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PREFACE
The life-force that has driven the creation of this book erupted from within me as an indignant
screech during the summer of 2010. I was sitting in a room with 26 others, in a luxury Hotel, in
central London. We were just completing 30 hours of advanced training in clinical hypnotherapy.
I had just blurted out, “why doesn’t everyone know this?” interrupting our dignified mentor mid
flow. I looked around as all eyes were on me; my red cheeks showing I had realized my outburst
was vocal and not reverberating within the catacombs of my skull, yes I knew the tone could be
deemed disrespectful. That made sense, because my internal turbulence was a cross between,
sheer incredulosity and what us Irish would term “pee-ed off”!!

Dr John Butler looked towards me, from his teaching position at the top of the room and made no
reply. “But why John?” I persisted, “why doesn’t

everyone know this?”. There was no answer

forthcoming. “Surely this is all written down somewhere? I mean ALL of this? YES! Is it?”. I looked
from face to face, begging for someone to say yes and give me the title of the book or books. For
what seemed like an eternity, no one answered. It was of course only a moment in real time. But
within microseconds, I was swinging from near despair to anger. “Shut it Finnerty” an inner voice
berated me firmly. “Well it goddamn should be everywhere! On the news daily, on the radio, there
should be channels dedicated to just this, and newspapers too… each and every-time someone
experiences one of these profound healings!” Oh Gosh! I was speaking out loud still! And I was
sitting up, even straighter now, hell I was on a roll; “everyone needs to know this, everyone!”.

Dr John subtly twitched a thumb, flicking to his next slide; side-on now, his calm facial features
illuminated by the reflection from the projector screen. He turned ever so slightly, and for a brief
moment, his wise, calm, observing eyes met my, naive, frantic gaze. He said four words, “you tell
it then”.

If you are holding this book, or listening to an audio; its 2020 or later. You may well ask, why it
took me ten years to get my run at this task done, and finally a work published. That story, my
dear friends is the subject matter for another book entirely! So, I think it best to just share the
highly relevant birth of this book and then move on. On that fateful afternoon, Dr John continued
to wrap up the week’s explorations into the power of the human mind and the use of this within
the field of Clinical Hypnotherapy (this module was our Medical Hypnotherapy Module), and I sat
in a stunned silence. I felt like there had been an explosion within my mind and my heart. I could
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barely breathe and every emotion from the spectrum available to humanity was cascading like an
avalanche within. I realize now, that something radical shifted within my consciousness that day.
I had no words for it yet, and I was filled with a deep and profound sense of something far, far, too
big for my body and my mind!

This course had been an advanced level for practitioners, including psychologists and
hypnotherapists. I had been in full time practice for 4 years now as a hypno-psychotherapist (i.e.
someone who carries out psycho-analytical therapy and uses the trance state to facilitate rapid
healing transformation). Therefore, the subject matter of this course wasn’t all new to me. So
why the sudden shift?

It was not as if, this was the very first time I had heard of profound healings that defied the current
medical model or heard of the power of the Mind to control one’s Physiology. When in hindsight,
from a position of calm reflection, I allow myself to recall that I had already perused Bill Moyer’s
“Healing and the Mind” (1993), a book which explores the healing connections between our
minds and our bodies, and I had read most of Stanford Universities, Hilgard & Hilgard’s, “Hypnosis
in the relief of Pain” (1994) which explores the capacity of hypnosis to alter one’s experience of
pain. Actually, upon full reflection of my initial studies into hypnotherapy in Cork during 2005, I
truly wonder why I was asking this question as if I had never heard any of this at all?

““For God’s sake Finnerty, you had even read Mutke’s “Hypnosis: The Mind/Body Connection”, sub
titled “Discover Your Infinite Potential for Self-Healing and Growth”” (1987). So, what was
happening to me in that room, in London, in that moment?! I now know that I experienced a
catharsis; I experienced, a lifting of a veil, the removal of a filter or dulling lens which kept the
reality of the power within, just out of grasp of my full consciousness. I had already “knew” it, but
I did not KNOW it! However, today, there was nothing keeping “it” at arm’s length. Today I was
drenched in KNOWING.

As we said our goodbye’s and dispersed to the four corners of the world, I was feeling both excited
and agitated. I was practically jumping out of my skin. I was excited because, what I had seen,
heard and experienced this week awed me beyond my wildest dreams. Yet agitated, because, I
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knew that what we had been exploring needed to be mainstream….. And, Oh boy! Was it far from
main-stream!!

Over these five packed days, we had been exposed to so much: including a wonderful, little elderly
lady having part of her foot removed, without any anesthetic or pain killers; yet with 100%
comfort. And all the while, within her hypnotic trance she sang “Danny Boy!” Oh! And by the way
if she had, received an anesthetic, it would have killed her, so acute was her allergic response to
same. We had explored the individual case histories of several people who had suffered long term
with crippling anxiety, depression and post-traumatic stress, and who were now well, functional
and in most cases achieving same without medication.

We had been introduced to a lady, who came by for a chat with us all, who had grown back a tiny
piece of bone in her spine and avoided the need for a surgically installed metal plate. I recall
finding this one hard to swallow at the time. But I opened my mind to the possibility and listened
intently. Yes, I said “grown” … The bone re-grew in her spine, much to her consultant surgeon’s
inigniosity (which is a made up word of mine, for a cross between, indignation, ignorance,
disbelief & shock!)… She reported that he was so shocked, he called in his assistant and gave out
to her for delivering the wrong person’s MRI results. Still not believing they were her’s, he had
her scheduled for another scan and she spent a whole day waiting around in the hospital until he
had his “proof”. And there was more; so much more that we had explored and discussed which I
had yet to process. So, naturally, I was excited; thrilled actually.

That night I would take my RyanAir flight back to Dublin and drive down to Tipperary in the dark;
pondering a distinct feeling of agitation which lurked in the background somewhere. Next day I
would be back in my little clinic in the idyllic, rural, hilltop village of Portroe, overlooking the
5000 acres of water, that is Lough Derg and sitting across from ordinary folk, who were attending
me, looking for solutions, relief, anything other than the “stuck-place” that so many of them found
themselves. And once again I would notice myself feeling that same agitation… It lingered every
day for three or four days, though I had expected it to subside.

