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Introduction

The path to my foodie awakening began when I became a mother in 1969. From 
early on, my son had debilitating allergies that were reversed with dietary 
changes when he was ten, yet when he hit his teens, I lost control and so did he.

When I was a teen and young woman, my diet centered on my aspiration to 
have a slim and beautiful figure. Thank God for vanity because it helped me stay 
somewhat healthy. My motto was just to “eat less.” I am sure I tried every weight-
loss diet available at the time. Those diets were full of deprivation accompanied 
by some sort of theme that always meant, “Eat less.” When I awakened to the 
bigger picture encompassing food and agriculture in America, I went from being 
a foodie in the dark to a hard-core raw food vegan overnight.

But over the years, that changed again as I dug my fork into a steak and began 
baking my own bread. Somewhere, I found a balance that is still close to my 
original vegan diet, yet slightly more diverse.

The good news is that deprivation turned into abundance, and eating less 
turned into eating as much as I want and need. Weight loss never became an 
issue again, and now at the age of seventy-two, I have vital good health, strong 
bones, flexible joints, flowing digestion, good skin, and mental clarity (well, 
most of the time).

But, diet per se is not the point in sharing my journey. My journey in eating 
is more about how my adventure transformed and connected me to all life, 
providing a grand view of our social fabric and culture. It started with a prayer 
at age forty-seven, “Dear God, there must be more to life that this; please show 
me.” The answer to this prayer catapulted me into discovering my purpose. First, 
I found myself on Native American reservations teaching food as medicine, 
camping in the badlands with a small family of buffalo sleeping around my tent, 
to landing the job of a lifetime with the John Robbins’ organization, EarthSave 
International. (Robbins is the author of Diet for a New America, and more 
recently, The Food Revolution.) My mission was to inspire healthier food in our 
nation’s schools and to write the Healthy School Lunch Action Guide. Fresh off 
the land, I put on my corporate suit to address politicians in Washington, D.C., 
speak at national conferences on our children’s behalf, and address students in 
schools across America. I did this while marching into courtrooms to plead with 
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judges to keep my son out of jail. And we certainly can’t have all this adventure 
without a love story.

My journey, which is told in the first part of this book, was not always an easy 
one; as a matter of fact, at times it was horrifying. There were also times of joy, 
exhilaration, and deep gratitude, all laced with a profound sense of belonging 
and being lost at the same time. But, once engrossed in the world of food and 
agriculture, and witnessing the decline of our children’s health and the epidemic 
proportions of drug addiction, I could never look back. I was forever changed 
and, thus, entrenched in the soil of the Earth that feeds us, and the food that 
shapes our culture.

The first section of Eating as a Spiritual Practice is a reflection of my journey 
as a means to inspire you to connect to the larger world around the food choices 
you may be making. In my work, I find people are confused about diets; many 
are sick and know that diet plays a huge role in our wellbeing. Many know better 
but don’t do better. I understand. We get caught up in our daily lives and just go 
along the best we can without connecting to that expansive part of ourselves and 
the source that gives us life. We don’t take time or spend extra money on certain 
things that might be good for us because they fulfill no immediate need we can 
see. Yet when a life-threatening disease or circumstance pops up, we become 
powerful stewards to whatever the situation demands. We drop everything 
that gets in the way of saving our life, including draining our bank accounts, 
borrowing money, staying up late, or working like a slave. We will show up fully 
with every resource we have to reverse a life-threatening situation. Many of us 
will even start praying when we never prayed before because deep down in us 
lives the belief that a greater power will assist and save us. We have this power 
when we need it, and most of us know it.

What if we accessed that power without it being fueled by an immediate life-
threatening challenge? What if we accessed it through our daily actions just for 
the love and appreciation of the gift we have been given? What if we became 
acutely aware of our choices today, fully aware that they are creating our world of 
tomorrow? Would it make our lives more meaningful, more fun, and healthier? 
Would it help us easily manifest our dreams and live without fear, sickness, or 
deprivation?

If you have strayed far away from the connection you need to steward 
yourself with daily appreciation and nourishment, it is not your fault. Somehow, 
in the last few centuries, we lost one of the most sacred relationships we have to 
the environment and our Earth, and that is “eating.” Eating is, arguably, one of 
the most intimate acts we do on a daily basis, and yet most of us are absent in 
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the presence of its potential pleasure, nourishment, and the incredible results 
it provides for the quality of our ride here on Earth.

Since we cannot be well if the Earth is sick, we must also come face-to-face 
with the rise in life-threatening diseases and what lies ahead if we continue 
down our current path, specifically around eating. While this situation may be 
difficult to relate to, understanding it is vital to your health and future.

Now, we can’t talk food without some delicious recipes. The second section 
contains those. The theme is a lively combination of “raw, cooked, and cultured” 
foods. I call my method “Essential Cuisine.” Knowing what must be raw, what 
is best cooked, and the how and why cultured/fermented foods are powerful 
will help you simplify and end confusion, no matter what diet you choose. The 
recipes, although mostly vegan, can and should be enjoyed with any dietary 
protocol. They offer all things essential for a good foundation of excellent 
nutrition, affordability, and simplicity, and let’s not forget pleasure.

Knowing that fruits and vegetables are healthy foods has not been enough 
to motivate the masses. When our blind spots are removed and we see more, 
our will is strengthened. Most want to do well, to aspire, to love, and to give. 
But we can’t do more, be more, and love more if we are sick. So I am hoping that 
along with my story and some yummy recipes, I can serve up some inspired 
motivation for you.

The results you may be striving for—weight loss, energy, better digestion, 
strong bones, and glowing skin are, for the most part, yours easily with the 
right foods. Acting with purpose presents even more radiant results like self-
discovery, bonding, intimacy, friendship, inner authority, and joy. This is not 
a stretch, but the real truth about living with purpose and connecting to your 
sacred self-care. You may have a lot more fun too.

Please don’t think for a moment that this book is about putting your bowl of 
food on your altar and praying, smudging with sage before your meal, or falling 
on your knees before you enter the grocery store. My wish is that the facts and 
parallels between my story and your own will bring illumination to the bigger 
picture of your spiritual practice and daily choices for self-care. My intent is that 
in sharing my experience and perspective, you might awaken a part of you that 
you have not yet witnessed. Perhaps you, too, can let go of dieting and turn your 
focus toward love and stewardship, abundance and deliciousness, and pride and 
devotion.
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A New Day

Our bodies are in danger, as we witness the decline of human health for the 
elderly, middle aged, and now, our youth. Food, we know, is at the center of 
building hormonal balance, mental clarity, flexible joints, flowing digestion, and 
emotional equilibrium. Taking care of our bodies is a must, but not enough. We 
must now take into consideration the land that nourishes us. We must heed the 
call of the Earth, the very place our food and water come from, the very place 
that cleanses us with the breath we breathe, the place that gives us life and takes 
us back. Clean air, water, and soil are at the heart of our life and health.

Healthy food can no longer be a temporary diet, eaten merely to lose weight, 
cleanse our bodies, or heal a sickness. It can no longer be the occasional meal 
at the health food restaurant, or the meal-for-a-day when on a diet. Now, like 
exercising, meditation, or yoga, healthful, nourishing foods must be integrated 
into our lives as a practice—a daily discipline that requires focus, innovation, 
quality, convenience, and consistency—one fueled by love and respect. Healthy 
meals are essential to the new way of life calling us home to the table.

Eating as a Spiritual Practice is a way of life—with nourishment, flavor, love, 
and respect for the Earth, and health and vitality as the essential ingredients. It 
is a dietary practice, but also an inner spiritual practice since it involves daily 
action, which we shall explore in the following chapters. It is a practice that 
awakened me to the power of food and introduced me to a wonderful new way to 
connect to the larger purpose behind my life, which is inspired by the strongest 
force in the universe, love.

Like most journeys, there is no clear, definitive end to my own. I am still 
on a path of discovery, laced with challenges and insights that reveal how the 
human garden is grown. I can see more clearly now that we reap, sow, grow, and 
maximize our God-given potential according to the choices we live by. What is 
clearer to me now is that this single act of reconnecting to what really matters, 
and merging our body and our soul, has to start now…

…and it starts in the kitchen.



Part I

MY STORY

A JOURNEY FROM SEED TO SOUL
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C H A P T E R  1

Making Choices  
from Vanity

One of my earliest food memories is of my mom giggling in the kitchen 
as she made Tiger Milk, with protein powder, yeast, and milk. I was 
eleven years old. It was1956 when she blended up what health guru 

Jack LaLanne heralded as “the new way to attain youthful vitality.” This was 
my first nutritional imprint: certain foods, specially made, could make you 
feel better and bring people together. My early ideas of healthy food vs. other 
food (and fattening foods) began to take shape. This realization was merely in 
my head, though. I would not feel the significance of how food felt in my body 
until years later.

My family ate like everyone else did in the 1950 and ’60s; I can’t remember 
ever hearing about specific diets because there was no such thing. Simplicity 
dominated. We ate what was then the Standard American Diet: spaghetti, served 
with a plain green salad; barbequed steak, garlic bread, and baked potatoes; 
poached eggs, toast, or cereal and milk; sandwiches; and the occasional burger 
with fries at the local drive-in. Our biggest indulgences were cake, pie, ice cream, 
and an occasional candy bar or soda. Early in my teens, I learned to make superb 
garlic bread when my dad was tending the grill. Mom was not a cook, so she took 
the path of least resistance whenever possible. She never baked. For this, I was 
probably fortunate.

Ice cream was my biggest sin. Every day when I came home from high 
school, I would have a huge bowl. We did not have to read labels then. We never 
heard much about carbs, proteins, or fats. We only knew that sugary foods and 
desserts were fattening. Or that eating “a lot” was fattening. We never heard of 
gluten-free, dairy-free, low carb, fat-free, low fat, GMO, or organic. We did not 
read labels either. Imagine the simplicity and freedom! Our food was considered 
clean. We trusted our farmers, food producers, the bakers, and the grocers. Food 
was just food.
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Because I was an athlete, and a typical teen engaged in school and teen life, 
the weight never stuck until my junior year. Something happened during the 
summer when my ice cream binges added up to puffy cheeks. And so my first 
diet was birthed. It was simple; just cut back and eat less. The extra pounds 
easily came off before I started my senior year.

I was considered healthy except for allergies (hay fever) and an occasional 
asthma attack. During my teen years, when I could make my own choices, vanity 
was the sole dictator of my eating habits. I wasn’t motivated by better health 
because I always felt fine. I was born healthy, but in looking back, I can see that 
my tall, strong, healthy body was formed through sound nutritional habits and 
lots of physical activity. I never really thought about food that much. It was just 
part of a regular human activity—eating. Home-cooked meals far outnumbered 
fast food snacks because the words “fast food” did not exist yet, and there were 
no electronics to keep us indoors. To escape our parents, we headed outside as 
much as possible.

The value I placed on keeping to my appropriate weight kept me away from 
the excess sugar available in many desserts, but as I approached adulthood, I 
made up for it with alcohol. Drinking was another part of my growing up: my 
young adult friends and my parents partied, and so did I. My parents—though 
heavy drinkers—were fun, and that was the best part. Laughter, music, and 
family games made our lives happy. We played together a lot.

Spiritually Speaking

My Irish Catholic father abandoned his religion as a teen, not out of malice or 
rebellion. He just let it go and lived for the material world and the goodies that 
went along with success: cocktails, pretty women, and fast cars. Family was 
secondary. (Before I finished high school, my parents would be divorced and 
both would remarry.) Likewise, my mother thought all religion was ridiculous; 
nevertheless, she had strong moral values, a love for God, and was a dedicated 
mom.

There was no church-going in my house and no religious path was ever 
explored. I did say my prayers every night, but the word “spirituality” never 
entered my consciousness.

Despite my lack of spiritual interests, the summer before eighth grade, I 
entered an essay contest for a scholarship to the local YWCA (Young Women’s 
Christian Association) leadership camp and was thrilled to win first place. I was 
off to attend my first YWCA camp. Loving every second of being in nature and 
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with a group of people striving together to build character and community, I 
attended camp every year through high school. At sixteen, I became a counselor 
for the youth camps. Camp brought so much depth to my life, a depth I craved. 
Each evening we had vespers, where we had some sort of life teaching, and each 
year we had the opportunity to set a character-building goal for the year ahead. 
The goal was made real with the Ragging Ceremony. This was the inspiration 
that birthed my love of spirituality before I even knew that word.

Here is how the ceremony went. We each chose our own goal, writing it on 
a piece of paper. The ceremony started in the dark as we ascended a candlelit 
trail to Ragger’s Point, the secret place only Raggers could go to contemplate, 
pray, and ask for guidance. We were met by various people along the trail who 
whispered messages of confidence and empowerment to us until we reached 
Ragger’s Point, where the leader of the ceremony waited. She would read each of 
our goals out loud and counsel us as she tied a rag around each of our necks. The 
first rag was gray and looked like a handkerchief. At the end of the year, if you 
completed your goal with self-satisfaction, you could go on to a new rag with a 
new color and new goal. If not, you could have your rag retied, signifying that 
you needed another year to complete your goal. There were seven rags in total, 
with the rag for the highest level achieved being white. The leader of our camp 
wore a white rag. I thought she was God.

Imagine, if you will, all these young women and camp leaders running 
around with various colored rags around their necks. The desire to achieve a 
place in this hierarchy of excellence was strong in me.

The camps marked the beginning of my spirituality, but they focused solely 
on improving my behavior and being mindful of my relation to others. It wasn’t 
until I was a young adult that I began to ponder what my life and the Universe 
were all about. Until then, nature and Ragger’s Point would be my cathedral.

Living for the Paycheck

My first summer after high school in 1963, I went to work in the accounting 
department of State Farm Insurance. I had desperately wanted to go to college. 
I had gotten good grades, scored high on the SAT tests, and been accepted at the 
school of my choice, Arizona State, where my friends were going. A few weeks 
before departing, however, my father, whom I did not live with, and who was 
married to Joannie, a woman I thought of as my “ugly stepmother,” called to 
inform me that he would not fund my college adventure because I did not know 
what I wanted to be. Joannie’s influence had succeeded.
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My father suggested I go to the local community college. My disappointment 
was so great that it took years before I could speak about it without crying. But 
like the good girl I was, I registered at Orange Coast College. A week later, my 
mom and stepfather were arguing about the money for my sister, brother, and 
me. With anger, resentment, and a desire for independence, I erupted and 
immediately marched out the door, got a job, and gave up my dream of going to 
college.

Of course, I could have still gone to college. Ultimately, it was my choice. But 
I chose to let others’ actions determine my choices. The cloud of blame covered 
me for years.

Living Only Part of Me

My days, four years’ worth, at State Farm Insurance, Southern California 
Regional Office, were torture. I had no fun, no enthusiasm, no inspiration, and 
no motivation. My paycheck was the only prize. I felt no connection to my work 
and could not find a meaningful purpose in it as I sat in my chair all day long; 
despite my promotions, I did not feel like a winner. A loud bell rang when the 
workday started at 8 a.m., and at 4:30 p.m., it rang again to release me from the 
prison.

Continually encouraged by my parents, bosses, and other well-meaning 
people with the same words, over and over, “You’re so lucky to have such a good 
job, especially for a woman,” I stayed on. Within six months, my salary had 
quadrupled, each time with a supervisor telling me that I could go a long way 
with the company. I watched in amazement when a female coworker would 
receive a watch and cake for her twenty-fifth work anniversary. Then I would 
think, Seriously, this woman has lived in this building for twenty-five years. Again, 
I was giving my power to other people’s opinions. Again, I had buried my real 
self beneath others’ cloaks. Each day, the walls came closer. One day while I was 
processing some checks in a machine, I felt like I would die if I did not get out of 
there. What kind of courage was it going to take for me to quit?

Munching My Way to Comfort

While sitting all day, disgusted and bored, I munched on junk food from vending 
machines. At lunch, I would go for a big meal of comfort food, which was often 
a burger, fries, and a Coke. After work, it was more food and cocktail hour. 
Twenty pounds piled on quickly. When I wondered what to do about my new 
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fat, sedentary body, the answer turned out to be diet pills. A local doctor was 
prescribing them, and they were fun, for a while, anyway. I was never hungry, 
very speedy, and I frequently burned the midnight oil with friends, bars, dancing, 
and cocktails. Waking up every day exhausted, I would start my engine with a 
pill.

Soon, I became addicted, and my health declined even more. My “flu” was 
always the same: a high fever and a horrible sore throat (red and infected). I would 
be down for a week and, of course, take antibiotics. Once up again, I repeated the 
cycle, over and over. Then one insightful day, I got it; I had to change my ways. 
I never took a diet pill again. I recognized that I had to watch the balance of my 
calories. Once again, vanity was my primary motivation: to have a beautiful body 
and look pretty. I valued health, but it was secondary because I never dreamed 
of getting a horrible disease. The only sicknesses I knew were colds and the flu—
things that went away after lots of sleep, orange juice, and water.

My menstrual periods were brutal, with vomiting and dry heaving, until 
another type of pill eased the pain. Within a couple of days, I’d feel better, until 
the cycle repeated the following month. Before the onset of the pain would come 
a week of intense PMS. My wild, frantic, and angry behavior caused its monthly 
visits to remain intense for many years.

Release from State Farm Jail

Despite my continual raises and promotions, my job failed to motivate me 
enough to live my life for a paycheck and a watch. Then I met a cute guy who was 
going to grad school in Hawaii. My excuse to visit him prompted my spontaneous 
resignation from State Farm after four long years, and, at twenty-two, I was off 
on a new and unknown adventure. My college years had been spent with little 
money saved. Now I was on a quest for freedom that I had never felt before. I 
had no idea what was around the corner. I did not care. I just followed the strong 
urge I had grown to know well that said, “Act now. Do it. Go for it. The way will 
be shown.” The boyfriend did not work out, but the opening I created for myself 
was nothing short of magical.

Creating Space for Dreams

When I came home from Hawaii to Southern California, tan, slim, open, and 
happy, I resumed a relationship I had just started before I left for my Hawaii 
summer. At twenty-three, I married Jim. Soon after, we began a new business 
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together. My husband had spent a few years skiing in Aspen and the bug had 
bit him. He, along with a friend who was a blossoming entrepreneur, decided 
to open a one-of-a-kind ski shop. They joined together with a doctor and an 
expert ski retailer, and me, of course. Together, we were five pioneers serving 
the growing elite ski market in Newport Beach, California.

We had a ball. I was in my element as the clothing buyer and only woman 
among the four guys who owned the store. I taught ski clinics around the city, 
teaching people about equipment, clothing, and resorts. I like to think we birthed 
a budding industry in this small beach town. We had so much fun in the store 
and trotting off to go skiing. I was in my creative element, free from the four 
walls of State Farm and stagnant work. We traveled, attended trade shows, and 
were treated like royalty wherever we skied. Every year, we busted out another 
wall as we expanded.

Taking Care of the Physical Me

During the early years of our ski business, I taught swimming in the summer. 
Along with my routine colds, fevers, and ear infections, came swimmer’s ear, an 
itchy, fungal skin condition. The curative drops I was given contained cortisone 
and led to a twenty-five-year addiction; it was one of my first valuable lessons 
in how the symptom cover-up, called a “cure,” can be worse than the disease. 
The skin never had a chance to heal itself, so I never cured the underlying cause 
of the fungus, and I developed a dependency on the drug. Withdrawing from 
cortisone cost me two years of pain and an oozing, gunky liquid from my left ear 
before my skin healed and began functioning properly.

One summer day, I was cleaning house on the weekend after a week of 
teaching toddlers how to swim. Suddenly, I fell to the floor, doubled over with 
horrible throbbing on my lower right side. I was rushed to the hospital where 
I was wheeled in for an immediate appendectomy. My last words to the doctor 
were a plea to make my incision just below my bikini line since I made my living 
that summer in a bathing suit. I was tan enough for anyone to know where that 
location was. My request denied, a four-inch incision was made, just above the 
line. Where was the doctor’s compassion?

After five more uninsured days in the hospital, I returned home and my fever 
spiked; an infection in my kidneys was causing horrendous back pain. Another 
surgery was suggested to go through my back. I begged for an antibiotic shot 
and more rest, instead. The next day, my fever diminished and I slowly began 
to recover from the surgery (and the bills). Antibiotics had made my recovery 
possible.
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C H A P T E R  2

Let’s Have Healthy Children

A few months later, at age twenty-four, I became pregnant with my son, 
Aaron. Although only married for a short time, my husband and I were 
thrilled by the news. I soon developed horrible morning sickness and, 

within four months, I’d gained the entire twenty pounds experts typically 
recommend one gain over the whole nine months. My doctor bawled me out 
so badly that I cried when I left his office. He said I was fat. He was trying to 
scare me or motivate me to maintain my weight. Of course, I was not fat, but 
my chin had doubled, and it was hard to zip my pants.

My doctor’s intimidating behavior worked on me. I was angry and determined 
to show him; I vowed never to gain another pound during my pregnancy. My 
anger turned to motivation and discipline to keep my weight down while still 
having a healthy baby.

Although, initially, vanity and rebellion fueled my determination, I knew 
that food mattered, that its nutritional value was needed for the health of my 
child. I remembered my mother’s wisdom and turned to the day’s current health 
food guru, Adele Davis. Her book, Let’s Have Healthy Children, provided my new 
dietary regime: fried liver and onions in the morning; a big, raw vegetable salad 
in the middle of the day; and a starchy baked potato with greens for dinner. Liver 
for breakfast was not very appealing, but I was determined. I eventually learned 
to like it. My nightly baked potato was delicious and put me in the mood for a 
good sleep. I never gained another pound.

In September of 1969, my son Aaron was born, a bit skinny, but that changed 
very soon. Within weeks, he was a robust infant with Schwarzenegger-cut 
muscles already forming. As for me, svelte and bikini-clad within six weeks after 
giving birth, I proudly showed up at my next doctor’s appointment. I guess I had 
shown him. Much later, I learned that I had really shown me.
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From Healthy to Very Sick Baby

For two months, nursing Aaron brought me joy and precious bonding time with 
my infant son; however, my hectic work schedule (and ignorance) soon made 
me replace my miraculous mother’s milk with infant formula. I referred back 
to Adele Davis, preparing Aaron’s formula from cow’s milk, fortified with yeast.

Soon, Aaron developed his first ear infection. Although he was only a 
few months old, Aaron was prescribed antibiotics, along with Sudafed (a 
decongestant) and some cough medicine. His congestion was abnormal, with 
infections recurring three more times before he reached ten months of age. 
Sudafed and antibiotics were duly administered each time by a well-meaning 
physician, who was simply ignorant to information we know today.

After his fourth infection, Aaron needed surgery to place tubes in his ears 
for drainage. What went wrong? How could this be? I had done everything right, 
hadn’t I? After the surgery, he never had another ear infection, but he continued 
to have chronic nasal drip and congestion (called allergies then).

Only many years later did I learn what caused Aaron’s ear infections and 
continuing allergy symptoms. The congestion had started with the combination 
of pasteurized cow’s milk and yeast I had fed him after breastfeeding. Adele Davis 
had stressed the importance of raw milk, but that was not available where we 
lived, or almost anywhere, for that matter. I thought pasteurized milk from the 
local store would be fine, but I was wrong. The pasteurization process eliminated 
the enzymes needed to digest the milk. Raw milk would have contained all the 
living flora and enzymes needed to feed the body with digestive power. The first 
round of antibiotics compromised the digestive process even more, and we did 
not stop there.

The four rounds of antibiotics, used to kill the bacteria responsible for the 
infection, also killed off the good bacteria in Aaron’s intestinal tract, each time 
leaving him less able to digest all foods; even worse, all four rounds of antibiotics 
were administered during the first year of his life, the vital year during which 
the inner lining of his digestive tract and immune system were being formed. 
We just kept wiping out his immune system without any knowledge of its need 
for restoration.

Food in the Fast Family Lane

When Aaron was a baby, we were outdoor enthusiasts. In the winter, we skied, 
and in the summer, I taught swimming and we sailed most weekends, camping 
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at various lakes for large regattas. To create a summer business for our ski shop, 
we began selling Hobie Cats. Our regattas often took us places we could not get 
food, so my planning had to be exact: I could shop, pack, and cook perfect easy 
meals on a camp stove.

For breakfast, I would turn out hot cereal, bacon, sausage, and eggs. Some 
days, we would have pancakes, and others, French toast. No cold cereal at our 
campsite! Lunches were sandwiches of tuna, egg salad, or luncheon meats 
and cheese. For dinner, I made grilled burgers, steaks, corn on the cob, and 
mashed potatoes. (The food accompanied lots of beer and cheap wine.) One of 
my favorite meals was hamburger patties, fried in a big skillet. Just before they 
were done, I would top them with a can of Campbell’s cream of mushroom soup, 
which made instant gravy for the potatoes cooking on the other burner. Other 
dinners included spaghetti and meatballs, hot dogs, and, of course, chili.

Everyone raved about the meals I produced with only a two-burner camp 
stove and one large cooler. I learned the key to meal planning: it takes a lot less 
effort to purchase all the ingredients for the week at once (with the exception of 
some fresh items). No more endless quandary about what to make for dinner; 
the food is simply used in order of freshness and/or longevity in the cooler. Now, 
why not do this at home? I thought.

Saying Goodbye to My Perfect Life

Working tirelessly as the buyer and fashion coordinator for the ski store was 
easy, even as a young mom. I loved what I did. I was able to bring Aaron to work 
with me so there was no conflict between my purpose and family. We had so 
much fun building our community business. It was a blast for a few years, and 
then it came to an abrupt end, as a result of a bitter disagreement between Jim 
and our business partners (who were now like my family).

Here I was again in the weak woman position. Had we signed papers for the 
business agreement? No. The four of them were the partners; I was the woman 
married to one of them. I had no power. When the breakup happened, despite 
my phone calls to the partners, no one would tell me why. I was shut out, with 
everyone refusing to disclose the details. I just had to go along. My husband 
acted like the dissolution of our business was fine with him. Suddenly, my life 
as I knew it was over. My fun tribe of coworkers were gone. Being a “good girl,” I 
felt my duty was to stay by my husband and keep my family together, despite my 
broken and lonely heart.
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A significant part of my life had ended. We moved to another beach town 
close by. With no mission or community, I became depressed and stayed in my 
bathrobe for days, unsure what to do with myself. Jim and Aaron would get up 
each morning together; Jim would feed Aaron and read the paper. Jim started 
a new job while I was a stay-at-home mom, which was definitely wonderful in 
many ways. I realized I needed exercise, so I began teaching swimming again 
and swimming a mile every morning. Aaron came to work with me and learned 
to swim like a little fish.

Within a year, no longer held together by our previous fun life, Jim and I 
divorced; Aaron was three. I was sure Jim would stay in Aaron’s life because 
he loved him and gave him so much attention. Although he had been the one 
to wander into other women’s arms, Jim did everything he could to win us 
back, including enrolling us in therapy, but I would not even entertain the idea 
of reconciliation. I was angry at him for ending our fun life, so I drifted away 
emotionally and hardly blamed him for wandering. But it did give me the excuse 
I needed to leave. As with my years at State Farm, I had already stayed too long.

Jim was devastated by the divorce, and when he knew he could not win us 
back, he bolted from our lives. During this stressful time of transition, while 
still teaching swimming, I got my first ulcer, although the word stress was not 
in my vocabulary yet. Again, I turned to Adele Davis’ books and did what she 
said to heal an ulcer. I healed quickly, sipping her prescribed concoction of milk, 
fortified with yeast, calcium, and vitamin C (my new version of my mother’s 
smoothies). Still today, my stomach remains my tender spot: easily acidic and 
intolerant of coffee, tea, soft drinks, and beer.



17

C H A P T E R  3

Pursuing Family Stability

Within a couple of years, I was remarried to a man named Charles, 
ten years my senior and father to four children, who lived with their 
mother. Charles was a civil engineer. He seemed so mature and 

capable, so different from Jim, who had been the wild party ski boy before we 
married. Charles was crazy about me, and he also cared for Aaron. Jim was 
seldom around now, and every year, his involvement as a father lessened. I 
wanted stability and a home for Aaron, who now had step-brothers and -sisters 
who did not live with us, but whom he loved.

Aaron seemed to adjust well to our new life, but he continued to have 
allergies, with the same reddened cheeks, congestion, and dripping nose. He 
was a very sweet boy who did fine in school, made friends easily, and excelled at 
sports. Although he was known for the occasional outburst, his temperament 
was considered normal, and he was quite smart.

Growing Boobs in a Lab

During my marriage to Charles, I continued to have severe menstrual cramps 
and developed fibroid cysts in my breasts, which were extremely tender and 
painful to the touch. My gynecologist suggested I get breast implants, explaining 
that women’s fibroid cysts apparently disappeared when they got implants. I did 
not want big boobs, but my husband was definitely in favor of the procedure. 
Unbelievably, my insurance company paid for the surgery and the implants.

The night before the procedure, I remember feeling frightened by the idea 
of putting implants inside of me, but I was assured they were safe—that even 
if I were to get hit by a Mack truck, they would still be intact. So the “go along 
girl” I was getting to know better, just went along. I asked the surgeon to make 
them no larger than a C cup since I never liked the idea of big boobs, and I chose 
my preferred size of implant. (I was already a perky B.) The doctor put in larger 
implants, despite my request, remarking after the surgery, “Oh, you know you 
want big boobs.” I tried to defend myself, but I was not heard. It was too late.
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My new boobs were now the talk of parties, and everyone wanted to touch 
them to see how they felt. I was the first girl on the block to get implants: just 
like when I was four and we were the first family on the block to get a television. 
Well, that is hardly a comparison, but it was fun to remember.

Thanking God for Vanity

During this time, I was constantly dieting and had been since Aaron was a baby. I 
was never very much overweight, just trying to maintain a healthy and beautiful 
figure. My quest became to ensure that “my girl” lived up to her potential. 
Vanity? Yes, but it was also the right thing to do. I knew I felt better and life went 
better when I maintained the right weight. I was more agile and felt emotionally 
in tune. My clothes slipped on with ease. I had abundant energy and could move 
quickly. Staying slender was more fun than carrying around a heavy, sluggish 
body, and it has been ever since.

My biggest craving for anything sweet was Baskin-Robbins’ Jamoca Almond 
Fudge ice cream. Once I started eating it, I had a hard time stopping. When I 
ate too much of it, I could feel my heart beating rapidly and anxiety coursing 
through my body. But every bite was so delicious, especially the last, that I had 
to have another.

Sleeping was impossible after a binge, and I remember being so scared once 
that I nearly dialed 911! I learned that sugar could give me a huge rush and that 
it was addictive. I had no idea then that sugar had so much to do with my health, 
my menstrual cycle, mood swings, and looming sicknesses.

Socializing Around Food

Fortunately, I had a lot of great women friends. We were always up to planning 
something fun. Dinner parties were a part of our plans: international dinners, 
each month highlighting a new country’s cuisine. The host/hostess would make 
the main course and assign the guests specific side dishes. When I was hostess, I 
always provided high quality food. I learned about various spices, oils, culinary 
styles, and varied tastes. I understood, though, that a diet meant deprivation, if 
only temporarily.

At home “regular food” (as we knew it then) adorned our cupboards. Although 
I served soda only as a rare treat, the ice cream, cake, and other yummies stocked 
in our freezer and pantry constantly tempted us. I cooked the fare I had grown 
up eating. Charles and I had started a civil engineering company, with him as the 
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engineer and me as the bookkeeper. Again, I was serving another person’s vision. 
Running a business, while keeping up a home and raising Aaron, sometimes 
overwhelmed me.

Thankfully, the solution to my shrinking availability during daylight hours 
lay right around the corner: fast food. I’d hit the drive-thru after work for tacos, 
burgers, and fries, and in a matter of minutes, I’d be home, ready for a little 
television and with a clean kitchen. It worked for me.

Let’s Be Stinkers

One day when picking Aaron up from preschool, I was in the mood for something 
sweet. I rarely indulged in candy, but this particular day, I wanted a Snickers 
bar (my favorite). When Aaron got in the car, I said to him, “Let’s be stinkers 
today.” “What’s a stinker?” he asked. I responded, “It’s when you eat a candy bar, 
even though it is just before dinner time.” Of course, he was game; we had our 
Snickers. The next evening when I picked him up, he promptly asked, “Can we 
be stinkers again?” Oh, dear, look what I had started!

Divorcing, Breaking, Freeing

Charles and I had some good times, traveling and making money, although we 
communicated only about superficialities. He never understood the depth of 
me, my inquisitiveness about the world, or my yearning for purpose. He was not 
alone. I didn’t understand it either, but I began questioning. One night, after 
several minutes of my opening up to him about the Universe, God, and how we 
fit into the Big Picture, he looked at me and said, “Susan, I don’t understand a 
word you’re saying.” Disappointed, I returned to the mundane focus that was 
the basis of our relationship and, actually, my life.

Charles loved to make big bowls of popcorn, sit in front of the television, 
and fall asleep. I was bored with him and our sole obsession—to make it in the 
material world. We made good money, and I was able to join the local tennis 
club. It was the thing to do, when you could afford it, but I wasn’t really invested 
in it, even though I loved playing the game. I found the socializing aspect—the 
conversations, and the relationships with other members—to be empty and 
lacking. Nothing seemed to stick with me except motherhood.

Charles was extremely jealous whenever he saw me even speak to another 
man. Over time, he expressed his jealousy with physical abuse, striking me 
and bullying me with his insecurities. I was not one to put up with any kind of 
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abuse, but I did stick around and try to fix us because I didn’t want to put my 
son through another dramatic change. Besides, I was a good girl, trying to stick 
by my husband. After counseling and trying my best, I realized the respect I 
needed to love this man had died. I was always full of fear and lived with daily 
anxiety. One night, I came home around 8 p.m. after being with my girlfriends. 
In the kitchen, while making a sandwich, I was excitedly telling Charles about 
my evening. Suddenly, out of nowhere, a hand went across my face. I put my 
food down, looked up at him, and said, “Goodbye.” I went upstairs, got Aaron out 
of bed, carried him down to the car asleep, and left. Another divorce ensued, and 
my son and I again lost our family life. I didn’t understand (until much later) the 
devastating effect this second split would have on Aaron’s delicate psyche.

Traveling the Road to Freedom

Two years later, with the divorce finally settled, the house was sold. I wanted 
total freedom from day-to-day responsibilities. I was tired and lost. I had just 
spent a year working for a discount brokerage service as a broker in training, 
and I was currently employed by The Cannery Restaurant in Newport Beach. 
This quaint bay-side restaurant had purchased a large trawler (a fifty-foot 
fishing vessel) and converted it for dinner cruises. I was the marketing manager, 
promoting the new, entertaining cruises to the major hotel chains in the area 
and to potential corporate clients. The job was somewhat of a dream job to 
many, but there was no growth in sight for me, and I was tired of entertaining 
potential clients and making small talk to people I had nothing in common with. 
The food was excellent, though.

It was 1979, and Aaron was now ten. With my new freedom, and a chunk 
of money in the bank, I decided a road trip was in order. I bought a white VW 
convertible, and off Aaron and I went to tour the western United States. We 
would visit my relatives from my father’s side of the family in Colorado, whom 
we had not seen in years, including my ninety-five-year-old grandmother, my 
aunts, and my cousins. I was in my mid-thirties and Aaron was nine. The trip 
was meant to give me space to find out who I was and how I could make a life 
that gave Aaron and me what we needed.

Just before our departure date, my father, who lived in the L.A. area, 
succumbed to heart failure and was not expected to live more than a couple of 
days. When my father had had his first open heart surgery a few years earlier, I 
had been devastated. I could not even fathom the idea of losing the man I had 
chased for attention for as long as I could remember. My parents had divorced 
when I was ten. I really never got what I wanted from him, but like a hungry 
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child, I kept trying. I didn’t realize I was doing this until years later. What was 
I chasing him for? As I look back now, I realize I wanted to be “seen.” We often 
don’t realize how our place in the pack affects us until after years of introspection 
and reflection. For me, I was the eldest, the first born, and the first to get all 
the attention from my parents, only to have my spotlight wane as the other 
siblings came along. Although subtle, the losses kept coming, and with three 
more kids to help take care of, the spotlight and attention I received turned into 
responsibility. After two failed marriages, with men who were irresponsible in 
our relationship and with parenthood, I was ready for space. I needed to find my 
power. This trip was going to give me a couple of months of total freedom from 
the responsibility of daily work and earning a living. The best part was that I 
could spend fun time with my son, whom I loved hanging out and playing with. I 
have learned that space is always needed when one is seeking answers or wants 
to bond with another, even if it is only a fifteen-minute meditation or a short 
visit.

My father’s health had been declining rapidly since his surgery, so I was 
somewhat emotionally prepared for his death. It was late June and already past 
time for me to leave, but how could I leave with him in the hospital? One day, 
while sitting quietly by his bed, I watched him go in and out of consciousness. 
Without a word between us, he suddenly opened his eyes, turned to me, and 
said, “Have a good life, Susie.” Tears flowed and wild moaning erupted from me. 
The nurses came running in to see what was wrong. He was fine. I was the one in 
need. I was coming apart, witnessing my dream lose all potential for fulfillment. 
I was already so alone and without a father for Aaron. I could hardly allow myself 
to look close.

However, that experience left me feeling complete with my dad in some sort 
of way. I felt him say, “Go” to me. Since our departure date had already passed, 
I decided to leave. I knew it was time. I could no longer live for others, except 
Aaron.

Our journey was liberating. There’s nothing like wide-open spaces to free 
your mind and excite your soul! On our first day, I was full of fear, thinking, 
“What am I doing?” Leaving the L.A. basin in heavy traffic was daunting. We 
finally arrived at the Colorado River, near the Arizona border, after hours of 
driving in record high heat (over 100 degrees). The blazing sun had just tucked 
behind the mountains. We parked the car at the first available spot with river 
access and bolted into the river, laughing and screaming at the same time. We 
floated down the river a bit and climbed out on the sandy bank, just to run back 
where we started and jump in again. We giggled, laughed, and screamed with joy 
as we did this over and over again. The fresh cool water rinsed away my fatigue 
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and fear and quenched my thirst for freedom. We climbed back in the car, wet, 
and journeyed out on a small road to head toward the Grand Canyon. I let Aaron 
sit on my lap so he could drive. (This was in the days before mandatory seatbelts 
and car seats for small children.) With the top down, in my little white VW, we 
drifted over the rolling hills with a full moon coming up in a still blue sky: our 
trip had begun.

The next day, after visiting the Grand Canyon, we departed during sunset. 
The horizon was well lit as we drove northeast toward Colorado, with the top 
down, of course. As we drove and nibbled on cherries, we would spit the seeds 
out with our heads tilted back so the pits would go straight up. When they went 
up as far as they could go, they would linger for just a split second in the air above 
us, and then the wind would catch them and send them hurtling off behind us. I 
remember Aaron laughing with his whole body as he tried to outdo himself with 
each thrust. It was so fun to play with him since we both had a playful sense of 
humor. As darkness fell, we kept the top down and breezed through open desert 
roads under a blanket of more stars than I had ever seen or imagined. I remember 
listening to Willie Nelson sing as we journeyed along the lonely highway with 
huge trucks passing us by. I had a CB radio and had such fun conversing with the 
drivers.

It was midnight by the time we drove into a KOC Campground in southern 
Colorado. Aaron was asleep on my lap. I nudged him awake with the words, 
“Pitch the tent.” I was exhausted. I tidied up our belongings while he promptly 
put up our tent. We both crawled in and fell asleep immediately. We awakened 
late morning, hot and sticky, to find cherry juice all over our clothes. How fun!

The highlight of our trip was visiting my father’s relatives in Colorado. 
Meanwhile, my father had had a remission and gone home for a couple of days. 
There was a unity in our communications by phone, which included him and his 
family members, all of us together. He passed the day after our visit in Colorado. 
Aaron stayed on in Colorado with new family acquaintances, while I flew home 
for a few days for the funeral and to be with my sisters and brother.

Back on the road again, in a week, Aaron and I made our way through 
Idaho and then to Gig Harbor, Washington, where we visited one of my closest 
girlfriends, Judy, who had recently moved there from California. Aaron and I 
fell in love with this quaint little town in the Northwest and decided to move 
there. Judy and I decided we would build a house together for resale. I had 
always wanted to design and build custom homes, so a dream was about to come 
true, giving me a sense of excitement and purpose. Aaron also knew Judy and 
her three kids, so he would have immediate community. I was finally going to be 
in charge of my own life as a budding entrepreneur.
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Discovering the  
Power of Food

Aaron and I built a new life in a darling apartment on the Puget Sound, with a 
breathtaking view of Mt. Rainier and the harbor. Aaron had suffered the loss of 
his friends when we moved, so now he had to adjust, again, to a new school. I 
sought professional counseling, not only because I felt vulnerable, but because 
I was also concerned about the instability in Aaron’s life. Although he seemed 
to be taking the changes in stride, his allergies fundamentally interfered with 
his happiness and capacity to function. I had gone through two marriages, just 
lost my dad, and desperately wanted to make a good life for my son. I had hopes 
of falling in love with the perfect man and creating a beautiful family life. The 
longer I was alive, the more I realized that was the bottom line dream I was 
always after.

Aaron continued to have the same symptoms (known then as allergies). He 
was constantly wiping his itchy nose, his shirt was always wet with his drool, his 
cheeks were bright red, and he would snore loudly at night. Although his focus 
was good (when he was interested), he sometimes had a hard time concentrating. 
He was still fidgety and had occasional outbursts when he did not get his way or 
when he was badly losing at a game. In school, his academic performance was 
normal or above, with most teachers’ reporting he was “bright and unusual.” 
Some did not have words to describe his uniqueness, saying, “Aaron is just so….” 
Just so what?

Despite Aaron’s teachers having nothing bad to say, I was not satisfied. 
Aaron’s “uniqueness” was not yet defined in our culture; children like him were 
just beginning to be noticed; they would later be named “Indigo children.” He 
had an extremely strong will, with razor beam focus when engaged, yet was 
emotionally sensitive. It seemed that schools focused only on students who fit 
into the mainstream. Those, like Aaron, whose uniqueness placed them on either 
end of the bell curve, were largely ignored and left to develop by themselves as 
best they could.
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Radical Healing Around the Corner

Shortly after Aaron turned eleven, I stumbled across an article about kids’ food 
allergies. Aaron’s symptoms fit the allergy description perfectly—not just the 
physical, but also the mental and emotional. Aaron’s teachers alerted me to his 
propensity for restlessness and irritability at school. He was not a bad child, by 
any means; they could just tell he was uncomfortable. Believing the television 
psychologists I’d seen, I attributed Aaron’s behavior to the stress in our lives. 
Besides, what child doesn’t act out, from time to time? Even as an adult, I was 
known to be ten times less pleasant at a particular time every month! We just 
accepted it and moved on as best we could.

Even so, as I read through the article, a nagging feeling persisted, urging 
me to test Aaron for possible food allergies. To begin the testing, Aaron and I 
needed to adhere to a strict diet (similar to the Feingold Diet: www.feingold.
org). I became a very specialized chef. No more wheat. No more dairy or eggs. 
Orange juice? Off the menu. We said goodbye to peanut butter, refined sugar, 
preservatives, food dyes, and all other additives.

How was I going to feed my growing ten-year-old boy without his feeling like 
I had moved him to another planet? This was 1980. Small mom-and-pop health 
food stores carried specialty items like wheat-free bread and cereals, sugar-free 
nut butters, rice milk, chemical-free nut bars, and nitrate-free lunchmeats, but 
we didn’t yet have the natural and organic food choices prevalent in today’s 
markets. I soon learned to bless these stores and the companies that pioneered 
the purer foods sold in them.

New Food, New Life

After Aaron’s allergy testing, I not only gained new skill in the kitchen, but I also 
learned to read labels, something previously foreign to me. My mission was to 
make kid-friendly foods with familiar flavors and textures so the change in my 
son’s diet would not create a war in our home. It was essential that he like these 
new foods!

To my surprise, I made easy, tasty meals within our new dietary constraints. 
They remained fun and kid-friendly, too. For instance, sautéing chunks of fresh 
fruit in a little honey, then pouring them over a piece of wheat-free toast, made 
a scrumptious dessert, which easily satisfied Aaron’s sweet tooth and his desire 
for something warm and rich. Apple juice, rather than milk, accompanied 
Aaron’s new cereal of choice—hot wholegrain oatmeal. My own new dressing 
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creations enlivened our veggies. Potatoes, squash, and rice became our daily 
staples—blank canvases for all kinds of simple and delicious inventions.

I replaced Aaron’s milk with homemade nut milks, made out of almonds and 
sesame seeds. It was really quite easy, once I got over the learning curve. I packed 
Aaron’s lunch for school, informed his teachers of his new diet, and bribed him 
with other treats to stay on the diet for the two-week period. My time in the 
kitchen, at health food markets, and reading everything I could get my hands on 
led me to an amazing discovery: The Earth supplies us with everything we need 
to grow a healthy body!

From this experience, I learned that milk and other foods were fine for people 
who were not allergic to them. I learned, too, that chemicals, like food coloring 
and dyes, had an effect on behavior, but I still thought that was for particular 
people, like my son, not for everyone. I learned later this was not correct. Giving 
up his daily guzzle of cow’s milk became Aaron’s greatest challenge. I persevered 
in supporting him over his steep learning curve, and once his new dietary system 
was in place, everything improved rapidly. You see, the better he felt, the less 
resistance he had. The more in balance he was, the better he slept. The better he 
slept, the more rested he became. The more rested he became, the happier he 
became. He could deal with his school, relationships, and desires with success. 
This, in turn, built his self-esteem and helped him to express his natural loving 
nature.

A Peaceful New Child Revealed

The heavy burdens plaguing my son all these years were ending, at long last. 
Within just two weeks of beginning our new diet, Aaron’s eyes were bright and 
his nose dry. His appetite normalized; satisfied with what he ate, he no longer 
begged for junky treats. His food phobias disappeared, making way for a whole 
new style of contemplation, focus, and creativity. Aaron could sit still, follow 
directions, and focus on the task at hand. He was responsive, pleasant, playful, 
and peaceful. He slept quietly and, when awake, he exuded happiness.

Aaron could finally express his own unique inner beauty—a precious person 
emerged, liberated from the disruption and confusion that had clouded his soul. 
Nourished by our new healthy lifestyle, Aaron’s true, inner seed, which had 
withered under the burden of the poisonous environment of his former diet, 
now flourished. By watching, participating in, and facilitating my son’s healing, 
I learned that proper, pure nourishment is vital to unleashing the latency of our 
own inner potential—our “sacred seed.” This whole nourishment held the key 
to Aaron’s healing, wellbeing, and even future.
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This was my first experience of the significant role food plays (beyond 
weight loss) in psychosocial stability. With his mental and emotional body in 
balance, Aaron began to grow, in a healthy way, toward his own self-discovery. 
In time, we reintroduced some of the whole foods like eggs, whole wheat, and 
oranges into his diet. Dairy and what I call the pseudo-foods (factory-produced 
foods containing loads of artificial ingredients like food dyes, preservatives, and 
refined flours and sugars) were still avoided.

This discovery of the power of food was mind-blowing. I was empowered 
and so was he.

California Dreamin’

Aaron and I lived well in Gig Harbor for a couple of years. My partner Judy and I 
built a beautiful custom home, which we had a hard time selling, but finally did. 
We certainly experienced our adventures in the process, and I was able to get my 
Washington State real estate license. Aaron did well in school, and we had a lot 
of fun times together. But that said, I could hardly tolerate the weather. It was 
so cold in the winter that the only thing to soothe my cold bones was a hot bath. 
Since Aaron was fatherless, I felt he needed his immediate family around him. 
We both missed my mom and my wonderful siblings. My family was fun, but 
they were all in Southern California, so it seemed that was where we belonged.

So Aaron and I decided to return to California. We settled in the quaint town 
of Laguna Beach, near my family. Aaron had easy access to a new world of video 
games, junk food…and drugs. It was the mid-1980s and fast food was affordable 
and available everywhere. Since Aaron was twelve, almost thirteen, his inner 
world cried to break loose and express itself. I had no idea yet what that would 
mean. What was at least stable, but cold, was now about to break loose into the 
worst instability ever. What was I thinking? I so thought my intentions were 
sound.

Special school activities were more prevalent in California, as were social 
invitations; both came with the barely edible junk foods that could change 
Aaron’s personality for the worse. At birthday parties, everyone overdosed 
on sweets. The food options at school went beyond the federally required hot 
lunch: ice cream, candy, bakery items, sodas, and hot dogs became Aaron’s daily 
fare. We were near family now, but I had broken the structure that had served 
us so well the previous two years. Since I was a working, single mom, I could 
no longer oversee what Aaron ate, and we lost our all-important bonding time 
over meals. Even though I did not advocate junk food, I admit to a slight relief 
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at the abundance of fast, convenient choices like tacos, burgers, and fries. All 
these on-the-fly snacks substituted for the ritual of the table. Although I always 
intended to serve healthy dinners, we ate the normal American diet: lots of 
fast food (burgers and fries), pizza, frozen burritos, pasta, salads, sandwiches, 
and the occasional ice cream and desserts. At the time, I didn’t realize how bad 
this was. Today, irrefutable evidence has shown the standard American diet, 
centered on processed foods, junk foods, and high-fat meat and dairy products, 
is the driving force behind the escalating numbers of obesity, diabetes, and other 
chronic diseases. Adults and children’s immediate and long-term quality of life 
is also affected as nutrition is being linked to mental disease, poor behavior, and 
learning disabilities. But back in the early 1980s, I mistakenly considered that 
my limitation of sodas and candy bars was adequate to ensure our good health.
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C H A P T E R  5

Puberty, Poverty,  
Pimples, and Pot

Age thirteen marked the beginning of Aaron’s drug use. Marijuana came 
first. Not really understanding about addiction at the time, I thought 
his use of marijuana would just pass, like my drinking did in high school. 

I had played a lot in school, but I still got good grades and was responsible. I 
thought Aaron would do the same.

Even though I graduated from high school in the early ’60s, the drug scene 
had somehow escaped me, or me it, so I was naïve.

Most parents in the 1980s just did not understand the impact marijuana 
would have on their kids. Aaron was free because I was out of the house a lot, 
busy making a living. Our loss of structure might have been the true underlying 
cause of his decline in those early years of indulgence, rather than the marijuana, 
but together, they led to major problems.

