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			This book is dedicated to the love of my life, my husband, Bill Samson, and to psychedelic cannabis. Without them I would not have begun the process of healing from a lifetime of trauma that resulted in C-PTSD. Without them, this book would not have become a reality. They both saved my life.

			This book is also dedicated to the memory of Jason Penney, whose life was tragically cut short by suicide on August 11, 2024, at the age of forty-two; and to his mother, Winnie Butler, who in the depths of her despair, reached out and courageously began her healing using psychedelic cannabis assisted self-therapy (PCAST©).

			Jason’s life was riddled by trauma, for which he was unable to find healing and peace. Despite his own struggles, he left behind a legacy of caring, kindness and devotion in the many lives he touched.

			Winnie, through her treatments, has received messages from Jason assuring her that he is at peace and that he will walk with her through her own pain and grief on her healing journey. The privilege of watching a grieving mother grow leaves me in awe as I have witnessed the strength and resilience she has gained.

			As Barbara Haines Howett said, “Just when the caterpillar thought the world was over, she became a butterfly.”

			Jason and Winnie’s message to families who have lost loved ones by suicide is to remember that they were ill and unable to find healing, similar to a child who loses their battle with any other illness. Jason has clearly shown his mother the way through her own trauma and the message to others is that there is hope for healing.



	

 

			 

			I have written part two of my life story truthfully. I don’t want to cause unnecessary harm to individuals in my story. Without the people in my life, both the good and the not-so-good, there would be no story. It has taken me years to forgive, but I’ll never forget. In forgiving, I must also look at myself and my actions in order to avoid having to ask forgiveness of myself. Therefore, I made the decision to change the names of some people in order to avoid bringing them unnecessary pain. My life has been trauma after trauma after trauma. I’ve made every effort possible not to bring more trauma into my life or the lives of those who are part of my story. To those who have caused me pain, I wish you no harm. Living in peace is something each of us deserves.



	

Disclaimer

			This book details the author’s personal experiences with and opinions about psychedelic cannabis treatment for complex post-traumatic stress disorder (C-PTSD). The author has no training in psychedelic medicines or treatment. The content of this book is based solely on her background, education, personal and lived experiences, as well as a twenty-five-year career as a counsellor.

			The information contained in this book is not intended to be advice for the reader or as a substitute for professional medical advice or therapy.

			If, after reading this book, the reader feels they would like to pursue a path of treatment the author has outlined or any course of treatment that is different than the treatment they are currently following, the reader should consult with a qualified medical practitioner before doing so, as any change to the reader’s current treatment or lifestyle may be harmful.

			The author and contributors will not be liable for damages of any kind that the reader may incur as a result of a decision to follow any path of treatment outlined in this book.



	

 

			Cover: The picture on the cover is the author’s home which she named “The Healing Place.” It was built for her and her family in 2014 by Dean Abbot and his crew from Adventure Log Homes Ltd. of St. Philip’s, NL, Canada. Although she didn’t know why at the time, the author was drawn to this peaceful place. She intuitively knew it was where she was meant to be. It wasn’t long before she began her healing journey and eventually found peace at “The Healing Place.” She has built a beautiful life surrounded by nature with a captivating view of the Atlantic Ocean and can’t imagine herself being anywhere else.
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			This photo of “The Healing Place” was captured in the beauty of winter by local photographer Lorraine Patey. As with many events in the author’s life, this photo came as an unexpected surprise from the photographer, a lovely lady the author met on a beach where they were both beachcombing. Lorraine is an exceptional artist. Both her and the author were combing for beach glass which they use in their sea glass creations.
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Foreword I

			What is it to have the courage to genuinely not only reflect upon your life but then to take action to change the story you have been told for days, weeks, months, years—a lifetime—about yourself? Every substantive leap forward that challenges existing ideas and norms of practice requires a champion. This process typically raises anxieties and fears, which is most ironic, for this new approach Debbie Samson advocates for is a means, for some, to address anxiety-induced fears that have led people to be labelled and judged inappropriately for too long.

			In reading Debbie Samson’s personal journey, you will learn of a champion fighting the anxieties raised by advocating for a radical idea, and I hope you will be inspired to become one yourself, if not in this field, then perhaps in another that is just as important in enhancing the physical and mental well-being of yourself and your community.

			St. Augustine said, “Hope has two beautiful daughters; their names are Anger and Courage. Anger at the way things are and Courage to see that they do not remain as they are.”

