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by Paul a Cur t i s 

I  was a syst ems 
engi neer  f r om Hewl et t -
Packar d i n 1992 when I  
di scover ed t he power  
t hat  coul d move t hr ough 
my hands.   I t  happened 
one day when I  was 
about  hal f way t hr ough a 
si x- mont h pr ogr am at  
t he Heal i ng Ar t s 
I nst i t ut e.  My massage 
t eacher ,  Bar b,  asked 
t he cl ass i f  we want ed 
t o do some Rei ki  on 
each ot her .  We hadn’ t  
st udi ed Rei ki ,  whi ch 
she descr i bed as a f or m 
of  ener gy heal i ng,  but  
she sai d t hat  al l  we 
needed t o do was send 
l ove t o t he per son on 
t he massage t abl e.   I f  
t hi s had been one of  
t hose t eam- bui l di ng 
exer ci ses at  Xer ox or  
HP,  I  woul d have been 
t he l ast  per son t o 
vol unt eer .  But  massage 
school  had been a 
wel come t i me- out  f r om 
my st r essf ul  consul t i ng 
wor k,  and I ’ d l ear ned  

t o set  asi de my 
quest i ons and gi ve new 
t hi ngs a chance.  I  
wasn’ t  sur e how t o 
“ send l ove”  t o a 
c l assmat e,  so I  of f er ed 
t o get  on t he t abl e 
f i r st .   Bar b showed t he 
ot her  st udent s wher e t o 
put  t hei r  hands on my 
body,  and t hen she put  
her  hands on my head.  
For  sever al  mi nut es,  
t he cl ass sent  me 
ener gy t hr ough t hei r   

hands.   I  di dn’ t  not i ce 
much at  f i r st ,  but  t hen 
f el t  as t hough I  was 
bei ng wr apped i n a 
war m,  snug cocoon.  
 
Too soon,  my t ur n was 
over  and someone el se 
got  on t he t abl e.  I  
f ound i t  wasn’ t  har d t o 
c l ose my eyes and send 
my wi shes f or  her  
heal t h and happi ness 
t hr ough my hands.   At  
f i r st ,  not hi ng 
happened.   Then I  
st ar t ed t o shake.   I  
f el t  l i ke a gar den hose 
wi t h t he wat er  t ur ned 
up t oo hi gh.   I  opened 
my eyes t o see i f  
anyone el se was 
shaki ng.   They wer en’ t .   
Wi t h t he next  per son,  
my body shook even 
har der  and I  st ar t ed t o 
cr y.   The t ear s j ust  
l eaked out .   I  opened 
my eyes agai n,  t hi s 
t i me t o see i f  anyone 
had not i ced.  The r est  
of  t he cl ass had t hei r  
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eyes cl osed,  seemi ngl y 
peacef ul .  I  kept  my 
head down so no one 
woul d see my r ed- r i mmed 
eyes when i t  came t i me 
t o pl ace my hands on 
t he knees of  t he next  
per son.   Agai n,  t he 
shaki ng and cr yi ng t ook 
over .  I  opened my eyes 
t o see my t eacher  
l ooki ng at  me.  When I  
shr ugged t o i ndi cat e I  
was okay,  we bot h 
cl osed our  eyes agai n.    

 
I t  was t hen t hat  an 
i mage of  a pi nk r osebud 
appear ed as i f  i n a 
daydr eam,  suspended 
over  my l ef t  hand.  Thi s 
di dn’ t  f eel  l i ke my 
daydr eam.   The r osebud 
l ooked l i ke i t  was j ust  
st ar t i ng t o open,  and I  
somehow knew t hat  t hi s 
i mage had come f r om my 
f r i end on t he t abl e.  
She was i n a pai nf ul  
mar r i age and I  i magi ned 
t hat  t he r ose 
symbol i zed her  st r uggl e 
f or  i ndependence.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Wi t h each new st udent ,  
t he el ect r i cal  st or m 
wi t hi n me gr ew 
st r onger .  By t he t i me 
we had f i ni shed wi t h 
t he ent i r e c l ass,  I  
coul dn’ t  speak.   I  f el t  
j i t t er y,  yet  cr yst al  
c l ear .   

