
Grateful, Thankful
Mr. Cayce

Stepping off the elevator there was a magnificent window filled with the brightest of blue sky and 
clouds floating by so close you could almost touch them, and just below a forest of trees dancing and 
swaying in the breeze. I slipped my hand into my husband’s trembling hand and said, “Bub, as long 
as a cloud is still a cloud and a tree is still a tree, we’re going to be God blessed and Angel kissed.” 
“How can you be so sure?” he asked. “Baruch Hashem!” I answered with a smile and a wink. “We 
should go,” he whispered, and with one more glance through that looking glass, he opened the door 
to the doctor’s office. 

My journey to Mr. Cayce’s A.R.E. came six weeks after a tragedy changed my life forever. In one 
single action, all that I knew disappeared, including my faith in anything. On December 6, 2010, a 
day etched forever in my Torah memories, I opened the door to the A.R.E. visitor center.  For some 
reason everything seemed familiar. Looking around, baffled and beguiled with wonderment, I was 
startled by a voice: “Welcome,” she said. In that moment I couldn’t speak, and she sensed it. My 
appearance must have been a moment of cause and concern. Still healing from the tragedy, I wore 
sunglasses to hide black and blue eyes and in a poor effort to conceal scars on my face. On October 
25, 2010, I had survived a violent crime.

That kind voice shared all that this center offered. She extended an invitation to the afternoon lecture 
and tour: “If there is anything we can do, reach out. This afternoon’s lecture is ‘Stress Reduction’ 
with Linda Kenney. She also has a yoga class on 
Wednesdays.” Feeling not worthy of anyone’s 
kindness, tears burned and began to stream 
down my face. 

As I wiped the tears away., I became intrigued. 
Everything felt familiar, it was what I knew, 
connected to, and understood. From the “Mind 
is the Builder, Spirit is the Life, Physical is the 
Result” quote by Edgar Cayce in the exhibit, and 
the 80/20 Cayce Diet recommendation, I felt a 
sense of hope. 

Returning to my car, looking up to the hill and 
the magnificent familiar building and the banner 
proudly displaying the words “Welcome Home,” 
I called my Rabbi. “Rabbi, I found this place, 
do you know anything about Edgar Cayce?” 
“Leah,” he answered, “Leah, there is no better 
place for you. He will help you quiet.” Rabbi 
added, “Chesed Ve’Ahment, Baruch Hashem, 
Leah.” “Todah Rabah, Rabbi,” I replied. As our 
phones disconnected, looking up at the hill, a 
brilliant blue sky contained bright white clouds 
and for just that single moment all was quiet.

in that smidge of a moment, there was a hush all over the world and I was downright tingly. Little did 
I know, just before sedation took over, my husband made a social media request for prayer warriors. 

Earlier I had mentioned celebrating my grandson’s first birthday, and my daughter Heather was eight 
months pregnant with my second grandson. This in itself was a gift of distraction and determination. 
Day three I’m home from the hospital and I’m sitting on the sofa with my mascara on and the dinner 
prepped. Every afternoon my husband would take me for a walk. Recovery was miraculous, and 
confirmed from the doctor’s call right after we lit our first Sabbath candles. “Leah, you’re clean, all six 
lymph nodes clear and localized.” Confidently I responded, “Of course I am.” 

A few days later at a follow-up visit my surgeon shared a written report that showed the tumor that 
measured a 2.7 at diagnosis was reduced to a 2.3 prognosis. The doctor also shared, “If you had 
waited six more months . . .” Well, I didn’t.

My treatment was not so conventional as I was a candidate for hyperbaric oxygen therapy. Forty-two 
treatments every day at 10:30 a.m. for an hour and a half, and it began on day one of recovery. I took 
this exceptional opportunity to pray and meditate and to adjust to a foreign object in my breast—an 
expander. It truly was a test to my anxiety and when I got too far in my head—voila—my daughter 
would send a picture of my grandson. Heather had my second grandson literally in moments and I was 
well enough to travel and celebrate my grandson’s Bris. And I did more than that.

The day of the Bris, everyone was out of the house running errands, preparing for the festivities, and 
I was home alone with that eight-day-old little boy. In my arms and over my left breast, that dreaded 
expander a constant reminder, as my grandson, Talon, rested his precious little head, we closed our 
eyes. In that quiet my grandson shared with me . . . “I like books, I’ll help Silas with his homework, and 
if anybody messes with Silas I’ll kick their ass.” So clear, so definitive, realizing we shared a meditative 
spiritual experience. (My grandson Silas was born deaf.)

That single moment, connected to the essence of purity and innocence, changed my life again as I 
realized I am more than the expander in my chest or the beast that may again rear its ugly head. I am 
a living, breathing example of persistence, patience, karma, grace, and the complete usage of Cayce 
readings, recommendations, prayer, meditation, and nutrition. 

 

Respectfully, 

Peace & Love

Leah Blakeman
Volunteer at A.R.E. Headquarters since 2011

P.S. My solace has been writing over these last nine years. In addition to my journals, I have penned my 
journey titled, Wordless Pain: A True Story of a Mother’s Greatest Tragedy and Awakening. Contained 
in many of the pages are my personal experiences and results turning to the Cayce readings, my own 
research and enlightenment, finding my way, and learning to “Smile always—and LIVE the smile!” 
(Cayce reading 1819-1).



On August 10, 2015, my husband David and I 
stood hand-in-hand in the doctor’s office. I was 
doing well, and recovering from the 2010 tragedy 
when I found a noticeable lump in my left breast I 
had already begun my castor oil pack therapy the 
moment I didn’t feel right. Searching the readings, 
realizing all was not kosher when my favorite jeans 
were too big to wear I, reluctantly turned to western 
medicine, and was referred to the doctor whose 
office we were now standing in. 