Many years later, in an Al-Anon Twelve-Step meeting (the program for 
those affected by alcoholics and drug addicts), my good friend (another parent 
of a child addicted to drugs) and I would look back on our earlier life decisions 
and ask, “What were we thinking?” Our answer: “We weren’t.”

Aaron and I had been through a lot during our young lives. All along the way, 
I was as prudent as I knew how to be in safeguarding our well-being. Since the 
soul’s journey takes many turns, as long as we remain awake, we can hopefully 
at least learn from them.

Detouring Through Teen Hell

It did not take me long to land a job. With marketing experience, stock brokerage 
experience, and now a real estate license, I was a prime candidate for a new 
opening at Avco Financial Services. The company had just purchased a bank 
and wanted to market its services. I received a thorough training in banking. 
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Even though I did not get my college education, I might have received a more 
thorough education with all the professional training I had now experienced.

My job as Vice President of Marketing was a forty-minute drive from our 
new home in Laguna Beach. As a working, single mom, I couldn’t oversee most 
of Aaron’s activities outside of school, or his diet at school or away from home. 
He was old enough now to run around town and visit friends. Out the door went 
structure….

My work also kept me away just long enough to interrupt our dinnertime, so 
our structured meals at home ended. Though no advocate of junk food, I thought 
fast food provided convenience, but the troubles that surfaced as a result of 
losing our domestic, healthy meal routine were more than inconvenient—they 
brought disaster. Depriving us of essential nutrients and overall health, these 
fast-food shortcuts also cost us invaluable, irreplaceable time together.

In the quaint tourist town of Laguna Beach, Aaron could walk everywhere, so 
he had easy access to a new world of video games, fast food…and drugs. It was the 
mid-1980s, and fast food was affordable and available everywhere. Participation 
in extracurricular school activities and accepting social invitations became 
Aaron’s norm, and both were always accompanied by snacking on the barely 
edible stuff that could change Aaron’s ability to cope, concentrate, and create. 
His soulful sweet personality would change, immediately, for the worse.

At birthday parties, the kids overdosed on sweets. At school, in addition to 
the boring, federally required hot lunch, which Aaron would not eat, he could 
now buy just about anything junky: ice cream, candy, soda, hot dogs, burgers, 
and more. They contained chemical preservatives and dyes, glutamate (MSG), 
hydrogenated fats, white flour, and refined sugar. He again teeter-tottered on 
dramatic blood sugar (and mood) swings, accompanied by sinus infections, hay 
fever, and general irritability. Once again, Aaron lost that precious connection 
with himself.

When Aaron was in eighth grade, I nursed him through a critical bout of 
mononucleosis, which caused him to miss so much school that he only barely 
graduated from junior high. I hoped the rebound from this illness might get him 
back on track, but his body didn’t regain its wholeness. He got behind in school 
and his social life suffered, too.

At age thirteen, he had grown six inches in six months and seemed to have 
morphed into another human being. His teachers were worried about him 
because of his lack of concentration and sometimes clown-like behavior. They 
admitted to noticing worse behavior after he consumed cake and soda at school 
functions. Once, a teacher called me after a function to tell me he was in a corner, 
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shaking. She asked, “Do you think Aaron could be sugar-sensitive?” “Yes!” I 
exclaimed. “Yes!”

I naturally tried to reform him, urging him to eat good food. Once again, I 
refused to purchase junk or fast food for our consumption.

The resulting polarization and rebellion that emerged between Aaron and 
me may have been even more harmful than the poor food choices he made. He 
had become the rebel and I, the nag. My heart ached as I watched him struggle. 
His teachers did not think he could make it through the loose structure of high 
school, so they suggested private school. After having Aaron tested and visiting 
several schools, I placed him in the private school closest to home. He was 
reluctant to go, and I was reluctant to send him. He did not have the physical, 
mental, or emotional balance to fulfill the demands of the new school, which 
was academically demanding. The school was actually very wrong for him. His 
inability to keep up, combined with his acting out, frequently led to his being 
sent home, where he wanted to be. Soon, he was expelled.

Now what?
I had already moved into a smaller apartment to save money to pay the school 

tuition. While staying with friends, we cowered in our little temporary space, 
contemplating our next step. Ashamed and feeling like a total failure, Aaron 
was crying hard. Finally, as he had so many times, he blurted out a profound 
truth: “What do you expect, Mom? We are just a bunch of kids at school with no 
parents around.” I felt guilty, stupid, and responsible for his despair. I had set 
him up in a situation where he would surely fail. Of course, I could not see this 
at the time. I knew he was not bad, yet I was naïve enough to be confused about 
what was really going on.

Despite trying hard to do the right thing, Aaron was still struggling internally. 
He was such a good person, with a heart of gold, sincere and sensitive, but now his 
self-esteem plummeted. What had happened to my innocent, sweet-tempered, 
bright, and creative son?

Must We Be Victims?

For years, I intuitively knew a deeper truth existed in the situation with Aaron. 
If I were to sleep soundly at night, I had to see through the veil of illusion 
surrounding our circumstances. Was a bad diet to blame for his getting kicked 
out of school? No one would have dared answer that questions with a “Yes.” Did 
poor food choices cause his mononucleosis? Did junk food have something to 
do with his pot smoking? I am not answering these questions with an absolute 
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“Yes.” I am not saying that my son’s struggles were solely due to his diet and 
health care. The constellation of issues that affects a child’s development is 
complex.

What I am saying is that every facet of a child’s life has a connection to diet—
more than just the food itself. The lifestyle surrounding a “righteous” dietary 
practice, inspired by respect, integrity, and knowledge, has a direct and profound 
influence on children’s connections to themselves, their environment, their 
families…and their health.

Does mononucleosis just happen? Do kids act out just because they drink 
a sugary cola or eat a donut? Or do they act out because they are angry and 
unfulfilled due to a lack of connection with others? Do they use drugs because 
they can’t sit still and concentrate? Or is it because they don’t know how to deal 
with all the feelings that manifest during puberty? Do they lack a connection to 
their bodies and the Earth because our society no longer has a connection with 
the very Source that nourishes us?

These are questions with layered answers. I see a domino effect here that 
many seem to take in stride. Parents and teachers often respond to out-of-
balance teens as if they (the adults) are the victims of the teen’s poor behavior. 
Our protocol to change the situation is usually talk therapy, to find out what 
is wrong with them, or to prescribe more drugs—legal, of course—designed to 
tame or change them to conform.

What if Aaron’s immune system had been strong and his bout with 
mononucleosis nonexistent or mild? What if his diet had been healthy and 
he had not consumed junk food? Would he have been more engaged in school 
activities and his studies? Would we have communicated more easily and had 
fun doing homework at night instead of being agitated by his inability to sit 
still and concentrate. With a body in balance, would he have been able to play 
sports, make friends easily, interact in groups, and develop vital social skills and 
emotional balance, all the while building his confidence and self-esteem?

Although this book’s focus is on food and nutrition, don’t think for a moment 
that I haven’t considered the influence that being raised by a single mom, with 
an absent father, had on Aaron’s formative years. It played a huge role, perhaps 
an even bigger one than his physiology. However, we cannot afford to allow 
our children’s physiology to be altered or disrupted in any way while they are 
growing. We absolutely must do what is necessary to make sure their bodies are 
given the fuel to meet the demands we place upon them. If we are single parents, 
like I was, there is all the more reason to toe the line of nutritional quality. It will 
make your already huge job of parenting a lot easier. As attested to by numerous 
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studies, children’s (including teens’) mental, physical, and emotional health 
changes radically for the better when their physiological balance is restored. 
Restoration comes by removing poisons and providing adequate nourishment. 
Is it that simple? When the parent models excellent stewardship and respect 
for the body and world, the child will follow. It is the best way to empowerment.

When teens have physiological balance, their true nature comes through: 
usually sweet, focused, and enthusiastic about life. Teens can be sassy and 
rebellious, too, but that comes with the territory. They want to belong, be 
together, and fit in. Especially if they are victims of abandonment, raised by 
single parents, they will cope so much better with the specific challenges of a 
body in balance. We all know what it feels like to be healthy and rested. Life is 
just easier. Even for alcoholics, it is known that a relapse often happens when 
one just needs a good night’s sleep. When we are healthy and in balance, we are 
strong, focused, and prepared to make good decisions.

Our society’s drug problem is, in part, a health problem, which, in turn, is 
a lifestyle problem and a spiritual problem. This may be a stretch for some, 
even me, but I know that what has made Alcoholics Anonymous successful for 
so many people is often the spiritual component it offers. The program builds 
character, while inspiring a relationship with a Higher Power, whatever that 
means to the person. Members of the program access their natural wisdom and 
guidance, and they do it individually and together in community.

My next-door neighbors for the past ten years have three children (twin boys, 
Drew and Ben, now seventeen, and Caroline, age eleven). With the exception of 
the occasional pizza night and fast food drive-thru for lunch, the parents prepare 
a family meal every evening; I am often invited. Because both parents like to 
cook, they trade off cooking and cleaning. We begin by holding hands, while one 
of the youngsters offers a prayer of gratitude. Next, while passing the food, we 
take turns expressing our favorite part of the day. More often than not, each 
person says that this very moment of our sitting together is his or her favorite. 
The experience is simple, loving, intimate, and as nourishing as the meal itself.

Starting Over—Again

I knew I needed to get Aaron out of Laguna Beach because its population was 
too transient and there were too many temptations for him; he could easily walk 
to the village where all kinds of less than excellent people and activities were 
available. So we moved into Newport Beach Back Bay and Aaron started in a 
new high school.
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Sadly, the instability of his past life now became overtly damaging: Aaron 
began drinking and smoking marijuana—a lot. Despite my high hopes, Aaron 
was soon expelled again. I came to understand the term “terrible teens.” We 
fought, and it was all I could do to hold our lives together. I worked full-time and 
strove to establish some routine, yet I was always worried about him.

Good food was in the fridge, we continued therapy together, and I found 
academic tutors for Aaron. His tutors said he was the brightest student they’d 
ever tutored. Yet he earned failing grades, displayed abhorrent behavior, and 
was often stoned—at home and at school. If I could control his diet and get him 
off drugs, I thought I could rescue my son. How naïve was I? Very.

Aaron needed even more stability than I could offer on my own, so with the 
intention to establish a more intimate structure for him, I quit my job, moved 
inland to a smaller community in Orange County, and started a retail business 
with my sister. Our rented apartment was near our new store, and Aaron landed 
his first job with us. We were closer to our community, Aaron was closer to me, 
and I to him. I hoped our expanded family would provide him with a greater 
sense of belonging. My life was all about trying to make a living and caring for 
Aaron. I hardly dated—I did not have the time, nor did it seem to serve me. Aaron 
was my focus.

Troubled Teen

Good, healthy food was always in the fridge and on the dinner table. Aaron ate 
it, but once outside the house (where trouble lurked), he’d have soda, candy, and 
fast food daily. Despite all the good food at home, and the tutoring and therapy, 
Aaron failed his courses and exhibited increasingly abhorrent behavior—
ditching school, getting into fights, and talking back to teachers. I knew from 
long experience that if Aaron would stay away from the pot and junk food, he 
could be rescued. But it was too late. He was a wild teen. I was a helpless single 
mom, and like everyone else at the time, I was naïve to the dangers of marijuana 
use at such a young age, particularly for a young teen during his mental, physical, 
and emotional development.

One night, Aaron looked up at me from the dinner table to ask, “Mom, 
do you really have to make me all these dinners every night?” I suddenly felt 
unacknowledged and disillusioned, like I was wasting my time. “No,” I said, 
stunned, “I don’t.” I realized food was driving a bigger wedge between us, so I 
stopped the dinners. But good food remained in the fridge. My goal turned to 
establishing a rapport with him, to supporting his successes while finding ways 
to offer wisdom and be a good model for him.
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I enrolled Aaron in the outdoor leadership program Outward Bound, tried 
tough love, and read what seemed like a hundred books. “Just Say No” just didn’t 
work. With pot and alcohol influencing his physiology, how could I complain 
about a damn candy bar? He was both poisoned and malnourished at the peak of 
puberty. His mind and body were clouded by external influences and had spun 
out of control. Exhausted, I told him one day that if I were married to him, I 
would get a divorce. Personally, I was closing in on “empty.”

Aaron did have some good times, however. Following his educational 
experiences and therapy, he would pick himself up and keep trying. I would 
do the same. We had a large, extended family, which gathered for birthdays, 
holidays, and just for fun. These were times of happiness, playfulness, joy, and 
better health and balance. Aaron was a loving, innocent teen, dealing with 
huge spurts of growth through puberty and finding his own identity. We were 
all doing our best to respond to the spontaneity of the crises he faced and the 
demands our lives made on us. We alternated between feeling disempowered 
and empowered. I remember thinking, “Surely someday, he will outgrow his wild 
teen ways and become a responsible adult, won’t he?” That is what I did. I have 
rather fond memories of hiding my wild parties and drinking from my parents. 
Somehow, I managed to live through it, graduate, and give up the recklessness. I 
thought Aaron would do the same.

I was wrong. Aaron still managed to get expelled regularly. Four high schools 
later, with drunk driving charges and other legal problems, he became a high 
school dropout. I felt lost and helpless. Although I spent every last ounce of my 
energy trying to improve the situation, it only worsened. I was a failure too. My 
family could not seem to understand the situation so they provided no support. 
I can still hear my mom saying, “Can’t you do something?” Much later in life, 
when I did a ton of what I call therapy through Byron Katie’s program The Work 
and also through the Avatar program, I found that I had developed the running 
belief that I was a failure.

Aaron was in serious trouble. Counselors encouraged me to go to Al-Anon, 
and let him make his own decisions. Let him fall and pick himself up? How could 
I? He was so young and totally incapable of making good decisions. So I hung 
in there with every breath, helping, watching, wondering, learning, reading, 
preaching, and pleading.

Since I was an avid reader searching for something with meaning, I 
gravitated toward Shirley MacLaine’s books, specifically Out on a Limb. I 
remember reading passages where I literally put the book down on my lap to 
feel what I had just read. It felt like truth flowing through the center of my being. 
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The book mentioned Sture Johansson, who is able to channel the disembodied 
entity Ambres. Being a mother in search of anything that would help open 
both of our consciousnesses, I took Aaron to a talk Sture Johansson was doing 
in Santa Monica. So there was Aaron with his black makeup, dyed black hair, 
and punk clothing, sitting in an audience of about fifty mostly middle-aged 
men and women. At the beginning of his talk, Johansson caught the eye of each 
individual for a moment as a way of connecting and saying hello. When his eyes 
met Aaron’s, they held a gaze for an extraordinarily long time. Aaron, the rebel, 
held his gaze with Johansson perfectly: long, peaceful, and authentic.

Later in his talk, Johansson entered the audience of about fifty people and 
took a seat in the middle of a row, next to Aaron. He held Aaron’s hand while 
talking to others and answering questions. Aaron did not fidget or squirm one 
single bit. After about twenty minutes, Johansson took his and Aaron’s hands 
and held them up for all to see, saying, “This is a very old friend of mine.”

Afterwards, Aaron and I went for a hike; he frolicked, laughed, and talked 
openly. It was as if somehow he had been awakened to his soul’s pure essence 
that day. I knew not to probe or inquire about his experience; I just enjoyed it 
with a feeling of satisfaction that some meaningful transaction/transmission 
had taken place. This response was so “mom.” We mothers will often do anything 
we can, stretching far and wide from our own vision, for our children.
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Praying for Answers

The stresses of my son’s experience and my being a single parent began to 
take their toll on my body. I suffered from near-hysterical outbursts prior 
to the onset of my menstrual cycle, and I experienced violent pain during 

its course. Tests revealed acute fibroid cysts and endometriosis in my uterus 
and ovaries; my doctor recommended a hysterectomy. I was nearly forty and 
holding on to the dream of more children, so I sought another opinion, but it, 
too, led to the same recommendation.

Then a woman—she felt like an angel to me—appeared while I was shopping 
in my local health food store. She was in her fifties and had cured herself of 
cancer. Hers was such a testimony to vibrant health that I trusted her.

With her guidance, I soon became inspired to use nutrition in my own 
healing. First, she suggested a combination of herbs that eased my menstrual 
discomfort. Next, I removed most processed foods, and bad (hydrogenated, 
rancid, bleached, and deodorized) fats from my diet, along with sugar and 
alcohol. I began to enjoy a variety of vegetables and whole grains; soon, my 
symptoms lessened greatly, and I was able to retain all my body parts. While still 
not fully understanding—most people did not then—I intuitively recognized the 
body’s ability to heal.

I had known about chemicals in food in the past from when I had put Aaron 
on the Feingold Diet, but the food industry was way ahead of me. I didn’t think 
foods with artificial ingredients were affecting me like they did Aaron. My 
inflammation was silent, building in me over time. Aaron’s was immediate: he 
was considered allergic. Actually, his body’s response was accurate; he was not 
at fault.

Over the years, many harmful foods had crept into my diet. With new 
insight, I learned to create new habits and become more conscious about what 
the heck I was putting into my body. The herbs eased my pain, and cleaning up 
the diet helped, but there was so much more to learn about healthy fats, how our 
animals are raised, and what goes into our breads and other processed foods. 
Looking back, I see just how quickly, and miraculously, our bodies change with 
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the slightest shift in diet. Food is much more powerful than we imagine. Today, 
we know more about our food and agricultural processes. What was considered 
healthy then, we now know was not real nourishment and inadequate, to say the 
least.

My social life, like most people’s, was what threw me off balance. So, like 
many at the time and even now, Monday was the time to toe the line; eat better, 
not drink, and let the body repair from the past weekend, while preparing for 
the next weekend.

Looking for Something

During my early adulthood, going out to dinner and partying, with alcohol, 
comprised most of my social life. Drugs that past generations had never 
experienced came into our lives. I was a ’60s teen, so marijuana, psychedelics, 
and cocaine all floated in and out of my life. I flirted with them, only to find 
within a short period of time that they were boring and unfulfilling. I did not 
like partying with drugs. My addicted friends would stay up all night, just to feel 
horrible the next day, and they rarely discussed anything stimulating. I found 
them and the drugs uninspiring. I also found myself hanging with them more 
often than not. I did not know what else to do. During those years, I left many 
friends due to their drug use, and I went in search of a more fulfilling lifestyle, 
never having a clue what I was looking for. I just knew this was not it.

To keep myself motivated, I was inspired to get into the film industry. I had 
tucked away this dream and hoped to fulfill it when Aaron was older, finished with 
school, and off to college. Suddenly, while living in Orange County and running 
the store with my sister, I received a job offer to work with the production crew 
on a new movie. Without hesitation, I went to Los Angeles to work on this film 
for a few months. A dear family friend offered to have Aaron live with her and 
her children for the remainder of his senior year. He was close to them and loved 
the idea. I thought Aaron, who had the “only child syndrome,” would enjoy being 
in a family environment, so I took the opportunity to flee from my life and do 
something for myself that excited me.

The new job was an adventure, with new friends and challenges that offered 
renewed inspiration. When Aaron did not finish school, since I was signed on 
for another film, he eventually found his way to me and got a job with UPS. We 
lived together in an apartment in North Hollywood. He worked, partied, drank, 
and had a way with women that he worked to his advantage, depending on how 
you look at it. His job would not last long.
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The film business is great on the inside, but as an aspiring film producer, 
I was on the outside, wishing to be on the inside. I worked sixteen-hour days, 
leaving the office when businesses were closed, lights were out, and streets were 
bare. On my one day off, I could hardly lift my head from the pillow, despite the 
laundry, grocery shopping, and other errands I had to do. It was exhausting, 
particularly because I was working on projects that I felt had little or no value 
to me or our culture. I thought, How will I ever get where I want to go? and even, 
Where am I going and for what? My heart was not in it, so my body was not either. 
Huge disappointment burdened my soul.

During this time, I was also growing increasingly concerned about the 
rising pollution on our beautiful Earth, which I would often hear about on the 
local media or catch a glimpse of in the headlines. Oh, my God, I thought, isn’t 
anyone doing something about this? No one seemed to care, and I never heard of 
solutions. Not really understanding the issues, I felt helpless and longed for the 
power to do something meaningful. No alignment seemed to exist between the 
reality I lived in and my soul’s restless yearning.

One night, while driving home late, I thought to myself, Surely, there must 
be more to life than this. God, please show me. I had moved, tried new careers, 
left druggie friends, and failed at getting my son through high school (forget 
college), but I still could not find value and purpose beyond my paycheck and 
accumulating material things. I prayed for answers.

Dances with Wolves

With another worthless movie in the can, I took on a more stable job at the 
William Morris agency in L.A. as the executive assistant to the head of motion 
pictures worldwide, the legendary Sue Mengers. I was staying with a friend in 
Pasadena until I could find a place to live. One Saturday, about mid-day, I sat 
alone in my friend’s living room, unable to move my heavy, hot body. Not cute 
sexy hot, but truly hot. It was over 100 immobilizing degrees, with humidity 
to match. With no air conditioning or fan to be found, I gazed through a smog 
blanket so thick that I could not see the mountains right outside the door. I 
seriously did not know what to do with myself until I had the thought, Go to a 
movie.

Just before I left, I remembered that my friend had a little stash of herb 
(marijuana). So to help me out of my misery, I grabbed the filled pipe and 
slid into my smoldering old car—no air conditioning. I managed to survive a 
short drive to the nearest theater, not knowing—not caring—what was on the 
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marquee or when the movies started. In the parking lot, in my car, I took a 
quick little toke before entering the theater. Since I had lived in Washington 
State for a few years, you can just imagine the exposure I had to marijuana. 
Everyone smoked pot. Since I am somewhat of a goody two-shoes, it was not 
part of my way of life, like it was for others, but I did enjoy a puff here and 
there. A good movie and a toke—the best remedy for almost anything.

The movie, Dances with Wolves, was just starting. Being in the biz, I had 
heard about it, but I’d had no desire to see it. I am not particularly interested in 
Westerns and I never liked Kevin Costner as an actor. His movies always left me 
knowing I was watching a movie.

But who cares? Not me. I was indoors and cool, which is all I really cared 
about. The little toke was perfect. I relaxed and surrendered totally to the 
experience.

From the very beginning, Dances with Wolves took me in and delivered me 
to another world. Like Dorothy being transported to Oz, I was swept away to the 
badlands of South Dakota with familiar feelings from lifetimes ago. Memories 
oozed from my core. Watching this film transported me to a world I knew, but 
did not know I knew. It was a world I had longed for. I did not know that either 
until it touched a part of me that had hungered for it all my life.

The Native Americans in the film had a reverence for Source that gave them 
life. They were aligned with nature, animals, and all communities of living 
systems. They knew how to access a universal voice, by circling up, finding 
common ground, and utilizing the wisdom in their collective minds. Their 
honor and respect for all life came from a deep reservoir of integrity.

In witnessing how they lived, all my senses were awakened. For the first time 
in my life, I was exposed to a cosmology that had heart and soul. Even more, it 
enlightened me to the importance of right relationship with the earth and other 
living beings. My heart was engaged and my soul soared as I watched this film, as 
I lived in the film. In a mere effort to escape my reality in the middle of this hot 
fall day in 1990, I came home to my heritage.

The film was so enthralling that I forgot I did not like Kevin Costner’s acting. I 
forgot that I was watching a movie. I forgot that I was homeless and bunking with 
a friend in Pasadena. I forgot that I was an executive assistant, not a producer. I 
forgot that my son seemed to be a mess, was drinking, and was jobless. I forgot 
that I felt lonely and without purpose. I forgot that I was miserable without a 
community. I forgot everything and remembered everything, all at once.

My heart sank when the film was over. With a slow and sober step, I felt 
sickened by the thought of returning to the concrete reality I knew. From the 
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theater’s lobby, I could see that the sun, though lower now, was still casting a 
yellowish light through the intense smog. I turned toward the concession 
counter and bought a Häagen-Dazs ice cream bar. Standing in the lobby, unable 
to face the outside world, I enjoyed the rich cool vanilla ice cream covered in 
milk chocolate and almonds: another outstanding remedy.

I could not bear to leave the beauty of the life I had known in the movie. I 
longed to be there again, to go home to my tribe. But, instead, completely sober, I 
faced a smoggy city, no close friends, and an ice cream stick, licked clean. Without 
any forethought whatsoever, I tossed the stick in the trash can and returned to 
the concession stand for another. Receiving it with a firm grip, I walked back 
into the theater to join my tribe, in the only way I could at the moment.

The second viewing penetrated my cells in a way that would last forever. As I 
write, I can still see the cottonwood trees along the river, their castings blowing 
across the tall golden grass of the plains. I can smell the wood on the fire, hear the 
music of its crackle, and feel my legs dancing to the beat of the drums. I feel the 
love of the land, the fear of the white man’s destructive changes, and the courage 
to fight for what is true and right. I can still hear the cry of the howling wolf 
and the vibration of the stampeding buffalo. I feel the immense loyalty to one’s 
family, to one’s tribe, and the need to triumph over those who might threaten to 
harm them. I am awakened with a very old new vision.

When I walked out of the theater, after the second screening, I was in an 
altered state, one I would never leave. Through the windows was a dark sky. It 
looked cooler out, without the daylight sun casting its golden rays of fierce heat. 
The streets were quiet, as was my mind and body. I was not inspired to go home 
(to my friend’s house), but I went anyway. I drove slowly, seeing the impersonal 
surroundings in a way I could no longer accept. I moaned to myself, “Where am 
I? I want to go home.”

My Prayers Are Answered

Not until a few days later did I realize that my prayer—“Surely there must be 
more to life than this; please show me”—had been answered when I watched 
Dances with Wolves. I had been shown. Now what?

One weekend in the late spring of 1991, soon after seeing Dances with 
Wolves, I was invited up to Big Sur, California, for a friend’s barn raising. There, 
I met a medicine man (shaman) named David Jubb, who was originally from 
Tasmania, but now living in New York. When I told him I had been suffering 
from a lengthy bout of indigestion, he counseled me to eat more “live” foods, 
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and then he encouraged me to come to his weeklong retreat at the Magical 
Child Foundation, a ranch in Oklahoma. He also encouraged me to read what he 
called, “The single most powerful book you could read,” John Robbins’ Diet for 
a New America.

When I returned home, I promptly followed David’s suggestion and read 
Robbins’ book. Then life, as I knew it, was once again changed forever. I was 
shocked to learn of the many adverse effects our individual and collective 
food choices have on the environment: global warming, water pollution, 
deforestation, and soil depletion to name a few. I did not even know what these 
terms were or what they meant to our livelihood, current health, and future. 
Like so many other Americans, I had turned a blind eye toward the detrimental 
practices behind our agriculture and food production industries, simply 
because I did not know better. I was ignorant to animal welfare issues and the 
blatantly harmful chemicals doled out in heavy doses by those managing our 
food supply. I was blithely unaware of the colossal impact our factory-driven, 
fast food dining was having on our health and environment. Our convenient 
food supply was consuming our natural resources and killing our ecosystems, 
both planetary and personal.

Diet for a New America changed people’s lives, not just because of its 
illuminating facts, but because it had soul. John Robbins touched readers’ 
compassion and awakened consciousness in them as he wove the cosmology 
of the Native Americans to illustrate the connection we had lost to the natural 
world, and the sacred gift of our food. Suddenly, we recognized the negative 
impact of our industrialized food consumption: tacos, milkshakes, gooey 
pizza, and hormone-ridden and antibiotic-laced meat and dairy products. One 
afternoon, sitting out by the pool of our North Hollywood apartment, I read 
the last page of the book and learned about Robbins’ organization EarthSave 
International. As I closed the book, I had a totally aligned thought that my soul 
whispered to me, “Now, those are the kind of people I want to work with.”

I did not know it, but the answer to my prayer was revealing itself. By 
reading Diet for a New America, I suddenly discovered I had found some 
power. I could help alleviate groundwater pollution, deforestation, and even 
global warming by choosing a diet of more plant-based foods. As I learned 
how the animals I was eating were being treated, I cried. I woke up. I shared 
my new discoveries with friends, but most were apathetic. I saw the world 
differently now. It felt bigger now that I had what seemed like a 360-degree 
view. I stopped eating meat and poultry. Since I was still relatively untrained, 
I did not know what else to eat, except fruit and raw veggies.
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My excitement was like that of a five-year-old with a new puppy. But most 
people I shared my excitement with just sort of laughed at me until they saw a 
window to change the subject or get away from me.

Regardless, the gift of my new interest kept on giving as I devoured other 
books. I had just learned about negative and positive ions. Positive ions are 
lacking the life-giving force. Negative ions, from nature, fresh water, healthy 
trees, and fresh air, stimulate—they are life-giving. I realized I was living and 
working in an environment that was almost devoid of negative ions.

My new job provided a film production office in Santa Monica on the 
second floor with only a small window. Outside were asphalt and sidewalks, 
lots of motor vehicles, and not much nature. Well, no nature except sky. Junky 
snack-type foods (chips, puffy orange things, and popcorn), dead and devoid of 
nourishment, were delivered to the crew. Of course, because they were the only 
food available in the office and I was bored out of my mind, I munched on them 
all day, in front of my computer, locked up in a room with air-conditioning. The 
fatigue I felt at the end of the week was unbearable.

After meeting the shaman in Big Sur, I heard about the red grape fast. Not 
knowing much about fasting, I thought doing a fast would be easy because it 
required just one food with no preparation, except washing. I could eat all I 
wanted and munch away while at the computer at my boring job. Somehow, I 
survived, eating only red grapes for seven days. The results were nothing short 
of miraculous. When the week was over, I practically skipped out of the office on 
Saturday at midnight. I had so much energy that my mood was literally euphoric. 
I was so dramatically altered that I could hardly keep my mouth shut about the 
experience. The five-year-old with a puppy came alive once again!

On another pursuit, I found myself in the kitchen, experimenting with raw 
foods full of negative ions. I eliminated all junk foods, like chips, pastries, doughy 
breads and rolls, popcorn, and diet sodas from my diet. Herbs had already been 
added, at the suggestion of my angel in the health food store years ago. I should 
have known the value of good food by then, but I could not yet appreciate the 
value of excluding pseudo-foods entirely from my life, and including only “real” 
food as a lifestyle practice. I lost some more friends, and gained some new ones.

My diet consisted mostly of vegan foods, which was somewhat of a new 
term launched by Robbins’ book. I felt like a different person, so much more 
alive and with enormous energy. Since I was not totally enlightened or equipped 
with new skills yet, I lived mostly on salad, fruits, and lots of nuts. My sweet 
treat was a sliced banana with almond butter; my snack, a simple avocado with 
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lemon and good sea salt. Although I hardly knew any raw food techniques, I was 
enthusiastically entering the gates of culinary heaven. Obsessed? Slightly.

The best part, though, is that I was now connected to something bigger than 
me. My meals were more on purpose. They fed me on so many levels; they made 
me healthier, and they connected me to the Earth, my community, and ultimately, 
my Source. And so began my initiation into a life with a spiritual practice. Who 
knows why it caught me so? There was just this extreme enlightenment that 
opened my world like a laser beam.
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C H A P T E R  7

Awakening from My Slumber

The summer of my forty-seventh year was coming to a close, with the film 
I had been working on “in the can,” as they say in the business. So I was in 
between films, and thus, jobless. Coming up soon was the camp with David, 

the shaman I had met in Big Sur some months earlier. I was wondering how I 
was going to fit it in and get a job at the same time when I received a phone call 
from my friend (and prospective camp-mate) Alexa. She said she could not go, 
so I said to myself, Well, that does it! I am not going without her. Besides, I didn’t 
even know exactly where we were going or what we were going to be doing. 
Even though I had been awakened with excitement, my conditioned mortal self 
held on to my old reality. And, why not? That is all I had. Alexia had instigated 
the trip and I was going because she was. Go along Susie felt safe that way. The 
spontaneity and adventure of it all seemed fun when we had planned it together. 
But now, going alone, the magic had evaporated. Besides, practical me could not 
afford to be prancing off to some unknown place to do whatever it was we were 
going to be doing. I needed this time to find a job, and fast. Even though I had 
already purchased my ticket months ago, I contacted David to inform him I 
would not be coming.

Annie, David’s wife, answered, and as I proceeded to enumerate my 
excuses, she met each one with inspiring information. “Oh no, you must 
come. We have mostly all men coming; we need some women. They are 
the coolest men too. And, please, do not let money stand in your way; pay 
us when you can.” Well now, that changed everything. “Just come,” she 
pleaded.

The following day, the day before the scheduled Oklahoma flight, my sister 
had her baby. Indecision about the trip was still alive in me. That evening, 
with the family all gathered in celebration of the birth, I sought their counsel 
about leaving and doing something that seemed so irresponsible. Answering 
their questions, I got to hear myself as my inner spirit and voice emerged 
with persuasive excitement. “It’s a forty-acre ranch called the Magical Child 
Foundation. A Tasmanian shaman named David and his wife Annie are putting 
on a camp. I’m not sure what we will do there, but I was told we were going to 
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learn all about raw living foods, that there were horses, a hot tub, and Annie 
says, ‘lots of cool men.’” I will always remember my younger sister Cindy, saying, 
“Ooooooh...I say ‘Go.’”

The next morning at seven, I was on the plane to Tulsa. When I landed at the 
small airport, I wondered where the heck I was. I waited on the curb until Annie 
finally drove up and jumped out to greet me. “You must be Susan,” she said. At 
first, I could not believe my eyes. She was the most beautiful creature I had ever 
seen: tall, shapely, and lean with golden curls down to her waist; she resembled 
a beautiful mermaid with gorgeous legs. Her large blue eyes sparkled as her 
radiant smile warmed me. She was barefoot, wearing short cut-off jeans and 
a long-sleeved leather top, with fringe hanging from the shoulder, all the way 
down the arm to the wrist. The leather top was cropped short to the waist, and 
colorful native symbols were painted on it. The temperature was in the 90s—hot 
and muggy (Oklahoma in September). I could not imagine how Annie tolerated 
the heat in that leather top. I found out later that it had been gifted to her the 
day before in a ceremony honoring her work. She radiated joy and beauty. Once 
in the car, I noticed her toe-ring and her beautifully unshaven legs, covered with 
light golden hair that glowed against her bronze skin. Only she could have pulled 
off Bohemian boldness with such pure elegance. So, this was Annie Jubb. 

Entering a New Tribe

Before I had walked out the door that morning on my way to the airport, I 
remembered thinking that I looked sort of cute. I can truthfully say that I had 
never in my life, even to this day, felt so old, ordinary, and frumpy as I did when I 
sat alongside Annie in the passenger seat of her old rundown car. She was totally 
cool. I was not.

As we drove across rolling hills, under the blue sky, with the windows down 
and hair flowing, she explained to me the schedule for the week ahead. With 
all the unfamiliar terms she used, I struggled to understand her. As we rode 
down the long driveway into the ranch, I was awestruck by the greenery. As I 
approached the entry to the ranch house, which was nestled in a beautiful 
cottonwood grove, I noticed all the shoes at the door. I took the hint, and mine 
went off as I entered, never to go back on again until I returned to the airport a 
week later.

Let me give you a glimpse of the Magical Child Foundation, or “the ranch,” 
as we adoringly called it. Forty acres of heaven’s bliss lie just outside Stillwater, 
Oklahoma. The land was surrounded by vast open spaces, green rolling hills, 
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large lakes, and small forests of cottonwood trees here and there. The driveway 
to the ranch was a couple of blocks long and lined with mature greenery. The 
ranch house was nestled on a slope at one end of a cottonwood grove so that it 
faced the grove. It was a simple house, built of wood with a kitchen and living 
areas that resembled ’50s architecture and decor. A large covered, screened-
in porch perched out into the edge of the cottonwood grove. In the porch were 
two wooden picnic tables large enough to seat about thirty people. A few older 
stuffed chairs filled the corners along with some shelves and bookcases. One 
could enter the screened in area through the kitchen or living room, which 
housed a large brick fireplace. Some rather old carpet warmed the living room 
floor. Open space with lush green grass and some greenery surrounded the 
house’s sides and back. A short distance away, to the left side of the house, was 
a nice-sized bathhouse with showers like you would find at a campground. The 
bathhouse accompanied a wooden deck with a hot tub. The ranch was simple, 
homemade, comfy, beautiful, and safe.

In the bottom of the cottonwood grove were a few of the low elements 
games (games on the ground or just a few feet off it), which were part of the 
empowerment games and the ropes course training. A staircase on the other 
side of the grove was carved out of tree trunks of various sizes, poking through 
the dirt to support us on the slight incline. At the top of the staircase, green grass 
took over, creating a path around a small pond. The path was wide and eventually 
opened up into a large meadow where the majority of the large element games 
for the rope course existed.

From there, another path went down an incline to cross a little stream of 
water and then proceeded on a slight incline to where the sweat lodge, firepit, 
and small lodges, built about five feet off the ground, made up the medicine 
village. Rock formations and various animal totems provided medicine for 
the village. Nearby were the barn and tack room where three beautiful horses 
bunked. Beyond the medicine village was the Eagle’s Nest, an octagonal-shaped 
yurt where Dr. Scout Cloud Lee lived. Dr. Lee was the founder, manager, and 
owner of the Magical Child Foundation. She would soon become one of my most 
treasured teachers.

Discovering Food Heaven

I had just entered a new world, distinctly different from my own. It was filled 
with daily menus, created from all-plant-sourced raw foods; a challenging ropes 
course to cultivate team building and empowerment skills; and participation 
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in Native American ceremonies, like sweat lodges and firewalks. I risked being 
“out of my element,” yet was excited by the wonderment of it all.

Motivated, puzzled, and intrigued (plus, a little fearful), I immersed myself 
wholeheartedly into this new community. Being so excited, I hardly had space 
in my mind to question anything. The thirteen of us (mostly men) became 
the retreat chefs and gathered in the kitchen to prepare breakfast, lunch, and 
dinner under Annie’s tutelage. Raw food was the cuisine. Never having heard 
of such a thing and hungry for new experiences, I jumped in with wide-eyed 
curiosity. We learned to sprout and purée organic seeds, blend cold-pressed oils 
for omega-rich sauces and dressings, and select colorful herbs to combine into 
scrumptious salads. We transformed fruits into mouth-watering sorbets, dates 
and nuts into luscious desserts, and seeds into crunchy crackers. We chopped 
and blended vegetables for gourmet soups and extravagant entrées.

I was in food heaven! Until then, I had never realized what a foodie I am, not 
having been exposed to such gorgeous, tasty, and aromatic ingredients. Several 
years earlier, I had been wined and dined all over England and France, yet I had 
never had such sensual food as now: so full of vibrant color, incredible flavors, 
and textures. The aromas alone, which burst forth during meal preparation, 
were nothing short of an awakening for the senses. When our senses are aroused, 
our soul is aroused as well. I was totally in love with the entire experience and 
everyone there. I felt at home for perhaps the first time in my life.

Many members of our retreat community, myself included, experienced 
some of the inevitable uncomfortable symptoms from the food’s detoxifying 
effect and cleansing, due to our previous diets of packaged and fast foods. But 
it was worth it! Within one week, the puffiness edging my eyes and on my body 
disappeared, my skin glowed radiantly, my joints grew lithe and flexible, and 
I felt blissful in my emotional body. My energy was buoyant, and my nervous 
system sang with enhanced sensitivity.

Sitting at a big table with family and friends for a great meal is always joyous. 
Now, there was a new dimension to the joy and sharing. The food itself became 
a treasured guest. Before sitting, we would all gather around the table, standing 
with hands held. We called on the kitchen gods and goddesses to share with us 
what they had prepared. As each person described a dish, we expressed deep 
gratitude for the many hands that brought it to us: the Earth, farmers, food 
packagers, transportation systems, and stores. Community, laughter, and 
inspiration were present with us at every meal. While at the ranch, I learned a 
new culinary skill: preparing raw living food cuisine. Eating live, fresh food was 
the key to having live, fresh energy. My energetic beacon turned on, full blast. 
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I was attuned to myself and everything around me with harmony, clarity, and 
grace. I learned that food is powerful medicine, beyond the physical body. But 
food was only the beginning of my transformational experiences at the ranch.

Discovering a New Consciousness

David and Annie modeled an entirely new way of being in a relationship. I had 
never known or seen, in the movies or elsewhere, a more consciously loving 
couple. They lived their work and walked their talk. Their innovative creation was 
called “Whole Brain Functioning.” The curriculum included a variety of related 
exercises to bring about self-discovery; excellence in mental, physical, and 
emotional health; and improved stewardship of the Earth and all living beings. 
Music and ceremonies bonded us and allowed us to expand our consciousness 
for a more integrated, deliberate way of living. With lots of laughter, David and 
Annie taught us through the art of a smile and having fun, and thus how to live 
and learn in an aligned state of joy, love, and purpose.

No wonder I had not understood what I was going to be learning or doing 
before I came. The course was experiential, meaning we learned through 
experience. It presented a new world, completely foreign to me, with a new 
language and path, steering me toward an expanded consciousness. I laughed as 
much as I swooned. It was oh, so exciting to wake up, fill up, and feel whole. Old 
patterns evaporated as if I had been thrown on to another planet. Yes!

Whole Brain Functioning was nothing short of brilliant. Everything David 
and Annie said and taught entered my body and soul like a beam of bright light, 
landing in me as truth. Finally, I thought, people and practices that make sense 
and enforce respect, kindness, reverence, and living on purpose. I realize these are 
big, broad, sweeping terms. Describing an experience so profound is a challenge 
because everyone’s experience is different, and it is realized differently with 
one’s own awakening. This one-week in my forty-sixth year, still to this day, has 
been the most significant transformational week of my life.

Discovering My Sexy Me

Being one of the few female participants among eleven guys was a riveting, 
revealing, and vulnerable experience. An extraordinary medicine woman, 
named Skye, lived and worked at the ranch. She was in and out for some of our 
talks and was a facilitator on the ropes course with us. She was beautiful, deep, 
wise, and stoically aware. Then there was Annie, who was not only a wizard in 
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the kitchen, but also an accomplished yoga teacher and a living, walking example 
of Whole Brain Functioning. The only other woman was Mary, a tiny, older, and 
soft-spoken woman, there to help in the kitchen.

The competition for male attention was nil: Annie was married, Skye was 
a lesbian, and Mary was the elder who held no attraction. My ego beamed with 
delight. At first, the men’s attention was enormously gratifying, playful, and 
fun, but I soon found it to be distracting. I wanted to focus on the opportunity 
to awaken to a state of being I had never even imagined. Once this state began 
to manifest, though, I did recognize the “feel” of the longing. Diving into 
personal growth issues left me feeling vulnerable, even though I had never felt 
safer in my life. I was getting naked, so to speak, and submitting to the male 
attention would come with responsibility and repercussions.

Without much forethought, yet considerable afterthought, I finally 
surrendered with the most persistent man there. He made a bed for us on 
the outside deck of the ranch house, and under the stars, with shadows of the 
cottonwoods dancing in the moonlight across our naked bodies, I melted. The 
sensuality that pervaded the entire experience was impossible to resist. Who 
would want to resist something so fully alive and primal? Not me.

The romance, or better said, the lusty soulful experience with this man, 
whose name I am embarrassed to say I cannot recall, was intense. But it was 
short-lived and not nearly as deep as some of the other male friendships made in 
that week, which would last me a lifetime. Getting to know so many men in such 
vulnerable circumstances was illuminating. Men often scared me, especially the 
ones who wore suits. A man in a suit would make my armpits sweat and silence 
any boldness I might have, unless I was pissed off enough to let the dam burst. 
And a bursting dam is never pretty, gracious, or productive.

Somewhere in my youth, the imprint of the all-powerful suited man who 
was “more” than I was had programmed me to be scared of or to submit to the 
power I imagined he had over me.

No suits were worn at the ranch—just the opposite. In the hot weather, we 
wore as little as possible. Most of the men were younger than I, and they were 
some of the kindest and smartest men I would ever know. But with all the 
cleansing and the intimate talks about the body, urine therapy, colonics, and 
enemas, well, the spell of differentiation was broken. We were all one. Trust 
bubbled up in me.
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Discovering My Own Rhythm

Any veil of illusion that we humans are separate beings was lifted even further 
when we drummed and chanted together. At first, thinking I could not jam and 
make music like some of the others, I told David, “I don’t know how to drum.” 
He replied, “Sure you do, Susie; just don’t think about what your hands are 
doing. Put your hands on the drum skin, feel the beat, listen to the others, and 
let yourself merge with them.” Oh, I thought, there he goes again, saying all these 
words that don’t make sense to me. Shy, and not wanting to blurt out my lack 
of understanding or confidence, I did what he said. It took a while, but soon, 
the rhythm overtook my hands. I noticed myself drumming without thinking, 
merging with my fellow drummers, together weaving the beat of our souls.

Our voices became another instrument as we chanted, harmonizing and 
floating through verse and beat. No one led us; we allowed our bodies and souls 
to make love to each other through music, creating a dance of creation in the 
spiritual realm. At times, we would drum and sing for what seemed like hours. 
The longer we played, the more absent our minds and egos became. Nothing 
but love came forth from this harmonic space. The safe, pure, loving intimacy 
was so strong that one night we no longer wanted to go off to bed in our separate 
rooms. Bringing our sleeping gear out to the living room, by the fire, many of us 
slept side by side, not wanting to separate from the field of immense closeness 
we felt together.

One night, I bunked next to my new friend Todd, one of the young men there 
from New York. As we said goodnight, I took his hand, like a six-year-old at a 
sleepover with her best friend. We fell asleep, holding hands throughout the 
night. Our childlike innocence emerged as we freed ourselves from the shackles 
of adult conditioning, living freely within our authentic selves. Todd was, at 
the time (and even to this day), one of the finest young men I had ever known. 
When I came home and was showing pictures of my experience at the ranch to 
my family, I pointed to Todd and said to my Mom, “Now, if I had a daughter, this 
is the man I would want her to marry.” She responded, “Well, why not you?” I 
replied, “Mom, he is fifteen years younger than me, too young.”

The men were all wonderful. Some were younger and lost, without jobs and 
searching for what was next around the corner of life. Some, having achieved 
success in the material world, were now being called to their purposes. Such was 
the situation with Todd. A successful salesman, he recognized that more fast 
cars, TVs, and stereo systems were not going to fulfill him, nor help him make 
the positive contribution he felt was needed for the world. Knowing there was a 
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stronger purpose for himself, and understanding the environmental problems, 
he was on a quest. I was also catching the drift and wanted to jump in.

One man, named Robert, slightly older than I, owned a successful health 
spa in the Catskill Mountains, just outside New York City. He loved having 
a place where people could come from the city to rest and rejuvenate. Robert 
was a typical Scorpio. With no hidden pride nor fear of further rejection, he 
relentlessly and boldly asked me to sleep with him. It became laughable. I 
remember lusting over the experience of having a spa, but not over sleeping with 
Robert. We were definitely a unique cast of characters, defining and merging 
our dreams and intentions. Paul, the young, robust naturopathic medicine man 
from Australia, was another who stood out. Paul was cut like a magazine model, 
with beautiful blond hair falling to his bronzed shoulders. None of that really 
mattered though, because, when he spoke, he commanded an attentive ear. His 
knowledge and wisdom were delivered with as much grace and strength as was 
his walk; he glided across the Earth, his blond mane flowing from the whisper of 
wind created by his gait.

During our first sweat lodge, we went around the circle and spoke. David took 
the lead the first night, beginning with, “I am David and I will speak.” He went 
on to share, and when he was complete, he said, “I am David and I have spoken.” 
I loved this. It was so direct and on purpose. As we went around the circle, it was 
finally Paul’s turn. I was excited to hear what he would say, but he said nothing. 
He proceeded to howl instead. I jumped at the sound of it, at the nerve of it. It was 
a long, deep, and loud howl that lasted longer than the note of an accomplished 
soprano at the end of her aria. It was the kind of howl you knew he meant. There 
were no words. The feeling of the sound cast the language. It was like a love call, 
a reverent prayer saying, “I know you, I feel you, I belong to you; you belong to 
me; I love you.” It was sensual and surreal, more than any sermon from the best 
of our orators’ ministries. The vibration and reverberation of the energy from 
it lingered in the dark lodge. Thank God it was dark because I am sure my face 
looked like a deer’s, caught in headlights. I was moved beyond words, as I am 
sure we all were. My family would have thought Paul was nuts. Maybe he was.

Destroying Old Beliefs and Patterns

The rope course (or challenge course) was made up of large structures, created 
to challenge a person to move physically through stuck states of consciousness. 
What does that mean? It means that we often operate from a pattern that 
becomes a habitual way of behaving, mostly originating from old beliefs 
erroneously based on impressions from our past experiences. The ropes course 
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physically challenges one to walk through fears and beliefs that might be holding 
one back from his or her authentic divine potential.

When playing the high element games, the participant wears a full harness 
and helmet, while a trained facilitator assists and protects the person with a 
belay system, much like mountain climbers do. The high elements (those high 
above the ground) are built with large poles and ropes connecting them. Some 
games have you walking across those ropes, like a circus act, and/or swinging 
across, like a zip line.

The night before the games, I was terrified, wondering how I would get 
through them without dying. Unaware that I would be protected by the rope 
belay system, I was afraid not only of falling, but also of my inability to say “No” 
when I should. Often, I had been a joiner, doing whatever necessary to keep up 
with the gang. The games turned out to be very safe and more revealing to me 
and about me than I could have ever imagined. I did not even know I had what 
they call “stuck states.” Each game organized a group of people and gave them a 
challenging goal to achieve. Different rules applied for each game. Through the 
exercise together, we found out how we might act in a group situation: whether 
each of us was a leader or a follower, and what aspect of ourselves would come 
forth in teamwork.

All of the games revealed to me various beliefs that were running my life. 
For instance, in one game, we had to get our entire team across an imaginary 
deep gulch. At the bottom of the gulch, David told us, was boiling hot snot, and 
if we fell into it, we would surely die. Two long poles were placed on the grassy 
lawn, about twenty-five feet apart, designating the area we had to cross without 
touching the ground. A large rope, hanging from a nearby tree, provided our 
only means of transportation to cross this imaginary gulch. Some of the men, 
being tall and strong, had no problem hoisting themselves on the hanging rope, 
holding tight, and swinging to the other side, then jumping off to safety. One of 
the rules prohibited us from speaking to one another, so we had to use sign and 
body language to communicate our strategy.

