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This book is dedicated to all those 
suffering with chronic ailments, 
lost in the medical maze, feeling 
there’s no way out. There is a 
way out. There is more loving, 
caring, nurturing support ready 
to embrace you than you can 
ever imagine. Breathe in deeply, 
knowing this truth, and allow 
the healing energy to come 
forward into your life. Many 
blessings!  

~ Passion Flower  
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You know when you’re 

sitting on a chair, and you 

lean back so you’re just 

on two legs, then you lean 

too far and you almost 

fall over, but at the last 

second you catch 

yourself? I feel like that 

all the time. 

                ~ Steven Wright 
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The  quote  at  the  left describes  my  journey  with health. . . 

I took my health to the very edge, and at the last minute 

saved myself from going over.  

 

The question is:  How have I attained the level of wellness I 

now have?  The answer is:  The way I achieved it is not the 

way I’d recommend to others.  I did it by manifesting severe 

trauma in my physical body, and then “mazing” my way 

back to health.  That road was not easy, but each step I took 

increased my confidence in being on the right track.    

 

                                                                   Just  like  the  yellow  brick  road  in The Wizard of Oz,  the  

                                                                   path  I  was  meant  to  follow  began  to  illuminate.    The   

                                                                   farther  down  the  road  I  went,  the  brighter  those  road 

                                                                   signs became. 
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Having experienced so much anguish and physical pain, it is now my desire to help you avoid 

your own trauma and drama by learning from my “CliffsNotes.®”   And for those of you who are 

pushing your way back into a healthy state, I pray my story will both encourage you and will shine 

enough light to illuminate and hasten your journey back to health. 

 

It was July 2002.  I was in a Redwood City, California hospital, in the intensive care unit (ICU) for 

two and a half weeks.   On the brink of life and death, my last rites were given to me three separate 

times.  This happened after a routine surgery went terribly wrong.  In the intensive care unit, I was 

connected to a variety of machines.  There were oxygen tubes in my nose and down my throat.  IVs 

were administering antibiotics and pain meds.  

 

Other IVs were attached to my neck to supply nutrients, since I was unable to eat.  My physical 

body was completely reliant upon those machines.  My chances of survival were low. 

 

How did I get here?  I had traveled to a surgical center in Palo Alto to undergo a bowel resection to 

help my impaired digestion and to ease my pelvic pain.  Okay, but why did I need the bowel 

resection in the first place?  To answer this we must go back an additional year.  

 

Bowel impediment and scar tissue issues were first diagnosed a year earlier in 2001.  Consequently 

I underwent a small bowel resection, along with surgery for endometriosis.  About two inches were 
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The meaning 

to Life is to 

first give 

Meaning to 

Life.    

    ~ Bruce Lee 

removed from my ascending colon.  A year later, I was still having symptoms.  Can you say, 

“Frustrating?”  Ah, yes – extremely FRUSTRATING! 

 

I jumped on an airplane and flew again to the Bay Area for more tests with 

medical experts.  At least it was a beautiful area to hang out in while 

undergoing all the required testing.  The small town of Palo Alto is 

incredibly charming.  There are the cutest little shops and restaurants. 

Making the best of things, even in the worst of circumstances, has long been 

my motto. 

 

My medical doctor at the time, an expert in women’s health and endometriosis, determined that 

endometriosis was not the primary issue this time.  The issue was related to my bowel.  We must 

not have been aggressive enough the previous year in removing only two inches of the troubled 

area. Another surgery was scheduled at the surgical center in Westlake Village, which was a 

women’s surgical center specializing in female reproductive issues. 

 

Let’s flashback yet another ten years and examine how I got here.  

I had spent nearly an entire decade subjecting myself to medical 

diagnostic tests, surgeries, and drugs. I did all of that in an 

attempt to rid my body ~ specifically my reproductive organs ~ of 

the autoimmune disease endometriosis.  That approach launched 

I am dying from the 

treatment of too many 

physicians.  

 ~ Alexander The Great 
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me on an extraordinary journey.  Without it I would not have gained the knowledge and insight 

that has led to the life I now have.  

 

The question of how I developed endometriosis in the first place was never honestly addressed by 

the medical community.  They  had a lot of theories, most  of  which  pointed to  hereditary causes.  

 

Endometriosis is an autoimmune disease in which the endometrial lining somehow shows up 

outside the female reproductive organs.  This lining behaves like scar tissue, sometimes binding 

organs together, to the ovaries, and even to the bowel.   

 

With each monthly cycle, the tissue outside the uterus would swell, causing me pain that was 

unbearable.  This tissue grows each month ~ to the point that it often becomes debilitating.  The 

medical solution to endometriosis is surgery.  With any surgery, scar tissue forms.  I developed 

scar tissue around and on my bowel.  

 

 

Awareness 

After the surgery when I awoke from the anesthesia, I noticed right away that something was 

wrong.  My skin was orange!  I couldn’t stop staring at it, checking it out over and over.  I called 

out to the nurse and to my then husband, Mike.  They both suggested it was from the anesthesia 

and dismissed my concern.   I knew better, but I was too exhausted and in too much pain to press 

the issue.   A short while later all my vitals dropped.   Now I had their attention.  


