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Disclaimer 

 

The diary section of this book documents the time between 2004 and 2010 and my journey 

through release of blocks in my energy bodyôs cellular memory. Though the physical breakdown 

was misunderstood to be unfathomable disease I immediately understood it to be a great teacher 

and a transformational opportunity.  

 

The pain through the process of letting go of a life time of control issues was so overbearing that 

I succumbed to fear and Prednisone steroid treatment. The withdrawal pains from Prednisone 

proved to be a powerful opportunity for acceptance of what is as is too. 

 

I acknowledge that Prednisone is a vital and lifesaving treatment for a variety of diseases. I 

acknowledge medical science for the lifesaving research and technical genius we are fortunate to 

receive in these accelerated times of medical advancement. This manual though is a personal 

diary account of transformation brought about by a mysterious autoimmune disease and the 

prescription of the corticosteroid Prednisone.  

 

I did not display typical symptoms to the diagnosis of PMR nor did I display typical response to 

the steroid treatment. I am not a medical doctor, and I do not suggest that the reader follow in my 

footsteps. If you are experiencing unexplained symptoms, I recommend reading my diary along 

with seeking expert medical advice. I am offering insight into coping with dis-ease as an 

opportunity for transformation. I am also sharing alternative methods of healing that supported 

me through what I realized to be a time of transformation disguised as disease. 

 

The Q&A section of this book reflects on how my dis-ease presented as opportunity experienced 

via PranaTantra-practices© for my healing and to share with others. I consider the journal 

section to be my most authentic teaching credential. 
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Forward by Jeff Migdow M.D 

 

ñAudrey Pearson has written an excellent diary account of her process with a mysterious chronic 

disease, both from a medical and spiritual perspective... 

 

She takes us from the beginning of her strange symptoms, in which the structural pain was so 

severe she was barely able to move, (much less practice the yoga she teaches and loves), to the 

diagnosis of Polymyalgia Rheumatica and the strong steroid treatment, through the side effects 

of the steroids, the deep help with homeopathy, herbal medicines, prayer and finally the 

realization and insight into the deep spiritual component of her disease. Ms. Pearson experienced 

a steady process of questioning, awareness, insight and understanding in relation to the pain, 

suffering, and mental anguish and finally into spiritual release... 

 

Since the book is in diary form, we receive her true feelings and powerful insights in the moment 

which allows us to follow her intimately during her journey with her life altering 

disease...Anyone who has experienced chronic debilitating disease, especially with a pain 

component, will gain comfort and inspiration from this book, knowing they are not alone, and 

that by understanding the deeper spiritual implications of their disease, insight and relief will 

followò 

 

Jeff Migdow M.D. 
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Jai Kali Ma! 

 
Great Mother Goddess energy of the Hindu Pantheon is the source of sacred life energy. 

She is known as the destroyer of the delusions of the mind as well as the One that gives birth to 

everything. She will likely terrorize our ego identities, but to our divine self, She is our supreme 

beloved. In the physical body she is present as Kundalini Shakti transformational evolutionary 

energy 

Throughout ancient traditions the snake has been held as a symbol of the great goddess 

and of the Kundalini energy that activates spiritual initiation. This evolutionary transformational 

energy is perceived in the Hindu tradition to lie coiled up like a sleeping snake in three-and-a-

half coils at the base of the spine, the seat of Muladhara Chakra.  The word Kundalini comes 

from the Sanskrit word óKundalô meaning coiled up. The yogis, sages and saints considered this 

primordial energy to present as the sacred source of evolution within us all.  

Christians have called this energy the Holy Spirit. In the Christ's own words ñThe Holy Spirit is 

My Motherò ñThe Kingdom of God is within youò  

In yoga philosophy there are seven sacred centers known as chakras located along a central 

channel. The central channel or the middle path, along which the seven major chakras are located 

is known in yoga as the sushumna and runs along the spine.  Buddha described the Path of 

Liberation through the ñMiddle Pathò. When the powerful Kundalini energy awakens from its 

dormant state at the base of the spine, it ascends the central column or sushumna from the 

sacrum to the crown clearing away blockages and barriers in its path.   

Many cultures are aware of this sacred liberating feminine force that dwells within everyone. In 

the Tao Te Ching the primordial energy is also described as Mother. In Greek mythology we see 

the healing Staff with snakes wrapped around it in a double helix.  
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The Staff representing the spinal column along which the serpent 

energy or Kundalini energy ascends to the crown. In Roman mythology Aescaluius the god of 

healing is also seen holding a serpent entwined staff. 

This transformational energy is sleeping at the base of everyoneôs spine.  Through integrative 

practices, this energy can activate or awaken. Once activated or awakened, the energy ascends 

the spinal or central column cleansing the blockages in the energy centers called chakras, 

delivering the aspirant to spiritual initiation and ultimately to peace.  

Once Kundalini releases her powerful force she breaks down the barriers that block purity of 

heart, compassion, tolerance, joy, clarity of vision, patience, trust and respect.  Everything in her 

path that has stubbornly resisted surrendering to her liberating powers, must be destroyed or 

more compassionately put, healed/integrated.  

 

Authorôs background: 

 

I was born in 1946 England.  A proud child, I strongly resisted growing up in a struggling 

household in socially conscious Britain.  I rejected my class and family resulting in a pretty 

unhappy and sickly childhood.  I dreamt often of the ñperfect familyò and then protected my 

dream by lying to strangers about my social roots. I affected a ñproperò upper class English 

accent and kept my humble home address hidden.  My parents and siblings were also miserable 

in my home where the frustrations of hard times played out in screaming matches throughout the 

house.  I created a fantasy existence outside the family where I lived in an approving world of 

performance art.   

I was a strong spirited child. My mother called me defiant. In truth I was reacting to my family 

circumstance from a frightened victim consciousness.  

