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Prologue

First thing’s first. What
are the so-called evils of western medicine?

Western medicine in and of
itself is not evil. In many ways it has far more potential for good
than Ayurveda and all the various systems of yoga and energy
healing put together. However, in the west, medicine has become
inextricably linked with capitalism and the need for
profits.

For instance, if an
Ayurveda practitioner had access to a pain-relieving spice that
earned him or an overall industry, massive amounts of money and he
chose to act as a gate keeper using his knowledge to push that
spice for profits at the expense of people’s health, this could
easily make his treatments evil in nature. If the Ayurveda
practitioner ignored symptoms related to causes that could result
in finding an actual cure for someone’s ailment because he knew
that doing this would make it more difficult to peddle the
pain-relieving spice or he was being pressured by a larger
organization to do so for profits from the pain-relieving spice, in
my opinion this would be evil. It is evil because if those people
weren’t trusting the Ayurveda practitioner in the first place, they
may have eventually found the cause and the cure elsewhere, instead
of being misled by someone pretending to care for their well-being.
The Ayurveda practitioner would be exploiting his position as a
healer for money, either directly or through being pressured by a
larger industry.

This little treatise is a
case study of how western medicine has become evil in just such a
way. It is not an autobiography, and I will do my best to keep it
terse and to the point. In addition to some personal information
about myself, it will include an X-ray and a medical report proving
my point about the evils of western medicine, as well as how I
saved myself through the practices of Kundalini Yoga and
Ayurveda.


Edgebrook and the
Fall

Early on in my childhood,
by the time I was in the first grade, I spent a lot of time each
year at Edgebrook swimming pool within walking distance of my home
in Bellevue, Washington. It began with my mother bringing me there
regularly. Going from the shallow little kiddie pool to the deeper
section was a rite of passage for me.

My quest into the deeper
sections of the pool began with holding onto an inflatable rubber
ball and kicking my legs to propel myself forward. One time the
ball slipped out and I was left flailing in the water for a
lifeguard to rescue.

By the time my feet reached
the bottom of the shallow end of the pool I learned how to swim. I
would even go under water with friends testing how long we could
hold our breaths under water.

My mother suggested wearing
nose plugs, but I declined, assuming the water must be safe or
there wouldn’t be so many other people swimming without nose plugs.
After all, when I had seen one of the lifeguards doing something
with tubes along the side of the pool my mother had told me that
the lifeguard was checking the chlorine level in the pool. The
chlorine was what made the water safe to swim in.

I continued swimming
regularly right up until I was eleven years old. I even had part of
my eleventh birthday party at Edgebrook swimming pool. It was
around this time that I became intrigued with diving. Not only did
I enjoy diving into the deep end of the pool headfirst, but I would
adventure down to the very bottom of the deep end, touching the
grate among other stuff at the very bottom.

It was less than a year
after my interest in diving began that I contracted the cold that
never went away. It began with inexplicable nose bleeds at school
followed by a seemingly never-ending geyser of liquid snot. Some of
the boys even named me moisty man, which I was too naïve at the
time to feel hurt by.

My naivety was pierced one
day when I was discussing girls with a couple of other boys and one
of them said that my nose was too big to ever get a girlfriend. I
explain this not to give a sob story, but because it was an
essential part of the psychological development that would directly
lead into further psychological issues later-on in life, resulting
in long term psychiatric treatment throughout most of my teenage
years. In my twenties I was lured back to the psychiatric industry
over another issue, which would remain a mystery until my thirties,
when acquiring a cold became my saving grace.

My mother had once told me
she tripped and fell while getting the mail when she was pregnant
with me. As an eleven-year-old kid who had just begun looking at
himself differently in the mirror, I recalled what my mother had
told me and thought that her falling-down must have been
responsible for my nose being so large. I verbally abused her. My
younger brother, who would often imitate what I did back then,
joined in.

Together we caused my
mother a nervous breakdown and drove her into counseling, which of
course led to me having to see first her counselor and then a
psychologist. I only saw that psychologist briefly while still
living at the house near Edgebrook swimming pool.