As I sat in a meditation, several days later; something strange happened. Within my mind’s eye, I
met the eyes of these wonderful seekers who frequently attend for therapy.

Within my

meditation; literally, their eyes were floating into my consciousness; and as I looked into those
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eyes, I knew that each and every soul these eyes were the window’s to, deserved healings like
those I had been privileged to come upon in London. This knowing landed cellularly, like most
realizations do in my meditations, i.e., every cell tingles, and a KNOWING surges through my
being. Surprisingly though, as the surge settled, I noticed that the agitation had not!

Instead it magnified and I felt like it would overcome me and drown me in what turned out to be
the absolute vodka of despair. I sat, intoxicated by it and writhing in a pain, which was emanating
from the very depths of me. I braved it, resisting the massive urge to open my eyes and I paused.
Then suddenly I could hear a voice inside me earnestly, imploringly, asking; “How in the name of
Jaysus (sorry guys, when I am stressed I cuss!) can I get this across to people?....” Waves and
waves of questions electrified my every cell:: “ How can this truth be shared in a way that people
will hear it, understand it, accept it, embrace it and ultimately do the doing that augments and
secures this for themselves for the rest of their lives?!”…

I was stumped; no answer came, and I wished with all my heart that the skies would open and the
God’s would come and share the “how to….” I waited for an eternity of moments… Nothing!

If I thought I already felt bad, this was just the beginning, because then, in a tranced out state, it
dawned on me that if Jesus Christ had actually come down from heaven, healed the sick, brought
sight to the blind, died and rose from the dead, and STILL we were a doubting, skeptical bunch of
tits, that I might as well throw my hat at it. Furthermore, doubt was drowning me now, and I
considered that at least Jesus only seemed to have doubted his purpose once, and that was in the
face of a tortuous and embarrassing slaughter in front of his mother, cousins, friends and
followers which was, it seems, divinely, scheduled for the next day. I was fully aware that doubt
was my shadow and it threw itself a long dark-shape beside me in the shining light of the
KNOWING that was emerging within me.

Torture! This was torture, God did I want to open my eyes and go to Zest to buy a sausage role?!
“Face it Finnerty, you are fucked! Open your eyes and can we please get on with having an ordinary
life… you know the one, where you get to leave the job behind at 5pm… your biggest concern of the
day is the price of diesel; if Tony’s has fresh chicken fillets for the supper… etc etc… PLEASE?!!”. Sorry
once again for the cussing, but I was hitting a wall of despair and my deep-seated roots as a
farmer’s daughter from the West of Ireland was springing its conditioning to utter expletives,
when exasperated… Yes! Expletives were bouncing around in my ceann (gaelic for head!).
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Then finally, a reprieve; my mind went still… Peace ensued for a full breath… Then past clients
came flooding into my mind’s eye. Not in a visual way like a projector in your head, but in a felt
sense, as if I were actually with them. I felt their presence. I felt them the way I knew them; these
beautiful, ordinary, regular people, whom I knew, and loved. And whom I knew had never
conceived of a healing power within themselves or anyone else for that matter (except perhaps
the Buddha or Mother Teresa, or some guru they heard of, and of course Jesus!). But never had
they considered that this totally awesome power that can “regenerate bone in the spine” plus so
much more, was theirs for the taking too!!

I felt that agitated feeling rumbling within me, but before it could completely strangle me, the
story of “The boy with warts” ricocheted out of my subconscious mind and launched itself into my
consciousness with such power that I was bowled over with emotion… Tears flowed down my
cheeks which puckered as the sobs caught my breath. But these were not tears of sadness, they
were different, like tears of relief. Relief at what though? Relief that it is all real? Relief that you
are not going mad? I paused the questions and waited on the breath…. And while I was not sure
what the actual significance of this one healing story was; and I mean, it’s significance above all
the rest of the stories and extraordinary experiences I was now becoming familiar with. I still
knew that there was something….? Just something about this one that was uniquely significant.

Before I continue, I will pause and share the story of “The boy with warts” with you.

THE BOY WITH WARTS:
In the August edition of the British Medical Journal, 1952, a case study was published that rocked
the medical world (Mason, 1952). Albert Mason, a senior registrar at the Queen Victoria Hospital
in East Grinstead, England, published his case study, the story of which follows.

On May 25th 1950, Mr. Moore, the chief plastic surgeon at the Hospital in East Grinstead, began
treating a 15yr old boy for what appeared to be, to the untrained eye, masses of warts covering
over 60% of the boy’s body. The “warts” were mostly continuous in a horny casing and as such
these hard casings of “warts” covered whole swathes of his young body. Below is an image (Figure
1) of one of the boy’s arms with the elbow area heavily encased in these “warts”.
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FIGURE 1: PHOTO SHOWING ONE OF THE BOYS ARMS WHEN HE CAME FOR TREATMENT (1950).
(PRINTS FROM AUG EDITION OF BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL, 1952)

The surgeon, Mr. Moore had performed many successful plastic surgeries on war veterans at this
same hospital, and he was hopeful that he could help improve the boy’s skin with a transplant of
healthy, unaffected skin to an affected area. In his first surgery, he removed some of the warted
skin from the boy’s hands and grafted normal skin, which he had harvested from the boy’s chest,
on to the hand. The hands were to be the priority for treatment as they were “virtually useless as
working tools” (Mason, 1994). The chest was one of the only areas on his young body that was
clear of warts and the surgeon was hopeful that the normal skin would “take”.

Some months and two surgeries later, the grafted normal skin was indistinguishable from the
diseased skin. The surgery had not worked. It was with deep dismay within the surgery, while
the boy was under anaesthetic, that the consultant surgeon decided, more surgery would be of no
benefit. A young anaesthetist, Dr Albert Mason, was on active duty that very day. He was also a
practicing hypnotherapist.