I was also a spiritually attuned child, which gave me a faith that the peace of god was ultimately 

available for me. Drawing on that strong sense of faith, I intuitively turned inward to acquire 

everything I wanted including the unlikely enrollment in an expensive convent prep school, Our 

Lady of The Sacred Heart Convent. I was able to attend O.L.S.H on a partial scholarship because 

my oldest sister was a nun in the Roman Catholic Order.  

The most memorable part of the school was the annual spiritual retreat we were required to take 

part in ... No classesô just silent contemplation for the entire week, óloved that! 
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We were allowed to spend our week in retreat in places generally out of bounds to us. I 

had secured a private spot on the grounds where the nuns walked in their meditations é it was 

thickly carpeted with lily of the valley banked alongside a narrow stream.  So every year during 

retreat I snuggled into the flowers and spent the entire seven hours of each school day completely 

alone in silent reflection.  Although not aware of exactly what was occurring, the peace of source 

and my quest for spiritual peace was stirring within me.  Spiritual life would be my ñperfect 

familyò 

Seeking to enter the Benedictine Convent at the age of 14, the presiding priest turned me 

away to continue my schooling.  My mind turned to the big wide world and my growing ego-

driven personality made other plans. I moved to London at 17 and enjoyed being smack in the 

middle of the ñswinging sixtiesò. 

In 1967 at age 21 I moved to New York City and drew on my now ego-driven intention 

to be a ñsomeoneò.  By age 25 I had become a successful fashion designer.    

My yoga path also began around that time.  Inspired by a business associate I enrolled in 

a tiny yoga class and became one of a handful of yoga students studying at The Integral Yoga 

Institute, then on West End Avenue in Manhattan.   I began a diligent daily yoga and meditation 

practice honoring the ancient traditions and technology of yoga. I loved it. 

   

October 2
nd

 2004 and my Second Saturn Return.  I was feeling so grateful for my journey that 

day and all my guards were down.  I was feeling very confident in my be-ing and very open to 

transformation, although in my arrogance, my ego-self-image thought I was already 

ñtransformedò, ha!   

I was practicing a guided yoga nidra inner journey that day. The instruction was to follow along 

on as best you can, stay awake and let everything else be as it is.  The purpose the Leader said 

was to awaken Divine Mother Shakti from her dormant state in Muladhara Chakra and to reverse 

the flow of energy from down and out to in and up in order to nurture the Heart and Higher 

Centers of Consciousness.  I naively and cluelessly wanted nothing less. I thought no more about 

it, ósettled down on my yoga mat and óresolved to follow the guidance. 

As I lay on the floor feeling very strong and able, I confidently opened myself up to 

receive the depths of the unknown possibilities I was about to offer myself.  I certainly had no 

agenda to prepare for the kundalini energy to emerge from its sleep at the base of my spine or Iôd 

have probably been trapped in my mind.  I covered myself up in a cozy blanket and set my clear 

intention to just be present. I resolved to simply follow the instructions and trust the teachings 

just as I now trusted myself.  I followed along internally on the guidance.  It was a beautiful 

guided yoga nidra and as I embraced the experience as fully and as completely as I was able to I 

felt the sacred energies of the first three chakras turn inward and flow upward. I became 

immersed in a glorious blazing light, which I could only describe as being lit up like a light 

saber.  I felt an unmistakable presence of my Lineage Grandfather Shri kripalu and my favorite 

Deity Lord Ganesha.  I had no idea what this energetic charge was creating or stirring in me. I 

didnôt connect the dots é and so after sharing my experience with my teacher and the group I 
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just continued on my journey and went home.   

 

What began a few days later as flu symptoms quickly changed to leg pains and then the crippling 

disability of what the medical model would diagnose as a ñmysterious autoimmune disorder 

called polymyalgia rheumaticaò (PMR), which translates as ñmany muscle painò.  The PMR-like 

symptoms immediately began to ravage me, attacking me in the connective tissues and 

mitochondria of my thighs, back and arms, rendering me immobile.  ñThe good news is we know 

what you have and there is a cure,ò my medical doctor told me, ña corticosteroid called 

Prednisoneò.  My intuition voiced a strong, NO!  

My trust in my Yoga Practice never wavered, and I continued diligently practicing the teachings 

inherent in my sadhana, ñDonôt resist feeling. Feel all sensations, donôt label them bad or good, 

surf the waves of sensation to the end of the wave and enter into Be-ing Presence.  Time after 

time my Practice brought me through pain-filled waves of PMR sensation into an understanding 

of what was happening.  This ñautoimmune disorder, polymyalgia rheumaticaò, was my guru. 

 

I understood that through ñPMRò I was forcing myself to s-l-o-w down so I could witness 

my life.  In weeks I went from a strong and flexible Yogini to a crippled looking shadow of 

myself.  I was physically unable to demonstrate the yoga postures I was teaching my students.  I 

felt gob smacked and confused. Fortunately, my yoga experience had prepared me to teach 

without the need to demonstrate the postures so I continued the best I could. 

Another couple of months passed with me acknowledging the PMR condition as an 

important Teacher in my life.  Now forced to slow down, my personality was shifting from hard 

and driven to soft and patient.  It was taking me ages to even get around a store, and I was 

enjoying thaté where before Iôd give a quick peripheral glance, make my purchase and get out, I 

was now forced to take my time and be present with every step I took.  I felt more tolerant about 

everything, more compassion for myself and more compassion for others.  I noticed folks with 

Walkers and Wheelchairs on the streets, advertisements for Chair Stair Lifts and óthought, 

ñThere but by the grace of my sadhana go Iò.   By now the ñdis-easeò had become unbearable, 
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like a suffering hell, and not being at all interested in suffering I felt forced by the pain to take 

the prednisone drug.  I had no idea that I was entering another crazy hell. 

