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“What the caterpillar calls the end of the world 

the master calls a butterfly.”

Richard Bach

“Just like the butterfly, 

I too will awaken in my own time.”

Deborah Chaskin
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

More pain and more health issues came in 2014. 
Tori, now turning fifteen, had been diagnosed 
with Hashimoto’s Disease. I decided to have a 

traditional quinceanera for Tori. She had been through so 
much, I wanted to have a wonderful, perfect celebration 
for her.

The date we chose for her party was on Mexican 
Mother’s Day. My family started complaining imme-
diately. They didn’t like the date, they wanted to invite 
young children, they wanted extended family, cous-
ins — hundreds of people. Dolores and my mother 
wanted me to invite Narcissa and her third husband. 
She had left Bobby for our mother’s cousin. I didn’t 
want Narcissa to come but my mother insisted because 
she didn’t want her sisters to know there was bad blood 
in the family. 

I ate nothing but salads for five months and continued 
the HCG shots. I tried walking for ten minutes a day. 
I was fainting whether or not I ate or pushed myself. 
About a day before the party I began having bad back 
pain, but I didn’t say anything to Wayo and ignored it. 
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We had the traditional ceremony of the changing of 
the flat shoes into the high heel shoes by the father with 
the daughter to signify the transformation from little girl 
into young lady, and of course Tori danced her first dance 
with her father. Dolores was in a bad mood all night. Just 
as Tori and Wayo began the first dance, Dolores’ little girl 
wanted to go to the dance floor to dance with them, but 
I told her she couldn’t — it was Tori’s special moment, 
and the country club prohibited children under twelve 
dancing due to liability insurance. She got upset, ran to 
her mother, and told her I was mean to her. A few minutes 
later, when all the teenagers began dancing, I watched 
Dolores’ daughter direct herself to the dance floor. At 
that point, I didn’t say anything. The captain came over 
to me and said that the little girl couldn’t be there, so I 
tell him that I had already made the parent aware so he 
should tell them. 

Dolores gave me the silent treatment for the next two 
years. I wasn’t being mean to her daughter — I just wanted 
Tori’s night to be perfect for her. Dolores’ daughter was 
five years old at the time. Dolores brought her to the 
party even though she knew it was a party for teenagers 
and not children.

A couple days following the quinceanera, Yazmin, her 
fiancé, her mom, Wayo, and I went out to dinner.

I stood from the table to go to the restroom because I 
felt nauseous and I had a sudden extreme shooting pain 
in my back. I had become adept at hiding my physical 
pain and ailments. Yazmin, who knows me so well, didn’t 
even notice anything. I went into the handicapped stall 
and threw up a few times. I prayed for forgiveness. Maybe 
I was being punished for not being able to keep a good 
relationship with my sisters. I was feeling guilty — maybe 
I belonged more in a family that wasn’t mine than in my 
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own. I took deep breaths, and when the pain and nausea 
came back, I ignored it and went back to the table. After 
fifteen minutes I had to excuse myself again; I couldn’t 
take it anymore. 

What was happening inside my body? It felt like some-
thing was tearing it up inside. It was worse than labor 
pains. When we got home, I ran straight to the bathroom 
to throw up. When I tried to walk back to my bedroom 
from the bathroom I just couldn’t. The pain made me drop 
to my knees; I rolled on the floor in agonizing pain for 
twenty minutes — it felt like a strong constant contraction. 
Wayo was trying to help me get up but I asked him to 
leave me alone for a while and maybe it would go away. I 
couldn’t take any painkillers because I was on the LDN, 
and didn’t quite yet grasp what I could and couldn’t take 
while on the medication. 

I got in bed, and with the lights off, I prayed. I remem-
bered when I broke my nose and Sergio kept saying to 
breathe the pain away — so I breathed, just breathed. I 
cried, I prayed, I breathed. 

For ten hours, I did this until Wayo called 911. I wasn’t 
able to move at all. 

At the hospital, they took me in for a CT scan and 
confirmed that it was a kidney stone. My urologist Dr. 
Sedlak met me at the hospital; he said that I had already 
done most of the hard work without the pain medication. 
The stone had already traveled from the kidney and was 
at the door of the bladder and I could probably pass it, 
but he was suggesting the surgery because it was a fairly 
large stone. 

