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My mother regularly saw consultant neurologists and even travelled to London to do so and for over two 
years no doctor was able to provide a diagnosis for her condition, as it slowly spread up from her ankle – con-
suming both her legs. 
 
In the spring of 2002 my mother agreed to an experimental treatment consisting of transfusion of blood 
plasma. Her paralysis then crept up through the torso and she died from respiratory failure November 2002. 
Her condition only being diagnosed as Motor Neuron Disease after she had received the experimental treat-
ment. 
 
While employed in the Aerospace industry of Brazil – August 2001, I travelled to Phoenix Arizona to meet 
Donald Byrn. Mr Byrn assisted by Mormon missionaries was providing a treatment for MND sufferers – an ex-
tract of peanut shell to help repair the central nervous system. In the USA MND is called ALS (Amyotrophic 
Lateral Sclerosis), paralysed for over twenty years Mr Byrn had been in trouble with the ALS society of the USA 
– he told me in person that he believed he had got sick through drinking from a hosepipe on farmland. 
 
Two years after my mother’s death and sleeping under the Ark of Ruling Consciousness in Lagoa da Conceicao, 
October 2004 a dreamed experience resulted in rupturing my left side vas-deferens, semen entering my 
bloodstream. Dreams followed of my left side turning to wood, my eye becoming a knot – 16 months later I 
began to wake from sleep with paralysis of left hand fingers. 
 
Experiencing onset of this paralysis disease resulted in the risks taken of exploring the forest central to the 
mountainous centre of Ilha Santa Catarina. February 2007 the disease synapsed across my neck and very effi-
ciently paralysed my right arm. I fought these attacks off by shaking my arm back to life, doing press-ups, surf-
ing and playing guitar – all attacks entering sleep or during sleep preceded by a slight tremor to the limb in-
fected. 
 
The following diagrams explain how my mother’s condition and my own spread through our bodies – my 
mother and I were anatomically similar, my mother having the body of a ballerina. I believe my mother got 
sick through brushing her teeth in Brampton. 

My mother Wendy Mary Parker - born in Malta 4th April 1942, died in 
Hinchingbrooke Hospital, Huntingdon 31st November 2002 aged 59. 
 
Following over 25 years employment in Hinchingbrooke Hospital, my 
mother resident in Brampton village, began to experience paralysis of her 
left foot and ankle nine months into her retirement during September 
2000. 
 
Throughout my mother’s illness concern was that she was suffering from 
Motor Neuron Disease (MND). However, classic symptoms of MND are 
that facial muscles are affected and the patient is unable to smile, a 
classic case being Stephen Hawking who lived with MND for 55 years, 
symptoms my mother’s condition didn’t share. 
 



 

 



 

 

 



 

 
 
 

My father visited Brazil in February 2007, he insisting that I return to UK to see the same doctors as my moth-
er. Following my father from a distance back to his hotel room I stopped at a medicinal tea vendors stall 
owned by a tall one eyed indigenous Indian, I explained my condition and he sold me the remedy ‘Flor da 
Amazonia’- a traditional remedy to treat parasites. 



 
 
 

There exist many paralysis diseases, but on attending my Hinchingbrooke school reunion party in November 
2016 I learnt that two of my class-mates mothers from Brampton Primary School had recently lost their 
mothers from a paralysis disease. Those class mates being Kriston Pring and Victoria Evans. In 2012 I also en-
countered a third resident of Brampton village experiencing onset of a limb paralysis disease his name is Si-
mon, a homosexual, and member of Huntingdon Drama Club. In presentation to the Jehovah Witnesses of 
Huntingdon, family Marshall had lost their grandmother to a paralysis disease. 
 
Prior to my mother’s death I had this vivid dream experience:- 
‘I am in the back garden of family home in Brampton, sat at the picnic table are aerospace work colleagues 
from Connecticut – they discussing technological development of metallurgy. I am then swinging a golf club 
which highlights the word Titanium and in the garden appear ‘puffer spores’ of a ‘killer mist’, dream ends with 
a view of my mother dead with her head submerged in the stream at the foot of the garden’  
 
My family moved to Brampton village in 1976, our garden separated from a field used for intensive cereal 
farming by a stream acting as a drainage ditch. On arriving during the 1970’s this stream was full of life - today 
it is not. 

As a screenwriter I have produced story ‘The Golden Dolphin’ which contains the following scenes:-

 

Prior to finding this remedy I had become an 
out-patient at Florianopolis University Hospital. 
They having a substantial Toxicology 
department I became a student of snake bites 
and insect stings and learned that on being 
bitten by a snake to wrap the limb in mud – the 
mud providing a natural transfusion of water 
from flesh to the mud assisting in removing 
toxins. 
 
A patient to Dr Mario I provided blood, faeces 
and semen samples for inspection. Concern 
that it was an infection of the testes I was 
referred to psychiatry.  
 
I was celibate for over eight years. 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

Combatting this parasite for over 17 years I still experience it’s presence, sun bathing and it’s dozing induces 
growth in nape of my neck and lower spine which give involuntary growth spasms. Sleeping in cold weather 
results in waking with paralysis of outer fingers to both hands which I shake back into life. My neck feels a bit 
weak and floppy and suffers pain fatigue. 

 
 

 
 

I regularly take Lapacho Tea, the inner bark of South American tree Ipe Roxo and primary compound of origi-
nal cure Flor da Amazona. I have mixed this with hair gel to make a skin/ teste application and more recently I 
have found taking Boots Threadworm (Mebendazole) tablets to be the most effective treatment. 
 

 


