





Cannabis Therapy

“Wendy Read has dedicated a lifetime to studying and harnessing the healing power of cannabis. Over the decades, many have had the privilege of studying with her. Now, she generously imparts her extensive knowledge and experience on the printed page. It’s challenging to overestimate the importance of this publication in the field of cannabis studies; it will undoubtedly be an essential contribution for decades to come.”

MATTHEW WOOD, AUTHOR OF A SHAMANIC HERBAL AND
HOLISTIC MEDICINE AND THE EXTRACELLULAR MATRIX

“The medicine I learned to make from Wendy has helped people overcome skin and prostate cancers and has brought health and hope to the lives of several others. Utilizing history, science, and decades of personal experience, Wendy Read presents a tome that is guaranteed to initiate the reader into a deeper relationship with cannabis for health and spiritual benefits.”

CHRIS BENNETT, CANNABIS CULTIVATOR AND AUTHOR OF
CANNABIS: LOST SACRAMENT OF THE ANCIENT WORLD AND
LIBER 420: CANNABIS, MAGICKAL HERBS AND THE OCCULT

“Cannabis Therapy: A Complete Guide provides practitioners with a comprehensive overview of the benefits and practical applications of the herb. Wendy shares her knowledge with humor, illustrating the history and advantages of cannabis and its connection to health care. Medicinal attributes are thoroughly reviewed, and Wendy goes on to offer safe, affordable, and easy-to-make recipes for both food and medicine. Crafting your own medicine guarantees quality. Under Wendy’s guidance, I have transitioned from being a client to a student and now a practitioner. The information she provides is ideal in assisting health providers and patients in navigating the benefits of marijuana for treating various issues. Cannabis Therapy is a beneficial resource for all cannabis practitioners.”

WILLIAM R. WELLBORN, PH.D.,
PSYCHOLOGIST AND CLINICAL SPECIALIST
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I dedicate this book to all those who
have been persecuted or judged for using cannabis
and to all those who seek to heal themselves and others
with this herb.



A Note to Readers

Marijuana has been known by many names by many people. In this book I use them all with the goal of normalizing those names that have been demonized and validating the names that we have come to use and love: hemp, hashish, dagga, Mary Jane, bhang, weed, grass, cannabis, ganja, pot, mota, dope, reefer, and herb.
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My Introduction to the Healing Power of Plants

All things which are old are not necessarily true; all things which are new are not necessarily without fault. To the wise men, both of them should be acceptable only if they stand to the test.

KALIDASA, HINDU POET,
C. FOURTH TO FIFTH CENTURY CE

GUATEMALA

I was living with a family in a tiny Mayan village on beautiful Lake Atitlán in Guatemala. I was studying Spanish, teaching English, and helping the local curandera, Maria, collect herbs from the base of the volcano that was her back garden. One day I was on the terrace of her cement-block home doing dishes with a green bar of soap in the outdoor sink when a young girl in a colorful handwoven traditional dress gracefully slipped by me. Inside I heard her whispering urgently to the old curandera, telling her to come quickly, her sister was bleeding. Maria grabbed her basket of herbs that was always at her side and called to me in Spanish to bring six roses from the garden. “How sweet of her to bring the family flowers in their time of need,” I thought, amazed at her quick thinking. I picked six roses using the hem of my skirt as protection from the thorns, and I quickly followed her through the village.

Upon arrival, she was ushered into a room separated only by a hanging blanket. I waited outside. After some low discussion and an occasional deep moan, she came back out and took me to the kitchen. There she pulled a mortar out of her basket and a few dried herbs. She began to hammer the herbs with her pestle and told me that the young woman had just given birth and was bleeding profusely and we must stop the bleeding. Then she began muttering prayers in Tz’utujil, the local Mayan language, as she continued to pound the herbs to a powder. “Hot water! Bring it, Wendy, and the roses!” I did as she said. She moistened the herbs in the mortar and added the fresh rose petals. A little more of the hot water, and then she had a pulpy, slimy mass of herbs. “Bring this and the hot water and the candle into the room. I am going for some copal.” She entered the room soon after and proceeded to light a candle and burn the copal incense. Her patient was quiet and still on the bed. She was very pale, but still conscious. Another woman was busy replacing bloody pads and sheets with new ones. Maria knelt down and gently began to pack the new mother’s birth canal with about half of her herbal poultice. Then she sat back and resumed praying, holding the hand of her patient and whispering prayers over her wrist. We waited. After about three minutes, blood began to seep out again. Maria gently removed the poultice and wrapped it in a cloth to hand to the other woman. She then packed the rest of the poultice in the woman’s vagina. She called for a spoon, then gently fed the remaining liquid in the mortar to her patient. We waited. After five minutes, the patient’s breathing calmed and deepened. After five more minutes, there was still no more seepage. The whole room took a collective deep sigh.

