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My husband and I raised our glasses and said yes to adventure, moving ourselves and our two
very young children to the Mexican jungle. After a year there, I became deathly ill, so we
returned to our family farm and cattle ranch outside of Nashville, Tennessee, where I embarked
on my greatest quest. I went from being a clueless kitchen woman, having lived on only
processed foods, to becoming a REAL FOOD master cook.I then began healing my body,
shifting our cattle ranch to grass fed and creating an organic bio-dynamic produce company in
the process. What started out as a Mee thing became a We thing, as I launched community
kitchens throughout the city of Nashville and now Malibu, inspiring people to return to a healthy
farm-table lifestyle.This book is the story of my journey, the food facts I came to understand, and
lots of healthy, healing recipes to share.An IntroductionEvery day I seem to learn more and more
about food, cooking, and healing. When I first embarked on this grand cooking adventure, I
thought it was only to heal my own body . . . to get well enough to live pain free and to be able to
eat whatever I wanted. I had no idea that I would not only learn to heal my intestines but also
unveil the great secret to healing and preventing disease. This secret is that our intestines and
their wellness are the key to balancing our immune systems. Therefore, everyone would do well
to embark on a REAL FOOD DIET that strengthens the digestive tract, balances healthy bacteria
versus unhealthy bacteria, and produces healthy, whole, and long shadoobies daily.As I began
to share with the world what I’d learned, the e-mails began to pour in from all over the country via
my website, www.meetracy.com. I found myself digging for answers for folks who were suffering
from autoimmune diseases and cancer. I knew that if food could heal a hole in my intestines,
then for certain it could help others get well from an array of different illnesses.What I found were
tons of stories of food miracles. This hunt to understand our health and what makes us well
expanded my own healing, and I found the “red thread” that connects all of us on the road to
better health—REAL FOOD. I hope my journey inspires you to shift your relationship with life and
know that you have a choice in what you eat and how you feel.Mee McCormick believes that
when we are armed with information and education, we can choose who we become. And this
starts with the food we choose to eat. She knows firsthand how true this is and has made it her
business to share and educate others on the healing power of foods. My Kitchen Cure opens
with a chronicle of her struggles and eventual victory over the hereditary autoimmune
dysfunction that had evolved into a life-threatening health crisis without any effective treatments
or cures from traditional medicine.This book is Mee’s story, but My Kitchen Cure is also chockfull
of her tireless research and health-restoring strategies. It is a complete how to guide to living a
Real Food Life, and using the healing properties of foods to regain control over your health and
your life. Having traveled down the Real Food healing path, Mee shows you the way—step by
step, meal by meal, and recipe by recipe. My Kitchen Cure is a book about overcoming chronic
autoimmune disease, preventing cancer, and transcending a hereditary setup for a life of illness
and a diminished existence.My Kitchen Cure is about foods for healing, cooking for cures, and



eating your way to wellness. And, finally, My Kitchen Cure is a book about recovering strength,
regaining balance, reclaiming empowerment, and restoring vitality.
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when it tasted terrible and for believing in me when I didn’t—and most importantly, for choosing
to say yes to an adventurous life with Mee. Forewordby Joan Borysenko, Ph.D.Get ready to go
on an adventure. A real magical, mystery tour through your cupboards to your heart, your mind,
your body, and your community.Your leader on this tour is a sassy, brilliant, and refreshingly
outspoken young woman on a mission. And that mission is healing through food—and healing of
the food supply itself through changing the way we grow and raise it. In the process, Mee is
healing whole communities through her outreach to schools, churches, and well, all of us,
through televised cooking lessons that are so delightful you’ll want to run right out and round up
the ingredients.Your leader on this tour is a sassy, brilliant, and refreshingly outspoken young
woman on a mission.I first met the Amazing Miss Mee just a few weeks after she gave birth to
Lola, her second daughter. As a Harvard-trained medical scientist I can affirm what every mother
knows. The growing fetus is a determined scavenger. It will feed off your last reserves, of which
Mee had precious few. She was deathly ill with a mysterious type of autoimmune digestive
disease that defied diagnosis and refused to yield to treatment. She was skin and bones—
mostly bones—when we met. Baby Lola on the other hand was a bruiser, weighing in at over 9
pounds.Mee is one fierce mama, devoted to her children and to the well-being of all children.
And she is devoted to you, which is what this book is all about. You will read about that devotion
in action—how she goes into people’s homes, listens to their stories, cleans out their cabinets,
creates a healing kitchen, takes them shopping, and teaches them how to cook. The best part is
that they heal.Chronic illnesses that were being “managed” through pharmaceuticals often
disappear outright. No more pills. No more pain. And people love the food, food that you don’t
have to be rich to eat. Mee can and has made a delicious, healthful dinner for forty to fifty people
for under fifty bucks. That’s hard to beat. And it cuts right through the excuse I hear over and over
again from people: that it costs too much to eat a healthful diet.America is a nation where some
people are starving outright, without enough food, and others are starving in a nutritional sense
while eating too much. Without question the plague of chronic disease that is sapping the vitality
of millions of people—obesity, diabetes, heart disease, hypertension, gastrointestinal problems,
and autoimmune disorders—is created in large part by the food that we’ve grown accustomed to
eating. “Food” that is often more chemicals than nutrients. Refined carbs that create inflammation
—the final common pathway in diseases as diverse as diabetes, cancer, coronary artery
disease, and osteoporosis.When we hear about the necessity of revamping the healthcare
system, it is really too little too late. What we really need to do is to revamp our own health
naturally. Health is a birthright for most of us, but the majority of healthcare practitioners don’t
know much about nutrition and therefore don’t teach us enough about how to guard that
treasure.While I’m a seasoned cancer researcher and pioneer in psychoneuroimmunology
(that’s a big word that means the study of how thoughts and emotions affect the nervous system
and immune system and from there every cell in the body), Mee is one of my go-to experts for
nutritional information. She is a master.Whether you’re vegan, vegetarian, or like me,
omnivorous, you’ll find that living a real food life is much easier than you thought and inspires