 

I confidently opted to go under the additional care of an Ayurvedic M.D. who assured me 

that Prednisone therapy was the way to go and that Ayurveda would balance any negative side 

effects of the drug and help me taper off it as and when it was appropriate. Wrong! I started with 

10 mgs of prednisone and had to increase to 15 mgs very soon. Using Ayurvedic herbal support 

and prednisone drug therapy to pacify the PMR-like condition and boost my immune system, I 

temporarily felt stronger and returned to my asana (yoga postures) practice and my energy 

appeared to brighten up again.  The Ayurvedic Doctor suggested that my Sadhana (spiritual 

practice) had saved me from going into a ñdeeper expression of diseaseò and he helped me to 

gain perspective on this healing opportunity.   

I learned that all my life, as a result of my chaotic childhood, I have tried to present a 

ñtogetherò exterior é but apparently my flaws have been obvious to everyone but me for most 

of my life.  Thatôs what they mean by ñthe hidden selfò. óHidden only from the person hiding ;-) 

Now, by the grace of this healing breakthrough, precipitated by surrendering to myself through 

Yoga Nidra, there is apparently enough safety in my being for me to see just what the breaking 

down of my physical body is revealing to me about my interior self.     

Yep!  Just like the presenting PMR symptoms which appear as rigid, crippled, stiff, 

defended, hurt, inflexible, unbending, unyielding limbs and muscles in my PMR broken body, 

those same adjectives describe the posturing I held myself together with until this healing 

breakthrough brought it to my attention.   

 

 
 

I was seeing that my re-actions to my wounded childhood environment had been so 

rigidly holding my body/mind together that the only way for me to finally see how stuck I was in 

old survival patterning, was to have my own immune system attack my yogini body in the form 

of PMR-like symptoms, not to hurt me, but to help me. 

I believe that the voltage of grace I received in the Practice of Yoga Nidra that day in 

October 2004 gave me the energetic boost to bring forth this healing opportunity.   So, my 

present understanding is that healing crisesô are great opportunities for healing breakthroughs.  

Through my spiritual practices I learned that everything that comes into the field of my 
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awareness is my presenting teacher, and that when I witness it with acceptance of what is as is, 

without judging any of it as bad or good I have the opportunity for relaxation, compassion, 

tolerance, acceptance, from the inside out and from the outside in.  I learned that yoga nidra is a 

powerful and sacred practice and the results are as powerful as my readiness to embrace my true 

nature, which I now know was and is always whole. 
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Journal 

I write in my journal, my name is Devdasi, Audrey Pearson.  

I am a Yoga Teacher and a Yogini who cannot practice my yoga posture sequence today. 

 
October 5

th
 2004: 3 days since my yoga nidra experience where I surrendered to myself and my 

body responded by lighting up like a light saber. I was emblazoned in a golden light energy. I am 

stunned by óflu-like symptoms; stiffness, fever and general malaise  

 

November 2004: Increased weakness in legs and back, terrible flu symptoms, stiffness and 

pervading sadness.  Iôm a few weeks into teaching my Yoga Teacher Training Program and I feel 

extremely compromised.  I canôt demonstrate yoga postures for my student teachers or my yoga 

classes.  My body has become crazy stiff. I have crazy muscle soreness.  I appear to have a 

disconnection between my brain and my muscles.  I feel weakness throughout my system. 

 

January 2005: 

I go to the doctor. She takes blood and does an inflammation study. The results came back with a 

burning SED rate of 60  (a normal inflammation marker is 20) and she diagnosed 

autoimmune disease, Polymyalgia Rheumatica (PMR) and prescribed Prednisone.  She appeared 

concerned as she informs me ñPMR is a mystery, we donôt know what causes it or what heals itò. 

My intuition tells me not to start Prednisone. I began to research the drug and the PMR condition 

on line.  I read personal horror stories from folks on message boards who had the PMR-like 

symptoms and óhad taken prednisone.  Not only did their condition not heal they became 

crippled and in wheel chairs and they reported that they felt unable to get off the steroid.  This 

confirmed my intuition and I did not begin the treatment.  

 

I am in the throes of Polymyalgia Rheumatica-like symptoms.  There is an unnerving stiffness 

and flu like soreness to the touch.  I have a constant cough.  I look very pale.  I am sporting an 

anemic looking complexion, slurry speech and my brain feels disassociated from my ability to 

talk and move my muscles.  My husband helps me out of bed!  I am a Yoga Teacher running a 
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Yoga School for krissake!  My students are looking at me with pity and confusion.  I am the 

Yogini who is all about wellness.  I am feeling ready to give up and close shop.  I feel like a 

fraud. 

 

My fine motor skills are affected. My writing is affected. Iôm typing loads of wrong spelling. 

And my cognitive memory processing is diminished.  I lose my connection to finding the word I 

need to illustrate points, even while teaching yoga class  

 

February 2 2005: this morning the stiffness and muscle pain is the worst itôs been.  It took me 15 

minutes to get out of bed, trying to coordinate mind, muscles, spirit and emotions.  I pulled out 

everything I know and eventually rolled out of bed.  I can walk like a crippled person moving 

from point A to B, but other than that, the quality of my life looks & feels damaged.  Itôs 

especially hard this morning (the day I go to see the Rheumatologist). The pain and stiffness are 

unbearable.  I just took 1,325mg of aspirin to relieve my discomfort. 

 

It has become impossible to simply get up from my computer chair and walk across the 

room like a ñnormalò person.  In this PMR world I have to orchestrate my lift up from the chair, 

move into horrible tension and pain and press down with my sore arms.  I then put my weight on 

my bendy stiff and sore legs, upper and lower back, and then I proceed to shuffle across the 

room.  I do better when my knees are kept straight, so I have resorted to sitting on high chairs.  