The herbs she used in the poultice? A local lichen, blackberry root, rose petals, and marijuana. Antiseptic, analgesic, calming, absorbent, and most of all styptic (used to stop bleeding). And copal incense to cleanse the room of malos espíritus and infectious germs. It worked. Her patient healed with no infection and was up and caring for her new infant within three weeks.

SCIENCE AND SPIRITUALITY

Long before I experienced spirituality, I was drawn into the world of science through a love of nature. I wanted to understand that elusive spark of life in the animals I raised, and where it went when they died. I studied biology throughout high school and college, but I was very disappointed in the cold, grey classrooms and labs as they were devoid of the life I yearned to investigate.

I did learn a lot about energy: how it was never created or destroyed, how to change it from one phase to another, and how to harness it to “do work.” I learned how energy was captured when chemicals bonded and was released when they broke apart. I memorized how cells produce, store, and release energy, and how to mathematically deduce kinetic energy from potential energy. I learned that electrons are solid particles orbiting a nucleus made of other solid particles called protons and neutrons. Atoms bonded together to form molecules, and molecules were the building blocks of life. But how did a mess of molecules become infused with life? What really drove those chemical reactions? What was energy? Where was that power of life that courses through and connects everything in the universe?

Throughout my education, I was told that science was truth above all other truths and that it was the only valid system with which to heal. All others were superstition and heresy. A brief look at history told me differently. The roots of Western science come from pre-twelfth-century Europe when science and nature (spirituality) were considered two sides of the same coin. Like in indigenous cultures throughout the world, plants were sacred and people sought knowledge from them. They provided more than food, fiber, and medicine. They were respected and worshiped. Then came the newly powerful Christian church, which made science and medicine its enemy. In a colossal centuries-long land and power grab, the church murdered untold thousands of scientists, herbalists, and even cats. This ushered in the Dark Ages, when countless millions died from rodent-spread plagues, inquisitions, and ignorance. By the time Western science reemerged during the Enlightenment, it was completely divorced from spirituality and had reduced the world into people, inferior life-forms, and resources to plunder for profit. No one except for white, (mostly) male humans were accorded intelligence, respect, or a soul.

By the time I graduated in 1992, remnants of the Dark Ages still ruled scientific theory, and biology—the “study of life”—had lost its reverence for life. Without that respect, medical research (still!) often involves animal torture, the effects of which are not taken into consideration. I am appalled and deeply saddened that scientists continue to torture animals in the name of research, including research on cannabis. It is entirely safe for willing humans to experiment on themselves with cannabis. It is difficult and heartbreaking for me to review research reports that involve torture, and I heal from it by offering prayers for the animals and for the torturers, too. (I would invite the reader to do so as well, because group prayer is always more powerful.)

I do watch hopefully these days as science once again begins to wonder at the invisible, energetic, and spiritual aspects of nature. Physicists demonstrate that what they once thought were particles of matter are really waves of energy that only condense into matter when being observed. Does that mean that all solid matter on Earth is being observed? Is this not a spiritual question? Biologists today now consider ecosystems instead of organisms because they are learning that organisms within a system are connected and cannot thrive without each other. Beyond the chemical makeup of a single plant, chemists study the complex communication channels that fill a forest floor with great webs of mycelium. Medical science no longer ignores the digestive system when studying the heart or the nervous system when studying digestion. When they are ignorant of the function of an organ, like the appendix, or strands of DNA outside of the double helix, they no longer label them as junk.

Science is on the threshold of having to reform its foundational structure. If mere observation affects the outcome of an experiment, then “impartial,” “controlled,” and “double-blind” experimentation, the foundation of scientific method, is impossible. For accurate interpretations of results, we must consider innumerable, uncontrollable, and even unknown parameters. What are the energetic effects imposed by the observer? What was the emotional condition of the tortured rat? What are the effects of past trauma on the physiology of a test subject given a placebo? Our perspective must widen to include even things like the position of the moon and stars in the cosmos.

The false dichotomy of Western science and spirituality has taught us the dangers of blind, singular faith in either. Science should not be embraced with blind faith, nor considered a “savior.” Nor should faith be adhered to blindly without the support of scientific principles. Together, however, they are the most powerful way to experience the world around us. I hope to see science rediscover the obvious—that all life has a spiritual component, and each life is a complex strand interwoven in a multidimensional, invisible, immeasurable web of energy. To tweak a strand sends invisible vibrations through the whole web.

And so after earning degrees in biology and chemistry in the early 1990s, I forsook the corporate jobs and advanced degrees available to me, and I opted instead for self-satisfying and self-driven education through travel and reading. I specifically sought out teachers and tribes that lived with the Earth, healed themselves with her herbs, and connected with her through ritual. I studied with and continue to learn from the ultimate teacher, Mother Nature herself.

