
Humpty Dumpty Had a Great Fall

My story begins 18 years ago. Eighteen years ago, I literally fell flat on my face, and my whole life fell apart. Little did I know that this one moment in time would cause a series of events that would change my life forever and put me on a path that I had never imagined possible or even dreamed of.

I was working as an outside sales representative, selling telecommunications equipment.  I was driving two hours each way between my home and the office and driving all day to appointments.  I had back and leg pain and knew that I needed to make a change, but I would ignore the thought because I was making “good” money.

My pain was becoming so great that somedays I had problems walking.  I decided to see a chiropractor and found one who was conveniently located between my home and the office.

After a few sessions, she suggested that I visit with a local shaman. As I had always been curious about  the world of spirituality and psychics, I set up an appointment within a couple of weeks at a local metaphysical bookstore. She looked at my hands and said she saw light coming from them.  I had the hands of a healer. She said that my corporate work was causing the light in my soul was growing dimmer and dimmer.

 I told her that I sold telephone systems and I made a good living . She told me to look into Reiki. Did I know about it?  I said all I know is that it is the laying of hands. She also told me that if I didn’t let go of the past,  I would have a health crisis around my spine.  I thought that I would just be going to the chiropractor more often.

Little did I know that one day, a few months later, I would understand the meaning of her words.

I was coming back from an appointment and while walking from my car to the office, my right ankle twisted and gave out.  I lost my balance and  landed on my left knee, my chin hitting the pavement. I had been holding my laptop in one hand and my lunch in the other. Those who saw me fall said I went straight down and didn’t try to balance myself or  block my fall.  I never let go of what I was holding in my hands (my stuff).  I ended up with a concussion, six stitches in my chin and lots of physical therapy.

On this day, like Humpty Dumpty, I had a great fall, but unlike the end of the nursery rhyme, I was able to put the pieces of my life back together, one piece at a time.

I had recently moved about a week before my shaman reading. As I was busy with unpacking and work, I tucked the whole shaman experience away/ My new home had a number of walking paths and a few days later, I decided to explore a path and see where it would take me.  The paths were quiet with very few people, except for an isolated jogger or walker. Out of nowhere, a woman walked towards me and started to talk.  She said that I looked like someone who would be interested in the healing center that was nearby.  As I was new to the area, I had no idea what she was referring to and continued to walk. I never saw the woman again although I walked the paths for a number of  years.  

The following week, I collected my mail. Glancing through it, I noticed a course catalog from the very same healing center that the woman on the path had mentioned to me.  I though it was an interesting coincidence. I glanced through the pages and came across an introduction to REIKI class.  It was a two hour class at a minimal cost. I registered for the class, not giving it another thought until the scheduled date.

On my way to class I began to feel excited and nervous, wondering what the teacher was like and who the other students were.  Thoughts about not really fitting in or belonging in the class started to put a damper on my enthusiasm.

I arrived a little bit early, and was directed to the third floor of the building, met my teacher and offered a cup of tea.

My teacher and I chatted and waited for the other students.  Finally, it was evident that no one else was showing up. Five people had registered and paid but I was the only one who had “showed”. I was totally uncomfortable but the teacher was gentle and soft spoken and told me the story of Dr. Usui and Reiki.

As she was talking, she drew symbols in the air with her hand.  I saw light coming from her hands.  At the end of the lesson, she described the use of essential oils.  I smelled flowers, although no bottles of oil or flowers were in the room.

I started wondering about the tea that I was drinking!

Next on the agenda was a session, to experience Reiki.  I positioned myself on my side on a couch.  My teacher placed her hands on my back, legs, arms and face.  I became very relaxed and then suddenly felt that there were many hands working on me.  At first, my analytical mind tried to figure out how she was able to do that and I started to panic.  My soul told me that I was safe and I enjoyed the rest of the session.  When I mentioned my experience, she didn’t act surprised. My teacher commented “You don’t think that I do this work by myself, do you?”