My husband pi cked me up 
f r om cl ass so t hat  we 
coul d head up t o t he 
mount ai ns f or  a weekend 
of  ski i ng.  I  coul dn’ t  
car r y on a conver sat i on 
dur i ng t he t r i p,  but  my 
senses wer e t uned way 
up.   The col or s wer e 
br i ght er ,  and I  t hought  
I  coul d hear  t he snow 
f al l i ng out si de t he 
car .    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I  di dn’ t  know what  
happened t o me t hat  
af t er noon,  but  i t  got  
my at t ent i on.   I  had 
spent  my l i f e i mmer sed 
i n t he sci ences.   I  
st ar t ed col l ege want i ng 
t o be a physi c i an.  Par t  
way t hr ough my 
under gr aduat e degr ee i n 
bi ol ogy,  I  r eal i zed 
t hat  medi ci ne wasn’ t  
t he r i ght  choi ce f or  
me,  so I  went  on t o get  
a Mast er ’ s degr ee i n 
Genet i cs.   Thi s was i n 
t he ear l y ‘ 80s when 
gene cl oni ng was f i r st  
happeni ng i n t he 
r esear ch l abs.   I t  was 
an exci t i ng t i me t o be 
a sci ent i st ,  but  I  
di scover ed t hat  I  hat ed 
spendi ng al l  of  my t i me 
i n a st er i l e l abor at or y 
envi r onment .   So I  
t ur ned my at t ent i on t o 
engi neer i ng syst ems 
i nst ead of  genes,  
ear ni ng a second Mast er  
of  Sci ence degr ee.  
Af t er  wor ki ng as an 
engi neer i ng consul t ant  

The soul journey has 
been called the pathless 
path because there is 
no map.  Every person’s 
steps are different.  

Deepak Chopr a 
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f or  seven year s,  I  was 
r eady f or  a br eak.  I n 
massage school ,  I  
di scover ed t hat  I  l i ked 
t he i mmedi at e r ewar d of  
wat chi ng peopl e’ s f aces 
sof t en,  muscl es unknot ,  
and t hei r  post ur e 
st r ai ght en as I  wor ked.  
I  coul d l et  my mi nd 
wander  as my hands 
appl i ed t r adi t i onal  
Swedi sh massage st r okes 
and eased t ender  
pr essur e poi nt s.   I  
under st ood t he 
t her apeut i c ef f ect s of  
massage on our  
neur omuscul ar ,  
c i r cul at or y and 
l ymphat i c 

syst ems,  and had gai ned 
an appr eci at i on f or  t he 
i mpor t ance of  t ouch.  
Massage school  had 
br oadened,  but  not  
chal l enged,  my ment al  
model  f or  how t he wor l d 
wor ked.  My af t er noon 
wi t h Rei ki ,  however ,  
di d j ust  t hat .    
 
A coupl e of  mont hs 
l at er ,  I  went  back t o 
my engi neer i ng wor k,  
pr egnant  wi t h my f i r st  
chi l d.  For  t he next  
sever al  year s,  I  was 
consumed wi t h bei ng a 
wor ki ng mot her .  I  
di dn’ t  get  a chance t o 
expl or e Rei ki ,  but  
f ound t hat  r ecei v i ng 
r egul ar  massage and 
anot her  f or m of  ener gy 
wor k cal l ed “ j i n shi n”  
kept  me heal t hy and 
sane.   When r ecei v i ng 
t hi s ener gy wor k,  I  
coul d of t en f eel  war mt h 
and t i ngl i ng spr ead 
t hr oughout  my body.   I t  
was a bi t  l i ke when 
your  hand f al l s asl eep,  
and you f eel  t he bl ood 
r ushi ng back i n.   
Occasi onal l y,  I  f el t  
t wi nges of  shar p pai n 
or  a moment ar y dul l  
ache.   Cur i ousl y,  t hose 
sensat i ons woul d of t en 
be di sconnect ed f r om 
wher e t he pr act i t i oner  
had her  hands.    
Af t er  a t r eat ment ,  I  
usual l y had a gr eat  
deal  of  ener gy and by 
eveni ng,  woul d be r eady 
f or  a deep sl eep.  Once 
i n a whi l e,  t hough,  I  
woul d get  of f  t he t abl e 
f eel i ng as i f  I  wer e 
comi ng down wi t h a 
col d.   I  was t ol d t hat  
I  was r el easi ng t oxi ns 
f r om my syst em.   I f  I  
dr ank l ot s of  wat er  and 
t ook i t  easy t hat  day,  