Now you might be surprised to hear, that a medical doctor was also a practicing hypnotherapist.
However, hypnotherapy was quite popular among medics back in the 40’s/50’s & early 60’s. We
already had Dr Lewis Wolberg, who would later become professor of psychiatry at the New York
University, School of Medicine, who published two volumes on medical hypnotherapy in 1948.
Also, in 1948 there were publications on hypnosis by the prestigious Doctors Merton M. Gill and
Michael J. Brennan. Dr Albert Mason himself already had publications demonstrating his use of
the hypnotic state during major surgery instead of anaesthetic, and as a treatment to remove
warts. Specifically, he had published work with a national level rugby player who had such a
“unilateral” covering with warts, which conventional medical treatments of the time had failed to
cure. The warts were so extensive, this young man had needed to stop playing for his country.
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Albert Mason’s use of hypnosis with this rugby player proved successful and two weeks after
treatment, he was able to return to his team.

Actually, Mason reports that it was approximately one month after his success with the rugby
player that he was, “asked to give and anaesthetic to a fifteen-year-old boy whose arms were
literally covered….. by thousands of black warts” (Mason, 1994). So, our young Dr. Mason, was
deeply invested in the power of the hypnotic state when he sat at the head of that young boy, who
lay under anaesthesia,

We will be taking some time to explore Hypnosis and altered states of mind further into our
journey. However, for now its important to note that hypnosis was the medium that brought us
two crucial components of modern psychology; namely, psychotherapy and the discovery of what
the fields of psychology call the Unconsious. Dr John R. Cavanagh MD describes it best in his
review of hypnosis for his medical colleagues (Cavanagh, 1972). In this publication he reminds
them that even though hypnosis had for years being viewed by many in the medical field as the
“illegitimate child… no one wanted to know about”, and even though Hypnosis was considered to
have been “sired by charlatans and quacks”, that its use;

“had two illustrious offspring:

psychotherapy and the discovery of the unconscious” (Cavanagh, 1972).

So, our young hypnosis-enthusiast, Albert Mason lived in an extraordinary time, because hypnosis
was in the 50’s, experiencing a resurgence. Rising like a phoenix from the ash, hypnosis reemerged onto the main stage, years after Hypnotism had lost it’s medical and psychological place
of honor at the top table of accepted mainstream treatments. It was dropped in the early 1900’s
when the famous Dr Sigmund Freud (1856-1939) decided to drop the use of Hypnotism as his
primary psychotherapeutic tool and chose “Free Association” and the analysis of dreams over it.
But now it was back, and with a vengeance, and, on this particular day in 1951, just before the
surgeon walked out of the theatre having decided further treatment was pointless, Dr. Mason
inspired by his own recent massive successes piped up enthusiastically saying: “why don’t you
treat him with hypnosis?”.

Albert Mason proceeded to tell the surgeon that he had treated “warts” successfully with hypnosis
many times. The surgeon looked at him with what, one can only imagine must have been, disdain,
and speaking with a tone of sarcasm is reported to have said: “Why don’t you?”; before turning

8|Page

his back and swiftly leaving the theatre. Dr. Mason took the surgeon literally and the very next
day, he approached the boy and informed him that his surgeon, Mr. Moore had referred him into
his care and invited him to undergo hypnosis for the treatment of his “warts”. The boy agreed,
and Albert Mason began treating him with hypnosis the very next day; ie., on February 10th 1951.

Mason decided to begin with one arm and see how the hypnotism treatment would go. The boy
was hypnotized and Mason gave suggestions that the warts on the his left arm would fall off and
fresh, new, normal, healthy skin would appear. He sent the boy home and told him to return after
a few days. The results were astonishing, and Dr Mason reports in his publication in the British
Medical Journal that after 5 days the horny layer of skin on the left arm softened and began to fall
off. Furthermore, the skin underneath was normal in texture and color and at the end of just 10
days, the arm was completely clear from the shoulder down (See Figure 2).

Delighted with the progress, Dr Mason took the boy to see Mr. Moore. He was in surgery at the
time. So, the pair (Mason and the boy) stood outside the glass partition and Dr Mason raised up
the boys two arms, one treated and one untreated, so the surgeon could see. Upon seeing the
boy’s arms, Dr Mason reports that Mr. Moore’s “eyes opened wide like saucers”, and that he left his
surgery immediately, handing over his scalpel to his assistant. The surgeon is said to have stood,
staring at the boys healed arm, dumbfounded. Dr Mason reports that he said; “See, I told you warts
responded well with hypnosis”. The boy’s consultant surgeon stared incredulously, and then
turned abruptly to Dr Mason exclaiming: “Warts!!! This isn’t warts! This is Congenital Ichthyosiform
Erythrodermia of Broq. He was born with it. It’s incurable!” (Cracking the Code; 2009; Mason,
1994).
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FIGURE. 2: RIGHT ARM (A) BEFORE TREATMENT; (B) EIGHT DAYS AFTER TREATMENT WAS BEGUN, SHOWING
COMPLETE REGRESSION OF ICHTHYOSIFORM SKIN.

(PRINTS WITH PERMISSION FROM AUG EDITION OF BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL, 1952).

Albert Mason was shocked by the surgeon’s revelation. The very next day the case was presented
to sixty drematologists at the Royal Society of Medicine, and later a skin section performed by a
Professor Magnus at the Kings’ College Hospital confirmed histologically that this was indeed a
case of Congenital Ictyosiform. They verified that these were not warts, but rather hard plaques
of skin; the result of a genetic condition. Albert Mason’s mind raced. He continued his work with
the boy, and took lots of photos, because he knew that this was one case, anyone would find hard
to believe, but especially his peers.

But what to do now?! It was easy to hypnotize the boy and give the healing suggestions, when he
believed that they were merely “warts” and warts, he already knew, respond to hypnotic
suggestion. Of course, the results of the left arm were undeniable, therefore, Dr Mason continued
treating the boy. Regardless of what he had just found out about the condition, seeing was
believing and so, the right arm was treated the same way. He used the same trance induction and

the same healing suggestions, except this time it was all directed at the right arm: and it worked!
Ten days later he treated the trunk of his body. The healing was similar in these areas to that
seen in the arms.
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I recall ordering my first copy of the original publication from the British Medical Journal where
Dr Mason had published this case history. Waiting for its arrival, I was curious as to how Dr Mason
would explain the healing, which he had induced, or if indeed he would even try. I read in earnest,
soaking up every word, and then towards the end of the 1952 publication I landed on the only
line pertaining to possible cause of cure:
“either there is a hitherto unsuspected psychic factor in the aetiology of the disease
or this is a case of a congenital organic condition being affected by a psychological process”.

