When I was at the one-night retreat at RSE for preparing for our future, we were ending the event with a C&E session and I developed a very strong pain in my head. This was August 13, 2010. The pain grew as I continued the C&E but I wanted to finish the session. We were holding images of caves and coming out of the caves and there were many many people there. We had survived and now we could come out and be with each other. The C&E ended and the pain in my head intensified. 

Finally, I laid down for comfort, but the pain persisted. The people around me started to be concerned and got help from RSE staff. After some assessment, they called an ambulance. The pain persisted all the way to Providence St Peters Hospital in Olympia.

At the hospital they gave me something for the pain and took a CAT scan. And a doctor came and told me I had a brain tumour. And they wanted to take an MRI and have a neurosurgeon meet with me to arrange for its removal.  WHAT? A brain tumour? And just take an MRI and have a neurosurgeon I've never met before remove it? WHOA!

In my own mind, I had a move to Prince George and a Bachelor of Science to complete and an undergraduate course in Social Work to teach and a basement suite that I had rented for my dog and I to move into. Today I don't know about any of these plans being definitive, being that I'm living here in Vancouver for the last year and didn't get to do any of them for my last year of school, but two years ago they all seemed like plans I had to pursue. And I wanted to pursue them!

And I didn't know that, no matter what was in my near future, I would choose to have this tumour removed. Anywhere. So I told them “no” to the MRI and the neurosurgeon. Just give me a copy of all of my records (I actually think this was Susan Louis' idea) and I would return to Canada. So Susan was quite weirded out and so was my friend Ty, who came to pick me up half way. I noticed this, but I had a lot to do in the next three weeks, so I didn't contemplate it much. Besides, I had quit my job and given up my apartment in Vancouver, so moving on seemed the thing to do.

So I got moved to Prince George and set up in my housing and then I contemplated my head. I emailed Steve at RSE (I think he had emailed me, initially, but I can't remember for sure...) and invited JZ to offer her perspective on whether or not I should have the tumour removed. Very quickly I got a reply, “Have it out as soon as possible.” Now what this said about me and my ability to do Blue Body and whether or not I would actually do Blue Body on myself or any other kind of intentional healing, and what this said about me and this particular challenge in my life, and what this said about JZ's capacity for perception, I had no idea. I had heard her message and I went to a doctor at the university.

Yes, surprise surprise. This doctor did oncology 25% of his time and he had an intimate relationship with the head of oncology in Prince George. He set me up an appointment and booked me an MRI, which I would have to wait to have read until Dr. Gul came up from Vancouver. A month later Dr. Gul came, assessed my MRI, and said based on calcium build up I had probably had the tumour for 15 to 20 years: he was 50/50 on immediate removal. I had JZ's assessment, though, so I booked immediate removal. This was November 20, 2010. This is when I included my brain in my nearly daily walk.

I made the arrangements with my courses and my teaching. Ty came to Prince George to take care of my dog. Judy came to the hospital to be another set of eyes and ears. And the tumour was removed, or 80% of it anyway. It wasn't the “no big deal” tumour Dr. Gul had predicted. They did a biopsy and it came back as a stage 3 oligodendroglioma. I let Steve know. Susan Louis was waiting for me in Prince George when I returned home. Susan had let many people from RSE know. All of these people were “praying” for me in their own intentional energetic ways. She had sent in my information to Bettye Johnson – many people I had not met were also “praying” for me.

It took a few weeks for the biopsy report to sink in: this was a very advanced stage of a tumour that never goes away. With chemotherapy and/or radiation it may shrink or at least be held inactive for longer. I did research on alternative care and spent as much money as I could afford on the treatments. I included a healed brain in my daily walk – and having a healed brain was where my mind was most of the time. And all the people at school were praying for me.

I went to see the Prince George oncologist and he and I disagreed on treatment possibilities – I wanted to have MRIs and for him to watch my brain activity while I did my “alternative” healing. He wanted to start chemotherapy and radiation therapy immediately and he didn't care about what else I was doing. He was the head oncologist in Prince George so his pronouncement directed all other oncologists as well. I chose to leave oncological care.

I continued with my walk almost daily and with my diet and supplements pretty generally. I also knew that people all over the world had me on their mind. I healed from the surgery very well. I needed more sleep but this was the only difference. I went back to school and completed my courses at A level. In the spring I moved to a place in the country, about 30 km outside of Prince George. My first housing choice was not successful; my second one seemed to be. My friend Ty, my dog, and I went to the North West Territories for a couple of weeks. We returned and I set up in my new place of residence.

For the first three weeks I gardened, played with my dog, did my disciplines, and watched movies at night. Within a week of this, I started to get a headache in my left frontal lobe – the area where the tumour had been extracted. The headache started small and went away on its own. Then it got bigger and didn't go away without a Tylenol. Then I had it all the time, and it was only reduced in intensity by the pain killer. Then I have a blank in my memory – pardoned only by some emails I guess I sent that were sitting with replies in my Inbox when I got back to my computer 7 weeks later.