			A contemporary poet, David Bowie, wrote:

			We can be heroes, just for one day

			We can be us, just for one day

			Read Debbie Samson’s book and have the courage, whatever your fight is, to be a hero, just for one day. Or, as Debbie has become, a champion for more than just one day.

			Rick Csiernik, PhD

			Professor, School of Social Work

			King’s University College

			London, Ontario

			Canada



	

Foreword II

			We want to say how proud we are of our mother. To watch how far she has come over the past couple of years has been incredible. Her discovery of the use of PCAST to help heal C-PTSD, trauma, anxiety, depression and a host of other symptoms will lay the foundation for others to follow.

			She never ceases to amaze us with her determination and courage to overcome anything that stands in her way. She is a true inspiration and a pioneer. She is going to help heal the world for generations to come.

			It’s an honour to be able to walk this path with her. We love you, Mom.

			Lisa and William



	

Introduction

			I invite you into my world of healing from trauma which resulted in Complex Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (C-PTSD), including psychogenic non-epileptic seizures (PNES). I’ll show you how a special integration journey unfolded during my treatment after months of reliving, releasing and processing my trauma.

			First, I want to tell you about the origin of the term psychedelic cannabis assisted self-therapy (PCAST). When I began using psychedelic cannabis to heal from a lifetime of trauma, I realized it wasn’t the medicine alone that would heal me. Using the tools I’ve learned throughout my life, such as exposure therapy, for example, together with the medicine, the process began. I was, essentially, doing self-therapy. It made sense to put a name to it, so I came up with PCAST.

			I learned that PCAST gives me the capacity to have dreamlike visualizations that occur naturally, without any effort on my part. To test it, I’ve forced myself to come out of the visualization, but the medicine won’t allow me to stay out. It immediately pulls me back into visualizing. I moved into this PCAST, as I always do, with an open mind and no preconceived notion of what would unfold, trusting the medicine to bring me where I need to go for continued healing. I was taken into a visualization of an enormous mass which I instinctively knew signified my trauma. The mass was surrounded by a protective light-grey coating, of what, I am unsure. The coating was flexible. As the wisdom of the medicine showed me that the trauma throughout my life was horrific, I was awakened to the fact that I have always minimized my trauma. At this pivotal moment, I gained acceptance—I mean “real” acceptance—that the trauma I had minimized caused me to live a horrendous life.

			The medicine helped me realize I was at the conclusion of the grief process. I accepted that the trauma I’d endured and the symptoms it caused brought many losses throughout my life. As I came to this acceptance, I visualized the mass of trauma shrinking and the outer coating converting into a net little by little. The net pressed heavily against the trauma as it shrunk into a ball. I watched myself pick up the baseball-sized ball of trauma while standing on a cliff overlooking the ocean. I wound up like a pitcher and hurled the heavy ball far out into the ocean. It was gone, deep down into the water, never to return.

			During the visualization, I felt a massive, warm energy rush through my body and then exit. Then, both my hands tightened into a fist. It was a painful tightness, so extreme that I could see the deep red imprints from my fingernails when it was over. Upon releasing my fists, I began a round of deep belly breathing. All of this happened involuntarily. My body was left in a beautiful state of relaxation, one which I rarely experience.

			As the saying goes, “There’s lots more where that came from.” I invite you to continue reading.



	

Getting to Here

			“Your wound is probably not your fault, but your healing is your responsibility.”

			– Denice Frohman

			In June 2021, I published my autobiography A Recipe for C-PTSD & PNES: A True Story of Determination & Hope. Is it necessary to read it prior to reading this book? No. Do I want you to read it? Of course, I do. It will give you a better understanding of the development of my mental health issues that resulted from a lifetime of trauma. I won’t spoil it for you, but I will give a snippet of my life. If you haven’t read my autobiography, you can still benefit from the information in My Body Remembered.

			So much healing from Complex Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (C-PTSD) has happened since publishing my autobiography that I was compelled to write this follow-up book. I could not have imagined that I would find myself in a more peaceful place. As you read about my journey, you will see that I was being led to a “peace which passes all understanding.”

			I am writing about my life again to show others who suffer the effects of trauma that there is hope. You are not alone. I will continue to speak out to end the stigma associated with the effects of trauma. I will also advocate for the use of psychedelics, psychedelic cannabis, in particular, to heal the debilitating effects of C-PTSD, including Psychogenic Non-Epileptic Seizure (PNES).