I ’ d f eel  al er t  and 
r ef r eshed by t he next  
mor ni ng.  Ot her  t i mes,  
especi al l y af t er  my t wo 
mi scar r i ages,  I  woul d 
cr y dur i ng a sessi on.  
Those days,  I  woul d 
wal k away f eel i ng 
l i ght er  and l ess 
bur dened.   The ener gy 
wor k wasn’ t  as dr amat i c 
as my f i r st  encount er  
wi t h Rei ki ,  but  i t  was 
t angi bl e and 
r epeat abl e.  I t  al so 
hel ped me t o f eel  t he 
ver y r eal  i nt er -
connect i ons among t he 
physi cal ,  emot i onal ,  
ment al ,  and spi r i t ual  
aspect s of  mysel f .  I  
di scover ed what  al l  
heal er s know – t hat  we 
ar e l i ke ar chaeol ogi cal  
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di gs.   Al l  of  our  l i f e 
exper i ences ar e st or ed 
somewher e i n our  body.   
The ol der  and mor e 
pai nf ul  t he exper i ence,  
t he deeper  i t ’ s  bur i ed.   
 
I  di dn’ t  r eal l y expl or e 
Rei ki  unt i l  I  met  my 
t eacher ,  Zar i ,  a pet i t e 
woman wi t h an exot i c 
and l i l t i ng voi ce.   A 
f r i end t r eat ed me t o a 
f aci al  f r om her .  I t  
wasn’ t  unt i l  af t er  I  
l ef t  her  of f i ce wi t h a 
br ochur e,  t hat  I  
r eal i zed she di d ener gy 
wor k.  I  came back f or  a 
Rei ki  t r eat ment  and 
began schedul i ng 
mont hl y appoi nt ment s.   
Our  f i r st  f ew sessi ons 
wer en’ t  dr amat i c,  but  
t he wor k somehow f el t  
deeper  t han what  I  had 
exper i enced bef or e.   I t  
was af t er  sever al  
mont hs t hat  a Rei ki  
sessi on wi t h Zar i  
changed me f or ever .    
 
As soon as Zar i  pl aced 
her  hands on my hear t ,  
I  f el t  a gr eat  r i ver  of  
gol den l i ght  f l ow i nt o 
me.   I t  was br i ght  and 
war m,  and f i l l ed al l  of  
t he cr acks and dar k 
pl aces wi t hi n me t hat  I  
t hought  nobody knew 
about .   To bor r ow a 
phr ase,  I  f el t  l i ke I  
had come home.  Thi s was 
l ove,  but  not  l i ke 
anyt hi ng I  had ever  
f el t  bef or e.  Thi s l ove 
was i mper sonal .  I t  came 
t hr ough Zar i ,  but  
wasn’ t  f r om her ,  and 
was i ndependent  of  my 
achi evement s or  
act i ons.   Yet  i t  was 
al so i nt ensel y per sonal  
i n t hat  I  was accept ed 
absol ut el y as I  was.  I  
had never  been 

r el i gi ous,  but  I  f el t  
t ouched by God t hat  
day.  Somehow,  t hr ough 
Rei ki ,  Zar i  connect ed 
me t o t he et er nal  
myst er y.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I  was f or t y year s ol d 
and knew t hat  i t  was 
t i me f or  me t o st ep 
wi t h bot h f eet  i nt o 
Rei ki .   Thi s f or m of  
hands- on heal i ng 
or i gi nat ed i n Japan at  
t he t ur n of  t he 
cent ur y.  “ Rei ”  means 
“ uni ver sal ”  and “ Ki ”  
means “ l i f e f or ce 
ener gy”  - -  t he same 
ener gy f or ce t hat  i s 
enhanced by t he 
pr act i ce of  mar t i al  
ar t s and yoga.   
I  knew t hat  when a 
heal er  put  her  hands on 
me wi t h t he i nt ent i on 
of  br i ngi ng 
uncondi t i onal  l ove,  
somet hi ng r eal  and 
physi cal  happened.   
Somet i mes t he change 
was subt l e,  somet i mes 
i t  was dr amat i c,  but  i t  

was al ways r el at ed t o 
what  was goi ng on i n my 
l i f e at  t he t i me.   I  
under st ood t hi s i n my 
hear t  and body even 
whi l e my l ogi cal  mi nd 
st r uggl ed t o expl ai n 
i t .     
 
I  ar r i ved at  my f i r st  
Rei ki  t r ai ni ng cl ass 
ar med wi t h a not ebook 
and pen,  expect i ng a 
t ypi cal  c l ass wher e I  
woul d l ear n t echni ques.   
I  hoped t hat  I  woul d be 
abl e t o const r uct  a 
r at i onal  expl anat i on 
f or  how i t  wor ked.   
That  wasn’ t  how t he day 
went .  Rei ki  i s passed 
on i n a somewhat  
myst er i ous way f r om 
t eacher  t o st udent .  The 
t eacher  ‘ ener get i cal l y ’  
opens and t hen 

The longest journey that 
you will ever make in 
your life is from your 
head to your heart.  