The Rheumatologist was certain I did not have PMR.  He basically sent me away with a 

prescription NSAID anti-inflammatory and wished me luck.  He said the blood test showed high 

inflammation but no muscle damage.  I am happy to hear thatéstill the symptoms rage. 

 

Iôm beginning my fifth month in this dis-ease. This is madness, and Iôm noticing the 

suffering/pain lines etching into my face.  I have weakened to the point of taking Prednisone. 

 

Day three on Prednisone: I woke up very early feeling major distress in my legs, reminiscent of 

the worst of worst days.  Iôm feeling despair and great disappointment.  I could hardly bring my 

legs up to turn over in bed and then to get up I had to roll over and slide my belly down the edge 

of the bed to my knees.  I could not stand!  I had to develop a new way to come from my knees 

to standing without using leg muscles!  I then had a devil of a time sitting down and basically 
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had to stay where I sat until my mental/emotional body geared up enough to haul me up.  óSo 

much for Prednisone it was not the magic pill for me! What the bloody hell have I done? 

 

Wednesday February 23 2005:  The Ayurveda appointment went well.  I felt listened to and 

acknowledged.  I need something miraculous! The Ayurveda philosophy goes hand in hand with 

my own understanding of the relationship between body & mind; óThat oneôs presenting state of 

being is the sum total of all of oneôs reactions to life experiences. He diagnosed myalgia (pain) 

and said I should be on Prednisone, only a higher dose!  I was shocked é I am now upping the 

dose to 15mgs and I am beginning a fresh 2-week prednisone trial.  I am on a strict Ayurvedic 

ten day herbal/dietary cleansing diet in addition to the prednisone, and the doctor declared that I 

am at the extreme end of imbalance.  What saved me from going over the edge into full-blown 

disease, he tells me, is my yoga practice.  I have to agree with the doctor that my spiritual 

practices would have saved me from any extremes of illness. 

 

February 24, 2005:  So, 15mgs of prednisone and Iôm wishing for a pAiN KI llEr!   Itôs 3:00pm 

and I am in crazy pain and disturbing stiffness.  Walking up and down stairs is crazy painful.  

Getting up from a chair is crazy painful.  Iôm trying to practice my sadhana and stay out of 

judgment and allow the sensation of pain to simply be just that, the sensation of pain, but it is 

crazy challenging.  Iôd still like some pain management medicine.  Iôm not allowed to take 

NSAIDS while on the prednisone L. 

And so it goes. 

 

The battle between my ego and spirit (Prana) is on.  Ego wants me to hold on to my 

beautiful yoga school property and the yoga student community that is building around us.  Prana 

wants me to slow it all down and ówants me to witness everything from an unattached 

perspective.  óWants me to breathe in deeply so I can smell the flowers Iôve planted, ówants me 

to be with myself with each full breath so I can honor what works for me and for the good of all, 

and what doesnôt work. 

   

HOUSE FOR SALE   

 
 

The financial overhead here at the yoga school/residence is huge and that requires me to 

teach as many classes as there are days in the week and frankly my energy body needs to rest 

now and not have pressure at this time of crisis.  I figure that from a smaller place I will be able 
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to teach smaller & fewer classes and that feels very good and very relaxing to me.   

 

May bloody 1 2005! Today marks seven months since the first assault of outrageous symptoms 

on my mind and body, and I am on 15 mgs of a dangerous corticosteroid drug called Prednisone!  

Itôs so hard to fathom!  I must keep a strong mind. And Iôm beginning to experience first-hand 

that withdrawal symptoms from tapering off prednisone are CRAZY-PAIN. Iôve heard it said itôs 

easier to get off heroin than it is to get off prednisone for some.  Here I am. 

 

Yikes, I just noticed the top front of my hair is thinning!  My mid-section is thickened, my face 

has ñrounded outò My once elegantly prominent cheek bones have disappeared L they call this a 

steroid side effect or ñmoon faceò.  I am 10lbs heavier. óGet myself off Prednisone, now!!!   I am 

reducing to 12.5mg!   Iôm taking my health back into my own hands.  I must get myself off 

prednisone. 

 

Note:  If I had any inkling that I was being cleansed by Shakti, I believe I would have been able 

to tolerate even the most hideous of pain that is yet to come. 

 

 
 

May 4 2005: 8:35am morning coffee in a quiet house alone with me.  I am feeling mentally 

strong, spiritually on purpose, emotionally sound and stronger physically.  I am on day three of 

my reduced dose of Prednisone.  I now break up a 10 mg prednisone tablet into quarters and Iôm 

taking 12.5 mgs every morning for two weeks, then I intend to drop another 2.5mg to 10 and on 

and on.  Reiki is my support. 

 

Monday May 9 2005: Iôm feeling low depressed energy é yesterday I thought about the end of 

my life, realizing I have done a good enough job of living it.  I am feeling complete and ready to 

accept my circumstances.  Today I have the familiar thick band of weird unsettling sensation 

across my upper back and along my inner thighs. Deep breathing hurts in the center of my chest 

and my neck feels limited in motion.  My jaw is tight as if Iôm holding on as tight as I can.  

Things are falling through my fingers and I am responding like a bit of a zombie to my 

surroundings.  I practice my sadhana, be-ing with every sensation without judging them good or 

bad, óbe-ing with my perceived limitations, without judgment.   I witness my worrisome thoughts 
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and lowered energy, all without judgment.  I am practicing my spiritual practice. 

I know I must keep my spirits up.  The temptation to succumb is pulling at me. It would feel so 

much easier to slip into my tented sanctuary fall asleep and not wake up again. 

 

 
 

I feel mad.  Today I am in victim mode.   