you to find a cure in your own kitchen. I’ve had the pleasure of staying at the home of Mee and
her husband, Lee, several times. I’ve learned a lot about efficiency in the kitchen from watching
her plan the delicious meals. She cooks up something new every day and pairs it with dishes left
from the day before. No waste in food, effort, or taste. And everything is fresh, local, and vital. I
swear there’s nothing in a package in any of Mee’s cabinets.Perhaps the most amazing thing is
that Mee’s girls have learned to eat healthy, too. And as any mom knows, bucking the junk-food
tide in this culture is no easy thing. If they can do it, so can you!Enjoy. Heal, and go out and
spread the word!Introductionby Carolyn Coker Ross, M.D.I have known Mee Tracy McCormick
for many years and watched her struggle with her health during that time. On many occasions I
wished I could have used my medical background to help her. But, from my own personal
experiences of dealing with a medical problem that had no specific “cure” or even any
reasonable treatments, I knew that illness is a call to action. Illness is a call from the deepest
parts of our selves to change what is not working in our lives and to begin a journey of discovery.
Mee’s book describes the journey she took and how it has changed her life and the lives of many
people with whom she has shared “real food” and her story.Mee has written a book with heart
and soul that takes us through the colorful pages of her adventurous life. The book shines a light
on the pain and suffering she endured for years from her undiagnosed and poorly treated
digestive disorder. This pain led her on a search for answers. Even though the answers were
found and even though many who read her book will be looking for the “magic pill” or the one
thing that will help them if they have a similar issue, the most important part of her story is the
journey. Her journey is about the desire to be whole and healthy, not just pain free. Her journey is
about how pain can be transformed to purpose. Her journey catapulted her from being a mother
and the founder of meetracy.com into her community and the world with a passion for teaching
people about the healing power of food.Mee has written a book with heart and soul that takes us
through the colorful pages of her adventurous life.Mee’s book is remarkable for its honesty and
how it showcases her own strong, resilient personality. Her book is also remarkable because it
shows that the path to TRUE healing doesn’t start and end at your doctor’s office or with a
prescription. True healing happens when we listen to the still small voice in our hearts that leads
us to our own personal path to healing, even when it deviates from what may be considered the
norm or takes us to places that challenge us to look outside of conventional authorities on
healing. Her book questions the status quo and her own intuitive voice frequently takes her onto
new paths that eventually lead her to what worked best for her.True healing happens when we
listen to the still small voice in our hearts that leads us to our own personal path to healing.Mee’s
journey to healing is fun to read about and chock full of useful information that will help many
who read her book. You will learn things about food you never knew. But behind the fun and
knowledge is an invitation. If you accept Mee’s invitation to live a real food life and find the cure
in the kitchen, your life will never be the same.A Note from MeeEvery day I seem to learn more
and more about food, cooking, and healing. When I first embarked on this grand cooking
adventure, I thought it was only to heal my own body … to get well enough to live pain free and



to be able to eat whatever I wanted. I had no idea that I would not only learn to heal my intestines
but also unveil the great secret to healing and preventing disease. This secret is that our
intestines and their wellness are the key to balancing our immune systems. Therefore, everyone
would do well to embark on a real food diet that strengthens the digestive tract, balances healthy
bacteria versus unhealthy bacteria, and produces healthy, whole, and long shadoobies daily.As I
began to share with the world what I’d learned, the e-mails began to pour in from all over the
country via my website, . I found myself digging for answers for folks who were suffering from
autoimmune diseases and cancer. I knew that if food could heal a hole in my intestines, then for
certain it could help others get well from an array of different illnesses.What I found were tons of
stories of food miracles. This hunt to understand our health and what makes us well expanded
my own healing, and I found the “red thread” that connects all of us on the road to better health—
real food. I hope my journey inspires you to shift your relationship with life and know that you
have a choice in what you eat and how you feel. With age and experience, you will be happy to
know,growth becomes a conscious, recognized process.Still somewhat frightening, but at least
understood forwhat it is. Those long periods when something insideourselves seems to be
waiting, holding its breath,unsure about what the next step should be, eventuallybecome the
periods we wait for, for it is in thoseperiods that we realize we are being prepared for thenext
phase of our life and that, in all probability,a new level of the personality is about to be revealed.
—Alice WalkerWe Said Yes!I‘ve been living my life as if it were a giant adventure from the
moment I arrived in this world. I’m someone who sits comfortably on the edge of the next. I guess
I learned at a very young age that change is part of the deal, so instead of putting my dukes up, I
might as well find an easy spot where I can bend, shift, and mold to whatever comes my
way.This trait is the thread that binds my husband, Lee, and me together. He fully believes in
living a big life—not to be confused with big stuff. Over the years we’ve lived in some pretty
groovy little surf shacks and rockin’ double-wides.Over the years we’ve lived in some pretty
groovy little surf shacks and rockin’ double-wides.When our second daughter was born we were
living in four places: Nashville on our working cattle ranch, Sausalito in a fabulous apartment
overlooking the San Francisco Bay (Lee was hired to develop a holistic drug and alcohol
treatment center there), Malibu where Lee built a treatment center, and Teotihuacán, Mexico,
where we built the Dreaming House, a happening little blue casa and boutique hotel at the foot
of the pyramids.As Lee finished his project in Sausalito, we were really living in Malibu because
we were so in love with our lives there. But neither of us had a real reason to be there, and dang,
we were spending some serious cash to “live” there. We had several conversations revolving
around “What are we doing here?” and one afternoon, we finally decided to go to lunch, raise
our glasses to the sea, and make a pact with life: If an opportunity for adventure presents itself,
we will take it. Lee loved to surf, and I’d dreamed of writing a book, so we agreed that Sayulita,
Mexico, was the ideal place to check out.A few weeks later Lee and I flew down to Mexico for
forty-eight hours to find a place to live. A week after that, we arrived in Sayulita, Nayarit, a tiny
surfing and fishing village on the pacific coast, north of Puerto Vallarta and about an hour from



the mouth of the jungle. We had fallen in love with Sayulita a year earlier while on vacation. This
time we checked into Villa Amore: a groovy, open-air, palapa palm leaf-style condo/hotel. The
condo we rented actually belonged to a pro surfer. It was the first time Lee and I had been away
from our babies. I was a wreck. My recent nightmare was haunting me daily.Someone shot me. I
could feel the bullet move through my chest, and the force of the impact pushed me into another
place. I closed and opened my eyes, peering into a town that was not my usual realm. I stood
still, grasping my chest and looking around as people I’d never seen before began to pop into
this place, all of them grabbing their chests. It was clear to me that they had been shot in the
same place. Within seconds they diverged. I was conscious of being killed. I had arrived on the
other side, and the direction we went in was congruent with the path that we were on before
dying.Someone shot me. I could feel the bullet move through my chest, and the force of the
impact pushed me into another place.Suddenly, my good friend and man of honor at my
wedding, Alphonso, popped over. He had been shot. A dream guide appeared, someone you
can’t really see with your eyes but know he or she is there in front of you talking and directing. He
loaded Alphonso and me into an SUV, and we started to drive. As we rode through the new land,
the dream guide explained that we had died and needed to cross over, so that we could return or
be reincarnated at a time when our value would be appreciated, allowing us to become our
greatest selves.Alphonso was fine with this. I was as well until I saw an image of Lee, Bella, and
Lola playing on the beach in Bermuda without me. I began to panic, and the air left my body. NO
WAY was I going out like this! NO WAY was I going to leave my girls!I searched the dream
frantically for an exit, losing my witness point of view. Gasping for air, I reentered my bedroom
and touched Lee’s back to see if he was real. Then I flew from my bed, rushing into Bella’s room,
kissing her, and then to Lola’s crib, lifting her into my arms and smelling her neck as a momma
bear would do. This dream shook me for weeks. I couldn’t figure out what it meant. Little did I
know, I was fix’n to be reincarnated and face my death. Like in the dream, I would have to
choose to shift the direction of my waking life.I was reminded of this dream before dozing off to
sleep.Our first morning in town, we walked to Choco Banana, a wonderful brunch joint located in
the center of the village and owned by a British woman who had migrated to Mexico many
moons ago. Our plan was to find a local realtor to look at a few places. Lee struck up a
conversation with an older expat who’d spent winters in Sayulita for years. Lee told him our story,
and the guy said, “Hold on a second, my friend owns a real estate office right here, next to
Choco Banana. Let me see if he is in.”A few minutes passed and a handsome Canadian dude in
his thirties appeared. His name was Neil. Lee explained again what we were looking for, and the
guy’s eyes lit up. “You won’t believe this, but I have a house that I’m managing on the North side
in one of the better areas of town. It’s on the beach. The real big deal is that it is the only long-
term beachfront rental available in the entire village. Owners make more money renting short
term during the high season than if they rent by the month. The downside is that it’s still under
construction. Wanna see it after breakfast?”Like in the dream, I would have to choose to shift the
direction of my waking life.We did. We finished our grub and loaded into our rental truck, heading