After the first big guy, Todd, at 6’4”, was across, ready to receive those of us 
who would be sailing through the air, Mary, the smaller female of our group, took 
a turn. She was our elder, tiny and somewhat frail. The men on the beginning 
side hoisted her up and shoved her off with a big swing. Off she sailed through 
the air, successfully being caught on the other side by Todd. Considering myself 
somewhat of a jock, I proceeded to take the rope when it was my turn, intending 
to jump and swing across to the other side with my own momentum. Just as I 
took hold of the rope and started to thrust myself up, two of the guys behind me 



EATING AS A SPIRITUAL PRACTICE

54

took hold of my legs and swung me backwards, intending to provide a powerful 
push for me to sail across the gulch. Their actions took me by surprise, throwing 
me totally off balance. As a result, I fell in the middle of the imaginary gulch, 
snot and all. One at a time, the rest of our team sailed across safely. My team lost 
a team member and it was me. In real life, this would have been a grave error. In 
our game life, I felt only shame.

Following each game, we circled up on the grass under a tree and passed 
around a penny. Receiving the penny signified each person’s turn to speak about 
the experience. When the penny landed in my hands, I immediately began to 
explain that I fell because the guys grabbed my legs, assuming I needed help. 
It was their fault. I hated that I had fallen and wanted to defend myself. David 
listened quietly, and then spoke, “Could you have stopped them?” I thought for a 
moment. “Yes,” I said. “I surrendered to the motion they set in me, not thinking 
or acting quickly enough to stop them. I could have used my body language to 
stop them, but instead, I just went along with their actions.” David hesitated and 
then said quietly, “Do you often do this in your life—go along?” In that moment, 
I saw my pattern of “going along” without speaking up, and not using my voice 
and actions to do what I believed in. I had masqueraded as “go along Susie” for 
many years. What a discovery!

Overcoming Fear

One of the most powerful lessons a ropes course teaches, through games and 
personal challenges, is the conquest of fear and the passage through thresholds 
of achieving excellence. Another challenging feat was the Pamper Pole—a 
single thirty-five-foot pole, the width of a telephone pole. I was terrified once 
again. The climber is always kept safe while in a full belay, and a skilled ropes 
course facilitator stands on the ground, holding a rope fastened to the climber’s 
harness. Despite my knowledge about the measures taken to keep me safe, my 
heart pounded. I could hardly breathe as I began climbing the pegs. David said, 
“Stay focused on each peg. Do not think of anything else, except what you are 
doing in that moment. Knowing where you are going, stay totally present in 
what you are doing. Do not judge what you are not doing.” I took these words to 
heart.

I proceeded with my eyes focused directly, straight ahead, resisting 
the temptation to let them venture beyond what was right in front of me. I 
embraced, with total acceptance, that this was where I chose to be. I climbed 
the pole, inching my legs and arms up, one peg at a time, until I reached the top. 
I carefully put one foot on the top, then the other, crawling with total focus. I 
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dared not look out around the land. The pole swayed with my weight. I balanced 
myself, and slowly....ever so slowly, stood atop the pole.

Barely breathing, I took a moment to catch my breath and looked across the 
land. I was so far up, and my feet took up the entire space I was standing on. The 
trapeze hung out in front of me, egging me on. With an eye on the prize, I leapt 
across eight feet of thin air and, to my surprise, caught the trapeze. I did it, and 
yes, I was totally shocked. When I signaled below that I was letting go, David 
lowered the rope. Exhilarating? Yes! Esteem building? Yes! Fun? Yes, even fun. 
Especially when it was over.

The games continued to challenge me and open me to my own stagnant 
beliefs and patterns. Each day, a new me was revealed and an old me dropped. 
Where had I been all my life? I loved waking up. This was the most emotional, 
sensual, and transcendent experience. Was I becoming enlightened or just more 
self-aware?

The Power of Language

David integrated the lessons of the ropes course with ceremonies, which 
brought us closer to the Earth and our Source, and helped us to access the world 
beyond our own consciousness. With the experiences and music, our bodies 
took over, while we created pathways in ourselves for new thoughts, ideas, and 
awakenings. Then there was the curriculum about the spoken word. Through 
many lectures, I learned that I am what I say next. I became acutely aware of 
how my thoughts and words shape my reality. Whole Brain Functioning looks 
at the power of language and teaches us how to reframe thoughts, words, and 
sentences to create what we want, instead of what we don’t want.

The word integrity appears when I think of the teaching of Whole Brain 
Functioning, of David and Annie and all of us there, striving to become the living 
breath of truth. Since that experience, my life is still an adventure in growing 
and discovering what that means. Like the practice of yoga, it is a continual 
process of yielding and surrender, through the breath of life.
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C H A P T E R  8

Surrendering

Throughout the week, our community of participants gathered on the forty-
acre property for ceremonies like sweat lodges, firewalking, drumming and 
singing circles, and fireside councils. When confronted with the intimidating 
firewalk exercise, I wrestled with the concept that my feet would not burn if 
I did not think about them. Was I scared? Yes. I found it so hard to believe I 
had that kind of power. David prepared us well in advance, teaching us to keep 
our thoughts and attention high and away from our feet. While walking from 
the ranch house to the medicine village where the firewalk would take place, 
I felt moisture between my legs. I was starting my period. Here we were, with 
intentions to keep our energy and focus high, while I was having something 
down below that felt heavy. I quickly excused myself to the ladies room for some 
tissue, then joined the others, determined not to let it get in my way. Fear and 
worry are such wasted states of being. As they crept over me, I did not like the 
way they felt, so I discarded the notion that my period would hold me back.

I focused and joined the group. Our entire tribe circled the trail of hot coals 
several times before crossing, while chanting and keeping our entire focus up 
and in the sky. When it came time for me to cross, I was already transcended 
into another world of time and space. I was listening to robust drumming, flute 
playing, and passionate chanting as I circled the firewalk at a fast pace with our 
group, until the sky, the people, the music, and my movement became one in a 
moving blur. Before I knew it, I was running across hot coals. Striving to keep 
my sight and energy high—skyward, I noticed my feet were not burning. Dang. 
There went my focus and my consciousness down to my feet. During my last 
step down the trail of coals, I obtained a slight burn on my feet. I knew it was 
that change of focus that allowed my feet to burn. The cool thing I learned was 
that I had a choice. I was the responsible party.

Nursing my feet, while sitting down next to the trail of hot coals casting a red 
glow in the night, I watched my fellow tribal warriors walk through the trail. I was 
amazed by how slowly and serenely some of them walked. Todd, in particular, 
walked slowly and gracefully, with his arms outstretched, palms facing the 
heavens. Paul followed with his graceful gait. In that moment, I recognized that 
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what I believe to be true, might not be true at all. A surrender such as his was not 
alive in me. I could not hold my focus with such trust...yet.

With elements of my pattern shattered, I was encouraged to ask myself, 
What else can I accomplish when I set my mind to it, or better said, when I unset 
my mind to it? What limitation can I free myself from by changing my mind, by 
choosing another belief that will inspire another action?

Connecting to My Female Gifts

Paul taught me more that week during my moon cycle. The next day, while 
agonizing over menstrual cramps, I sought his counsel to help end the 
discomfort. He told me that, in ancient traditions, women would sit with their 
bare bottoms on the Earth during their moon cycles. Following his suggestion, 
just after lunch, I found a soft place in the grass next to the pond. I looked 
around to see whether anyone was watching; then I removed my panties, lifted 
my skirt, and sat with the sun beaming down on me. As I relaxed and looked 
to the heavens, I noticed large, billowy clouds dancing in the blue Oklahoma 
sky. The grass felt warm and inviting, yet I could feel the cool soil below. There, 
in the following moments, I made a deep and profound connection with the 
Earth. I felt her rhythm and sensed my connection to her through the cycle of 
life and our mutual ability to make fertile. This may sound odd, or even dirty to 
some, but I assure you, there is nothing dirty about clean soil, chlorophyll-rich 
grass, sunshine, and clean water. They are the very resources that sustain our 
breath. I had always dreaded my periods; they were painful and felt dirty and 
icky. However, as I sat on the clean Earth, I claimed a new relationship with this 
beautiful gift I had been given as a woman. How sad, I thought, that I had lived 
for so many years condemning my gift.

Here is what the book Luna Yoga1  has to say about this process:

In matrifocal cultures, women are honored and seen as the Goddess. 
The power of their fertility, both to give birth and to green the Earth, as 
evidenced in their ability to menstruate, is respected and held sacred. 
Menstrual blood has been used through the ages as an Earth fertilizer 
par excellence. During planting season, women would plant the seeds 
and then fertilize the ground with their menstrual blood. The menstrual 

1 The quote is taken from Luna Yoga: Vital Fertility and Sexuality by Adelheid Ohlig. 
Woodstock, NY: Ash Tree Publishing, 1994
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cycle is seen as creatively powerful, giving birth not only to children but 
all nourishment.

During the time of bleeding, women’s ability to dream, have visions and 
attain altered states of consciousness is strong. When moontime visions 
are sought, answers come, whether of pottery patterns, or the location of 
herds of food animals, or solutions to social problems.

With my cramps now eased, I walked back to the ranch house, enriched and 
witnessing a larger, more sacred story about my used-to-be “dreaded period.” 
Feeling euphoric and giggling inside, I thought to myself, “If only my mom and 
sisters could see me now, they would surely think I’m nuts.”

The Gods Will Speak to You of Love in Silence

During that week, we participated in another life-altering ceremony about 
surrender. All day long, the shaman and his carefully selected crew were busy 
creating the space for the ceremony. They were very secretive about it. I felt a 
buzz of excitement in the air when David asked whether I would like to go riding. 
It was about 5 p.m. and the sun was beginning its descent. We saddled up two 
horses and set out across the green prairie land. Sedona, my horse, could sense 
the excitement, and matched it with his gait and his enthusiasm to explore the 
land beyond the ranch. David was laughing, and I was thrilled with the wildness 
of the adventure. While riding the land without any trails, we came over a knoll, 
and there, down the hill before us, was a beautiful small lake, nestled between 
the rolling hills.

Along the shore, someone had placed three colorfully woven blankets with 
southwestern-designs. At one end of them, along the water’s edge, at least 
fifty large crystals stuck into the sand, reaching out into the heavens, casting 
sparkles from the setting sun. “Whoa,” I said to Sedona, bringing him to a halt. 
I looked at David with wonderment and asked, “Who did this?” He grinned that 
big beautiful grin of his, letting me know he was responsible. The crystals and 
blankets were put there as a medicine totem to cast a prayer of intention and 
high frequency into our ceremony. This experience was riveting. I felt more 
alive than ever before. As we rode back in the light of the sunset, the same feeling 
I had when I watched Dances with Wolves carried me. I felt so free, bonded, safe, 
and on purpose.

The ceremony started just below the ranch house, at the fire circle. We 
drummed and chanted, then began to cross the land to the barn, just beyond 
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the medicine village that housed the large firepit and sweat lodges. Fire torches, 
carried by a few, guided our way in the dark. We silently entered the small barn, 
one by one. It had been transformed into a cozy space, floor covered with hay 
and candlelight casting shadows on the walls. Whispers filled the air as we 
arranged ourselves. We sat circled up, and suddenly, I felt myself in a very odd 
space inside, disconnected. Where did I go?

My mind filled with mental chatter; the ceremony felt silly. I felt deprived 
by the curse of my own attitude—yet I could not seem to prevent the negative 
thoughts and judgments. Still dark, the ceremony opened as the ceremonial 
pipe was passed. Receiving it signified that person’s turn to speak. People said 
various “spiritual” type words of intent. When the pipe was passed to me, I said, 
with absolutely pure and authentic spontaneity, “Tonight the gods will speak 
to you of love in silence.” Have you ever said anything and wondered where the 
words came from? What on Earth had I just said? I had no idea and let it go.

During the ceremony, a bag of crystals was passed around the circle. 
Everyone was instructed to take two of them and join in, rubbing them together 
to make sparks of light in the dark. Because of my mental chatter, I missed the 
instructions, and when the bag passed through my hands, I just passed it along. 
After all, it was dark, so I could not see others take crystals. The ceremony went 
on for a couple of hours and was quite intense and yet beautiful. Sadly, I was 
bored and did not feel connected to it in any way. This was significant because I 
had been so involved and connected in the training up until then.

Most of the ceremony was performed in very dim light. At one time, all 
the lights went out and David performed a riveting dance in the dark. Holding 
a crystal in each hand and rubbing them together to create sparks of light, he 
moved his arms, clicking the crystals together quickly, creating beautiful sparks 
that moved all around him, casting a rhythm of light. The ceremony was about 
surrender. A guest shaman, who had traveled all the way from Tennessee, played 
the part of a man bound by ropes that became unbound only when he completely 
surrendered his will to his higher self, freeing himself from the shackles of his 
own mind and resistance. I sort of understood, but not really. Everyone was 
blown away by this ceremony, by the shaman’s ability to free himself from the 
knots in the ropes. It was like a David Copperfield stunt. But I did not get it, feel 
it, or connect to it. Shit. How did I deprive myself? Was it really dorky, or was it 
me?

As I walked out of the lodge, with a disappointed feeling in my heart, listening 
to everyone else ooh and ah, my state of disconnection and disappointment was 
claimed by a beautiful energetic stream of love that suddenly erupted from the 
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heavens and entered my body, completely overcoming me. The force of it was so 
strong that I gasped. Speechless, and absorbed by the feeling of love coming into 
me, I stood motionless among the others in awe, unable to speak or move. It was 
dark and people were speaking softly about the ceremony. The elder woman was 
standing in front of me. I intuitively moved toward her, and as I did, my arms 
reached out and I leaned into her for a hug. While holding her, I felt pure loving 
light come from the heavens, through her heart to mine. It felt so beautiful. I did 
not want to let her go, but finally, I did, ever so slowly and softly.

As I turned toward the dark trail, I began my descent back to the ranch house. 
While walking back with the others, hearing quiet chatter, I remained in silence. 
My eyes could barely see by the light of the moon, but they remained in focus 
straight ahead as my instincts were alive enough to carry me home. Barefoot, I 
knew exactly where to place my feet as I journeyed back across the forty acres 
with astounding confidence. I thought, This must be what Luke Skywalker felt 
when he surrendered to the Force. It was a magical mystical experience in which 
my body and soul were in tune with the entire universe. We were one and I was 
being guided.

Anchoring the New Belief

It was midnight, and back at the ranch house, everyone was gathering for a 
celebration, including a feast of banana ice cream with toppings of coconut, 
fresh fruit, berries, chocolate chips, and coconut cream. Of course, I was starving 
and had looked forward to our sweet treat all day. But now, I was so distracted 
by the lights and all the chatter that I forgot about the food as the feeling of 
love dissipated and I was back to being my mortal self. Shocked and lost by my 
transition, I decided to seek counsel with David. I missed getting my crystals 
when the bag was passed around in the ceremony, so with an excuse in mind, 
I went to the medicine lodge next door where he was. With him, I shared my 
entire experience. He encouraged me to walk back out to the medicine village 
where we had held the ceremony, and then to return across the land again to 
anchor the experience into my cellular memory. The ropes course provides a 
similar anchor: as you physically move through your emotions, you free and/
or empower your mind. This incorporates much more than the mind merely 
anchoring new learning into your cells.
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With my appetite back, I helped myself to a generous helping of banana 
ice cream and made plans to walk the land back to the medicine village. It was 
quite late, about 2 a.m. I called on the ranch dog, Cody, to accompany me on 
what seemed like a long journey alone in the night. Cody was a medium-size 
dog with long white hair and brown spots. Leaving the lights of the ranch house 
behind me, I attempted to access that area of love and trust I had felt before, 
but the magic was gone, and so was the moonlight. Looking up, expecting to be 
guided like before, I took my first stumble as I climbed the hill toward the pond. 
Chuckling at my arrogance, I imagined that the same force of what seemed like 
magic would guide me along the path. Where had it gone?

Again, I stumbled, as the distance between me and the ranch house 
increased and the lights dimmed in the darkened sky, shaded by the canopy of 
cottonwood trees. I made it to the pond, and as I walked along its edge, again I 
fell into the ravine along its bank. That’s when I stopped to contemplate and 
made the decision to get serious about this adventure. Suddenly, I recalled 
words from a Carlos Castaneda book I had read a few years earlier, “It’s okay 
to be an impeccable warrior.” Even though I loved that statement, I had never 
known what it really meant. Now was my chance.

My body aligned with intention and my soul joined in our purpose, as I 
understood that I was to “pay attention—close attention” and get into the zone 
of my intuition. No more la-la land. From the beginning of my walk, Cody, whom 
I was expecting to guide me, scampered excitedly far ahead of me, returning 
often for a quick pat on the back. I hoped he would stay close so his white fur 
would be my beacon of light in the night, but no such luck. Off he bolted each 
time, on his own excited adventure. I dropped my consciousness into my body 
and resumed walking, slowly and methodically, soon rounding a corner to face a 
field so full of darkness that I shuddered with fear.

The cold chill on the grass permeated the air and chilled me to the bone. I 
never considered turning back. Staying in my body, with a vacant mind, I let 
my feet and intuition lead the way very slowly, tiny step by tiny step. I was a 
long way from the ranch house now, facing a large, dark field that resembled 
a black hole. I was so alone, and for the first time in my life, I felt the intense 
fear of facing the darkness. Softening with surrender, I merged with the night 
elements and became guided by faith. Eventually, my body relaxed and my 
inner guidance moved me peacefully through space and time. Soon, my night 
eyes matured, leading me down into a tree-covered ravine and across a swampy 
stream. I stumbled a bit off the planks of wood that had been laid down to walk 
on, getting my feet wet.
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My confidence grew once I could see the medicine village up ahead. I felt no 
more magic, simply lightheartedness and enjoyment of my accomplishment as 
I bolted up the wide open path into the huge open field. When I reached the top 
of the knoll near the village, I could see the sky, well-lit by millions of stars. Cody 
was already there and slumbering from his excited run. He knew where we were 
going. Standing next to him, I gazed at the stars.

Suddenly, the sky appeared to open up and I was engulfed by another 
otherworldly loving sensation. It was as though it had been waiting for me. A 
request arose from the heavens; a voice asked, “Will you surrender?” There was 
no doubt, no surprise, no “What’s that?” or “Who is that?” I wasn’t thinking 
literally; I was only feeling. I simply heard the words throughout my being, 
without judgment, surprise, or shock. It was like having a simple conversation 
with God. Even though I did not understand the question completely, I knew I 
meant it when, after some deep contemplation, I answered, “Yes.” Feeling fully 
and completely committed without excitement, fear, or even joy, I knew in that 
moment that my life would change forever.

Following my answer, the voice of inspiration from the gods faded away, and 
again, I was back to being a mere mortal, standing in a huge open field, lit only 
by the stars. Turning to Cody, urging him out of his rest, and somewhat daunted 
by having to cross the land again, I began my journey back. As I arrived down 
the hill where the canopy of trees hid my light, I crossed the stream that led 
to the dark meadow above. I stepped off the planks and into the muddy water 
again. I wished Cody were closer so he could guide me this time. Out loud, I 
spoke quietly, “Cody, I need you to come back to me.” Within a few moments, he 
was running down the hill and jumping at my feet! Then, I said in a soft direct 
voice, “Cody, I need you to walk three feet in front of me, at my pace.” His energy 
immediately shifted to a calm gait, and he began walking three feet in front of 
me, at my pace. That was simple, I thought. Why didn’t I try that before? I knew, 
from that moment on, I could ask for what I needed. I could trust life, while 
surrendering to a power much greater than I, but part of me still. I had a new 
partner in life, which was always there but now awakened; it was my Source.

Becoming Empty—Discovering Surrender

The new relationship I had with myself and the “Great Mystery” (or “Source”) 
was one of simple, playful trust and flow. Is that what surrender is? I wondered. 
My busy worried mind disappeared for the most part, and I lived with the 
excitement and awe of the moment. I was no longer motivated exclusively by 
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the material world. I didn’t question what I felt was right, even if it was new or 
foreign to me. I felt free as I learned to act and trust my instinct.

Understanding that I am not just the totality of my body, that it is only 
where I live, I was able to step back and look at life through new eyes. I saw 
that all life forms were connected and that the air, water, and soil of the Earth 
was the air, water, and soil in me. I was turned on. As Abraham (Esther Hicks) 
would say, I was “tuned in, tapped in, turned on.” The words “awakening” and 
“enlightenment” were not in my vocabulary yet, so I had no way to explain the 
results of my experience. How could I go home now and live like I had before? 
My reference point, my compass, had changed direction, due to a change in 
purpose, although not defined by any means. I had no language to explain my 
newfound sense of being, even to myself. I only knew to move and act with what 
felt right.

Now I wanted to find a community, living together, both of and for the world. 
I wanted to connect to life’s larger purpose, whatever that might be. As my 
consciousness expanded, I reconnected with my body, the seed of my potential, 
with brighter mindfulness. I saw her as my divine vehicle. She was not the whole 
of me, yet she held every memory, thought, feeling, and emotion. A heightened 
respect of her value emerged, and her unknown capacities were a beacon of light 
calling out to me. The language I learned was the language of the heart. I learned 
to express my deep love, reverence, and respect for the Earth and her living 
systems. I remembered how I had felt while watching Dances with Wolves. I was 
moved beyond familiar heartfelt emotions. When the consciousness expands, 
so does the heart. Now, I was dancing with life.

Now, I was actually standing with, playing with, and learning from people 
who lived a life from the viewpoint that we are all one. The language and 
ceremonies of traditional Native American philosophy embody a sacred respect 
for all forms of life and a reverence for each form’s purpose. Our individuality 
or uniqueness is our medicine, offering a contribution to the whole. I became 
aware of the universal laws: 1) Differentiation: all things are different, 2) 
Interiority: every thing or form of life has its own unique function, and 3) 
Community: The only way they work is together. This realization engendered 
in me an astounding respect for the interconnectedness of all life and how my 
part is not only important, but vital and only mine.

The Native American people understand this web of life and the value it 
holds, individually and collectively, for our health and welfare. Their wisdom, 
music, and ritual warmed me to the core, giving me a voice. Their language and 
ceremonies offered an opening for me to express what I had long felt. What so 
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many of us call God, Native Americans call the Great Mystery, or sometimes, 
Source. They believe that all forms of life emanate from this Source and all 
hold particular value in relation to the whole of the universe. They respect 
individuality, differentiation, and the need to live in community with all 
living things. They honor the seasons, the cycles of the moon and sun, and 
strive to live in a mutually enhancing relationship with the Earth and their 
fellow living things. Within the constructs of the Native American holistic 
philosophy, I discovered a new language to express my own spirituality, 
allowing my connection to my God and my Source to expand, gently leading 
me to identify myself as an integral part of this magnificent experience called 
life. This reconnection enriched me beyond measure and I began to act, and 
really live, from a new place of being and understanding.
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C H A P T E R  9

Living in Surrender

I once walked on top of the Earth, disconnected from her life support. During 
this time without connection, I always yearned for something, never knowing 
what it was. Now, understanding how my breath flows from the Earth and how 

her nourishment flows through me, and that we are all one, both biologically 
and spiritually, I function from a new place. No matter our religious beliefs, we 
all share the same breath because we all share the same Earth. We share the 
same Source that gave us life, whatever anyone calls it. The act of eating, along 
with breathing, took on a profound level of intimacy, which spread throughout 
my entire life.

Our physical bodies, with a composition that is 70 percent salt water and 
made up of the same proteins and minerals, mirrors the Earth’s physical 
composition. Because of this relationship, what we put into the Earth, we put 
into ourselves. Consequently, the reverse is also true: what we put into ourselves 
eventually goes back to the Earth, including our bodies, when we die. The Earth 
literally gives us life and takes us back.

With this understanding came another realization that my personal level of 
stewardship of my body (my seed) not only determined the state of my health 
and vitality, but also provided a way I could honor the opportunity bestowed 
upon me to live this life on Earth. In turn, my soul was also nourished as I came 
into alignment with what’s right and true. It’s difficult to encourage people to 
have such a connection unless they experience it viscerally. It is like when you 
have a friend who is head over heels in love with someone, but you seriously 
do not get it. Connections are special and something we long for, so whether 
they are with God, the Earth, your best friend, or just yourself, they are vital to 
a fulfilling life. 

The best part? I reaped countless rewards with my new focus on personal 
stewardship. In the area of food and diet, I no longer wondered what to eat. I 
no longer lived in “food confusion,” but instead, I gained nourishment from a 
healthy Earth and easily turned away from unnatural factory foods. Energetically, 
there is a huge difference. Fortunately, I had had a week of experiential culinary 
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education, which provided skills I could build on to last a lifetime. Rid of diet 
confusion, I now had a clear focus on my optimum food choices. I eagerly 
anticipated my next meal, excited by the promise of the incredible assortment 
of life-enhancing foods that awakened and satisfied every one of my senses.

Living with Surrender

Shortly after the retreat, I returned home from work one evening, starving with 
the kind of hunger that sets your stomach on fire, aching for the first thing in 
sight. Aaron, who was living with me in our North Hollywood apartment, had 
just ordered a pizza. There it sat on the counter, bubbling hot, with an aroma 
that called out to me. Loaded with white flour, gooey cheese, pepperoni, and 
sausage, it urged me to dive in. I nearly did. Instead, I turned my attention to 
whole grain sprouted bread and an avocado. I quickly grated some carrots and 
piled the shreds high on top of the avocado slices. I topped the snack off with 
a hearty sprinkling of cayenne, sea kelp, and delicious Celtic sea salt, took one 
bite, and, once again, entered food heaven. Still a bit hungry, I reached for a 
banana and covered it with raw almond butter and honey. Although it tasted as 
sweet and rich as any dessert I have ever eaten, I never would have considered 
it a fulfilling option until I tried it. Afterwards, when I looked at the now dry 
cold pizza, hardened, and completely unappetizing, a rush of gratitude washed 
over me. Luckily, that greasy blob was not churning away, unnaturally, in my 
stomach. Oh, my God, I had done it.

I never again gave consideration to calories and fat grams, nor portion 
control, for that matter. The bounty of nurturing choices that entered my life 
astounded me, and more than anything, nourished me. The new skills I learned 
became gifts I could give to others. To this day, I bring a cultured vegetable or 
artisan oil to a party instead of a bottle of wine. Even though I love a good wine, 
the pleasure I take in introducing someone to a tasty new treat—one the palate 
craves and the body loves—is such fun.

Living in a New Body, Brain and All

Like an empty vessel ready to be filled, I returned home from the retreat no 
longer content with my old goals and aspirations. After sharing my experience 
with many old friends, I found myself disappointed. People did not catch my 
drift, so to speak. They did not “get it” or “get me”; our commonality had 
washed away. I had a new language and a new reference point for the world 
and for me. I missed my new tribe and wanted to spread the concepts of Whole 
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Brain Functioning throughout the world. I wanted to shout from the rooftops, 
“There is another way. There is a more fulfilling way. There is a healthier way. 
There is a way that has more joy, love, and connection!”

Every time I visited with friends, I bubbled with enthusiasm. They listened, 
but they were more impressed with how I looked. Over and over again, I heard 
the words: “You look so much younger; you have literally reversed aging.” I 
already looked fairly young for my age, but now light arose within my being that 
radiated out. My skin was flawless, shiny, and wrinkle free. Here I was, looking 
my best, all dressed up with nowhere to go.

One day, shortly after my return to my apartment in the San Fernando Valley, 
I was talking to Robert, the Scorpio who owned the health spa in New York. 
He told me the spa was going to present Whole Brain Functioning Trainings 
there, build a ropes course, and create a beautiful garden in a greenhouse. He 
had visions of documenting the WBF through a video education program. I told 
him, “I want to be a part of this.” He replied, “Come on out; I will teach you the 
spa business.” He offered me a job with minimal pay, plus room and board. He 
said to come out by Thanksgiving. It was currently the beginning of October; I 
had almost two months to “get out of Dodge.” It was decided that simply.

Even though I was unemployed, I quit my intentions in the film business, 
gave a thirty-day notice on my apartment, put my belongings in storage, and 
then planned to drive to New York, sight unseen, to start a job at the New Age 
Health Spa in Neversink, New York. I was thrilled, thrilled, thrilled at this 
new opportunity that had depth, meaning, and a promising future. So excited, 
so excited, so excited. I felt like a bird freed from its cage. There was only one 
issue—my son.

Letting Go?

By now, Aaron had become a playboy alcoholic. He had been living with me and 
hardly ever helped out, leaving me disgusted with his behavior. It seemed I had 
no power over him, nor did I want it anymore. What I wanted was community, 
cooperation, and an aligned vision for living. I wanted compatibility, union, 
and the teamwork needed to build a thriving home and environment. I had 
been fighting the rebellious battle for years. With no tools or resources, and not 
knowing any better, I guessed it was time to let Aaron go. He was a young man 
now. With my ingrained codependency, I lacked the courage and skill to set him 
free, so leaving presented the only solution I could see at the time.
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My family, sisters particularly, could not believe I would drive across country, 
west to east, by myself. It was an adventure I embraced. I guess I was just so 
happy to escape L.A., my unrealized dreams in the film business, and freedom 
from my codependency.

My mom’s couch in Newport Beach was the last place I slept before I headed 
out into the traffic maze that absorbs many people’s mornings in Orange 
County. I allowed myself five full days of travel, planning to arrive in Neversink 
for Thanksgiving dinner. Even though I had left at 6 a.m., the traffic still crawled 
through the canyon freeway toward the San Bernardino basin. The rising sun 
was blazing straight into my eyes as I headed east. With plenty of time to look 
around, my eyes took in the canyon intimately, perhaps for the first time in 
years.

This was where I had grown up, among small canyons and rolling hills, lined 
with eucalyptus trees and surrounded by large orchards full of fruit trees, mostly 
orange. I smiled, remembering being a teen, sitting on the back of a pickup truck 
in my cut-off jeans, selling fresh-picked fruit on the roadsides. The orchards 
were gone now, and the large green eucalyptus trees protecting them were gone, 
too. My smile dimmed and large tears rolled down my silent face as I witnessed 
the hot sun baking on rows of tract houses and dry barren fields, adorned with 
cumbersome dirt-moving vehicles rearranging the soil to accommodate more 
tract houses. Sadness pervaded my being as I saw how our natural world was 
being destroyed. I was happy to be leaving.

My trip was uneventful, except that I had not anticipated how sore my 
bottom would get from sitting. It was practically unbearable. I finally stopped 
in Flagstaff, Arizona, at an auto supply store to purchase car seat liners, made 
from a bunch of little wooden balls sewn together. What a difference they made! 
Bored out of my mind, I purchased some books on tape. The journey became 
entertaining, beautiful, sometimes boring, tiring, and also fulfilling. As I left my 
previous life farther and farther behind me, I began to look toward the future. 
A road trip is a good way to cleanse the mind and allow space for reflection, 
contemplation, and dreams. Ah….

Each night, as instructed by my mom, sister, and friends, I stopped before dark 
at a motel. After registering and locking myself in, I obeyed their instructions to 
give them a call. My sister was always waiting and happy to hear from me. How 
hilarious! I always felt so safe. But, also, how sweet it was to know there were 
caring people out there tracking me. I would take a hot bath, read, plan my trip 
for the next day, and get a good night’s sleep.
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Thanksgiving

My heart pounded like a locomotive as I came within a couple of miles of the spa. 
What have I done? I thought. What if it’s ugly? What if I don’t like it? Suddenly, I 
was full of anxiety. The significance of what I was about to do hit me hard. I was 
suddenly terrified.

When I finally approached the entrance of the long, narrow, tree-lined 
driveway, the sun had set, but the daylight lingered in the crisp air. A large sign 
on the left greeted me. It read: SLOW DOWN. My foot eased off the accelerator 
as I quieted myself, taking in every morsel of this place. I was awestruck by 
the huge trees, growing bare in the late fall. Green fields of grass stretched 
out from the trees. Greenery and fall leaves clung to the life that remained. A 
huge greenhouse came up on the right side, as I neared the white single-story 
New England-style buildings, nestled strategically at the top of the driveway. 
Each building looked like a quaint rambler home, with a chimney of red bricks 
billowing out smoke, inviting me in for warmth.

The New Age Health Spa far exceeded my expectations. Finding my way 
to the main lodge, which was the only two-story building, I parked and took a 
last mirror check before braving my entrance. Arriving just before everyone sat 
down for Thanksgiving dinner, I was invited into a fire-lit room full of smiling 
people and good cheer. I felt silly and alien, dressed like a Californian in bright 
colors. It seems everyone on the East Coast wears dark-colored clothes.

When shown to my room, I sighed with gratitude. It was just above the lobby 
of the main building, where overstuffed couches, covered with flowery chintz 
fabrics and fluffy pillows, were positioned next to the huge stone fireplace. I 
would awaken the next morning to the smell of a new fire and the aroma of 
vegetable broth, brewing for the day’s guests. It felt like heaven. I did not have 
to do housework, pay bills, hire help, or do anything, except make my bed and 
walk down to the kitchen to be served just about whatever I wanted that was 
fresh and healthy. Oh, yes, this will work, I thought.

Robert started me off in the office, which was in the spa building just across 
from the main building where my room, along with the kitchen and dining 
area, were. First, I learned all about the spa and how to book potential guests. 
Robert also taught me how to develop a Human Resources Department, and 
we collaborated on putting on some training retreats, similar to the one we 
had attended in Oklahoma. The theme was soulful and simple: nourishment 
through healthy lifestyle practices and community.
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A ropes course was installed, and I eventually became certified as a ropes 
course facilitator. Imagine that: I now fearlessly led people up those high poles! 
While working there, I also helped build a sweat lodge and a new greenhouse 
for growing and sprouting. My culinary skills exploded as I learned to sprout 
and blend for large groups. Delicious food was at the center of our trainings. 
I watched people drop physical and emotional baggage, while their eyes 
brightened and their demeanors softened, as the wholesome food and good 
energy cleansed their stress from a lifetime of ingesting deficient food from 
their cells. Joy returned to their hearts as they became completely nourished 
and loved, perhaps for the first time in their lives.

Learning about the role of food in the larger societal context gave new 
meaning to every meal. With nourished souls, our retreat participants came to 
know their larger family. I watched many transform as I had been transformed. 
As with my own journey, their understanding of the relationship between 
their body and their soul resulted in meaningful connection and conscious 
stewardship. Their lives were enhanced by the intimacy discovered within their 
own bodies, and with the Earth and the world that surrounded them.

Pleasure in one another’s company was the best part of our gatherings since 
we were engaged in a rich community filled with purpose. The experience at 
the spa exposed me to many modalities of healing, including aromatherapy 
(essential oils), acupuncture, homeopathy, sound therapy, energy healing, and 
more. Each week, a guest speaker would come to the spa to delight and inspire the 
guests in informative and fun New Age topics like the tarot, hypnosis, astrology, 
meditation, yoga, the Enneagram, and neuro-linguistic programming. I was 
a sponge. It was 1991, the dawning of a new age that spawned, in the next two 
decades, hundreds of multi-media projects, awakening many souls to a vibrant 
consciousness, alternative health practices, spirituality, and a way of living, 
connected to nature and the natural rhythms of the universe.

Aaron did follow me, after a few months. He quickly began an affair with the 
owner’s daughter, who was a tall, beautiful New York model. They caused a bit 
of havoc when the maid found them in bed together (par for the course). Aaron 
loved beautiful women and had a way of capturing their hearts and bodies. The 
two played together for a while at the spa, and then off they went, to Hawaii. 
Whew!

Life was grand. I loved my new world and my work within it. I was 
approaching my fifties with incredible health, vitality, and consciousness, which 
the spa supported so well. Menopause was just around the corner, however, and 
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I was about to face health conditions foreign to me. Fortunately, I had created a 
strong body to deal with the challenges ahead.

David and Annie lived in Greenwich Village, and Todd lived on Long Island, 
so we were all relatively close. My new community of friends would get together 
at the spa for trainings and we would visit each other in various parts of New 
York. We loved adventuring, discovering, and learning together. Making a 
circle was our favorite way to socialize. We would gather on the floor, on a 
blanket or rug, candles in the middle, and talk or feast on a nutritious meal. I 
learned that a greater wisdom always comes out of a circle, just like in a sweat 
lodge. Whether we were merely visiting, listening to one another in council, or 
exploring a solution to a problem, the circle created a union for possibilities. 
Nature provides a continuous circle of events that create and pass life along. It 
has no end because it continues to evolve. Plenty of playfulness, lots of laughter, 
work projects on the land, and good food provided layers of nourishment. I was 
so happy.

Gathering Together in South Dakota

I adored the culture of the East Coast. Born and raised as a California girl, I had 
many new things to discover. As summer approached, David, Annie, Todd, and 
I planned a gathering, much like the Rainbow Gathering, to be held in the Black 
Hills of South Dakota. Todd, who had become one of my best friends over the 
past year, while I lived at the spa, was the main driving force, with my helping 
him in whatever way I could. In early July, a few hundred of us set up camp and 
created a beautiful outdoor kitchen in an aspen grove in the Black Hills of South 
Dakota.

The purpose of the gathering was to instill community, teach healthy 
environmental practices, be in nature, and teach nutrition to the Native 
Americans who lived on the nearby reservations. Todd and our friends had 
planned and schemed throughout the year to bring this gathering to life. I was 
often in the dark as to what we were really doing and why because I had never 
been to a Rainbow Gathering. But I loved Todd’s young enthusiastic spirit and 
dedication, and I was aligned with his passion and perseverance. Since I was 
slightly older, actually from the previous generation, I was inspired by the new 
energy, information, and stamina infused into me. That being said, I really did 
not grasp the full intention of what they were trying to pull off. Well, I guess I 
understood what they wanted to do, but how they were going about it eluded 
me. I was much too practical in my previous life to think anything like what they 
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were planning would actually work. But it sounded fun and I was in. I was more 
than “Go along Susie.” Now I was a dedicated follower and supporter.

I didn’t have any camping equipment, but I didn’t worry about it. Todd said 
there would be extra tents and gear. He had been on the road for a few months 
prior, so I assumed he had it all under control. Showing my naiveté, I arrived 
at the Rapid City airport in South Dakota completely unprepared—no tent, no 
sleeping bag, no canteen, not even rain gear or anything other than my cutest 
clothes, makeup, and hair supplies. I looked great until it rained, which it seemed 
to do most of the time.

Todd picked me up at the airport. I remember fussing over how I looked 
before I got off the plane. I felt an underlying element of excitement in seeing 
him that I did not recognize in myself. I paid no attention to it, though, as I 
applied my lip gloss and tossed my hair.

We embraced like buddies, and then off we drove to the Black Hills in his 
gray 1989 Honda Civic. He surprised me when he informed me there were no 
extra tents and said, “You can sleep in mine. I have two bags.” Go along, I did. 
How silly I was to think that we would sleep in that little tent like brother and 
sister, but that is what I thought. Todd was fifteen years my junior; I never 
would have thought of any other kind of relationship with him.

Our first night together provided the moment to shift our relationship into 
something neither of us was prepared for, yet both of us were completely willing 
to allow. No sooner did the candle blow out, while we were still sitting up in our 
bags, than Todd leaned into me with a beautiful kiss. I will always remember 
his energy approaching me, and his lips touching mine. I could probably feel 
it to this day, if I let myself. His energy was powerful, consuming me in a way 
that sealed our destiny together. No sooner did he start and I respond than he 
suddenly pulled away and said, “I can’t do this. I am in love with two women.” 
A little stunned, and not attached to any outcome that included “me” or “us,” 
I said, “You are; who?” “Monica,” he replied. Monica was a woman we both 
knew, and whom he had just spent the past few weeks with in Arizona. Once he 
explained, I asked, “Well, who is the other?” He replied with conviction, “You.” 
Truly surprised, yet pleased, I began to breathe again and resumed my position 
as the recipient of a meaningful, sensual, and loving kiss that released our hearts 
into passionate expression. After all, I was there and Monica was not. We fell 
asleep, our bodies embraced within two sleeping bags zipped together to keep 
us close and warm. The connection was powerful enough to last a lifetime.
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Becoming an Activist: Subsidies, Native Americans, and 
American Children

Prior to the gathering, Todd had contacted EarthSave (the organization 
founded by John Robbins, following the success of Diet for a New America) 
to get some materials we could use for education. One of its publications, 
Our Food, Our World, was full of facts about how our food choices cause 
environmental degradation such as groundwater pollution, deforestation, 
soil depletion, desertification, and resource utilization, to name a few. While 
this same food, from conventional animal and chemical agricultural practices, 
deformed Earth’s living systems, the diet of it also deformed the humans who 
consumed it with disease statistics that struck one in two Americans.

A thousand copies of Our Food, Our World arrived in the Black Hills 
so we could spread the news of food as medicine to our Native American 
brothers and sisters on the reservations. These people, whose ceremonies and 
traditions had allowed me to discover my own spiritual voice, were sick from 
the Standard American Diet (S.A.D.). While feasting for years on the white flour 
and sugary sodas supplied to them through government subsidies, countless 
Native Americans felt their health and welfare decline, resulting in epidemic 
proportions of diabetes, obesity, and alcoholism. Their sacred relationship with 
the land and their food was gone, as if their umbilical cord to the Source that 
used to give their lives meaning, and the lineage of practices that connected 
them to a larger purpose, had been cut. Their souls were as dry as the desert 
land on which they lived.

Because of my experience with my son, although somewhat different, I 
connected to their problems, seeing how the bigger picture of food’s huge 
role affected more than just their physical health. Like most Americans, also 
disconnected from the Source of their food supply, the typical Native American 
followed a diet that was poisonous, and addiction set in, partially from ill health 
and partially from loss of purpose and connection. Some listened to our advice, 
but most were apathetic to change. Much like native Hawaiians, the Native 
Americans had lost their inspiration along with their ancient cultural practices. 
Both of these native populations had inherited strong spiritual practices, which 
included rituals and the agronomy that once maintained them. Their connection 
to those practices was sacred, intimate, and reciprocal. Like a marriage to a 
lover, the loss of one can kill the other.

Passionate about doing what I could to ameliorate the deteriorating situation 
that our country’s agricultural and nutritional practices inflict on our society, 
including severe health threats and environmental pollution, I jumped in. I 
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was dismayed by the negative societal and cultural changes that saw families 
no longer gathering to share meals, televisions replacing family conversation 
at dinner, and a growing disconnection between nature and what passed for 
food on our tables. With the ritual of the table in severe decline, and a growing 
detachment from nature, the general public had become disconnected from 
local farmers and the people who produce and stock their food supply.

Even more devastating to me was people’s continued loss of a sacred 
relationship with themselves. For many, respect for their own bodies and 
self-stewardship were foreign concepts. The result was a complete lack of 
understanding about and ignorance of the methods used to grow, produce, 
and distribute the foods they ate. Society had come to place a higher premium 
on year-round access and availability than on concern for the nutrient-
deprived, pesticide-rich soil in which produce was grown or the inferior animal 
byproducts with which animals were fed, all to protect the suppliers’ profit 
margins. Industrialized food production had created lifestyle practices that had 
dramatically changed our culture. In the last decade, the organic and natural 
foods movement has gained increasing momentum, but even that hasn’t been 
enough to create the desperately needed dramatic decline in our production of 
factory-enriched foods.

Changing Me and My Life Forever

The gathering was full of challenging surprises and gifts: rainy cold weather, new 
friends, drumming circles, walks in the night, cooking outdoors, and beautiful 
lovemaking. Todd and I were together constantly, discovering what it was like 
to love your best friend. We had so much in common, sharing a deep love for the 
Earth, the Black Hills, our friends, and the camaraderie that flourished as we 
built, played, and worked together as a tribe in the forest. Living in the forest 
was another lesson. Each night, while driving down the dirt road to our tent, a 
white owl flew across our path, signifying to us that we were breaking the veil of 
illusion that pervaded our prior understanding and reuniting with the natural 
world and its order.

After seven days, the gathering was coming to an end. Todd and I left the Black 
Hills, our new buddies, and campsite to spend a few days adventuring together 
through the reservations, teaching what we could about “food as medicine.” We 
laughed, dreamed, and visioned. Then we decided to “impulse” for a couple of 
days throughout the Bad Lands. “Impulsing” was the term we used when we 
would let our spirits live in the moment and see where our unseen selves would 
take us. We were falling in love. The euphoria of our feelings grew deeper in me 
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by the day, building by the moment. Aligning with Todd’s integrity, purpose, and 
passion had planted a seed in me that was more than gratifying. It permeated 
my entire being with an emotion that reached far beyond my mortal self, as I 
knew me. It was so comfortable and seemed mutually enhancing, as parts of 
me awakened while other parts died. Even though we were fifteen years apart 
in age, we were like teenagers, loving with total abandonment, no boundaries, 
no fear, and free to adventure into the unknown with authentic trust. His 
youthfulness inspired an aliveness and playfulness in me that had lain dormant 
for years, and my wisdom and experience in the world satisfied his hunger for 
knowledge and maturity. We met each other somewhere in the middle, creating 
a powerful synergy. We experienced the finest kind of intimacy, beginning with 
the mind, traveling through the core of our bodies, and reaching our hearts with 
an explosion. It’s the kind of love that cannot be felt by one alone; it comes only 
from two.

Journeying with Buffalo Medicine

Late one afternoon, we ventured into Bad Lands National Park in South Dakota, 
driving all the way down to the end of the park, where a small camping area 
awaited us. It was about 5 p.m., when the sun and moon began dancing together 
as their light intertwined. Acting like rebels and wanting to be alone, we sneaked 
past the small camp area, carrying our tent and gear down into the ravine along 
the river, where the large cottonwoods provided shade, privacy, and beauty. We 
hustled to set up our tent and get back up to the top of the mountain crest where 
a golden grass trail awaited visitors.

A handful of people walked in silence along the top of a knoll. Free from trees, 
a wide and expansive view of the canyons surrounded us and enlivened all our 
senses. The serene beauty called for nothing more than visceral submersion. 
Excitedly, little squirrels and marmots poked their heads out of the earth to 
get a glimpse as well. We found a place and sat for a while, with our dinner of 
nuts, seeds, and dried and fresh fruits. Backpacking and camping calls for such 
simplicity. I had never felt so nourished and whole.

Later, as the sun set and the moon rose, we got into the car with a plan to find 
a cool place in the park where we could play and vision for hours into the night. 
We ventured off the main road, onto a little dirt road that beckoned us. With the 
moonlight as our guide, we parked and hiked out onto a high knoll that reached 
deep into the canyon. With blankets, water, and a little tequila, we settled in for 
the evening, talking, loving, and visioning for what seemed like hours. We were 
definitely in our own world.
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Feeling quite serious and passionate about reversing the rising epidemic of 
diseases throughout the Native American culture, and feeling empowered by our 
knowledge, Todd and I asked ourselves, “If we were to dedicate our lives to help 
shift this situation, what would be the single most powerful thing we could do 
to make a difference?” The government not only subsidizes our nation’s Native 
American reservations, but also our National School Lunch Program (NSLP). 
These programs share another similarity: They are both equally ineffective. 
While not naïve enough to think the NSLP was solely to blame for the escalating 
problems our school-aged children were facing, Todd and I acknowledged that 
our children receive the majority of their nutrition education in our public 
schools, along with meals that are incongruent with that education and their 
lifestyles. “This has just got to change,” we claimed with naïve inspiration.

As the health of our nation’s children rapidly declines (with diseases like 
diabetes, obesity, and ADHD), fast food concessions have replaced cafeterias in 
about 30 percent of our nation’s schools! Our students are offered an arsenal of 
cheap and readily available junk foods within their own schools’ walls, all for 
the quick and easy taking. While we thought it disgusting, others thought it was 
great.

That night in the Bad Lands of South Dakota, out on the top of a canyon 
knoll, under the light of the full moon, Todd and I made a pact to dedicate the 
next phase of our lives to heralding a new message of diet and nutrition in our 
schools to change meal offerings. With passion, conviction, naiveté, and laughter 
over the daunting task, we said, “Let’s revolutionize the National School Lunch 
Program.” And, with that, we shook on it like two kids on a secret escapade with 
the breath of the mountain beneath us. You know what they say—“where two or 
more are gathered”—even if they are a little tipsy on tequila.

As the moon moved across the sky toward the end of its nighttime journey, 
we packed up and walked to the car to drive the dirt road back to our tent. 
Suddenly, we spotted a buffalo, lingering on the side of the road. Stopping with 
ease and tenderness, we got out of the car and Todd played a song on the flute; 
then we sat quietly with him for a while. He seemed to enjoy our company.

Later, about 4 a.m., back at the tent while getting ready to sleep, we heard 
a loud rustling in the bushes. Todd said, “Quick; turn off the lantern.” With our 
tent black, Todd peeked through the sides, then turned to me in a whisper, “It’s 
the buffalo, and he is not alone.” Several buffalo circled our tent and proceeded 
to lie down around us. For the rest of the dark night, we slept and dreamed to the 
rhythm of the buffalo, who were breathing deeply in slumber with us.
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When we woke up, they were gone, but the grass from their earthly beds still 
lay flat with the warmth and essence of their bodies. This experience of profound 
connection to the animal kingdom signaled to us that we were on the right path 
with our vision and intentions. Already unstoppable, we felt even more fueled 
by the buffalo’s medicine of strength. We were humbled and our commitment 
was imbued with deep conviction. We sat by the river, the sun sparkling on the 
water as we cast a sunrise prayer for guidance. We bathed, ate breakfast, packed 
our tent, and headed back to our camp and straight into our vision.

Within two days, I was scheduled to fly back to work at the spa. I felt ready 
since I don’t think I could have processed much more than what had already 
transpired. Again, I was, as Abraham (Esther Hicks) would say, “tuned in, tapped 
in, turned on.” Love that feeling. I believe now that if you truly surrender long 
enough, you will make enough space for the magic to seep into your life. Wide 
open trust must accompany surrender.

Synchronicity and Becoming Aligned

Two days later, I flew back to New York to return to my job at the spa. Todd 
remained in the Black Hills for a few days and was then on his way to Arizona. 
It was 7 a.m. as I drove up the long driveway, and 8 a.m. by the time I entered 
my office. With my handbag still on my shoulder, I answered the persistent 
phone. My friend from Los Angeles, Claire Townsend, said, “Hi, Susan. I don’t 
know if you know it or not, but I sit on the board of EarthSave International, the 
organization founded by John Robbins, author of Diet for a New America.”