After fifteen years actively researching the power of the mind, I now believe he hit the nail on the
head with the second part of this statement; this is a case of “a congenital organic condition being
affected by a psychological process”.

I now know why this case ricocheted with such force, through my mind, during that meditation. I
didn’t fully realize the why at the time, not fully, and not until publications pertaining to quantum
physics and it’s theoretical use in the explanation of phenomena like “self directed neuroplasticity”
(Schwartz & Begley, 2002) and the interface between mind consciousness and brain (Schwartz,
Stapp & Beauregard, 2005) came to my attention years later (Haramein, Brown & Baker 2016,
Meijer D.K.K. & Geesink H.J.N, 2017) . Published back in 1952, Mason’s was an incredible record
of an un-believable healing at a time when there was nothing in any field of science, which could
explain it. And it is still quite an un-believable case. I get that. Anyone can tell from my naive
outburst during our London training that I am living proof of a layer of unknowing-consciousness
which hovers like a fog on the horizon and blocks our true experience of the sunrise, i.e., our inert
healing power.

And so, my fellow readers, this, is why, my passion for the creation of this tome, emerged and has
propagated through me for the many years this project has taken me. The overall goal is simple:
to bring you pieces of a clarifying jigsaw, that when put together make a picture of KNOWING. My
desire for you is that these pieces will come together as a whole; an image, a something that is
tangible and understandable by you, and that will resonate within you, throughout you and in sodoing, it will resonate with the frequencies of belief. And while the interaction between, Albert
Mason and that young boy has many components which led to this healing-magic at the level of
his genes, there is one that we can place up front right now and that is BELIEF.
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This book is created with the essence of BELIEF as its bedrock. For when we know we can we do!
Therefore, I incorporate many jigsaw pieces, chapter by chapter, which are composed scientific
data, which weaves up through several decades and continues to emerge daily and at an
accelerated rate. Pieces of a jigsaw that include basic neuro and immuno-modulation using mind
alone. And full sections on the placebo effect, on thinking-consciousness and altered states of
consciousness, on epigenetics, quantum physics, our evolution and more… All delivered in a
manner that is easy to understand. However, there is the need to include some scientific terms
and I ask you to bear with me as I describe them and their relevance for all of us. Yet, the goal is
to keep it interesting by relating it to actual life experiences, real people with real stories and thus
each piece is designed to give you an understandable something which you can identify with. And
while we will veer away from the boy with “warts” and his healing story, for a significant portion
of the book, only to return again in Part two when we weave it all together.

Each piece in its own right, along the way, goes some of the way to portraying just how, this level
of healing could and did happen. When placed together, these pieces highlight a whole other level
of possibility! Shifts in consciousness can and do happen. KNOWING resonates throughout our
being and all manner of wonder occurs.

Healing the “ICTHYOSIFORM” GENETIC DISORDER!
Right here and now at the beginning of our journey, what’s important is that this healing of a
genetic disorder did happen. And it happened using a treatment that was merely the induction of
an hypnotic state of mind and the delivery within that state of mind, of some simple and direct
healing words! If it was a one-off, we could not be blamed for still being somewhat skeptical.
However, to my delight, upon reviewing the literature, I found that there were several other
healing responses to hypnotic suggestion reported for this disorder during the years after
Mason’s publication.

While these healings were not as spectacular as Mason’s one, they were highly significant in that
they brought about improvement in what were previously deemed incurable diseases.
Specifically, there was increased suppleness of skin, vast areas of “wart” disappearance and
increases in healthy normal skin growth in those people who were treated. Wink (1961) who
worked with two sisters with the genetic disorder, aged 8 and 6 years, reported up to 75% of the
area of some body sections transformed with normal skin growth. Also, Sneck (1966) who
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treated a 20yr old woman and Kidd (1966) who worked with a 34yr old father and his 4yr old
son showed similar healing responses. How was this possible?

As this book unfolds, I will reveal to you, incredible healing results for people with many varied
diseases and disorders which were previously considered incurable. For now, I want us to note
that the publications here are from cases in the 50’s and 60’s, that’s seventy years before the
publication of this book. For example, in 1952, there were publications showing healing of a
condition called pachyonychia congenita (Mullins et al., 1952), which is a different gene-based
disorder which causes bullous nails and enormous painful blisters and callouses on the souls of
the feet and hands. This is also a genetic disorder, and Albert Mason himself refers to it in a
communication with the British Medical Journal in 1955.

My goal is to do more than just inundate you with publications and proofs; my goal is to engender
an understanding around the “how”, to open your mind to possibility and most of all to engender
belief. In this regard, Mason’s discovery was pivotal, because for this intervention to do what it
did, it had to alter something which expressed itself as a change at the level of this boy’s genes.
And subsequently, generated the growth of healthy, breathing, skin.

Many healing accounts came back then, at a time when the scientific community did not have the
wherewithal to record what was happening within the boy’s body. It also came at a time when
the scientific community, would only have considered a healing like this to be possible as a result
of some sort of mechanical or physical mechanism.

If the boy had taken some new

pharmaceutically produced medication and this occurred, I think there would have been a far
greater follow up in research to pin down exactly how this healing had occurred. And, of course
to replicate it. But there was relatively little follow up done!

Why is this? Why do we find it so difficult to believe the power we have to heal and to overcome?
And that it is accessible through mind?