away from town. He wasn’t kidding. The house sat directly on the beach. It was definitely in need
of some work; it was one of the oldest houses in the village. The owner had taken an old
concrete house and had the kitchen redone and updated the bathrooms. There were three
bedrooms; two ocean-view rooms had sliding doors, which opened onto a deck. The other could
be turned into an office. We were sold and immediately filled out a lease. Before leaving Sayulita,
we met with the contractor who was working on the property. The final work was to paint the
inside. We wanted a groovy Mexican pad, and I had practice decorating the Dreaming House in
Teotihuacán. My house in Malibu was lovely, but mainly white walled. Mexico meant moving into
a colorful, vibrant world with a lively house to match!Saying Good-bye to the “Bu” and Hello to
the Mexican JungleImmediately upon our return to Malibu, we began to pack the house. Our
Guate malan household helper/nanny thought we were nuts to want to move to a third-world
country. She’d worked her butt off to build the life she had in the U.S.My most difficult good-bye
was to Ted and Peggy Raess, aka Nanny and Bubba. I’d met both in my early twenties when I
first arrived in LA. I was introduced to them through Gabrielle, one of my closest friends. Ted and
Peggy didn’t have any children of their own, and since I was an orphan, we were a perfect fit. We
formed a family rooted in love, not blood. They’d introduced me to my husband. Ted gave me
away on my wedding day, and they were present for the arrival of my girls. Leaving LA meant
leaving them for the first time in ten years.Life in a rural Mexican town was challenging, and most
tasks required skills that neither of us possessed…Within three weeks of finding our beach
house in Sayulita, we were moving in, and with the same quick rhythm, we fell into the arms of
this magical Mexican village.Life in a rural Mexican town was challenging, and most tasks
required skills that neither of us possessed: like how to locate the gas delivery man who
supplied weekly gas to our casa’s gas tank, and the electricity to the house was an on-and-off
event; the storms in the jungle came on a regular basis and with them the loss of power. The
hardest task was paying our phone bill. We had to pay by cash. It took days because we learned
we had to drive to Bucerias, the closest city where an ATM-like machine was located. The
problem was that the road leading to Bucerias was known as the “death road” because every
day someone was getting killed on it, which led to major traffic jams. Whenever we headed into
town on the death road, I’d bless the car and imagine a giant red heart protecting our Mexi-Rig.
… we had returned back to basici, and worrying about anything seemed far off and
otherworldly.However, our life wasn’t complicated emotionally; we had returned back to basics,
and worrying about anything seemed far off and other worldly. My daily focus was the kids,
eating, and keeping the lights on. Oh, and avoiding snakes, deadly scorpions, land crabs, and
iguanas.I’d enrolled Bella in a small preschool, and I made friends of my own. I call these women
“The Mango Mommas.” They are made up of four young Sayulitan women in their twenties and
thirties, educated women raising young children and attempting to maintain corners of
themselves, much like me. We had playdates and Mommas’ nights out, and we cried and
laughed together. They became the base of our family’s community, and through them, I began
to truly understand Mexican culture. However, no one was or is as important as Senora Gina.



The day I met her, I knew I’d found “My Person” and truly the reason our family had moved to
Mexico. To find her.Senora Gina is not only the matriarch of the village of Sayulita, but one of the
most sophisticated, generous, kind, intelligent, faithful, loyal, and beautiful women I have ever
met. To call her friend is not enough as she fulfills the role of so many titles. Sister, aunt,
grandmother to my children, mother to my Mexican self, guide, teacher … the list goes on and
on.Sleeping with the waves opened our minds.Our little house was on the sand, and the ocean
moved underneath my bedroom with the rising tide. Sleeping with the waves opened our minds.
Some scientists have even proven that sleeping near waves can change brain patterns.My mind
began to let go of the constant list-making from my Malibu lifestyle. My inner workings began to
shift quickly, calming down as I let go of who I thought I was meant to be on the outside and
embraced the re-creation of the inner Mee. I found myself looking forward to climbing into bed at
the end of a long day, not because I was exhausted, but because I was looking forward to what
dreams would fill my night. These dreams were vivid and always full of people I’d never seen or
people I hadn’t thought about in a while. I would awake to self-reflective thoughts of who I had
been during our relationship, and these thoughts traveled with me throughout the day. When I
returned to sleep, my dreams would bring me to another time in my life. Sayulita helped me
recapitulate who I had been. It served as a resting place. The Huichol Indians believe that
Sayulita is the place of “in between the worlds.” This is where the veil is thin, and it is easy to
spiritually connect to the other side; it is also from where our creativity stems.The Huichol
Indians believe that Sayulita is the place of “in between the worlds.”These memories compelled
me to evaluate who I was and how my reactions shifted outcomes. My favorite visitor was my
momma. She visited my dreams the most, and on one particular occasion, I heard her whisper
into my ear, “Check the baby.”
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my chest, and the force of the impact pushed me into another place. I closed and opened my
eyes, peering into a town that was not my usual realm. I stood still, grasping my chest and
looking around as people I’d never seen before began to pop into this place, all of them grabbing
their chests. It was clear to me that they had been shot in the same place. Within seconds they
diverged. I was conscious of being killed. I had arrived on the other side, and the direction we
went in was congruent with the path that we were on before dying.Someone shot me. I could feel
the bullet move through my chest, and the force of the impact pushed me into another
place.Suddenly, my good friend and man of honor at my wedding, Alphonso, popped over. He



