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A man is defeated only when he no longer tries, and abandons himself.
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Introduction


Dear reader,


This book describes a nine-year inner journey.


In this journey we dive together into the world of homeopathy. However, be aware that homeopathic treatment demands that one be under professional supervision.


Hillel Friesel
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The Ego
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The gown — 1


A man wears a gown.


A bird comes and pecks at the gown.


There is a hole in the gown and the man patches it up.


Another bird comes and pecks at the gown.


Again the man patches it up. Later, more birds come.


One day a large magical bird lands on the man’s shoulder. It is an eagle. It starts tearing the man’s gown with its powerful claws.


The gown crumbles to the ground.


The man is now wearing a new gown.
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Beginnings


Let’s start my story when I’m 18.


Something significant happened then, which was going to influence the rest of my life. I didn’t understand this at the time and maybe it’s better so. When you’re 18, 25 seems really old. I’m now more than double that age. Imagine someone telling me at 18 that I’d have to wait that long to tackle my problem. What a darn feeling that would be!


I’m walking down the street and suddenly I notice that I’m not feeling anything. There is a central ‘something’ lacking there. I feel no emotions and I am kind of numb. I am not empty, though. Empty is different. There is certainly something definite in me, but this thing has no name and no feeling. It’s opaque.


“That’s strange,” I tell myself, “I’m not feeling anything.” I keep on walking, not paying much attention to this new feature, and anyway not really understanding what’s going on. Up to that moment and throughout my adolescence I was full of fire. I felt; I had emotions. And suddenly, in a blink of an eye, this was over. Between the Me I used to know and the Me that was walking now in the street there arose an impenetrable screen, a division of some sort.


At 18, something in me shut off.


* * *


When I was 25 I started therapy. I would go there twice, sometimes three times a week, and would talk to my therapist about my life and my problems, and also about my numbness. She was very understanding. After the sessions I would feel better, as if a heavy load had been lifted off my shoulders, but that would not last. Some time afterwards, things would go back to where they were before. Mainly I was getting hurt by people and I was very brittle. It seemed as if I was under an avalanche of internal and external blows. Not having enough time to recover from one blow before another would come. My therapist did her best to help me but to no avail. I did not get well.


Another important feature I detected in myself at the time was that I became split. It was as if my mind had cut itself off from the rest of my body. Sometimes, when lying on the therapist’s couch and talking about my problems, it seemed as if my whole inner world was represented by a tense center of attraction, the size of the head of a needle, located somewhere around my umbilical region. As if everything, but everything, was sucked in by a powerful magnetic vortex.


Although no cure or progress was around the corner, I kept on going to therapy for 14 years, mainly because I was hoping that one day things would be different. You see, somewhere inside me there was a part that kept believing that there was more to life than what I was actually experiencing, and that part did not let me quit. I think that that was the thing that actually saved me, this tenuous belief that there must be something better out there. I also needed the feeling that somebody was out there who could understand me, because somehow I did not feel understood by the world at large.


One day I left therapy. I felt I’d had enough. I tried other ways, other healing approaches, but to no avail.


* * *


Then, some years later, I became depressed. I became depressed because I couldn’t find any answers, and I felt I had tried everything I could think of. So I stayed in bed for three months. At the time, I was taking BA courses in psychology at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. I kept on doing my chores, but apart from that I stayed in bed. It wasn’t really like me to be this way. I am not a person prone to depression, but here I felt I had run out of ideas. I was numb and I was split, and more than anything, I felt, or knew, that I was devoid of my inner forces. I was crippled by something that was beyond my strength and understanding.


* * *


One day a friend of mine suggested that I go see a homeopath she knew. She thought she might be able to help me. I said to myself, “What the hell, I’ll try it.” I went to see that homeopath and she talked to me for two hours and then she gave me a remedy that I put under my tongue. Going back home from that therapist’s office, the first thing I felt was that my depression was gone, and that was a good sign.