ON TO AFRICA

As I stumbled out of that dark room in Guatemala and into the hot sunlight, I was once again awed by my surroundings. The lake radiated peace. The high, oh-so-steep mountain peaks surrounding it shimmered and danced with ancient power, and I could almost sense tremors coming up from the caldera with no bottom. Timeless. Well, almost.

With the excitement I had almost forgotten what day it was. Now I must hurry in this unhurried land, for I had a very important appointment to keep . . .

A Maya fisherman was poling his boat close to the shore. I waved him over and asked for a ride across the lake. Stepping into the wooden, hand-carved, flat-bottom canoe, a kayuko, I quickly sat down on the bottom. Had I stood, like the fisherman, I would have upset the delicate balance of the boat and possibly sent both of us into the water. Upon return visits, I would learn to paddle one on my own, but today his innate skill floated us across the caldera.

I disembarked in the shallows and stumbled onto dry land with my flip-flops in my hand. There was no time to stop and chat with the market ladies lining the path as I climbed the steep rise to the phone office. Perhaps if you traveled internationally in the ’70s or ’80s you came upon a phone office. This one was a small cement-block building with a low ceiling. Inside were three cabinets that looked like phone booths, each with a chair and a low table supporting a heavy, black, round-dialed phone. I approached the Maya man behind the counter and spoke with him in my rudimentary Spanish—a second language for both of us. I handed him the crumpled piece of torn paper I’d pulled from the secret pocket I wore under my skirt. He read the address and phone number I had written on it many months ago, just before leaving the states for this current adventure.

“Washington? Washington, DC?” He shouted with delight.

“Clinton? You get call from Clinton?” he asked, looking up from the paper. A row of perfect white teeth flashed at me from the broad smile that took over his round face.

“Well, not exactly . . .” I replied, at a loss to explain the complicated nature of the call in my basic Spanish.

“OK, OK, OK, senorita, please, you sit. I call Clinton!” Laughing, he turned away to complete the difficult business of placing an international call. I chose the chair with only one metal coil springing up from the cracked green Naugahyde seat.

Forty sweaty, fly-filled minutes later he shouted my name and that of my president across the tiny room, capturing the interest of the others waiting silently in the office. The businessman with the pink Scooby-Doo backpack turned toward me curiously, as did the grandmother, whose colorfully striped, handwoven full skirt perfectly complimented her yellow and green Mickey Mouse T-shirt.

What I heard was, “Wendy, Clinton, ooo-neet-ade stat-is piss coo for you. Cabin Three.” His delight elevated his chuckle to a roar as he turned to an old metal filing cabinet that screeched its horror at being rudely jerked open.

I barely fit inside the phone cabin—Guatemala being built for people of small stature—but I managed and had just closed the accordion door with a few awkward jerks when the phone coughed up a shrill ring. It had been so long since I had heard that sound, and I was so nervous, that for a minute I just stared at the coiled cord attached like a snake to the heavy base as if I were an alien Yip Yip from Sesame Street. It rang again. This time I managed to lift the receiver and say hello.

I could barely understand the woman on the other end through the severe crackling on the line. I was suddenly paranoid that we would be cut off before I heard the news I had called to hear.

“Congratulations, Miss ***-heim. We have *** United States Peace Corps assignment. You will be placed in Sw***z**land.”

“Uh, thank you. Switzerland? There is Peace Corps in Switzerland?”

“No ma’am, Sw***z**land. S-w-a-z-i-l-a-n-d,” she spelled out carefully.

“Oh. Great. I mean . . . where exactly is that?”

“Swaziland is a small landlocked kingdom in Africa.”

“Africa? You’re sending me to Africa? But I speak Spanish . . .”

“This is your current assignment. You have the right to turn it down and we will find you another, but you will be put at the bottom of the list.”

“No! I’m game! I’ve been waiting for this for months! Is it, uh, an agricultural assignment? Or related to my science degree?”

“In a way . . . it looks like you will be a teacher . . . I really don’t have any more details than that. Oh, and you need to report to Philadelphia on July 28th. If you have any more questions, please contact our training office. Congratulations again, and good luck.” She cheerily rang off, after changing my life forever.

July 28? That meant that I had about three weeks to get to Pennsylvania, and I first had to travel by bus across the giant country of Mexico and back to California. But first things first, I spent the evening searching the village for a map of the world. Would you believe it was conveniently located in a bar?
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We were lucky and very spoiled in the tiny country of Swaziland in 1993 (now called by its native name, Eswatini). Most of us Peace Corps volunteers were within a few hours of towns, and our decorated and comically christened buses, like “In God’s Hands” or “Impact Bus Service,” only broke down semiregularly. We also learned that we could safely hitchhike anywhere in the Southern Africa region.