Claire was one of my most treasured friends from my days in the film 
industry. Mutual friends had hooked us up, knowing we would connect because 
of our shared passions. However, I had not spoken to Claire since I had moved 
to New York. She went on, “Do you know of EarthSave?” I exclaimed, “Yes, yes, I 
have been handing out their materials all over the Black Hills of South Dakota!” 
Claire continued, “We have been looking for someone to head up a program to 
get healthier food into schools, and we haven’t been able to find the right person. 
While I was meditating on finding someone, your name kept popping into my 
head. Would this interest you at all?” I exploded with excitement!

Several months earlier, I had purchased a plane ticket to California. Whether 
mere coincidence or serendipity, the ticket shared the exact dates that EarthSave 
would hold its next board meeting. Both Todd and I arrived, met John Robbins 
and his staff, and immediately joined them as the co-directors of the Healthy 
School Lunch Program. We could barely believe it.
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The Dawning of a New Life

For the next several years, I inhabited a world previously foreign to me and 
extremely humbling. I was naïve and quite idealistic before starting my new job 
(and even several years into it). Unfortunately, there were problems looming 
within our food system beyond the fast-food burger. Although we made great 
changes in the schools where we worked, school food systems worsened overall, 
and the epidemic of youth-related diseases continued to escalate to alarming 
proportions.

I learned from experience that most people know what healthy food is, and 
they know that junk food is junk. But many do not realize just how profoundly 
their junky food choices affect their health and the health of our youth. They 
are confused about dietary choices and simply lack the skills, the time, or the 
resources to prepare their own nourishing food. If we were to put our focus 
on growing our own “human garden,” we would make great strides in healing 
our communities, our eco-systems, and ourselves. Our children are the seeds 
of our future. We, their parents and grandparents, aunts and uncles, must 
become model stewards, for our own sake, so we can lead them toward the way 
of wellness, connection, and excellence.

Bringing It Together: Food and Community

I am not without compassion and understanding for lovers of fast food. Many 
times, my friends and I pulled out of a fast-food drive-thru, anxiously opening 
our bags and mouths to devour a hot, salty fry as fast as we could. We shared and 
we laughed, eating until we grew satisfied. It was easy on the pocketbook, too.

But this fleeting satisfaction never compared to the community shared 
when my friends joined me in the kitchen to create an actual meal. A chore, to 
be certain, but the spirit behind the chore (and even the mess our food prep 
and cooking inevitably created) held a greater purpose than simply filling our 
tummies for the moment. Through cooking, companionship, and the simple act 
of participation, we became acutely aware of how our intentions, connected to 
the wider circle of people, animals, and the Earth’s bountiful resources, affected 
our choices. Our communal efforts created even greater purpose. Preparing 
food with family and friends, with intention, reverence, and stewardship will 
nourish you to the core. This act of connecting to the “larger life” gives rise to 
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greater intimacy and a sense of community. We discover meaning together; we 
are nourished together.

Creating community, particularly around nourishing acts, like eating, are 
now known to have benefits far beyond the food itself. We are learning from 
the study of the Centenarians, and the research done in the Blue Zones, that 
community is a key factor in creating and maintaining vibrant health. I guess I 
would boil that down to love and laughter. Most of us are social beings. We love 
to play. Many in our culture are now starving for ritual. The longer I live, the 
more value I find in creating meals and eating together. So, whether you have a 
fortune or are on food stamps, you can still inspire teamwork and share a meal 
with others. After all, love, laugher, and teamwork are free.
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C H A P T E R  1 0

Directing the School  
Lunch Program

The powerful Law of Attraction snapped me right up and allowed me to join 
the team at EarthSave International (ESI). My soul’s desire, whispered 
to my heart when I read the last page of Diet for A New America, had 

manifested within two years. This is what I meant when I said that if we just 
surrender long enough, and trust the path while in that surrender, it will unfold 
into the creation we intend. I had wanted deeply to work with a group of people 
who were aligned in purpose and working to make this a better world. It was 
1992, and I was called to head up a program to inspire healthier food in public 
schools and write the Healthy School Lunch Action Guide for concerned citizens 
nationwide, who wanted to help make changes in school lunch programs.

Seriously, can you even believe this? Here I was, the food nag who now got 
to spend her time helping kids eat well. I was so excited that I had a hard time 
sleeping, eating, or staying focused on anything but celebrating. I remember 
taking my morning runs listening to Quincy Jones’ album Back on the Block and 
dancing wildly on any street I was on without caring what anyone thought. I just 
had to release the excited energy running through my body.

How thrilled I was to have the opportunity to create change on behalf of 
American schoolchildren and their parents, considering my own parental 
experience! Now I could preach all I wanted, and people might listen. Someone 
might even act on something I suggested. The stage was mine and I was given 
the mic.

The more I opened my eyes to witness how poor food choices brought about 
systematic environmental degradation and profound suffering with the loss of 
health and social structure, the deeper my inspiration grew. I was stoked and 
thought for sure I would change the world.

There was more. I was in love with a man as passionate and committed as I 
was. Our resolve was so strong that together we made more than two. It was like 
a fairy tale adventure. “Is it true?” I asked myself many times. “Really, me?” The 
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longing in my soul had caused me to create fantasy stories I had recited in my 
mind and heart many times. Those dreamy stories were so deep that I had never 
acknowledged they might someday come true. They were just dreams. I don’t 
think I ever considered that I could really live them. But now I realized that I 
had been living for them.

Experiencing the Road Less Traveled

Todd and I were asked to write the Healthy School Lunch Manual first. Well, 
how could we do that without knowing much about the NSLP or how to navigate 
changes? We asked for a year to investigate, explore, and experiment. Then we 
could write a “how to” manual. But first we had to figure out “how to.” Boy, were 
we green.

Todd and I set out to explore the nation’s schools, interviewing the students, 
the food service personnel, and the government agencies that provided the 
guidelines and funding for the NSLP. Our request was simple: integrate a plant-
based option into the menu. We asked school personnel how they expected 
kids to eat fewer high-fat meat and dairy items and more fruits, vegetables, and 
whole foods if they did not offer them even one serving from those food groups? 
Overriding administrators’ excuses about their repeated attempts to serve 
healthier foods, which the kids wouldn’t touch, we begged, “Please, let us speak 
to the students.”

Given the opportunity, once understanding the hierarchy in school 
districts, we proceeded to connect with the teachers who allowed us to come 
into the classroom and educate students about how their food choices affected 
groundwater pollution, soil quality, and the rainforests—for better or worse. 
Through our time with students, which opened our eyes wide, we finally found a 
way to connect their dietary preferences to their larger world. Kids really don’t 
care very much about their health. Why would they? They feel fine and can’t 
really relate to health issues. But they do care about the environment, especially 
rainforests and water pollution.

Traveling, Eating, and Working

By now, I lived on a vegan (mostly raw) diet 100 percent of the time. Naturally, 
we had no notion of pushing that type of diet onto kids or schools. Our message 
was the same as found in today’s current nutrition education: eat fewer 
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hydrogenated, trans, and saturated fats, and eat more fruits, vegetables, and 
whole foods—“five a day,” as the saying goes.

Despite our success with inspiring the students, effecting change in the 
cafeteria wasn’t easy. Most large public school districts didn’t prepare food on-
site anymore. In general, districts relied on a central hub to make vast amounts 
of meals and shrink-wrap them for reheating on-site. NSLP’s budgetary 
restraints severely hindered schools from offering fresh, healthy options. Not 
only that, but we often offended the food service personnel. How dare we ask 
them to change their menu. It was funny too, how we discovered the chain of 
command in school districts.

Here’s how we started out. We would make an appointment with the 
principal. As a means of proving our methods and getting attention, we would 
bring along the following: toaster, cutting board, knife, whole grain bread, 
avocado, carrot, grater, and some Braggs Liquid Aminos (an all purpose 
seasoning). Within seconds, we would have the toaster plugged in, the cutting 
board out, and ingredients assembled. I would grate the carrot and cut the 
avocado, while Todd plugged in the toaster. We chatted up our intentions to 
the principal as we made her Super Sandwiches. The school officials must have 
thought us nuts. But no one refused us, and they always seemed to get a kick out 
of us livening up their day with spontaneity and good food. Within moments, 
the undeniable scent of toast drifting through the halls of the administrative 
office brought others in to see what was happening.

While Braggs Liquid Aminos was dripping from the sandwich, the principal 
took his last bite and referred us to the Food Service Director. Ultimately, it 
was her job to procure, design, and prepare the meals. She ran the kitchen, and 
that was that. So off we went to meet with the person in charge.

Many food service directors were offended when we came into their 
establishments asking for change. Can you imagine how a restaurant owner 
might respond if we gallantly walked in and asked him to change a menu that 
was already working within the guidelines by which he was bound, and as far as 
the bottom line was concerned.

NSLP’s economic infrastructure, food service conglomerates, shipping 
mechanisms, and government regulations are all weaved into a complex web. I 
began to understand the challenges of changing a system so entrenched that it 
had already stymied a plethora of nutritional crusades by many well-meaning 
parents and food service professionals. Change was not going to be a slam-dunk, 
but rather, a long, slow process. As time went on, we were daunted by the lack of 
lasting positive change.
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It’s become evident recently—with Jamie Oliver hosting the TV show Food 
Revolution and former First Lady, Michelle Obama, inspiring the nation to end 
obesity—that this is what it takes: national television on a prime time network 
and the top government leaders modeling and leading the way. That being said, 
it is still a mess and has a long way to go.

The Long Slow Process

Our work took us to communities across the nation. We visited Washington, 
D.C. to speak to policy makers and administrators of the United States 
Department of Agriculture (USDA) and other agricultural organizations. We 
attended conferences put on by the American Dietetic Association (ADA), The 
American School Food Service Association, and many others, with a mission 
to inspire greater healthy options for our youth. My schedule was exhausting, 
but worth it, partly because I learned the ins and outs of an infrastructure that 
few understood. A perk was that I developed the skills to create quick and easy, 
vibrant meals while on the road. I had become an impeccable steward, rebel, 
speaker, activist, and enlightened foodie while having a blast with my team and 
boyfriend.

The challenges were many. I often did not get paid since we ran out of money 
more often than we had money. Our offices at EarthSave occupied two small 
houses side by side in Santa Cruz. We had a large yard and could travel back 
and forth between the office houses. Our personal office housed two desks and 
one futon, which Todd and I pulled out to sleep on during the night. We pushed 
ourselves because we were on a mission that fed every aspect of our being. It was 
fun, inspiring, and challenging.

In our own little world, Todd and I lived and breathed the Healthy School 
Lunch Program (HSLP) and each other. Constantly conspiring, dreaming, 
acting, and shapeshifting, we laced our time together with adventure and heart-
centered passion. We danced at the local drum circles in Santa Cruz, and we 
rode our bikes at midnight under a full moon, frequently stopping at late night 
coffee houses for yummy desserts. Our lives were meaningful.

Understanding Politics

Back in the schools, we hit many walls, but we did find some schools willing to 
change their menus with our help. After we had experimented with classroom 
presentations, we found that students were inspired, if only slightly, to change 
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their food choices once they learned what we had learned. Our method, a 
curriculum speaking to the larger health and environmental issues surrounding 
our collective food choices, woke them up to their power as consumers and the 
stewards of their own bodies.

Once we had the food service director on board to offer a plant-based 
option, we would recruit a history, science, or other aligned teacher to allow us 
into his or her classroom to give presentations. Through our direct classroom 
communication to fourth graders and older, we addressed as many students as 
possible in a short period of time.

Here is how our presentations would go: “How many of you are concerned 
about environmental issues? Which ones concern you most?” Once engaged 
with us, we would ask how many of them felt they were powerful. No hands 
would ever go up. We would then inform them about the huge amounts of 
money spent on advertising to the youth market. Once they understood a little 
of the business of food, we would go on to educate them about agriculture and 
the environment—how much grain it took to make feed for one hamburger, 
how many acres of rainforest were being burned and cleared for cattle grazing, 
and how water pollution was affected by the choices they were making. We did 
not tell them never to eat a hamburger. We simply told them the truth of what 
was happening, and we helped them see they did have the power to make their 
own conscious choices. We appealed to their creative and rebellious nature 
to become conscious consumers. The same message about food, taught in the 
larger societal context, motivated the students just like it had us. At the end of 
the presentation, we would ask them, “How many of you feel powerful now?” All 
hands would rise with empowered enthusiasm.

We were so motivated when we saw the students’ eyes light up after one of 
our talks that we hired a notable firm to conduct an ambitious formal study. 
We went into three different school districts across the country (Florida, 
California, and Ohio) to conduct the study. We gave a live one-hour classroom 
presentation to all the high school students in each district. Coinciding with the 
presentations, we spoke with the parents through the PTA, and the food service 
personnel prepared a cooked meal with real food—mostly plant-based.

At the end of the sixteen-week study, there was a higher behavioral rate 
change when it came to food choices among the students attending our one-
hour classroom presentation compared to those receiving a sixteen-week 
nutrition education course. Teaching kids about proteins and carbohydrates, 
fat grams and fiber, just didn’t cut it—particularly when schools advocate one 
thing and serve another. Once aware of this incongruent message, students no 
longer blindly chose the foods in front of them that they were addicted to.
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Nutrition education advocates for eating more fruits, vegetables, and whole 
foods, but those options were not served in schools, or they were served with 
junk and sugary drinks as an alternative option, leaving kids to make their 
own decisions. Kids couldn’t always relate to the traditional methods and the 
incongruency of nutrition education. I mean, seriously, how can we expect 
our youth to care when most adults don’t? The students could, however, relate 
to the environment, the condition of our soil, and the clearing of rainforests 
and groundwater pollution. They cared about the environment, yet they felt 
helpless. The realization that they could make a difference motivated them, and 
they were willing to make shifts in their diets to contribute to a healthier world. 
When they saw their bodies as like the Earth, dependent on healthy air, water, 
and soil, they were more inspired to steward themselves. They recognized their 
power, whereas they had previously felt powerless over the state of the world.

Through my travels, it became apparent that most people already know, 
in a very general way, what is healthy food. Ask any sixth-grader, parent, or 
school administrator, and the answer is: fruits, vegetables, and whole foods. 
But their understanding stops there. I wonder how we Americans became so 
disconnected from the very fuel necessary to nourish us. Where on Earth did 
we get the notion that we could live without vibrant food grown in healthy, rich, 
clean soil? That we could eat animals so sick that they have to be on a continual 
diet of antibiotics? Or that factory-made food, full of chemicals, preservatives, 
and additives, could provide the nourishment we need to grow and sustain 
ourselves into healthy adulthood?

I continued to ask myself these questions, and then, near the end of my 
six-year advocacy for a plant-based school lunch option, I learned about a 
much greater problem facing our schoolchildren’s diets: corporate influence.

Learning the Meaning of “à la Carte”

A group of parents in a Colorado school district asked me to join them in an 
intervention—not against drugs (at least not on the surface)—to make changes to 
their school lunch program. These parents wanted just two things: 1) eliminate 
fries cooked in trans fats (this unhealthy, unnatural fat is added to processed 
foods to increase shelf life and the flavor stability of oils and foods that contain 
them) and 2) prevent the school from signing a weighty contract with a well-
known soda brand.

The resulting meeting was tedious, overshadowed by the district 
comptroller’s gloating over the soda company’s proposed three-million-dollar 
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contract. The money would certainly help build the gymnasium that the district 
so desperately needed. The administrators fully understood that they were 
guaranteeing the soda company millions of dollars’ worth of sales, but they 
assuaged their guilt by telling themselves, “A little soda won’t hurt anyone.” 
As for the fries—well, it was just too much of an adjustment. The food service 
director bragged about how she had created a million-dollar net profit in à la 
carte food sales and she was not about to take one of her financial winners—
fries—off the menu.

You would think that as an expert, I would know about à la carte food 
sales, but I did not. You see, the NSLP is funded by state and federal funding. 
Not all students in junior high and high school eat in the school cafeteria. 
Most who do eat there qualify for a free meal. This means they get fed if 
they or their family cannot afford money for food, in other words, they must 
financially qualify as low income. This is a well-meaning program. Yet, like all 
enterprising Americans, school administrators found a way to bring in extra 
revenue through their à la carte sales. All this time, I had thought à la carte 
meant fries, burgers, and hot dogs. In other words, hot real food. I was wrong.

Four thousand students attended this particular high school. Imagine 
trying to feed that many people every day! I was intrigued so I asked to see their 
food service operation firsthand. What I saw greatly expanded my societal and 
nutritional awareness. Just beyond the hot lunch service area in the cafeteria 
were huge garage-like doors that opened to the à la carte store—a virtual mini-
convenience store—near the cafeteria. Once the hot lunch had been served to 
a minority of the students, the à la carte store could open. Up went the doors, 
while students crowded around to buy sodas, candy, ice cream, and bakery 
items (all packaged in plastic, awaiting the microwave). They were eating their 
five-a-day, but not fruits and veggies. These factory pseudo-foods contained 
hydrogenated fats (trans fats), preservatives, chemical dyes, pesticides, refined 
flours, high fructose corn syrup (genetically modified), and other sugars. These 
junk food ingredients, hiding in their snacks, afflict our kids with food-related 
health problems: attention deficit disorders, learning and memory deficits, 
deviant behavior, depression, acne, asthma, sinus infections, diabetes, obesity, 
and cancer. Now, in addition, soda machines would be added around the campus.

As I walked the school’s halls, I saw students of all ethnic backgrounds with 
horrible acne, pudgy faces and bellies, and zoned out expressions.

That day engraved itself upon my memory; it strengthened my purpose 
and broadened the message of my educational efforts. I remembered my son’s 
elementary school days and how factory foods had contributed to his allergic 
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reactions, fluctuating blood sugar, erratic behavior, and, ultimately, his low self-
esteem. All those challenging years flashed before me, followed by the memory 
of how eating good, whole foods completely corrected Aaron’s imbalances and 
how, when he reverted to choosing factory foods over healthier options, the 
imbalances returned. Immediately, I felt compassion for today’s parents, who 
have an even larger challenge than I had in trying to get my son to eat healthily.

The Body Knows and Shows

Long ago, I began to recognize the dietary patterns that produced immediate, 
violent reactions in my son—what health professionals now label as “silent 
inflammation” (a slow, insidious response to the foods we ingest, building over 
time). A large percentage of consumables from grocery stores (considered 
normal food by many) can actually be intrinsically harmful to our bodies. 
People’s reactions to them, whether immediate or long-term, are not individual 
allergies. Our bodies simply cannot tolerate these factory foods, many of 
which contain harmful chemicals and are nutrient-deficient substances. 
Considering that our bodies, at the cellular level, focus on eliminating toxins 
from our systems, our bodies’ adverse reactions to factory foods are right 
on target. It’s not that the person has allergies, a sickness, or a personality 
disorder; it is that he or she is being poisoned and the body is reacting. How 
dare we label a child with a disorder for such a natural physical response that 
reveals itself emotionally and mentally.

Of course, there are exceptions; some people can get away with eating these 
junk foods, particularly some of our more elderly citizens. But most of them 
enjoyed long, apparently healthy lives, subsisting on some of the nutrient-
depleted foods only later in life. In general, these individuals had stability in 
their early lives, eating food grown without pesticides and GMO (genetically-
modified organisms). Most did not overeat, and most certainly had a healthy 
digestive system well formed in their infant years. During their formative years, 
they enjoyed fresh air, water, and real food in the early decades of the twentieth 
century. Moreover, these same individuals later benefited from improved 
medical research and emerging technologies.

Today’s young adults, however, received, from birth, a body burden of 
toxins absorbed and passed to them over several generations. Not previously in 
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existence on this planet, these toxins have produced a new series of infirmities 
we are ill-equipped to treat. As a result, one of the biggest problems facing our 
country today is the mental, physical, and emotional challenges young adults 
are confronting, as a result of the dietary patterns, heavy use of pharmaceuticals, 
and agricultural trends our society has established over the last fifty years.

Hearing broad sweeping general terms like “toxins” might just pass over your 
head. Below is a more descriptive path of how these toxins, particularly from 
pesticides and packaged foods, pass through to us, and our kids. Following is an 
excerpt from a documentary I am working on, titled, Raising a New America:

Chemicals, called persistent organic pollutants (POPs), which do not 
break down either chemically or biologically, are among the most 
dangerous. POPs are used in all types of industry, including agriculture, 
building materials, household items, hospital supplies, and food 
packaging. These potent carcinogens, neurotoxins, and estrogenic 
compounds are everywhere and in everyone because they invade the 
sources of our drinking water and the air currents. They proceed to 
accumulate in our soil, food, and ultimately, our bodies and our children’s 
bodies.

FDA data shows that children are often exposed to seventy POPs daily 
in their food alone—levels found to cause public health concerns, 
and concerned we should be. Further research shows an absolute 
connection between exposure to POPs and disturbing health trends, 
including increased incidences of breast cancer, learning disabilities, 
other neuron-developmental disorders, and reproductive (endocrine/
hormonal) problems. Because of POPs, the following health crises are 
occurring:

• Cancer, a disease once thought to be for adults only, is now the leading 
disease-related death in children under twenty.

• Learning disabilities, behavior problems, and drug addiction have 
become common issues in even the best of families.

• Boys and girls are reaching puberty earlier. The average starting age 
of puberty in Caucasian girls is nine, with African-American girls 
hitting puberty at an average age of eight.

• Autism has increased over 600 percent in the past eight years.
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When it comes to our food supply, POPs are just one of the problems. 
Giving further rise to the toxic barometer (the accumulation of toxic 
influences), food factories continue to pump out volumes of goodies that 
have been plumped up with carcinogenic fats, colored with dyes known 
to cause extreme allergic reactions, and filled with sugar proven to cause 
mood swings, anxiety, and hyperactivity. The foods are then packaged in 
plastic wrap and containers full of POPs, and shipped off to our schools 
and homes. If heating is needed, the foods are warmed while fully 
wrapped, which furthers the toxic exposure from the plastic wrapping. 
Corporate giants spend millions to direct market these so called foods 
to children, thus making high-fat, sugar-laden, highly processed foods 
available and affordable everywhere kids turn. No wonder the following 
statistics continue to grow:

• Type 2 diabetes, heretofore unheard of in children, is up 45 percent 
in the last ten years. It is now considered an epidemic of vast 
proportions.

• An estimated 2.2 million America children under age five are 
overweight. Obesity is reaching such epidemic proportions that 
world health officials have decided we must take a more aggressive 
approach to head off a global explosion of fat-related diseases.

• Diagnoses of ADHD (Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder) 
have increased by 9 million new cases in the last ten years. ADHD 
symptoms continue into adulthood for more than 60 percent of 
children.

The potential to heat up the toxic barometer often continues when 
parents seek help to restore the emotional and behavioral balance in 
their children’s lives. Medical doctors, many of whom are ignorant of 
the underlying causes of ADHD and other emotional problems, treat 
the symptoms of hyperactivity and the inability to focus with more 
chemicals. The chemicals, known as medicine, are mind-altering drugs 
that often have severe side effects and unknown long-term effects. 
Although medicine is appropriate in many cases, and it is helping millions 
of children find stability, we must ask: Should our growing dependency 
on pharmaceuticals become the substitute for better parenting, a safe 
environment, and nourishing diets?
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Here are a few alarming statistics about prescription drugs in our 
children’s lives:

• Approximately 20 percent of schoolchildren are currently taking the 
mind-altering drug Ritalin for ADHD. Many school district nurses 
have authority to administer the drug without any medical tests.

• Nearly 6 million children in the United States between the ages of 
six and eighteen taking mind-altering drugs prescribed for alleged 
mental illnesses.

• More than 2.5 million children take anti-depressants. Childhood 
depression is quickly becoming a real and growing problem.

The bad news is that it does not end here. Accompanying the invasion 
of toxins from our environment, homes, schools, and grocery stores is 
a lifestyle that supports proliferation of the goods that contain them. 
Children’s minds are assaulted daily with more toxicity from media 
messages that often encourage bullying, parental disrespect, violence, 
and stereotyping. Instead of safe outlets for creativity and expression, 
many kids are left alone to be entertained by a TV, computer, or video 
game. While modeling poor behavior and communication skills, 
TV programming and commercials leave lasting impressions that 
shape children’s morals and values. This lifestyle—void of intimate 
communication, bonding, and outlets for authentic expression—leaves 
many children disconnected from their families, their sense of self, and 
their source: the Earth. It leaves them valuing quantity over quality, and 
being fed to full but still starving.
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B O N U S  S E C T I O N :

Positive Effects of Changing  
Our Students’ Diets

Peace Begins in a Healthy Body

Revolution in the Halls: In 1997, the teens at Central Alternative High 
School in Appleton, Wisconsin, were out of control, packing weapons in 
the classroom. Grades were low. Truancy was high. The principal’s office 

was overrun with students with discipline problems. And true learning was the 
exception to the rule. But not today.

In 1997, a private group called Natural Ovens began a healthy lunch 
program at the school, replacing burgers, fries, and burritos with fresh 
salads and fruits, whole-grain bread, and “old-fashioned recipes.” Soft drink 
vending machines disappeared. Good drinking water returned. Teachers are 
teaching and students are learning. According to teacher Mary Bruyette, “I 
don’t have to deal with daily discipline issues. I don’t have disruptions in 
class or the difficulties with student behavior I experienced before the food 
program.” And the students love the change. According to one student, “Now 
that I can concentrate, I think it’s easier to get along with people.” Even the 
cost of the program, according to Principal Coenen, is offset by the reductions 
in vandalism, litter, and the reduced need for high security. The number of 
dropouts, expulsions, drug users, concealed weapons, and suicides have all 
dropped. Every category has scored zero, every year since 1997.

Learning & Focus Begins in a Healthy Body

The following two studies (excerpted from Eating for A’s by Alexander Schauss, 
Ph.D., Barbara Friedlander Meyer, New York City-wide Nutrition Education 
Supervisor, and Arnold Meyer, page 47), succinctly sum up how foods like candy 
bars, cakes, and sodas affect our children’s ability to concentrate both in and out 
of school.
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Between 1979 and 1983, the New York City Board of Education banned 
several artificial food colorings, flavorings, and preservatives, and limited 
the sucrose content of school meals in 803 schools. Each year, with no other 
significant changes, students’ academic performance improved. In four years, 
the schools’ mean national academic performance percentile rating increased 
from 39.2 percent to 54.9 percent—the largest gain of its kind ever measured in 
the country.

Yale University’s School of Medicine found hormonal evidence that supports 
the popular belief that sugar can provoke abnormal behavior in some children. 
In the study, children given refined sugar experienced levels of adrenaline in 
their blood ten times higher than before they ate the sweet. This led to anxiety, 
difficulty in concentrating, and crankiness…. Some children have been found to 
exhibit antisocial behavior when given appreciable amounts of sugar. A series of 
scientific studies of institutionalized delinquent youths conducted by California 
State University researchers showed that antisocial behavior can be reduced by 
nearly half if sugar is restricted to very minimal levels.

Harmony Begins in a Healthy Body

According to a study at Yale University’s School of Medicine, adrenaline levels 
in children given refined sugar were ten times higher after they ate the sweet 
than before. This led to anxiety, difficulty in concentrating, and crankiness. 
Another series of scientific studies of institutionalized delinquent youths 
conducted by California State University researchers showed that some 
children exhibit antisocial behavior when given appreciable amounts of sugar, 
and that antisocial behavior can be reduced by nearly half if sugar is restricted 
to very minimal levels.

Good Behavior Begins in a Healthy Body

A series of studies in the 1980s removed the chemical additives and reduced the 
sugar in the diets of juvenile delinquents. Overall, 8,076 young people in twelve 
juvenile correctional facilities were involved. The result? Deviant behavior fell 
47 percent.

In Virginia, 276 juvenile delinquents at a detention facility that housed 
particularly hardened adolescents were put on a diet for two years that removed 
chemical additives and reduced sugar. During that time, the incidence of theft 
dropped 77 percent, insubordination dropped 55 percent, and hyperactivity 
dropped 65 percent.
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In Los Angeles County probation detention halls, 1,382 youths were put on 
a diet where chemical additives were removed and sugar reduced. The results 
were excellent. There was a 44 percent reduction in problem behavior and 
suicide attempts.

FACTS
1.  Irrefutable evidence has shown the standard American diet, centered 

on processed foods, junk foods, and high-fat meat and dairy products, is 
the driving force behind the escalating numbers of obesity, diabetes, and 
other chronic diseases. Adults and children’s immediate and long-term 
quality of life is also affected because nutrition is being linked to mental 
disease, poor behavior, and learning disabilities.

2.  Diet exerts an enormous influence over the molecular environment and 
neurochemical functioning of the brain. Studies have found, for example, 
that children with higher intakes of B vitamins and other brain-active 
micronutrients do better in school than children whose diets are lower 
in these nutrients.

3.  Additives, preservatives, dyes, refined sugar, and other residues 
commonly found in the American diet are being linked to diseases like 
Attention Deficit Disorder (ADD) and Attention Deficit Hyperactivity 
Disorder (ADHD). These diseases are diagnosed more frequently than 
ever before, and it is estimated that from 8 to 22 million children may 
be placed on activity-modifying drugs, such as Ritalin, by the year 2000. 
Of this group, 20 to 45 percent will not be helped, though in many cases, 
modifications in diet can relieve symptoms.

4.  Marian Cleeves Diamond, Ph.D., of the University of California at 
Berkeley, is among the world’s foremost researchers who have described 
the impact of environmental factors, including nutrition, on the 
anatomy and function of the brain. Her work has shown conclusively that 
environmental enrichment through sensory and nutritional stimulation 
“results in an increased number and size of synapses, cortical thickening 
of the brain, and increased potential to secrete the neurotransmitters 
that regulate neuronal function.”

5.  In 1973, Dr. Ben Feingold, the distinguished pediatrician at Kaiser 
Permanente Medical Center in San Francisco, told a meeting of the 
AMA that food additives were responsible for 40 to 50 percent of the 
hyperactivity he had seen in his practice. He had found that a substantial 
number of hyperactive children improved dramatically when they 
stopped eating foods that contained artificial colorings, flavors, and 
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certain preservatives. Additionally, he found that a variety of childhood 
learning disabilities and other behavioral problems were reduced by the 
same diet changes.

6.  The Feingold program is based on the fact that although most human 
beings have the ability to tolerate a certain amount of exposure to 
harmful substances, some of us are more reactive biochemically than 
others. Some of us are not having an easy time coping with a world 
where neither our water nor our air is pure, where we are exposed to 
countless chemicals every day that have never been known in nature 
until the last few decades. Our food has been subjected to processing and 
refining that removes essential nutrients and adds a plethora of artificial 
chemicals. For children who happen to be especially sensitive, the three 
most troublesome chemicals—synthetic food dyes, artificial flavorings, 
and preservatives—can cause a host of physical, emotional, and mental 
reactions, and can lead to children being diagnosed as hyperactive.

Conclusion

It has now been twenty or more years since these studies were done and these 
efforts made to return to healthy, nutritious meals for our students. These 
studies show the influence that food has on behavior, yet school lunch programs 
have not changed much since 1997 other than in isolated cases where parents, 
teachers, school boards, and concerned citizens have worked for change. Nor 
have the majority of parents implemented nutritionally sound diets within 
their own homes and families. We all need to make efforts on the local level to 
affect change for our students within our homes and our school systems.
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Mission Impossible?  
Mission Possible!

In 1997, after many years, my mission at EarthSave was called into question. 
I had been traveling the country and speaking to thousands of parents and 
students about eating more plant-based foods: meals made from whole food 

vegetable sources. I admit that although a worthy goal, it was somewhat lofty, 
considering the voluminous amount of junk food American kids were consuming 
in schools. If a child had a choice between a burger and fries or Twinkies and a 
Coke, I think I would recommend the burger and fries. Their choices were so 
far removed from plant-based options that my message became increasingly 
difficult to squeeze in between the kids gorging themselves on mouthfuls of 
fries cooked in trans fats and/or GMO corn oil to be washed down by soda.

I watched in horror as ADHD statistics soared and 20-25 percent of students 
in this country became dependent on Ritalin. At the same time, diabetes became 
a major health threat and diseases thought to be for adults only, like cancer and 
heart disease, crept into our children’s lives at alarming rates. Surely people 
knew that junk food was just that: junk. Not only does junk food lack any form of 
nourishment, but it poisons young bodies and hinders the healthy development 
of nervous and skeletal system formation, along with proper brain function.

In fact, diet exerts an enormous influence over the molecular environment 
and neurochemical functioning of the brain. Studies have found, for example, 
that children with higher intakes of B vitamins and other brain-active 
micronutrients do better in school than children whose diets are lower in these 
nutrients.

By contrast, additives, preservatives, dyes, refined sugar, and other residues 
commonly found in the American diet are being linked to diseases like Attention 
Deficit Disorder (ADD), and Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder (ADHD). 
These diseases were being diagnosed more frequently than ever before, and it 
was estimated that from 8 to 22 million children would be placed on activity-
modifying drugs, such as Ritalin, by the year 2000. Of this group, 20 to 45 
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percent would not be helped, though in many cases, modifications in diet could 
relieve symptoms.

Marian Cleeves Diamond, Ph.D., of the University of California at Berkeley 
is among the world’s foremost researchers who have described the impact of 
environmental factors, including nutrition, on the brain. Her work has shown 
conclusively that environmental enrichment through sensory and nutritional 
stimulation “results in an increased number and size of synapses, cortical 
thickening of the brain, and increased potential to secrete the neurotransmitters 
that regulate neuronal function.”

One of the saddest aspects of the decline in our children’s nutrition is that it 
has a cumulative effect on our entire societal structure. Out-of-balance people 
act out of balance. They do things that do not serve their own highest good, and 
then we are left to care for them, in rehabilitation programs, hospitals, or jails. 
I learned that by experience from raising an out-of-balance teen. But little did I 
know I was still about to experience a greater nightmare of my own projection 
with my son. Please believe me when I say that improper nutrition for a child 
and the emotional pain that results far outweigh the inconvenience of extra 
time spent in the kitchen or together with your family.

As many studies have shown, there is healing realized far beyond the bodily 
functions, when the diet of youths and troubled adults is changed. Removing 
dietary poisons and providing nourishment creates miracles: the nervous 
system relaxes, mental clarity is enhanced, and the emotional body harmonizes. 
The greatest gift, however, is the empowerment of the soul and spirit. The light 
behind the eyes returns, and the creative self is restored, along with joy and 
playfulness. Irresponsible children and young adults become responsible, and 
lives are enhanced on all levels as communities also grow stronger.

We have made mistakes in the past, and are learning from them. Because our 
bodies are so resilient, we have an opportunity now to cultivate vibrant souls, 
full of generosity, creativity, and uniqueness. Food plays a major role in many 
areas of our lives, and growing a healthy garden of children will be the gift that 
keeps on giving.

Often, after my lectures, someone from the audience would approach me, 
saying, “Wow, what you say makes sense, but what do I do?” I would then go 
home deflated. How dare I point out such a large truth about nutrition and leave 
people without the skills to make their deeply desired changes?

As I remembered how I had learned to make quick and easy meals when my 
son was very little, how I learned the principles of raw food culinary methods, 
how I learned of agriculture and product development at natural food trade 
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expos, and experimented with different cuisines for years, the realization slowly 
dawned on me: I had a lifetime of practice. And that practice came from a very 
mindful place within me. For this, I now realized I was fortunate. But what was 
so easy for me was difficult for others.

EarthSave International’s mission was focused on a powerful dietary shift 
with many benefits, but its scope was incomplete for schools since it did not 
account for or solve the problem of à la carte sales and junk food. The parties 
responsible for children’s diets and school food needed a total wake-up call—
in my opinion. My presentation before that school board in Colorado, with my 
arsenal of research and scientific studies, showing how children’s diets relate to 
their mental, physical, and emotional health, could not compete with the three 
million dollars offered by the soft drink company. What this country needs, I 
thought, is a powerful message showing the cumulative effects of a poor diet 
over time and how these pseudo-foods affect a school’s immediate and long-term 
goals. But I knew that would not work without either consumer or corporate 
intervention.

Life with Aaron in Santa Cruz

Aaron followed me to Santa Cruz, after a year in Hawaii, living on the beach, 
working and playing. He was still the fun-loving adorable guy, drinking and 
“toking,” going from job to job. Everyone loved Aaron. He was just one of those 
likable, smart, witty guys who made most people happy. He was also a natural-
born athlete. Santa Cruz was a dirt-biker’s dream, so he rode constantly and 
worked in bike stores around town. Although he was not earning much, he was 
happier because he felt loved and was creating a new tribe. I was happy he was 
there. Todd loved him, and he had some great friends.

Then, something started to change in Aaron. He began looking drawn, with 
hard lines in his face. He would often come by my office, hungry. I would take 
him to the burrito place down the street, where he would get takeout. I assumed 
we would sit and visit a bit, but he would quickly say goodbye with his bag of 
food in hand, and rush off. My heart would sink. This went on for about a year. 
Now and then we would talk, or he would call late at night when he needed a 
ride. He was closed and distant in all his interactions with me, so I could not talk 
to him. My heart ached for him.

Sometimes, late at night, I would wake up and start looping in my mind with 
fear, doubt, and worry. Overtaken by my thoughts, I would wake Todd and ask 
him to give me “the guy talk.” With his generous heart, he dutifully obliged me 
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by taking me in his arms and telling me something like: “Guys love to play and 
have a good time. The last thing on their minds is to call their moms all the time. 
This is just the way young guys are. He is just fine and just doing what young guys 
do.” I would feel somewhat assured, even though I knew deep in me there was 
something more, but after being comforted, I could go back to sleep. So sweet.

Extinguishing My Fire

As both national youth and adult health problems escalated to epidemic 
proportions, and my son continued to be aloof and distant, the part of me 
that wanted to yell, “Fire! Fire!” ran out of steam. Exhausted from long work 
hours, endless travel, and a heartache that filled every cell of my body, I began 
to question my own diet, which was still vegan, but now had included cooked 
foods for a few years. I wanted to move into my fifties with vibrancy. I was just 
entering menopause, my adrenal glands were burnt out, and I was feeling the 
strain of bending my joints for more than half a century.

One night, I was walking the beach in Santa Monica while on tour there. I 
was so exhausted that I could hardly walk through the sand back to the house. 
My lungs had begun to ache, particularly when I flew in an airplane.

Ever since coming to EarthSave, five years prior, I had wanted to get my 
breast implants removed. But life was too busy, my mission in schools too large, 
and my son’s needs too great to allow time for the procedure.

Holding On and Letting Go

Not only was I losing my son, but I was about to lose Todd as well. Our 
relationship was beginning to decline—something I had always dreaded. I had 
the hardest time letting go, especially with my son on the streets. I wanted to 
hold on to something. Everything was slipping away—Todd, Aaron, and quite 
possibly my job. As I write this, I can remember the heaviness I felt in my body 
at that time that forced me to stay in the moment. Looking ahead or behind me 
was too painful.

Todd had a huge heart; the Leo in him was always vibrant. He loved me 
deeply, yet he still had the spark of youth in him and the dream of having 
children. When a darling young woman would come into our tribe, fear in me 
would rear its ugly head. Aroused, I could hardly stand the threat of our looming 
separation. We made a pact when we started out together that we would spend 
a year together so we could experience the something magical and deep we had. 
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Knowing each day that we would part was like a leaking wound, always lurking. 
Since we both jumped in with a conscious decision that our relationship would 
be temporary, we had to accept and deal with the emotions of attachment on a 
daily basis. Worth every second of vulnerability, I cherished our time together.

Our year turned into six. EarthSave and our purpose bonded us longer. It was 
destiny. The two of us made more than two. We knew we were in the right place 
for now and that it would change. I am proud that I had the courage to step into 
a loving relationship I knew would not last. It was painful at times, but worth 
every second. I knew it was meant to be, and I was not afraid of being vulnerable 
and allowing myself to show up to live the prayers I had cast out years earlier. 
Sometimes when a prayer manifests, it surprises us with a structure we would 
have never imagined. The structure or time did not matter. I felt whole, often 
frightened, yet adamant that this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. If I was 
going to say yes to it, then I was going to go for it full on.

I often hear young girls speaking about “forever” with their new mates. 
Nothing ever stays the same, so when you have the opportunity, you might 
as well go for what feels in alignment right now. Seize the moment. Yes, it’s 
challenging, but ruining something you have with what you might fear it will 
become can cause unnecessary pain and prevent the beauty of the present. 
Many of us do not grab what makes us totally alive. I have learned not to hold 
back from natural impulses, but to manifest dreams and live my light as much 
as I can.

Bring It On

Eventually, after dragging my body through my days, I began meeting with 
surgeons around the country to remove my implants. The pressure from all 
the doctors I met to retain my implants was so aggressive and persuasive that 
I almost acquiesced. Then, I had an appointment with a female naturopath 
in Santa Cruz (recommended by John Robbins in his book Reclaiming Our 
Health) for menopausal symptoms. On a spontaneous whim, I mentioned my 
desire to remove the implants. She quickly referred me to a woman who had 
done all the research I’d wished I’d had the time to do. When I contacted her, she 
recommended a doctor in Colorado, who was an expert at removing implants 
and getting out all the leaked silicon. When I visited the small, Asian doctor in 
Denver, her first words were, “Do you want more implants?” I said, “No.” She 
said, “Okay” and we scheduled my surgery.
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Only then did I take the time to research the type of implants I had. With 
all the trauma going on in my life, I simply could not face the potential truth. 
It horrified me and I wanted to stay positive. The implants had been in my 
body for over twenty years and, according to those who know, both were surely 
ruptured. I was full on into my buried fears and began to put two and two 
together. By the time I arrived at the hospital, a few months later, for surgery, I 
was in a wheelchair, unable to walk due to weakness and severely aching lungs. 
According to Louise Hay, author of You Can Heal Your Life and founder of Hay 
House Publishing, problems with the lungs represents grief. Well, yeah. Grief 
accompanied by silicon was about to take me down.

The doctor who performed the four-hour surgery reported that both 
implants were, in fact, ruptured, but she was able to remove all traces of the 
leaked silicon. She told me later that she had seen silicon coming out of almost 
every body part of the many women she had operated on! There was even a 
class action suit, but I had missed the filing deadline by a single day. Damn.

After surgery, I said no more, “go along, Susie.” I did everything I could to 
bring my body and energy back. The fatigue was overwhelming; I called it my 
“go down” time. Sometimes, I felt quite vibrant and was able to run a few miles. 
But it did not last. It seemed like I’d recover and then, all of a sudden, the fatigue 
returned. I knew my adrenal glands were weak since I did not have enough 
energetic reserve to survive outside of any health regime. I could not seem to 
catch my breath for long. The complications for ruptured implants are complex 
and many. My particular case was odd because although I had never developed 
a specific disease (one that had been given a name), my health suffered for the 
next ten years.

Soon after the surgery, I was scheduled for a month-long tour on the 
Hawaiian Islands to give presentations to parents, students, and food service 
personnel. In addition, I was scheduled for radio interviews and keynote-
speaking engagements. A friend introduced me to essential oils, which I began 
about five days after surgery. They had a profound effect on my healing and 
began to revive me. I only had about six weeks to recover and prepare for the 
upcoming Hawaiian tour.

The Pressure Cooker

Eventually, Aaron became homeless, so I tried to find him places to stay. Todd 
and I still lived in our office, and Aaron would never have stayed with us anyway. 
His behavior turned ugly; he always left a trail of destruction behind him, which 
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was so embarrassing to me. Bridge after bridge was being torched. I sought help 
with a therapist and cried as I recounted our life history, feeling that everything 
about Aaron’s situation was my fault. The therapist interrupted me, saying, “It 
is not your fault. For all you know, everything you did kept him alive, and every 
breath is sacred.” Those words became engrained in me. I resigned myself never 
to give up and shifted into high gear as a mother warrior.

The therapist’s instructions were for me to get insurance so I could send 
Aaron to a rehabilitation program. She agreed to work with him, but only if she 
liked and resonated with him. She met him, got onboard, and eventually, grew 
to love him. We began creating boundaries and hatching a plan to get him into 
housing and school. The plan turned out to be a disaster when I learned Aaron 
had been using crystal methamphetamine (“ice”) for two years. It was 1997, and 
no one yet knew much about the “wrath of meth.” I certainly didn’t, nor did 
Aaron. Many people try meth, thinking it’s fun, and then they become physically 
addicted almost instantly.

The therapist and I decided an intervention was necessary. It was scheduled 
for the day before I left for Hawaii. Aaron’s dad, Jim, who had been in and out 
of his life (mostly out), and would not speak to me for years, agreed to come. He 
drove seventeen hours to get there, and for the first time in our lives, the three 
of us sat in a room with a therapist. Jim told Aaron there was nowhere for him to 
go except prison or death if he were to keep up his addict’s ways. Jim knew this 
from his own past experience with cocaine and the trouble it had caused him.

We had a rehabilitation program set up, but Aaron refused to participate. He 
was still in that place in his addiction where he was having fun, or so he thought. 
His charismatic personality was waning, along with his looks, but he still had a 
way with women, and with his love for music and dance, the local clubs provided 
him a home and family.

The next day, I left for Hawaii with aching breasts, my son back on the 
streets, and a talk or some other activity to do for the next thirty days. At my 
request, Todd accompanied me because I knew I could not handle the trip alone, 
especially with the state my body was in.

During my trip, Aaron was arrested for theft and thrown into jail. I was 
secretly relieved. Jail didn’t scare me anymore. I knew he was somewhat safe 
there and at least off the nasty drug. It wasn’t long before he was out, and then 
he was off to a court-appointed rehabilitation program close by.

When I returned from my tour, I visited Aaron at the rehabilitation 
program for family therapy. I could hardly believe my eyes when I saw him. The 
rehabilitation program supplied copious amounts of junk food for the patients, 
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including doughnuts, coffee, sugar, artificial creamers, candy bars, and soda. 
Aaron was a mess, with a puffy face and a drugged-down demeanor. He almost 
seemed healthier when on the “ice”!

Aaron was soon kicked out of the program because he did not show up on 
time for the morning meetings. He was sleeping. The program directors didn’t 
understand that when you are on a meth roll, you stay up for days. Once you 
stop, you may sleep for days. In this situation, along with the sleeping pills they 
gave him, there was no way he was going to get up early to attend talk therapy. 
With a malnourished half-asleep body, no money, and nowhere to go, when 
Aaron was released, he returned to the only thing he had known for the past two 
years: meth and his street family.

Don’t think for a moment that I did not try every manipulative tactic I 
could think of to help Aaron. But to him, it was not help. It was meddling. He 
didn’t want to have much to do with me unless he was so hungry that his belly 
ached. That was when his body needed me. His soul was being taken care of by 
the devil, meth. I had become a pest—the enemy trying to come between him 
and the devil. I longed to visit with him like we used to. Completely powerless, I 
spent a good deal of my inner life asking, pleading, and begging God for a way to 
intervene. Giving up was only a momentary option now and then.

At a total loss, with no power and no idea what to do next, I prayed for 
direction. I wished I had the ability to take him to India, completely away from 
the nightmare. Everyone I knew encouraged me to let him go and let him suffer 
his own consequences. How could I? He did not know better; the rehab centers 
did not know better. I did not have the money nor the power to kidnap him. If 
I did, where would I take him? I hated every second of living this nightmare, 
watching the person I loved more than anything in the world destroy himself.

Taking Care of Me

During this same time, I dedicated myself to learning everything I could about 
supplements and alternative health in order to boost my own system. After 
many consultations with health practitioners, I found that my state of excellent 
health, prior to my surgery, had allowed me to recover from severe poisoning, 
perhaps better than most. I had practiced several years of a vibrant diet and 
exercise routine, along with lots of music, dancing, and singing with family 
and a community of loving friends. It was what I knew to do because I sensed 
somewhere deep in me that more challenges were about to come my way, so 
I better buckle up or I would not be able to handle any of it. We are really so 
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much stronger than we think. In order to survive and help others, we must be 
impeccable warriors for ourselves first. With this purpose in mind, acting on it 
with our bodies, minds, and souls, we can accomplish anything.

My work now took on a new approach. Funding for some of EarthSave’s 
projects was low, so the organization was being asked to reevaluate its programs. 
I also needed to reevaluate mine. Following my experience in the Colorado 
schools, I began to see a bigger problem with school food, but it was not my job, 
nor was it something I could address at this time in my life. Two months after 
my Hawaii tour, EarthSave’s Healthy School Lunch Program came to a halt. My 
job was over.

It was the weekend of July Fourth—my birthday. While cleaning out my 
office, I realized that my car belonged to EarthSave; my phone card was also 
EarthSave’s; I did not even have a home because I had been traveling so much. 
Todd and I were also parting ways, my son was a meth addict living on the streets, 
and just to ice the cake, my tax return was being audited!

Todd did all he could to convince me to go to the next Rainbow Gathering 
with him that summer in July. Knowing we were splitting up, and because I was 
going through so many changes, there was just no reservoir of fun left in me, 
so I declined. I had no idea what to do next, nor did I have much energy to see 
beyond that weekend of my Fourth of July birthday, spent among what seemed 
like a million receipts, as I prepared for the audit.

I still have a birthday card that a friend gave me that weekend. The picture 
on it is of a young girl with a red knapsack tied to a stick on her shoulder and a 
small suitcase in hand. She has been walking along a dirt path nestled in a field 
of trees, flowers, and grass. Now she is at a crossroads with two signs pointing to 
different paths. One says, “No longer an option.” The other, which she chooses, 
says, “Your life.” At the top of the card, in big red letters, it says, “DON’T LOOK 
BACK.”

Okay, these were my new instructions for my life—laser focus ahead toward 
the light of the unknown path.
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Spirit Back in Action

“Being deeply loved by someone gives you strength, while loving 
someone deeply gives you courage.”