I was in therapy with that homeopath for five years. Sometimes I would see her along with another homeopath, an Indian, who would periodically come to Israel and help her and other homeopaths with some of the more demanding cases.


We did some good work trying different homeopathic remedies and talking about the things that were on my mind, but at some point I started to understand that I wasn’t really changing. Basically I remained the same old me. I was still numb and I was still split. My homeopath kept on saying that I was improving, and that kind of annoyed me because I knew I wasn’t. I was still stuck and my basic problems remained the same.


In those days I was in my first year of homeopathy school. Concerning my healing, I knew I was still at square one, but one thing was starting to change: the knowledge I was acquiring made me think about matters in new ways. After so many years in different therapies, and studying about healing too, I started to feel that with regard to my own cure, I was beginning to have opinions of my own.









3


This is the split man


[image: images]


I am presenting you with this image because I ask myself whether some of you, due to prior cultural conditioning, may think that I am talking about a split in the psyche. Well, no, the split in question can be described as an energetic split between two parts of me: a higher part and a lower part. Where it actually passes, whether at the level of the heart or at the level of the abdomen, is hard for me to say. The important thing is to understand that the split can be visualized: there is an imperceptible line dividing me in two.
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Meet my ego


That was a short presentation of my problem. Now allow me to introduce you to my ego. Since my ego is very much present in this book, it is only right that a few words be said about it. First, a clarification: the use I make of the term “ego” is rather free. Generally when talking about the ego, I refer to some part in the Self that has a major role in the way people behave. I refrain from giving an exact definition of the term, thus leaving the reader with free space to grasp its use intuitively. I think matters will become clearer as we move along. This point is emphasized because I’m not sure how much the “ego,” as I understand it, corresponds to the classical psychoanalytic understanding of the term. I imagine some correlation exists, but to what degree I do not know.


Let me tell you a little story that will help you to get to know me better. Its purpose is to demonstrate how my ego takes decisions which have a big impact on the way I conduct myself in the world, past and present.


When I was 9 years old my family moved from Israel to spend a year in the United States. My father had gotten sabbatical leave from the university where he taught, and it was decided that we would spend a year in a different country and get to know a new culture and a new world. Thus we spent the year 1976 in Upper Arlington, a typical American suburb in Columbus, Ohio, USA.


Where I was concerned, this move meant an encounter with a new language — English. At 9 years of age I did not know any other languages besides my mother-tongue, Hebrew. To get me started, my parents arranged for me to have private lessons in English some months before our departure, so that my entry into a new world would be as smooth as possible. But I didn’t learn much in those lessons. The truth is that unlike in my adult life, where I have a passion for learning new languages, at 9 years old I was perfectly content with my Hebrew and was not interested in learning a new language.


There was another matter: as a child I liked reading books. As early as first grade I got the attention of the school librarian, who gave me permission to borrow books from the library. By my ninth year I had already read lots of books. Sitting on my bed during the quiet afternoons, I would swallow them with avidity. At that time, there was something really poised and calm in my being, and I would finish a book in no time.


The question arose as to what to do apropos my reading once we got to the States. It was clear that during the first phase of our arrival I would still not be able to read books in English. Therefore, so that I wouldn’t find myself with nothing to read during that first transitory phase, my father took me one afternoon to a bookshop in the center of town, and we chose about 15 books in Hebrew that were supposed to serve as a ‘bridge’ until the moment when I would start reading in English.


So far, everything in my story makes sense. All was organized in a way that was supposed to allow me a smooth transition between the two languages.


In practice, things did not go according to plan. What actually happened was that when I was 9 I stopped reading books. I never read books in America, and also, after having returned to Israel a year later, I never went back to reading, not even in Hebrew. Actually, between the ages of 9 and 17, I read two books only: Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights and Romain Rolland’s Jean-Christophe.