Unfortunately, back then, as Scwhartz, Stapp &

Beauregard (2005) aptly point out, the medical field worked off a paradigm where: “all causation
is required to be fundamentally mechanical”. Meaning, there needs to be a thing that moves/alters
a thing, in order for it to be a real effect… Yes colleagues, “Thing” is the operative word here; or,
in other words, if it’s not solid, made of matter, holdable and measurable, then it could not be
involved in a healing!
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Now don’t get me wrong, because there was, for a small period of time, a great interest in this
case. This is reflected in an article in Time magazine which featured Albert Mason on the front
cover, next to Rita Hayworth! And there were several letters to the British Medical Journal e.g.,
one submitted by Dr. F. Ray Bettley, 1952 states; “this demands a revision of current concepts of
the relation between mind and body”. But was there a revision of the beliefs we held about the
relationship between mind and body? In spite of the evidence, that was appearing over a 10 year
period, there was no paradigm shift in medical thinking or in the overall scientific approach to
healing which would integrate, the power of one’s mind in the process. The saddest thing of all
is, as I sit here writing this some 70 years later, that there still hasn’t been!!

A Brief Intro to Consciousness (and I don’t mean THinky-Tip or Sub)
We are now realizing a power which is omnipresent and exists across, between and within all
mankind and all living creatures. One which, up to now has largely been taken for granted by the
human race. We are now entering the realm of Consciousness. Back in Albert Mason’s time,
scientists were not privy to the knowledge we now are reaping, re Consciousness. We now know
it to be a data-filled intelligent force that works within laws which are now scientifically
explainable within the field of quantum physics. As I write this book, we are on the cusp of a
paradigm shift in terms of realizing the potential awarded to us via Consciousness. The
scientifically novel, exciting, inspirational and motivating works of many scientists including, Dr
Joe Dispenza and Dr Nassim Haramein are ensuring just such a paradigm shift. We will dive
further into these fantastic works later…. Just to whet your taste-buds though, here is a little intro.

When I use the “C”-word here, ie., referring to Consciousness; I am speaking about a lot more than
our Conscious aware selves (aka Thinky-Tip), and our Sub-Conscious. Consciousness as the big
“C” word, has been a contentious issue within the realms of science for many, many years.
Scientist and forward thinking researcher and entrepreneur Nassim Haramein wittingly
informed an audience of some 800 people, at the 2019 Conference for Consciousness and
Evolution (TCCHE) in London; that he could not mention the “C” word for years! You could hear
some gasps! Was he talking about the bad “C” word? No he was talking about Consciousness and
he told us he could not utter is, if he wanted to be taken seriously in the field of science, and
particularly in the field of Physics.

Haramein (2016) tells us: “Consciousness has been a

controversial subject within science, as it is not just about explaining a particularly complex
phenomenological state of the brain – it pierces right to the heart of our conception of the material
world”.
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For now, what I am demonstrating is that this healing power was showing itself 70+ years ago,
an in the scientific literature. In a second submission by Albert Mason to the same journal I 1955,
ie., three years after his healing work with the young boy, he gives an update to his peers. This
paper shows that he had been thinking about the healing and more than likely that he was been
questioned about the authenticity of saying that it was the hypnotic state that allowed for the
movement to occur at a genetic level. We know this because he states: “it will be recalled that the
patient improved limb by limb in direct response to hypnotic suggestions, thus ruling out the
possibility of spontaneous resolution”.

What Dr Mason is saying here is that this was not a case of spontaneous remission of the disorder,
which, though entirely unlikely, and NEVER seen in these genetic disorders, has been seen to
occur in patients with cancers and several other diseases like arthritis. The term spontaneous
remission by its definition means that the healing JUST OCCURRED and that there is no REASON
for it… So if that were the case, this wart-healing would have had little or nothing to do with the,
hypnotic intervention. However, he point out that this healing occurred body part, by body part,
in direct correlation with those areas focused on, as he progressed with the healing protocol over
several weeks; ie, healing occurred in response to the suggestions delivered within each hypnotic
healing session.

This proves emphatically that the healing was related to a MIND-BODY

interaction as a result of a deep and altered level of consciousness. I am pointing out that at that
time, and indeed ever since, this fact was not taken up, or explored any further. And it was most
certainly not accepted.

Years later, Dr Mason had been asked by the Dermatological Section of the Royal Society of
Medicine to re-present his patient, which he did in January 1955. As he does so, the boy is now a
man of 19yrs of age, and he had been discharged from treatment three years prior. Mason
reports: “not only has there been no relapse, but his skin has continued to improve. What is also
surprising it that this improvement should continue without further treatment of any sort, hypnotic
of otherwise”.

Dr Mason, continues his report in a manner that brings us into the real, human tragedy of this
disorder : “nowhere is there evidence of cracking and infection, which has been such a disabling and
painful complication previously. The smell has also quite gone”. The smell! Yes, this would have
been quite normal, since the boy was living with a dying, decaying thick layer of skin which could
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not flake-off normally, as our skin does. Thus, with the skin staying and dying on his body, deep
within these dead-plaques, there could no, fresh renewing skin cells which could breathe and
protect from infections! Thus, bacteria would have been growing as they ate into this thick, old,
dead skin, causing a distinct odor. An image of the man’s legs at 19yr of age are shown below
(Figures 3 and 4) compared with 4 years earlier.

FIGURE 3: SKIN OF RIGHT THIGH (A) BEFORE TREATMENT; (B) 4 YEARS AFTER TREATMENT BEGUN.
FIGURE 4: LEGS SEEN FROM RIGHT (A) (PHOTO ON LEFT) BEFORE TREATMENT; (B) (PHOTO ON RIGHT) FOUR
YEARS AFTER TREATMENT,
SHOWING COMPLETE
REGRESSION OF
ICHTHYOSIFORM SKIN, IN SOME
AREAS AND IMPROVEMENT IN
OTHERS. (THE LEFT SIDES OF
THE LEGS SHOWED THE SAME
RESULTS.)

(PRINTS WITH PERMISSION FROM
AUG EDITION OF BRITISH MEDICAL
JOURNAL, 1955)

BIRTHING THE BOOK PROJECT:
As I was saying earlier. The story of the boy with warts, landed into my meditation with great
force during September 2010. However, in that sitting, a little later, I heard that despairing voice
again: “HOW!? How? How? Can I get Paddy from Killafuddy, to realise that the power to heal his
excema is within him?”. I am deliberately taking you back to my reality at the time. Living in rural
Ireland, in 2009, I noticed, that I felt fear. Yes! Fear danced around inside me, and I could imagine
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only too well, the response I’d get if I said, “Paddy, I know the steroid creams and medication give
you relief. However, there may be a way to heal this excema in a manner that does not involve the
medication. I mean to actually HEAL it so it’s gone. And this is possible via a power which is
accessible within you”. Yes! I could well see that wiry farmer, jumping up from the therapy room
chair, and making for the door toute suite, while muttering to himself; “who sent me to this nut
job?!!”.