I didn’t want the surgery. I stayed in the hospital for two 
days, with medication to open up the urinary tract to see 
if I could pass the stone. It didn’t move, though. I know 
now that I didn’t pass the stone and it got stuck because 
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I myself was stuck. I was stuck in all sorts of drama and 
patterns. In May 2014, I underwent laparoscopic kidney 
stone surgery. 

After the surgery, my health continued to decline. My 
carpal tunnel symptoms came back with a vengeance, and 
I gained ten pounds in one month. My bone and joint 
pain were back, and I had so little energy that I had to 
suck a dozen B12 lozenges a day in addition to B12 shots. 
I was going for endermology treatments for weight loss 
and lymphatic drainage, but I started to throw up after 
each treatment and get bloated. 

I thought the year I turned forty I would be better, but 
instead it seemed I was getting worse. I had an appoint-
ment with Dr. Gonzalez right before my birthday. My 
cholesterol levels were better but still not good, but what 
was concerning her was that my CRP levels — a marker 
for inflammation — continued to rise and out of range. 
My thyroid levels were still erratic and not good. The 
antibodies had come down quite a bit but were still in the 
300s. My hair was weak and thinning. I began stuttering 
and my hands began shaking again. 

She suggested I think about going back on Synthroid. 
I cried, just thinking about how sick it made me. “There 
has to be another option,” I begged. “Perhaps something 
we haven’t looked at.” She ordered a series of different labs. 

I began to smoke cannabis regularly at night. It helped 
to control the nausea, the pain, the inflammation, it 
relaxed my muscles, and it helped clear my mind and I 
could function better. 

Wayo planned my fortieth birthday celebration. A 
month after the kidney stone surgery, he flew us to Costa 
Rica for a week. It was just what I needed — to just be 
there in the ocean lying on the sand, the four of us. The 
food didn’t make me sick, but I noticed it was very fresh. 
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I wasn’t talking to my sisters and I told my mother I 
probably wouldn’t call her while I was over. I did a lot of 
thinking and a lot of talking to God while I sat on the 
sand looking at the beautiful waves. I had enough time 
to bond with Tori and talk with her about some things 
that had been going on between us. 

We had recently had some terrible arguments and at 
one point, she had spoken to me so disrespectfully that 
I slapped her across the face. Tori and I argued, but we 
didn’t do that. I didn’t want us to fall into that cycle. My 
father beat me, he beat my sister, she hit him back, and 
my sister beat her daughters. I didn’t want that for my 
children. Tori had been very hurt and couldn’t understand 
how I got so out of control. 

This thyroid thing was very complicated to understand, 
I tried to explain. I was living through it, and I barely 
understood what was happening to me myself. “Close 
your eyes,” I instructed her, “and go back in time to when 
you were younger to before we moved to San Antonio 
and before I got on Synthroid.”

She nodded.
“Remember how I went to school every day with you 

until we moved to San Antonio, how from the moment 
you were born you slept with me, and even when we 
moved here how Wayo put a mattress next to our bed so 
you could get used to sleeping without me? Remember 
when we got you a puppy, Gracie, and how after school 
I’d pick you up and take you to ride the roller coasters 
and let you stay home from school when you were being 
bullied and we watched movies and ate comfort foods?”

She nodded, her eyes still closed. 
I reminded her about our magical world where we went 

on adventures with princesses and angel fairies and how I 
was her voice when she couldn’t express herself, especially 
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when she was being mistreated by teachers or other chil-
dren. I reminded her how we started that annual trip to 
Disney before Wayito was born so she and I could bond 
and make magical memories.

“I know that I got very angry at you and I should never 
have slapped you like that,” I said, “but — and this is in no 
way a justification to condone my behavior — you have to 
acknowledge that your behavior was also inappropriate 
and quite disrespectful.” 

Tori seemed to understand what I was saying. We 
hugged and continued on happily with our vacation. 

Wayo and I met a nice guy, Ivan, who we hired as our 
driver and guide for the week. Ivan was a local, and he 
took us to where he brought his own family to eat. As we 
watched Wayito play with Ivan, and Tori laughing by their 
side enjoying Ivan’s company and jokes, for a moment I 
felt the need to get up and go protect my children. 

Wayo grabbed my arm. “They’re okay. You’re okay. Relax, 
just let it go — whatever it is, let it go.” 

In that moment, I felt a breeze on my face. I felt 
refreshed, thankful. Wayo and I began talking about how 
blessed we were with our children. 