had been shot. A dream guide appeared, someone you can’t really see with your eyes but know
he or she is there in front of you talking and directing. He loaded Alphonso and me into an SUV,
and we started to drive. As we rode through the new land, the dream guide explained that we
had died and needed to cross over, so that we could return or be reincarnated at a time when
our value would be appreciated, allowing us to become our greatest selves.Alphonso was fine
with this. I was as well until I saw an image of Lee, Bella, and Lola playing on the beach in
Bermuda without me. I began to panic, and the air left my body. NO WAY was I going out like
this! NO WAY was I going to leave my girls!I searched the dream frantically for an exit, losing my
witness point of view. Gasping for air, I reentered my bedroom and touched Lee’s back to see if
he was real. Then I flew from my bed, rushing into Bella’s room, kissing her, and then to Lola’s
crib, lifting her into my arms and smelling her neck as a momma bear would do. This dream
shook me for weeks. I couldn’t figure out what it meant. Little did I know, I was fix’n to be
reincarnated and face my death. Like in the dream, I would have to choose to shift the direction
of my waking life.I was reminded of this dream before dozing off to sleep.Our first morning in
town, we walked to Choco Banana, a wonderful brunch joint located in the center of the village
and owned by a British woman who had migrated to Mexico many moons ago. Our plan was to
find a local realtor to look at a few places. Lee struck up a conversation with an older expat who’d
spent winters in Sayulita for years. Lee told him our story, and the guy said, “Hold on a second,
my friend owns a real estate office right here, next to Choco Banana. Let me see if he is in.”A few
minutes passed and a handsome Canadian dude in his thirties appeared. His name was Neil.
Lee explained again what we were looking for, and the guy’s eyes lit up. “You won’t believe this,
but I have a house that I’m managing on the North side in one of the better areas of town. It’s on
the beach. The real big deal is that it is the only long-term beachfront rental available in the entire
village. Owners make more money renting short term during the high season than if they rent by
the month. The downside is that it’s still under construction. Wanna see it after breakfast?”Like in
the dream, I would have to choose to shift the direction of my waking life.We did. We finished our
grub and loaded into our rental truck, heading away from town. He wasn’t kidding. The house sat
directly on the beach. It was definitely in need of some work; it was one of the oldest houses in
the village. The owner had taken an old concrete house and had the kitchen redone and
updated the bathrooms. There were three bedrooms; two ocean-view rooms had sliding doors,
which opened onto a deck. The other could be turned into an office. We were sold and
immediately filled out a lease. Before leaving Sayulita, we met with the contractor who was
working on the property. The final work was to paint the inside. We wanted a groovy Mexican
pad, and I had practice decorating the Dreaming House in Teotihuacán. My house in Malibu was
lovely, but mainly white walled. Mexico meant moving into a colorful, vibrant world with a lively
house to match!Saying Good-bye to the “Bu” and Hello to the Mexican JungleImmediately upon
our return to Malibu, we began to pack the house. Our Guate malan household helper/nanny
thought we were nuts to want to move to a third-world country. She’d worked her butt off to build
the life she had in the U.S.My most difficult good-bye was to Ted and Peggy Raess, aka Nanny



and Bubba. I’d met both in my early twenties when I first arrived in LA. I was introduced to them
through Gabrielle, one of my closest friends. Ted and Peggy didn’t have any children of their
own, and since I was an orphan, we were a perfect fit. We formed a family rooted in love, not
blood. They’d introduced me to my husband. Ted gave me away on my wedding day, and they
were present for the arrival of my girls. Leaving LA meant leaving them for the first time in ten
years.Life in a rural Mexican town was challenging, and most tasks required skills that neither of
us possessed…Within three weeks of finding our beach house in Sayulita, we were moving in,
and with the same quick rhythm, we fell into the arms of this magical Mexican village.Life in a
rural Mexican town was challenging, and most tasks required skills that neither of us possessed:
like how to locate the gas delivery man who supplied weekly gas to our casa’s gas tank, and the
electricity to the house was an on-and-off event; the storms in the jungle came on a regular basis
and with them the loss of power. The hardest task was paying our phone bill. We had to pay by
cash. It took days because we learned we had to drive to Bucerias, the closest city where an
ATM-like machine was located. The problem was that the road leading to Bucerias was known
as the “death road” because every day someone was getting killed on it, which led to major
traffic jams. Whenever we headed into town on the death road, I’d bless the car and imagine a
giant red heart protecting our Mexi-Rig.… we had returned back to basici, and worrying about
anything seemed far off and otherworldly.However, our life wasn’t complicated emotionally; we
had returned back to basics, and worrying about anything seemed far off and other worldly. My
daily focus was the kids, eating, and keeping the lights on. Oh, and avoiding snakes, deadly
scorpions, land crabs, and iguanas.I’d enrolled Bella in a small preschool, and I made friends of
my own. I call these women “The Mango Mommas.” They are made up of four young Sayulitan
women in their twenties and thirties, educated women raising young children and attempting to
maintain corners of themselves, much like me. We had playdates and Mommas’ nights out, and
we cried and laughed together. They became the base of our family’s community, and through
them, I began to truly understand Mexican culture. However, no one was or is as important as
Senora Gina. The day I met her, I knew I’d found “My Person” and truly the reason our family had
moved to Mexico. To find her.Senora Gina is not only the matriarch of the village of Sayulita, but
one of the most sophisticated, generous, kind, intelligent, faithful, loyal, and beautiful women I
have ever met. To call her friend is not enough as she fulfills the role of so many titles. Sister,
aunt, grandmother to my children, mother to my Mexican self, guide, teacher … the list goes on
and on.Sleeping with the waves opened our minds.Our little house was on the sand, and the
ocean moved underneath my bedroom with the rising tide. Sleeping with the waves opened our
minds. Some scientists have even proven that sleeping near waves can change brain
patterns.My mind began to let go of the constant list-making from my Malibu lifestyle. My inner
workings began to shift quickly, calming down as I let go of who I thought I was meant to be on
the outside and embraced the re-creation of the inner Mee. I found myself looking forward to
climbing into bed at the end of a long day, not because I was exhausted, but because I was
looking forward to what dreams would fill my night. These dreams were vivid and always full of



people I’d never seen or people I hadn’t thought about in a while. I would awake to self-reflective
thoughts of who I had been during our relationship, and these thoughts traveled with me
throughout the day. When I returned to sleep, my dreams would bring me to another time in my
life. Sayulita helped me recapitulate who I had been. It served as a resting place. The Huichol
Indians believe that Sayulita is the place of “in between the worlds.” This is where the veil is thin,
and it is easy to spiritually connect to the other side; it is also from where our creativity
stems.The Huichol Indians believe that Sayulita is the place of “in between the worlds.”These
memories compelled me to evaluate who I was and how my reactions shifted outcomes. My
favorite visitor was my momma. She visited my dreams the most, and on one particular
occasion, I heard her whisper into my ear, “Check the baby.”I sat up, searching the room for
whoever had spoken. Lola was sleeping alone in her crib. Suddenly, I heard the sound of Lola
fighting for air. I ran into her room and switched on the light, thrilled that the electricity was finally
working. I lifted my baby from her crib and was thankful that she was fine. Something had been
stuck in her throat, but it had cleared. Thank goodness my momma woke me, and I was wide-
eyed and alert. I also dreamed that my momma walked into the room with a new haircut and a
fabulous straw bag. She brushed away the fear and sadness I felt for her death by telling me to
stop worrying. I woke with the scent of her skin in my mind. It had been a while since I’d dreamed
with her.Life in the jungle was challenging and exciting. Every day we were connected to the
outside world and nature. This connection fed our souls like never before. Our minds were
challenged with learning a new language and cultural rights and wrongs. We were seen as
immigrants by the natives, and I began to understand what my momma’s family had felt when
they immigrated to the United States from Italy. I was expanding my life’s perspective, and what
neither my husband nor I knew is that the journey we’d embarked on was going to shift the
direction of our lives forever.I’d always thought of Mexican food as being covered in cheese and
sold at Taco Bell, or worse: Chi Chi’s, a chain restaurant in the 1980s where all of the Oberlin
and Cleveland-area school kids would go for their Spanish class field trips. First of all, none of us
knew that chi chi meant “titty”! The name of the restaurant was a clear indication that whoever
was running it either had a sense of humor or zero relationship with Mexico and its cuisine,
’cause Lord knows, not even strip joints in Mexico are given such crass names.I couldn’t cook
without the assistance of a box or jar.I had a crew of helpers in our little casa, and one of them,
Angel, came every afternoon to cook. The menu was usually freshly caught fish: dorado, a type
of mahi mahi, corn tortillas, salsa, and whatever veggies were available at the market. One never
entered a market with a list; I’d learned this early on as my first few trips into town armed with a
list were pointless. I had a hope that maybe what I was planning to cook was in stock, but the tiny
village relied on the vegetable man who drove around the streets blasting loud music from his
shabby truck and screaming through a microphone to come out and buy fresh produce.We ate
what was seasonally available. Lots of zucchini, carrots, onions, garlic, potatoes, cabbage, and
occasionally, I’d come across ginger and sweet potatoes, and in June, papayas and lychees.
There were very few processed foods available besides spaghetti. I was thankful for this