I decided to try this out early on—this hitchhiking system that the old volunteers had taught us, and that all the Swazis used. I threw on my second skin—my backpack—walked a ways to the main road and waved my right palm down toward the road with my left hand placed firmly on my right elbow. (One always displayed the left hand this way. As in many cultures, it was traditionally used as toilet paper and was never offered to another. This included waving, shaking hands, transactions with money, and hitchhiking. To this day, I still find myself performing this action on occasion from habit.)

Almost immediately an old bearded babe (meaning “father,” pronounced “bah-beh”) pulled over with a grin in his ancient British backy (pickup truck), which was once painted turquoise. When I greeted him in siSwati, he became very excited and enthusiastic as he drove us on down the road. After the greetings and patter died out naturally, I sat back to enjoy the breathtaking scenery of the mountainous “high veld” area of Eswatini.

Before long, however, he picked up a piece of seemingly stray newspaper and placed it carefully over his lap. He began fiddling in his crotch. “Well fuck,” I thought. “Here we go! Count on me to catch my first ride with one of those!” I pointedly stared out my window and began looking for a safe place to disembark from this now uncomfortable ride. The passenger door was not locked, and if he refused to pull over, I figured I could jump out around a slow curve if I had to. But before I could contemplate my escape further, the rustling in his lap ceased. I chanced a quick look just as he proudly held up—the biggest cigarette I had ever seen! I don’t think I contained my sigh of relief.

It wasn’t tobacco, either. He promptly lit the pachyderm-size reefer, took a great inhale as he turned to face me, and offered it with a slow smile. I looked in his eyes and realized that I was in no danger. I still declined, though, as I was brand new in the village and knew that news would travel fast if I partook. My reply, “No thank you, Babe,” was greeted with a nod. He took one more hit of his giant news-wrapped joint, and then he just threw the rest out of the window. “Holy shit,” I remember thinking, “I’m gonna like living here!”

HIDDEN NATURE

For the next four years, I lived in and traveled throughout Africa. After finishing with my Peace Corps assignment, I traveled throughout the Southern Africa region and then explored Morocco, Mauritania, Mali, and Senegal. I spent a lot of time in England on layovers. At one point I stayed with a friend for a month in Birmingham. She was a physician and I learned a lot from her by accompanying her on her house calls. When I ran low on money, I would return to work for short stints in California to fund the next leg of my journey. I was able to offer basic first aid in most of the villages I stayed in, and I connected with as many traditional healers as I could, learning about their herbal medicines and tribal rituals.

As a radical American, I found I had to grapple with how much of “me” to keep hidden from the different tribal communities I visited and lived with. I changed my dress, my posture, my diet, how I spoke, how I worshiped, and much more. I held back stories from my life and plans for my future. I gave up all privacy except in the outhouse. As a single white woman living with black or brown tribes, I was in a fishbowl, the object of stares, frequent marriage proposals, and curious company wherever I was, all the time. Since white women in Southern Africa (and often in Central America) never set foot in black or indigenous villages, rode buses, or shopped in the outdoor markets, I was quite a shock for most villagers. In Eswatini, the always-crowded communal water tap was right outside my window, and windows were there for peeking through. In a tribe where most girls gave birth in their teens to show that they were marriable, Swazis could not believe that I was unmarried and had no children. I found myself always on guard to hide my true, wild, adventurous self. I was constantly afraid that I would offend by accident with a misdeed or the wrong word.

In Eswatini I lived and taught at a Christian school. Most Swazis practice a conservative Christianity called Zionism. I just could not force myself to spend entire days or evenings sitting on church pews with them, so I took these times to commune in nature my own way, which often included smoking dagga, or pot. I hid my interest in traditional medicine from my friends while I secretly sought out Southern African shamans, called sangomas or inyangas. They were themselves publicly ostracized but discreetly visited by “modern” Christian Swazis. The soccer coach would bring his team for a blessing before games, or villagers would secretly come to have curses removed or ailments cured.

Behaviors completely against my culture’s morals and values were not only accepted by Swazis but embedded in their culture, and I had to learn to withhold my judgments and hide my shock. Stealing was accepted and endemic. My fellow teachers would steal things like staplers from my desk and then proudly tell me about it the next day. Without dishonor or shame for either party, teachers impregnated their teenage students, who then had to drop out of school. It seemed commonplace to hear that someone had been purposely poisoned to death: “Oh, so-and-so is sick. He was poisoned by his coworker. He is in hospital now and will not live.”