As with all people starting into the practice of their new career, post initial qualification and
graduation, there is a period of learning in the real world of practice. I had, had good results with
Irritable Bowel, Anxiety, Phobias and lack of motivation. But even so, I was after enduring 4 years
of being practically ignored by the medical practitioners in my area. I recall, one experience which
actually involved me trying to reach a certain general practitioner to discuss his patient who was
attending me now… I wanted to discuss some things with the GP before I began my hypnoanalytical work with this man. However the GP was never available for my calls; like NEVER! So
one morning I called his reception from outside the clinic door, only to be told after a moment on
hold that the clinic was busy and the doctor could not take the call; getting another polite; “would
you like to leave a message?”. I was leaving the message as I strolled through the empty waiting
room!

However, now, years later, I was finally, beginning to get GP referrals. This had taken hard work
with many, many patients and a good run of positive results. Could I risk, losing my hard-earned
reputation? And I was a scientist for Christ’s sake… How could I also risk the credibility I believed
holding a PhD had brought me? And yet, I totally understood Paddy the farmer storming off
during my meditation. The fear showed me that I too had been conditioned into thinking within
the limited framework of the conventional medical model. I had been the research scientist who
had earned her PhD through experimental discourse, and who thrived in an area where one only
accepted that which was measurable (yes it had to be an “it” that science could measure) and it
had to be provable via scientific experimentation (of the “it”) and statistical analysis touting a
whopping statistical difference of p<0.05 or better!

Still in the Marathon Meditation
Believe it or not guys we are still within this marathon meditation, and now Nora from
Knocknalion, drifted in. I felt my back stiffen. Christ! She would be a hard nut to crack! Now,
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Nora was someone I knew for 4 years. She was not a client, but my mind presented her as if she
was; this was interesting. I sat with her and wondered, how I could get her to accept that it’s her
own thinking that’s generating the bile that pours from her mouth, and flows as words towards
her man, and that this is generating the rift between her and this easy going, kind-hearted, albeit
super-soft, husband?? How could I get her to open to healing some deep resentments and belief
systems that I felt oozing from within her like a dense, dark aura.

And yet, as I sat in this virtual session, I was feeling only compassion for her, because I knew that
some hard-earned Belief Systems (or BS!) were driving her to behave this way. And I knew that
she was totally unaware consciously of same. However, if you witnesssed the piercing, nigh on
aggressive stare this lady was meeting me with in my mind’s eye, you would fully understand my
stiff back and the agitation and frustration my healer-teacher-self was feeling. She was a
formidable lady, working high up in the Health Service Administration and as we faced each other,
it felt like we were sitting on opposite sides of the Grand Canyon. The chasm between us, was
stuffed with her deep and pain-filled BS, but also ensconced with the Medical Reductionist
approach to which she had aligned herself admirably. So the BS which were cushioned in years
of conditioned automatic responses, were supported by the position of the Medical profession
and thus she sat with a resonance of power, which seemed to cement in layers of delicious selfprotecting bitterness. The chasm was wide and deep, and I sensed that no-one would be allowed
to walk across that terrain, and if they did, I feared, they would drown in her bitter-sweet cocktail
of self-protection, never to emerge.

I felt an overwhelming urge to run! Suddenly, sitting at a nice neat checkout-till in the local
supermarket, scanning items and chatting to the locals, felt like my perfect career. I envied my
friends in our local Spar: cheerful, always helpful, and in my mind’s eye, free…. And yet, some
force would not let me slip out the back door and leave this KNOWING that was welling up inside
me. A conscious awareness that there was a KNOWING force within each and every one of us,
which when tapped into leads us to heal, to overcome and to excel. I had, after all travelled to
London for the second course within 14 months.

The previous one with the master of

Transforming Therapy™, Gil Boyne (a formidable man, who refused to use his PhD title, even

though he had been given five honorary PhD titles from notable universities for his contributions
to humanity and positive change techniques). After that training with Gil, my depth and efficiency
as a hypno-psychotherapist had flourished. I could now truly bring a much higher percentage of
people to experience a full-on, deep hypnotic trance, like the one I felt sure Albert Mason had
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engendered with the young boy. Yes, I was already hooked and had obviously just been on the
edge ready to tip over into this paradigm shift in consciousness which I was experiencing.

Yes, this medical module, this year, was a catalyst that fired up within me a renewal of every part
of everything I had ever learned to date. Everything I had ever known or studied up to this point,
including my degree studies in Biochemistry and my PhD research and physiology skills. And of
course, I had finally found full validation for the healing I had experienced personally during the
previous 20 years. That’s another story, for another chapter, but suffice to say, I had a traumatic
accident where I was attacked by a bull, after which I was advised I would likely be on medication
for the rest of my life! Anyhoo… that’s a story for later on….

For now, in this advanced medical hypnosis training in London, I had found a tribe of fellow
seekers, believer and doers. I felt buoyed up in a manner that I had never quite experienced
before. Therefore, even though this lady sitting across the chasm before me in my meditation,
was metaphorically on another mind-set-planet, full of fear, blame and victimhood, yet convinced
she was justified and absolutely sure she was right; I could feel her, and I could see HER, and I
knew that she was fundamentally the same as anyone else who attended. Yes! She was suffering
too.

And then, I landed. There was a sudden whoosh of relief and the agitation was no more. In it’s
place there was a vast, empowering KNOWING. A passionate sense that all was well with the
world, all happening perfectly. I had a sense that it’s ok. Yes, OK!! Even the suffering is OK (sounds
nuts I know!). But it was an absolute KNOWING, within which there was an obviousness that we
humans are still evolving. How could we all have forgotten that! Yes! Our consciousness is still
evolving and as such, it was completely natural for us, not to have all the answers; YET. Trust me
this one takes a bit of describing, but for now all I recall is that I sat there for what seemed like a
wonderful long comfortable time, tears streaming down my face; tears of awe at the simplicity of
it all.