After we changed Tori’s last name to match ours, we 
continued to wonder if she was his biological child. We 
had a DNA test done. When we saw the results, we looked 
at each other with a huge smile. Nothing had changed, 
regardless of what it said, because: Wayo and Tori are 
father and daughter. 

Wayito and Tori were our children in every way that 
mattered. 

Wayo declared his love for me under the stars while 
we sat one night on the sand watching the ocean waves. 
He said soon God would turn it around for me.

Despite all the health issues, I had what I always wanted. 
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I was married to the love of my life, and our marriage 
was truly a unique divine relationship filled with romance, 
passion, adventure, trust, and most of all love. I had two 
spectacular, healthy children. I worked with my husband. 
And what did we do? We helped people better their health 
through our supplement store. 

I was grateful. Now I had answers, and now was acquir-
ing knowledge to get a handle on my disease. Once I got 
better, then I could help him help others heal. 

Turning forty, when I was back home I felt I needed a 
change. I hadn’t dyed my hair in years and was iffy about 
doing anything to it because it was so fragile. It was a 
mistake. At the salon they mixed up the colors and gave 
me bright red highlights, and I had to wait eight weeks to 
fix it. When I went back, they re-dyed my hair, but I had 
a massive hair loss after, and ended up with bald patches. 
Due to low ferritin levels and uncontrolled thyroid dis-
ease, the bald patches were not filling in and in addition 
I continued to lose more hair.

My health continued to deteriorate. The blackouts were 
getting worse. I was having what seemed to be neuro-
logical problems — my brain wasn’t functioning properly. 
I was constipated, then I had diarrhea for days. Nausea 
and vomiting became a part of my day. I stopped driving 
again. I was in a lot of pain all the time. 

I began a treatment being offered at my doctor’s office 
from an integrative neurologist’s program called brain 
mapping. I didn’t really understand how it worked but I 
trusted my doctor with my life — literally — so I began 
the treatments. 

I continued to get worse as the weather changed. Wayo 
and I noticed that as it got colder, I got sicker. I really 
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wasn’t looking forward to Christmas. It seemed there 
was always unnecessary drama with my family this time 
of year. 

Narcissa had finally moved into a new place and wanted 
to have Christmas Eve dinner at her house. I was happy 
for my mother, who had been wanting this for years, and 
hoped that all of us would be peacefully together on a 
holiday. Together, we agreed to have the Christmas meal 
on December 24. This worked great for me, I told them 
both, because I had an important doctor’s appointment 
on the twenty-third. 

My mother called me two nights before dinner. Nar-
cissa had changed the date for dinner without letting me 
know. “Could you reschedule your doctor’s appointment?” 

I explained I couldn’t because I would have to wait 
three months for the next appointment. It seemed so 
insensitive to ask me to change it, when I was working 
so hard on my health. 

My mother tried to guilt me. “Well, if you don’t go, I 
won’t go either, and Christmas will be ruined.” 

Later that night, I got a text message from Dolores, 
demanding that I grow up and stop this silly feud with 
Narcissa because it was going to kill our mother. Narcissa 
called as well. I didn’t answer, letting it go to voicemail. 
She called over and over, and sent text after text, saying 
that I had ruined Christmas by making our mother 
choose between us — and according to her, our mother 
had chosen me. 

I never asked my mother to choose. Why was there 
always so much need for drama with my mother and sisters?

I didn’t respond to her text messages right away. When 
I did write back, I told her that her words had lost power 
with me and she could no longer manipulate me and hurt 
me. Narcissa texted back saying: 
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You think your words hurt me, you crazy bitch? Nobody 
likes you and everyone knows how crazy you are. You think 
I don’t know how depressed you claim to be and that you 
want to die again? Why don’t you just do it? You have been 
saying that for years and until this day I haven’t been to your 
funeral! Ha-ha, don’t even text me back, I’m not going to read 
it. You are a waste of time… Tomorrow you’ll blame it on 
your make-believe disease!

I reminded her how I was in a better place than her, 
and how despite all her mind games, I finally was with 
the love of my life. Even though you keep saying God is 
punishing me for being bad, I know I must have done good, 
because I am now being rewarded.

She was toxic. I decided then to completely banish her 
from my life. 