Initially I wanted to “fix” those seemingly horrendous situations according to my own ethics. I viewed their culture as a failed attempt at living like mine. When I could get away, I would hike in the hills, smoke some dagga, and get the cattle egrets’ perspective as they soared over the valley. This helped me immensely to process day-to-day living in a very foreign culture.

Eventually, with more world experience and altered perspectives courtesy of marijuana, I learned many great spiritual lessons and tackled the innate racism in myself. I came to realize that my culture was not superior to others, and other cultures were not a failed attempt at living mine. Every culture is valid and beautiful and every human is doing the best they can according to the circumstances they were born into. If a person or a culture is cut off from nature, or their own true nature, they will sicken.

Hiding my true self was a survival skill that suited my life in tribal cultures. I balanced the difficulties by connecting with nature. Much later, as I began my work as a healer, I came to understand that when people are forced to protect themselves by hiding their true nature or emotions from their innermost circle of friends, coworkers, or family, it can have a devastating effect on their health, unless they can balance that out with a strong connection to their own soul. Mary Jane is always here to help me maintain that connection.

THE EMERALD TRIANGLE

More than five years and countless adventures later, I returned to the states. I found a strong, land-based community in Northern California, settled down, and found home. Due to its underground lifestyle, it took me a year to discover I was in the heart of the Emerald Triangle. This tricounty region is infamous for producing the highest quality buds in the world and providing them to the rest of the country. The Pacific Northwest is also chock-full of radical activists, herbalists, and natural healers. I could not have designed a better place to live for myself.

I began cultivating weed under the guidance of my best friend and mentor, Brother Bruce. I found local teachers and began an in-depth study of the healing arts. I was living alone, caretaking a 160-acre off-grid horse ranch. It was five miles up a dirt road on a 3,300-foot mountain, one hour from the mystical Mendocino coast. My apartment was on top of a giant barn with an amazing 360-degree view of the redwood- and oakwood-covered mountains and the river valley below. There was a phone on a “farm line” in the barn below that I rarely used, and which didn’t work in the rainy season. It was a psychically powerful spot, and I began receiving strong visions connected to my own healing and future work. After three years, the place sold and I moved down into the valley and continued to practice massage therapy, energy healing, and gardening.

One day I was out in my pot patch enjoying a sunny day. I heard a deep voice behind me say, “You know, you could be growing a lot of other herbs out here. . .” Startled out of my solitude, I literally looked around for the source. It was coming from the pot patch! Well, of course plants can talk, I laughed to myself, remembering all the shamans and witches I had encountered during my travels. Three days later, a friend handed me a flyer for a women’s herbal school called Motherland. I dove in and completed a nine-month course together with thirteen other women. After graduating I continued my studies, began making medicine in earnest, and started teaching at Motherland, local herbal symposiums, and other herb schools. I continued to seek out teachers in the healing arts and attended classes all over the Pacific Northwest in massage therapy, energy healing, and herbal medicine. I was lucky to discover an experienced clinical practitioner of plant-spirit healing and apprenticed with her for a year in California and Vermont.

In most of my classes I would ask the teacher what they thought about the healing properties of marijuana. Without fail every one told me that there were none, or that there were other herbs that were far better. The most experienced and educated herbalists in the country were completely sure, and sometimes obstinate, that pot caused more harm than good.

HOLISTIC HEALING

As it is not proper to try to cure the eyes without the head, nor the head without the body, so neither is it proper to cure the body without the soul, and this is the reason why so many diseases escape physicians who are ignorant of the whole.

PLATO, CHARMIDES, OR TEMPERANCE

Having come full circle in my search to understand energy, I was now able to experience life’s energy directly in plants, animals, and people, and to manipulate it for healing using my hands and my heart. Through my studies in ayurveda and traditional Chinese medicine, I had learned that energy must flow freely through all beings for health, and disruption in the flow can lead to imbalance and dis-ease. Dis-ease in one part of an organism affects the whole organism. Poison one organism and you poison the whole ecosystem, including yourself. The death of any ecosystem leads to the death of all the ecosystems. Conversely, strengthening an organism strengthens its ecosystem, yourself, and the Earth. This is the philosophy behind holistic healing and this is why I call myself a holistic healer.

Whereas allopathic medicine views symptoms of dis-ease as illnesses to be suppressed, holistic healers see them as messengers of imbalance that direct a healer and client to look deeper for the cause. Chemotherapy, for instance, is carcinogenic. It may shrink a cancerous tumor in an organism, but will also cause great harm that radiates out from the patient. These toxic chemicals are not broken down by the organism and they continue on to pollute the water system, causing more disease in the greater environment. They can also cause later cancer in the user—especially if the patient doesn’t rectify the underlying imbalances that caused the cancer to erupt.