because on Angel’s day off that’s what we ate. I couldn’t cook without the assistance of a box or
jar.My Food History and the Constant BurnFood and I had never really danced well together. I
came into the world with a damaged intestinal track, and the day I was born I was rushed to
Pittsburgh Children’s Hospital where I underwent a surgery that removed three inches of my
small intestines and then reconnected them. The doctors told my momma that I would not make
it and a priest was brought in to baptize me immediately.Well, I survived and spent the first few
years of my life struggling with food, as it was difficult for me to digest. My momma said I
screamed and screamed in pain nonstop for the first few years of my life. At age five, I was finally
able to eat well enough. Then my parents divorced, leaving my momma alone with three
children, earning $1.75 per hour, with zero child support. There wasn’t any money to buy food,
so I spent the next few years going to bed hungry.The doctors told my momma that I would not
make it and a priest was brought in to baptize me immediately.Around the age of nine, my
momma had troubles of her own. She was diagnosed with Crohn’s disease, a condition where
the lining of the intestines is basically eaten away by unstoppable bacteria. The immune system
goes into overdrive in an attempt to attack the bacteria, but ends up hurting the body. The
human is left suffering horrible pain and bleeding bouts, without the ability to digest food or
absorb nutrition. There is no cure and no known drug to really help. It breaks my heart knowing
my momma suffered the way she did.Needless to say, I was raised on a less-than-healthy diet:
canned corn, peas, green beans, chipped ham sandwiches served on white bread with
Hellman’s mayonnaise, Cheerios or Wheaties, and pasta with marinara sauce. I barely
remember eating chicken or beef, except on special occasions. We spent summers with my
grandparents in Appalachia where my Italian grandma cooked relatively fresh foods, rigatoni and
sauce, meatballs, rolled oats for breakfast, and frittatas. Canned corn and peas were again the
vegetables of choice. During the summer, we ate watermelon and fresh corn on the cob.In
January 1989, my life changed. On New Year’s Eve, my momma was in a head-on collision; she
was thrown 500 feet from her vehicle and suffered severe injuries. On January 7, one week later,
my best friends Gina DeMarco and Holly Velky were killed instantly in another car accident. On
January 12, my momma passed away. Five days later, my great-grandmother Lloyd died in her
sleep.I had no money and nowhere to go. With the kindness of Lynn and Ray Muro, who loaned
me twenty dollars, I filled up “The Peach” (my orange Chevette) and drove to my grandparents’
house in the mountains. After Grandma Lloyd’s funeral, my grandfather took me to a convent to
study. I pondered the idea of becoming a nun and then decided it wasn’t for me.I pondered the
idea of becoming a nun and then decided it wasn’t for me.With ten dollars left, I drove to
Maryland to live with my momma’s brother, Uncle Mike, and his wife, Aunt Melinda. They told me
I could live with them, but I had to make my own way. The next morning after arriving, I combed
The Washington Post. Never having seen so many want ads, I knew I would be fine. By the time
my aunt and uncle returned home from work that day, I’d found my way around and landed a job
as a receptionist in a small office. Eventually, I saved enough money to return to college (I’d left
Kent State mid year after my momma’s car accident).While I was going to school, I worked as a



waitress on the weekends. The benefit of that job was a free meal. When I wasn’t working, I ate
canned peas and pasta or stopped by a fast food restaurant to buy something off the dollar
menu. Wendy’s Jr. single with cheese was my favorite.After leaving school, I moved to New York
City with the intention of attending FIT (Fashion Institute of Technology), and then on to Los
Angeles, where a summer job as a stylist led me to a new world that I was destined to remain in
for a few years, as this world was far away from the sadness of my past. Now, in my early
twenties, I was in my first adult relationship, dating a young and handsome Israeli diamond
dealer, Kapara (Hebrew for “most important one”). Kapara loved to eat out at all the fancy hot
and hip spots. I was introduced to Middle Eastern foods and fine dining and loved eating every
bit of it.Today, I think back to my last supper without fear: One evening, Kapara and I went to
Matteo’s, one of the best Italian restaurants on the West side. I ordered a steak with Italian-styled
roasted potatoes, a side of pasta, garlic spinach, and red wine—oh and fo’sho, a cannoli for
dessert. I remember this meal so well because it was the last time I ate without fear.Later that
night an awful set of spasms gripped my abdomen. I felt as though everything had frozen inside
of my body; not even my blood was moving freely. My tummy grew as if I were six months
pregnant, and after hours of nonstop pain, Kapara thought it best to take me to the hospital. He
waited with me for hours until he had to leave for an appointment, so I stayed there by myself.
Finally someone came for me and put me in an examination room in the emergency room. I must
have been there for hours. My last memory was vomiting and falling off of the examination table.
When I opened my eyes, my good friend from college was standing over me and calling for a
nurse. The spasms did not let up, and soon a team was working on me, stuffing tubes down my
nose and into my abdomen (used to pump the stomach of everything, including air). They
hooked me to an IV, which pumped morphine into my veins. They believed I had suffered a
partial bowel obstruction from scar tissue from my surgery at birth. Before I went home the next
day, I was told to eat low-residue food for a few days. A low-residue diet virtually has no vitamins
in it and is made up of carbohydrates and sugars.A low-residue diet virtually has no vitamins in it
and is made up of carbohydrates and sugars.Soon after this episode, the “burn” began. It was a
slow-building fire that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside my intestines. At first it
didn’t last for very long, but over time, this burn became a part of my deal. I lived with it like a
codependent woman with an addict. I accepted the pain as part of me. I suffered a few more
partial bowel obstructions, doing my best to avoid going to the hospital by finding ways to get
through them. Usually once I threw up four or five times, they would subside.However, I never
resumed my fine-dining food partying; I was afraid. I began to monitor what I ate and how much I
ate. One of the doctors advised me to avoid almost all vegetables, grains, beans, and salads. So
I ate tiny portions of chicken, and I was basically left with pasta and cheese.By the time I met
Lee six years later, the burn was constant. Everything I ate hurt me, and I was living on “paste.”
When I did eat, my food was virtually devoid of most nutrition. A friend had introduced me to a
health-food product that was prepared much like cream of wheat. I lived on it. Sweet Lee married
my stomachache and me. It was part of the deal.When I was pregnant with my first daughter, I