My mind was spinning.  Nothing that evening fit into the reality that I was used to. I slept very little that night trying to make sense of  all that I had experienced. Looking back at the evening, I realized that someone wanted to get my attention. As the days moved forward, I buried my experience with Reiki, just as I had tucked the words of the shaman away, 

The fall season came (interesting play on words here). After an appointment, I stopped to pick up lunch and headed back to the office. Carrying my lunch and purse in one hand and my laptop in the other, I started to walk from my car to the building. With no warning, my right ankle twisted and I went down on my left knee, my chin hitting the pavement.  After an emergency room visit and stitches, I headed home, amazed and thankful that the fall hadn’t damaged the knee of my pant suit.

As I was new to the area, I found a doctor nearby to take the stitches out.  He gave me some pain killers and told me to rest.  After a few days, my muscles tightened and became painful but I was determined to go back to work.  I was told not to drive for a few days so I sat in the office and made calls.  

Several weeks later, I had an appointment at a school that I had sold a phone system to. I decided to go by myself.  I was wearing flats now and carrying a folder.  What could possibly go wrong?  It was a windy day in October.  I met with my customer and we walked around the building, checking out the work that had been completed.  I felt my ankle tiring but continued, knowing that in a short while I would be back in my car and on my way.  Walking down the driveway path to my car, without any warning, my right ankle gave out.  I fell on my right side and landed on my right hand. 

All pandemonium broke loose. The men working on the roof came running over.

Police cars and an ambulance showed up.  One of the construction workers noticed a chair nearby, randomly sitting in the parking lot, and brought it over for me to sit in.  After I sat down,  He put one of his hands on my forehead and the other hand on the back of my head. Suddenly, my mind and body relaxed and I realized that he was giving me Reiki.

A ride in the ambulance. many x-rays and meetings with doctors followed.  The big question was to figure out why I kept falling.  Not finding an answer. I was packed up and handed my car keys.  I made my way home and the next day visited with my doctor again.

After hearing my version of the test results, he decided that my next step was to go to physical therapy. He recommended a facility that was connected to a gym so I would be comfortable in the environment.  

Physical therapy started out with a routine evaluation and setting up a schedule of visits. During this time, one of my colleagues mentioned an angel reader in the area that I might find interesting. I decided it would be a good idea to make an appointment.  

One of my friends joined me and off we went to hear messages from our angels.

The session started out with any questions that I might have and where did I want the focus of my reading to be. My big question was “Why do I keep falling?”

The answer was very straight forward and to the point.  It wasn’t that I was moving too fast or tripping over my feet.  I just needed to release the past. This message sounded like the words of the shaman from several months ago. Instead of getting clarity,  I became more and more confused.  How do I release the past? What are they both talking about?

I continued with physical therapy and emotions started to bubble up. Luckily, my therapists had experience with this and suggested that I continue my sessions with myofascial release therapy.

Events fell easily into place.  There just happened to be an internationally known myofascial release treatment center nearby, just a few miles from where I was living.

During my initial intake interview, my physical therapist said that I need to be doing this work.  She said that I was a healer.  I couldn’t understand how she could know that and then I remembered the words of the shaman.  I remember telling the physical therapist that I sold telephone systems and made “good” money. She looked at me and shook her head. Looking back, I realize now that I had fallen flat on my face and fell again because I didn’t get the message.  

My MFR sessions were intense and how they unfolded was always unexpected. During one session, the therapist worked on my right wrist and arm.  Tears started flowing and I remembered an incident at the beginning of third grade when I had fallen on my right hand and had broken my wrist.  My wrist had to be “set” in the hospital. As my father left my room, I remembered being terrified and crying and screaming that my father not leave me.  The feelings were quite traumatic for me. I felt the feelings of fear and panic as if I was in that hospital room again.

My therapist explained that I was still carrying the experience in my body. She said that our souls bring us whatever situations are necessary to draw attention to that which needs to be released and healed. There was so much for me to think about.

My physical therapist urged me to participate in myofascial release seminars and learn this particular healing modality.  Shortly after, I found myself on a plane to Sedona.  I was overwhelmed at first.  All of the participants were physical therapists or massage therapists.  By this time I had become a Reiki Master, but I was still fearful about working with PT’s.  

During the seminar, the instructor clearly explained and demonstrated what we would be learning and practicing  We paired up to practice on each other.