I read Wuthering Heights when I was 15, and I remember that it enthralled me. I remember also the longing that engulfed me when reaching the end of the book. It was the remembrance of something that I had used to love so very much and had lost. Still, this did not bring my reading back. With regard to Jean-Christophe, which I read a year later, it was a more challenging experience. I did not enjoy it the way I did when reading it again some years later.


Up until the age of 17 I did not read, and the novel that brought my reading back was Dostoevsky’s The Idiot. This is where the barrier collapsed, and from that moment on I went back to uninterrupted reading, although I never regained the same inner quality and peace that I used to feel when reading in the past. There was something in Dostoevsky’s amazing novel. It had a unique and dazzling power, and my inner complex that had stopped me from reading gave way under the beauty and excitement that I felt with Dostoevsky’s book.


The question why I had stopped reading occupied my mind for years afterwards, and I never came up with an answer. Was it because of the difficulty involved in the switch between the two languages, Hebrew and English? Was there an emotional component in the picture, like the difficulty in leaving Israel and being separated from my friends in school and everything I knew and was accustomed to? Was there another reason? I turned this question over in my mind again and again and could not find an answer.


Until one day I understood.


What had happened was that on our way to the States we made a two-week stop in London. We spent a week together touring the city, after which my sisters and I were left in the care of my aunt (she had emigrated to England years before), while my parents went off for a week in Paris.


The week in my aunt’s place was rather boring and dull. The hours passed slowly and it seemed as if time had come to a halt. Having nothing better to do, I started reading the books we had brought from Israel. I found myself finishing those books swiftly, one book after another, until someone told me, or maybe it was just a thought in my head, that if I kept on going the way I was, I would be left with no books when we got to the States.


So I stopped reading.


I stopped reading because I was afraid to find myself left with no books to read. What an extreme reaction! Furthermore, when we arrived in America I never even bothered to read the books in Hebrew that I hadn’t had the chance to read in England. From now on, reading books belonged to the past.


I don’t know if you find this story interesting, but I told it because I wanted to show what I mean when I talk about the ego, and to be more specific, what I mean when I refer to my own ego.


My ego made me stop reading because of a thought I had — that I would be left with no books to read. That is, something of this sort happened: there was a thought, “You will be left with no books to read,” that apparently bothered me more than I consciously cared to admit, and then came a reaction, something in the nature of an on/off response, that made me stop reading. What happened next was that I stashed the whole incident in some hidden corner of my memory and forgot about the whole thing. I mean, I always remembered that I had stopped reading, but it took me years to find out why.


I call an incident of this sort an “ego trick,” because somehow I feel that my ego brought me into doing something that was not in my interest. It took decisions that were contrary to my well-being. The manner in which this was done was fast and somewhat cutting, followed by a suppression of memory, so that I could never know what stood behind my ego’s deed (or my deed). In this case I stopped reading books. A seemingly inconsequential reason (I could have solved this little problem differently) made me stop reading books, a thing that I had very much cherished up to that moment!


I ask you: what kind of ego is that?


What kind of ego is that that acts against its own interests, assuming that my ego and I do share the same interests? However, let’s put this example aside. This story, I am happy to say, was solved. But if these are my ego’s doings, one may assume that there were also other stories that I never got the chance to solve — many incidents of which I am not even conscious — and if they have the same implications as the story I just told you about, then I’m in trouble.


These are the things that presently occupy my mind. Let’s now move on to an exciting theme: homeopathy.









Homeopathy
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Basic concepts in homeopathy


In order to understand this book, we should be acquainted with basic concepts in homeopathy, so let’s start with a short introduction.


First, homeopathy is a holistic system of medicine. It sees the human being as a whole and treats him/her accordingly. If you go to a homeopath and tell him about your problem — for example, a urinary infection or maybe an emotional difficulty — he will address your problem, but at the same time he will try to understand who you are as a whole. What are your personal characteristics? What is your background and how does it affect your current situation? What other things bother you? The homeopath will try to gather a general picture of who you are, because in homeopathy we prescribe the patient’s remedy (i.e. homeopathic medicine) according to what the person is as a whole. Of course, your homeopath will put special emphasis on the things that bother you, but at the same time he will try to understand how your specific problems fit within the larger frame of who you are.


