must have brought this flu bug in the door to me. By the time I get home, I feel like hell.

  Standing at the kitchen sink, doing after-dinner dishes and watching the kids playing in the yard outside the double-hung windows, I call out to Joel, asking him to go upstairs to my homeopathic home pharmacy and get a bottle of gelsemium, a remedy that can often halt flu dead in its tracks. I start popping the pellets and dowse myself with a sturdy dose of zinc and echinachea, hoping to kick this thing out before it grabs hold too fiercely.

  “Go up to bed early, Kim,” Joel says. “I’ll get the kids tucked in.”

  By 7:30 I’m under the covers, aching and perspiring, determined to sweat this thing out while I sleep.

  As dawn breaks, I’m surprised to find I feel just as horrid. Homeopathic remedies and a quick jump on vitamins usually curtail any common illness in me. With my unusually strong immune system, I rarely pick up typical colds and flus. I have never had bronchitis, strep, or pneumonia in my life. Now, I have to call clients and cancel my day at the office.

  Three days later I’m no better, even weaker, in fact. Strangely, the flu has not progressed into the typical respiratory symptoms. I muster up enough self-will to get to the office and see people. After the first client, though, my head is whirling. I can barely concentrate. Objects appear to be moving around the room. My head feels as if a boulder is bearing down on it. I don’t believe I’ve ever felt this sick in my life. I stumble downstairs into the office of my former business partner, John Miller, MD.

  “John, something is terribly wrong with me,” I grumble. “I’m totally woozy and so much aches, everywhere.”

  John gives me a quick exam, has some blood work ordered, and insists I cancel clients and go back to bed for two days. He loads me up with some good immune-support herbs.

  “But we have to take Sarah up to sleepaway camp tomorrow in Vermont,” I moan. “It’s her first time away from home, and it’s this special camp I went to as a kid, too. It’s a tradition in my family. I have to go help her get settled in.”

  “No,” he tells me. “Your blood pressure is off, you’ve got swollen glands, and your complexion is gray. I don’t want you going anywhere.” John levels me with a look. “Stay home,” he says.

  In the morning I leave for camp, against John’s wishes. Most of the day is a hallucinatory blur. I feel disconnected from my body, as if riding on the ceiling of the car. Joel makes me a blanket nest to rest on in the backseat of the van. Sarah rides up front, next to Eli in his car seat.

  I adored my summers at the Maidenwood Camps. I want to help Sarah get off to a good start. I hope she will find as much love, camaraderie, and adventure there as I did. At ten years old, Sarah is bravely venturing off without a buddy in tow, trusting my words of encouragement after a brief preview visit last summer. I want to share this entryway in life with her. But, geez, do I feel crappy!

  As we pull into the Dolphin Dell, where all the ten-year-olds live for their stay at Maidenwood, I smell the same familiar blend of pine pitch and driveway tar from thirty years ago. My heart sings in happiness for the fun awaiting Sarah. Memories of s’mores, sailing on soft lake breezes, and singing at evening circle return to my mind. We settle Sarah into her platform tent, a family of three campers and counselor, smiling brightly.

  The next morning, I wake up at home, feeling horrid and unable to remember anything else from our camp drop-off with Sarah. I must have slept the whole trip back.

  “Something is way wrong with me,” I tell Joel. “I should’ve listened to John.”

OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
“You will find yourself resonating with Katina's honest, vivid, and
beautifully written prose. Out of the Woods reaches into the core of
what true healing fully entails.”

—Neil Nathan, MD, Gordon Medical Associates
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