Iôve been searching the bookstores for some guidance about Polymyalgia Rheumatica and for 

some documented experience with this Prednisone stuff.  I want to hear first-hand how someone 

got off prednisone!  I havenôt found anything! 

Iôm off to buy a walking stick L 

 

Wednesday June 22 2005: 9:47am   I woke up in excruciating pain this morning.  Just trying to 

roll onto my left shoulder to get out of bed required every bit of concentration available to me.  I 

have to take the tiniest of movements coordinated with my breath and then stop and recover from 

the intense surge of pain.  Then I roll a little bit more.  I slide my butt using my hand and get 

width-wise on the bed then inch my way to the edge until my feet can touch the floor.  óAnother 

needed rest, and then I roll onto my left shoulder which appears more accommodating than my 

right this morning. Then I roll onto my belly and slide down the side of my bed onto my knees.  

Once up on my feet I hobble into a hot bath. 

 

Homeopathy: 

 

I have been thinking about calling a medical doctor I know who is also a Homeopathic 

Physician.  His name is Jeff Migdow and he was my doctor for many years, many years ago. 
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Homeopathy just may be able to help me balance my energy.  

So, I have now added Jeff Migdow, the Medical Doctor/Homeopath to my health care team, and 

Iôm waiting for the remedies to arrive in the mail.  I have been down to 10 mgs of Prednisone for 

one week now and the pain of withdrawal I feared is every bit as horrific, actually greater than I 

imagined L.  I use an elastic body corset around my mid-section now, which offers me support. 

 

Thursday June 23 2005: My first day on my homeopathic remedy.   

Wow! I feel fifty percent better than yesterday morning.  I can actually bend forward enough to 

lower the dog bowls on the floor.  This is major huge! 

I was able to turn over in bed by myself and use my own body strength to get out of bed.  Mind 

you I was yipping at certain points like a hurt animal and breathlessly declaring ñWow! I feel SO 

much betterò which cracked my husband up. And as I was moving and yipping in pain we both 

started howling with laughter at the tragic comedy of it all. 

I remain cautious however; my mind is a strong force. I fear that when a ñnewò medicine comes 

on board there could be a false/positive reaction and then, óback to the same old, same old.   

 

My latest affirmation is ñMy thinking is peaceful, calm and centeredò.   

 

Saturday June 25 2005:  9:24am.  This is the third day on my homeopathic remedy.  I had a 

rough night, waking up what seemed hourly in pain. I woke up mentally paralyzed at the thought 

of moving my body, as is required to get up.  L 

I must admit I got discouraged and called upon radical trust.  I do believe I am ready to release 

this, and to be different than I have ever been.  Already my personality is radically changed and 

frankly I wouldnôt trade the pain in my body for the rigid controlling personality I acted like 

before this transformation disguised as ñillnessò took hold.  I remain in the process. 

 

Sometimes, maybe always, we just gotta dig down to the deepest core layer in order to begin the 

journey out of the ego-mind.  I must have stepped off the metaphysical cliff and into the 

metaphysical void during that 2004 yoga nidra. I appear to have crash-landed at the bottom of 

the canyon. 

 
 

Thursday June 30 2005:  One week on the homeopathic remedy.  Extreme disability and 

discomfort on getting out of bed this morning.  I couldnôt get myself to do it alone so I waited till 

my husband James came home from his third shift IT job to pull me along the bed on my belly 

until my feet reached the floor when he then lifted my upper body until I was upright.  

C-R-A-Z-Y!  The pain is in my legs, arms and mid-section.  Radical trust!   
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Friday June 31 2005:  10:02 all I can say is, exCRuciaTing é Still, I intend to be in acceptance 

of the intensity of the pain sensations as they are, and ride these huge waves back to shore. Am I 

just an optimistic Fool? 

I decided to do Reiki embellished Yoga Nidra first thing instead of later in the day and was 

amazed at how that helped me move and be in my body with less distress.   

 

Saturday July 9 2005: suffering and suffering. Iôm feeling un-imaginable excruciating pain. Is it 

the PMR or is it the withdrawal symptoms from Prednisone?  I donôt know.  I feel so alone in 

this. 

Note: I wonder if the pain of giving birth after a long hard labor feels anything 

like this because I recognize that although I never physically birthed my child, I am clearly 

birthing myself. 

 

Tuesday July 12 2005: I had a dental cleaning this morning and it felt like I was in an alien body.  

I am in a mind-fog state today, with a mild disconnect in my mind. I am moving slowly and 

feeling empty of spirit and soul although I know I Am Present.  I go in and out of being in 

witness consciousness when Iôm in this dementia state and sometimes I get lost in the fog.  It is 

12:30pm now and the debilitating symptoms are strong.  It has to be Prednisone withdrawal 

symptoms.   I press on. 

 

Monday July 18 2005 evening:  Tonight, as the symptoms have lifted like some mysterious veil 

from the dull and foggy dismal day, I fantasize again about teaching my yoga classes.  I set up 

the room for Jamesô yoga class tonight and I really love the ambiance I create and I remember 

the insights I am able to guide my students to, deep within themselves.  I love that for myself too.  

My Reiki embellished Yoga Nidra Practice is strong and dependable and is providing me 

tremendous strength and stick-to-it-ness, so I believe I am healing.  Itôs just that come morning 

the cloudy murky veil drops again, and like this morning I am in pain, and itôs a really hard 

struggle to get out of bed and to then lie down on the floor for yoga nidra. Sometimes I canôt 

straighten out my legs and I have to leave them bent for the first half of the Practice.  It takes me 

ages to lie down onto my back in the mornings.  Then when I finish the practice I struggle to get 

up again, and so it goes.  I feel certain teaching yoga classes will not be in my plans tomorrow 

morning 

 

Tuesday July 19 2005: óhard to get out of bed this morning.  But, I figured out that I can draw on 

my yoga knowledge, my prana (energy) awareness and surrender to Prana Shakti to breathe my 

way off the bed. Prana Shakti is the Life Force that I feel within my breath yet is beyond my 
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breath. I also feel that kingdom of heaven Jesus promised us was within us all. Yes I have to 

draw on everything I believe as the pain sensation is unbelievably intense this morning.  I remain 

in radical trust and faith.  I continue to believe in the homeopathy in partnership with Usui Reiki, 

Yoga Nidra and Reiki embellished inner child healing.  I think, without these Practices I may not 

be able to withdraw from prednisone.  I think my ego/mind might have driven me mad by now. 