In homeopathy we call the general description that the patient presents “the patient’s symptomatic picture,” because we describe things through symptoms. The sum total of the patient’s symptoms constitutes his/her symptomatic picture, according to which the homeopath prescribes the remedy.


Symptoms are ‘the big thing’ in homeopathy, and we have thousands of symptoms to consider. These are so diverse that it really is incredible! Actually, anything that can describe a person is a symptom. You hate milk? That’s a symptom. You wake up every night at 3 a.m. and go back to sleep at 4 a.m.? That’s a symptom. Your stools are green? You’re nervous? You have an impulse to pull people’s noses when walking down the street? All these are symptoms.


Obviously it’s not easy to describe a person by his/her symptoms, because each one of us has an infinite number of them. Each person has traits, behaviors, and things that bother him both physically and emotionally, and these can all be described as symptoms. Naturally we do not want to consider all the patient’s symptoms. We just want the ones that describe him the best, so that we don’t find ourselves drowning in a sea of symptoms! We want those that help us to characterize the patient, the ones that lead us to the source of the patient’s disturbance and can help us to find the right remedy and the best cure that we are able to offer.


How does one know which of the patient’s symptoms are the important ones? Here things become more complicated, because while one homeopath may think that symptom X is crucial for the understanding of the case, another will emphasize symptom Y. Let’s not forget that even though homeopathy is a holistic system of medicine, it can still emphasize different aspects of the human being. For example, one homeopath may emphasize the physical aspect of the disturbance, and thus his approach may remind us of that of the family physician, while another homeopath may consider the emotional aspects of the disturbance as the important ones, and then his approach may remind us of that of a psychologist. A third approach may regard the patient’s peculiar symptoms as being most important because of their uniqueness. For example, if the patient is afraid of water, that is important, because not many people are afraid of water, while many, for instance, suffer from headaches.


To summarize, there are many ways to understand a human being, and throughout the years homeopaths have been doing their best to improve their methods of obtaining patients’ correct symptomatic pictures, and from there to find the best remedies they can offer.


Just as every patient presents a symptomatic picture, so does each and every homeopathic remedy. The remedy’s picture is as detailed and as comprehensive as that of the patient. Since it is supposed to cure the patient as a whole, it encompasses a detailed image that reflects the patient’s. This is the meaning of holistic medicine. It treats the person as a whole.


In homeopathy both patient and remedy represent a human being’s description. True, there are remedies that are very good for specific disturbances. For example, ‘Aluminium’ is good for constipation, or ‘Gold’ is good for depression. Still, both ‘Aluminium’ and ‘Gold’ have symptomatic pictures that are much wider than the two symptoms mentioned above. Every symptomatic picture is a composite of many symptoms.


This brings us to the Law of Similars, which is at the heart of homeopathic theory, formulated by Samuel Hahnemann (1755–1843), the father of homeopathy. This law, succinctly expressed, says that the road to cure passes, first, through the finding of the patient’s exact symptomatic picture, and second, through coupling it with a homeopathic remedy whose picture matches that of the patient. This law has a very important place in homeopathic theory, and homeopathy has invested much effort during the 230 years of its existence in trying to improve its methods, so that the most accurate remedies would be prescribed for the benefit of patients.


If we succeed in matching the remedy’s symptomatic picture to that of the patient, chances for cure are good. The remedy that represents the patient’s exact symptomatic picture is called the similimum. In homeopathy we look for the patient’s similimum.


The major points so far:




	Homeopathy is a holistic system of medicine. It sees the person as a whole.


	Every human being has a symptomatic picture and so does every homeopathic remedy.


