The Dead Sea Conference
A Personal Account
This past week concluded the conference of the Israel Parkinson’s  Association held at the Dead Sea.  I spent most of the last night of the conference laying in my bed with tears in my eyes as I thought about the experiences that I had encountered over the previous four days.  For me personally, it was emotionally overwhelming as I did not expect to experience such an outpouring of warmth, acceptance, and love.  Most of the participants I had known from past conferences and other Amuta events, but this time I was able to connect to others and get to know them in a very personal way.  I felt like a lost puppy that had found a warm and accepting home.

I was amazed at the many compliments that I received for my tai chi workshops and felt a bit uncomfortable with all of the attention.  There is a tremendous amount of creative talent in our Parkinson’s Amuta, whether it be paintings, woodwork, organizational skills, poems, music, counseling, or just a word of encouragement and a warm smile.  And I am only one of many who want to make a contribution; a guy with Parkinson’s trying to help a few other people with Parkinson’s to improve the quality of their lives. Once again, Riki, Leah, and Nechamia did a superb job organizing the conference, putting together a team of top notch speakers, interesting workshops, and fabulous nightly entertainment.
As a way of sharing my feelings and thoughts, I want to share with you two personal stories that occurred during the conference.
One morning, a group of six or seven of us were sitting around the breakfast table.  I was having difficulty unfolding my napkin and after a few frustrating minutes I said out loud, “I’ve been trying to unfold this napkin for half an hour and I just can’t get it open.”  Without a word someone reached over, took my napkin as the whole table watched, unfolded it for me
and handed it back.  No big deal!!!  Everybody immediately understood my frustration because they themselves had experienced similar moments.  It was completely natural for me to ask for help, and completely natural for someone to help me without making an issue.  

The second story that I want to relate is one of those life changing moments that I will always cherish.  When I received the schedule for the conference, I was pleased to notice that Chaya Agor and myself would be sharing a hall together for our workshops.  On the first day, I would do my workshop followed by Chaya, and on the second round, Chaya would go first.  I had always wanted to attend one of her reflexology workshops, but in the past we were always scheduled for the same time slot, preventing me from attending.
When I go to a conference like this, even though there is usually an impressive list of doctors, physical therapists, psychologists, and social workers scheduled to give lectures; the people that I really want to hear from are the people that have Parkinson’s.  They are the ones that I can immediately relate to because we are living each others problems.  I admit that I know nothing of reflexology, so I was looking forward to what Chaya had to say and was interested in how she uses reflexology to relate to her Parkinson’s.  As I finished my tai chi workshop, I turned the room over to Chaya.  As she began to speak and walk around the room, I was immediately enamored not just by what she was saying, but how she was putting her passion and personality into what she was saying.  Chaya has a very open personality and accepts you as if she has known you forever.  As I was explaining to her about stiffness I had in one shoulder and pain in the other one, she said, “Of course, those energy points are right here on the foot,” as she taught me where the points are to massage on my foot.
Later, that night, Chaya and Perry invited my wife Naomi and I up to their room with a small group of others for a party after the party.  All of us Parkinson’s people were “off”, but completely comfortable with each other, eating, laughing hysterically, and dancing.  Finally, around midnight, Chaya decided that she wanted me to teach her some Qi Gong exercises.  So, I tried to pick exercises that work on some of the energy channels that she talked about in her session.  I felt like a little kid showing off:
“Watch this Chaya, can you do this?

How about this one Chaya, this is a great one.

Hey Chaya, you got to see this one, this one is especially for you.”

It has been many years since I totally let myself go like this around others, just releasing myself to be what I am.

The next set of workshops, Chaya went first.  As I walked into the hall towards the end of her session she smiled at me at said to the others, “Danny likes this exercise,” as she showed them what to do.  Perry turned to me with a big smile of pride on his face saying, “She loves this.  Reflexology is her life.”  

Every morning now, I sit on the edge of my bed treating myself to the morning wake-up reflexology massage that Chaya showed us.  We all need Chaya in our lives, to make us laugh, dance, do Qi gong exercises at midnight, to show us how to comfort and heal ourselves with reflexology, and to show us how to release our personalities to be what we are.  Thank you Chaya.
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