 
 I still have no idea if I will be able to successfully get off this prescription drug, Prednisone.  

The drug has shut down my adrenal glands and is now functioning as a fake adrenal operator.  If 

I were to suddenly stop taking it I would die. I must wean myself off slowly and bear the hideous 

pain associated with withdrawing, if I can.  And if I can get through all that into lower and lower 

doses of it, then my own adrenals will function again and I will eventually be free from the drug.  

Who knows what permanent damage I will be stuck with!  None I pray.  

 

Saturday July 23 2005: 

My body is very slow moving and it hurts badly again.  I have little to no strength in my body 

and mind.  The things I usually do, like just moving things from one spot to another, I cannot do.   

I couldnôt imagine the pain that was to come over night.   

 

 
 

I had the most excruciating acute pain EVER!!!!! in my neck. Now I know Iôve used that word 

excruciating to describe pain in earlier entries, now up the anti-1000 fold!  It was like being 

impaledélike being stabbed in the neck muscle with a meat hook and then yanking it about.  I 

squealed like a pig being tortured & killed. My husband pulled me off the bed and onto my 
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knees. I eventually got to my feet. After my warm bath, which by the way is a necessary part of 

my daily care, I put my neck brace back on, put on a body brace and used my walking stick to 

proceed to the massage table for my Reiki embellished-yoga nidra.  Iôll see yuh.   

 

Wednesday July 27 2005: Did I mention my Ayurveda herbs have mint in them?  Mint interferes 

with homeopathy.  Now I discover that magnets do too!  My belly belt has magnets threaded 

throughout!  Have I been negating the homeopathic remedies all this time?   

I was so afraid of a repeat of last night and yesterday morning that I wore my braces all day and 

all through the night. Today I take 5mgs of prednisone.  I am feeling optimistic again.  

óCrazy, crazy, madness  

 

I just got off the phone with my Homeopath.  He assured me that caffeine, as in any, black tea, 

green tea; all caffeine drinks will increase inflammation.  He recommended that I ñfollow the 

tearsò when I feel like crying.  He said, ñInflammation is fire and tears are cooling, so allow the 

tears to flow and cool the fire burning insideò. óVery interesting, I look forward to following that 

trail.   

   
 

Itôs Saturday July 30 2005: at noon.  I havenôt written because Iôve been feeling too ill.  I just had 

a cup of tea, óbig bloody deal! 

I saw the Rheumatologist again yesterday. Again, he hasnôt any idea what is causing my illness.  

He recommends I make an appointment with the Big Guns at The Lahey Clinic in Boston.  

Apparently their expertise is in unfathomable diseases.  I guess Iôm in that category. 

 

Wednesday August 3 2005: 8:23am. Yesterday morning I felt improved, today is as bad as it 

gets.  The most predictable cycle associated with this illness, whatever it is, and withdrawing 

from Prednisone, is the roller coaster, the yo-yo, the duality factor felt in my body-mind.  Its fine, 

oh no itôs not fine, I feel better, I feel worse.   

 

Note: On re-reading this I can recall and feel the metaphysical mother energy banging at my 

energy centers releasing energy blockages, thrashing against my more stubborn holding patterns 

in order to release deep vestiges of holding.  I can still imagine and feel the metaphysical 

liberating fangs crunching into my neck chakra disguised as PMR and Prednisone withdrawal 
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symptoms to dislodge some dualistic frozen blockage on that July morning.  

 

óExcruciating pain getting out of bed and on to my feet this morning. I can understand why folks 

end up in wheelchairs é Through my weak feelings and held-back tears this morning a wheel 

chair is exactly what I want.  I ultimately refuse to go that route though.   Iôm strong & stubborn 

like my mother, except I didnôt see her like this till she was dying at 81 years old and in the 

Hospice. I am doing all I can to help myself. 

 

Because I have decided these journal notes are no longer for me alone, I asked my hubby to take 

a photo of me getting out of bed tomorrow morning.  Iôll also insert here a few photos that I have 

of me in yoga postures taken in August 2004, before the PMR-like symptoms took hold, just for 

comparison. 

 

   
 

Natrajasana, Dancer  Side angle warrior  

 

   
   

Vriksasana, Tree         Virabhadrasana 1, Warrior 1 

 

You can see from the photos that the postures require a degree of strength and flexibility, which 

was never a problem for me, óimpossible for me today. Then on the date of tomorrow Iôll put that 

picture of me getting up in the morning. Hopefully the last photo at the end of the book will be 

me in a yoga posture requiring strength and flexibility again ófull circle. 
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I am ready for the handicap-parking sticker.  I feel very saddened by this. 

 

 
Sunday August 7

th 2005
 Me, getting out of bed with pain and skill. 

 

I was unable to let go of the pain today and I felt unable to enter the deep relaxation of Yoga 

Nidra, and thus I began to cry for myself. I cried for the part of myself who is dying and how she 

doesnôt feel any protection. I cried as I feared there would be no friends and family at her 

funeral.  And what kind of funeral should I have anywayéshould my body be burned here with 

my family of James & Jason? Or should I return to England to die and be buried in the family 

plot?  And who would care anyway?   