That year, we had a nice Christmas Eve with my in-laws. 
I had invited my mother, but she stubbornly insisted on 
spending the evening alone at her apartment, which I 
heard about incessantly from Dolores on Christmas Day 
when we got together. It was pretty quiet without Narcissa 
there. After Christmas, we headed to Las Vegas a few days 
later to spend New Year’s with Wayo’s family. Despite our 
differences, his father is all about enjoying life, relaxing, 
and having a good time. Wayo and I make sure we spent 
some quality time with the kids during the day before we 
go out. We planned our days so we fit in enough time for 
me to rest, for us to do a couple of fun activities with the 
kids, and to have some intimate time for us. 

On New Year’s Eve, I was exhausted as I dressed for 
dinner. I tried not to look so much at myself in the 
mirror because I just couldn’t find myself in the reflec-
tion. Losing yourself is the worst loss of all. It’s awful 
knowing you are in there somewhere but not being able 
to get yourself back, to get yourself to radiate your true 
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essence. I felt useless and impotent, as if I couldn’t con-
nect to the Universe.

I filled my thin hair with clip-in hair extensions, put 
on a red dress, kissed my babies and took a picture of 
them before I headed out with Wayo to meet his family. 
We had dinner at one of the best steakhouses. It was nice, 
but I was feeling uncomfortable. Wayo took a photo of 
me while I wasn’t looking and when he showed it to me. 
I had to excuse myself, step out to the bar, grab a glass of 
champagne and walk outside to smoke a cigarette before 
I started to cry in front of everyone. I weighed 280 lbs. 

I stood there feeling numb. I felt that I looked as ter-
rible as I felt. Right after midnight we went back with 
Wayo’s family to the casino for a little while. Later, Wayo 
and I went to meet up with Griselda and her husband 
Paul. We always have a great time with them. We stayed 
out pretty late that night. I had quite a bit of champagne 
to drink, and I was drunk. 

When we got back to the suite it was close to 5:00 
AM and the kids were sound asleep. I stood in front of 
the mirror. “Be brave,” I whispered to my reflection. I 
had to take a good look at myself. I needed to have the 
courage to do whatever it took to find me and bring 
me back to the surface. What was I protecting myself 
from? What was so harmful and toxic to my soul that I 
had to get so thick and foggy to protect it? It was time 
to step out of my fat suit. It was time to break through 
the cocoon. 

When we got back to San Antonio, I was determined 
to arm myself with all the knowledge and tools I needed 
and get the necessary testing. I found a page on Insta-
gram called the Paleo Mom and I began following it. I 
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revamped my whole kitchen and decided to change my 
diet again. In addition to going gluten-free, I went on a 
paleo diet. It seemed to be helping. 

Then, another setback: In March I was diagnosed with 
metabolic syndrome and insulin resistance and was pre-
scribed Metformin. I had a terrible reaction to it. While 
it was lowering my A1C levels, it was killing my gut. 
It burned my stomach and worsened my IBS (Irritable 
Bowel Syndrome). After six months of this I was a com-
plete emotional train wreck. I was eating healthier and 
despite the constant diarrhea and vomiting I still wasn’t 
losing much weight. We went to our annual Disney trip 
that year. I lost thirty pounds in three months and now 
weighed 250 pounds. I had to take my hand brace for 
my carpal tunnel, my foot brace for a broken little toe, 
and rent a scooter to move around the park that year 
because my fibromyalgia pain was out of control and I 
was especially fatigued. 

On our return, we threw Wayito a huge superhero 
birthday party, but I never look at the pictures because 
I’m embarrassed of how I looked that day. The swelling 
in my face was incredible. I went through another epi-
sode of kidney stones but no surgery. I passed it on my 
own after three weeks of drinking a gallon of water per 
day and getting a CT scan once per week to monitor 
the stone. 

I stopped going out entirely or participating in visits 
to my in-laws. Wayo would go with the kids and have 
dinner with his parents while I stayed home. The depres-
sion was getting so severe that I was living in a dark, 
foggy cloud. Many Sundays, Wayo and the kids would 
go eat and go to the park or the zoo, or if his parents 
were in town they’d go spend the day with them. I was 
always in so much pain that I needed to be alone. 
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My head couldn’t stand any noise and I didn’t want 
my kids to see me crying. When I stayed alone, I’d go 
outside and look up at the sky directly at the sun, my 
Guero, which reenergized me but it wouldn’t last long. 
I had many conversations with God and kept asking for 
mercy. I needed this to stop. I wanted to live but I did 
not want to live like this anymore. 