At some point I had written an email to three of my sisters and three of my nieces telling them that I was thinking about each of them and wanted to reach out. I had received a reply from one sister and one niece. I also applied for a job at the local farmers market: apparently it was a tough decision but I didn't get the job. Finally, I must have fallen down the stairs three or four days before I headed out for Yelm, to the Assay event. I told my friends Ty and Susan that I hurt myself enough that I was considering not coming. In retrospect, I do have a brief memory of the fall: I was on the stairs and I “knew” I was going to fall down them at some point because I “saw” it in my mind. Then the next step I took, “bang” I fell down them just like in my remote view – very fast and all the way to the bottom.

But I did go, because I was found in the Clinton hotel, just off the highway to Vancouver. I don't remember any of this experience, or the rest of my experiences for the next three weeks. Losing your memory for three weeks either side of a major seizure is apparently normal. My friend Ty told me I had arrived at the hotel and checked in. The next morning I took my dog for a walk and came back to the desk. I said I wasn't feeling well enough to drive and I would stay another night. I guess the hotel cleaner found me the next morning, unconscious, between the bed and the side table – the hotel called an ambulance. Someone from the staff took care of my dog. I was ambulanced to a small town hospital, who took x-rays and decided I needed to go to a bigger centre. They helicoptered me there (rats, I think that was the helicopter ride I had put out there, and I didn't get to remember it).

My memories from the hospital are a mish mash of stories told me by friends, doctors, and hospital staff. Apparently I had had a major seizure. My left shoulder was also totally smashed, along with four vertebrate and three ribs. Also, pneumonia had set in so they needed to antibiotic and anti-pain med me for four days before they could do surgery on my shoulder. Ty says I was awake through all of this, and for the next two weeks, and I was conscious but not “someone” she had ever met before. I don't know what to say – I wasn't there. At least I have no memory of being there.

A doctor replaced my left shoulder with a huge piece of titanium. He kept popping in. A neurosurgeon kept watch on my head and on my back. A regular practitioner watched me overall, including my ribs. Ty and her friend Bev stayed for a week. Then Mabel replaced Bev. Then Susan replaced them both. I don't remember Ty. I remember waking up in a room with shapes, sounds and lighting that told me I was stoned on some major narcotic – and that I was in major pain. Some nurses were turning me and injecting me and I heard someone say “morphine.” I managed to be conscious long enough to get the morphine off of my chart.

The next time I woke up Susan was there, and shapes and sounds were normal, and I did not lose consciousness again. Sleep was normal. I woke for longer and longer periods of time. I couldn't move because of my shoulder and back. I had hours and hours to lay there. And I quickly became aware that my brain was operating very differently. Thank God for Susan. She had had a major concussion several years ago and she went for seven months with “wobbly” consciousness. She then allowed for a healing at RSE. She was able to normalize all of this for me.

Still, to date, I have pretty “wobbly” consciousness, no capacity for short term learning, and I don't know how much of it is the seizure remnants and how much of it is the Dilantin I'm taking. And how much of it is unrelated to all of this, and is an opportunity to teach me to be God, or be present, with my thoughts and activities. And how much of it is an opportunity to take the time I need to heal, and discover the physical world and my embodied dog... and many many other things I have learned this last 11 months that I did not know before.

From mid-August to mid-November I did not do any disciplines. I spent much of my time sleeping. But more and more, as I lay awake, and as I questioned WHY all of this had happened to me at all, and why it had happened now, I contemplated these questions. And I brought about some changes in me – although I can't remember now what these changes were. (Seriously!) In mid-November I started creating my day pretty much every morning.  My main focus was on my brain and the tumour and seizure. I also focused on Ramtha's five areas for creating our day. I let Bettye know to put my name in her newsletter. Many changes occurred and again I can't remember what they are.

In mid-November I went to the oncologist I am seeing in Vancouver. He was very willing to work with me, taking an MRI every 3 months and allowing me to do my “alternative” care. If the MRI showed any activity of the tumour I agreed to get Chemotherapy. We took an MRI in November and the tumour looked the way it had a year ago. We scheduled for January – January's MRI showed “if anything, a marginal improvement in the tumour's size.” We took another MRI in May and this time the Dr. was very positive – he said that there was definitely shrinkage in the tumour size and I may be a candidate for “long term remission.” He noted that my type of tumour never “goes into remission” but mine had – without Chemotherapy or radiation. And he changed my MRI schedule to every 6 months.

My next appointments with the oncologist and the MRI machine are for January. I am sure the tumour will have shrunk more – and maybe have disappeared for good! Thank you to everyone who has focused on my getting well. We did it!