 

Well the drama of yesterdayôs victim consciousness is passed and here I Am. 

 

Monday August 8 2005: 6:45am itôs looking like the unmasking of the physical symptoms is also 

unmasking a lot of stuck emotions from my childhood wounding.  I did prepare for wholeness in 

that September 2004 Yoga Nidra now didnôt I? And, the journey into this healing opportunity did 

begin as a result of that Practice.   

I have been masterful at managing my mental and emotional pain all my life while my inner 

wounded children got pressed deeper and deeper into corners of my being, their voices muffled 

as my wounded self-image wanted to be someone other than myself.   

 

 óCould be that the unwavering intention I held through my 
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Sadhana offered me the chance to finally leap off that metaphysical cliff, and in the depths of my 

radical trust, leap I did.  I remember an enlightenment teacher inviting me to take that leap into 

the unknown void, but all I could see for myself at the time was a crumbled broken body at the 

foot of a cliff.  I was afraid to take the leap then, but I guess Iôm here at the bottom of the cliff 

now.  Now I am to heal and rise like the Phoenix.   

 
My concerns over a cup of tea a day seem silly in comparison.   

 

Wednesday August 10 2005 7:52am.  My body was in pain and discomfort as I awoke this 

morning. However, I was delighted to be able to pull up my knees again and even roll onto my 

side taking the pressure off my back.  I feel optimistic and strong in mind and emotions. Boy! 

What a blessing this simple improvement feels.   

 

Thursday August 11 2005 óNot unbearable, but still I imagine it would be unbearable for the 

majority of the population.  I think I have super-human tolerance. My body hurts and I feel weak.  

Iôm shuffling around at 9:08am getting ready for a busy day.  My primary care doctor wrote a 

prescription for some narcotic pain management but I think Iôll get through today without 

needing it.  I have another phone consult with my homeopath in the morning.  I wonder what 

heôll say about the narcotic pain management é In terms of the oxycodone (Percocet) he said 

itôs better to go up in prednisone in 2.5mg increments, re-stabilize and then reduce again rather 

than to cover up the symptoms with the narcotics.  Although he did give me the thumbs up on the 

pain management once or twice a week next time my body is screaming out in pain.  Right now 

Iôm relaxing into the intention for a relaxed next two weeks and a possible vacation from the 

raging fires of inflammation.  I feel optimistic again. 
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Saturday August 13 2005:  Relentless! CRAZY, CRAZY, and CRAZY!!! Yesterday I felt 

optimistic today I feel set back.  óIncapacitating pain and weakness in my legs, arms, mind, and 

hips!  Today is our yard sale and I canôt help with it, except sit by the credit card machine.  

Unfortunately I must take a pain management tab.  People just donôt recognize me right now. I 

feel like a shadow.  I received a healing from a customer at the yard sale who anointed me in the 

healing name of the Holy Spirit through Christ Consciousness.  I gratefully received her 

intention and made it my own. I guess I must accept that I am in the deep throws of out of 

control inflammation burning up my body/mind and I pray that whatever unconscious cause I 

brought upon myself be lifted and I can again be present as whole, and even better than I was 

before the onset of this crazy mysterious illness.  This I pray in the name of the Holy Spirit my 

divine mother prana Shakti  

 

Prana Kriyas: 

 

Sunday August 14 2005:  óSevere disabling weakness and the pain from this dis-ease, whatever it 

is, has brought me into a deeper level of the classroom of my ultimate guru, prana shakti.  In 

order to get out of bed today I practiced allowing prana kriyas to help me. As I breathed into 

every minute nuance of being, I was able to let go into subtle level inner prompts and prana 

moved me on the crest of each breath.  The prana kriya practice moved me out of the state of 

doing and into the state of be-ing.  It got me out of bed, yes in an unorthodox manner, and yet I 

didnôt get the PAIN of the force into a movement like Iôve been doing these past ten crazy 

months.  The difference is in coming from doing and into being.  óHope this lesson in direct 

experience lasts.  I notice I wrote ñhopeò. Whatever happened to radical trust? 

 

óStill Sunday 5:03pm.  Today as I shuffled and limped and swayed around Wal-Mart doing some 

errands I suddenly had another flash of inspiration.  ñWhat if I were to enter the radical 

acceptance that these ñnewò sensations I feel in my legs, arms, feet, hands, back, neck, were 

simply that, NEW sensations?  What if these different sensations are simply my current state of 

being?  I asked myself, ñis it so bad to be so different than I wasò? What if I do surrender 

completely to this new me and allow these new sensations to be my new state of being, accepting 

what is, as is? This is my Practice in Technicolor.   

Well I might as well, because they are.  I decide to.  I picked up my cane and with my new mind-

set I began to walk from my hara, with core strength.  óAll part of spiritual teachings now put to 

real-life radical practice.   

 

Monday August 15 2005:  This is a pivotal day for me. Throughout the night and when it was 
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time to get up at 7:00am today, I ñlet goò into breath, I let go 

 
 

in to Prana, and I responded by moving on the promptings from the divine source within. Since I 

became dis-eased I have been pushing through the pain in order to arrive at the destination of 

getting out of bed.  As I breathed and allowed Prana to be the leader this morning I actually 

enjoyed the process of getting up! Yes, it did take me a ridiculously long time, but it was pain 

free.   

 

These past few Prana Shakti aware days seem to be guiding me around a corner to wellness.  

Each day, each Self-Healing-Reiki-Yoga Nidra, each conversation with my homeopathic doctor 

sheds new light and awareness on how I can heal myself from the inside out.   

 

Tuesday August 16 2005: 7:00am Gripping my jaw as I hobble around, still coming back again 

and again to my resolve to hold my core and to move in conscious awareness of my breathing.  

All this with chatter in the back of my mind suggesting that Iôm screwed!  