I now had a felt KNOWING that there was only one goal and we were all part of this universal
objective. That of elevating consciousness. To me this was a felt purpose, it was an experiential
knowing, not a conclusion or decision. This purpose involved opening the closed minds and
nurturing the open minds to the KNOWING which pervades all. If only there was a language one
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could use that ALL people’s could hear this through. As a child reared in a strong Roman Catholic
faith, I remember some stories from the bible and I recall in the meditation, wondering was that
what it had meant in the bible when it spoke of the apostles speaking in tongues so that all
people’s could hear? Yet, here in my small therapy room, on the hill, above the lake, there was no
sign of the Holy Spirit descending upon me and blessing me with a language that EVERYONE
could hear and understand.

I knew in that moment that I would have to do it the regular, old fashioned, human way. I was a
scientist and a pretty good one at that, and I was now feeling a hunger to pull together the science,
and the experiential evidence and to portray it interestingly. And perhaps I could translate it into
a simple, understandable story that would explain, how a lady could grow back bone in her spine!!
Or that boy heal a genetic disorder. Or how all the people in a study who had non-respondingdepression (ie., no healing response to any medication), yes a study where the participants had
suffered debilitating acute depression for between 19 and 30 years, had recovered, significantly,
merely from mindful and cognitive alterations in their day to day life… It was all piecing together
now. It was all the one jigsaw. My role became clear. My role was to research and to translate…
and most of all, to weave…. Weave the threads of proof and understanding together so people
could see the bigger picture.

Panic whooshed up from the pit of my stomach… “TOO BIG!!! ARE YOU MAD?!!” echoed in my head.
“Go for it”, resonated from my heart. “Run” echoed in my head…. Finally the compassion I felt in
my heart calmed the waves of panic in my thinking mind. I could focus again… “Ok, I could review
the literature” I realised… I had done it once before for my PhD thesis and that took me years too.
So what if it took years… What with having that accident in my final year, when I was attacked by
that bull! And the acute post-traumatic stress disorder that ensued, undiagnosed for the first year!
That had been a formidable journey that seemed undoable on many occasions.

Yes! It had taken me six years to complete my PhD, and that was working on it full time! And I
knew instinctively that this too would take time, and that was ok. I may be fiery and impatient in
many ways, but I am tenacious. My heart reminded me that I know how to know good science,
and how to translate it…. Yes! I knew I could translate it in a manner that it could be understood,
easily, and thus held within the psyche of the receiver like a treasure. I had always known that
KNOWLEDGE was power, but today I felt the ultimate truth, that KNOWING is KING! I needed to
help people reach their KNOWING selves. Perfect! The game was on.
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I began immediately with each new client. Now I worked differently. Instead of sitting and
chatting, sourcing the way “in” and then dipping into trance work, regressing to cause and
transforming that old false belief system that was keeping them stuck. I did more, much more.
You may wonder why not stick with that model? Sounds good!! And it is more than good, it is
BRILLIANT! However, one can overcome a self-limiting BS and be free of it which is incredible,
awesome and liberating; yet one can also be totally unaware of the consciousness that is involved
in that change. And the goal now was to elevate consciousness.

So, now I had flipcharts and markers in my healing rooms. I began to develop a simple model of
mind. And whatever the person was presenting with, was discussed through this model of MIND.
It included their conscious thinking self, their unconscious, subconscious, negative and selflimiting beliefs, energy….and more… You name it! I had it in there. But I always kept it simple.
To my amazement, the results of my work began to expand into areas and people whom it had
not previously been accessible to. Whenever relevant, I dropped in a piece of this healing matrix
that I was now finding words for, and backing it all up with with science. But this was not just
talk. I was up on my feet, drawing it on the board. Moving around the room, acting out the
different aspects of the mind… Hiding behind the flipchart and speaking as the voice from deep
within us does, when we are self -flagellating, doubting, lost. People engaged with it, laughed,
and would enthusiastically join in saying things like “I know that’s exactly what I say to myself…”.
They often thought I was a bit mad and sometimes told me so!! I remember one man wiping tears
of laughter from his eyes saying: “my sister warned me you were a bit loopy!”. But, most
importantly I was getting through. More and more of these wonderful mind’s were opening to the
possibility and healings were occurring in mind and body. Yes! The Portal to Permanent Positive
Change was opening and the light was naturally shining through.

And then one day a lady who was finishing up her series of therapy looked at me and said; “what
are you doing here on your own?”

I was standing at the flipchart, pen in hand. We had just

summarized her learnings, realizations and the positive changes that she was experiencing and I
replied; “Well Jane, I work on my own, it’s a one woman show here!”... She smiled and continued;
“No, I mean, it’s just me sitting in this small room, hearing all of this. There should be hundreds of
people in the room… this needs to be out there”.

Much to my own surprise, I heard myself

answering that I had a course I had been preparing and that this was all about to change… (“You
DO?” A super surprised inner me chirped up!)... “Excellent”, she continued: “I think you should call
this lady, she has been looking for someone to give a course on self-empowerment, and self21 | P a g e

development to a group of ladies in town…” I took the number, called that lady, the late, and
wonderful, Brigget Orr and met up with her 3 days later. She needed someone now, and so five
days later I began the first course I ever gave, entitled “The Power of KNOWING”.

There were 12 wonderful ladies in this course. I recall driving in that first evening and wishing I
could turn the car around and bail!! I was terrified! What had I gotten myself into? I only had a
flip chart, some colored pens and printed images which I had cellotaped to the pages of the flip
chart to make it look interesting. I had no computer, no powerpoint slides, no videos to support
my tale’s of this inner power and the wonderful KNOWING that is within us. It felt like there was
just me, and the passion which that old agitation had transmuted into! Yet in hindsight I see that
I had so much more…. I also had the knowledge I had gleaned from a wonderful box set of Gil
Boyne’s entitled, “How to teach Hypnosis”, which he had given me in 2009, the year before he
died.