Holistic health practitioners might provide treatment for symptom relief, but only as an adjunct to correcting the underlying causes. Holistic treatments do not cause harm to the client or the environment. These therapies encompass a multitude of natural, harmless modalities that address the mind, body, and spirit of an organism. In my case they include many forms of massage therapy, energy healing, spiritual counseling, visualization, trance work, herbal medicine, and shamanic healing techniques. This broad array allows me to blend appropriate modalities into unique therapies designed to resonate with each individual client.


An Example of a Holistic Treatment for Someone Suffering from Anxiety

Start with 1 steaming bath

(Relaxes muscles, stimulates circulation)

Add 2 cups Epsom salts

(Draw out toxins and bruising, supplements magnesium, relaxes muscles)

Add 3 drops of lavender essential oil

(Calming, uplifting, antimicrobial, soothes sore muscles, encourages deep breathing)

Add 1 bath bag with cannabis leaves and chamomile

(Anti-inflammatory, calming)

Add 3 drops of the flower essence of your choice

(Balances emotions, connects you with your spirit)

Light 1 candle

(Focal point to clear the mind)

Play music of your choice: calming, inspirational, trance inducing, or songs you like to sing aloud

(Changes brain waves, clears the mind)

Repeat as necessary



Early in my practice I came to realize that many issues my clients suffered from were rooted in spiritual disconnection. Again and again, buried behind complaints of exhaustion, depression, anxiety, chronic pain, digestive disorders, and more, I find deeper spiritual issues like unprocessed grief, bottled-up emotions, repressed memories, unhealed past traumas, or current or past abuse. On top of that, multilayered issues are often aggravated by an unconscious attempt to ignore them. People fall prey to patterns of addiction, eating disorders, interpersonal drama, risky behavior, abusing others, or hiding in victimhood to provide distraction from—or some semblance of control over—deeper problems that they feel helpless to address. Realizing this, I began offering seasonal rituals eight times a year for my community that helped them (and me) develop spiritual practices to improve our well-being.

THE EMERALD TRINITY

The power of the experiences, thoughts, and perspectives intertwined in our bodies never ceases to fascinate me. Our issues live in our tissues, and when our spirits are stifled, our bodies suffer. Problems with spiritual health affect our physical health, just as a chronic physical condition can cause mental illness. Because Mary Jane can heal the mind, body, and spirit, she calls herself the Emerald Trinity. Because Mary Jane has a mind, body, and spirit, I call her that as well.

But how does the suppression of something as intangible as memories or feelings lead to bodily distress? How does fear cause us to perspire and tremble, or love make us laugh or tear up? How does changing these intangibles change our bodies? And how does marijuana effect this trinity of connections?

This is where my love of mysticism and medicine meet. I am fascinated by the multidimensional energetic cords that connect our thoughts, feelings, and behaviors to our somatic chemicals and solid muscles. Our physical, mental, and spiritual functions are so deeply interwoven at the biochemical level that they cannot be healed separately. A laugh can strengthen your heart, an insult can change the color of your face. Your laugh can strengthen someone else’s heart. Your insult can change the color of someone else’s face. How far into the universe do these vibrations spread? Where are the bridges that connect our spirits to our molecular chemistry?

I discovered one such bridge in our endocannabinoid system (ECS). The ECS, found not just in humans but in all animals, is a foundational part of the web of life, and it is our direct connection to marijuana. Chemicals produced by both animal cells and the cannabis plant direct the dance of molecules inside us that inspire action and modify behavior. The endocannabinoid system integrates all our psychic, spiritual, and somatic functions. (And those of your little dog, too!) The ECS is the link between your body, mind, and spirit, and it is the foundational structure providing the near miraculous effects of the Emerald Trinity.

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

The first chapters of this book share basic knowledge about marijuana medicine. Chapter 1 explores the endocannabinoid system and its interaction with cannabis in detail. Chapter 2 reconciles the myths and confusion around the herb that stem from a long history of persecution, demonization, and propaganda by shedding light on the truth.

Chapter 3, “Whole Plant Medicine,” shares a list of herbal actions followed by a review of the known medicinal plant constituents and their locations in the plant, from her crown to her roots. In chapter 4 I break through many barriers by showing how getting high is actually good for your health and mental well-being. Chapter 5 describes how cannabis functions within each body system and explains why she helps to cure such a diverse spectrum of illnesses and injuries—from broken bones to gut issues to cancer to COVID. A list of general symptoms that weed can relieve is given as well.

In chapter 6 I provide a comprehensive list of marijuana medicines and describe for each medicine its time of onset, duration of effect, risk of THC overdose, target areas of the body, and conditions that each medicine is ideal for. Here you will find a useful table ranking the psychoactivity ranges for various THC medicines and you will also find treatments for an overdose of THC. Chapter 7 discusses how to incorporate cannabis into other healing methods such as massage, breathwork, flower essences, aromatherapy, diet, exercise, rest, and meditation.