suffered a partial obstruction that landed me in Cedars-Sinai Medical Center in LA. Lee was
away at The Ranch in Nashville, and I was alone. I’d thrown up at least twenty-five times and
almost passed out. My neighbor called the ambulance. After many hours in the ER, I was
checked into a room to face my immortality as a surgeon explained the situation to me. He told
me that if I didn’t undergo immediate surgery to cut away the scar tissue, I risked the possibility
of a total bowel obstruction, which could kill my baby and me. (This is how I found out I was
pregnant, as I didn’t know before meeting the surgeon.) With the shock of this information, I was
then blasted with a choice: If I underwent the surgery, I would lose my unborn baby.I
prayed.Sweet Lee married my stomachache and me. It was part of the deal.I said no to the
surgery, and once I’d made my mind up about that, an OBGYN was sent to my room to take my
case. Her name was Dr. Divine.However, it wasn’t a smooth road ahead. I ended up back in the
hospital soon after, once again with another partial obstruction, this time in Nashville. That was
the first time I heard my daughter’s heartbeat. I was determined to get through the partial bowel
obstruction, and we did.When it came time to deliver Isabella, I almost didn’t go to the hospital. I
thought I was suffering from the flu with the usual symptoms: a headache, a stomachache, fever,
and pain. Lee convinced me to roll forward with the plan, and I met Maryalice, my dear friend
who was serving as my doula, at Baptist Hospital.As the nurses were prepping me for my
scheduled C-section, one of them said, “Girl, you should have gotten here sooner; your
contractions are two minutes apart. You’re about ready to bring this baby into the room.”This was
a testament to how much pain I lived with; I didn’t even notice I was having contractions. An hour
later, Isabella was born, a healthy beautiful baby. We’d made it.This was a testament to how
much pain I lived with; I didn’t even notice I was having contractions.I left the hospital, and
packed deep into my intestinal luggage, the constant burn remained. I decided to investigate.
The doctor I went to see didn’t think it was scar tissue causing the burning pain, so I underwent
tests and began to take a pill for IBS (irritable bowel syndrome). Nothing changed. I played
around with the idea of giving up gluten, dairy, and sugar, as I’d heard giving up those things
could help ease digestive distress; however, I was never diligent for long periods of time. Truth is,
I wasn’t very good at sticking to it.Then Lola came into our lives. Baby number two. Luckily, this
time I stayed out of the hospital. The only issue I had was low iron, extremely low. I was put on
intravenous iron transfusions twice a week for the last few weeks of my pregnancy. Lola rolled
onto the scene a whopping 9.4 pounds with a full head of hair and wide awake. It looked like she
drank all the iron!After she was born, I underwent a few more tests. My doctor had a hard time
finding out what was the cause of the burn. He thought the obstructions were the result of scar
tissue but that surgery would put me at risk for more problems. I was going to have to
deal.Burning in Mexico, So Back to LASix months into our Mexican adventure, the “burn”
returned with a vengeance. I found myself almost faint from the heat; I couldn’t stand the sun to
touch my skin. This was strange, as I’d always loved to be outside and on the beach. Some days
I couldn’t get out of bed because the burn seemed to radiate from my belly button to my
fingertips. I hadn’t eaten a full plate of food in months. I was wasting away.One weekend Lee was



out of town, and I was home alone with the girls. My helper, Maria, had gone home for the night
and would not return until Monday morning. I felt my tummy begin to “shut down,” and the
spasms that signify danger began to move through my back and abdomen. I got the girls into
bed and climbed into mine, praying that it wouldn’t be an obstruction, and tried to drift off to
sleep.Some days I couldn’t get out of bed because the burn seemed to radiate from my belly
button to my fingertips.At 4 a.m. I’d fallen onto the floor trying to get to Lola, who was crying in
her crib. The pain was out of control, and I couldn’t stand or move. I lay in a ball on the floor in the
doorway talking Lola into calmness and breathing my way through the spasms. The phones
were out due to a recent storm, the closest hospital was an hour and a half through the jungle,
and the only hospital that could help me was five hours away in Guadalajara. The road to
Guadalajara was dangerous in the daylight and a death wish in the evening as the drug cartels
ruled the roads. Trying to navigate the drunken drivers made it even worse. Who would find me?
Was I going to die in the jungle?After some time, I mustered up enough strength to make it to the
back bedroom with both of my babies, as Lola was eighteen months old and Bella was just five.
Bella helped with snacks for Lola, and we watched movies on the computer. Twenty-four hours
later, the pain stopped and I was safe, but I knew I needed to return to the States. With the
phones working again, I called Lee to tell him that I’d suffered another attack, and this time it was
different. I knew I’d barely made it through. Something was wrong, and it wasn’t scar tissue.I got
on the phone with my doctor in LA and told him I was coming back ASAP. I needed him to
schedule every test he could; I wasn’t going to leave the hospital until we knew exactly what was
going on.We were in LA the following weekend, camping out at Ted and Peggy’s house. The sky
was full of smoke! Once again, parts of Los Angeles were burning. A year before, while living in
Malibu, we had awoken to fire and smoke, soon followed by police on motorcycles who were
going door to door telling the residents that we had twenty minutes to load our stuff and head
out. We headed to the Loews Hotel in Santa Monica, along with most of Malibu’s evacuees. We
lasted only three days in that hotel because the smoke was so brutal we all had sore throats and
headaches. Finally, Lee had enough, and we fled to the Ranch in Tennessee. I’d been in love
with Malibu until then, but those fires were close to home and revealed the unsustainable life
there. My love affair with Los Angeles had gone through a huge shift and the journey to the
jungle was even more attractive, untethering me from my LA life.I wasn’t going to leave the
hospital until we knew exactly what was going on.I know what you all are thinking: A love affair
with that smoggy, superficial dry city? Los Angeles is where I came into myself, found myself,
and created a life of my own. However, the jungle had changed me; it fed me and grew me like
one of its giant green leaves!Upon arrival in LA, I began undergoing a series of tests. I told my
gastroenterologist that I was not leaving until we knew exactly what was wrong with me.
Returning to the jungle would be life threatening, and I was ready to investigate.The worst part of
the tests was the prep for the colonoscopy. For this test, you have to drink a huge gallon of nasty-
flavored water that helps move all the shadoobie from your digestive tract. Even drinking a glass
of water was incredibly painful, so I barely finished it. By this time, I was hardly eating or drinking