By the end of that school
year when I got the cold that never ended, my parents were looking
for a larger house to move into. My last memory of visiting
Edgebrook swimming pool was going to the lobby with a friend to buy
candy after school in the Spring. I was given a tour of Tyee Middle
School which I would have attended the next year if I had stayed.
Instead, I went to a school district with a Junior High School
system where the grade schools went up until the sixth grade, so I
had to spend yet another year in grade school.

Initially I was looking
forward to it, thinking that I could establish a whole new persona
and everything, but it wasn’t long after I got there that I was
hoping to God I could get accepted into the gifted school, which a
newly introduced psychologist tested me for.

I wasn’t accepted into the
gifted school, but Jim Johnston, the psychologist who tested me,
became my psychologist until I graduated to just a
psychiatrist.

The harassment at Alexander
Graham Bell grade school was far worse than any harassment I had
gone through before. At that school it was girls and boys calling
me ugly and talking about my nose and just being mean in general.
One time the younger sister of my so-called friend, Ryan Simon,
walked by and said, “Robert, you’re so ugly,” and when I responded
with profanity the adult female who supervised the recess
activities made me stand against the wall for the remainder of the
recess and did nothing to the girl.

As a result of all the
harassment and the boredom of having to stay couped up in one
classroom on smaller and less fun school grounds, I became a
behavior problem and got into fights and various other trouble. I
also missed a lot of school, preferring to stay home. Toward the
end of the year, I was required to take a special test in math, and
I got made fun of by Ryan Simon. I got back at him though when he
had to take the same test.

I had missed so much school
by the time I got to Kirkland Junior High that I was afraid to even
miss a day, especially with letter grades now being given. It
turned out I was in an advanced math class, and I didn’t suffer the
same boredom problems at the Junior High that I had at the grade
school.

At lunch time I was afraid
to go into the cafeteria, where pretty much everyone was either a
stranger or someone who had been mean to me, and instead I would
hang out with what would later be considered the burn outs. Ryan
Simon and a kid nicknamed Taz introduced me to smoking on Halloween
night and then I refused to get out of bed for school not long
afterward.

It was a combination of
many things that led to me dropping out of Junior High in the
seventh grade. People trash talk the DARE (Drug Abuse Resistance
Education) program in the US, but it did have quite an impact on me
at that point in my life. I had taken DARE the year before and it
became obvious to me as I began smoking cigarettes that it really
was a gateway to other things, largely because Taz immediately
began talking about marijuana after having stolen some
cigarettes.

In addition to the fear of
becoming further involved in drug use, I began using my lunch money
to buy cigarettes, which Ryan Simon stole from his parents, and
this of course led to malnutrition sapping my energy. On top of
this, the type of harassment that I had gone through at the grade
school was reborn at the junior high school, but it was much
larger, older kids doing it. I saw my locker partner get into a
fight with an older kid named Eric Svega who pushed a cup into his
face and an older black kid was rushing in to gang up on my locker
partner when an adult stopped it. Not long afterward, Eric Svega
was trash talking my nose on the bus with one of his other friends
openly talking about how I’d never get a girlfriend in front of
everyone on the bus and then Eric Svega came up to me at school and
asked me, “Do you think you’ll ever get a girlfriend?” I told him
yes and he laughed at me.

Toward the very end, Ryan
Simon got switched into the advanced math class with me and he
would sit behind me in class kicking the back of my chair during
the lecture and laughing. I told him to stop, and he went on doing
it anyways and the teacher didn’t do anything about it. Then I
heard people talking about my locker partner essentially being
stalked by Eric Svega’s friends for fighting back. The next time I
saw Kirkland Junior High I had gone back to clean out my locker
weeks later. I was pretending to be sick initially and my parents
tried to give me all the schoolwork to do, making a special note of
the math teacher going to extra special lengths to get me the tests
and everything.

I ended up trying to get
into Fairfax Psychiatric Hospital just to have an excuse not to go
back to that school
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