Chapter 8 brings all previous information together to help the reader design a marijuana therapy plan for themselves or others. I offer guidance on how to develop a plan, how to evaluate its effects, and how to adapt it as you go, including many illustrative case stories.

Chapter 9 is a do-it-yourself guide for beginners who want to make simple marijuana medicines. I have included delicious recipes with raw weed, hemp seeds, and hemp seed oil, as well as detailed instructions for making teas, tinctures, liniments, infused oils, salves, aromatherapy medicines, and more. Experienced medicine makers can take these basic medicines and formulate them into more complex remedies.

Chapter 10 is for those who want to use ganja spiritually or to help others heal their spirits. Here you will discover how your ancestors imbibed, and how many of the great spiritualities and religions of the world grew from her sacred seed.

[image: ]

For thirty-four years I have studied holistic healing from curanderas in Mexico, Maya shamans in Guatemala, sangomas in Eswatini, and grandmothers and masters throughout the world. I have cultivated and made medicine from marijuana and hundreds of different medicinal herbs for the past twenty years. I’ve led a pagan church and maintained a holistic clinical practice for fifteen years. I am an herbalist, massage therapist, priestess, shaman, medicine maker, spiritual counselor, and teacher.

Now I want to reach beyond my students, congregation, and clients. I want to share my knowledge of marijuana medicine with a larger world that is increasingly ready to receive it. As states and countries all over the globe are coming to accept this deeply medicinal plant and legislate her back into freedom, I want to help the people find her and bring her back into their lives. Together we can elevate the Queen of Herbs back to her rightful place as the greatest of human allies and the foundation of balance for our health and our planet.

So, I ask you, reader, to bring an open heart, an open mind, and an appreciation for both science and spirituality to these pages as we explore marijuana and her world, the essence of the Emerald Trinity.


1

Cannabinoids and the Endocannabinoid System

Before we can contemplate marijuana as medicine, we need to understand the complex endocannabinoid system (ECS). The ECS, found in all animals, is the physical avenue by which marijuana interacts with our bodies, our minds, and our spirits, writing the codes for health and bliss.

The story of the ECS begins 34 million years ago when life as we know it began in the great Mother Ocean. The first beings, enclosed in a single cell, were free-floating and self-contained. They could not survive alone, however. Like us, they needed communication with others to thrive. Even at the beginning all life was connected, albeit with invisible threads, in a magnificent energetic web.

Exactly how were those cells talking with each other as they were propelled through the chaotic tides? They were sending and receiving tiny packets of chemicals produced within their membranes.

Can you imagine each cell opening its doors to receive news brought on the current, like a housewife welcoming gossip from a door-to-door fruit seller? Possibly the updates were about the usual things, like the weather or where to find favorite foods. Perhaps they, too, warned each other about which neighborhoods to avoid due to unfavorable conditions or unsavory characters. And the chemical messages themselves? They were cannabinoids, or more accurately, phospholipid cannabinoid precursors.

When I ask my students what a cannabinoid is, few can answer. But when I ask for an example of a cannabinoid, inevitably they shout out “THC!” Short for tetrahydrocannabinol, THC is the most famous cannabinoid in the world. THC is a phytocannabinoid, created by a plant, rather than an endocannabinoid, which are created by animals. The two kinds of cannabinoids have slightly different structures, but share many functions within an animal system.

Today’s cannabinoids are still tiny, comprised of a molecular chain of a mere twenty-two to twenty-five carbon atoms. Cannabinoids’ main function is to carry directions and information between animal cells. They are often classified as neurotransmitters because they send signals through and between the nerve cells that make up the nervous system. Neurotransmitters, including serotonin and dopamine, the cannabinoids’ more famous cousins, are well-known for the powerful role they play within the body and mind. For example, pharmaceutical antidepressants called serotonin reuptake inhibitors, or SSRIs, change the way our bodies process serotonin. As anyone who has used them can attest, their effects on the body and the emotions can be extreme. The feeling a mother has when cradling her infant is the work of oxytocin, another neurotransmitter. That feeling of well-being some experience when eating chocolate and the devastatingly intense grief when a loved one dies are both a result of neurotransmitters.

As it turns out, cannabinoids control the nervous system. In addition to a multitude of other duties, they rule over the other neurotransmitters. For example, cannabinoids indirectly increase dopamine levels by blocking the action of another neurotransmitter, GABA, which reduces the amount of dopamine released. When GABA is blocked by marijuana compounds, the result is an increase in the amount of dopamine released. Cannabis is nature’s answer to SSRIs, but unlike SSRIs, she follows the edict “First, do no harm” and brings the body into balance without unhealthy side effects or withdrawal symptoms.