	
A right match between the patient’s symptomatic picture and that of the remedy will advance cure. This principle is at the heart of the Law of Similars, formulated by Samuel Hahnemann.


	In homeopathy we look for the patient’s similimum, that is, the remedy that represents his/her exact symptomatic picture.





We know that each patient exhibits a symptomatic picture and so does every homeopathic remedy. We get to the patient’s symptoms when we examine him and talk to him. But how do we get to the remedy’s symptomatic picture? How do we know, for example, that jealousy is a dominant theme in remedies that we produce from the venom of snakes? How did we obtain the knowledge that suspicion characterizes Mercury? This subject is beyond the scope of this book, and I shall dwell on it only briefly: broadly speaking, the remedy’s image is projected when applied to healthy individuals. This means that when in homeopathy we match a patient’s symptomatic picture with that of a remedy, that same remedy-image was reflected when the remedy was given to healthy individuals. We shall leave it at that.


A last point: how do we prepare homeopathic remedies, and from which substances? This theme will be amplified later, but for now let us state that there are three main sources from which we produce remedies: minerals, plants, and animals.
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The calcium remedy


I spent four fruitful years studying homeopathy in the Vital School for Classical Homeopathy in Tel Aviv. The following story took place during my second year in school.


While talking to my friend Kim, she told me that she had been suffering for some time from a tension in her chest that was blocking her breathing. I asked her if she wanted to talk about it in more depth. I could try to help her by finding her a remedy. She agreed.


I took her case. We talked about things that were bothering her and about her physical condition. After some searching, I gave her a calcium remedy (Calc-p). I first gave her a 30c potency (we’ll talk about potencies later), which helped, but not enough, so I gave her a 200c potency. She had quite a strong reaction to the remedy, which lasted a few weeks, and one day she even threw up at work. This worried me, but I knew that the calcium remedy can produce a long-term reaction, so I told Kim: “We just have to wait and see what happens.”


After three weeks she became well again, and her breathing was fine. I was happy for her. She was now ready to move forward with her life. She was my first patient.


* * *


I enjoyed the satisfaction of having helped Kim. The first remedy I ever gave anyone was a success! That felt great. I was so pleased about the whole thing that I decided to try her remedy too. “Who knows?” I said to myself. “If it helped Kim, maybe it could help me too.”


So I took her remedy myself.


We come now to an interesting crossroads. As you know already, a remedy is prescribed according to the patient’s symptomatic picture. Kim got the calcium remedy because that was the picture that came up in her story. When I took her remedy, I did so without considering my own symptoms, but because I was impressed by the way it had helped her. I took Kim’s remedy because it had aroused my curiosity.


Here is what happened.


For years I’d been bothered by an obnoxious symptom. It was something like an electrical disturbance in my lower abdomen, as if many little needles were prickling me in that area of my body. This nagging sensation bothered me very much; in fact it was like torture. Such an annoying thing — and I never managed to rid myself of that symptom, not even during the five-year therapy when I was treated by two experienced homeopaths.


One evening, about a week after I took Kim’s remedy, I was smoking a joint. I was by myself in my room with some music playing, when suddenly I felt a weird sensation. I felt a strong intensification of my abdomen-prickling symptom, as if its volume had doubled itself. It was quite intense! “Yow!” I exclaimed. “What’s going on?” I kept watching this phenomenon, which went on for some time, but at a certain moment it just stopped. Actually it was more than that. I felt the symptom leaving my body, after which everything was much calmer, as if it had never been there in the first place. What a relief! The symptom had left my organism!


What did the job was the calcium remedy — it was actually calcium-phosphate — and this opened the gate to a new adventure.


That adventure is the story of this book.
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My curiosity is aroused


The event described above left me intrigued.


How could it be that I had managed to cure myself of a symptom with a remedy that had been chosen following another person’s symptomatic picture? Could that have happened because of an overlap between Kim’s symptoms and mine? Maybe, but it was still strange. For five years I had had homeopathic treatment, and none of the remedies used had cured me of that symptom, while a randomly chosen remedy had done the job. This called for an explanation.