at all, and those few gallons of nasty really pushed me over the edge. The doctors also decided
to implant a camera inside my stomach while I was under for the colonoscopy. Since swallowing
was almost impossible, placing the camera deep into my stomach was the best plan of
action.My first series of tests were to see if I had a Crohn’s disease gene. Why my doctor waited
ten years to test me for this gene since my momma had the disease I don’t know. Either way, the
test came back negative. When my blood work came back, we discovered that I was severely
anemic.“Dangerous,” they said. It was a sign that I was definitely hemorrhaging somewhere
inside my body. The camera was going to make its way through my intestines in search of
ulcerations, holes, inflammation, and hopefully not find any narrowing of my intestinal wall and
get stuck.If the camera didn’t find its way out, they were going to have to open me up to remove
it.I arrived on time for my colonoscopy with Lee as my driver. When I awoke from the anesthesia,
they told me that I had so much old, undigested food in my digestive tract that they had to do the
test twice! They found very little in my colon and would have to wait for the camera to come out
in my shadoobie. They sent me home with a battery pack strapped to my tummy; the pack/film
receiver would last up to eight hours, and then I would return to the hospital where they would be
able to watch the footage. All was good until that night when the doctor’s office ran the camera
test. They called to say that the film revealed that the camera must have hit a narrowing halfway
through me and was stuck!OMG, I was a wreck. If the camera didn’t find its way out, they were
going to have to open me up to remove it. That would not be an easy surgery, especially in my
condition. I started drinking mugs of warm water with lemon, which is a great way to get the
pipes flushing. After two days, the doctor’s office called to check in and said that it must have
found its way out or I would be having big-time discomfort. Whew, I was relieved.My next test
was an MRI. I had no idea I was claustrophobic until I lay down in that bizarre machine. Good
grief, it was awful! I felt like my body and my mind were at war. I tried hard to focus on my
breathing and on my mother’s voice. I closed my eyes and saw her standing at the head of the
tube trying to distract me with memories of my childhood. The memories were encouraged by
the fact that the technician chose old rock ’n’ roll to blast through the headset. I felt like I’d eaten
a pot brownie, half nauseous and half dizzy, trapped on a ride at the Lorain County Fair in Ohio
with a funky old carnie running the ride and refusing to stop it…. I was tripping with every thought!
My next stop was a CAT scan in search of tumors. It wasn’t bad, but it was odd having the dye
shot into my veins. I remember being cold and completely worn out by all the machines.The last
day of my tests I drank another nasty drink, a barium chalky drink that moved through my
intestines while I flipped from side to side under a big x-ray machine, as they searched for a
narrowing. The not knowing was the worst. The doctors needed to review the eight hours of the
camera tests. They hadn’t found any ulceration, just a few tiny dots that seemed like they could
turn into them, but that was it, leaving the doctors perplexed.Senora Gina, who had a connection
in LA, hooked me up with a doctor who came highly recommended. She said you should always
have two opinions and two people looking at a puzzle from two different directions. It’s more
likely to solve the mystery. Since her family was highly connected in the medical world, I took her



advice and made an appointment with Dr. Leo, who immediately made a spot to fit us in. He was
a young fellow in his thirties, attractive and open-minded. As I sat with him, he started
investigating like crazy, asking me many questions no one had ever asked me before. I felt like I
was with Dr. Gregory House from the TV show, and I knew he was going to help me. That night
he texted me twice with more questions. Then he organized different tests than my main dude
had. Once again, I felt like a lab rat!Once all the tests had been run, all we could do was wait for
the results. I enjoyed catching up with Ted and Peggy when I wasn’t in the hospital. Once the
girls and Lee turned in for the night, I would pour out my fears all over their rug, as I had done in
my early twenties. However, now my fears had shifted. I was perplexed by my health and the fear
that I was going to suffer forever, as my mother had. I watched Isabella and her tiny frame and
saw myself. The word “hereditary” flashed through my mind.I felt like I was with Dr. Gregory
House from the TV show, and I knew he was going to help me.Peggy always helped me find my
way off the floor of being a victim, making sure that I went to sleep empowered in some way, by
showing me that I had a choice in my reactions to what was going on in my life. Ted was the best
father I could have ever had; he listened and saw my greatness. I was scared to death, and
leaving my girls was my greatest fear.Peggy had started out as my teacher in the desert. I’d
attended women’s workshops with my friend Gabrielle, and that’s how we were first introduced.
Peggy soon became the most amazing guide and adult mother I could have had. I’m certain that
life played out perfectly; my momma was a great momma to the child I was, and Ted and Peggy
were a gift of amazing adult parents. I became me on my own terms, and they have held a line
without judgment. The best part of gaining adult parents is that there is no history of blame to
distract from the moment; there is only now. This builds a wonderful future based on a clean
present. We have spent every holiday, birth, and preschool moment together. Bella and Lola
know them as their grandparents and my family. Being with them while going through so many
medical tests was a great gift of support.I became me on my own terms, and they have held a
line without judgment.I enjoyed being in LA, but I couldn’t wait to return to the jungle. I hoped that
the doctors could give me some drug that would ease my troubles and our journey would get
back underway.Bodies and SoulsAfter two weeks in Los Angeles, the doctors still did not have a
full diagnosis. They knew that my small bowel was swollen, and according to them, the only way
to bring the inflammation down was with a series of medications. The CAT scan didn’t show the
aortic syndrome* that had appeared a few years earlier, which was great news.We were still
uncertain about what was causing the severe anemia. I returned to the hematologist who I’d
worked with during my pregnancy with Lola. He was freaked by my lack of iron and immediately
ordered a series of transfusions.It’s always eye-opening to spend time in the chemo-infusion
center waiting room. Watching how many people have cancer, I sat and imagined their lives,
their families at home, and who they were. Cancer does not discriminate. On one particular day,
an old, sweet woman sat with tears in her eyes; she was frightened of what was to come. She
told me that she had been diagnosed with ovarian cancer. Seeing her as a mirror of my poppy,
who was at the Mayo Clinic undergoing lung surgery to remove cancer, I held her hand and told



her to imagine a red heart in front of her, which is what the Hopi Indians do whenever they are
scared. The heart represents love, and when we switch our mind from thoughts of fear to
thoughts of love, the outcome is positive. I held back tears of compassion, and I thanked God for
every day I was here.The hematologist decided to jack up the type of iron I had taken before
because he wanted to get as much in my body as possible. He warned me that I could be
allergic. The craziest thing was that once he said it, I knew I was allergic. Not wanting to seem
crazy, I went ahead with the plan. The nurse sat me down in my “chemo” chair and gave me
more tips on what to do if I should feel anything strange. Hearing my inside voice once again, I
picked up my cell phone and called Peggy, wanting to ask her to come. No one answered. I tried
Lee’s phone. No one answered. Then, I tried Ted in the office. No answer.The IV drip began, and
within less than four minutes I felt hot, flushed, and stopped breathing. I could not get air. I’d had
asthma as a child so I understood the tightening of the chest, but this was different. There was
NO AIR IN THE ROOM. Then came severe pain in my back. I’ve never stopped breathing
before, and it was the worst, most frightening thing I have ever experienced in my life. Within
seconds there were ten people surrounding me. Oxygen and antihistamine were plunged into
my IV and ass. I could hear the nurses talking to me, but all I could think about were my girls,
Lee, Ted, and Peggy. I had gone into anaphylactic shock.The heart represents love, and when
we switch our mind from thoughts of fear to thoughts of love, the outcome is positive.Slowly the
pain in my back lessened and I began to breath, but the shaking from the antihistamine was
intense. Lee finally appeared. Poor guy, he was worn to the bone with my illness, doctor
appointments, and being cooped up in someone else’s house. My fear of death had found its
way into his mind, and the two of us were clinging to hope.During this fast and frightening
moment, I had some kind of ultra-aware moment. There I was, fighting for air, scared to death,
wanting to scream from the pain in my back, and all I could do was see my own soul for the first
time. I literally saw all the lives inside of my body and how desperately they wanted out! I could
see the panic of my deepest self, squirming and clawing to escape. While this was occurring, the
medical team, trying to keep my heart pumping and lungs breathing, was kind and gentle. They
were talking to my physical body, my soul, and us …I had faced my greatest fear and arrived on
the other side of the mountain.“This will pass, stay calm, we are here, and you are going to feel
better soon.”I could feel warm, sweet hands on me, and someone telling me to breathe slowly.
As my lungs reopened, I felt my body and soul realign and work together.When I returned to
Peggy’s and saw the girls, my heart broke. I had faced my greatest fear and arrived on the other
side of the mountain. I felt like a part of me died that day, the part of me that had any doubt that
we are greater than our bodies. The following day I returned to the “chemo” ward to attempt
another type of iron, and as I sat in my seat, I felt fear when the drip started. But this time I was
fine and remembered my own advice, look for the RED HEARTS!My regular doctor said he
thought that I’d created major inflammation in my small intestines by taking too much ibuprofen,
as I suffered upwards of 3 headaches a week. The camera revealed very little. It was decided
that I should take steroids for a while to help with any inflammation that might have been causing



