AND WHAT DOES YOUR PROBLEM LOOK LIKE
	“Alright young lady, how are you doing?” asked Doctor Sun.
	“Besides dropping a jar of Almond Butter on the top of my left foot, see the bruise on the top of left foot, I am having an intense feeling of, uh, anxiety, I guess.”
	I was lying face up on a hip high, seven-foot-long wooden table with a one inch leather padding on top, in one of my Acupuncturist’s five examining rooms. 
	He took my left foot in his hands, and began questioning me. “Where is it, I mean where do you feel it?”
	“Where is what?” I quipped.
	Replying, “Your anxiety, where do you feel it, we need to focus on this discomforting feeling and identify certain things about it.”
	Closing my eyes and focusing on his question, I replied, “Uh? In my head. Here.” And with my right hand on the upper left side of the back of my head. I continued, “Yes, here.”
	He then asked, “What is its shape, -- its size, color. texture, weight temperature, smell and taste.
	It was fascinating, “Well, it’s sort of like a big glob of bread dough, off white with rough treads running through it.” With my hands I made a round ball of my hands as if holding a big blob of bread dough.
	Continuing he then asked, “What does it smell like?”
I responded with, “Well, it’s off white off white, of a rough texture, and smells like dough.”
“How old are you?” Dr Sun asked.
	“Twelve?” 
When he said, “No! your real age. Ninety, we will start with ninety, what does it feel and look like?”
Continuing, “Now eighty, what does it feel like. Now seventy.’” As he descended in years, eighty, seventy, etcetera, he instructed me to visualize the dough’s existence.
He continued down every ten years. As he descended in age, sixty, fifty, forty, thirty, twenty, ten, five, four, three, two, one,six-months, birth and so on until I was before birth the glob of dough became smaller until it became the size of a small half marble and then disappeared.
It was unreal. I began to relax. He then put needles it various places in my head, face, body, legs and feet.
As he existed the room, leaving me with needles that he strategically placed in parts of my body he cheerfully commanded, “Take a little nap, and have cheerful dreams.”
Thirty minutes later, Dr. Sun returned, removed the needles, and assisted me to a sitting position. I was amazed. My head was light, my anxiety weight was gone, and I walked blissfully from his office.
That feeling has not returned, but I continue to use the above technique with minor anxious or troubling moments.

 

	