Answering that question meant a lot to me. I was in the midst of my formation as a homeopath.


I talked to one of my teachers and explained to him my dilemma. He listened to my story, and then said that things like that can happen in homeopathy. Sometimes you come across the right remedy by chance.


This explanation appeased me, but not for long. What does that mean: to succeed “by chance”? How could I ever try to cure other people if my own cure came by chance? And what about the therapy I had gotten? Why was there no “chance” there?


I could describe my state of mind at that time as being puzzled and annoyed at the same time. However, it was a wrong reaction. Today I look at things differently, and I can appreciate the element of surprise in homeopathy. Surprise, uncertainty, and originality are part of the beauty of homeopathy, but I did not know that at the time.


I kept looking for answers; then one day I remembered something that another teacher of mine had said: “Of course we have in homeopathy more use for mineral remedies than for all kinds of exotic ones!” This was his statement, and I remember detecting a certain irritation in his voice when he said it, and I understood where it came from. The Law of Similars does not acknowledge any hierarchy among the remedies, and my teacher had made one. In homeopathy the guiding principle is the resemblance between the two symptomatic pictures, and no remedy outclasses another. But this was not what my teacher thought. For him a mineral remedy had better chances of success than, for example, a turtle remedy.


Nevertheless, I understood his position. I felt that apart from a correlation that may have existed between Kim’s symptoms and mine, the success I had with the calcium remedy had to do with the fact that calcium is abundant and all-important for the proper functioning of the human organism. Calcium accounts for 1.5 to 2 percent of the body, and that is a lot. It builds bones, it allows our muscles to contract, and when our heart beats you can be sure that calcium is at work. I estimated that somehow the calcium remedy had ‘conversed’ with the calcium in my body, giving it a positive boost, hence its success.


I’ve just realized that I forgot to mention that in homeopathy we do not exactly know how the remedy works. You may find this statement disappointing, but that’s the truth. Also, homeopathic remedies did not come into the world following modern precepts of experimentation as done today, and in that sense homeopathy cannot be considered ‘scientific’ in the modern sense. This has always put homeopathy in a vulnerable position, allowing its opponents to claim that it has no effect whatsoever, apart from the placebo effect.


Going back to my story, I found myself in a thought-provoking position:




	
I had succeeded in curing myself of a symptom. True, this did not mean complete healing, but it was a positive step forward.


	There was an element of coincidence in whatever had happened to me, which aroused my curiosity and made me look for answers.


	Success, I thought, came about because the remedy was produced from a mineral, calcium-phosphate, which is indispensable in the human organism.





However, the decisive element, as I see it, was the fact that for the first time I had decided to take charge of my own healing. “Maybe I’ll succeed, maybe I won’t,” I had said to myself, “but it’s time I took the lead.” You see, long experience in past therapies had brought me to the conclusion that apparently I was an incurable case. What could I lose by trying?


I now told myself, “Since the calcium remedy did a good job, and I believe this had to do with calcium being indispensable to the human organism, why not try to do some groundwork? Why not start my work with remedies that represent the essential minerals in the human organism, like phosphorus, sodium, sulfur, magnesium, and potassium? These could give me a beginning.”


* * *


Basic minerals were prominent during the first six months of my work. Later my path took different directions, some of them rather exotic.









Marijuana and Music
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Smoking marijuana


Let’s talk about marijuana. Many of you may have experienced this psychoactive drug, but since every ‘trip’ is a personal affair, I shall refer only to mine. First, when I talk about smoking grass, it’s always in the context of my inner work. Smoking has recreational and social aspects, but here we focus on healing. Mind you, that does not mean that I don’t enjoy the experience — I do.