I went back to Mary’s thyroid pages, and remembered 
an article on thyroid medications. There was another 
alternative to Synthroid and generic levothyroxine for 
people who are sensitive to certain fillers and gluten, 
Tirosint. In August 2015, I went in to see my doctor 
to talk about Tirosint; she thought it was a great idea. 
Together we looked on her tablet at the Tirosint webpage, 
and found that they don’t use any colorings or fillers; 
it’s just a gel capsule with liquid levothyroxine. I was 
disappointed that it wasn’t the natural form of thyroid 
hormone replacement but I had tried them all and none 
worked for me. So, I started the Tirosint and stayed on 
the Cytomel. I also discontinued the Metformin and 
started Bydeureon. I weighed 250 pounds and continued 
on a gluten-free and paleo diet.

A few weeks after starting Tirosint, I was feeling anx-
ious. I couldn’t sit still, my mind was going a mile a minute, 
my emotions were all over the place, my hands were shaky, 
and the heart palpitations were severe. My father’s birth-
day was also coming, a day that I dreaded.

Meanwhile, Tori was feeling better. Her Hashimoto’s 
had gone into remission, her antibodies had disappeared, 
and her thyroid levels were optimal. She was back to her 
old self and feeling better than ever. Our business was 
doing great, our marriage was doing great, our kids were 
doing great. It was just me that wasn’t getting any better.
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My mother called, to tell me yet again that, according 

to Dolores, my father-in-law had been gossiping about her, 
my sister, and me. When I tried to change the conversa-
tion, she accused me of failing to stand up for us because 
Wayo’s family was wealthy. She was angry at herself for 
losing all of my dad’s money and thought people judged 
her as harshly as she judged herself. 

My relationship with my father-in-law had always been 
sour. Wayo’s father didn’t understand and thought I was 
selfish for not letting Wayo have fun. He thought I was 
making up my disease and symptoms to control Wayo. A 
few days after my mother made this comment to me, my 
in-laws dropped by our supplement store and I overheard 
my father-in-law yelling at Wayo.

“You don’t know how to handle your wife!” he seethed. 
“She’s manipulative, Wayo, just like her sisters. She never 
goes out anymore, and you’ve started to stay in more, too. 
This is not a healthy relationship.” He punctuated each 
word with a pointed finger. 

Wayo reminded him that he went out plenty. He took 
many trips and he went out any time he wanted to, but 
even now, he chose not to go out, not because I was making 
him.

“She’s just changed her diet and medication, Dad,” 
Wayo reasoned. “Of course she’s not feeling well.” He 
tried to explain about the thyroid imbalance, but his father 
just didn’t get it. 

That day when Wayo came home, we argued over the 
conversation he had with his dad. I didn’t realize then I 
was being unfair to him because I kept demanding why 
he didn’t make his father understand that I was sick. I was 
angry at him for not trying harder, but the truth is I was 
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angry because a part of me just wanted to die. I was angry 
at myself for not being able to stop feeling so depressed. 

In the middle of the argument, Wayo went to the 
bathroom. I grabbed the keys to my SUV, went upstairs, 
grabbed Wayito, and took him with me. 

I drove and drove until I pulled into a parking lot. I was 
so depressed; in my mind I thought that killing myself 
was the best for everyone. I was a burden to Wayo — his 
father even said it. I didn’t want to be a burden to anyone 
else anymore, much less my children and Wayo. I was too 
sick to help anyone and my brain was so fogged up I just 
couldn’t think straight. 

“What did you send me back for?” I asked God.
Just when that thought crossed my mind, I looked over 

at Wayito in his car seat and I felt a divine energy. I felt 
the same breeze and a feeling of peace like the night I 
flatlined, and a calm took over me. 

“Please help me out of this fog,” I begged, sobbing 
quietly.

I looked at my phone and saw I had been gone for 
over two hours. Wayo had called over ten times. I called 
him right away to let him know I was better and on my 
way home. 

Wayo was waiting for me. As I pulled into the drive-
way and parked, he opened the SUV door and held me, 
whispering in my ear how much he loved me and how 
thankful he was that I was back. 

I had a confession to make. My mother had badgered 
me so much that I had sent my father-in-law a nasty 
text message to stand up for her. I made some angry and 
disrespectful comments to him that I really shouldn’t have, 
but the damage was done. 