			As a child, those who should have protected me, didn’t. The trauma I suffered damaged my young, developing nervous system, brain and body. Never-ending traumatic experiences followed me into my adulthood. As each traumatic event occurred, the emotions from them stayed frozen in my body and nervous system. I was unable to feel them at the time of the trauma. The constant activation of the stress response (fight/flight/freeze/fawn) led to damaged and weakened bodily systems which resulted in the development of C-PTSD, including PNES.

			The history behind these disorders is described in full, raw, honest detail in A Recipe. After writing the book, I was in a good place in my life because I pushed the symptoms down with medication and therapy. I talked about and described how one develops C-PTSD, including PNES, by clearly outlining a “recipe” for it. I distinctly remember my editor suggesting that I change the title of my book, but when I thought it over and tried different titles, something told me not to change it. I now understand why. I was given the recipe, but recipes can be changed. This recipe can make a better life for our children so they don’t suffer the debilitating effects trauma has on the body.

			In A Recipe, I write, “I’ve heard it said that soldiers get PTSD from war and children grow up and get C-PTSD from the war at home, which means that the violent homes have the same effect on children’s brains as combat on soldiers.” Author and trauma survivor Lilly Hope Lucario says C-PTSD is, “A severe psychiatric disorder caused by ongoing, or repeated interpersonal trauma (abuse), suffered within a captivity environment where the victim perceives no means of escape.”

			After years of suffering with chronic symptoms of C-PSTD, I lost my battle with this disorder on February 2, 2012. It was the beginning of a fight for survival. I looked deeply into my symptoms, researched the symptoms of this disorder and found that the information out there didn’t fit my profile. Therefore, I outlined my symptoms as they appeared to me. They were as follows:

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							•Adrenaline addiction

						
							
							•Hyperarousal

						
					

					
							
							•Anxiety

						
							
							•Intrusive thoughts

						
					

					
							
							•Avoidance coping

						
							
							•Insomnia

						
					

					
							
							•Body pain

						
							
							•Loss of motivation

						
					

					
							
							•Caffeine addiction

						
							
							•Nightmares

						
					

					
							
							•Depression/mood swings

						
							
							•Overstimulation/overwhelmed

						
					

					
							
							•Difficulty concentrating

						
							
							•Panic attacks

						
					

					
							
							•Difficulty remembering

						
							
							•Restlessness

						
					

					
							
							•Dissociation

						
							
							•Psychogenic non-
epileptic seizures (PNES)

						
					

					
							
							•Emotional numbing

						
							
							•Sexual health problems

						
					

					
							
							•Exhaustion

						
							
							•Somniphobia (fear of sleep)

						
					

					
							
							•Flashbacks

						
							
							•Suicidal thoughts

						
					

					
							
							•Flight/fright/freeze response (stuck)

						
							
							•Trauma cough/phlegm

						
					

					
							
							•Foggy brain

						
							
							•Triggers

						
					

					
							
							•Food addiction

						
							
							•Upset stomach (GERD)

						
					

				
			

			 

			I realize that, deep down, I knew my diagnosis long before it was labelled by a psychiatrist. I had tried for many years before the official diagnosis to determine what was wrong with me. Some of my symptoms, such as extreme fatigue and anxiety, pointed to low iron. Blood tests confirmed that I had low iron, so I took iron supplements and was able to get my iron levels back to normal. But my symptoms persisted. Then my family doctor discovered I have hypothyroidism. He informed me that it wasn’t a bad diagnosis as it can be treated with medication. I was disappointed that my symptoms didn’t go away after my thyroid medication took effect.

			Could it be compassion fatigue? I took courses and learned more about the subject. Yes, it was Compassion Fatigue, but no matter what changes I made, my symptoms persisted and worsened. In addition to the fatigue and anxiety, I became more and more cognitively impaired. I was heading down a slippery slope and was at a loss to stop myself.

			I didn’t want to accept that I could have mental health issues. I was in denial. I pushed myself to work, to keep going, when I should have been taking care of me, not everyone else, as I had been conditioned to do. When I could no longer push my trauma down and had the total breakdown in 2012, I was not only devastated because of the illness but also because I had lost my twenty-five-year career as a counsellor. I realize now that my Higher Power was intervening to protect me and steer the course of my life in a different direction that included still helping others. Everything that had happened to me is specifically outlined in A Recipe for C-PTSD & PNES and was part of what I believe to be a bigger plan; a part of my calling to help others.