It was the final day of another mastermind course, with Gil this time, and on Transforming
TherapyR , and you guessed right, I was in London! As I stood up at the back of the room and
headed quietly for the door (I was sneaking off an hour early to catch my Friday evening RyanAir
flight back to Shannon on the West Coast of Ireland), he stopped the class and called after me;
“IRISH!!” (he always called me that), “Come here”. I obeyed, with a smile; not many would say no
to Gil!! As I approached, he told the class to continue with something and he whispered: “how
much change have you left in pounds?” I was surprised and told him exactly, it was £42 and some
change. I had counted it earlier, as I intended to spend it on a couple of big Toblerone’s at the
airport for my sons and maybe treat myself to a small perfume in duty free. He turned away and
when he turned back to me, he was holding several DVD’s, and a, 12-CD set too.

“Here”, he held them out to me and then he did something I will never forget. He looked into my
eyes, he held my stare, and with depth and meaning he said: “YOU, should have these Irish, YOU
should have these”. I felt my heart well with pride and awe. In that moment I felt seen
professionally, spiritually and completely. I had shared with Gil one evening, earlier during this
week, while we were all out for an Indian at a local restaurant, that I had intended to leave the
field of Hypnotherapy before I came over. He listened intently and I shared that lately, so deep
did I feel the despair of not reaching people at an adequate level, that I was drowning in my own
doubt. I had also, shared with the whole class the day before, that even though I saw a significant
proportion of my clients in a deep trance state, I was confounded with a feeling that it was not
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REAL! Gil had invited me to join him the very next day: “you and me Irish, here on this stage, first
thing in the morning; lets fix that!”.

I had tossed and turned all night. I knew that I would not humor him, or try to please him, and I
knew that if I could open my eyes the next morning during his attempts at hypnotic induction,
then, I definitely would!! And the next morning at the front of the class, I did! Yes, I opened these
big brown eyes of mine which he had said might feel glued together. And my doubting Thomas
felt exonerated and it did a victory dance in my mind, and all the while I met Gil’s eyes with a
combination of rebellion and dismay. He met my eyes point blank and I heard a distant command,
and I physically realized that my left arm felt like it was made of steel and I could NOT bend it. Oh
Boy! Did I try… I think I was going into a sweat with the effort and then he shouted “SLEEP!!” as
he gently, yet strongly pulled me towards him, and I felt myself slump onto his chest!

What ensued was pure bliss. I was aware yet unaware. I was aware of the clock ticking clearly
way down there at the back of the large seminar room. And the breathing of someone, sitting
quiet near the front. Both resounding equally. I could feel the rhythm of his heart and the sound
of his voice echoing in his chest. He was flopping my arms and stuff, and talking to the class; using
me as a demo, but I didn’t care… I was gone, yet there, I was aware intensely, yet completely
unaware, and I was more relaxed than I can safely say I had been in my entire life! And there
were no thoughts, NONE. Just, awareness. He had done it. He had proved to me, the existence of
this phenomenal, altered state of consciousness. Of course, I only realized all that afterwards…
because during it all there was only the experience… and that was perfection.

So, here we were at the end of the course, on the Friday evening (actually later that same day
during which he had induced me into a full-on hypnotic trance), and I had been sneaking off early
to catch my flight. And now he was offering me over £300 worth of material… for £30; “Keep
enough to buy yourself a coffee and a snack; is that ok for you?” he asked gently. It totally was, I
had my Oyster card to get me on the tube to the airport and I really needed nothing else. And so,
I left with a nod from himself, which filled me with pride, and all this material. My only concern
as I left that room, and indeed Gil, as it was the last time I would see him alive, was how to store
them all, and time, I needed to get going… I was rushing after all, and it was a RyanAir flight!!
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From that day on, and for over a year, I listened to it all, I viewed it all; over and over, and then
over and over again; pausing it, rewinding on certain bits and then over again, for the full year up
to the Medical Hypnosis course which we were just discussing. And now here I was driving to my
own first group, and I was the teacher. Gil had passed away in May, within the week before I
attended the Medical Hypnosis course with his colleague and dear friend Dr John Butler… I missed
him as if I had known him intimately all my life… and his material resonated with me completely.
His approach fitted my mind, like a glove and a hand… He was one of the tribe. Had this all had
an impact on the catharsis I experienced in 2010 at the end of the Medical Hypnsosis Masterclass?
Most definitely. I believe I had been primed, to hear, to see, to open to the possibilities, and to feel
the KNOWING in the depths of me. God Bless you Gil, and thank you.

So here I was in 2010, beginning my first “Power of KNOWING” course for 12 wonderful ladies in
Nenagh, County Tipperary. The pattern was always the same. Before I got in there and stood in
front of those ladies I was terrified, felt like a fraud and wanted to bolt. And as soon as I begun
the class, KNOWING took over and the whole evening just flew by. These ladies were my founding
members and boy did they challenge me and inspire me to up my game?

I began to create handouts that summarized what I had covered. And as I moved from presenting
to one group and on to another, these notes expanded. Then one day a lovely lady, called Maria,
asked if it would be ok if she sent a copy of her notes to her sister in Canada. They had been
chatting about the classes and she was interested in my notes. And so it began; not as a
preplanned “write a book”-project, but like this… organically… One batch of notes led to another
and so it has continued for many years. This book you are reading, came about as a result of all
these classes, all the attendee’s questions and profound insights, as a result of my trawling
through tons of research…. This book is also the result of my own growth and maturation during
these 10 years, both personally and professionally.

The model of mind I first tested with these wonderful ladies, is fundamentally the same to day. It
has expanded somewhat, as throughout the years I engaged in a depth of exploration that has led
me to enquire about the intelligence of life-force energy, consciousness and the power of the
human mind to heal, overcome and manifest from within the quantum field.

This research

journey included several months on the evolution of not just us as a species, but specifically, that
of our thinking mind and our consciousness.

While the model of mind has expanded to

incorporate the findings, it is fundamentally the exact same as on day one, over 15 years ago,
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and thus the foundation blocks upon which this book is built. We therefore begin with an
introduction to this model of mind.
And so, we begin, with Part 1, Chapter 1, introducing us to our model of mind. Like an architect
begins with the foundation before the structure goes up, and the finesse is applied. So too, we
will build on this simple model of mind.

Welcome.
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