Wayo is a very grounded person. “There are ways you can 
heal and repair the damage with my father,” he said wisely. 
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That night, after we put Wayito back in his bed, Wayo 
and I went outside to our backyard deck and gazed qui-
etly at the moon and stars. I had forgotten how soothing 
the moon was for me. Sitting there holding hands with 
Wayo and feeling the moon’s loving energy, I closed my 
eyes and heard a feminine voice. It was Magdalene — she 
knew exactly how I felt. She was called a drama queen 
until Yeshua healed her. I learned in religion class that he 
expelled seven demons from her body…but Magdalene 
said that Yeshua had aligned her seven chakras. 

“Celia Aily, Heavenly Light, don’t give up — you are 
so close,” she said. “You must have courage to remember 
why you are here. You must align yourself with the uni-
verse. Work on your energetic body. Align your chakras 
to allow divine light to come through freely, and in great 
abundance.” 

A warm breeze caressed my hair as the voice silenced. 
That strengthened my faith, and although there was still 
fog in my brain, I felt a peace in my heart because hope 
returned. 

I looked at Wayo and I told him I was determined to 
get better. 

The next day Wayo had a talk with his father about 
the text and explained the change in medication and 
hormones. Later that day, when I talked to my mother, 
the conversation was tense and different. There was 
resentment in her voice when she asked if I was okay. 
She had been talking with Narcissa, who was insisting 
again that I wasn’t sick, and I just needed a psychiatrist. 
I was convinced that if my mother would have paid more 
attention to me, my behavior, and my health instead of 
being so vigilant about my father’s affairs, my sisters, 
and watching soap operas all day, my life would have 
been different. 



THE GOLDEN BU T TERFLY196

I had continued to have nightmares of me as a little girl 
and my grandfather molesting me. Many nights Wayo 
had to hold me tight because I would wake in a cold 
sweat, hyperventilating in the middle of the night. They 
were so terrifying that I was afraid to go back to sleep. 
The dreams were so vivid that it was as if the memories 
of my childhood were coming back to haunt me. 

I couldn’t understand what was happening. Perhaps it 
was the LDN? I had read somewhere that vivid dreams 
could be a side effect, but two years later? I talked to my 
doctor about it; she agreed that it was a very rare possi-
bility but we could try getting off of LDN and see if the 
nightmares stopped. I did try stopping the LDN, but it 
didn’t help the dreams.

Despite the debilitating nightmares, I struggled to 
retain a sense of normality. I still had to use the scooter 
around the house because of the pain and fatigue. I didn’t 
want Wayito to feel like he was different because his 
mommy was in a wheelchair, so I didn’t wear the arm 
brace to school or use the scooter in public. It took all my 
strength to walk from the parking lot to the school chapel 
or his classroom, but I made it every time he needed me 
there. I disguised myself as a healthy person by wearing 
hair extensions and wearing makeup to hide the dark 
circles under my eyes and paleness. 

Like a bad rollercoaster, the fog was lifting again, but 
I was still anxious, and straining to put words together 
to make sense. At the same time, I started to see a way 
forward. I decided to clean out everything in my kitchen, 
and changed everything about the way I was cooking and 
eating. I found Danielle Walker’s blog online and I got her 
books. By the end of the month I weighed 197 pounds! 
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I had lost thirty-three pounds in six weeks. Earlier that 
month my doctor ordered a stool sample and although I 
was on probiotics, my results showed no good gut bacteria. 
No wonder I had the severe IBS and the depression. I 
was already gluten-free and sugar-free, so in addition I 
eliminated dairy and grains. I added fermented foods to 
my diet and healthy fats like ghee and coconut oil. 

I began eating only grass-fed meats and added organ 
meats and lots of vegetables to my diet. I drank twen-
ty-four ounces of plain kefir a day, and ate sauerkraut and 
fermented pickles. I made my own version of Bulletproof 
coffee, replacing the coffee with roasted dandelion tea 
and adding cinnamon, one date, turmeric root, a dash of 
pepper, ghee, butter, and coconut milk blended together. 
I was taking six capsules of probiotics a day. 

I came across a book called The Bone Broth diet by 
Dr. Kellyann Petrucci and, following its advice, I began 
drinking six to eight cups of bone broth a day and added 
collagen peptides. I made things like grain-free rice and 
gut-healing soups and taking supplements like glutathi-
one, zinc, iron, and vitamin D. I’d even begun to have 
enough energy to do some exercise, following a T-Tapp 
workout DVD. 