			It’s only since beginning psychedelic cannabis treatment that I’ve fully understand my life’s purpose. As psychedelic cannabis helped me reflect on my sixty-five years of living, I can clearly see the significant synchronicities which led me to fulfill my calling to help others. After my children were born in my late twenties, I realized the calling. The more I struggled to push it away the louder it grew. It reached a point where it became too intense to ignore.

			As challenging as it was to get my education while raising a family in an isolated northern mining community, doors kept opening for me. I was confident I was on the right path when, while studying via correspondence (no Internet), I was offered a job to develop an employee and family assistance program (EFAP) for a local employer. Then, after being diagnosed with C-PTSD and being extremely ill, my life’s purpose, in my restricted way of thinking, had ended.

			When I was first diagnosed with C-PTSD in 2012, I was ashamed and embarrassed. I was uncomfortable speaking openly about my mental health because there is a tremendous amount of stigma and I feared being judged. After years of suffering silently, I listened to my intuition and started speaking publicly about abuse and the effects it has on one’s well-being. I knew, without a doubt, that it was time that I contributed to the de-stigmatization of mental health issues.

			I had moved from Labrador City, NL, to the west coast of the island portion of the province and was in need of a new family doctor as well as a counsellor. I made an appointment with a family doctor in a neighbouring community after being told by the receptionist that he was taking new patients. A nurse called me into a treatment room beside the doctor’s office. She questioned me about my health issues and medications. After making notes, she exited the room into the doctor’s office. It wasn’t long before I could overhear a conversation between the nurse and the doctor regarding my history. When it became clear that the doctor had collected the information obtained from me, he walked into the room where I had been waiting and, without even a greeting, informed me that he wasn’t taking any new patients. I questioned his reasoning for not accepting me and the fact that I was told that he was taking new patients. He refused to answer any of my questions, repeating only that he was not taking new patients. It wasn’t difficult to read between the lines. It was clear that he had no desire to have a new patient with a complicated mental health condition. This doctor’s attitude and refusal to accept me as his patient left a sour taste in my mouth.

			I had relocated to a small community where few people knew me. I wanted to keep it that way. I had not contacted the family doctor in the community because, at that time, only ten years ago, I didn’t want anyone to know about my mental health issues as I was fearful of being judged and labelled. The fact was that I needed a doctor and my only option was to make contact with the local clinic. I was grateful to be greeted by the most caring and respectful receptionist and doctor. This was a big step for me. It was my first step on the way out of the closet where I could hide in denial.

			After making an appointment with a new counsellor in the area, I quickly learned that she was not the fit for me. Our first appointment began with her attempting to take my trauma history, something that, as a counsellor, I was trained not to do. Her questioning led me to dig up buried trauma, resulting in me having a seizure. Her questioning activated my nervous system. Through my tears, shaking and stuttering, I demanded that she stop the questioning, but she couldn’t understand what the issue was.

			This was a stark contrast to the positive experience I had with my counsellor in Labrador City. She understands trauma and C-PTSD. It was obvious that this new counsellor did not. In tears and frustration I left that office, never to return. I was so distraught by this woman’s behaviour that I made a formal report to her supervisor. The response from the supervisor didn’t address my concerns. In a phone conversation with the supervisor, I realized I was talking to deaf ears. I was too ill to continue beating my head against a wall but getting nowhere, so I contacted my counsellor from Labrador City. After explaining the situation, I was extremely grateful when she agreed to keep me as a client, continuing our appointments by phone rather than in person.

			These two negative experiences with health care professionals ten years ago, followed by more to come, propelled me into action. It was the beginning of no longer caring who judged me. This was a huge deal for a people pleaser like me, but it was also a massive relief to not have to hide my true self any longer.

			While experimenting with countless brands of antidepressants (some almost sending me over the edge), therapy, love and support, I slowly climbed my way out of the deep dark hole of depression. I learned to manage some symptoms but not enough to be able to work. I was prescribed the gamut of pharmaceuticals, some of which had debilitating consequences. After much trial and error, I settled for Pristiq, Clonazepam and Ativan as my regimen of medication to manage symptoms. However, these medications only managed a few symptoms for short periods. After years of experimenting with various therapies and prescriptions, I concluded that I had treatment-resistant C-PTSD.

			March 23, 2016, is a day I’ll never forget. I had been talking on the phone to my daughter, Lisa, about when my father was killed in a car accident. I didn’t realize it at the time, but it was the event
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