—  L a o  T z u

During that Fourth of July weekend, Scout Cloud Lee, the owner of the 
Magical Child Foundation, the ranch in Oklahoma, offered me a home for 
the summer and a job assisting at her experiential education trainings, 

titled “Vision Us.” She also bought the van I had been driving that was owned 
by EarthSave. Two years earlier with EarthSave’s grant money, Todd and I had 
bought two identical green Dodge vans to travel in. So I planned to deliver my 
van to Scout and begin my new life. Feeling hopeless about Aaron and devastated 
over all my sudden losses, I packed my green van and prepared to leave Santa 
Cruz.

Todd was leaving at the same time. We decided to pull out together. Our two 
green vans traveled the highway together until we reached the junction where he 
had to turn. As Todd veered toward the offramp, we waved and honked goodbye 
to each other. I smiled, waved, and honked loudly, pretending to be happy. A 
couple of moments later, in the silence and emptiness of my van, I cried, and 
cried, and cried. Once I had cleansed myself of that loss, I realized I could not 
have another. I could not leave my son on the streets. I turned around.

Once back in Santa Cruz, I stalked the streets looking for Aaron. I found him 
in a dance bar he frequented. He was excited to see me and asked me to go out 
to the parking lot so he could give me a birthday gift. From someone’s car, he 
pulled out a ceramic laughing Buddha, about the size of a basketball. We had 
what seemed like an intimate and affectionate visit. I was thrilled that he had 
thought of me on my birthday. He promised to meet with me the next morning 
for breakfast before I left. I naively believed he would show up. After a night of 
tossing and turning while sleeping in the back of my van in some parking lot, 
I awoke excited to see the morning sunshine. I showed up at the agreed spot, 
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but Aaron did not. After two hours, I took my empty heart and drove down the 
highway to an unknown life. Stunned, I drove in silence for hours.

Spirit (Back) in Action

The rest of the summer of ’97, with my fifty-second birthday behind me, and 
penniless, jobless, and loveless, I felt worthless. Forging across the southern 
U.S. in the heat of summer, I began my journey to live at the ranch in Oklahoma. 
I would become a ranch hand and help with some of the leadership trainings.

I can’t describe how much fun it had been in the past to be a ranch hand. I 
could be in my cut-offs with an old T-shirt, a hat, and my boots. I remembered 
once before traveling down a dusty dirt road near the ranch in a pickup, windows 
down, eating a cold Popsicle. My cells remembered the happy feeling of freedom. 
Over the years, I had frequented the ranch as much as possible, attending 
women’s shaman trainings and just visiting. I had become a ceremonial leader 
and was twice certified as a ropes course facilitator. But this summer, I was 
numb. In looking back I wonder why I was not more devastated. The night I 
pledged to “surrender” kept reminding me that this was my pledge and to stay 
light, follow the signs, and show up for what wanted to happen.

Despite my pain over Aaron, somewhere deep in me I knew I was on my 
unique path and all I needed to do was show up with as much faith as possible. 
Was I in or out? I was in. Popular beliefs grounded in our then current culture 
held no weight for me. I lived within my girl and decided how we would deal 
with life. Does that sound arrogant? Maybe even stupid? How about denial? 
Perhaps it was a little of all that mixed in with blind trust. I was fully aware of 
the vulnerable situation I was putting myself in. I knew I was daring to live a 
life full of love and conviction with no promises. How could I say no? I knew it 
would not last. But isn’t some better than none? With some introspection, or 
the result of an inner pep-talk, I became pleased with my courage to live loudly 
and fully whenever I could. I loved every second of what I had just experienced 
with my team at EarthSave, Todd, and all the incredible dedicated people across 
this country I’d had the pleasure of knowing. We had all rolled up our sleeves 
like tribal warriors working for a cause that was bigger than us. I had loved every 
second of being a mom, too, and I knew I would never give up my soul’s purpose 
to show up the best way I could no matter what my son did.

Although Aaron was still living in clubs, at least he had been happy the last 
time I had seen him. I tried to hold that vision of him. I found a little glimmer of 
comfort knowing that he knew the territory of recovery. He had been to a couple 
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of rehabs, AA meetings, and had resources to turn to. I knew he was the one who 
had to decide and act. Besides, right now, I had no strength left in me to feel 
otherwise.

It was clear that one door had just closed—slammed shut—but I was in no 
hurry for the new door to open. I was tired, more like exhausted, on every level. 
I wanted to feel my way into what I would experience next, to relish it, and to 
make space for new opportunities. After all, I am a Cancer, and we like to hold 
on.

When in Doubt, Mow

Being on the land that summer was healing. The best part was mowing the forty 
acres of green grass growing brightly in the Oklahoma sun while on a riding 
lawn mower. I got into it with so much intensity and focus that I had to cut every 
blade of grass uniform to the rest. Going up slopes, around ponds, and alongside 
trails presented challenges I was up for. The fresh air was stimulating as I drove 
under blue skies with billowy white clouds casting dancing shadows. The more 
difficult the terrain, the more I got into it. Scout and her partner Skye were 
off doing a training with the Chickasaw tribe. It was just me, the horses who 
grazed freely, dogs, cats, birds, and the mower. I will always remember my pride 
showing Scout my work when she returned. She walked the property without 
saying much, then she took her place on the porch overlooking the cottonwood 
grove and green fields ahead. With her arms crossed on her chest, she finally 
spoke while looking directly at me: “You are a good mower, Teton. You are better 
than Skye.” Yes! I felt triumphant.

Scout was our leader, our trainer, our shawoman. When we pleased Scout, 
we pleased ourselves because we knew we had achieved excellence. I must 
admit it was wonderful to be free. But I was never really free while my only 
child was living on the streets and pumping meth into his body. A state of worry 
and anticipation was buried deep within me at all times. The hardest part was 
having no understanding of why people do such drugs. I admit I’m naïve. I just 
don’t get it.

The Dark Voice Again

Then the call came—a collect one as usual. These calls had dark energy attached 
to them. The recorded voice of a big, serious male full of testosterone, informing 
me a correctional facility was calling and asking whether I would pay the 
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charges, always sent a chill down my spine. Later, when I knew Aaron was in jail, 
such calls often brought excitement because we would get to visit. It was the 
surprise ones that felt like clunks of conflicting energy erupting in my system, 
falling down into my gut. “Oh, no, not again! Oh, good, he is safe.”

Aaron had been arrested again. The judge wanted to send him to Santa 
Cruz County rehab instead of jail, and Aaron was willing. All he needed was 
$50.00 to get in the door. “Yes,” I instantly agreed, as usual, and sent the 
money. In he went, and out he went during the dinner hour. That did it. I was 
mad and frantic, wanting to drive there, pick him up, and take him somewhere 
far away. But I held myself in check for about a day. Then, desperate for advice, 
I called Christine, an astrologer who often counseled Aaron and me. For some 
reason, Aaron liked her and resonated with people of her ilk, and the oracles. 
Once I caught her up on all my life changes, her exact words were, “You go 
and you go now.” That was all I needed to hear. Within one day, I rented a car, 
packed it, and said goodbye to the ranch. Scout and Skye both disapproved, 
but I knew I could not just sit there and mow lawns while my son was on the 
streets preparing himself for prison or death.

Within a day, I was in Albuquerque, New Mexico, where I put my belongings 
in a storage unit, anticipating that I might move to Boulder, Colorado when I 
was ready to stake claim to a new residence. Then off I was to Santa Cruz, driving 
non-stop. My first night in Santa Cruz, I dressed in a hooded coat so I would not 
be recognized and roamed the streets looking for Aaron. I went in and out of all 
the clubs. Nothing. I did this for a few nights while I bunked with some friends. 
Something felt off. I could not feel him there. Then the call came.

Aaron, remembering that I was at the ranch, and sort of remembering 
the phone number as only he would since he had a memory like an elephant, 
repeatedly tried to call me there, but had the number slightly off. The unknown 
woman in Oklahoma, on the other end of the line, would not take the collect 
calls; they scared her. Curiosity and sensing a desperate need on the other end 
finally drove her to give into Aaron’s relentless attempts. Once they spoke, she 
was able to contact the ranch, and Scout, in turn, contacted me in Santa Cruz. 
Aaron had been arrested and was in the local jail. How convenient. I was there 
and could visit him almost immediately. Big trouble now.

My Research Comes Together

During the most recent years of Aaron’s addiction, I had been obsessed with 
finding a way to help him. I became a veritable sponge for nutrition information 
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relating to ADHD, behavior problems, drug addiction, and alcoholism. I 
contacted professionals in both the medical and holistic fields and read through 
current health profiles, all of which validated my observation that intolerance 
for certain food ingredients, inadequate nutrition, and substance abuse can 
cause short- and long-term illnesses—mental, physical, and emotional—in both 
kids and adults. As Aaron continued on his path, I continually renewed my 
intention to increase my knowledge to foster health, recovery, and nutritional 
wisdom.

Taking time to study nutrition at an accredited school was not going to 
happen. I wanted more than the traditional schools offered. I wanted the latest 
in science and case studies, and I wanted to tie them to addiction recovery. Plus, 
I needed to stay mobile. I had already had the gift of being on the forefront of 
cutting-edge nutrition as well as agricultural practices and policy, and food 
and supplement manufacturing. The most notable scientists, medical doctors, 
and alternative health professionals, while noting my purpose, were more than 
willing to send me research or consult with me anytime.

I had already witnessed a few rehabs that poisoned Aaron more than he was 
poisoning himself through their food offerings. I also found alcohol treatment 
facilities that achieved 85 percent recovery with Twelve-Step work along with 
a regime of cleansing, excellent diet, and nutritional supplementation. The goal 
of these facilities was to restore the physiology of a body in dire need, while 
utilizing other proven methods of recovery that would restore the mind and 
the spirit. Their success rate was greater than traditional rehab centers that 
addressed rehab primarily with talk therapy, and later with pharmaceuticals. 
This was the very beginning of an era when drug addiction was being seen as 
a health crisis, rather than a criminal crisis. The drawback was that the rehab 
facility I found was not residential, but outpatient and far away. It would not 
work for Aaron at this unstable time in his life.

Preparing for My Day in Court

Aaron’s public defender in Santa Cruz was a thirty-something, overworked 
woman trying to keep track of her increasingly heavy load of addicts floating in 
an out of the system. When we met, I began explaining my background, which 
she found unusual to say the least. Connecting the dots between Aaron’s drug 
addiction and my research and work within the natural foods industry, along 
with support from medical, nutritional, and environmental pioneers was a real 
stretch for her. When I called her and told her my stories of Aaron’s allergies, 
she must have been rolling her eyes, but she did listen. It was hard for her not 
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to give in to my passion and pain. Being kind, she asked me for paperwork to 
support my statements.

Oh, God, I thought. Here I am in Santa Cruz, staying with friends, with no 
computer and slightly stressed. The gods of Google were not available then at the 
touch of a finger. But I had a clear idea of what to prepare and I had buddies. 
I spent a lot of hours at the library, researching and writing my story, which I 
am now going to call my “Keep Your Kid Out of Prison” Doctoral Dissertation. 
I needed to save my son from going to prison. I needed to find a place where I 
could get him healthy. He had been a bad boy in pulling off the requirements for 
such a destiny. Trust me, I did not want to get him off just for off’s sake. I wanted 
to find a place to help him heal.

The public defender was becoming well-informed. We became a team as her 
intrigue grew right along with the width and depth of my dissertation. I think 
she was bored out of her mind and welcomed a challenge. How could she resist 
my enthusiasm? You can bet I was thrilled about having the chance to reveal my 
research and hypothesis. This was my case. I was going to win it.

During the weeks of waiting and preparing, I had to find a rehab center that 
would align with the case I was presenting. The only one that had resident care 
and addressed the health of the body was Narconon in Oklahoma. (How weird 
was that?) Narconon is based on Scientology rather than a Twelve-Step program. 
That did not matter to me. As a matter of fact, I thought it might be a plus since 
the vibrantly alive rebel in Aaron had shunned a Twelve-Step program several 
years earlier. At the time, I was not fond of AA myself. On some intuitive level, 
I did not think it healthy in ways that I still believe today. But my mistrust of 
Twelve-Step programs at the time was mostly because people kept telling me to 
go. Aargh. I wonder where Aaron got his rebelliousness.

While I acknowledge that Twelve-Step programs have helped millions of 
people, I believe that to claim repeatedly the identity of being an “alcoholic or 
addict” can reinforce the hold it has on you. Saying “I am” in the ancient and 
current spiritual teachings claims whatever follows as you. Saying “I am” every 
day solidifies and ingrains the belief into the identity. I do not believe it to be true 
for anyone. People may act like addicts, but the “I am” label is dangerous if used 
incorrectly. Despite this disagreement I have with that one statement in how 
Twelve-Step programs operate, I am today a very grateful member of Al-Anon 
(more about that later). When we want to see changes in our relationships, life 
has a way of forcing us to look at ourselves rather than others. A few years later, 
I fell to my knees in gratitude for the Twelve-Step community, its structure, and 
its teachings.
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Creating a Plan

Narconon was indeed our best bet. Its program included daily detoxification, 
hot saunas, and nutritional supplementation to purge the toxicity from drugs 
out of the addict’s system, sometimes for four hours a day. In addition, the 
staff was nutritionally aware, serving a whole food diet, no junk food, and tons 
of supplements to replenish the nutrients lost during the addict’s drug use and 
build new healthy cells. They did not prescribe pharmaceuticals. The idea was 
to cleanse and nourish, cleanse and nourish, cleanse and nourish, ridding the 
body of the drugs lodged deep in the cells, waiting to be awakened by an act of 
weakness—another drink or hit. Their success rate for permanent recovery 
was high. With my insurance, I could send Aaron for two of the months in their 
suggested four-month program. At that time, such a time frame was relatively 
long since most rehab programs were only two weeks to thirty days.

When court day came, the public defender and I presented my four-inch 
thick dissertation. I told the story of Aaron, my history, and my understanding 
of what might work to restore this young man. The judge was intrigued, but I 
could tell he did not really understand a word I said. What he did understand 
was that a mom had gone to a lot of trouble and was passionate about getting 
a treatment for her son that stood a chance, if even a slight one, to heal him. It 
seemed Aaron was just along for the ride, not putting much into any of this. He 
was still pining for meth, I am sure, but, of course, happy I was working on his 
defense.

The judgment came. No prison. Instead, Aaron was sentenced to spend 
one entire year in a men’s facility that had a reputation of being somewhat like 
a camp in Northern California. From there, he would go straight to Oklahoma 
and attend Narconon. I was somewhat deflated, but also relieved. A men’s 
camp sure sounded better than prison. My relief also came from knowing 
I would have a year off from worrying since he would be locked up safe and 
sound. Done. Now I could find a new home, new career, and a new tribe.
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New Life, New Buddha

It was time to turn my attention to myself. With the help of a friend, I 
managed to purchase an older VW, pick up my belongings in New Mexico, 
and hightail it to Boulder, hopeful of discovering my new purpose and life.

In Boulder, I lived all around other foodies; many were friends and 
business colleagues I had come to know during my active days with EarthSave 
International. I had attended every Natural Products Expo for several 
years, and I had made many friends whom I was aligned with in purpose and 
practice. Boulder was considered the home of the natural products industry 
because many organic food and dietary supplement companies had originated 
there. It also was—and I’m sure still is—one of the coolest cities in the U.S. 
Something interesting was always going on with regards to health, nutrition, 
environmentalism, and music, and it has a lot of outdoor places to play and 
commune. Like Santa Cruz, it was also a college town, which attracted cutting-
edge authors, speakers, and educators. The sponge in me was only half-saturated, 
so I found Boulder inspiring.

My New Home with Two Kitchens!

I moved into a house run by, of all things, two chefs! The track house, just outside 
the main city, was remodeled with the addition of an Italian-style villa with 
two kitchens: the original and the newly-built commercial kitchen for classes 
and theme dinners. The owner, Leonardo Laudesio, was one of four brothers 
who owned the best Italian restaurant in Boulder. His partner Melanie, also 
Italian, was a fine culinary teacher of the art of cooking grains, vegetables, and 
ethnic dishes. Leonardo and Melanie would host big dinners, themed on ethnic 
cuisines. The house hosted a large cottonwood tree in its backyard with a lovely 
view of the Flatiron Mountains.

There went my mostly raw vegan food diet! Each morning, I would awake 
to the aroma of fresh-baked focaccia bread. Then, Leonardo would arrive with 
leftovers from his morning deliveries, pour a bowl of olive oil for dipping, and 
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set it on the counter with yummy sea salt sprinkled on the top. One dip and I did 
not want to stop!

I learned a lot from Leonardo and Melanie: how to make vegetables and 
whole grains delicious enough to enjoy daily, and how to enjoy international 
foods, spices, and good wines, paired with flavors and food densities. This was a 
new world, far away from sprouts and blended veggies. I liked it.

During this time, while searching for a way to combine all my nuggets of 
culinary knowledge, I started experimenting with making dressings and sauces 
from flax, olive oils, and other raw ingredients to mix with traditional and ethnic-
cooked foods. Since my diet was mostly nourishing, I could allow myself to 
enjoy both the extravagant meals prepared in the house, and also the occasional 
munch of focaccia. I was in food heaven once again, and still learning! I was also 
comfortable, so I let my body rest for a while from the huge responsibilities I 
had allowed to consume me. But a while was not long enough for this exhausted 
girl.

Another Birthday—Transition Calls for Ritual

A year had now passed since I had left EarthSave. For some reason, I could 
not bear the thought of another birthday barbecue. Having a birthday on the 
Fourth of July was really fun because everyone was celebrating, but then again, 
we always celebrated in the same way. Family and friends gathered everywhere 
for picnics, games, and fun. This birthday made me reflect that no matter what 
I did on my birthday, I always felt slightly disappointed. Why? I remembered 
that when I was a little girl, my mom used to tell me everyone was celebrating 
just for me. Imagine the imprint that made on my psyche. My cells, along with 
my subconscious, had been penetrated with the belief that everyone celebrated 
me in a huge way—the biggest way possible in a little girl’s imagination. So how 
could that be matched later in life? It could not. With this realization, I decided 
I needed to get over it.

I needed an intervention of my own, and that meant going on a vision quest. 
I rented a simple room in northern New Mexico near Taos, packed my car, and 
drove six hours from Boulder. Just before dark, I settled into my room at the rim 
of a large desert area. Oh, geez, what have I done now? I told the motel owner 
that I would be leaving each day to hike out into the desert and would return at 
sunset. If he did not see me back by then ( just in case I was eaten by a coyote, bit 
by a snake, fainted, or became suicidal), would he kindly send out the troops to 
find me? I wanted someone to have my back. He obliged.
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The first day I set out with water, some nibbles, a journal, pen, Kleenex, 
and a simple blanket. The first two hours were torture. Then I cried, cried, and 
cried some more. But I stayed. What the fuck am I doing? I asked myself. What 
the fuck is wrong with me? Why would I do this? Am I nuts or something? I could 
be back with my friends watching fireworks in the park, drinking and smoking 
pot. I cried some more. Then I sat quietly. I did this for three days, each day 
becoming more peaceful, serene, empty, settled, and oh, so quiet inside. Space, 
lots of space, had been created in me, which I needed more than fireworks, 
wine, or pot. Before I set my wheels on the highway back to Boulder, I burned 
the journal pages. Done.

Bonding with the Gals

On the way home, the wide-open highway, along with my wide-open heart, 
provided me with more space to contemplate my future. I looked ahead and 
watched my new friends float through my mind’s eye. Some of them I knew fairly 
well from attending the industry trade shows and my work with EarthSave, but 
most were new acquaintances. I wondered about them, their dreams, and my 
dreams. I made a decision to get to know them better and embrace them as my 
new tribe.

As I drove, I crafted a plan to get to know them better—a pipe ceremony 
where we could pray together. When I arrived home, I made a list of ten women, 
set a date, and asked them to come over for a champagne pipe ceremony. I was 
being creative and blended praying for guidance from an ancient ceremony 
with New Age partying. I asked them to bring a modest gift of something that 
was meaningful to them in some way. The gift was not for me.

On the day of the celebration, my crew and I chilled the champagne and 
wrapped a high quality brie in filo dough and baked it until crispy on the outside 
and creamy on the inside. Simple, elegant, and delicious. A basket was filled with 
ten pieces of paper, the name of a guest on each one. As the ladies arrived, they 
each picked a name from the basket. They were asked to keep the name of the 
person they chose as a secret, until further notice.

After a few nibbles and a toast, we gathered in a circle on the floor. We set up 
blankets and a beautiful altar in the middle. Before we lit the pipe and passed it 
around like they did in times not so long ago, I shared my intentions of bringing 
us together, telling them this was a huge move for me and that I thought the best 
way to get to know them better was to hear their dreams. When we know each 
other’s dreams and intentions, we can hold space for each other and support 
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our unique desires. They were all instructed to pay close attention to the person 
whose name they picked, tracking her in her excellence, yet still keeping it a 
secret.

As we went around the circle, each woman shared what was up for her in her 
life, and where she wanted to go next. There—we had just bonded. We all knew 
each other’s dreams, and now they were melted into one.

Next, I cast a prayer of gratitude, called in the elements of the four directions, 
the Earth, Sky, and all beings, prayed for guidance for all my sisters, and passed 
the pipe around. A pipe ceremony is a great way to ground your prayers. In 
the ancient ways, it was a practice to pray together, plant gratitude, ask for 
guidance, and then send the prayers out into the universe through the smoke of 
the tobacco or herbs. We were quiet together as we passed the pipe. It was sweet.

Following our prayer time, it was time for a bathroom break for us modern-
day women. Of course, we needed another toast and more nibbles. The ice 
bucket, champagne, brie, and apples were all placed in the middle of our circle, 
and we chatted and laughed like we women love to do.

Now, it was time for the gifting. I started us off. I went to the center of the 
circle and called on the person whose name I had pulled. She joined me in the 
middle as we sat face to face. I shared with her the excellence and uniqueness 
I saw in her, and I gave her the gift I had, explaining how it was appropriate 
for her. Now it was her turn, and on we went from there. A gifting ceremony 
is truly one of the most wonderful ways to bond with each other and a group. 
We laughed, cried, and were blown away by the spontaneity and uniqueness 
of how the gifts fit perfectly for each person. We were now a rich circle of 
sisters who were bonded together like a mini-tribe.

When I went to bed that night, I felt grounded in my new home, soft, grateful, 
and satisfied. New courage was birthed in me, and the past further behind me.

Experiencing the Destruction of My Past

After a few months of living in Boulder, and some careful reflection, I realized 
that I, too, had fallen victim to poor food choices while on the run in the past 
several months. The endless travel days with no roots to call home, and 
the stress of all the changes and heartache had taken a toll. Even though I 
considered my diet to be generally excellent, I had pushed myself with caffeine 
stimulants, skipped meals, and grabbed empty foods (like refined flour products 
and sweets) too often. Because I was not a big fan of beans, I was also somewhat 
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protein deficient. I was suffering just as much from how I lived, now, as I had 
before—prior to my healthy escapades!

I was no longer a vegetarian, vegan nor a raw foodist. Although my meals were 
vegetarian or vegan 90 percent of the time, dairy, fish, and eggs found their way 
into my life now and then. Of course, being the die-hard activist I was, everything 
was organic. I had breezed through menopause in balance, but something was 
not quite right in me. It was nothing I could pinpoint. After tests with medical 
professionals and nutritionists, it became clear that I was exhausted, the kind 
of exhaustion that needed bed for a few months. I called it my “going down” 
period. Since the surgery, I had never really stopped long enough to rest deeply. 
Now that I had a new home and sisters, and I knew Aaron was safe, I could let go. 
I seriously do not think people really understand or are in touch with how much 
stress affects our health. No matter what you eat, if stress is causing you to break 
down, it must be addressed.

It’s important for me to express at this point in my story how I found healing 
and what was involved. My nutritionist put me on a series of supplements to 
help support my adrenal fatigue and give my body a dramatic candida cleanse. 
She suggested a diet full of vegetables, protein (fish, poultry, eggs, and some 
tofu), and some whole grains added lightly throughout. I was to have no sugar, 
bread, alcohol, nuts, seeds, legumes, coffee, or tea. I did what she said and lay in 
bed for a few months gazing out the window at a bare baby Aspen tree outside 
the upstairs window of my room.

The baby Aspen was stripped of any green life in the cold Colorado winter. 
I witnessed icicles form as the cold wet wind blew rain that froze around the 
delicate branches. As the days went by and the weather warmed slightly, new 
buds began to sprout. Strong winds continued to whip through the canyon 
where I lay, and I remember watching those new buds hold on tightly for their 
lives. They were not about to let anything get in their way of sprouting into 
beautiful green leaves in the spring—and they persevered. They were like me. I 
was holding on for dear life, too. My life was dear to me, so I wanted to get well. 
It seemed like forever, but I finally gained strength and was able to put myself 
back out into the working world.

One day after a hard rain, the basement flooded. The photographs of my life 
were stored down there and were now wet. I brought them all up to the upstairs 
master bedroom where I spent each and every day. Spreading all the pictures 
out on the floor, leaning them against the wall to dry, I came face to face with 
my whole life. Those pictures surrounded me for a couple of days. Here is what I 
love about those pictures of my past. Each one contains family members, friends, 
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or myself in full-on-tilt smiles. There, for a few days, I was reminded of all the 
good times, good people, and the essence that fosters the inside smile. When 
someone puts a camera in front of us, most of us can launch a beautiful smile in 
a heartbeat. A smile on the outside wakes up the inside; this is our power. So why 
not command it more often? Why wait for the camera? Hmm.

Aaron Heads for More Disaster

Summer was around the corner, so Aaron would soon be coming through on his 
way to Narconon. I was over-the-moon excited to see him. When he arrived, I 
took him to the quaint downtown area of Pearl Street and then grocery shopping. 
We had only been in the supermarket about ten minutes when he said, “Mom, 
I’ve got to get out here.” He was traumatized by all the new energy and, probably, 
my shortsighted enthusiasm. For me, he was like a new toy I wanted to play with. 
For him, it was a shock. After living with hundreds of men, suddenly having his 
mom fussing all over him was sheer torture. I got it. We stopped at the video 
store, rented a bunch of movies, and went home to a stocked fridge. There he 
stayed for a few days until boarding a plane for Tulsa.

After completing two months at Narconon, Aaron emerged, his face full 
again, his skin shiny, and his eyes bright. Cleansing and nourishment had 
been like a beauty treatment for him. Seriously, I wish I had more pictures of 
him during this time. There is no more beautifying treatment than cleansing, 
nourishing, resting, and playing with like-minded people. He looked amazing, 
like never before. His hair had been bleached blond, just for the fun of it, and he 
showed off a golden tan. He was hot! Wearing his heart on his sleeve, his sweet 
authentic and vulnerable soul was irresistible. Everyone loved him instantly.

Within a week or so, he landed a job as an assistant to a videographer on a 
shoot we were doing for some advocacy work. There he met the new love of his 
life. She was the most beautiful and sought-after young woman in Boulder, with 
a family well-established in the community. Despite not wanting to jump in 
quickly, Aaron found she would not leave him alone, and he finally fell for her. 
They were lovely together, exchanging a deep and genuine love. But love is not 
enough when maturity levels are out of balance.

She had money and liked to drink, party, and enjoy her already established 
lifestyle, and why not? Aaron tried to keep up, but he was not ready to enter 
that world. Nevertheless, he did with my credit card, unbeknown to me. Several 
thousand dollars later, I came unglued. Gosh, I am so dumb sometimes. His 
girlfriend was emotionally healthy, so when Aaron began to consume her, she 
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resisted, and then finally fled. His emotions were like a wild mustang, never 
fully developed because since puberty, he had usually been medicated with 
sugar, alcohol, and pot.

Aaron’s emotional system was raw, and his physiology was not ready for 
alcohol and profound emotional demands. Note also that people who do 
meth usually do not drink alcohol or even eat much. Sugar, dyes, and some 
preservatives, especially in the form of alcohol, are nasty to the nervous 
system.

The women’s parents were unusually supportive of Aaron and me during 
the breakup. Realizing his tender state of emotions, they did all they could to 
support him through his agonizing pain. Once he realized he had lost his love, 
the abandonment was too painful to bear, so he returned to the only comforts he 
knew: pot, alcohol, and meth.

Rehab, Return, and Escape

A wild and eccentric guy lived in Boulder who had become my friend. He owned 
a drug and alcohol rehab center in Florida. How convenient was that? When I 
contacted him, he invited Aaron to attend his thirty-day program. I put Aaron 
on a plane and said to him, “You are welcome back into my life when you are 
committed to sobriety.”

Thirty days passed, and then Aaron flew back to Boulder on his birthday in 
late September. While there, he partied, drank, and did whatever else he fancied. 
Realizing he was not ready to live with sobriety, he called me for money so he 
could fly back to Florida and go into a halfway house. I said, “No!” Aren’t you 
proud of me? He informed me that a bus ticket was $60.00. When I refused to 
pay it, he sold his only belonging—a sofa—climbed on the bus, and returned to 
Florida. Yay for him! It was amazing what happened when I said, “No.”

Six months later, with a new girlfriend at his side, he returned to Boulder 
to begin anew. He and the girlfriend had met in the halfway house, of course. 
She had as many issues as he did. Oh, God, here we go again. The craziness 
escalated. Aaron got arrested again for something dumb and was scheduled for 
an appearance in court. He was a sick puppy, physically and emotionally. One 
day, he called and asked to meet me in the park.

We sat face to face as he told me he was going to run out on his bail, to the tune 
of $5,000, which I had put up for him, of course. He promised that when I was 
old, he would come and take care of me like his dad had done for his own mom. 
He was sincere and serious. I sat looking at him with my mouth hanging open. 
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Seriously, I thought, do you think that for one moment I have enough trust that 
you are going to be able to take care of me in my nineties? Seriously? Awe, shock, 
and anger washed over me in that moment. First, I never thought of myself as 
getting old and needing help. Then I felt this flash of energy enter me, like he 
was speaking truth. My mind was blown apart, while I did not blame him in a 
way, because now he faced serious incarceration. Left he did, with me holding 
the bag. The situation felt horribly familiar.

Aspen and the Work of Byron Katie

One weekend soon after, a group of friends and I drove to Aspen to see Byron 
Katie, the soon-to-be bestselling author of Loving What Is and other titles. My 
friends were familiar with “The Work,” the process Katie calls her method of 
inquiring into beliefs and judgments that cause us human mortals suffering. On 
our first morning after arriving in Aspen late the night before, everyone got busy 
writing their worksheets so they could do “The Work” with Katie.

Let me explain how The Work works. People boldly write down, on a 
worksheet provided by Katie’s organization, what is bothering them about a 
person or situation in their lives. In other words, their stories of what is causing 
them pain and suffering. Katie asks that they put their minds on paper. Then a 
brave soul will join Katie on the stage, worksheet in hand. Like a guru, she sits 
up there with a lovely table, adorned with flowers and a glass of water. Next to 
her is an empty chair fluffed and ready for the next willing participant. On stage 
in front of everyone, Katie facilitates one person at a time through her process. 
People read their thoughts and judgments from their worksheets, and then she 
asks her four famous questions:

1. Is it true?
2. Can you absolutely know it is true?
3. How do you react when you think the thought?
4. Who would you be without the thought?

And then, finally, she asks people to turn the thought around, giving the 
thought or concept another way to live inside of them.

A little surprised by the serious attention my friends gave to their worksheets, 
I realized I was there more for entertainment and a weekend in Aspen with 
cool people. I had no intention of doing “The Work” with Katie. With no one to 
play with our first morning together before going to the workshop, I joined in. 
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Spontaneously grabbing a worksheet, I pulled up a chair and began to write my 
story about Aaron. He was my biggest claim to suffering, so I casually wrote out 
my gut feelings, knowing this piece of paper would only be seen by me and me 
alone.

I was drawn to Katie’s work because it was riveting. People had the most 
incredible stories. I marveled at their courage to get up in front of an audience 
and expose themselves. It was better than The Jerry Springer Show. Katie was a 
master of helping people to see how ridiculously untrue most of their thoughts 
were, and how they were actually mirroring behavior with the projections 
and judgments they put on others. Her magic touch was in how loving and 
compassionate she was, and how vividly she listened.

I mean, talk about getting naked. People took their entire skins off. They 
walked on the stage in despair, knowing they were right and had valid reasons for 
their pain and judgments. They walked off the stage free from suffering, smiling, 
and often even laughing. Watching them and the process was miraculous. I 
admired their courage, particularly because it was something I would never do. 
Too shy, I would not expose myself like that in front of so many people. But I did 
not yet know that about myself.

After breakfast, we took a ride into town and gathered in the auditorium. 
Poised elegantly in her chair, Katie asked, “Okay, who wants to do The Work?” 
We watched and listened attentively as a couple of people went through the 
process with her. Witnessing her clever insight and quick humor while helping 
each person see how his or her own story was at the root of personal pain was 
entertaining to say the least. I was blown away while my rooted perspective on 
life began to loosen its grip.

After a short intermission of visiting with friends out on the auditorium’s 
front lawn, we returned for another round. Once we were all seated quietly, 
Katie asked, “So, who wants to do The Work?” As she scoped out the audience, 
no brave souls volunteering yet, her head turned my way. Without awareness 
or forethought, my arm lifted into the air. In the same moment, with swift 
precision, Katie caught my eye and her arm reached out with a pointed finger 
straight at me. “You,” she said, claiming her next victim. Trust me; I had nothing 
to do with it. Someone or something had raised my hand, within a flash, as if it 
had been orchestrated by a swift angel.

My body began walking to the stage. Oh, my God, how did this happen? Who 
did this? I wondered. What is happening? My emotions overtook me. Frightened, 
with a dry mouth, moist armpits, and a rapidly beating heart, I took a seat. 
“Let’s hear it,” she said. Worksheet in hand and my heart pounding, I said, “I am 
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saddened, upset, and angry at my son Aaron because he is ruining his life.” Here 
came question #1: “Is it true?” Katie asked like a puppet who always says the 
same thing. “Yes!” I exclaimed. “He does drugs, gets thrown in jail, puts other 
people in harm’s way, steals, and hurts himself.” There. Was I convincing? I 
thought so.

Not buying my story, Katie posed question #2, “Can you absolutely know, 
without a doubt, that it is true that Aaron is ruining his life?” I closed my eyes, 
went deeply inside, and looked far and wide. Could I know? As I searched my 
own consciousness to see whether it was true, I heard more of Katie’s words: 
“Perhaps this is his path, his journey to take, and he must do it his way.” She 
repeated the question, “Can you absolutely know that it is true that Aaron is 
ruining his life?”

I searched some more and could not find my thought to be true. Shit. She 
was right. “No,” I said. “I can’t.” For the very first time, a sliver of illuminating 
light poked through my archaic belief system. Something loosened.

Satisfied with my answer and ready to move on, Katie asked question #3: 
“How do you react when you think the thought that Aaron is ruining his life?” 
Again, I looked inside and watched my behavior. Oh, God, it looked like a movie 
about a stressed out mom with fixed attention on her son, calling and following 
him, helping him when it wasn’t appropriate, pleading with him to change, and 
constantly full of worry. Ugh! I quietly, slowly, and humbly told Katie what I saw.

Satisfied once again that her process was working beautifully, Katie posed 
question #4: “Who would you be without the thought that Aaron is ruining his 
life?” Familiar now with the territory of my own consciousness, I dove deep 
inside and discovered nothing but freedom. Ahhhh…my body melted with the 
thought. There went the strain, the fixed attention freed. I began to envision 
myself going through life with joy and carefree laughter, birthing a new and 
creative lifestyle and fulfilling my dreams. I could feel it more than I could 
describe it.

Without any words from me, Katie could see that I had landed in a new 
story. She went for the turn around. With an instructive tone, she said, “Turn 
the thought around.” Answering her questionably, I said, “Aaron is not ruining 
his life?” She looked at me and stated, “Could be just as true.” Wow! There was a 
new thought I had not yet thought.

My world had just been blasted open. I began to see that my way was not the 
only way or the “right” way. That did not mean I let go yet, but at least I knew 
where to look. Aaron was living his life his way, and although I could convince 
anyone, including myself, that I was right, the only thing I really knew to be true 
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was that Aaron was living as he was living, period, end of story. If I argued with 
reality, it would only cause me to suffer.

Floating in a sea of “ahas,” I heard Katie prod further, “There is another turn 
around.” When I gazed at her questioningly, she urged me on by saying, “I….” 
Catching her drift, I completed her thought, “I am ruining my life.” She added, 
“By thinking Aaron is ruining his.”

There it was! My thinking, my judgments, my attachment, and my 
codependency were ruining my life.

If that were not enough, then came her last question, one that expresses the 
overall theme of “The Work of Byron Katie”: “Who would you be without your 
story?” I looked deep into her blue eyes with the depth of mine meeting her in a 
new space of total acceptance. I replied with absolute resolve, “I don’t know, but 
I am going to find out.”

I couldn’t know the real truth in this situation because it was not mine to 
argue with. I learned from Katie that there are three kinds of business: my 
business, your business, and God’s business.

I learned that I must let go of the belief that Aaron was ruining his life because 
I was ruining my own life by constantly obsessing about his! Katie helped me 
see the bigger picture, so I could let go and let Aaron live his own life. It was 
with this work that I began to see the wisdom of working on ourselves, because 
when we change, everything changes, and all we can change is ourselves. We live 
in a matrix, and we are finding out that our thoughts and energy affect others 
without us even saying anything or passive-aggressively acting out. It was hard 
to let go, but it was the beginning of turning my focus toward myself.

My Buddha—Lessons of Detachment

Several months later, Aaron disappeared on the streets of Portland. He had fled. 
My body had healed and my energy was somewhat restored, but I had not heard 
from him in months, and the worry was eating me alive. I dreaded, yet prayed 
for his next phone call. I decided to take action by retrieving his childhood and 
teenage photographs, where he was smiling and happy, and distributing them 
throughout the house, wherever there was a vacant spot. During the days as 
I passed by them, I’d say, “Hi, Aaron! Be happy! Be safe!” It was important for 
me to see him smiling and happy, and it helped me to keep the energy up and 
loving—for both our sakes.

One night, I built a fire and prepared myself to do a prayer ceremony for our 
family. I wrapped myself in a buffalo hide that had been gifted to me by a shaman 
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and doused myself with frankincense. My mother would have been laughing at 
me, as she often did when I did weird things. The Buddha that Aaron had given 
me in Santa Cruz was placed on the hearth and I began my prayers. In a sudden 
flash of insight, I noticed the Buddha with shadows of firelight bouncing off of 
it, and I saw that Aaron was my Buddha, my greatest teacher. From him, I had 
to learn to detach in a healthy way like our Buddhist teachers implore. I had to 
learn how to be a better parent, a better person, and how to let go. I needed to 
turn my focus inward and drop all judgments.

Through Aaron, I got to see where our culture is damaged, how my own 
family had been damaged, and how our experience might serve others. I began 
to see the holes in our awareness and our social fabric. I saw more clearly our 
communities struggling with no common spiritual thread to bind them. Then 
the question arose, “What does appropriate help look like? When is it right 
to turn your back and hand the power back to the other?” Where is the fine 
line between empowering and allowing, lending a hand or walking away? If 
we interfere at the wrong time during a caterpillar’s transformation, we will 
destroy the caterpillar’s destiny to become a butterfly. It is so simple for them, 
those caterpillars and butterflies, because they do not question what they do. 
They just know what to do and when. We are the ones suffering because our 
minds continue to second-guess themselves, and our egos have an appetite to 
control. A few years later, I began to get further clarity on these questions, but in 
all honesty, as long as I am a mere mortal, I shall probably always vacillate in this 
vast pool of often confusing consciousness while living inside this body.

I prayed for guidance on how to proceed; how to stay alive without fear, doubt, 
and worry; how to stay healthy myself—to stay mindful, present, and on purpose, 
keep Aaron in my heart as “happy and healthy,” and use this experience to help 
others. Despite not knowing exactly what it meant, like years before, I knew I 
meant it. Something profound comes with a decision like this. I recognized I 
had made a decision, but I had no idea how to accomplish my inner or outer 
goals, and I knew it might be years before I manifested them as a living reality.

Spirit in Action

A few years back, during my summer at the ranch, Scout and I were on the 
Chickasaw Reservation, doing an empowerment training with the ropes course. 
During the dinner break, the very financially successful tribespeople gathered 
around the cafeteria offerings of high fat, fried meats and starches, sugary 
desserts, and sodas. I watched them with a lot of judgment, then went out into 
the night and asked myself, “Why do their actions bother me so much? Why 
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can’t I just lighten up and enjoy my life like everyone else? I sure used to.” The 
answer came: I held their teaching about connection to the land and all life in 
high regard. I thought, “Don’t they care? How could they make these choices 
that were so attached to the material world without giving thought to the natural 
world the way their ancestors did?”

Suddenly, I recognized my own arrogance, and in that moment, I 
acknowledged that stewarding myself, and the Earth, was a way that my spirit 
could be in action. I did not have to preach, judge, or even teach, for that matter. 
All I had to do was act in alignment with my own understanding and values. This 
would keep me in my own integrity—in my own business and out of others’.

From that moment on, my work became sharing, rather than having an 
agenda that required others to change. I had learned with Aaron that I could 
not change him, nor did having an agenda to do so empower him or myself. So 
a new me evolved—one that would simply share what I knew to be true for me. 
The profundity of this shift and how much lighter I felt are beyond my capacity 
to put into words, but they changed me, softened me.

The Columbine Horror

While I lived in Boulder, the Columbine school shootings took place. I 
remember not being able to sleep for nights because of the collective grief I felt 
in the air. Through my research, I later found that the single most consistent 
factor underlying such violent acts was that the perpetrator was or had been 
taking psychotropic medications. Now, I could see the connection to how we 
are raising our children from infancy to their teens, feeding them things that are 
not food, infant formulas that are proven to cause violent behavior,2 medicines 
that kill off entire digestive systems leaving weakened immune systems, and 
then topping those off with chemicals that alter brain chemistry.

It is now beginning to be recognized that most children’s deviant behavior 
can be eradicated by reestablishing a healthy gut and providing them with 
proper nutrition and nutritional supplement therapy. If those same children 
are instead put on drugs that alter their behavior even more, we are habituating 
their bodies to mood-altering chemicals, in the name of a cure. Instead of drugs, 
if another approach to their imbalance had been tried with these youthful 
offenders at the height of puberty, perhaps these violent deaths would not 
have happened. There are countless cases where suicide and violent behavior 

2 http://articles.mercola.com/sites/articles/archive/2001/06/13/soy-formula-part-one.aspx
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are connected to psychotropic medications, and there are countless cases 
where nutritional therapy is connected to healing, sobriety, brain health, and 
eradicating violent behavior.

Remembering back to when Aaron was thirteen and kicked out of private 
school, his puberty-experiencing body out of control, and he crying his eyes 
out, while I was a single mom working all the time, I can still hear him say, 
“What do you expect? We are just a bunch of kids with no parents around.” 
Our children’s nutrition is such a complex problem in our country, and there 
is more to it than I can say here. But it could be said that many, if not most of, 
our children are fully fed and still starving on many levels. Parents, too, for 
that matter. Could the ritual of the table be just one thing we can do to bring 
about connection, creating a space for authentic expression and bonding?

Fully Fed But Still Starving

I am not suggesting that if you take Pepsi and Snickers out of your kid’s life, 
that it will prevent him or her from becoming a drug addict or ever needing 
medication, and it will not necessarily mean he or she will live a happy, healthy 
non-violent life. What I am saying is that, after having spent countless hours 
doing research with some of the finest and most notable scientists and medical 
and healing professionals, I believe improving our children’s nutrition can aid in 
healing many of the health and social issues we face today. Now even dietary and 
gut protocols are associated with healing autism. More importantly, when we 
treat our bodies properly, value our Earth, and cultivate healthy communities, 
we establish meaning, bonding, self-discovery, and stewardship.

Parents, if you or your child is experiencing an illness of any kind, emotional 
or otherwise, do your research. (There are resources in the back of this book.) 
Once someone goes on a medication, it is difficult for him or her to come off it. 
And we have so little experience with medications really because they have just 
been around for a short period of time. Our long-term view is just now taking 
form.
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C H A P T E R  1 4

Into the Kitchen Again

In Los Angeles, while trying to develop the documentary I was working on, I 
ran out of money. This meant I had only change in my pocket. While driving 
the freeway in California, I called my friend who was working for Byron Katie 

at her office in Manhattan Beach. I told her I needed a job and I needed it now. 
She said she could give me an immediate job doing database work. I was there in 
half an hour. What a blast I had listening to recordings of Katie doing The Work 
while entering names into a database.

Katie puts on large trainings at international resorts. At the time, her menu 
request was a sugar-free, salt-free, vegan diet with no fried foods. Hotel culinary 
professionals had not been trained to prepare food like this, so the meals were 
always horrible. I told my friend that I could sprout for a hundred people with 
my eyes closed. Subsequently, I was asked whether I would like to attend Katie’s 
school in exchange for planning the menu for the upcoming training at a resort 
in Asheville, North Carolina. In addition to the menu, I would be responsible for 
ordering the food, training the food service staff at the resort, and writing a food 
service manual for future trainings. I agreed.

I already knew all the best suppliers from the natural products industry. 
I ordered Barlean’s organic flax oils, coconut oil, grains, Celtic sea salt from 
Selina’s Naturally, and local organic produce. I sprouted chickpeas, lentils, 
mung beans, sunflower seeds, and almonds.

Breakfast consisted of hot oatmeal and amaranth, fresh fruit, and fresh 
juices. At the end of the counter was a tub of coconut oil, for toppings, along 
with Celtic sea salt (used only as a condiment—never during cooking). Lunch 
featured a huge salad bar with all kinds of sprouts, and exquisite dressings made 
with Barlean’s organic oils. There would usually be a cooked squash or potatoes, 
too, and the cold pressed oils to be used in the “à la oils” fashion for dressing (no 
frying). Dinner offered another salad bar, a variety of rich dressings and sauces 
for plain steamed vegetables and winter squashes, and/or a variety of simply-
prepared legumes, like lentils.
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This might sound quite simple, but the success was enormous. People 
commented that they had never eaten such incredible food; they begged for 
recipes. No one complained like people had at past schools. The food service 
personnel were thrilled to learn these new techniques and my culinary career 
was launched.

Here’s the deal: Food does not have to be fancy. Just plain veggies, squash, 
grains, and other whole foods are delicious without a lot of muss and fuss and 
without numerous ingredients to hide the true flavors of plant foods. That is 
all I had served. The only thing that had more than one or two ingredients 
were the sauces. This was the beginning of the foundation for my company 
Essential Cuisine. Essential stands for all things essential in a healthy diet: 
high quality fats not altered by high heat, lots of vegetables, fresh fruits, and 
some gluten-free whole grains. Simple, simple, and really delicious.

Experimenting with the Sin of Foods

How ironic that a vegetarian—mostly vegan and raw food—girl would now 
experiment with raw animal products! I had considered milk an unfit food, due 
to its unhealthy method of manufacture and the diet and mistreatment of the 
cows who produced it.

Then, I met a woman whose very ill health, while growing up, had 
necessitated many rounds of antibiotics. By the age of thirty, she had been 
diagnosed with breast cancer. When an acquaintance convinced her to eat all 
animal foods raw, and not much else, she was healed and transformed. They 
called it the Primal Diet. I met her when she was in her mid-forties and she 
was lovely. She related the experience of another ill friend who also switched 
to raw animal foods; they healed his gut and digestion problems. I listened, 
both intrigued and disgusted, as she explained the theory behind the healing. 
It was all about bacteria and friendly flora—alive digestive juices.

Because raw dairy products could not be found in stores, a group of renegades 
sold the recommended products from a refrigerated truck, parked on a street in 
Santa Monica, twice a week. There, one could find grass-fed beef, raw milk from 
grass-fed cows, cream and butter, fertile eggs, hairy coconuts (not the young 
ones, wrapped in cellophane, which are sprayed for mold and other potential 
problems before shipping), pineapples, excellent olive oil, and some greens. 
Those who ate this way would bring their own food to parties: how odd to see 
someone open a container of raw beef, topped with raw eggs and olive oil. I 
never could go there—still can’t. But these people seemed to thrive. Their skin 
was also gorgeous, probably due to all the fat.



 INTO THE KITCHEN AGAIN

133

I couldn’t quite tolerate raw beef or any beef for that matter, yet I had no 
problem combining raw cream, eggs, honey, and fresh fruit to make homemade 
ice cream. Delicious, and it was good for me! Oh, my God, I was so happy because 
I love ice cream more than anything.

Now I understood the power of raw dairy and grass-fed beef to fulfill 
the need for live bacteria to aid our body’s digestion and immune system 
functions. I began fermenting raw milk for the most delicious kefir, and I also 
learned how to ferment coconut juice for a champagne-like beverage, full of 
probiotic friendly flora. I used the pulp and meat from the young coconuts to 
make coconut yogurt, and I served it with fresh berries and raw honey.

Occasionally, I would purchase a whole case of young coconuts and 
harvest all the juice and meat for large batches of the coconut kefir and 
yogurt. I even experimented with raw butter and honey, whipping the two 
together for an afternoon treat. Thus, another facet of Essential Cuisine 
emerged.

Although I did not turn into a raw carnivore, I did add raw dairy to my diet for 
the time being, specifically kefir, yogurt, and ice cream. During this time, I went 
to the doctor for a complete exam; I was in menopause. She had my hormones 
checked and prescribed lots of blood work. Her diagnosis and protocol: “Keep 
doing what you are doing; everything is perfect.”

I share this path of food discovery with you because I want to illustrate that 
it seems like whatever diet you choose, within the guidelines of organically 
grown and sustainable raised animals (if you so choose), they all seem to work 
to restore health and create a thriving brain and body. What do they all have in 
common? Real food from the Earth, not the factory. As for factory farming, it is 
poisoning the eco system, which means our air, water, and soil. The treatment of 
the animals is disgusting, and what these farmers feed the animals not only goes 
into our ecosystem, but it goes into humans, causing fatal health problems. That 
being said, responsible animal-farming practices exist that actually help restore 
soil and use far fewer resources.