 Gar y Zukav 

Freedom is to be a light 
to oneself.   

       J.  
Kr i shnamur t i  
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wi dens a pat hway f or  
t he st udent  t o connect  
mor e easi l y t o t he 
uni ver sal  l i f e f or ce 
ener gy.  The t eacher  
al so demonst r at es a 
basi c set  of  hand 
posi t i ons.  I  began by 
put t i ng my hands on my 
par t ner ’ s f eet ,  and 
ment al l y asked t o br i ng 
heal i ng ener gy t o her .   
Al most  i mmedi at el y,  my 
hands got  hot .   I  coul d 
f eel  a subt l e pul s i ng 
bet ween my hands wi t h 
one si de bei ng st r onger  
t han t he ot her .   As I  
hel d t hi s posi t i on,  t he 
pul s i ng gr ew st r onger  
and mor e r hyt hmi c unt i l  
bot h si des wer e 
bal anced.   As I  moved 
al ong her  body,  t he 
pat t er n r epeat ed 
i t sel f .  The ener gy 
seemed t o f l ow 
ef f or t l essl y t hr ough 
me.  My par t ner  sai d 
t hat  she coul d f eel  t he 
heat  f r om my hands,  
al ong wi t h t i ngl i ng 
sensat i ons and a 
r ai nbow of  col or s 
passi ng bef or e her  
eyes.  Wor ki ng t hi s way 
f el t  nat ur al ,  as i f  I  
had al ways known how t o 
do i t .   
  
Rei ki  changed t he 
di r ect i on of  my l i f e.   
The compass t hat  I  had 
al ways r el i ed upon,  my 
i nt el l ect ,  was of  
l i t t l e use i n 
navi gat i ng t hi s new 
t er r i t or y.   Af t er  t he 
Rei ki  t r ai ni ng,  I  f ound 
t hat  I  coul dn’ t  r ead 
any mor e.  I  don’ t  mean 
l i t er al l y,  but  t hat  
books coul dn’ t  hol d my 
at t ent i on f or  mor e t han 
a page at  a t i me.  I  
wasn’ t  abl e t o t ur n t o 
f i ct i on as a pl easant  

escape or  r el y on 
wr i t t en aut hor i t y l i ke 
I  used t o.  I nst ead,  I  
enr ol l ed i n cr eat i ve 
wr i t i ng and wat er col or  
pai nt i ng wor kshops.  I  
l ear ned t o t r ust  my own 
exper i ences and 
cr eat i v i t y,  and began 
l i v i ng mor e day- t o- day.  
I  event ual l y l ef t  my 
j ob at  Hewl et t - Packar d 
t o cr eat e my own 
massage and Rei ki  
heal i ng pr act i ce.  I  was 
scar ed t o l eave a 
comf or t abl e car eer ,  but  
l oved doi ng 
ener gy wor k and f el t  
t hat  I  was on a gr eat  
advent ur e.   Two year s 
l at er ,  I  st i l l  f eel  
t hat  way!  

 Wor ki ng wi t h a wi de 
var i et y of  c l i ent s has 
t aught  me t hat  each of  
us has t he capaci t y t o 
heal ,  i f  our  hear t s and 
mi nds ar e open.  My 
cl i ent s descr i be me as 
a co- f aci l i t at or  on 
t hei r  j our ney t o 
wel l ness and i nner  
bal ance.   Thr ough 
Rei ki ,  massage,  and 
ot her  f or ms of  bodywor k 
such as cr ani osacr al  
and ar omat her apy,  I ’ m 
abl e t o hel p my cl i ent s 
shi ne a l i ght  on t hei r  
sour ces of  pai n and 
t ensi on,  so t hey can 
move f or war d.  For  
mysel f ,  t en year s af t er  
Rei ki  f i r st  ent er ed my 
l i f e t hat  day i n 
massage school ,  I ’ m 
l i v i ng wi t h gr eat er  
f r eedom,  j oy and 
wi l l i ngness t o expl or e 
t he myst er y.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My healing practice, called Inner 
Balance is located in Fort Collins. I 
also offer Reiki training classes.  I 
can be reached at (970) 221-0644 
or paula@rolling.net
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