By November 2015 I was feeling better: fewer bad days 
and more good days. I had less contact with my mother 
than ever. We talked every three days or so, keeping our 
conversations short. We rarely went to Laredo anymore 
except for the holidays, but this year Wayo’s parents were 
going to be out of the country. I had lost another ten 
pounds from almost a year earlier, down from 280 pounds 
to 187 pounds!

In December, my mother called me to discuss plans for 
Christmas. I invited my mother to join us at my in-laws’ 
so she wouldn’t be alone for Christmas, because Dolores 
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had plans and Narcissa wasn’t speaking to our mother, 
but she refused. 

Two days before Christmas Eve, I went to see my doctor. 
With all my lifestyle changes, and the addition of Tirosint, 
and the final adjustments to the Cytomel, my cholesterol 
was normal, my CRP levels had dropped considerably, 
almost into the high end of normal, and my antibodies 
were down. 

For New Year’s we stayed home and I was so grateful 
to welcome 2016 with my husband and children in better 
health. I enjoyed watching Tori throw her first grown 
up New Year’s Eve party. I was getting better each day. 
My depression was less and less. What still remained 
were some fainting spells and the anxiety, but not as bad. 
Instead of having twenty-nine dark days a month, I was 
now having maybe five to ten. Wayo had gotten back to 
his routine of going out on Thursdays with his friends. I 
was helping clients over the phone at our supplement store 
and I was starting to have energy to go out on Sundays 
again with the family and date nights with Wayo. 

Was this finally the life I had always hoped for?
Wayito was going to be five and Tori seventeen, and I 

was feeling better than I had in years! We were planning 
our annual Disney trip but that year was even more special 
so we decided to go to Disney World in Florida instead 
of our usual trip to Anaheim. 

It seemed like the Universe was lining everything up 
perfectly for us. After leasing for fifteen years, Wayo was 
making plans to build his own building for the supplement 
store. With renewed energy, I found myself intrigued with 
the butterflies during the day and the fireflies at night. 

I had been collecting butterflies for a while. My whole 
kitchen is butterfly land, with plates, teacups, napkins, and 
a soap dish. I even had clothes with butterfly prints and 
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a pair of earrings in rose gold with small diamonds on 
the wings. Because the thyroid is shaped like a butterfly, 
I thought if I surrounded myself with butterflies, I would 
somehow get better sooner. It had been a while since I had 
had the strength and clarity of mind to focus on anything 
to really be able to appreciate something so simple yet 
so magnificently beautiful as a live butterfly. What was 
it about the emotion I was feeling? It was so peaceful, as 
if I was beginning to awaken. 

I spent this time learning about autoimmune proto-
col used by people with autoimmune diseases to help 
calm their immune system and to heal their gut. The 
diet portion of the protocol eliminates all the foods that 
may cause symptoms. But the diet plan isn’t meant to be 
forever. The goal is to calm your immune system, relieve 
your symptoms, and then to systematically reintroduce 
foods one at a time to see if you react to them or not. It 
wasn’t just about following a food protocol but about 
addressing sleep, exercise, stress, relationships, mental 
health, and your environment. The diet emphasized the 
importance of addressing these other lifestyle factors to 
reduce your symptoms. For the healing to happen and 
for the protocol to work, it’s imperative that I look at my 
whole body and surroundings. 

I was keeping to myself a lot, spending lots of time 
in my kitchen, and enjoying doing the laundry and the 
housework — it had been so long since I could do these 
things in a walking position and practically pain free. I was 
spending lots of time with my dogs and kids after school 
and weekends with the family. My marriage was becoming 
even more solid and more passionate. The kids were in 
school most of the day, so we had the house to ourselves. 
We were like teenagers again, making love three or four 
times a day. Wayo joked about being my physical therapist 
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because somewhere on one of these private support groups 
I had been reading a lot of comments from women saying 
that orgasms were helpful to hormonal health. 

Going outside, sitting and watching the trees, listening 
to the birds chirp, and feeling the warmth of my Guero 
was helping me heal. I had been sick for too long and 
hadn’t been outside much, and the butterflies were coming 
around more than usual at this time. I couldn’t help but 
remember the day I bumped into Wayo when I was a 
little girl. I was distracted by a butterfly the day I took 
the stairs instead of the elevator. It was around this time 
my love for the butterflies became even more passionate. 

I was convinced that the heavens were trying to tell 
me something through the butterfly. 
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