A nurse escorted us through the preliminary 
discoveries of height and weight. I had lost twenty-
eight pounds and my blood pressure was low. The 
doctor finally arrived and introduced himself, and 
then I said it. “Doctor, it’s going to be OK, just say 
it.” “I’m sorry, Mrs. Blakeman, you have cancer.” 
My heart didn’t even skip a beat. The worst thing 
had already happened to me—October 25, 2010—
the day my heroin-addicted son wanted to die but 
didn’t want to go alone. He picked up a knife, slit his 
father’s throat, and began to stab us while we slept. 

I looked at the doctor’s sad green eyes, and behind 
him was a small window, clouds floating amongst a 
blue sky. “Oh, Doctor, I’m sorry, you just met us and 
you have to share that. May I hug you?” The light 
and love of energy was so bright, thank goodness I 
had my sunglasses on, and I hugged the doctor. In 
his obvious surprise to my reaction, he asked me, 
“Are you a member of that Edgar Cayce A.R.E.?” We 
laughed, as my husband added, “My wife has been a 
volunteer for almost five years.”

The doctor began discussing the traditional 
treatment and appropriate action plan, according 
to his opinion. Operative word, no pun intended, 
“opinion.” Thankfully my husband was paying 
attention to all the words coming out of the doctor’s 
mouth, because the only words I was interested in 
were contained in the Cayce recommendations. After 
the doctor finished his presentation of treatment, it 
was my turn. I emphatically, confidently, and firmly 
asked the doctor to make me comfortable and let 
my body do the rest. I shared with him my complete 
belief that our bodies have the innate ability to heal 

themselves and I’ve personally experienced that 
healing. 

Leaving the doctor’s office, pausing at that looking 
glass, I said, “Bub, a cloud is still a cloud and a tree 
is still a tree.” He wrapped his arms around me 
and his tears were the first to fall. “Not you, why 
you, after everything you’ve been through?” David 
sobbed. Looking over his shoulder, smiling at the 
view, I whispered in his ear, “Sweetheart, I’m still 
here,” and for what I’ve been through, that did say 
a lot.

After the doctor’s appointment would be the first 
time my husband would experience my ritual. 
Although not using a castor oil pack himself, David 
did lie on the floor next to the bed and enjoyed his 
two-hour meditation journey right along with me. 
He had his own moment of contentment and calm. 
And in my moment, I remembered, “It’s all in how 
you handle it, attitude is first in healing of self,” 
another Cayce reading and recommendation. My 
very core and intuition knew instinctively to breathe, 
love, heal, and believe, for I am not alone. 

I spent the three weeks prior to surgery with my 
castor oil pack moved to the tumor area, this was 
suggested by Linda Caputi from the A.R.E. Library. 
I did this every day at two o’clock p.m. with a 
beautiful two-hour guided healing meditation, and 
just let it all be. I ate absolutely no sugar, not from 
fruit, not a cookie, nor candy. At five o’clock I would 
enjoy a red wine and black bread. I ate a complete 
plant-based diet as I already had. And even though 
everything hurt, I walked in nature. I got up and 
kept moving except for that devoted two hours at 
two p.m. 

On day 8, I felt a shudder, a release, and calm and 
content. The experiences or moments I’ve seen and 
felt during these castor oil pack meditative days 
have been saved in my journals. Profound, I say, 
and on the eighth day, the release I had was my 
resolution. I had reached a healing level and felt 
downright tingly, a liberation of my karma, and 
the release of the beast (aka cancer). Almost giddy, 
sliding into a warm shower, I turned on my Pandora 
shuffle and knew “every little thing was gonna be all 

right.” With a little hitch in my giddy up, I went to 
the living room where David was sitting. When he 
looked up, I embraced the twinkle in his eyes when 
he said, “Wow, honey you look beautiful.” Thirteen 
days until surgery I’m thinking, let’s see what else 
we can accomplish with my 2 for 2 castor oil pack 
protocol against the beast!

I was beginning to feel well enough to travel to 
Connecticut and celebrate my grandson’s first 
birthday and see my son in prison for the first time. 
The gift of that eighth day gave me the forgiveness 
of myself to see him. The visit with my son only 
lasted one minute, one hug, one I love you. An 
administrative error prevented a longer visit, 
and I was devastated. Until I remembered one of 
my favorite Cayce readings, for God answers all 
prayers, just don’t tell him how to answer. And I 
am grateful, thankful.

Returning to Virginia Beach, I resumed my two 
for two castor oil pack therapy, the same guided 
meditation, with my cat, “Whatcha mean,” purring 
right along next to me as the day of surgery crept 
closer. Only immediate family knew. There was 
no way I was going to give the beast any energy. 
I believed so emphatically that on the eighth day of 
devoted treatment, it was the release of my guilt and 
shame, a resolution and liberation of my karma.   

Mr. Cayce in many readings made clear that 
treatments could not or should not be a sometime 
thing but an all-the-time thing. Vince Lombardi 
cliff-noted the same, “Winning is not a sometime 
thing, it is an all the time thing.” I believed I had an 
edge because collaboratively, my husband and I had 
been living the “Cayce lifestyle” throughout the last 
five years. 

The day of surgery came September 14, 2015, and I 
was truly at peace except for the moment of sedation. 
There was so much hub-bub going on yet I managed 
a voice worthy of attention as I asked everyone in 
that room—doctors, nurses, what-nots and do-
dads, and my terrified husband—to just “Pause 
please, and may we all pray for the most brilliant 
of Light and Love of God to surround us all.” And 
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