I smoked my first joint when I was 40. I had never tried drugs before; neither did I smoke cigarettes. Apart from a puff or two from my mom’s cigarette when I was 5 — she had momentarily left the room, leaving a burning cigarette in the ashtray — the mere thought of smoking repelled me. Drugs, in fact, were for me out of the question.


But after failing to get cured through traditional psychotherapy, the need arose in me for something less conventional, and that helped me to overcome my reluctance regarding cannabis. You see, I understood that words alone could never cure me. I was blocked, and was surrounded by a thick wall impenetrable by any therapeutic endeavor. I needed to demolish that wall, and I was hoping that with the aid of the smoke it could be done.


So, what’s the story about marijuana? Does it contribute to the cure? Is it indispensable? I admit that although I have behind me dozens of weekly smoking sessions, I still cannot answer that question with certitude, because the smoke has plusses and minuses. In my case, however, marijuana has had an important role in my road to cure.


When I smoke, it’s always at night, when I’m by myself in my room, and the world has already gone to bed. I light a joint, put the right music on, and let my mind wander. After a while things come up.


The important aspect in smoking, as I see it, is reaching a higher level of awareness, which could be defined as an inner state where your perception and understanding of things are broader. It’s as if everything becomes clearer, and you look at things from a higher plane. This, together with the relative freedom from daily stress, makes smoking a pleasurable experience.


Many of our thoughts escape us in regular life but are discernible when in a state of higher awareness. Do they escape us because they are too fast for the decoding speed of our attention, and the smoke gives us the necessary speed to tap into them? Or maybe it’s the opposite, and it is the slowing down that we feel when smoking that allows it? Be what it may, when smoking we decipher information that we usually do not. Smoking marijuana gave me the opportunity to know my ego’s doings much better than before, and I came to realize that in many aspects of my life I was being led without being aware of it.


To get to know ourselves better, we need to develop a certain faculty of self-observation that enables us to perceive the different dimensions of our being. Only then can we begin to grasp who we really are and how we conduct ourselves in life. Having a higher level of awareness allows us to see ourselves as if from afar, like a character in a play. That different viewpoint is necessary when we engage in inner work. It allows us to ‘step aside’ from ourselves so that we can have a clearer view of who we are.


When smoking, one gets insights. These are different from those of ordinary life, and their unfolding seems slower than in real life. They can be very enticing during the ‘trip,’ but my experience taught me that once the effect of the drug was over, they were not always instructive. I usually write them down during the smoke, and when reading them again afterwards, their meaning somehow fades. And yet for me, the importance of these insights is in how they prepare the ground for new and rich discoveries that come to me a day or two after the effect of the drug passes. Looking back, some of these insights proved to be highly important in helping me to reach a better understanding of the doings of my ego.


Smoking marijuana has a few major setbacks.


First, the smoke does not change you. It enables you to see things, but that alone cannot be considered a change. When the effect of the drug passes, and you are back to reality, you find that the old problems remain the same. In that sense the smoke has a deceptive quality, because real change comes about through work that we do in other domains. If you are tempted to return again and again to the relative freedom that accompanies the drug experience, you risk becoming dependent.


Also, when tempted too often by the smoke, you may find yourself asking: “Where is true reality? Is it the things that I see when in higher awareness, or is it when I return to normal consciousness?” This is an interesting question and a catchy one, too, because while both realities have substance, your point of departure should be that your sphere of action is first and foremost in normal consciousness, and only then can you allow yourself the luxury of engaging in higher awareness.


My personal setback with marijuana: I always experience a few difficult days after a night’s smoke, both physically and emotionally. I feel tired and rather down, and seeing the world for what it really is is not always much fun. Also, I think that in the long run the smoke weakens the body. After a substantial number of years of using marijuana, I certainly feel its effect physically, and to be honest, in moments when I’m trying to portray a positive and healthy Me someday in the future, I ask myself if the smoke belongs in the picture.


