
“I Don’t Know How It Works;
I Just Know It Does”
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Twenty years ago, I developed a severe infection following an
emergency C-section.The infection traveled to many places,

including my brain. I spent two months in the hospital, unable to
care for my precious newborn. Family members feared for my life.
Fortunately, my health improved, thanks to a lot of help from lov-
ing family and friends and inspiration from my daughter.

Two years later, though, I still had a walking disability. I just
couldn’t catch my balance. Doctors explained that parts of my brain
were dead and that I was lucky to be alive. One even told me I’d
never improve. He was a real source of inspiration to me—to prove
him wrong! I have a stubborn streak, and I knew I was still improv-
ing and he wasn’t going to stop me!

Flash forward about seventeen years. I regularly babysat for a
friend whose son was seeing a physical therapist. She was really
impressed with the therapist’s gentle yet effective touch, as well as
with her knowledge and willingness to speak in terms that my
friend could understand without having a medical degree.

I was interested in what this miracle therapist,Alice Duddy, was
doing. Then one day my friend told me that Alice thought she
might be able to help me, too. I felt myself tune in, yet I also felt
my protective instincts reminding me not to get my hopes up. It
had been nineteen years.What could anyone do now? 

I took Alice’s name and number and told myself to set up an
appointment when I had the time and mindset to handle the dis-
appointment if another try was ineffective. Time went by, and I
didn’t call.

One day while I was babysitting, Alice came by the house to
give therapy to my friend’s little boy. She stroked his head. He fid-
dled with little toys she gave him. And I was amazed. He made no
effort to leave her, and it seemed that she wasn’t doing anything at
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all restrictive. I thought I could use that kind of massage just to
have some time to relax! 

As Alice explained to me what she was doing, I became more
and more interested for myself, which is a fairly unusual phenom-
enon. I asked her a question about what I was experiencing. She
continued working on him with those gentle hands while she talked
to me about possibilities. I decided to give it a try.

A short time later, I went to her office. I’d seen her work, so I
knew there was no pain involved, no condescending attitude about
a miracle cure, no sugarcoated answers—none of the stuff I’d expe-
rienced so many times before.Yet here I was, a combination of
nerves and high hopes all fluttering around inside me. I felt like a
teenager heading for my first driving lesson. This was gonna be
good, right? I kept telling myself to calm down, to not expect too
much, to stay grounded.

Alice showed me to her little room. She massaged my head as
we talked. I explained some of the problems I had, and she asked
related questions. I kept thinking,“This is so easy.” She did some
gentle tugging on my ears and we talked about how different each
ear felt to me. She softly felt different areas on my head. I thought
she was just investigating; there could be no effect yet.

Then I sat up. Everything in my head felt different. I caught my
breath and leaned back down. Alice assured me that I didn’t need
to hurry. She said it might take a little while for me to feel “nor-
mal,” but I’d be fine. Nothing hurt, it just felt so different that I
couldn’t believe it.

For nineteen years I’d stayed near walls at home in case I needed
them for support. Outside, I would hold onto my husband or, if
alone, push a collapsible cart to hold my purse and provide me with
balance. I would joke about walking like a drunk. I feared falling
any time I didn’t have something to hold onto.

My brain felt as if it were waking up after a very long sleep. Parts
tingled. I hadn’t experienced this feeling in over a decade.

Now I can walk through my home without holding onto any-
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thing. Sometimes I can even walk outside without holding things.
Progress is usually steady, and every once in a while dramatic.

I remember calling Alice in tears because I’d just walked through
a parking lot, up a curb, and into a store without holding onto my
husband at all. I remember counting the seconds that I could stand
on one foot before I lost my balance. I remember the utter amaze-
ment the first time I had the energy and ability to clean the kitchen
and wash dishes after everyone had left a family party. Usually I had
to sit down and tell everyone where to put things for me to work
on the next day. My energy level and balance have drastically
improved, and they are still improving!

I know that nineteen years of protecting myself against falling
is making it hard for me to believe I can do some things. But Alice
quietly works and reinforces any positive thoughts I have and never
pushes me too quickly.

Alice and I have been working together for about a year now.
Sometimes when I talk to others about it, I think that a year sounds
like a long time. But then I remember that my brain was “dead”
and is coming alive.That’s huge work, and I need the time to adjust.

I don’t understand the science of this gentle touch—I just know
it works. I used to wear out pretty early in the day, and now I’m
providing full-time foster care for a two-year-old! Alice Duddy has
been a miracle worker in my life and I couldn’t be more thankful!

Story by Cindi Bockweg, client
Submitted by Alice Duddy, PT
Framingham, Massachusetts
CranioSacral Therapy Practitioner since 1997
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