How did we get to the complex ECS from those primordial single-celled beings? As those cells were floating around, they would bump into each other, perhaps even seeking each other out. At some point, they started to realize the advantages of floating through life together and decided to form colonies. They drifted around like little rafts, with those in the middle well protected from outside influences like viruses and other predators, and those on the edges having first access to food. When some cells perished, cannabinoid signals were sent out, triggering others to divide into two daughter cells, thus replenishing the colony.

Eventually, for protection, some colonies surrounded themselves with a membrane and became, in essence, a gated community. Cells worked together and consciously chose what entered and what exited, essentially taking in groceries and sending out the garbage. Just as a baker or weaver provides a specific service to the village, cells within the colony began to specialize and differentiate from one another by turning on only a small section, or sequence, within their protein-producing DNA. Some turned into skin cells, others feather cells, others became brain cells, and so forth. They continued to use cannabinoids to communicate.

All animals produce cannabinoids that control life’s functions. Created on demand, they leap between the axon of one nerve to the dendrite of the next. They float through our blood until a cell fishes them out of the slipstream and pulls them inside. There, the cannabinoids deliver direction to stimulate or (more often) inhibit the cell’s function, speeding or slowing, starting or stopping pathways of creation or courses of destruction. Together, these millions of tiny alterations throughout our systems continually guide us toward homeostasis, trying to keep us in balance.

Just as we raise a flag on our mailbox to signal outgoing mail, cells throw up a flag on the outside of their membranes when they need to take in nutrients, expel waste, or receive directions for their work. These flags, aptly named receptors, are the fishhooks, and they are baited to attract only a specific kind of chemical from the stream. Once caught, a porthole in the cell membrane opens, and the cannabinoid or other chemical is reeled in.

THE BLISS MOLECULE

Certain “magical” plants, animals, and funguses have always provided spiritual healing to animals. The witches, prophets, and seers of indigenous spiritualities have ancient relationships with beings like peyote cacti, psilocybin mushrooms, herbs like ayahuasca and ibogaine, and many others. These beings help them heal themselves and others by connecting them with the invisible world of energy that surrounds us. On a deep level, humans have always known about the magical effects of marijuana. Unfortunately, these magical substances have been demonized by cultural authorities and driven underground off and on for thousands of years. At this time in history, many are coming back into the light and are beginning to pique the interest of Western medicine.

Take, for example, the opium poppy. Used in Asia for thousands of years and brought to the West during the mid-nineteenth century Opium Wars between China and England, this delicate flower has one of the strongest known pain-relieving effects in the world, and she also provides a spiritual sense of well-being. In the 1970s Western scientists became curious about how she works in our system. With new technology they were able to isolate opium molecules and mark them with a radioactive dye. When injected into an animal, they could see them course through an animal’s system and note where they were absorbed. They discovered and mapped the system of opium receptors in animals.1

But why do animals, for which poppies are not a food source, produce pain reduction receptor sites specific for opium molecules? Continuing investigations revealed that these receptors are actually designed to capture opium molecules produced by the animals themselves.

Called endorphins (from endogenous meaning “produced within” and morphine, a pain-relieving alkaloid made by poppies), these chemicals produced by our bodies help block pain signals and offer a sense of peace and well-being. When our endorphins prove insufficient for intense pain, poppy plants act as a perfectly designed supplement. The discovery of the poppy-activated endorphin system spurred scientists to search for other systems activated by naturally occurring drugs.

Although THC was discovered in 1964 by Israeli researcher Raphael Mechoulam, Ph.D., it was not until three decades later that his team searched for endogenous THC receptors in animals. The only well-known use of weed at that time was to get people high, so they hypothesized that they would find receptors for THC in the brain. They synthesized cannabinoids, dyed them, and injected them into animals to trace their pathway. They were right about the brain, of course, but were surprised when they also found receptors throughout the entire central nervous system.

Scientists knew that the fact that THC made people high indicated that, like opium, it could cross the blood-brain barrier. The blood-brain barrier is a protective lining that surrounds the central nervous system (the CNS) and forms a strong line of defense between the blood circulating through our bodies and the fluid that circulates within the CNS. It controls what passes between the two and, for example, allows animals to endure extreme infections and other toxic insults without brain damage. Most pharmaceutical drugs, even antibiotics and cancer treatments, are too toxic to be allowed through the barrier, yet our central nervous system readily invites marijuana into its inner sanctum. This is partly why cannabis provides such a myriad of therapies for the mind.

When Mechoulam found the first endocannabinoid, meaning a cannabinoid endogenous to animals, in 1992, he demonstrated his immediate understanding of its power when he named the molecule anandamide. Ananda means “bliss” in Sanskrit, the language of the
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