Falling to My Knees in Another Surrender

One night while working for Katie and living in Santa Monica, my phone rang 
at midnight. My hallucinating son was screaming that he was being chased on a 
Northern California freeway by Japanese gang members. Then he hung up. No 
caller ID. The sorrow I had felt for him turned to fear for others in an instant. 
I placed a call to Al-Anon and asked for help, in complete surrender. Within 
moments, I was writing down this stranger’s advice.
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The rest of the night I spent praying that no one was hurt by my son’s 
behavior. Praying gives one the ability to move energy toward an outcome that 
brings peace. Praying is also a great way to hear yourself send out messages or 
ask for something, whether it be guidance for you or another. Whether it is God, 
Source, Spirit, or The Great Mystery, somehow, in the great unknown, we are 
given answers if we listen. We are given miracles if we can trust. And we are given 
faith that something greater than our mere mortal minds may be watching out 
for us. For me, praying allows my soul to speak to the greater soul of our maker.

Early the next morning, the phone rang and a familiar dark voice said, “I have 
a collect call from the San Francisco County Jail.” I was grateful that Aaron had 
merely been arrested and was alive. My son’s first words were, “I’m okay.” My 
first question was, “Was anyone hurt?” “No,” he said. He then demanded that 
I make several urgent phone calls for him. Shaking, I retrieved my script from 
the previous night’s call to an unknown voice and told him, “You have a Higher 
Power and I am not it. I am sure you will make the right decisions. I love you. 
Goodbye.” That’s it. I hung up! Oh, my God!

The phone rang six more times, but I did not answer. For the first time in 
my life, while on the other end of these calls, I let go and responded without 
scolding, crying, or inquiring. And I wanted to throw up. My whole physiology 
had experienced a new sensation in my emotional body. God, patterns are so 
hard to change sometimes. Some are so ingrained in our cells. I remembered 
back to the ranch and the ropes course where the physical and emotional body 
are put to the test. While in this state of new, you can anchor a new thought and 
thus inspire a new pattern. It is almost like you have to experience something 
emotionally profound while you offer up a new behavior, thus anchoring a new 
cellular memory.

Later, recognizing that I had been affected by many alcoholics and addicts 
in my life, along with the typical behavior patterns that result from such 
relationships, I became a grateful member of Al-Anon, the Twelve-Step program 
for people who are or have been in a relationship with an alcoholic or addict. I 
joined a new parents’ meeting being held near my home, which was now back in 
Southern California. The Al-Anon community helped me put my attention back 
on myself, and I learned not to act from blame or guilt. The community helped 
me see that I had done the best I could with what I knew at the time. However, 
I also accepted responsibility for my part in the experience my son and I were 
having.

Again, I was in a circle. The Native Americans knew to circle up to find 
solutions. Greater wisdom always comes out of a circle. Now in our culture, 
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we are circling up to express, share, bond, and receive help in AA and other 
communicative spiritual practices.

The people in the Al-Anon meeting offered me support as I discovered which 
patterns of my operating system I had become addicted to. Total acceptance 
from them for the way things were softened me and allowed me to move from 
shame and guilt to a deeper place of acceptance and love. They were able to hold 
me in my fear, doubt, and worry. They did not judge. My family never knew what 
to say to me, or what to do. They did not understand. For the first time in this 
long journey, I had a tribe that understood. I did not have to stand alone in this 
horror any more.

They say an addict or alcoholic will only quit when he hits bottom, in a 
moment of complete surrender. I learned Aaron and I were mirrors for each 
other. I had to hit my bottom, which I just had. My bottom was that I could not 
stand to live with this fear and scenario in me for one more second.

My son ended up in court again without my support, and he was sentenced 
to two years in San Quentin State Prison. I was deflated and sober with the 
memory of all my efforts being for naught.

Mother’s Day at San Quentin

Rather than experience another Mother’s Day alone, I flew to San Francisco 
(from southern California), rented a car, and went to surprise my son. When 
I arrived at the prison, many other mothers and lots of young children were 
lined up to be checked in and visit their husbands, dads, and sons. I was grateful 
that Aaron was somewhere safer than the streets and away from drugs (even 
though the words “San Quentin” would scare anyone who hears them).

While visiting Aaron, I said to him, “There is nothing you can do to keep me 
from loving you. If this is the way you want to live, then so be it. I will not judge 
you. I will receive some of your collect calls, mail you your favorite treats, and 
visit when I can. If this is what you are going to do, then I will accept it and hope 
to cultivate a good relationship with you regardless of your choices or where 
you live.” This also meant I would no longer help or enable him. I was just going 
to love him and enjoy his company and our relationship the best I could like any 
proud parent would. The stigma had to go. There is great power in acceptance—I 
now fondly call it the big “A” word.

Aaron, like 75 percent of inmates, was incarcerated because of crimes 
associated with drug use. Drug use, sales, stealing, and smuggling are costing 
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our society more than we can ever know. We need to recognize drug use for what 
it is—a health crisis—and treat it accordingly.

One advantage of incarceration for Aaron was that 75 percent of his 
fellow inmates were there for the same reason, so Aaron had brothers. He had 
community and he had structure. Every time he got out, he was let loose and 
told to go get a job. He had no skills, no clue about how to go on a job interview, 
and no self-esteem. How could he? No wonder he would end up back behind 
bars after a parole violation and then be let out again. This happened twice. My 
lonely boy had become used to the only tribe he knew. While I am sure he has 
stories about prison life I will never hear and don’t want to, the ones he shared 
with me were laced with humor and good vibes from the fun he and his fellow 
inmates had while incarcerated. Yes, you read that right, fun!

Thank God for Al-Anon

I stayed close to my Al-Anon community and kept growing and feeling more 
acceptance of my path. I shed my skin and became even more vulnerable. I 
dared to change. I began to reach out for help, let go, and trust God, myself, and 
my son, even if I had to pretend at first. It was a start.

Meanwhile, the new parents’ meeting, which had been held in a small room 
in the basement of a hospital, grew from eight to more than fifty parents, within a 
year. Another meeting, in a nearby city, numbered over one hundred. Teen drug 
and alcohol addiction was becoming an epidemic. I learned that the majority (75 
percent) of convicts in our jails and prisons are drug offenders or perpetrators 
of crimes related to drug addiction. I recalled my own son’s experience with 
nutrition when, in 1987, the Surgeon General announced that 80 percent of all 
diseases are diet-related.

The Surgeon General was most likely referring to physical diseases, but now 
we can see the long-term effects of losing the ritual of the table and exchanging 
it for a diet of nutritionally deficient fast food; the diseases have accumulated 
in numbers, running far and wide, affecting our children, our adults, our Earth, 
and our culture. I couldn’t help but see the connection between diet and how we 
are growing our own human garden. The ramifications are deep and wide with 
environmental pollution, politics, economic misappropriation of funds in the 
way of subsidies, and souls craving something that hurts rather than nourishes 
them.

The dots were connecting for me as I sat in meeting after meeting, in awe. 
Parents were going through hell along with their children. No one knew the 
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answer, and most of them, like me years before, were not willing to let their 
precious teens get arrested and go to jail. Many would have sold their houses 
along with their souls to prevent such a catastrophe—and many did. The Twelve-
Step program is a spiritual one, so now I was on another spiritual journey. This 
one provided more tools for growth, new tribal brothers and sisters, and a 
new language. The Twelve Steps provided me with a miraculous recovery and 
community for which I am forever grateful.

It may be hard to believe, but my personal experience was actually comforting 
to many parents. My son was now close to thirty. He had served time, been in two 
rehabilitation programs, and was still alive. This gave me some sort of hope. I, 
too, was still alive, and I had become wiser and stronger. In Al-Anon, we parents 
decided together that our children were our greatest teachers, and together, we 
would continue to work on our own growth, if only to assure theirs.

I would be a liar if I didn’t admit that I wanted to scream out to these parents 
to do everything they could to get their kids healthy—to get them nutritional 
intervention once they got them into rehab or off the streets. I wanted to shout 
what I knew about the profound connection between nutrition and addiction. 
But people were not ready to hear it, and I understood why. They were listening 
to doctors and believing that their children had ADHD, placing them on Ritalin, 
thinking their problems could be solved by pills. It was much easier to make a 
diagnosis that someone was bipolar, depressed, or schizo than to change his or 
her eating habits. I witnessed many parents accept that their son or daughter 
was bipolar after one appointment with a therapist. Medications followed, and 
there you go. Now, don’t get me wrong here. I know I sound a bit idealistic. The 
last thing an alcoholic is going to do is google nutrition books and make plans 
to change his or her diet. No matter what their ages, addicts are not equipped 
for self-care. They can barely get off the alcohol or drug, and that is challenging 
enough. When they do quit, they usually start eating copious amounts of comfort 
foods, sugar, or anything else to shift their desires for the alcohol or drugs.

Perhaps a strategy of medications is effective short-term, but huge problems 
will ensue if the child’s physiology is never restored. The bigger truth is that this 
children’s epidemic is growing out of control.

How dare therapists diagnose such a ridiculous belief of a mental illness 
or disorder into a person without any proof? Their proof is usually an hour 
or so with a patient or parent—no blood test, brain test, or anything else to 
substantiate that the child’s brain chemistry is off.

Please see the resources section for a list of films and books to learn more 
about this atrocity. Dr. Kelly Brogan is doing her best to help women get off 
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medications and to empower them to heal their bodies and brain chemistry 
through excellent nutrition and yoga. I highly recommend her book, A Mind of 
Your Own. She is having great success with her patients.

I understand the relief parents might feel upon hearing that a pill will save 
their child’s life. If someone had offered me one that I thought would work, I 
surely would have tried it. Of course, parents want to believe these diagnoses. 
However, too often the doses prescribed lead to suicide, suicidal behavior, 
depression, craziness, or fatal relapses. When the body and soul are out of 
balance, one’s capacity for self-stewardship is also lacking. The only way to 
achieve true balance is to eliminate the most dynamic culprit—the drug of 
choice. Too often, that culprit is a diet lacking in nutritious food.
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Experimenting with Diet

By 1999, I was suffering from chronic lower back problems and had some x-rays 
taken. They showed two herniated disks in my neck and two in my lower back. 
I also began to have pain and stiffness in my joints every morning and my weird 
skin condition returned on my chest and leg. With all this, extreme fatigue also 
returned; I couldn’t catch a breath deep enough to get me through the day. 
I had been that way since just before my breast implants were taken out and 
then subsequent to my surgery. It took years and a combination of changing 
my diet many times and seeing several practitioners to heal a condition that 
obviously compromised my immune system. They now call these symptoms 
“auto immune.”

Homeopathy and Ayurvedic

To resolve my health issues, I first turned my attention to my skin condition. 
Around this same time, I was in a car accident and hurt my back and neck 
even more. For one year, I went to a chiropractor, practiced Pilates, and saw a 
homeopathic doctor, who put me on another diet. Oh, gosh. My body must have 
said to itself, “Here she goes again, trying yet another diet.”

Dr. George, a homoeopathist at the Hahnemannian Research Center in 
Orange County, California, asked that I follow his protocol. Being from India, 
he wanted me to be on more of an East Indian diet, full of red lentils, chickpeas, 
mung beans, brown rice, and lots of vegetables. He requested that I cook all my 
vegetables and legumes, use only olive oil, and eat lots of berries and papaya. He 
allowed no animal products, dairy, white flours of any kind, or alcohol. I could 
not drink any coffee, only chai tea. I was “getting my chai on” before Oprah. This 
was a different diet from what I was on in Boulder, but I just did what he said—
another surrender.

It was fairly easy for me to eat this way since I knew the territory through 
my experience preparing legumes. I still had to learn more about the spices 
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and widen my expertise with vegetable and legume combinations—thus soup 
preparation entered my culinary regime.

Within a few weeks, my skin eruptions were lessening, and within a month, 
they were gone, never to return. I stayed on with Dr. George for several more 
months. My energy rebounded and I began to feel balance in my body again. The 
inflammation that caused my back and neck pain subsided, and my joints felt 
great. This was all due to exercise, homeopathic medicine, supplements, and 
diet. Restored health was mine again, without use of or addiction to medications 
of any kind.

Another Level of Essential Cuisine Emerges

To this day, my arthritis condition can come back, in my hands and lower back, if 
I veer too far off my diet. I now eat a lot of turmeric and other anti-inflammatory 
foods. I found that sugar and bad fats, both of which cause inflammation, are 
the root of most joint pain or problems. For example, if I drink too much red 
wine, the symptoms come back, so I keep it in check. Inflammation is the root 
of all disease. Sugar is known to cause inflammation, and now we are learning 
that the consumption of “bad fats” and the overeating of omega-6s (mostly from 
vegetable oils) can cause inflammation, too.

I learned that most nutritional protocols promote good health if they include 
whole organic food from the Earth—cooked or raw. I recommend using oils 
from impeccable milling processes (meaning without heat)—mostly olive—and 
including a good source of saturated fat (coconut, ghee, or butter). Eat animal 
foods sparingly—free-range and wholesomely fed. Finally, include a probiotic 
for naturally fermenting food in your daily diet.

I had learned to prepare and cook foods from the Earth in many different 
ways. Now, I learned how to combine them with standard culinary teachings. 
Over the years, I had also learned the shortcuts and the power of “super-foods,” 
as they are called now. I learned how to fuel myself simply and affordably. I had 
experienced toxic poisoning from implants, candidiasis, menopause, adrenal 
exhaustion, and auto-immune symptoms, and I had flirted with arthritic joints 
and bone loss. I had also experimented with every kind of dietary discipline: 
diets to promote adrenal repair, inhibit bone loss, cultivate radiant skin, and 
encourage excellent digestion. My final conclusion from all these experiences 
is that food matters. What you are eating (and not eating) makes a dramatic 
difference in your health and your life.
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My research and personal body testing also reawoke me to the power of 
cleansing and revitalizing. Cleanse, nourish, and fortify. The human body, like 
all of Earth’s living organisms, has a remarkable capacity to regenerate and heal. 
If we give our bodies more of what life and the Earth provide us with naturally, 
there is, arguably, no more beautifying treatment. A combination of clean air and 
water, nourishing food, and deep sleep is the best prescription for real beauty.

Are there other lifestyle practices I use to achieve a healthy balance in life? 
You bet. I move my body as much as I can with activities I love: swimming, yoga, 
dancing, and walking. And my inner world is always a work in progress since I 
live as a seeker of growth and truth.

Well now, don’t I just sound like the good girl? The truth is I am as mortal 
as anyone and I live in the U.S. where there is awesome food everywhere I 
turn. A vibrant social life, particularly with those not of your own ilk, can test 
even the best of us. I have definitely thrown caution to the wind sometimes 
and indulged in too much sugar, had a hangover or two, skipped meals, and cut 
corners when I knew I should not. For the most part, though, I am brainwashed 
into being a believer in nutritious eating. Yet, more than being brainwashed, I 
have experienced so many levels of health in this body of mine. I have become 
acquainted with my girl; I know what motivates her with adequate energy. I 
know how to put her to bed for a good night’s sleep, and how to wake her up for 
a focused day. What I think and feel also contributes to her health, so I must be 
aware of my thoughts and feelings. I must take care not to scold her or put her 
down in any way. I must also tell her “No” when she craves something that may 
not serve her. Equally, I must please her all I can. We all have the same job. Get 
to know your body; give it the love and respect it deserves as your partner in life. 
My girl is my gift.

Exploring and Teaching

During my explorations of different healing modalities and diets, I found 
myself happily back in the kitchen, preparing a variety of new and exciting 
foods. Committed to putting my theories into practice, I wasn’t satisfied until 
I translated my newfound expertise into delicious recipes that fit my active 
lifestyle. Like many Americans, I want not just to know but also to know how.

Cultured foods—rich sauerkrauts, kimchi, and kefir—entered my life and 
have never left. Such foods supply our inner ecosystem with friendly flora, the 
good bacteria so many of us lack. Every person I introduce to cultured vegetables 
says there is noticeable improvement in their digestion within a couple of days.
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My next challenge was to incorporate East Indian Ayurvedic principles into 
my diet, preparing varieties of cooked legumes, chickpeas, mung beans, and 
colorful herbs. I learned about alkalizing principles and which foods, including 
grains, are the most alkalizing to the body. With raw food cuisine, I had already 
learned a great deal about fats and oils and the best way to utilize nuts and seeds 
for greater absorption.

I attended annual national natural food trade shows. At each one, natural 
and organic food manufacturers and artisan food producers displayed their 
foods, and held seminars to espouse the high functionality of those foods. 
Authors, scientists, health professionals, and agricultural experts conducted 
symposiums to educate attendees about the new foods and supplements 
entering the marketplace. I learned a great deal about food, how it tasted, and 
how it was grown, processed, milled, and packaged at these expos. Then, I 
learned how to incorporate my knowledge into my daily life.

As I experimented with various cuisines, I uncovered several common 
principles of excellence underlying the most popular dietary practices:

1. Predominance of plant foods, including fats and oils, grown in the Earth’s 
most vibrant and healthy soil, with limited processing.

2. Animal foods from stock raised on diets rich in grass and free of chemicals, 
hormones, and antibiotics.

3. Un-pasteurized, hormone- and antibiotic-free dairy products from cows 
in excellent health.

4. Live, naturally-fermented, cultured foods, like sauerkrauts, kefirs, and 
yogurts from plant or grass-fed organic dairy.

Learning from Centenarians

Combining unique and varying culinary principles brought me the most joy—
especially raw food cuisine with cooked food cuisine—taking the healthiest 
from both and creating unique, yet simple, recipes that began to be noticed. I 
had always loved feeding people, so a new career was birthing for me. Family 
members asked for recipes and I began giving in-home classes. My concepts 
were new in the American kitchen, but not new elsewhere; the Sardinian 
centenarians, living in the rich Mediterranean region, had discovered them 
long before I did.

The centenarian diet captured and held my attention. In his book Healthy at 
100, John Robbins reflects on the dietary practices and lifestyle of people living 
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healthy radiant lives into their eighties and up. His research revealed that these 
centenarians’ individual diets, with their diverse culinary backgrounds and 
styles, all share a common thread. They consist of approximately 70 percent raw 
and 30 percent cooked foods (including a small amount of animal products) and 
regular ingestion of a naturally fermented food, whether made from grains or 
vegetables. Centenarians’ food, for the most part, is locally grown and regionally 
sourced. Furthermore, each culture raised strong, healthy animals and had 
access to a clean, fresh source of water.

Although they amaze us with their ages, centenarians can also teach us many 
lessons about our own lives. Certainly, key lifestyle factors contribute to good 
health: exercise, loving relationships, a sense of purpose, community, and so on. 
As for nourishment, it must become central to our consciousness, as it is with 
the centenarians. When our dietary practices align with the health of the whole 
bio system, all relationships are enhanced and life becomes more connected 
and meaningful. This “spiritual respect” serves all aspects of our lives.

Perhaps this is the time to ask yourself, “Do I want to live to be a hundred?” 
If so, then now is the time to begin making those choices that will create a body 
that lasts. If not, what quality of life would you like to have when your body starts 
to fail? Now is when you are being given this opportunity—not tomorrow. Now.

Cookbook Creation

The year I saw the homeopathic doctor, I was living in Laguna Beach. My sister 
had been begging me for years to write a cookbook. The students at the School 
for the Work of Byron Katie had asked, too. However, I didn’t think there was 
much to write. My methods seemed so simple. I thought everyone knew how to 
cook a vegetable or a winter squash.

In my effort to write a little book for my sister for Christmas, I began jotting 
down recipes. It was then that I learned about Laguna Culinary Arts, a home 
chef school with a variety of chefs teaching their specialties. I approached the 
school with the idea of my raw food and à la oils classes. It was willing to give me 
a try.

I now learned how to write recipes, plan for classes, and teach. My raw food 
classes were a hit, but the à la oils classes were hard to market. No one wanted to 
think about eating oils. When people were developing fat phobias and wanting 
to rid themselves of fat on their bodies, who wanted a class about fat?
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While working for Laguna Culinary Arts, I could audit any class I wanted, as 
long as there was room. I signed up for every class I could, and I soon became 
one of its main culinary teachers for its corporate events.

I learned how to bake chocolate mousses, make a simple sauce, and grill 
vegetables, fish, chicken, and beef. I learned how to make reduction sauces, 
create a variety of risottos, make beautiful cheese platters, and infuse oils with 
fresh herbs. I learned how to wrap a chicken for baking, and wrap pork roasts 
and tenderloins, too. Yes, that’s right—the raw food vegan girl standing over a 
hot stove—teaching corporate America how to make all those dishes we see on 
the Food Network.

Inside, I felt rather odd, and I secretly hoped my previous colleagues would 
never know. Yet it was here that I found a new understanding for what people 
wanted, what they needed, and what they were willing to put effort into.

The kitchen is always the place to build community, and besides good food, 
that’s what our classes were about. I grew more appreciative of my nutrition 
and culinary knowledge, as well as my own style of cooking. I found that Middle 
America could not see beyond the grill and the green salad. There was confusion 
and a sense of guilt accompanying most meals—as if indulging in something you 
love were some sort of sin, accompanied by some sort of lingering discontent or 
a feeling of not being aligned, plus a mysterious element of ignorance.

While studying, I became very interested in wine pairing and took my first 
training for WSET (Wine, Spirit, and Education Trust) Wine Certification. It 
was a nine-week course with a challenging test that I passed with honors, despite 
it being one of the hardest certifications I ever studied for. The hardest part was 
having to spit out the wonderful wines we tasted! The class was on Saturdays 
from 9 a.m. to noon. I walked out of there drunk many times. I was stashing 
half-full wine glasses behind my spitting bucket because I just could not bear to 
toss it, until I ruined a couple of Saturdays by being in a slightly drunken stupor; 
then toss it I did. Now, looking back, having forgotten much of what I had to 
memorize, I fondly recall that the best thing I learned in the wine certification 
course was to “spit.”

Island Bound

Sitting quietly on the beach in Dana Point, California, I had to make a life 
decision. Should I plant myself in Southern California and begin this career of 
cooking and teaching, or answer an invitation to move to Maui? Pick coconuts 
from my own tree? Live in beautiful tropical weather? Duh! With a job offer, I felt 
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secure, but I had no idea what I would do in Maui in the way of food education 
since I did not know much about the island’s culture and had only a few friends 
there.

I went anyway and planted myself there. After my job was over in six months, 
I wanted to create a video about the basics I had learned since I knew people 
wanted to learn about basic methods to nourish themselves. Essential Cuisine 
had evolved to raw, cooked, and cultured—a balance of core culinary techniques 
to teach novices what they needed to know to create a healthy, culinary lifestyle. 
Thus, my business was born. I had no clue how to market these videos, but I soon 
found that I was not the only one jumping on the bandwagon to heal America 
with the power of food.

With a group of wonderful committed foodies, we started a Slow Food 
Convivium on Maui. Within a year or so, I was privileged, after submitting a 
long application, to obtain an all-expenses paid trip to the Terra Madre Salone 
del Gusto, the Slow Food convention in Italy. This conference is basically the 
Fancy Food Show of Europe. Seriously unbelievable. I had never seen so much 
food in my life. Artisans from all over Europe came to display their cuisine. You 
can’t even imagine the diversity of food from Greece, Germany, Italy, France, 
Holland, etc. Each cuisine was so different and interesting. Thousands convened 
at the conference from all over the world in the full dress of their countries.

I traveled through Italy, from vineyard to vineyard, learning about the Italian 
way of life. I stayed with families and enjoyed what I learned to call “peasant 
food,” great lunches with potatoes, vegetables, and meats, prepared in many 
different ways. During the olive oil harvest, I picked olives and visited three olive 
oil mills. I fell in love with olive oil, balsamic vinegar, and Parmigiano-Reggiano 
(Parmesan cheese). My culinary world opened even more, and Essential Cuisine 
began to expand its borders.

The full story of Italy and Slow Food would take another book. What’s 
important to know is that all these cultures thrive when living with culinary 
practices that offer diverse ways of combining creativity, ancient practices, 
and foods from various soils and climates. Cultures thrive when people eat 
from the Earth—a healthy Earth with clean air, water, and soil. Many of these 
cultures’ spiritual practices center on food and music. Food. Food. Food.
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Aaron Ages Out

After Aaron was in and out of prison a couple of times, he went to live 
with his dad. It seemed they had some heavy duty karma to live out. It 
was a wild and dramatic time, during which Aaron fell in love with a 

woman from Mexico. Of course, she too had done some time. Addicts seem to 
find each other so easily, like magnets.

After they had been together for a year or so, I put my big nose in their 
business and pulled every string I could to bring them to Hawaii. I naively 
thought we would all live happily ever after. Wrong.

The area of Maui where I lived was known as the meth area. How smart was I 
to bring Aaron there right in the heart of it all? His parole officer warned me, but 
my idealistic brain would not listen. I was just so excited to have my son back in 
my life after so many years. I even got him a job in a local business. Once settled, 
I had to fly back to Southern California to help with my mom. While I was gone, 
Aaron and his girlfriend began to use again. Shit.

The nightmare that manifested once again was hideous. Without dragging 
you through the mud, I will summarize the details. Aaron’s girlfriend was 
deported to Mexico and he jumped on a plane to California in hopes of finding 
a way to follow her. He wanted to make sure she was safe. I was horrified and 
begged him not to go, but go he did.

Before Aaron left, he stopped using on his own. He got a job, saved money, 
visited our family in Southern California, and boarded a bus for as far south as 
he could go in Mexico. There she met him and they moved to a village where her 
extended family lived. His girlfriend, who was born in Mexico, had been raised 
since infancy in the United States, so she was educated and had excellent English 
language skills. She was able to snag a dream job working for a large computer 
company stationed in Mexico. Although her salary was only $600 per month, it 
was just enough for them to live on.

Aaron had finally aged out (a term used in AA for when someone finally 
gets old enough to quit his destructive ways). Very shortly after, his girlfriend 
became pregnant. They then decided that their drug use was something from 
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the past; they had suffered enough loss, and they were going to opt for the family 
God was offering them. Both were thrilled, and they were ready to accept the 
responsibility. Tests were done for the baby’s health. They had a green light for 
a healthy birth, and it was confirmed by the active kicking that went on inside 
the womb.

One day, when the baby was six-and-a-half months along, too excited to wait 
any longer to know the baby’s gender, they stopped by a local clinic for another 
sonogram. The good news was that it was a boy; the bad news was that it had a 
hole in its little skull—his soft spot was not closing. They, along with me, were 
devastated. They sought another opinion, but the result was the same—Matthew, 
the name they had picked for their boy, had a condition that was not conducive 
to life. Labor was forced and baby Matthew was born without a sound. Alone, his 
parents held him, dressed him, and buried him after an all-night candle vigil in 
their little home on a loud, busy street in Mexico.

When I visited them a couple of weeks after Matthew’s birth, which sent him 
to heaven, Aaron’s girlfriend asked me, “Do you think our drug use had anything 
to do with Matthew’s death?” I thought quietly before speaking. “What has 
worked for me, in looking back on what I might have done wrong, is to avoid 
blame or guilt, but to take full responsibility for the role I may have played. If 
you both want children, then all you have to do is create a healthier garden for 
them to grow in.” She nudged my son and said, “That means you, too. I want 
healthy sperm from you—here, take your vitamins.” It was cute.

However, as my visit continued, I watched in horror as my son continued 
to guzzle sodas and munch on candy bars. His allergies were out in full bloom, 
and it was extremely difficult to keep from lecturing him. I waited for the right 
moment before I said, “If you would consider just eliminating sugar from your 
diet, just that alone, I bet you would notice a huge difference.” His girlfriend was 
interested. I went on, “The second thing would be to include some good essential 
fatty acids in your diet and take your supplements to build your body back.”

We spent time together in the local grocery store, looking at items and 
creating ways for them to replace sodas and candy in affordable ways. Once 
more, they needed to learn to cook. They had a two-burner hot plate in their 
tiny room above an unbelievably busy street, but just around the corner was a 
typical street market with vendors of fresh veggies and fruits. Old pickup trucks 
lined the streets with hundreds of coconuts in their beds. Other trucks laced 
the street with freshly slaughtered chickens hanging from racks. Little bakeries 
adorned the street with tortillas, cookies, and other bread-like rolls. Fresh food 
was around the corner. The grocer supplied the rice, beans, and sparkling water. 
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They did not have enough money for much else, and certainly not drugs. Thank 
God, although that had never stopped them before.

The night before I left, we were having dinner at the local restaurant. I asked 
them, “So now what? What do you want?” Aaron replied, “I want Matthew back.” 
His sorrow and anguish were more intense than ever before in his life. He had 
lost his firstborn, most likely due to his own actions. When I left, he said, “I don’t 
want to be responsible for dead babies anymore.”

Two weeks later, after I was home, Aaron called me. “Mom,” he said, “I quit 
drinking sodas and eating sugar, and I haven’t sneezed since.” Within two more 
weeks, he was awake enough to realize how he had been poisoning himself, 
which inspired him to begin nourishing himself a bit more. He also quit smoking 
at this time. Since he and his girlfriend were living on very little money, they 
often called me for advice. First, they started buying whole foods in bulk: rice 
and other grains and legumes. Then, they added meat and eggs, as they could, 
and homemade cheese (no milk since it was all pasteurized). Their vegetables 
were from local farmers, as were the lemons, avocados, coconuts, and greens 
they bought. Now and then, they treated themselves to rolls from the local 
bakery and their favorite coconut cookies. They drank carbonated water with a 
little fruit juice for a refreshing drink. They formed new connections with their 
souls, minds, and bodies.

Every day, my son was feeling better and better. He began taking the 
supplements I sent him to heal his lungs from asthma. His favorite program on 
TV was The Biggest Loser, and one day, he asked me how he could do the kind of 
work the trainers did on the show. When I asked him what inspired him about 
the trainers, he replied, “They are helping people.” He related to the participants’ 
challenges and transformations, just as he was experiencing his own. Through 
that show, and the changes in his diet, he began awakening to his true nature: to 
help others.

The Mighty Oak

Stories have been told for generations about the acorn and the mighty oak. 
When I see parents oblivious to their children’s health, I feel sad and frustrated. 
What are we doing to our children? The seed that tall oak trees come from is the 
little acorn. Would we plant the acorn and then pour soda or chemical dyes all 
over it and still expect in twenty years a mighty oak? What makes us think we 
are any different? We need the same vital nutrients that all life on Earth needs: 
clean air, clean water, and clean soil to grow our food. The Earth’s rivers and 
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oceans cannot cope with the large amounts of impurities they receive from 
polluting, human sources. The biosphere can, all too easily, die. What makes 
us think we can pollute ourselves with foreign objects like “pseudo-foods”? 
How dare we even call anything, which contains pesticides, preservatives, and 
artificial flavors, “food”? We all know these pseudo-foods are affecting us in 
ways we never could have foreseen.

For Aaron, merely removing the pseudo-foods that caused his problems long 
ago taught me how essential real food is to our mental, physical, and emotional 
health.

Could it be that many of us have never felt what it is like to feel really alive and 
full of vitality? Could our internal experience of our bodies differ considerably 
from the bliss reported by indigenous peoples of the world who lived in the 
purer, non-polluted past?

Could our exposure to toxins be the reason why 6.7 percent of American 
adults and 5 percent of our children are diagnosed with depression, and why so 
many take mind-altering drugs? Could depression be a reason our youth reach 
for something—even though destructive—to make them feel better—or numb? 
Could it be that a majority of the American population, even while eating 
copious amounts, actually suffers from a new type of malnutrition? Could we 
all, to some extent, be physically, emotionally and soulfully stifled from eating 
this poisoned pseudo-diet?

As in Aaron’s case, pseudo-foods may have caused much more long-term 
suffering than we could have ever imagined. If we would readily defend our 
children from overt physical assaults, the boogie man or a angry dog, why would 
we allow them to suffer from ingesting substances posing as food? If we wish to 
heal a society with such a high incidence of chronic illnesses we must nourish 
our children with love, excellent behavior and real food. It is our best defense 
but more than that it is the gift presented to us naturally from our Source. Our 
children, the “acorns,” are the mighty oaks of tomorrow. We must now be their 
“mighty oaks”—their protective elders, defending them from pseudo-food 
assaults.

“Grandfather, Sacred One, teach us love, compassion, and 
honor that we may heal the earth and heal each other.”

—  O j i b w a  P r a y e r
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C H A P T E R  1

What Is Really  
Going on Here?

“Today we know more about food and health than ever. We 
have the most advanced medical system ever, and yet, we have 
higher rates of obesity and diabetes and chronic illness than 

any other population that has ever lived on the planet. How is 
this possible?”

—  J o h n  R o b b i n s

Now that I have hopefully convinced you about the need for healthy food 
and how our fast-food lifestyle and factory-made foods are creating a 
health crisis in our country, it’s time to ask: Why aren’t the issues being 

addressed faster, and what can we do about it?
Three reasons stand out for me:
1. Ignorance about just how powerful food is to our mental, physical, and 

emotional health, as well as the health of our air, water, and soil.
2. Lack of skills, time, and money within our fast-paced, not-enough-time, 

too-expensive lifestyles.
3. A disconnection from nature, our Creator, and our own bodies. 

1. The Power of Food

I find that people of all ages know what healthy food is, but they don’t realize 
or don’t believe that the right dietary practice can heal almost any disease, 
including diabetes, auto-immune diseases, arthritis, high blood pressure, and 
even cancer. Conversely, the wrong foods can destroy one’s ability to focus, 
learn, bend, feel, digest, run, play, express, and love.
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For years, man’s spiritual and political practices advocated eating a certain 
diet. Some monks dine on a sugar- and chemical-free vegetarian fare. Their 
diet, aligned with their spiritual practice, keeps them mentally, physically, 
and emotionally peaceful, allowing them to meditate. In contrast, political 
warriors of long ago feasted on a diet high in meat and alcohol to provide them 
with the aggression needed for battle, and a sexual appetite for their robust 
playtime. Food matters. These people knew the power of it.

Our dietary choices affect our moods, inner harmony, brain, hormonal and 
organ function, natural cleansing, beauty, and vitality. With an appropriate 
sense of place, our food can create community, bonding, and self-discovery. 
With integral agricultural practices, our food choices can also provide a bounty 
of vibrant food for us today, as well as for future generations. In our Western 
culture, food has the potential to provide us with the healing we need for our 
bodies and our souls.

Our lifestyle today creates our body of tomorrow. Why do you think the 
celebrated centenarians live to a vibrant one hundred years old? It is because 
they lived their entire lives with an Earth-based diet, adequate exercise, and 
an intimate connection to nature, their Source and each other. The Surgeon 
General said it thirty years ago: “Eighty percent of our diseases are diet-
related.” Food is far more powerful for the human body than most realize.

Remembering that what we do to the Earth, we do to ourselves, and what 
we do to ourselves, we do to the Earth, we could say that 80 percent of our 
environmental diseases are also diet-related. Again, I find people are really 
concerned about the environment, but they often have no idea that their 
dietary choices contribute significantly to its condition; however, mindful 
choices with every food purchase could play a huge role in reversing the 
situation.

My intent for bringing forward, in tandem, agricultural and nutrition 
awareness is to illustrate their vital link. We can no longer afford to be 
ignorant. Understanding the interconnectedness of our nutritional needs and 
biological similarities will bring us into the light of awareness where we can 
make more mindful choices. When we feel better, we will do better.

2. A Fast-Paced Lifestyle = No Time, No Skills, No Money

Unless someone is extremely motivated, has a terminal disease, or is 
overweight, it can be challenging to learn a whole new lifestyle around food, 
within an already packed schedule. I found many people thirsty to know 
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precisely what to buy, how to make it, and how to incorporate it into their 
lifestyles, but those same people simply lacked the time and resources to make 
healthy living a reality. I have compassion for these people, who, I understand, 
are doing their best. Yet if they get life-threatening diseases, they seem to find 
the time and resources to make the effort. Why wait until then?

Money is another factor. Hearing over and over again that healthy food is 
too expensive launched me on a mission to inform people otherwise. In truth, 
it is not. Some food items will cost more at point of purchase, but if you are 
buying whole foods instead of expensive packaged foods, you will actually 
save money. You will no longer be buying junk food, which will also save you 
money. The principles of Essential Cuisine take budget into consideration, 
and advocate for buying in bulk and centering meals on cost-effective foods.

Learning new culinary skills is an opportunity to exercise your creative 
muscle. It is also a way to socialize and be with family. Particularly during 
times of economic stress, pooling resources and making meals together can 
be an enchanting way to share, create, and bond. Most people just want to be 
together and play, so how about learning to make the preparation of healthy 
meals your new form of play? Call your friends or engage your family and 
children, and begin learning skills that will last a lifetime.

3. A Disconnection From Nature, Our Creator, And Our Own 
Bodies

I began this book by talking about spirituality, but you might be asking, “What 
on earth does spirituality have to do with a culinary practice?” We each started 
as a seed with magnificent potential that is uniquely our own. Our bodies are a 
gift—the vehicles in which we live our lives and evolve. Our physical body can 
become a beacon for our intuition, our ability to reach our unique potential, and 
a life lived in alignment with our larger body, the Earth, and our Creator.

Finding a purpose in life has become a popular quest for many. Religious 
practices focus on serving God. If our purpose is to serve God, then how can 
we deface the very thing God gave us to live this life? If we treat our bodies 
poorly, we are abandoning our God-given potential. How dare we? 

At the risk of sounding preachy, there is no better way to say it. This is 
my only life, and my only body. I want to live the privilege given to me in the 
highest form, and in the best way I can. I want to be vibrant enough to show 
up for what life brings me, and what I can bring to it. I want to be fully awake 
and present to God (my Creator), myself, my family, and my community. To 
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achieve this, I must keep my body in the best condition possible. I take care of 
her because she is my prized possession.

If you are passionately craving a spiritual connection and meaningful 
purpose in your life, perhaps you too could adopt this state of reverence. You’ll 
be giving yourself the respect you deserve, and the respect God deserves, by 
including yourself and your life within your purpose.

I have had the honor to journey through life experiences with a study around 
food. I found that preparing food with family and friends, with intention and 
stewardship, nourished me to my core. I know it will do the same for you. It is 
the act of connecting to the larger life we are all experiencing, which gives rise 
to greater intimacy and a sense of community. We become nourished together, 
in many ways.

You may enjoy or relate to the following piece I wrote a few years ago about 
“My Girl” which is, of course, my body. 

My Girl

Due to a lifetime of study, I am with myself in a way that is more 
aware than when I was young. It seems I constantly open and 
expand. It is like there are two of me now—my body and the 
observer. The body does the acting while the observer steers me. 
Sometimes the observer is asleep and my body just moves, but at 
other times, I am acutely awake and watching myself—my body. 
Can you believe that sometimes my body and my observer fight, 
argue, or negotiate for the actual play out of the entire day, an 
hour, or a minute?

I care about her, this vessel I live in—she is my girl. She carries me 
through the day. She takes walks, swims, and dances for me. She 
eats for me, and expresses me in all ways. Without her, I would just 
be a mind with wishes and longings. But with her, I get to explore, 
feel, see, smell, chew and swallow, and dance and play. I get to feel 
life move through me. I get to feel the Earth move through me: 
the air, the water, and the soil. With her, I get to feel, laugh, and 
cry. I get to watch movies. I get to drive my cool car and hang out 
with my friends. I get to clean and take care of my house too. I get 
to dress her, groom her, make her pretty. I get to say who touches 
her. I get to touch her. I get to touch others. She is not me. She is 
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my girl. She is mine to live in. How she functions determines how 
I get to live, what I get to do while I am living here on Earth.

I love taking my girl for walks because I love nature. I love moving 
and seeing beauty. I love to hear too—music, inspirational talks, 
stories from my friends, and the sounds of birds in the morning. I 
love putting her to bed at night when she is exhausted. Sometimes 
it can be a chore to brush my girl’s teeth and wash her face when 
she is tired. She does not want to move anymore than I want to 
make her. Sometimes I am tired too—tired of steering, feeding, 
motivating, and managing her.

This is my and my girl’s one opportunity, and she has been 
bestowed upon me to live here for a limited time on the Earth. I 
continually have many decisions to make about how to care for my 
girl. New information is always pouring in, and I keep searching 
for better ways to live and experience this life she and I have been 
given.

One day, during our exploration, my girl and I were awakened 
profoundly.

In a flash, all of a sudden, I could see more about how my girl was 
not just living on top of the Earth, but that she was connected to 
the Earth. I saw how she was and is part of the Earth. Now I was 
able to see and feel how I live with my girl and the Earth together. 
No wonder I loved the Earth so much. She, the Earth, is also my 
and my girl’s life source. Now I could see how my girl breathed the 
Earth and was watered and fed by her. I started to see what my girl 
did that had an impact on the Earth. Now I could see how I had to 
motivate and steer my girl in ways that would care and steward 
the Earth as well. Oh, gosh, now I had an even bigger challenge in 
stewarding my girl, but it was worth it. My girl’s life and my own 
were enriched by this awareness.

Knowing how the Earth works actually helped me to see how my 
girl works—both of us as a living ecosystem. I am not sure why 
I didn’t see that earlier in my girl’s life and my own because it is 
quite obvious, but I didn’t. As a matter of fact, I did not see a lot of 
things. As time goes on, I continue to see more.
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I have found that I can ask to see. The request to see is not visual. 
All I have to do is open my girl’s eyes and heart to see that way. 
I am talking about seeing more of life, hearing from the great 
mystery, the place my soul communicates with to obtain a larger 
perspective. It’s like the me that is moving my girl’s fingers right 
now lives somewhere else in addition to inside my girl. When I 
go to that place, there is space and more voices to communicate 
with. Perhaps it is God, my angels, or my Higher Power. Those are 
the names that humans give the mystery voice—our source and 
our inner guidance. When I touch in this space—really close and 
quiet, I feel peace and love.

I am in love with this experience and with my girl. I truly love her 
and am grateful for her. I enjoy taking care of her. She serves me 
so I do my best to serve her because…

she is my girl.
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C H A P T E R  2

What Is a  
Spiritual Practice?

The term spirituality or being spiritual is being used quite frequently these 
days, but what exactly does it mean? More importantly, how does it relate 
to your life?

Many people like to claim that they are “spiritual,” perhaps to let others 
know they are not materialistic or superficial, that they feel something bigger, 
greater than themselves, or that they are working on the thoughts, feelings, 
and behaviors that drive their actions, and thus their lives. Traditionally, being 
spiritual signified having an attachment to religious values or matters of the 
spirit, rather than material or worldly interests.

More recently, it has also taken on a meaning of reaching higher levels of 
consciousness, using meditation, yoga, and similar practices. But what does 
higher levels of consciousness mean, and why do we need it?

I consider spirituality to be a focus on my connection to God, Source, nature, 
all living beings, and the deepest, often hidden aspects of myself. It is the place 
where I find valuable meaning and wisdom. When I touch base and work on 
myself, it brings peace, richness, a deep sense of aliveness, discovery, and 
interconnectedness to my life. Striving to be spiritual and creating a practice 
that brings loving kindness to ourselves and our lives is vital to our individual 
happiness and to the communities we live in.

A spiritual practice is something we do on a regular basis to evolve. To me, 
it is no different than a practice an athlete might do each day to refine and excel 
at his or her skill. Most efforts practiced on a regular basis never really reach 
completion because people experience continual discovery and achievement 
when they put life energy into something worth practicing. It is just the way 
it is. Even when we accomplish something, it isn’t the end—there is always 
tomorrow. The universe continues to expand, and we continue to grow, which 
means discovery is just around the corner at all times. This is one of the things 
I love about yoga. Any dedicated yogi knows that the reward of regular practice 
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is the promise of continual discovery as new places are reached within the self 
and the body. Spiritual practice can be very yummy when expansion happens. 
For these reasons, plus the pure enjoyment it can bring, people thrive when 
they have a regular spiritual practice.

A spiritual practice offers us the opportunity to become self-aware of our 
behavior, to become bigger than our small selves, and to be more giving and 
compassionate. A practice sharpens the skill of loving behavior toward self and 
others. It helps us to nurture an intimate relationship with ourselves, while 
connecting us to the unseen world. A practice sharpens our communication with 
our self and Source and helps us listen to guidance. A practice births gratitude, 
compassion, self-growth, and love.

It is up to us to awaken to our own potential, to craft a vision for our future 
that pulls us forward—one that feels good inside. We have heard over and over 
again that the magic is inside of us, or said another way, “It’s an inside job.” Once 
enlightened, once inspired, the rest is relatively easy because our light has been 
lit. A devoted practice is not only essential in regards to our mental, physical, 
and emotional health, but to our collective health as well.

Shining the Light of Awareness on Your Life

Learning to be self-aware—conscious of what you are doing and why—is an art. 
If you look very closely, you can start to see where your decisions and actions 
come from. What is motivating them? What drives you to decide, and then do? 
Do you know?

Perhaps it is time to shine the light of awareness on yourself. In terms of food 
and how you feed yourself, start paying close attention to what you are doing 
and why. This awareness has been successful in many weight-loss programs, as 
people uncover old, often hidden beliefs that drive their “automatic” hand-to-
mouth behavior. Programs like Alcoholics Anonymous, which have a spiritual 
component at their foundation, help people to identify the underlying causes 
of their choices and gain clarity and strength to change them. That is where the 
true power is.

I want this book to inspire you to take on your body as your purpose, 
specifically in the area of eating. Many of us eat without even being present to 
it. I get it; I have surely been engrossed in a movie, conversation, or random 
thoughts when eating. But I am saying more than that. What I want to inspire 
in you is to be totally present with what food is in your life, how it flows through 
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your body, and how it nourishes so many aspects of your personal life, as well as 
our collective lives.

Eating is an intimate act we do for our bodies on a daily basis. Put the 
intimacy back into your meals.

Creating the Kitchen Altar

Let’s get started in the kitchen. You might think this section is about food, but 
not quite yet. First, let’s look at the kitchen, the place you store and prepare you 
food, in a new light. The kitchen is really much more than food. It is a place of 
intimacy, community, and love. You might think I should be talking about the 
bedroom instead, but let’s take a look at another kind of intimacy, community, 
and love.

Intimacy

Starting in the kitchen is key. It is where the family gathers. It is where you go 
to experience the most intimate thing you do for yourself. It is where you feed 
and take care of yourself. Think about how intimate eating is. First, the idea 
of food is inspired by your hunger pangs, and then the mind gets involved as it 
begins to make choices. Your senses are awakened. Then the idea of food and the 
initial sense it awakens travel through the body to awaken other senses. When 
you prepare food, aromas are released to please your sense of smell. You can 
often hear the food sizzle in the pan, or perhaps even hear a buzzer go off that 
food is done. Of course, if you are fortunate to have good eyesight, you get to see 
the food, which is probably a huge factor in stimulating your desire to eat. Ah, 
now it is in your mouth where you get to taste, hopefully, something delicious. 
You chew and the food travels down into your stomach. Once there, you begin 
to experience pleasure and satisfaction. If you eat too much, you may feel full or 
uncomfortable. Ah, now most of your senses have been touched and hopefully 
completely satisfied as you rest a bit and take it all in. You might feel like you are 
done, but the journey food takes through your body has just begun. You get to go 
about your business while it performs miracles in your body.

The food you eat passes through every cell and all the way through your body. 
It begins the process of digestion as it transmutes itself and begins the journey 
of absorbing what it needs while sending the rest off to wasteland. What you eat 
travels through the blood and through every organ put there as your operating 
system. What you eat creates the condition of your skin, the strength of your 



EATING AS A SPIRITUAL PRACTICE

162

bones, the luster in your hair, your level of energy, the depth of your sleep, the 
state of your emotions, your mental clarity, and the beat of your heart. It is a 
magical process to say the least, and probably the most intimate thing we do on 
a daily basis besides breathe.

So do you think it might be good to make your kitchen, the place you 
prepare the most intimate thing you do on a daily basis, your altar of 
devotion?

Love

Love is another huge dynamic force in the kitchen. If you truly love the process 
of fueling yourself and nurturing you and your loved ones, then fill your kitchen 
with love. I must confess I often find myself annoyed with having to make food, 
having to clean my kitchen, and having to feed myself. When I get that feeling, it 
is usually because I want to get out the door to do whatever else seems important 
to me. I have to stop myself and look at my kitchen differently. And although I 
still get annoyed with how much it takes to keep it clean, and how much time it 
takes to feed and fuel myself, I have begun to start giving my kitchen the love it 
deserves.

My kitchen has become my ashram or church. I know, that sounds like I am 
going a little too far, yet when I view it like that and give it a sacred priority, I 
seem to enjoy the process of being the kitchen’s caretaker much more. Changing 
my attitude alone might improve my health as much as any delicious bowl of 
veggies. If you care about your health and are striving for it to be excellent, then 
joy and happiness are probably the best nutrients you can serve yourself. They 
are free, take no physical effort, and always makes you feel good. If you can take 
a moment right now, close your eyes and envision what joy and happiness feel 
like. Bring a smile to your lips and feel them.

Once, when I was complaining about someone or something, a wise teacher 
taught me to bring a smile to my face. In that moment, I learned I can change my 
thoughts and feelings on a dime. That doesn’t mean that we shouldn’t address 
what might be causing us fear, doubt, or worry. It means we have the power to 
make our own decision about how we want to see things, think about them, and 
act on them. You are the one who decides, and you are the one who acts. So, next 
time you walk into your kitchen, take a look around to see how it looks and feels. 
What can you do to make it prettier, cleaner, and more pleasant? Does it need 
a good buff and organizing? Check into what your attitude is about it. Do what 
you need to do to bring a feeling of love, gratitude, and joy to it.
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Many people have a praying or sacred altar in their homes. It is usually a 
place where they like to meditate, sit, pray, or contemplate. The space is often 
filled with pictures of holy people, beads, crystals, family photos, and other 
meaningful objects. Many yoga studios and meditation halls have altars. Your 
kitchen could become an altar for sacred space because it truly serves a sacred 
purpose. I have a friend who used to put cute little ceramics or pictures inside 
each kitchen cupboard so that when she opened the door, something would be 
looking back at her. I have another friend who has inspirational words written 
out on little pieces of plastic tape that she sticks on the shelves and various 
objects in the kitchen, like her blender and juicer. In the art of Feng Shui, the 
power is in the intention.

Giving your kitchen focused intention and attention and making it into 
a shrine just might be the boost you need to make eating more of a spiritual 
practice. Please yourself with this gift.

If you have a family, perhaps you can bring its members into a new 
philosophy of devoted caretaking of the kitchen so you don’t have to do all 
the annoying chores. After raising a rebellious teenager, I also wish you luck.