* * *


We move now to an entirely different realm: singing.
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Singing opera


Another of my hobbies is singing. I really like to sing; it makes me feel good. I mostly sing opera, and what wouldn’t I give to have a voice like Pavarotti’s! When Luciano opens his mouth you find yourself enveloped by a cascade of pearls, and he does it with no effort at all! How can he do that? What a feeling that must be, to sing like that!


I used to play the piano when I was younger. I don’t anymore, but when I did, it meant a lot to me. Now I sing, which is very different. When singing, it’s you who are the instrument; it’s your body that produces the sound, which makes it a most intimate mode of expression.


If you ask me what my dream is, it’s to be able to sing the role of Radames in Verdi’s Aïda, or Prince Calaf’s part in Puccini’s Turandot. But most of all I’d like to sing Verdi’s Otello. Wow! What a feeling that must be!


Back to reality. Even at the beginning of my road as a singer, I understood that in order to possess a really good vocal instrument, something in me had to change. Singing opera is the most natural thing one can imagine. It demands that you stand right, that you breathe right, and that you have perfect control of your voice. It means possessing an optimally functioning vocal unit; otherwise the sound becomes impaired. The human voice reflects the person’s body and soul, and it never lies. Also, the challenge behind singing opera is that when on stage you have to be at your best all the time. Naturally, even a professional singer has his or her ups and downs, but at that level, high-quality singing is the standard.


Now, a question: how can a split man sing?


The answer: it is very difficult, and that is a big problem. How can you sing if you have a faulty connection to your feelings? Or if your breathing apparatus malfunctions? It’s just impossible. Every hidden aspect of your being is expressed through your voice, and if you are not tuned right, neither will your voice be.


That’s why I said that for me to sing properly meant that I had to change. Or, to rephrase: I knew that the day I would sing right would be the day when I could openly declare that I was cured and whole again. That was my challenge. Singing opera had become my judging mirror, and the quality of my voice production had put me in a position where I could not cheat anybody, and mostly I could not cheat myself.


You know, there can be plenty of illusion in emotional therapy. You may think that you have just made a gigantic step forward, when in fact you haven’t changed at all. You may think that you have just finished climbing Mount Everest, when in fact it was nothing but a small hill. With singing there are no such deceptions. The constant reflection that singing gives you never lets illusion sweep you off your feet, and if it does, you’ve got a problem. This is an awesome and a difficult task. The mirror never lies.


During one of my first therapy sessions, I remember telling my therapist about my basic theory regarding my treatment. The therapy, I said, will free me of my inhibitions. When that happens, my voice will become what it should have been in the first place: perhaps not the best in the world, but for sure a good voice. The funny thing is that I actually believed that being in therapy gave me an advantage over other singers who were not. I was so conceited! I felt that I had in my possession something that other people did not. What a joke.


However, when you think about it, this hope I had was not altogether devoid of reason. That is, to think that therapy would ‘give me my voice back’ made sense at the time. Anyway, that’s what I felt, and without being conscious of it I added a ‘clause’ to my so-called therapy contract: “The success of my therapy will depend upon my voice reaching its potential.”


Had I known then what I know today, I doubt that I would have made a linkage between psychotherapy and voice production. These two do not really relate. They belong to two different dimensions that do not overlap. But I didn’t know that back then, and my therapy ended 14 years later, after another disastrous performance on stage. I just couldn’t stand the humiliation anymore. As far as I was concerned, my therapy had failed.


* * *


As I rethink it now, this thought I had — the expectation that therapy would somehow connect me to my voice — had an intrinsically positive core to it. It came from believing in my therapy and believing in myself.


So what went wrong?




OEBPS/images/Half.jpg
The Split Man

And the Art of Homeopathic
Spiritual Healing





OEBPS/images/f009-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
®

Collectivelnk





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
The Split Man

And the Art of Homeopathic
Spiritual Healing

Hillel Zvi Friesel

A\
(/

London, UK
Washington, DC, USA





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
AND
THE ART OF HOMEOPATHIC
SPIRI'TUAL HEALING