 

Wednesday August 17 2005:  I can hardly believe its August 2005!  Iôve been in this PMR-like 

state of dis-ease since October 2004!  Itôs 9:04am and my lower back hurts and my movement is 

limited.  My jaw is tight like Iôm ñholding onò.  My right foot pain is back again and my right 

shoulder hurts.  I breathed my way out of bed again following Prana Shaktiôs guidance, pausing 

at the sticking points of pain and allowed myself to let go into the pain sensations without 

judging the sensations good or bad.  It so works, if you can do it!  I would then find myself in a 

relaxed (albeit awkward) place and then Prana Shakti, the sacred energy that is the spirit force 

directed the next movement and I would follow the direction.  Again it takes a long time to get 

out of bed this way, but through breathing with, rather than forcing through the pain, it is 

manageable.  I took my morning hot bath and made my morning cupôa    óNothing 

like it. This morning the getting up and on my feet ritual took 2 hoursJ!  Letôs see what the day 

brings.   



23 

 

 

Note: Reading back through these entries it is interesting to me that I was in direct relationship 

with divine mother Shakti all through the Cleanse.  My ignorance didnôt allow me to recognize 

the presence as Shakti. Had I consciously fathomed that, Iôm pretty sure Iôd have welcomed the 

ride! 

 

Thursday August 18 2005: 10:36am I got up relatively easily this morning. It was again a laugh 

worthy spectacle of me rolling onto my belly and slithering off the bed.  I have no tragic 

sensations and no prohibitive or limiting stiffness this morning.  Yes, stiffness, soreness and 

physical limitations are present, but frankly it has felt worse on higher doses of Prednisone, so I 

do believe a cure is in process.   

 

Itôs August 17 2005: my journal entries have turned into a report to share with others afflicted 

with mysterious crazy auto-immune disorders also known as rampant out of control self-inflicted 

inflammation.  I find solace in my new direction in healthcare working with my homeopathic 

M.D.  He has been sending me remedies and advising supplements and ógiven me an informed 

ear to unload on.  I feel confident although itôs taking too bloody long to see concrete results.  If I 

were to begin to feel sorry for myself I would undoubtedly fall into a wheel chair and thus into 

depression.  Instead I resolve to stay in the practice of witness consciousness and I must admit 

Iôm doing a good job of it.  I guess it was my unwavering intention to be free that created the 

environment for all this deep cleaning that is going on in my body/mind, and now my 

unwavering intention to be free is keeping me on track. Iôm choosing to stay focused in witness 

consciousness and this time of dis-ease is providing me the span of no-time to be in witness of it. 

 

The journey through this health crisis has been extremely uprooting and extremely healing.  Not 

only did I die to a self that I ñknewò to be me (not a bad thing in many ways) but I also died as 

the mother I had been to my son, also not entirely a bad thing.  I used to do everything around 

house, home and business, because I had a need for control and order.  I needed everything 

orderly and structured, clean and predictable, so my routines were rigid and controlled. I am 

much more emotionally relaxed now. Another way the illness uprooted me and my family is I 

could no longer teach yoga.  I couldnôt even practice yoga.  My energy is so depleted from 

balancing the physical pain of the dis-ease with the Prednisone side effects and now (August 

2005) the withdrawal pain from trying to get off Prednisone.  We felt forced to sell up the yoga 

school/residence and we did buy a smaller residence with a much smaller in-residence yoga 

studio.  I am a Metaphysician and I resolve to turn disasters into healing opportunities.  If  my 

daily journal entries help me and help others to stay out of the wheelchair and out of depression 

and into the healing realms, then great.  I also pray that if you are already in the wheelchair and 

you are already depressed that you can turn your experience into an opportunity to move through 

to healing. 
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Note: My personal experience has now confirmed for me that all thatôs needed is to practice 

acceptance of each moment as it appears without choosing for it or against it. Liberation is in 

that acceptance. I call it prana-tantra. This is practiced in PranaTantra-Reiki, Reiki as Iôm sure 

Sensei Usui intended. After all Reiki is Consciousness Itself and Sacred Life Energy, polarities in 

Being Presence. 

 

Friday August 19 2005: 7:14am.  I feel better on 5mgs of prednisone with the help of the 

Homeopathy. Iôm not damaging myself with side effects of the Prednisone at this low dose of 

5mgs.  Still Iôm concerned about the next taper to 2.5mg and the worsening pain levels that go 

along with withdrawing.  As the dose lowers my homeopathic doctor has warned me, Iôm in for 

more PAIN.   

 

Saturday August 20 2005: 5:32am.  The pain forced me to get out of bed.  I couldnôt lie 

comfortably enough to rest. I remember my resolve to be with everything as it is. I call upon 

everything I know to enrich my being.  It feels difficult to stay in witness consciousness right 

now.  I pray the pain shifts and I can feel free again.  Its days that begin like this that have me 

lose my witness consciousness and waver on the edge of despair.  In my despair I see myself 

never teaching yoga class again and canceling the next planned Yoga Teacher Training and I see 

myself disappointing the students who signed up.  All part of the deep cleaning I guess.  Itôs also 

days like this, where in my despair, I wish I were a ñnormal folkò who hadnôt ever consciously 

started on the path to freedom.  

  

 
 

On empty days like this I have thoughts like ñmaybe I should have stayed way back from the 

metaphysical cliff edge and not taken that empty leap into the void. Maybe the status quo is a 

safer and more satisfying place.  Maybe I should have never let go that completely in that 2004 

Yoga Nidraò Thoughts like these are short lived as I believe it is my resolve for nothing less than 

liberation that has taken me to this state of being.  For some other seekers of nothing less than 

freedom the empty leap into the void might have them grow metaphysical wings and they may 

fly off into bliss-filled living, others will have other experiences, some pain free I imagine, and 