Community

Community is a vital aspect of bringing a kitchen to life. Everyone loves to 
gather in the kitchen, and they usually do. The kitchen is often the only place 
where family members dance around each other, running in and out, making 
short comments about their lives, and kissing each other goodbye for the day. 
In the evening, hopefully, they gather around the table to eat and tell the tales 
of their day. My neighbors, who have two teenage boys and an eleven-year-
old daughter, cook dinner almost every night for the family. Once seated at 
the table, they gather each other’s hands to share a blessing of gratitude. After 
the short blessing of “Thank you,” as the food is being passed, they take turns 
sharing the best part of their day. It is often said, “This, now, is the best part 
of my day.” Spontaneous sharing then ensues, which may not have been shared 
otherwise. A sacred space that would not otherwise be called “sacred” has thus 
been manifested.

During social gatherings, I challenge you to try to keep everyone out of the 
kitchen. You’ll fail, and then you’ll realize how sacred it is for your relationships. 
The kitchen is the place that feeds and fuels almost everyone both physically 
and socially. When you have a guest over, one of the first things you probably do 
is offer him or her a drink or a nibble. Of course, long ago the rich and famous 
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might have had their tea in the library, but nowadays, we gather at the kitchen 
bar or table where intimate visits happen often.

Now that we have a great attitude, and a beautiful kitchen, let’s eat!



ALL ABOUT  
THE FOOD
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When I first produced my DVD series, I called it Essential Cuisine. My 
company still bears that name, as it represents all things essential in 
our food choices.

In the recipe section, you will find the recipes organized in “Raw, Cooked, 
and Cultured” categories. Plus, some recipes will be a combination of raw and 
cooked, which is one of my specialties. The recipes are chosen with a focus on 
healthy “raw” fats, and a variety of ways to enjoy plant foods. Most of the recipes 
are vegan (exception bone broth and some egg dishes), yet if you eat meat, 
poultry, or fish, you can certainly add them to your vegan dishes. The idea is to 
make plant foods the center of the stage, for the production of your life!

Here are guidelines to follow, that are at the heart of Essential Cuisine.

1.  EAT FROM THE EARTH - NOT THE FACTORY: Put real food into your 
body. This means whole foods grown in accordance with sustainable 
agricultural methods, with as little processing as possible. This is vitally 
important! Chemicals, preservatives, food colorings, and artificial 
sweeteners dramatically affect the human body in many ways, as you 
learned from the studies in my story. Learn to cook, or find places to 
eat that cook food from scratch. Ask for the ingredients of their baked 
products, as many contain canola, vegetable oils, and sugar. Most 
prepared commercial food, and fast food as well, uses cheap canola and/
or vegetables oils, which are made from GMO products and are known 
to cause inflammation, as well as various gut issues. To learn more about 
GMO foods, visit the Resource section.

2.  EAT WHAT YOU LOVE: Delicious food must take top billing! You must 
enjoy your food, particularly if you are a foodie like me, and love pleasure. 
We were given the ability to desire, taste, and feel, so why not take 
advantage of the amazing food that has been given to us and appreciate 
it?

3.  DROP YOUR BELIEFS: Do you love avocados, but think they are fattening? 
Or has someone drilled into your brain that you must be a vegan, or that 
grains will give you a fat belly? Some of these dietary principles could 
be “sort of true,” and there is much more to these stories, studies, and 
beliefs. Don’t you find it intriguing that people on a Paleo diet, which 
includes a lot of animal foods and avoids grains and legumes, 
thrive? Conversely, vegans, with no animal foods and lots of grains and 
legumes, also thrive. Then there is raw food, where nothing is cooked, 
and the opposite with the Ayurvedic tradition, where almost everything 
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is cooked, and cooked a lot. All of these diets, seem to produce a healthy 
and beautiful human. The different diets and their claims are enough 
to confuse the heck out of us. The common denominator is: they all 
include a lot of vegetables as the central ingredient. If you’re doing well 
as a vegan, but are craving a piece of meat or an egg, then maybe it is 
OK to have it, provided the animal it came from has been raised with 
organic food, and treated with dignity. People who can find a regime 
that is right for their bodies, and then fine tune it for even greater 
balance, seem to do very well. When you can let go of some beliefs, and 
listen to your own unique body, you most surely will find what is right 
for you.

 Wanting something and then avoiding it causes stress. Eating and feeling 
guilty causes more stress. Put enjoyment into your life with really good 
food that you love, provided you follow rule #1 above. That is my motto 
and I am sticking to it!

4.  ORGANIC: The story about “why organic?” is a big one. I could present 
such a strong case (which I have only brushed upon lightly in my 
story), that you would never eat conventionally produced food again, 
particularly GMO foods. If you care about your health, and if you care 
about your future food supply, then you must eat organic food. A pill or 
vitamins will not fix the damage that pesticides can do in your body. If you 
care about politics and sustainable living policies, then vote with your 
dollars, because they often count much more than your vote. Leaders 
cannot create policies that do not make “economic sense.”

5.  GO GRASS-FED: In addition to eating organic foods, I highly recommend 
choosing grass-fed (or pasture-raised), when it comes to dairy and meat. 
Commercial cattle, fed in feedlots are given grain, corn, soy, and other 
foods (along with hay), to fatten them up and give them enough calories 
during the day. This practice, however, changes the composition of the 
milk and meat of these animals. Grain is not a natural food in the cow’s 
diet; no cow would ever wander into a corn field and begin munching on 
corn. Corn and other grains have a different distribution of omega3 and 
omega 6 from grasses, which are naturally high in omega 3 fats and low in 
omega 6–the polyunsaturated fat that causes inflammation in the body 
and is linked with inflammatory diseases.

 When a cow begins eating grains, its digestive system is affected 
negatively, by a change in the normal pH. It’s no wonder that digestive 
system diseases are so prevalent in our culture, as they started in the cow, 
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who ate the unnatural diet, in the first place. Grass-fed cattle are leaner 
than grain-fed ones, and their meat has higher levels of omega-3 fats and 
conjugated linoleic acid (CLA). CLA helps us to lose weight. Grass-fed 
animals have up to 80 percent less of the pathogenic strains of E.coli in 
their guts than do grain-fed ones. It makes sense to eat grass-fed beef and 
drink milk from grass-fed cows. What we consume is integrated into our 
body composition, and if we consume sickened animals in the first place, 
how can we expect health?

6.  SIMPLICITY: When I first began writing, my coach instructed “content 
first, cleverness second.” I find this to be true for my dietary practice as 
well. So many fresh foods are good on their own with not a lot of other 
ingredients. If you want to get fancy and experiment, and it is fun for 
you, then do it. If it is a drag and you couldn’t care less, then find a coach 
or someone to help you and acquire some new skills, so you can be 
empowered and not be a victim.

7.  NATURAL “REAL” SUGARS: This means, fruits, honey, maple syrup, 
and a light amount of brown raw sugar. Keeping your sugar levels low 
is one of the most powerful things you can do for your health. I used to 
tell people who had horrible diets, “If you could just stop eating sugar, 
chemicals, and bad fats, and replace them with natural sugars, good 
fats, and pure food, you would improve your health so much. This is 
still a solid practice. “Eat from the Earth,” and not the factory.

8.  CULTURED/FERMENTED FOODS: Consuming these foods, when they 
are alive (not pasteurized) is one of the most powerful things you 
can do for digestion and gut health. Most people have heard about 
the importance of probiotic bacteria and healthy flora for the gut. 
Probiotic supplements are flooding the consumer market. They are 
expensive and are not nearly as effective as live cultured/fermented 
vegetables. Want to save money? They are easy to make and much 
more affordable than purchasing them in retail stores. Make a huge 
batch, and you will have a supply for months. You can read more about 
these powerful foods in the “cultured foods” section.

9.  EAT PLANTS: This has been mentioned a few times, and I know you 
already know it, so my recommendation is: do it. People frequently ask 
me, “What do I do with vegetables?” “Cook them and eat them,” I say. 
Once, when I was trying to put more veggies in my life, I made a challenge 
to eat veggies at every meal. This is a great way to get in the habit of eating 
more veggies. Eggs and spinach for breakfast? This recipe is so quick, 
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perhaps faster than toasting a bagel and spreading on cream cheese. 
Vegetarian: veggies and chickpeas, a fruit bowl with nuts and seeds, or 
whole grain cereals. Enjoy simple salads, steamed veggies with a good fat 
(coconut oil, butter, ghee, olive oil), or savory quinoa and broccoli. These 
may not sound good to you at first, yet once you try them, I think you will 
be surprised at how satisfying they are.

 There is a question that’s on many people’s mind: raw or cooked? The 
truth of the matter is that raw food does provide more nutrients than 
canned, frozen or fried foods, but some raw foods need to be cooked. 
Many raw vegetables, such as carrots and sweet potatoes, yams, and 
many dark green leafy vegetables are high in beta-carotene and other 
carotenoids. Beta-carotene is the body’s precursor compound to vitamin 
A. However, cooking these vegetables makes the beta-carotene more 
available to the body for assimilation. Lightly cooking the vegetables is 
enough to convert raw beta-carotene into its more assimilable vitamin 
A form. Steaming vegetables is always preferable to boiling them (or 
boiling them for long periods of time, as was done decades ago).

 This doesn’t mean you can stop eating your raw vegetables. Eating raw 
vegetables provides nutrients in the raw state, such as vitamins B1, B2, 
B3, and B6, which are destroyed by heat. Thus, you need both cooked and 
raw vegetables, if you want to have good health.

10. EAT A LOT OF GOOD FATS: For many Americans, fats and oils have 
become the bad guys of the culinary world. A low-fat diet has been 
recommended by conventional health practitioners, and promoted 
in the media and on food labels. Many people have taken up this 
recommendation and gone low-fat, with an intention to lose weight and 
prevent or reverse diseases. There are good reasons to eschew unhealthy, 
unnatural fats like hydrogenated oils, canola, soy, and corn oils, as they 
interfere with the body’s absorption of essential fats, creating a cascade 
of inflammation in the body. Hydrogenated oils have been linked to a 
host of health problems, such as asthma, heart disease, cancer, prostate 
issues, neurological disease, and decreased immune system function.

 However, that’s not the whole fat story! It turns out the Earth’s natural 
fats and oils are good for us, and our bodies need good fats for our cells 
to function properly. In recent years, it has come to light that thousands 
of people who had been on the low-fat diet were having hormonal 
problems. When fat is too low in the diet, the body cannot make its own 
reproductive hormones; thus, men were getting diagnosed with low 
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testosterone levels and women with hormonal abnormalities. You really 
need good fats, and you can’t afford to go on a low-fat diet!

 In certain regions of the world, oils are valued, not only as culinary 
pleasures, but also as medicinal treasures. There are four such oils I want 
to mention here: Coconut Oil, Flax Seed Oil, Olive Oil, and Pumpkin 
Seed Oil. Originating from different regions of the world, these “golden 
elixirs” pack so much nutritional power that they deserve to have a book 
all their own. Each adds its unique, rich flavor and substance to meals, and 
they have all been associated, throughout history, with wonderful health 
benefits. You can indulge in the Earth’s most nourishing pleasures, guilt-
free. You can use these exotic, medicinal oils in place of mainstream 
American oils—corn, soy, safflower, and vegetable—to dress salads and 
vegetables. When food is that rich and tasty, it is sheer pleasure to eat 
whole foods from the Earth. Eating the right fats even helps you reach 
and maintain the perfect weight.

 Ghee is another source of great, natural fat. This beautiful, delicious, and 
healthy fat was handed down to us through the Ayurvedic health and 
culinary traditions, and it’s been used as food or medicine. In the Ayurvedic 
traditions, ghee is known to help with various health conditions, such 
as ulcers and constipation, and provide energy and intestinal support. 
Ghee is a type of clarified butter that goes one step further, by simmering 
the milk solids and the butter until they caramelize. This gives the ghee a 
taste that is nutty. Ghee can be made from cow’s milk or buffalo milk, and 
is always best if made from grass-fed animals. The smoke point of ghee 
is 482 degrees Fahrenheit, significantly higher than the smoke point of 
other vegetable oils. Thus, ghee is safe to use for deep-fat frying.

 When cooking, use ghee, coconut oil, or olive oil if you must cook with 
an oil. If you are cooking with an oil, make sure you use low heat. Butter 
is about the only fat that can tolerate a higher heat. Using delicious good 
fats on top of food, after it is cooked, is a wonderful way to make veggies 
come alive. For instance, there is nothing better than a huge pat of butter 
on steamed spinach, topped with Celtic Sea Salt, of course. Or, how about 
olive oil and chopped parsley on a baked potato? Try ground sesame 
seeds and flax oil topping a sweet potato, squash, or beets and carrots.

 You will find recipes, in the “cooked” section, for combining powders 
from seeds, and flax oil for quick dressings for veggies, squashes, and 
potatoes. For higher heat cooking, Barlean’s makes a Coconut Culinary 
Oil, designed to provide you with the benefits of coconut oil, yet it can 
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tolerate a higher heat point than coconut oil, and does not have the 
coconut flavor. They make a plain one and one that is infused with 
botanicals for a buttery flavor. Popcorn anyone? These oils rock, and are 
perfect for cooking, and baking, if you don’t want the coconut flavor.

 Best not to cook olive oil, unless you do it on a very low heat. Again, I 
want to stress this vital point. Fats and oils from nuts and seeds must be 
cold-pressed and fresh. Move away from stir fries and fried foods, and 
move toward using the fresh butter, ghee, olive oil, flax or specialty seeds 
oils to top off the food, after it is cooked. You will find that it delivers a 
much richer flavor and texture.

11. DRINK BONE & VEGETABLE BROTH: Bone broths are broths made from 
bones during cooking. They aren’t anything new; bone broths have been 
used since the beginning of time. People throughout the globe had them, 
and the types of bones they used were those that were available to them. 
If their culture were geographically located near the ocean, the bones of 
fish were used. If the culture ate large animals, the bones from the large 
animals were used.

 Bone broths are a substitute for the highly salted and seasoned bouillon 
cubes that are widely available, on the market. You might think they’re 
easier than making your own, but it really doesn’t take much time to 
create a bone broth, and they do not compare in nutritional value. All 
that you have to do is add the bone(s) to a big pot, add vegetables, salt, 
pepper and your favorite seasonings, and cover with water. Cook for 
several hours, at a simmering low temperature. If you leave a little meat 
on the bones, it imparts a better flavor, as does roasting the bones first for 
about fifteen minutes. If you are a vegan and against using bones, then 
make vegetable broths by using all your vegetable cuttings and fresh 
vegetables. When I lived at the Spa in New York, the chef would have a 
large pot on the stove all day long, throwing in veggies as he went along. 
The result was a delicious salty flavorful vegetable broth to sip on. Broths 
are so comforting.

 The idea behind the bone broths is that bones contain a concentrated 
source of nutrients, and these nutrients are released into the water for 
your consumption. However, if you are looking to leach out a higher 
proportion of minerals, such as calcium, magnesium and phosphorous, 
it’s best to do this by making the ‘soup’ more acidic. To make it acidic, 
consider adding the juice of one lemon, or utilizing quite a few tomatoes 
(not the non-acidic ones) in the soup.
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 Bone broths are high in collagen, because cooking breaks down the bones 
and connective tissues thoroughly. Thus, eating it is providing your body 
with the nutrients that will feed your bones, cartilage, ligaments, and soft 
tissues. If you have GI disorders, bone broth is mild enough that you can 
drink it without worrying about its upsetting your GI tract. Therefore, 
you could get healing from bone broth that would be impossible from 
other methods, such as supplements your body may not be absorbing.

 Bone broths are also high in amino acids, such as proline (good for the 
skin), glycine (good for detoxification and digestion), and arginine, 
which is good for the heart. The secretion of gastric acids in the digestive 
system depends on glycine, too.

 You will not want to use just any bones. Bones from conventionally raised 
animals are off limits. It may be difficult to find, but you must use bones 
from organically raised animals, grass fed preferred, if you are going to 
make bone broth. You can usually find organic chicken, and with the rise 
in popularity of grass fed and organic meats, healthy bones are becoming 
more available. If you want more instruction, I have a video course on 
how to make bone broths available on my website (see Resource Section).

12. MAKE YOUR OWN SEED MILKS: Dead milks in those ascetic containers 
taste as bad as they are lifeless. Seed milks are probably the easiest, most 
affordable beverages to make. Simply soak the seeds, add water, and 
blend. You can strain them if you like. So simple! The best part is that 
they taste delicious. They will deliver the excellent fats and nutrients 
your brain and body are craving, and they are more affordable when they 
are made at home. My favorites are sesame, almond, hemp (made from 
hemp hearts), pecan, and Brazil nut. Do a combination and give yourself 
a treat. Store them in a glass jar and they will keep fresh for about three 
days.

13. EAT NUTS AND SEEDS RAW: Don’t think you can sit at a bar with a sassy 
glass of Chardonnay and eat a bowl of roasted nuts, and think you are 
getting the good nutrition that those nuts supply. The essential fats in 
nuts are sensitive, and die off with high heat, or go rancid easily. Purchase 
them raw, and make sure they are fresh. Then, store them in a cool place, 
like the refrigerator or the freezer. They are also best when they are soaked 
first. Think about it before you go to bed. Pull a bowl from the cabinet, 
fill it with your nuts of choice, and cover with water. Rinse them in the 
morning. Blend them for a milk, make a smoothie, or enjoy them with some  
fresh fruit.
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 You can also take nuts to work with you, in a glass jar, and top them on 
your salad, veggie, or anything you eat. I love to put soaked walnuts on 
a plate with organic raw goat cheese, and lavishly sprinkle them with 
a tasty salt, like Celtic Sea Salt (my fave). After they have been soaked, 
store them in fresh water, in a glass jar. Rinse daily until you have gobbled 
them all up.

 A quick note about nuts and seeds: nuts and seeds can be a wonderful 
nutrient-packed snack or addition to a meal, but like grains and legumes, 
they can also have substances (enzyme inhibitors and phytic acid) 
that block the body’s ability to absorb nutrients. The simple process of 
soaking nuts and seeds can reduce the anti-nutrient content, and make 
it possible for our bodies to absorb the beneficial nutrients.

14. MAKE YOUR OWN DRESSINGS AND SAUCES: Use excellent oils like 
Barlean’s Organic Oils or Organic Extra Virgin Olive Oil. That’s it. Toss 
out the vegetable oils, store bought dressings, canola and all the rest. 
There are great varieties of vinegars to spice up a salad. You can also use 
fresh lemon, vegetable juices, nut butters, or fresh veggies like tomatoes 
and onions to create a delicious dressing. Barlean’s High Lignan Flax oil 
is, to me, the best tasting flax oil available. If you can’t find it in your local 
store, order online at: www.Barleans.com. Flora Oils makes specialty nut 
oils (sesame, pumpkin, sunflower, etc.) that are seriously delicious, and 
made with integrity to preserve the precious essential fats in them. The 
exception is their flax oil (Barlean’s tastes best). These oils will go rancid 
if not used with a few weeks after opening. You can also freeze them, and 
use them right out of the freezer, to preserve their freshness (if you are 
not going to use up a bottle within a couple of weeks).

 I found most people will eat and enjoy anything with a good sauce. So, 
make yummy dressings with cold pressed oils and/or veggies and seeds. 
Raw food culinary style rocks with the inspiration and creativity needed 
to make incredible sauces. Use them on vegetables, grains, beans, fish, or 
poultry. If you make them and store in glass containers, they are ready 
to awaken any meal. The good news is that you will be getting excellent 
essential fats.

15. DRINK ORGANIC, NON-GMO WINE: When several California wines 
were tested by Moms Across America, they found startling amounts of 
glyphosate in many of them. When I found this out, I turned to wines 
from other regions in the world. Of course, nothing is totally clear of 
glyphosate, but therein lies our choice (we have allowed GMO foods to 



ALL ABOUT THE FOOD

175

be in 80 percent of our food supply). The same goes for organic beer. If 
you love a spirit such as tequila, vodka, or scotch, then find the cleanest 
brand you can, and drink it straight or mix it with ingredients that hold 
the same integrity. I love to make my own lemon-drop martini. I use the 
juice of a fresh lemon, a little water, a couple of drops of stevia, and of 
course an organic vodka. I lace the rim with salt, instead of sugar. If you 
hate stevia, you can use honey, maple syrup or a little sugar. FYI: Stevia 
works best with citrus and bitter foods. We all know alcohol is not good 
for us. You learned from my story that I used to be a drinker. So, now and 
then I love a good stiff one. Notice I said, “one.”

16. MY FAVORITE PROCESSED FOODS:

1.  Baked goods with excellent organic ingredients; gluten-free and oil/
fat-free.

2.  Organic chips, best if baked.
3.  Rice crackers or any other gluten free cracker.
4.  Gluten-free pasta and rice noodles.
5.  Whole grain, gluten free or sourdough breads. Some people do fine 

with bread, others, not so fine. Personally, bread is off limits for me 
most of the time because I like to fill myself with more nutritionally 
powerful foods. If I do hanker for a piece of toast, I choose sourdough.

17. BUY LOCAL: Do whatever you can to purchase food from your local 
growers and producers. Strengthening our local communities is one of 
the single most powerful acts we can do, as consumers, to help eradicate 
the problems of our global food system. Local buying not only strengthens 
the community economically, but also, its overall health and well-being.

18. PACK & GO: When I am traveling, stuck somewhere and starving, I will 
always choose a low-fat option, guessing that it has fewer bad fats. If I 
can get cooked veggies, I will ask for no oils, and then top it with a little 
olive oil and salt to give it some flavor and richness. Pack your own oils in 
small leak proof containers (salt, a little apple cider vinegar, some nuts 
and seeds), and carry them with you, so you can feed yourself almost 
anywhere. There are more Pack & Go ideas on my blog.

For instructional videos, please check out my courses. Also, to schedule a 
complimentary consultation or for more information on my coaching packages, 
visit: www.SusanTeton.com

Remember to “Make Every Bite Count!”
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Raw

First off, I’m introducing here three raw foods that you will want to use 
throughout your food preparation and cooking. Notice that I refer to these three 
foods often in the “cooked” section, as well, because they provide the basis for 
easy sauces and toppings. 

They are:

Mineral Mixture: Sea Veggies 
Sesame Seed Powder
Pumpkin Seed Powder
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Mineral Mixture (sea veggie salt)

Let’s start with the Mineral Mixture. I encourage you to make a batch of this 
and keep it handy. It is also great to put a small amount in a travel container. Sea 
Veggies are one of the greatest sources of minerals and should be consumed 
daily. Having the mixture ready makes it convenient for you to have some, 
every time you eat! Think of it like “salt & pepper”! 

Ingredients
1 bag each of the following:
• Kelp (Wild Atlantic Kombu)
• Alaria
• Dulce

• Laver (Nori)
• Any type of sea vegetable 

available to you - the more the 
better!
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1. Take a handful from each bag (depending upon the size of your blender) 
and spread them out on a cookie sheet to dry. If there is moisture in any of 
them they must be dried out first, so they will blend into a powder easily. 
Place the cookie sheet in the oven on a very low temperature (for about 10 
minutes), to dry them out. You may also use a dehydrator. Once they are 
dry and crispy, place them all into the blender. 

2. Blend them on high speed, stopping often to loosen the mixture from the 
base of the blender. If you are using a Vita Mix, you will need to use the 
tamper. Keep at it until the sea veggies are ground into tiny flakes. They 
will vary in size. Transfer the powdered mixture to a glass jar. Enjoy on 
almost everything you eat. The Mineral Mixture will last indefinitely, if it is 
kept in a cool dry place.

e

Sesame Seed Powder
Turning hulled sesame seeds into a powder is a wonderful way to create a 
substance that makes for an instant condiment, or as a base for a sauce.

Ingredient
• ¼ - ⅓ cup hulled sesame seeds

1. Place seeds into a blender and/or coffee grinder and grind them into a 
fluffy powder. Be careful not to overblend them, because they will get 
sticky and begin to turn into sesame tahini. 

2. Place the powder in a glass jar and store in the refrigerator. Use on steamed 
veggies, on salads, in sauces and/or desserts.
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Pumpkin Seed Powder
1. Do the same as above to make the pumpkin seed powder. If the seeds 

feel damp in any way, make sure they are dry (before grinding them into 
a powder) by spreading them out on a dehydrator tray or placing them on 
a cookie sheet in the oven. Some raw food enthusiasts like to soak the 
seeds first and then dry them out in a dehydrator. I skip that step. 

2. Store the powder in the refrigerator and use lavishly on fruits, salads, 
cooked veggies and so much more! 

See recipes ahead for uses to these powders. 
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Nut & Seed Milks

Every time I see someone load up a cart with a bunch of aseptic containers 
of soy milk, almond milk or rice milk, I sort of cringe. I know I am being a bit 
judgmental. I guess I should bless them in that they enjoy every sip.

Here is the deal, though. Store-bought milks have been processed and 
pasteurized and therefore devoid of life giving energy. In addition, they don’t 
taste very good. 

Raw milks are so much more tasty, full of nutrients and life-giving enzymes, 
and they are more affordable. In addition, there is no container to have to throw 
away. Since there is no “away” —only another place on the Earth to put it out of 
sight—making your own milks can perhaps contribute to a “lighter” Earth.

I see so many parents struggle with their kids, who are not interested in 
eating much of the fare their parents are urging upon them. Kids want to guzzle 
lots of milk and drinks. Seed milks are a great way to give them the essential fats 
their little bodies need. It is not bad for you adults, either.

No time? Making milks is easy and they take only minutes to make. To get in 
the groove, all you need to do is remember to put the nuts or seeds out to soak, 
and then blend them, strain them and chill them.

If you are a smoothie lover and don’t have a seed milk made, just throw a few 
soaked nuts or seeds into the blender along with your other ingredients for the 
smoothie. This way you will get all the nutrition you need with ease. No need to 
strain, just enjoy.

Storing Milks: Place in glass jars and refrigerate. Milks will stay fresh for 
3-4 days depending on the temperature of your fridge. 

The following recipes will give you a few ideas to make wonderfully healthy 
milks!
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Raw Almond Milk

Ingredients
• 2 cups almonds • 4-6 cups filtered water

1. Soak almonds overnight with filtered water. Rinse and drain in a strainer.

2. You may want to blanch the almonds to remove the skins, but it is not 
necessary. If you want to do so, place them in boiling hot water for 45 
seconds (not longer). Strain immediately and briefly rinse them with cool 
water. The skins of almonds will pop off very easily with a little squeeze.

3. Discard almond skins and place one cup of almonds (at a time) in blender 
and cover with water and blend on high speed for a few minutes – until 
very well blended.

4. Pour blended milk through strainer to separate milk from pulp. Press the 
pulp through screen with a spoon to get out all the liquid left in the pulp. 
Remove extra pulp and continue to pour more milk through the strainer. 
Repeat until there is no more milk left.

5. Take left over pulp and squeeze out liquid with your hands. Discard pulp.

 Option: You can keep almond pulp in the milk; it will make the milk thicker. 

6. Sweeten milk to taste, or enjoy plain.

e

Sesame Seed Milk

Ingredients
• 2 cups sesame seeds (hulled is 

easier)
• 4-6 cups filtered water

1. Put one cup of seeds in the blender, cover with 4-6 cups of filtered water 
and blend on high speed for a few minutes – until very well blended.

 Optional: Strain as directed above or keep an amount of desired pulp in 
the milk. 
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2. Sweeten milk to taste, or enjoy plain.

*Sesame milk is alkaline to the body, full of calcium, protein, sesame oil, and 
other vital nutrients. Enjoy by itself, in smoothies, or on cereal.

e

Hemp Seed Milk

Ingredients
• 1 cup hemp seeds (hulled or 

unhulled)
• 4-6 cups filtered water

1. There is no need to soak the hemp seed granules first. You can make an 
instant milk. Make a whole container full or just a glass. The hemp granules, 
also known as Hemp Hearts, have a strong flavor and therefore you do not 
need as much as some of the other seeds.

2. Put a cup of seeds in the blender, cover with 4 cups of filtered water and 
blend on high speed for a few minutes – until very well blended.

3. Adjust the water ratio according to your taste buds.

4. There is no need to strain this milk unless you so desire.

5. Sweeten milk to taste, or enjoy plain.

e

Sunflower Seed Milk

Ingredients
• 1 cup sunflower seeds (soaked 

and drained)
• 4-6 cups filtered water

Blend seeds and milk. Strain pulp as instructed in other milks.

*Note: Hemp and sunflower seeds make a tasty combo.
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Sauces & Dressings

Here are some basic essential Ingredients for a variety of dressings. 
Oils: Always use organic and fresh cold pressed oils.

1. Olive
2. Flax
3. Sunflower
4. Stryian pumpkin seed

Raw apple cider vinegar
Balsamic vinegar
Wheat-free tamari and/or liquid aminos
Fresh lemons or limes
Raw sesame tahini
Ginger and garlic
Honey, maple syrup, and/or stevia (sweetener)
Celtic sea salt, pepper, and other spices

All the dressings below keep, up to several days, in the refrigerator. Store 
them in glass jars with lids.  Because of the kelp, which is gelatinous, some of the 
dressings may thicken after refrigeration. If this happens, add a little water as 
needed.
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Tahini Tamari Lemon Dressing - The Golden Elixir

This dressing started my cooking career. Upon their first sip, people often say, 
“What is in this? I could just drink it!” The reason is not just that it is delicious, 
but also that many are starving for good fats. 

Ingredients
• ½  cup Barlean’s High Lignan 

flax (or olive oil)
• ¼  cup lemon juice
• 2 tbsp sesame tahini (unsalted)
• ¼ to ⅓ cup tamari soy sauce 

(low-sodium, wheat-free if 
possible) *tamari is strong and 
can take over taste, so use 
accordingly

• ¼ cup filtered water
• 2 tsp dried kelp seasoning
• dash ginger (fresh or powdered 

– 1 tsp of fresh is best)
• dash garlic (fresh or powdered 

– 1 sm/med fresh)
• sprinkle cayenne pepper
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1. Mix all the ingredients, except oil, and blend. Add the oil slowly, as you 
blend it in.

2. Serve with mixed greens, quinoa, or rice. Excellent on salad greens with 
pumpkin seeds roasted in Barlean’s coconut oil, topped with Celtic sea 
salt.

3. I recommend doubling this recipe so you will have enough dressing to last 
you several days. 

e

Zesty Herb Dressing

Ingredients
• 2 ⅓ cups Barlean’s flax oil or 

olive oil
• ⅔  cup apple cider vinegar
• 1 handful basil (finely 

chopped)
• 1 handful parsley (finely 

chopped)

• 2 lemons (juiced)
• 1 tbsp miso
• 1 tsp thyme
• 1 tsp dried kelp seasoning
• 2 tsp tamari soy sauce
• ¼ tsp cayenne pepper

1. Blend all ingredients in the blender, adding the oil last.

2. Serve with greens, or on top of tomatoes, cucumbers or other vegetables.
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Thai Bliss

Ingredients
• ⅓  cup almond butter
• ⅓  cup filtered water
• 1 tbsp cultured veggies, salsa 

or kimchi
• 1 cup rice vinegar (or balsamic)

• 1 clove garlic
• ½  cup tamari
• 1 tbsp honey or maple syrup
• 1-2 limes or lemons (juiced)

Great served on top of a shredded cabbage salad!

e

Avocado Dressing

Ingredients
• 1 med avocado
• 2 tbsp pine nuts (soaked is 

best, but not necessary)
• 1 cup filtered water (or 

coconut water)
• 1-2  lemons (juiced)
• 1-2 tbsp olive oil 

• 1 tsp dijon mustard
• 1 tbsp finely chopped chives 

or a chunk of onion
• 1 garlic clove
• cayenne 
• Celtic sea salt (to taste)

1. Put avocado, nuts, and water into a blender and blend to a sauce 
consistency. Add the other ingredients and blend. If the avocado is small, 
you may want to compensate with more olive oil. 

2. Serve as dip for cut vegetables, with crackers, lettuce roll ups, or as a salad 
dressing.

 *Note: the size of the ingredients may vary, so make adjustments for a 
taste you love.
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Carrot Tahini Dressing (made with fresh carrot juice 
and carrot pulp)

Ingredients
• 1 cup oil of choice (*best to 

use flax, sunflower or a blend)
• 1 cup apple cider vinegar
• 1 cup tamari (or liquid aminos 

or coconut aminos)
• ½ cup sesame tahini

• 1 ½ cup carrot juice (fresh)
• carrot juice pulp to thicken 

(fresh)
• garlic
• ginger

1. Blend!

2. This dressing is so good, you won’t believe it. It is quite sweet because of 
the carrot juice. The color and thickness makes everyone swoon. It tastes 
amazing, too.
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 *Olive oil may be just a little strong for this dressing; this is why the recipe 
calls for a lighter tasting oil. That being said, you can use olive oil. You can 
play around with the amount of tahini and the salty mixture of tamari and/
or liquid aminos. Of course, it is best to make this dressing just after you 
make a fresh juice.

3. If you make the juice a day in advance, store the juice and pulp separately 
in airtight containers in the fridge. This dressing does not seem to last any 
longer than fresh carrot juice would. It is best to use within 3 to 4 days.

e

Creamy Mint Dressing

Ingredients
• ½ cup sunflower seeds 

(soaked)
• ⅓ cup olive oil
• ½ cup filtered water
• ¼ cup lime juice
• 2 garlic gloves

• ¼ cup fresh mint leaves (use 
dried mint if fresh is not 
available) 

• 1 tsp onion powder (or a 
chunk of onion – green onions 
are good)

• ¼  tsp Celtic sea salt

1. Blend all ingredients into creamy consistency. I love this dressing. Awesome 
with mixed greens, chopped cabbage, sliced cucumbers, and tomatoes. 

2. Keeps, when chilled, for about 4-5 days. 
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Savory Sauce a la Flax, Chili and Garlic

Ingredients
• ¾ cup Barlean’s flax oil – or 

olive oil
• ¾ cup filtered water
• ¼ cup liquid aminos
• ⅛ cup brewer’s yeast flakes
• 1 tsp kelp powder
• 2 tsp dried italian seasoning

• ½ tsp garlic (granulated)
• 1 ½ tsp lemon juice
• 1 ½ tsp tamari sauce
• 1 - 16oz pkg firm tofu (rinsed 

well)
• 2 tsp chili powder (or more to 

taste) optional

1. Blend all ingredients until smooth and creamy. This recipe might not sound 
good to those who do not think they like tofu. Actually, people love this 
so much, they want to put it on everything. No one would ever know it is 
made with tofu. It turns out creamy and rich, not to mention flavorful! 

2. This is one of those great sauces that is good on whole grains and legumes, 
like garbanzo beans and wild rice. 
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Green Smoothies

Having green smoothies is a solution 
to powering down some nutrients in an 
easy way. In addition to the protein, nut 
and fruit smoothies, green smoothies 
are on the rise. I love making a fresh 
green smoothie and find that it is by far 
the easiest way to get my get my 5-a-day, 
keep my system full of antioxidants, my 
digestion flowing, my joints lithe, and 
my skin radiant. 

I recommend getting in the habit 
of making them every day – or at least 
every other day.

Barlean’s Greens, a powder full of 
green nutrients, was once voted best 
tasting greens on the market. They 
are quite tasty, sweetened with stevia, 
and mix easily with water. If you are 
like me, and not a big fan of stevia, you 
will still probably like these greens. 
The stevia does not stand out, and 
I find these greens are perfect for 
sweetening up what might be a bitter 
drink, otherwise. 

When I don’t have time for a green smoothie, or just want some extra greens 
that will neutralize my stomach acids, I reach for an 8oz glass of water and add a 
scoop of Barlean’s Greens to it. Yum.

Every few days, I make enough green smoothie to last me until the next 
batch. This way, I do not have to make one each day, saving me time. I find that if 
I make it every other day, it is there in the fridge all ready for me. 
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Surprisingly, although it stays fresh and tasty for at least three days, two is 
best. The smoothie will often thicken a bit, so add some water, to your liking. 
Some of my clients do not like the pulp in the smoothie, so they strain it first, 
making it more like a juice drink.

Basically, I use a variety of veggies, but I always want to include a lemon and 
an apple if possible. Sunflower sprouts are very good for you and work in a green 
smoothie.

The important thing to do is to experiment, and discover what flavors and 
textures work so that you will put these veggies into your daily life.

Also, if you have cultured vegetables, which I hope you do, add a tablespoon 
to any smoothie to give it a live probiotic punch. The flavor of the smoothie will 
be enhanced as well.

Also, add salt if you like, cayenne, or any other spices that appeal to you.
Store in a wide mouth glass jar (one that is easy to clean), and drink at least 

4-6 ounces twice daily.



195

RECIPES

The Best Green Smoothie 
Many green smoothies are made with fruit to sweeten them. I am not in 
favor of this. The only fruit I put in my green smoothies is an apple, and I also 
sometimes like to put in a lemon to make the flavors explode! If you need it to 
be sweeter, then I suggest adding a scoop of Barlean’s Greens.

Ingredients
• 2 cups spring Water
• 2 stalks celery
• ½ cucumber
• ½ cup sunflower sprouts (or 

kale)
• ½ cup parsley or cilantro

• 1 lemon (peeled and seeded)
• 1 sm piece ginger (peeled)
• 1 tbsp sunflower lecithin 

(optional)
• ½ tsp sea vegetable (kelp, 

mineral mixture, dulce or salt)
• 1 tsp Barlean’s Greens

-  Place all the ingredients in a blender. Add more water, as needed, to acquire 
the consistency that you would like. 

e

Pear Parsley (one of my favorites)
I have found that everyone loves the pear/parsley smoothie. It is simple and 
refreshing to all. This drink works well to get things flowing. 

Ingredients
• 2 ripe pears
• 1 sm bunch parsley (Italian is best)

• 16 oz (or more) filtered water 

- Wash and core the pears. Remove the big stems from the parsley. Place 
parsley leaves and cored pear pieces in the blender and mix thoroughly. 
Yum!
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Veggie-Tomato-Ginger Green Smoothie

Ingredients
• 16 oz filtered water
• 2 stalks celery
• ½ red bell pepper

• 1 tomato
• 1 lemon (peeled and seeded)
• 1 sm pieceginger (peeled)

Other options:
Garlic
Onion
Avocado
Jalapeño
Cayenne

e

Ginger-Pineapple Green Smoothie

Ingredients
• 2 ½ cups filtered water
• 1 cup sunflower sprouts
• 1 cup cilantro
• 1 cup parsley
• 1 cup pineapple

• 1 small cucumber
• 1 celery stalk
• 1 lemon (peeled and seeded)
• 1 inch piece ginger (peeled)

- Blend all the veggies into a smooth consistency. Add water as needed.



197

RECIPES

Cucumber Lassi
If you are a person who loves a rich and creamy drink, like yogurt and 
cucumbers, you will love this.

Lassi is a traditional Indian drink made with yogurt and spices. Among several 
different kinds of lassi’s, mango lassi is particularly popular.  Since mangos are 
not available everywhere and they have quite a bit of sugar, a cucumber works 
well when it is blended with whole milk yogurt. The taste is refreshing and 
cooling to those who need a cool down.

Ingredients
• ½ cup whole milk yogurt 
• ½ cucumber

• ground spices cumin, 
coriander, and fennel

- Blend ingredients together. If you would like to grind in some of the 
Ayurvedic spice mix (cumin, coriander, and fennel) to this drink it will take 
it to another level of flavor and digestibility. Go for it!
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Veggie Dishes and Salads

Almond Nut Cheese

• 2 cups almonds (soaked and 
blanched)

• 4 cups water

1. Blend blanched almonds in the blender with the water. Pour the blended 
liquid into a cheese bag and squeeze out a little of the liquid (the liquid 
squeezed out is yummy). Hang the bag over the sink or a bowl and leave at 
room temperature for 8 to 12 hours. Additional liquid will drip out of the 
bag.

2. When the cheese is done, remove it from the bag and store it in a glass 
jar in the refrigerator. Nut cheeses have a unique flavor of their own, 
depending upon the combination of nuts and seeds you use. They can also 
be seasoned with mixed vegetables and herbs.
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Hummus

Ingredients
• 2 cups chickpeas (garbanzos) 
• –soaked and sprouted or from 

a can
• 1 cup pine nuts (soaked)
• ½ cup (or more) sesame tahini
• 3 lemons, juiced
• 4 garlic cloves

• 1 tbsp extra virgin olive oil
• 1 cup parsley (minced)
• 2 tbsp Nama shoyu or ½ tsp 

Celtic sea salt to taste
• Handful mint (minced)
• Dash of white pepper (freshly 

ground – use a peppermill if 
possible)

1. If you are using raw sprouted chickpeas, place the sprouted chickpeas 
into the food processor with the ‘S’ blade and process them for about 15 
seconds to break up the peas. Transfer the peas to a bowl and put in 1 tbsp 
of olive oil, the juice of one lemon and Celtic sea salt to taste. Toss well and 
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let them marinate in the refrigerator overnight. The marinade “cold cooks” 
the chickpeas, further enhancing the flavor of your final dish. 

2. Once you have the chickpeas ready, place them into the food processor 
and combine them with all the other ingredients, except the oil. When the 
ingredients are fairly blended, add the oil slowly through the food tube of 
the processor, until you have a smooth consistency. 

e

Walnut Pesto
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Ingredients
• 2 – 3 tomatoes (optional)
• ½ cup walnuts (soaked 

overnight or at least 1 hour)
• 1 tbsp pine nuts (soaked 

overnight or at least 1 hour)
• 1 ½ cups basil leaves (fresh)
• ½ cup spinach leaves

• 2 cloves garlic
• ¼ cup olive oil
• Celtic sea salt or nama shoyu – 

to taste
• white pepper (fresh ground) – 

to taste

1. Place everything, except the oil and seasoning and tomatoes, in a food 
processor, using the ‘S’ blade. Blend well. Then slowly add the oil through 
the food tube of the processor. Add Celtic sea salt and white pepper to 
taste.

2. Slice the tomatoes and top with walnut pesto, or use on crackers, cut 
veggies, or the dehydrated pizza dough crackers. 

3. Keeps for up to 3-5 days in the refrigerator.

e

Wraps and Roll Ups

Ingredients
• Wraps can be made with Nori seaweed sheets, or other grain wraps 

of choice. You can also use large leaves of lettuce, mustard greens, 
kale, etc. 

Here is a list of potential ingredients to give you lots of choices:

Protein of choice: hard boiled egg, salmon, or tofu
Sunflower sprouts
Thinly sliced veggies: green cabbage, bok choy, lettuce
Sesame tahini or other nut butters
Cultured veggies
Olive oil or another cold pressed oil of your choice
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1. If you like you can heat nori sheets for a short period of time in the oven 
to warm them to a crisp (it is not necessary). 

2. Spread some raw sesame tahini on one third of the wrap of choice. Layer 
cut up hard boiled egg, or other protein, then garnish with sunflower 
sprouts, lettuce, and lots of other chopped greens.

3. Season to taste with cayenne, salt, or other spices. Pour olive oil over the 
greens, and roll up tightly. Enjoy immediately or wrap them to go. After 
they sit for a while, the nori sheets will soften.

e

Mango Lime Avocado Salsa

Ingredients
• 4 avocados
• 1 large mango*
• 4 limes (juiced)
• 1/2 red onion (diced)
• 1 Roma tomato (diced)
• 1/2 tsp cumin

• 1/4 tsp chili powder
• Tabasco dash
• salt and pepper
• *If you do not have mango 

available, pineapple is a good 
substitute.

1. Cut the avocados in half and remove the seeds. Score halves with a knife 
while inside the skin to create square chunks of avocado. Remove scored 
avocado with a big spoon so that the chunks that remain come out all at 
once and in tact. Put the chunks in a bowl, and add the juice of one lime.

2. Put a small amount of the avocado in the blender (at least ¼ of an avocado). 
Use pieces left over in the skin and/or those not in chunks.

3. Do the same with the mango. Cut the mango so that square chunks are 
created and place them in a bowl with the avocado. Set aside.

4. Put leftover odd shaped pieces of mango and any juice into the blender 
with the avocado.

5. Add the juice of 3 limes to the blender and blend ingredients.
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6. Add diced onion, tomato, cumin, chili powder, and Tabasco to the avocado 
and mango mixture, and toss.

7. Add the ingredients from the blender to the avocado mixture.

8. Toss well and add more lime and salt to taste.

e

Pizza Marinara with Buckwheat Dough and Mac 
Cream Sauce
Dehydrated Pizza Dough Crackers

Make these a couple of days or more before serving the pizza.

Ingredients
• 2 cups raw buckwheat groats: 

soak for at least 1 hour/rinse 
and drain

• 1-2 carrots: finely grated to 
yield about 1 cup

• ⅓  cup ground flax seeds 
soaked in water (about ¼ cup 
water)

• 1 tsp italian seasoning
• ⅓ cup olive oil
• garlic, salt and other herbs to 

taste

1. Blend all the ingredients in a food processor until creamy. Remove about 2 
tbsp at a time to make into rounds (about 4 inches in diameter, and about 
¼  inch thick) for pizza dough. 

2. Spread the rounds out on dehydrator non-stick sheets and dehydrate them 
for several hours. Once they are dehydrated enough to hold their shape, 
remove them from the sheets, and turn them over, while placing them 
on the screened trays so the air can circulate through them. Continue to 
dehydrate them for several more hours until they are completely dry. Store 
them in an airtight container. Refrigerate them for longer freshness, and 
then pop them in the toaster for a few minutes to warm them before use.
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3. These pizza dough crackers are moist and yummy for so many other meals 
besides pizza. Top them with sliced avocado, tomato, sprouts and greens, 
and so much more!  

e
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Macadamia/Pine Cream Sauce

Ingredients
• 1 cup macadamia nuts
• 1 cup pine nuts (substitute 

cashews if desired)
• ½ cup fresh lemon juice
• 1 tbsp garlic (chopped)
• ½ tsp ground pepper (fresh)

• ⅛ cup Nama shoyu and/or sea 
salt

• 1 tsp Celtic sea salt (salt to 
taste)

• ¼ cup filtered water (as 
needed)

1. Blend all the ingredients together in a food processor or high-powered 
blender.

2. Add water as needed to make it creamy, but keep it thick. Set aside. Can 
be made a couple of hours in advance.
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Marinara Sauce

Ingredients
• ½ cup pineapple (dried or 

fresh)
• ½ cup strawberries (optional)
• 2 cups tomatoes (chopped)
• 1 tsp ginger (minced)
• 2 tbsp garlic (minced)
• 1 tsp jalapeno
• ⅓ cup basil (fresh, chopped)
• ⅓ cup red pepper (chopped)
• ¼ cup oregano leaves

• ¼ cup Nama shoyu or 1 ½ tsp 
sea salt

• 1 cup olive oil
• ½ cup sundried tomatoes (if 

dried, chop very small or soak 
first)

• ¼ cup shallots
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- Rough chop all the ingredients, and combine them in a blender. Blend just 
before serving. Do not over blend; mixture should be sort of thick and 
chunky, Serve immediately!

 Serving Instructions: Pour marinara sauce on top of cracker and/or pizza 
dough. Then place dollops of Mac cream sauce evenly around the top. 
Sprinkle optional toppings to garnish.

Optional garnish:

 Red peppers
 Jalapenos
 Shallots
 Marinated portobellos
 Parsley
 Scallions

This recipe is excellent, when served with salad greens and a light balsamic 
dressing.

Note: This recipe is fabulous when having guests over, because you can make 
everything ahead of time (except the blending of the sauce, which you can do 
just before serving if you have it all prepped and in the blender). Enjoy!

e

Coconut Veggie Orgasm Soup

Ingredients
• 1 avocado (diced)
• 2 tomatoes (diced)
• 2 zucchini (diced)
• ½ cup red onion (diced
• 1 piece garlic
• 6 tbsp red miso
• 3 tbsp tahini
• 3 cups coconut water

• 2 cups variety of chopped 
fresh veggies

• 1 tbsp sea veggie flakes (dulse 
is good)

• ½ tsp cayenne
• ½ tsp sea salt
• ¼ tsp pepper
• ½ cup olive oil or flax oil
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1. Mix everything together. Place the desired amount into a sauce pan. Warm 
slowly on the lowest heat. It is considered a “raw” soup, so it should not 
get too hot. Store extra soup in the refrigerator.

2. Feel free to add or eliminate any of the ingredients, according to your taste. 
I often make this soup without the avocado, or the tomatoes. You can use 
a red pepper instead. Any variation works. 

3. Serve immediately.

e

Raw Almond Soup
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Ingredients
• 1 ½ cups almonds (sprouted 

and blanched)
• 2 cups filtered water
• 2 lemons (juiced)
• 1 clove garlic

• 1 tbsp Barlean’s flaxseed oil/or 
olive oil

• 1 tsp cumin (ground)
• ½ tsp Celtic sea salt
• 1 tbsp vegetable seasoning or 

other desired spices

1. Blanch almonds by putting them in boiling water for 45 seconds. Remove, 
strain, and immediately transfer to a cooler container. Remove almond 
shells (skins). They will come off easily with a gentle squeeze.

2. Put all the ingredients above into a blender and blend very well. This is an 
almond soup base that can be used for many variations.

Pour on:

 Grated zucchini
 Blanched asparagus
 Finely chopped veggies of choice: carrots, broccoli, cabbage or green 

onions
 Finely minced shallots (or onions)

e

Sundried Tomato Pâté

Ingredients
• 1 ¼ cups almonds (soaked)
• ¾ cups sundried tomatoes (oil 

free, soaked)

• ⅔  cup soak water from 
tomatoes

• ½ cup basil (fresh - packed 
tight)
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• 2 tbsp lemon juice
• 2 tsp tamari
• 2 cloves garlic

• 2 tbsp Barlean’s high lignan 
flax oil

• to taste sea salt, pepper, 
cayenne

1. Sprinkle mineral mixture on top!

2. Soak the almonds overnight or at least for 8 hours. Soak sundried tomatoes 
in about 1 cup of water. Save the water.

3. Rinse the almonds and combine all ingredients into a food processor and 
mix thoroughly. Serve with crackers, veggies or nori rolls. YUM!

e

Almond Celery Salad

Ingredients
• 4 cups almonds (chopped)
• 4 cups carrots (chopped)
• 4 stalks celery (chopped)
• 1 cup mineral mixture
• 4-6 tbsp lemon juice

• 1 bunch parsley
• ¼ red onion
• ½ tsp kelp
• 2 tbsp salt

1. Mix all ingredients together for a nutty salad. Add olive oil if desired.

2. Serve on tomato or on greens.
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Grapefruit Fennel Salad a la Sweet Flax Dressing

Salad Ingredients
• 1 bunch fennel (fresh)
• 2-3 grapefruits (ruby reds or 

pink are the best)

• 1 med avocado
• 1 sm red onion

Dressing Ingredients
• 1 cup flax oil
• 1 tsp - 1 tbsp maple sugar (raw 

sugar if you do not have maple
• sugar – but maple sugar rules!)