my digestive distress. Dr. Leo was still doing research, and he sent me back to the jungle with a
promise to keep in touch; he was not giving up. There was nothing the doctors could do except
wait and see how I responded to the steroids.Arriving in the jungle, the warm, humid air
immediately wrapped her arms around us. We released the deep breaths we’d been holding for
more than two weeks. Senora Gina prepared a meal of loving food, and we inhaled it and then
climbed into bed by 7 p.m. The sound of the ocean rocked us to sleep, and dreams flooded my
mind. Once again, I found my place within the veil. I was home.Two weeks after returning from
Los Angeles, I was back at work in my little office. I still did not feel well, and the burning
continued. One night I hit the floor. I could barely swallow water, and those horse pills the doctors
had given me were the majority of what I’d been feeding my body each day. They had to have
something to do with it.Senora Gina made an appointment for me with one of the leading gastro
doctors in all of Latin America, who was working in Guadalajara but was originally from Italy. We
loaded the Mexi-Rig and headed out. This doctor had worked at the Cleveland Clinic and
thought I had Crohn’s disease. He explained that in Mexico they were experimenting with stem
cells and that I could possibly be a candidate. However, the process to undergo this procedure
was brutal. It would involve completely wiping out my immune system, then keeping me isolated
like the Boy in the Plastic Bubble. The procedure would last six months, and it could kill me. That
was not an option.One afternoon I sat in my tiny office in town writing when I got a call on my cell
phone from the States. It was Dr. Leo; he asked if I was sitting down. He told me that he had
attended a conference for intestinal disorders and saw a slide of a really bad ulceration that
consumed the total circumference of the intestinal wall. When he checked the patient’s name, it
was mine! My main doctor had missed it on the camera roll. I had a HUGE gaping hole deep in
my ileum, the final section of my small intestine. I was hemorrhaging.The procedure would last
six months, and it could kill me.Dr. Leo told me that I needed to return to Los Angeles pronto. He
wanted to try a new procedure called a “double balloon” in which they would inflate my intestine
and take a biopsy. He said that the ulceration had a fifty percent chance of being cancerous or
Crohn’s. I was sitting alone in my groovy office in the jungle, and I hung up the phone and
sobbed. All I could think about was my momma and how I’d done everything in my power to
create a different outcome for my life. I’d focused on making different choices, and yet here I was
about to walk in her shoes.I heard that familiar voice—my God voice—whisper inside of my
head: Your outcome is your own; it will be up to you. You decide whom you will choose to
become with this and whose shoes you will walk in.* Before becoming pregnant with Lola, my
doctor had run tests and believed that suffered from superior mesenteric artery (SMA)
syndrome. This is a very rare, life-threatening gastrovascular disorder characterized by a
compression of the third portion of the duodenum (the connector of the stomach and small
intestines) by the abdominal aorta (AA) and the overlying superior mesenteric artery. This
syndrome has a high mortality rate; one out of three people die as a result.Dancing with Destiny
in NashvilleWe had been living in Sayulita, Mexico, full time for a solid year when we closed up
our little casa and packed up our suitcases to board a plane for Nashville. On December 13,



2008, around 10 p.m., we arrived at the Ranch in Tennessee, slightly culture and climate
shocked. It had been seven years since I spent any real time in winter. I usually only returned to
the Ranch in late March along with the warmth and green of Southern Spring.Bella summed it
up best when she woke up the morning after we arrived, looked out her window, and said,
“Momma, hurry up, come here and look out my windows. Something is wrong with the trees.
They are sad and skinny without leaves. Are they sick?”She’d never seen naked winter trees.
Moving between the worlds is tough, and it’s not the climate that changed. Lola wept for HOME
every night, the beach, and Maria, and it made me wonder, Where exactly is our home?
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Linda, “nice recipes and vitamin info. I really like the book but it is almost 200 pages of her just
talking about herself, lifestyle, family and friends.. I get it she wants you to know how it all started
and everyone that helped her get to where she is today. It was just to lengthy for me, maybe not
a problem for others but I wanted more of the recipes and info about the vitamins and minerals.
which she does get to after reading 200 pages, I love the recipes and all the other information
she gives. I would recommend this book to others”

KSMILES, “so sad. This book it the beginning of help for .... Well written, in the medical field I've
seen so may 20, 30, 40, and 50 year olds with gastric and bowel issues...so sad. This book it the
beginning of help for all! I recommend everyone reads it and starts to change the SAD (standard
American diet) to a healthful one. Thank You See!”

A G, “Mee and Me. Mee's frank discussion of health issues and her search for a healthy
alleviation of symptoms and pain are both refreshing and eye-opening. We have in effect
poisoned ourselves with pesticides and GMOs. The only challenge is finding some of the
ingredients (cures) readily available. I grew up being organic before organic was cool; my goal is
to take Mee's advice and warnings, adapting them to my ancestral eating plan.”

Terri Z., “Kitchen Cure. This book is amazing. I jave learned so much. It was purchased to help a
family member have a better quality of life.”

Laura Aydelott, “I've learned so much about the amazing art of cooking and how much it affects
our .... I've learned so much about the amazing art of cooking and how much it affects our
bodies. I'm thankful also for the recipes along with the information I've learned about foods. I've
also visited the market/kitchen several times and they definitely live up to the care and concern
for each individual's concerns and needs!  Amazingly worth the read!Laura Aydelott”

Valerie Korb, “Help for Healing. When someone has a medical issue it is wonderful to hear the
story of how they helped themselves with great success; the body is very redeemable. Mee
Tacy did an awsome job and it is here to share with everyone. IThe recipies are pretty darn good
and she explains it in everyday lanuage. She did have great rescources to be able to aid in her
healing to be able to accomplish this on her own and then pass it on.”

Ebook Library Reader, “I love this book. I love this book. Once I actually found the ingredients in
the health food store, it was easy to make the recipes.”

The book by Mee Tracy McCormick has a rating of 5 out of 4.3. 146 people have provided
feedback.
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