To my surprise, everyone I worked on during those five days was very pleased with the session they received from me.  A few wanted to know where my practice was and how long I had been a therapist. I still responded that I sold telephone systems.

I have to admit, I was flattered and this experience really got my attention.  I signed up for the rest of the classes and traveled around the country to participate over the next couple of years. Excited about this work, I even wrote a short article for the center’s monthly newsletter. It helped me begin to put the pieces of the puzzle together.  

Now my physical therapist urged me to get a certificate in “something” related to body work. She wanted me to look into a local massage school. I refused over and over again because I didn’t want to work on naked people. 

Eventually, with her letter of recommendation in my hand, I made my way to a nearby massage  school.  As I walked into the office, the woman looked at me and lowered the lights.  I told her that I was only here because my PT said I was supposed to be doing healing work.  She said she agreed and mentioned that I may want to consider shiatsu because the clients wear clothing!. I laughed inside.  It was almost as if she had read my mind about the “clothes” part.

 My first day of class arrives.  I am excited and wore a t-shirt that had Chinese symbols on it.  As we introduced ourselves, I realized that once again, I was the only student who was not a physical therapist  or massage therapist.

The class was harder than I expected and required a lot of memorizing as well as very focused and specific hand techniques.  Initially, I heard a lot of complaints when working with the other students.  My pressure was too light or I wasn’t following the protocol etc. etc. They were a tough crowd to please. I wasn’t used to this kind of feedback but I was in too far to back out.  By the end of the program, I was sought after by all to be their practice partner.  

I finally processed that I was a healer and realized that this was my calling. 

Now I faced the challenge of how to  bring my work into the world.  I had pockets of clients here and there. I learned reflexology on a whim and offered sessions at holistic expos.  Meanwhile, I had changed corporate jobs several times.

My last and final full time job was with a local university.  I traveled to various companies and hospitals for the purpose of recruiting students. We were measured by the number of appointments and meetings we were able to set up. One of my prospects was the office of a local prison.  I went through my routine of calling, leaving messages and calling again.  Finally, the director agreed to see me.

When I arrived, she looked at me and said that I looked “holistic” and I needed to meet with her assistant.  I met with the director first and we quickly set up a number of meetings.  Next she brought in her assistant.  She said that she was a healer and I may want to spend time with her.

Before this meeting, during the last few years, I had been receiving a catalog from a holistic training center in upstate New York.  There was one workshop that kept calling to me, but I always had an excuse not to go. It was either too far, too cold, too expensive or I couldn’t fit in into my work schedule.  It was an introductory workshop for shamanism. The main focus of this course was letting go of the past the way a serpent sheds its skin. The words of the shaman, many years ago, came back to me.  Maybe it was time for me to really do some deep inner personal work. Once again, I put these thoughts on the back burner.

I spent the next couple of hours talking to her assistant. She caught my attention because she had the same name as my mother.  She told me she was finishing up her program to be a shaman.  My thoughts immediately went back to the workshop that I had been avoiding.  Sure enough, it was the same school of shamanism that I had been thinking about for the last few years

 Some how, events were orchestrated in my life to bring me to that meeting with the shaman student that day. Looking back on that day, I realize that the shaman lineage had found me!.

This time, I got the message!  I signed up for the first class and the day before leaving to attend, I signed up for the second class of the program. I didn’t want any obstacles to get in my way, real or imagined. I knew that this was the true path of my soul. This time I was ready to listen.

I finished the program, and celebrated my graduation with a 2 week trip to Peru in 2012 . Every day, we climbed to the top of a sacred mountain and received rites from the Elders. The work had been intense but I knew that I was finally on path.

As I continue each day, there are times when I start to veer off path.  I will get a nudge or a message from Spirit reminding me to focus. And still, sometimes I don’t hear it at all. I have learned to recognize when this happens and have also learned to ask each day what I need to be doing to serve, for the highest good of all.

I hope that you have enjoyed making the journey of my soul with me.  The details of my life are not important here.  What is important is what you felt as you were reading the words.  If you felt an emotion or feeling on any level, it is a signal or sign that you are working through a similar issue. My intention is that my story will inspire you as you take the next step on your own personal journey.