• to taste Celtic sea salt
• to taste ground pepper
• grapefruit juice left from 

scoring

1. Finely slice the bulb of the fennel and the onion. Save some of the green 
leafy pieces of the fennel to use for garnish. The salad is best when the 
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fennel pieces are long and thin. If they are too thick, they are hard to eat 
and the flavors don’t mix together as well. This goes for the onion, too. 

2. Slice the avocado into bite size pieces and include them in the salad, or line 
the bowl with sliced avocado. Score the grapefruit pieces by peeling the 
whole fruit first, and then removing the fruit from the membrane. Do this 
carefully to retain the shape of the grapefruit slices. Cut them in half if they 
are too long or big. Place all ingredients in a bowl and toss gently. 

3. This salad takes a bit of prep, but it is worth the effort. If you are serving 
it to guests or for a party, it might be best to prep all the ingredients first 
and store them individually, and then assemble and mix them just before 
serving. 

Dressing

- Mix all ingredients together and pour over the salad. Dressing should be 
light and just a little sweet. This is a wonderfully refreshing salad.

e

Apple-Beet a la Sesame Powder

Ingredients
• 1 lrg apple
• 1 med beet

• ½ cup walnuts (soaked and 
rinsed)

• ½ cup sesame seed powder  
(hulled and ground)

1. Rinse and drain walnuts, chop, and set aside.

2. Grind sesame seeds in a coffee grinder and/or Vita Mix (or blender) into a 
soft powder.

3. Grate apples on the tiny grating segment of a hand grater. They will come 
out mushy like applesauce, so it is good to grate them in a bowl or on a 
surface that will preserve the juice.
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4. Peeling the apples is optional. All varieties of apples can be used, however, 
Washington apples work well with this recipe, due to their rich sweet 
flavor.

5. Grate the beet(s) on the same small grating segment of a hand grater. The 
beet pieces will come out like tiny little strings. Like the apples, capture 
and use the juice of the beet.

6. Mix grated apple and beet in a bowl and top lavishly with sesame powder. 
Blend the mixture gently and top with the walnuts. Yum!

7. The mixture will keep for up to a couple of days in the refrigerator.

e

Apple-Lime Nut Butter Salad

Ingredients
• 1 red or green apple
• 2 lemons or limes (juiced)

• 2 tbsp almond, or nut butter of 
choice

1. Wash, core, and grate apples.

2. Add juice of lemons or limes and nut butter and mix well.

3. Add more lime juice to taste.

4. Almond butter, pumpkin seed butter, and tahini are all good with this 
recipe. The lemon makes a delicious sweet/sour sauce with the apple.
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Raw Veggie Fruits a la Nut Butters
1. Combining apples, bananas and cut veggies, like carrots and celery with 

nut butters is a quick and easy way to enjoy a nutritious snack. Use your 
imagination and switch them around and/or create new ones. 

2. Nut butters: pumpkin seed, cashew, walnut, peanut, sesame tahini, etc.

3. Vegetables and fruits: apples, bananas, carrots, celery, zucchini, tomatoes, 
peppers, and so many more!

4. You can make many variations from the lists above. Combine your favorites. 
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Desserts

In keeping with my theme of “It’s all about simple,” you will note that most of 
these desserts are very simple. I threw in a few more complex recipes to give you 
the opportunity to create awesome raw food pies, which will acquaint you with 
the methods for making most raw desserts.

The recipes here provide the basics, so that you can learn to master the skills 
of soaking nuts and making nut creams. Nut creams are the basis of most raw 
desserts, along with fresh fruit.

Most raw pie crusts are made from blending nuts, seeds, and dried fruits. 
After being soaked and blended, they turn into a sticky, gooey mixture that can 
line a pie plate, or be rolled into a ball for a nut ball snack.

Supplement powders like cocoa, maca, and spirulina are often added along 
with hemp granules, flax powder, and dried coconut, to make creams, puddings, 
and mousse.

Spices like salt, vanilla, cinnamon, cayenne, and nutmeg are also used for 
flavoring.

Once you get the feel for soaking, freezing, and blending you will be on your 
way to making extraordinary desserts.

These desserts are extremely filling, much more so than regular baked 
goodies. Even though these recipes are simple, they provide you with great 
nutritional value.

When serving them to guests be careful not to serve a heavy portion after a 
big meal. Raw desserts are filling! Often a dish of fresh fruit topped with a small 
serving of nut cream is just enough after a meal.

I love my raw desserts for an afternoon snack.
There are some great books that provide outrageous raw desserts if you want 

to learn some fancy techniques.
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Banana Pecan Pie

Ingredients
• 5 bananas
• 1 mango (sliced - 2 if small)
• 1 cup pecans (soaked in water 

for 1 hour) or
• 1 ½ cup pecans (if not soaked)

• 6 oz filtered water
• 5-10 dates (soaked)
• 1 tsp vanilla bean
• 1 heaping tsp + honey (raw)
• dash tamari or Nama shoyu

- Soak one cup of pecans in the water.

Fruit Crust

- In a glass pie pan, arrange one layer of sliced bananas (2 1/2 bananas should 
do it). Lay the banana slices in a spiral pattern with one slice slightly 
overlapping the other, until you have covered the entire pie pan. Put a 
layer going up the sides of the pie pan, as well. Cut the mango into thin 
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(1/4 inch) slices and layer over the banana. Put another layer of bananas 
over the mango. Compress the fruit down evenly with your hands. Set 
aside.

Pecan Cream Filling

1. Put 1 cup of soaked (drained) pecans, dates, 6 oz. of filtered water, and 
vanilla into a blender and blend into to a fine cream. Taste the cream, and 
if it is not sweet enough for your taste, add more dates.

2. Pour the pecan cream filling over the fruit in the pie pan. Put the whole 
pie into the dehydrator at 95 F for 3 hours, or in your oven at the lowest 
temperature possible. If you are using an oven make sure you keep a good 
watch on the pie. Depending on the temperature of the oven, it could 
be that only an hour is needed, perhaps even less. The idea is to get the 
mixture to congeal and NOT cook.

3. Blend the honey with just a little water and a dash of the tamari or Nama 
shoyu. Toss the soaked pecans gently, with the honeyed water, to coat the 
pecans.

4. When the pie is ready and out of the dehydrator or oven, place one layer 
of the honeyed pecans on top of the pie. Place them in a circle inside a 
circle, artistically placed towards the center of the pie. Chill pie for one 
hour or longer before serving.

5. Keeps fresh for a few days in the refrigerator.
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Chocolate Mousse with Raspberries and Mint

Ingredients
• 2 cups avocado (about 2)
• ½ cup + 2 tbsp maple syrup
• 2-4 tbsp sugar (more for 

sweeter tooth)
• 2 tbsp coconut oil
• 2 tsp vanilla extract
• 1 tsp balsamic vinegar

• ½ tsp salt or tamari. 
• 1 cup cacao powder (make 

sure it unsweetened)
• 1 pint raspberries or 

strawberries (or other fresh 
fruit)

• mint leaves (handful, chopped)

1. In a food processor, blend the avocados, maple syrup, sugar, coconut oil, 
vanilla, balsamic, and tamari until smooth and creamy.

2. Add the cacao powder and blend until smooth. Sifting cacao powder as 
you add it in will alleviate the possibility of lumps (you can also add slowly 
to prevent lumps).
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3. Layer the raspberries and mint alternately with mousse or as you desire. 
Great in champagne glasses or wine glasses.

4. Store in the refrigerator up to one week in airtight container. It can also be 
frozen up to a month or so.

e

Cashew Pudding with Berries

Ingredients
• 1 ½ cup cashews or mac nuts
• 5 Medjool dates (soaked in just 

enough water to cover)
• 1 tsp vanilla or vanilla powder
• 1 cup blueberries, raspberries 

or mixed berries (frozen)

• ¼ to ½ cup tangerine or 
orange juice.

• 1 pint blueberries (fresh)
• 1 pint raspberries (fresh)
• small amount of honey

1. Drain the dates from the water they were soaked in and remove the pits. 
Set the date syrup (water used for soaking) aside.

2. Blend the cashews in the food processor with dates and tangerine juice 
to liquefy. Blend until smooth while maintaining a thick texture (for a slow 
thick pour).

3. Add vanilla and berries and blend. Add more liquid (date syrup) if needed.

4. Wash and dry berries. Place them in serving dishes and top with the 
cashew pudding.

5. This is a beautiful dessert to serve layered (alternate berries and cream) in 
wine or champagne glasses.

*If the pudding is made in a food processor it can be made thicker.

e
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Macadamia Nut Sorbet

Ingredients
• 1½ cup macadamia nuts
• 3-5 dates* optional

• 1 cup frozen pineapple or 
other frozen fruits

• ½ cup orange or apple juice
This recipe can be made with all frozen fruits. Berries are great. You can also 
use walnuts, cashews, or almonds instead of macadamia nuts.

*Remove the pits from the dates and soak them in just enough water to cover. 
Save the date water to help liquefy when blending the nut cream. If you are 
not using dates, substitute with raw honey or maple syrup (divine).
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1. Mix the nuts in the blender, with the dates, and enough date water and/or 
orange/apple juice as needed to help the mixture blend.

2. Add the frozen fruit last. Add liquid as needed – the idea is to have enough 
liquid to blend, while keeping the mixture as thick as possible. Blend until 
creamy. Note: should be cool and creamy like soft ice cream.

 Flavor options: cinnamon, vanilla, or a small amount of honey or maple 
syrup if needed to sweeten. Serve by itself or on top of fresh fruit. Store in 
freezer (it will need a little time to thaw to be soft enough to serve).

e

Coco Berry Chia Pudding

Ingredients
• 2 tbsp coconut crème 

concentrate
• 1 ½ cup filtered water (or use 

coconut milk instead – see 
below)

• 1 tbsp sugar, honey or sugar 
substitute

• ½ cup assorted berries (frozen 
will do fine)

• ¼ cup chia seeds

1. Place all the ingredients, with the exception of the chia seeds, in the 
blender. If you like, you can hold out the berries and add them whole after 
all the other ingredients are blended.

2. Add the chia seeds and blend gently.

3. Pour the mixture into one large bowl or individual bowls and refrigerate 
for a few hours until firm.

Note: If you are using coconut milk instead of coconut concentrate, replace 
milk with water.
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Optional Ingredients

 Lime juice
 Mint
 Ginger
 Fresh fruits of all kinds!
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Breakfast Ideas

Basic Grains for Breakfast or Meal Accompaniment

Grains used for hot cereals or meal accompaniments are in desperate need of 
good fats to make them yummy and satisfying. Hot cereal grains are low in fat 
and full of fiber, so the fat gives them the taste and balance you might crave. 
Good fats will enrich any hot cereal and meal and add a nutty flavor that provides 
lasting satisfaction and better assimilation.

I love hot cereals. They are satisfying, particularly when I want something 
rich. They are also wonderful for an afternoon pick up when I am starting to 
crave something kind of sweet and satisfying.

Grains

Oatmeal
Amaranth
Quinoa
Whole Grain Blends

Sweetening

Any grain or combination of grains can be sweetened with dates or raisins, while 
they cook. My personal favorite is dates. They add such a rich taste and texture 
to all grains.

A bit of honey or pure maple syrup can also be added, after the cereal is 
cooked.
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Adding a Fat or Oil

Flax, pumpkin, or coconut oil all give a nutty flavor to cereal grains. You can 
also use grass-fed butter or ghee. Do not judge the taste of flax oil until you try 
Barlean’s High Lignan Flax Oil. Because Barlean’s is so fresh, it tastes different 
from most flax oils.

Garnish Options

Walnuts
Almonds
Raisins
Dates
Shredded coconut
Sunflower seeds
Pumpkin seeds

Flax meal
Fresh blueberries
Fresh raspberries
Cream
Sesame milk
Almond milk

My Favorites

Oatmeal

Ingredients
• 1 cup water
• ½ cup oatmeal (do not buy 

quick-cooking oats - they have 
been heavily  processed, and 
do not taste as good.)

• dates just a couple will add 
great flavor - add more if you 
can tolerate the sugar. 

- Put the dates (without the pits) or raisins in with the oats when they’re 
cooking. This will naturally sweeten the cereal. I find that dates provide 
a richer flavor than raisins. You can cook oatmeal for just a few minutes 
and then let it sit for a bit. It is a little chewy this way, which I like. If 
you like it cooked more, go ahead and let it simmer for about 10 to 15 
minutes.
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Oil

Coconut 
Flax
Sesame

Garnish

Walnuts chopped small (or optimum digestion of nuts and seeds, soak them 
for several hours first – then rinse and serve)

Cashews (yes, more nuts)
Fresh blueberries
Coconut (shredded and unsweetened)

Be creative – garnish with ground flax seeds or hemp granules (remember 
they will thicken the meal!)

Quinoa

Ingredients
• 1 cup water
• ½ cup quinoa

• ¼ cup chopped apples
• 1/8 cup raisins

1. Bring the water to a boil, place quinoa in boiling water and turn down to 
simmer for approximately 15 minutes.

2. Now for the oil! Olive oil or butter is my favorite on quinoa. Quinoa is 
a great accompaniment to a main course or a salad. Serve it alongside 
greens with Tahini Tamari Lemon Dressing and roasted pumpkin seeds.

3. Garnish with fresh herbs.
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Amaranth

Ingredients
• 1 cup water
• 1/3 cup amaranth

• dates for sure on this one, if 
you are having it for breakfast!

1. Bring the water to a boil, place the amaranth and chopped dates in boiling 
water and turn it down to simmer for approximately 20 to 25 minutes.

2. Garnish same as above.

e
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Breakfast Favorites

Eggs a la Pumpkin Benedict

Ingredients
• 1-2 large eggs
• 1 piece rye or multigrain toast
• ¼ cup pumpkin seed powder
• 1 -2 tbsp Barlean’s Omega 

Man or Stryian Pumpkin Seed 
Oil

• 1 bunch fresh spinach  (1 cup 
cooked)

• Coconut oil
• Celtic Sea Salt!
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1. Have everything ready before starting, including serving dishes.

2. Grind pumpkin seeds (to make the pumpkin seed powder) until they have 
a soft powdery consistency. If you over-grind the seeds, they will start to 
get thick and become seed butter.

3. Steam spinach and set it aside while keeping it warm.

4. Toast the bread lightly and keep it warm. Spread the coconut oil lightly 
over toast.

5. Warm a large skillet for eggs (medium to high heat).

 ** Put in coconut oil until bubbling slightly.

6. Crack eggs into skillet. Once they start to congeal, add a little water to the 
edges, reduce heat slightly and cover. A glass lid is excellent, so you can 
view the eggs while cooking. The idea is to cook the eggs sunny side up, 
so that the yolks are still runny, but the whites are cooked. This makes for 
a nice presentation. Do not let them overcook or burn.

7. While the eggs are cooking, place approximately ¼  to ½  cup of steamed 
spinach on each piece of toast (already on the serving plate). Carefully 
remove eggs and place one (or two if large pieces of toast) on each piece 
of toast.

8. Sprinkle ground pumpkin seeds lavishly on top of the egg and toast (at 
least 1-2 tbsp or more).

9. Drizzle pumpkin oil on top of seeds. Carefully pour at least 1 tbsp back and 
forth across the seeds.

10.Top with Flower of the Ocean Celtic Salt. Serve immediately.

 ** Eggs can be poached if preferred.

11. This recipe may sound very different. It is fabulous – always a surprising 
hit. Serve it with avocado and tomato slices for complimentary flavors.
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French Toast a la Maple Flax

** Remember to get all your ingredients out at once and have serving dishes 
ready. This recipe cooks fast and you will want to serve it HOT!

Ingredients
• 1 piece bread (Summer 

Bread by French Meadow is 
delicious)

• 1 egg
• ½ banana (chopped)
• ½ cup chopped berries (or fruit 

of choice)

• 1 ½ tsp coconut oil
• 1 tbsp Barlean’s Organic Flax 

Oil
• 1 tbsp maple syrup
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** Toppings: ground flax seeds, chopped walnuts, or yogurt.

1. Scramble egg in a shallow dish, big enough to soak bread in. Place the 
bread in the egg mixture and poke it with a fork. Soak, while turning often, 
until the entire egg is absorbed by the bread. If you prefer, you can soak 
the bread for a lesser amount of time and use the remaining egg mixture 
for another piece of bread. I like my bread soaked with the entire egg!

2. Heat skillet to medium-high heat. When warm, add 1/2 tsp of coconut oil. 
Put in the soaked bread when the oil is nice and warm. Cook on one side 
until golden brown and turn. Add more coconut oil if needed.

3. If your skillet is big enough, you can go ahead and warm the fruit mixture 
at the same time. Place a little coconut oil (about 1/2 tsp) in the area where 
you are going to place the fruit. Lightly fold in fruit and let cook for just a 
couple of minutes. If the fruit needs sweetening, add just a little honey or 
maple syrup. If the pan is not big enough, use the same pan after the bread 
has cooked. The fruit should not be fully cooked. The idea is to slightly 
cook it; it happens fast in just a couple of minutes.

4. Remove bread and place it on a serving plate. Top with fruit. Pour flax 
oil and maple syrup over the warm fruit. Garnish with ground flax seeds, 
walnuts or a dollop of plain yogurt.
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Scrambled Eggs a la Veggies!
This recipe can be served with several 
different combinations of veggies and 
cheeses. If you have some leftover 
veggies, it works great to use them in a 
recipe like this for the following morning. 
Here is one of my favorites – for lunch or 
dinner, too!

Ingredients
• 2 eggs
• 1 tbsp coconut oil or olive oil
• Small amounts of:
• Spinach
• Winter squash or sweet potato
• Chopped green olives

• Mild cheddar or a hard goat 
cheese

• Whole grain toast (optional 
- with a small amount of 
coconut oil)

• Celtic Sea Salt

1. Heat the skillet and add coconut oil. Scramble eggs in a bowl. Set aside.

2. Place spinach, potatoes, and olives in the skillet, long enough to warm 
them. Add the eggs; knead in the cheese. Mix gently while cooking. Do 
not overcook. Serve on top of toast or alongside. The flavors of these 
ingredients are so yummy!



232

EATING AS A SPIRITUAL PRACTICE

Pineapple Upside Down Pancakes

This is a short order recipe, which means it cooks fast! Start by chopping and 
mixing all individual components of the recipe. Then warm the grill and get all 
serving dishes ready. The cakes are yummy when served hot!!

Pineapple Syrup:

• ½ whole pineapple (3 to 4 
cups in chunks)

• 2 tbsp orange marmalade

• 1 tbsp  crystallized ginger
• ¼ cup honey
• 1 tsp orange extract (optional)

1. Cut half of the pineapple into rings (for the pancakes), and the other half 
into chunks (to be blended for sauce).

2. Put all the ingredients in the blender and mix until almost creamy. Set 
aside to use for the pancake syrup.
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Batter:

• ½ pineapple cut into rings
• ¼ cup natural sugar (to coat 

pineapple rings)
• 2 cups Red Mill Pancake Batter 

(or whole grain pancake batter)
• ½ cup JRobbs Vanilla Protein 

Powder

• ½ cup natural sugar
• 1 egg
• 2 cups nut or seed milk
• 1 tsp vanilla
• Pecans (one for each pancake)

- Mix dry ingredients and then add wet ingredients. Mix until creamy, and 
add a little water or more milk, if too thick.

Topping:

Macadamia nuts and coconut oil
Grind macadamia nuts in a coffee grinder or food processor to make fluffy 

macadamia powder. Set aside for final topping on cakes.

Cooking: macadamia nut oil or coconut oil

1. Start cooking!! Warm pan to a medium-high heat. Pour a small amount of 
mac oil on the pan. Wait until it is warm and add a pineapple ring coated 
with a little sugar to make it brown. It should sizzle when placed on the 
pan surface. Place a pecan in the middle of the ring. Let the pineapple 
cook for about 1 to 2 minutes, then pour pancake batter over the top of 
the pineapple ring. Pour it until it covers the ring and spreads out about 2 
inches wider. Let it cook for a few more minutes. Let it bubble for a minute 
or so, and then very carefully flip over to cook on the other side.

2. After you have flipped the pancakes, let them cook for a couple more 
minutes. Both sides will be golden brown. Serve pineapple side up!!

3. Serve immediately and top with coconut butter, pineapple syrup and 
macadamia powder. Yum yum yum!!! 
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Veggie Dishes

A la Oils - How To Use the a la Oil Way

When you hear pie a la mode, you may immediately think of creamy vanilla ice 
cream melting slowly on top of a hot apple pie. Your mouth starts watering, just 
from the memory of it. The ice cream provides a tasty, contrasting temperature 
and texture to the hot apple pie. It’s a delightful burst of passion for the taste 
buds. The term a la mode refers to a food used on top of another.

Then what does “à la Oils” mean? Just like that creamy vanilla ice cream, 
different earthy-tasting cold-pressed oils can make your taste buds burst with 
flavor when they’re used over vegetables.

Since some oils are meant to be added to dishes and should not be used for 
cooking purposes, I’ve coined a new term, “à la Oils.” It’s a new way of thinking 
about them, and you’ll step right into the “à la Oil” mode by using the recipes in 
this book. Expect nothing less than the taste equivalent of gourmet delicacies at 
every meal. It’s a true culinary adventure, filled with nourishment for your body, 
mind, and soul. I call this cuisine “Essential Cuisine – A Culinary Adventure 
from Seed to Soul” and you’ll soon see why. Health-conscious or not, you’ll 
benefit from these nutrient-dense oils.

The oils from seeds such as flax and pumpkin have a unique chemical 
composition that makes them very delicate and susceptible to heat. Since we 
want to maximize our nutrition in every bite of food we take, we have no other 
choice but to use them “à la Oil”!
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Toasted Pumpkin Seeds

Ingredients
• 2 cups pumpkin seeds
• 1 tsp coconut butter

• Celtic Sea Salt (fine ground)

1. Pumpkin seeds can be toasted or roasted in a pan, the oven, and/or a 
toaster oven.

2. For a large amount, it is best to toast in a (preheated) 450 F oven. 

3. Spread pumpkin seeds evenly on large cookie sheet and bake at high heat 
until seeds start to pop. Watch closely.

4. After seeds start popping, remove from the oven and stir, turning them for 
even exposure.

5. Place back in oven, and bake until light golden brown.

6. Remove from heat and add coconut butter to seeds on the hot tray and 
mix quickly and thoroughly. Immediately remove buttered seeds from tray 
into a serving dish. Salt and toss.

7. Let cool and serve.

e

Sesame Tamari Sauce

Ingredients
• ½ cup ground hulled sesame 

seeds – sesame powder
• ½ cup Barlean’s Organic  

Flax Oil

• ¼ cup tamari soy sauce (low-
sodium best)

1. Put white hulled sesame seeds in a coffee grinder and/or another blender. 
Mix until ground into a fluffy powdery texture (similar to parmesan cheese).
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2. I usually make this sauce as I add the ingredients one by one on top of 
the vegetables (cooked or raw). First sprinkle sesame seeds lavishly on 
vegetables. Then pour oil as evenly as possible followed by the tamari. 
Knead the mixture into the vegetables to create a sauce full of calcium, 
essential fatty acids, and much more!

3. Be cautious with the tamari because it can dominate the overall flavor.

4. Depending on the amount of veggies, I eyeball the amounts of the 
ingredients. I like to use about 1 tbsp of oil per healthy serving.

5. This sauce is excellent on Swiss chard, beets and carrots, and all other 
veggies and salads.

6. The sauce can be prepared prior to cooking vegetables, but I like to make 
it fresh on the vegetable as it is prepared. If you do make a batch ahead of 
time, keep refrigerated. If vegetables are hot, let them cool slightly before 
adding sauce, to preserve essential fatty acids.
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Swiss Chard a la Sesame Tamari Sauce

Ingredients
• 1 bushel green Swiss chard (or 

red chard)
• ½ cup Barlean’s Organic  

Flax Oil

• ¼ cup tamari soy sauce
• ½ cup ground hulled sesame 

seeds

- Wash chard and trim stems for cooking. Tear chard into smaller pieces. 
Steam chard in a large pan or a steamer with a small amount of water.

Sesame Tamari Sauce:

1. Put hulled sesame seeds in a coffee grinder or a blender, and mix until seeds 
are ground into a fluffy powdery texture (similar to parmesan cheese).

2. Remove chard from the pan and place into a serving dish (if there is juice 
from the chard, add just a little).
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3. Sprinkle sesame seeds lavishly on top of chard. Pour the oil as evenly as 
possible over the top of chard followed by the tamari.

4. Knead mixture into chard, slightly stirring sesame seeds, oil, and tamari to 
form a sensual sauce.

** If you are in the mood for a variation, this recipe is also delicious with Celtic 
Sea Salt instead of the tamari.

e

Beets & Carrots a la Sesame Tamari Sauce
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Ingredients
• 1 large carrot and beet
• ½ cup Barlean’s Organic Flax 

Oil

• ¼ cup tamari soy sauce
• ½ cup ground hulled sesame 

seeds

- Wash beets and carrots. Cut into bite sized chunks and place in a steamer 
or a pan with a small amount of water. Steam or cook until tender. Remove 
from heat and place in a bowl.

e

Spinach a la Toasted Pumpkin Oil
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Ingredients
• 3 cups or more of spinach • Pumpkin Seed Oil

1. Wash spinach and trim stems.

2. Spinach cooks very quickly. Place spinach in a pan with a small amount 
of water, enough to almost cover it. Bring it to a boil for just a couple of 
minutes until the spinach is wilted. Drain the water off the spinach. 

3. Remove and serve immediately in individual servings or in a serving dish. 
Add approximately 1 tsp of toasted pumpkin oil for each serving.

*Note: Toasted pumpkin oil has a very strong nutty taste. Use sparingly and 
to taste.

e

Spinach Taco
This meal is soooooooo fast. Literally, you can make this in ten minutes.

Steamed spinach
Steamed garbanzo beans (or another bean and/or tofu, fish, or chicken)
Steamed yellow corn tortilla
Toasted pumpkin seed oil
Flower of the Ocean Sea Sat

1. I prepare cooked garbanzo beans and keep them stored in the refrigerator 
for quick meals.

2. In a pan with a little water at the bottom, add garbanzo beans (chickpeas) 
to warm. 

3. In just a couple of minutes, add the spinach on top of beans. Continue 
to cook for a couple of more minutes while another pan is steaming the 
tortilla (use a steamer with 1/2 inch of water).

 Assemble: Put beans and spinach in the steamed tortilla and add the 
roasted pumpkin seed oil and salt. That’s it! No need to get fancy. This is 
soooooooo delicious. If you do not have beans available, the spinach alone 
makes a wonderful quick lunch.
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 Because spinach cooks so fast and tortillas steam so fast, this is a very 
speedy treat! If you want to eat more than one, or are serving another, it 
is nice to put the ingredients on the table so that you can make one and 
enjoy it, before you make the next one.

 Make sure you have a napkin handy. These are so juicy that once you take 
a bite, you are in for the commitment!

 For a variety, use any vegetable of your choice. This is a good lunch with 
leftovers from the night before.

More Options!

 Prepare any of your favorite vegetables in the manner mentioned above 
and serve on top of a baked potato, steamed rice, or pasta!

e

Toast a la Avocado
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Ingredients
• 1 piece your favorite bread 

(I like French Meadow 100% 
Rye) 

• ¼ avocado
• ½ tomato
• Fresh herbs (basil)

• Mineral Mixture (sea 
vegetables ground up) 

• Celtic Sea Salt
• Coconut oil
• Extra virgin olive oil

- Toast bread and add a little coconut oil. Pile on herbs, avocado, and tomato. 
Sprinkle Mineral Mixture and salt. Add a little olive oil on top if you like! 

e

Veggie Soup a la Pumpkin Seed Oil

1. Blend steamed veggies of choice in a steamer or pan with 1-2 inches 
of water. Excellent when winter squash is included with various greens, 
carrots, and beets.
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2. Add water from steaming as needed to blend and for texture. When 
complete, pour into serving bowls and top with 1 tsp (per serving) of Syrian 
Pumpkin Seed Oil.

3. Celtic Sea Salt is next, of course!

e

Winter Squash a la Coconut Oil

1. Choose a squash. Squash is hard to cut but it’s worth the effort. There are 
several ways to cook it. I say, “It’s all about Simple!” ™

2. Cut squash in halves, remove seeds, and place them face down on a 
cookie sheet or shallow baking dish. Add a little water and bake for about 
20 minutes at 350 degrees. Optional: coat skins with a small amount of 
coconut oil. Cut in smaller pieces and steam in a steamer until tender. Or, 
cut in smaller pieces and steam in about 1 inch of water until tender.



244

EATING AS A SPIRITUAL PRACTICE

3. Place cooked squash on a plate and add about 1 tsp of coconut oil and 
massage into squash meat. Remember, a little coconut oil goes a long way! 
Sprinkle Celtic Sea Salt and pepper, if you like.

** Optional, try this with a little cumin and/or curry powder!!

Sweet Potato a la Coco/Flax

Ingredients
• 1 sweet potato or yam
• ¼ cup hulled sesame seeds 

(or more depending on size of 
potato)

• 2 tbsp Barlean’s Organic Flax 
Oil

1. Wash potato well and then place in 350-degree oven and bake until you 
can stick a fork through the skin easily. The skin must be fairly well done. 
Remove potato and let cool slightly.

2. Grind sesame seeds in a coffee grinder or another appliance, into a light 
fluffy powder.

3. Cut potato down the middle. Open and massage it, just a little.

4. Sprinkle the sesame powder lavishly over the potato. Don’t be shy! Pour 
flax oil evenly over the top of the potato; add sesame powder. This recipe 
benefits from a good dose of oil. Include a small amount of coconut oil for 
a sensual combination. It is important to use fresh and excellent tasting 
flax oil. I recommend Barlean’s.

5. Massage a little more and sprinkle Celtic sea salt over the potato. Flower 
of the Ocean Celtic Sea Salt is amazing on this dish!

6. This recipe is more delicious than you can imagine. If it does not make you 
moan in ecstasy then you did not add enough sesame powder, oil, and 
salt! People tell me this is the best baked sweet potato that they have ever 
had. I recommend it as a meal of its own or served with a light salad – no 
protein. It also makes a great evening meal. Sweet Dreams!



245

RECIPES

Red Baby Potatoes a la Olive Oil

Ingredients
• 2-4 red baby potatoes or 

Yukon Golds (depending on 
who’s coming to dinner)

• ¼–½ cup diced red onion 
(optional)

• 1 cup finely chopped parsley
• 1 lemon or lime

• 1 tbsp raw honey or maple 
syrup

• 1 tsp fresh ground pepper
• 1 tsp Celtic Sea Salt
• ¼ cup olive oil
• 1 tbsp coconut Oil

1. Wash potatoes and cut into quarters (peeling is optional). Cover them with 
water in a pot and bring to a boil, simmering until tender. Do not overcook 
potatoes or they will get mushy.

2. Remove the pot from heat 
and drain the water. Place the 
potatoes in a big bowl and let 
cool until comfortable to touch. 
Pour olive oil over slowly and 
toss. Toss mixture until a layer of 
gravy from the potato forms over 
the potato chunks. Add coconut 
oil.

4. Squeeze lime juice over potatoes, and then add honey and mix in slightly. 
Add parsley, onion, and salt and pepper! (Or serve onion and parsley on 
the side) YUMMMMMMMMM!
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Lentils a la Coconut Oil

Ingredients
• 2 cups red lentils • 1 tsp coconut oil

- Soak lentils for a few hours (until they are water-logged). Rinse lentils with 
fresh water, and place in a saucepan; cover slightly with water. Cook on 
medium heat until soft; add coconut oil (about 20 minutes). Serve, topped 
with Celtic Sea Salt and fresh ground pepper.

 Variations: chickpeas (garbanzo beans) are fabulous cooked this way. They 
must soak longer (overnight is good) and they need to cook longer (at least 
an hour). Remember, “It’s All About Simple!” ™

 Adding herbs and spices: When the lentils or chickpeas are cooking, you 
can add curry powder, cumin, fresh or granulated garlic, turmeric, or fresh 
onion for different flavors.

e

Savory Sauce a la Flax, Chili Garlic

Ingredients
• 3/4 cup Barlean’s Organic Flax 

Oil
• 3/4 cup water
• ¼ cup liquid aminos
• ¼ cup brewer’s yeast flakes
• 1 tsp kelp powder
• ½ tsp oregano

• ½ tsp basil
• ¼ tsp granulated garlic
• 1 ½ tsp lemon juice
• 1 ½ tsp tamari sauce
• 1 pkg firm tofu, rinsed well (8 

to 12 oz)

**Optional: Add 1-2 tsp of chili powder for an excellent flavor!
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- Blend all ingredients until smooth and creamy. Serve immediately. Store 
leftovers in a glass jar in the refrigerator. When you use them again, you 
might find that they separated a little. If that’s the case, just give it a whisk. 
To warm, use the desired amount and warm carefully – do not over-warm 
or cook. Lasts for about four days.

Toast a la Cultured Veggies

Ingredients
• Bread
• Coconut oil

• Cultured vegetables and/or 
kim chee

1. Toast your favorite whole grain bread. I love French Meadow bread. I 
love their Hemp Nut Bread, Woman’s Bread, Men’s Bread, and 100% Rye 
Health Seed Bread, to name a few.

2. Spread coconut butter over toast and top with cultured veggies. 
Rejuvenative Foods makes excellent live cultured veggies and kim chee. It 
is wonderful on toast with the coconut butter.

Add:

 1. Raw cheese
 2. Tofu
 3. Greens
 4. Grated carrots

These can qualify for a whole meal or an afternoon snack.
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Cultured Foods

When Something’s Missing From Your Meal…

Have you ever noticed that sometimes after you’ve finished a meal, you don’t 
feel satisfied? Something was missing, but you can’t put your finger on what it 
might be. 

It’s possible that some of the 10,000 taste buds on your tongue didn’t get 
enough stimulation with that meal. With taste buds for sweet, sour, salty, bitter 
and savory, it can be difficult to keep all five ‘buds’ satisfied. 

It’s quite easy to satisfy the sweet, salty, bitter and savory taste buds, 
but to activate the sour ones, it will take a bit, though not much, of menu 
planning. 

Cultured foods can fill that missing gap in the meal and make it easy to 
incorporate that sour taste. These foods simply start with a whole, natural food, 
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and change it to a new, slightly sour food with a different texture through a 
process of fermentation. The process is totally natural. Cultured foods include 
foods such as sauerkraut, kim chee, cheese, kefir and yogurt, but other foods 
can be cultured, including soybeans (tofu), grains (sourdough), cucumbers 
(pickles), and turnips. In different cultures, whatever vegetable is in season is 
used for culturing.

The two primary reasons cultured foods need to be a part of one’s diet are: 
1) to provide that complete stimulation for the taste buds, and 2) to support the 
microbial flora in the intestinal tract. 

Our body is comprised of roughly 30 trillion cells that collectively compose 
our organs, bones, nervous system, muscles, skin, hair, and nails. And inside the 
numerous feet of our intestinal tract is an estimated 100 trillion live bacteria, 
viruses, fungi, parasites of about 500 different species; both good and bad, that 
set up their own environment for either health or illness. A ‘good’ or ‘friendly’ 
species is one that synthesizes different vitamins and when in high numbers, 
creates health. A ‘bad’ species is one that creates disease or pathology in the 
body by its presence in high numbers. Collectively, the good and bad microbes 
are called flora. 

Cultured foods not only feed the flora; they also restore the healthy balance 
between the good microbes and the bad ones and contribute to optimum 
functioning of every organ in the body. 

We’re Out of Balance

The reason it’s important to incorporate more appropriate live cultures on a 
daily basis is that it’s easy to get out of balance with these microbes. One dose 
of antibiotic will annihilate the good and bad bacteria altogether, similar to a 
terrorist act at the microscopic level, within your intestines! The antibiotic may 
not kill resistant fungi or parasites, though, which then gives them the chance 
to proliferate wildly. 

High amounts of sugar and processed foods will do the same thing, and 
chemicals and pesticides in the foods can further do the damage, paralyzing 
certain types of the friendly bacteria and other flora. In addition, the food 
industry, concerned with food safety, uses different methods to “sanitize” or 
“sterilize” the foods it prepares for mass human consumption. Irradiation, 
the use of chemicals and preservatives, flash heating, microwaving, and 
pasteurization will all destroy the good and bad microorganisms found in food.
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The easiest way to bring more good microorganism, or probiotics, into our 
gut is through eating cultured foods. These foods are teeming with dozens of 
strains of microorganisms that will replenish the army of good bacteria that has 
been depleted or damaged. 

Cultured foods can provide you with a complete spectrum of microorganisms 
on a daily basis. One serving of a cultured food can be better than an entire bottle 
of probiotic supplements you find on the shelf at the health food store. That’s 
because each cultured food will naturally provide you with dozens of species 
of bacteria, as compared to five or maybe 10 different species in a supplement. 
Natural health enthusiasts believe that in sauerkraut alone, there are close to 
300 species!

Cultured Foods Are Easy to Prepare

Some of the same species of bacteria used to ferment foods now are the same 
ones used hundreds of years ago. That’s because the  eco-system hasn’t changed 
all that much, bacteriologically speaking. Food still ferments naturally at room 
temperature, and depending on the cultured food you’re making, you can choose 
to add starter organisms or use the environment’s natural flora.

Sauerkraut

The cultivation of cabbage goes back millennia as does the creation of sauerkraut 
recipes. The Chinese and Mongolians used the food as a nourishing food. The 
Celts are said to have introduced cabbage to the British Isles as early as the 4th 
century B.C. 

Sauerkraut recipes start with raw green and/or red cabbage and salt is added 
to create a brine necessary for the natural fermentation process. You’ll need 
no starter bacteria as lactobacilli (a type of bacteria) is naturally found on raw 
cabbage leaves where they grow.

The sauerkraut that you make in your kitchen will be a far better product 
than ones you find in most grocery stores. Commercial brands have often been 
heated or pasteurized, killing the good bacteria along with bad ones. That being 
said, there are many new “live” brands flooding the market today. Lucky us!
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Kim Chee

Kim Chee is a traditional Korean side dish made from salted and fermented 
vegetables, most commonly napa cabbage and Korean radishes, with a variety 
of seasonings including chili powder, scallions, garlic, ginger, and jeotgal (salted 
seafood).

Miso

Miso is a traditional Japanese dish produced by fermenting soybeans with a 
starter culture known as koji. 

A study published in the Journal of the National Cancer Institute (June 18, 
2003) showed that women who consumed three or more bowls of miso soup 
daily reduced their risk of getting breast cancer by about 40 percent compared 
with those who had only one bowl. 

Yogurt

Yogurt has become a staple in the diet for many Americans as well as those in 
other cultures. Loaded with Lactobacillus species of bacteria, many have used 
yogurt to help restore friendly bacteria in the gut after antibiotic use. 

Kefir 

Kefir is a fermented milk drink that is made with kefir grains, or a yeast/bacterial 
fermentation starter.

The regular consumption of cultured foods will constantly aide in building a 
healthy intestinal flora. They are powerful foods that should be consumed daily, 
if not with every meal! 
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Resources:

1.  American Journal of Clinical Nutrition, Vol. 85, No. 3, March 2007: 816-
823

2.  Science Blog May 26, 2004
3.  www.mercola.com
4.  The Journal of Biological Chemistry February 13, 2004
5.  www.accessexcellence.org

How To Make Your Own Cultured Vegetables

There are many variations and recipes for making fermented vegetables. If you 
are just starting out, I recommend that you keep it simple by using cabbage and 
salt only. Once you get the hang of things, you can begin to add more vegetables 
to your cabbage base. You may eventually even want to move beyond cabbage 
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and culture carrots, beets and many other veggies. The important thing is to get 
started and become familiar with the process.

Natural fermentation is really so very simple but because most of us are not 
familiar with the process, it can feel unusual and scary.

Basic Ingredients

1-2 heads of cabbage
Sea salt to taste (Celtic Sea Salt is my favorite)

Make sure the entire prep area is very clean, including your cutting boards, 
knives, and all the dishes you will be using.

Wash the outer leaves of the cabbage and set them aside to make a canopy 
for the top of your mixture when you assemble it for fermentation. Do not pull 
the entire cabbage apart and wash it. There is no need once the outer leaves are 
removed and washed. The natural bacteria on the inside of the leaves is valuable 
to the fermentation process.

Slice the cabbage into thin strips or chop into small pieces. You can also use a 
food processor to chop all of the ingredients. I like processing them on the finer 
side because I make mine more like a relish. Traditional sauerkraut is made by 
cutting thin strips of cabbage.  If you use a food processor be careful not to over 
process because the mixture will get mushy. You will want to keep the integrity 
of the cabbage pieces because they will shrink as they break down.

Salt the mixture to taste. I like mine on the salty side. My batches seem to 
always come out less salty after the fermentation process.

Once the cutting and processing is complete, place the mixture in a clean jar 
or glass bowl.

Cover the mixture with the large outer cabbage leaves that were saved, to 
create a canopy to cover the mixture. This canopy is used as a buffer protectant 
above the mixture to be fermented.

Mason Jar

If you are using a jar, you will need to fold the canopy leaves so that they fit into 
the jar. Pack them tight by pressing down on the folded leaves and creating some 
pressure. Cover, but not too tightly so that the contents can breathe as needed. 
Place the jar on a plate (in case they leak) and then place it in a dark closet to 
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let the cabbage ferment for at least a week. Longer is better. I have left mine for 
several weeks. They just get better. Timing varies with climate, meaning it takes 
longer with cold climates.

Glass Bowl

If you are using a glass bowl, then place the large cabbage leaves on top of the 
mixture to create a canopy. Once you have covered the cabbage mixture with 
large cabbage leaves, place a clean plate on top of the canopy. The plate will act 
as a support so that you can place something heavy, like a rock, to create some 
pressure. If you do use a rock, make sure to boil it for about five minutes to 
sterilize it. Cover the bowl with a towel and place it in a dark cabinet or closet. 
Let it sit for at least one week – longer is better.

Things to be aware of:
1.  Make sure the insides of the bowl that are above the canopy are clean. If 

not, any food particles may attract mold.
2.  The salty brine is what protects the ferment from getting moldy. All of 

the veggies are buried under the canopy and thus protected.
3.  If the mixture does attract some mold on the sides of the bowl above the 

mixture, or on top, this does not mean that the mixture is bad. Although 
there were plenty of batches where I accumulated little bits of mold here 
and there above the mixture, I have never had to throw out a mixture due 
to mold. 

Harvesting

Mason Jar
When using a mason jar, all that is needed is to remove the canopy leaves and 
enjoy.
Glass Bowl
When using a bowl with the plate and rock for a weight, you will notice that some 
of the brine may have come up over the plate. This is due to the pressure of the 
weight. Drain the brine off, then remove the rock, plate, and canopy. What you 
have beneath should be a beautiful and tasty kraut!  Transfer the kraut into glass 
jars and refrigerate. Keeping the kraut cool will stop the fermentation process. 
It will keep fresh in the refrigerator for months, if not years!
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Recipe Variations

You can make fermented vegetables with many more vegetables other than just 
cabbage. You can make some with cabbage and some without. The variations 
are endless and so much fun to experiment with.

Here is one of my standard recipes:

• 2-3 whole green cabbages
• 1 whole red cabbage
• ¼ sea veggies
• 4 onions
• 4 jalapenos (remove the seeds 

unless you want a lot of heat)

• 1 bunch kale (1 bunch)
• 6 carrots or beets
• 1 bunch parsley
• ¼ cup ginger (peeled and 

grated ¼ cup)
• Sea salt to taste

Please visit my blog to find more recipes and innovations that will turn 
you more to cultured foods.  There is also a video course called, “Cultured 
Superfoods,” which demonstrates how to make: cultured veggies, beet kvass, 
kefir, yogurt, and ogi (fermented millet). 
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Food

Barlean’s Organic Oils (Flax Oil and Supplements)
www.Barleans.com

Selina’s Naturally (salt and more)
www.SelinaNaturally.com
www.CelticSeaSalt.com

Wilderness Family Naturals
www.WildernessFamilyNaturals.com

Omega Nutrition (pumpkin seed butter, powder and oil)
www.OmegaNutrition.com

Medical Marijuana & Medical Cannabis

Medical Marijuana Treatments & Cannabis Information
www.UnitedPatientsGroup.com

The Sacred Plant: Healing Secrets Exposed (a media project – 7 episodes)
www.TheSacredPlant.com

Health/Nutrition

FMTV (Food Matters TV): This is a fabulous resource for becoming educated. It 
includes documentaries, cooking shows (mine), yoga, meditation, and so much 
more.
www.FMTV.com
My link: http://fmtv.go2cloud.org/SH1k
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These are two of the most trusted websites for health and policy news. They 
keep me informed on the latest in nutrition and policy education:
www.NaturalNews.com
www.Mercola.com

Environment & GMO

Moms Across America is doing fantastic work across the country. Their 
educational programs are responsible for healing many children with chronic 
diseases and helping to create policy to protect our air, water, and soil. They are 
a great resource.
www.MomsAcrossAmerica.com

Genetic Roulette: The Movie
www.GeneticRouletteMovie.com

GMO Awareness
www.GMOAwareness.org

Food & Water Watch
www.FoodAndWaterWatch.org
Environmental Working Group: www.EWG.org
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Susan Teton Campbell is a woman who loves to feed people excellent food along 
with bundles of inspiration so they can live healthy and magnificent lives. As a 
lifelong student of nutrition and spirituality, she continues to learn how best to 
live in alignment with her source, the Earth, her body, and her plate.

As a best-selling author and speaker, Susan has traveled the country speaking 
to thousands of students, parents, educators, politicians, lobbyists, corporate 
groups, and activists in an effort to inspire healthier people and a healthier 
planet. Her activism focuses on establishing healthy local food systems and 
working on a national level to inspire sustainable agriculture, health practices, 
and policies.

As a published author, producer, and spokesperson, Susan has been a guest on 
numerous local, national, and international media platforms. Her professional 
credits include:

• Writing the best-selling Healthy School Lunch Action Guide, published 
by EarthSave International.

• Producing Essential Cuisine, a six-set DVD cooking show series with 
notable international appeal and sales, accompanied by the e-book A la 
Oils.

• Producing and hosting Eating as a Spiritual Practice, the online 
international summit.

• Being published in numerous magazines and on websites such as Healthy 
Living Magazine, LA Yoga, Edible Hawaiian Islands, FoodMatters.com, 
and FMTV.com.

• Earning a 200-hour Yoga Teaching Certification in 2015.
• Holding many certifications for culinary methods, nutritional consulting, 

and leadership and shamanic practices.
Currently, Susan coaches in her “Aging with Vitality” coaching series and 

workshops.
Her next book, Living as a Spiritual Practice, will be published in 2018.
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You can find Susan home in Maui where she dreams, dances, writes, teaches, 
and coaches, all while she eats well and plays an active role in the local sustainable 
food movement.
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Experience Susan Teton Campbell—
Speaker, Writer, Coach, and More

Susan Teton Campbell is available professionally in the following areas:

 SPEAKING: As a seasoned speaker, Susan loves to entertain and inspire 
audiences in the fields of nutrition, aging, spirituality, and agricultural 
sustainability. She is also available to emcee educational events involving 
local food and sustainable movements and as a guest on many media 
platforms.

 COACHING: Susan offers private and group coaching for her certification 
program, “Aging with Vitality: How to Create Beauty Inside and Out.”

 TEACHER: Susan is available for specialty culinary classes and nutrition 
education for groups, schools, and corporate entities.

 WRITER/PRODUCER: Susan is a seasoned cooking show producer, host, 
and writer. She is also the creator and host for the “Eating As A Spiritual 
Practice” online summit series. Let her help you with your next project.

If you have an audience in need of a speaker, a program or project you’d like 
help with, or you just need a little hands-on teaching or coaching, contact Susan 
today for a complimentary thirty-minute consultation so she can learn about 
your needs and help you move forward with your own nutritional, educational, 
and other goals.

Susan Teton Campbell
www.SusanTeton.com

Susan@ChefTeton.com
808-250-1535



Our ancestors felt a sacredness in their relationship to the land and its produce. Then 
came the twentieth century, with packaged, processed foods, a fast-paced lifestyle, and the 
resulting health issues so many of us face today.
Isn’t it time to reverse this situation?
Healthy food can no longer be a temporary diet, eaten merely to lose weight, cleanse 
our bodies, or heal a sickness. Now, like exercising, healthful, nourishing foods must be 
integrated into our lives as a practice—a daily discipline that requires focus, innovation, 
quality, convenience, and consistency—one that is fueled by love and respect. Healthy 
meals are essential to the new way of life that is calling us home to the table.
In Eating as a Spiritual Practice, Susan Campbell shares her personal story of how she came 
to that revelation. This book is a memoir adventure about a woman’s journey through the 
nightmare of raising a child through addiction, and working tirelessly to get healthier food 
in schools. Her journey ultimately led her to a spiritual solution and awakening she now 
shares with her readers.
Complete with mouthwatering recipes that offer healthy alternatives to our standard meals, 
Eating as a Spiritual Practice will make you open your eyes, think twice about what you put 
in your mouth, enjoy natural, delicious foods, and marvel at the positive changes your body 
undergoes as you change your practices. This is not another diet book. It’s an opportunity to 
reawaken to the relationship between your body and food and to cultivate that relationship 
with love and awareness.
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health practices, and policies. She has been a guest on numerous local, national, and 
international media platforms. Susan lives in Maui where she dreams, dances, writes, 
teaches, cooks and coaches, all while she eats well and plays an active role in the local 
sustainable food movement.
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