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SPIDERBITE 
This newsletter is a bit different from the others, which 
are all a bit different from any other. So Be It! 
 
  Some of you have been aware of a devastating fire in 
the Superstition Mountains of Arizona this month. My 
friend and mentor, Peter Big Foot, founded and runs 
the Reevis Farm for Self-Reliance devoted to 
preserving Native American/Natural medicines. This 
journey was the start of my life change that led me to 
becoming a healer.  
  My story with Peter Big Foot started fifteen years ago, 
when a brown recluse spider bit my seven-year-old 
daughter. The severity of the bite was discovered mid-
flight from Kentucky to London. Within hours she was 
fading in an I.C.U. with little hope of survival. If it 
weren’t for the gallant efforts of Peter Big Foot, my 
daughter, and many more, would suffer the horrific 

NEWS 
AMAZON AUTHORS’ PAGES 
NOW INCLUDE DIANE 
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TESTIMONIAL 
I want to share the best 
thing that has ever 
happened to me.  Two 
weeks ago, I started reading 
the Body Code. After that  I 
started working with this 
incredible practitioner. 
Diane did an extensive body 
scan, and after that, I shared 
with her I was a smoker. I 
have smoked on and off 
over the years and have had 
periods of not smoking from 
being hypnotized. However, 
even with being hypnotized, 
I have always wanted to 
smoke.  If someone else has 
a cigarette, It would trigger 
my yearning to where I 
could not be near a smoker. 
Anyway, she went through 
my body scan and 
connected it to an emotion 
that was released, and that I  
also had an obscure mineral 
deficiency. She advised me 
to take this mineral three 
times a day for three weeks. 
In seven days, I saw 
improvement This is the 
most unbelievable powerful 
experience I have ever had. 

…/ 

SEA INSIDE 
“May we never know what we’ve prevented.” 

Dr. Bradley Nelson, Body Code and Emotion Code Founder 
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consequences of spider venom from amputations to 
death.  
  His efforts so moved me, I applied for and received a 
research grant to document the work at Reevis farm. 
Consequently, I wrote this book to share the 
experience of trauma and healing, to expose well-
intentioned but misguided doctors who owe 
allegiance to big Pharma, but most importantly, to 
sing the praises of old souls like Peter Big Foot who 
devote their lives to retaining what is good, what is 
simple and what is vital from our past. If this can save 
another child from this torturous affliction, it will be 
well worth it.  
  This journey led me to this life as a healer, far from 
anything I ever envisioned for myself. This farm next to 
the Apache reservation land survives the worst 
weather, from sweltering heat to monsoon floods, all 
with the protection of angels. The fire singed the fruit 
orchard of 20 trees, melted the irrigation system, and 
burned the classroom building to the ground. This 
was a small price to pay when faced with annihilation, 
as did many in the area.  It is with a heavy heart that 
this season’s crops were lost, but that the interns, 
students, and Peter Big Foot survived unscathed.  
  This book, now being sold on Amazon internationally 
(e-book and pay to print), tells the story of a mother 
trapped between two worlds; modern medicine and 
ancient simple remedies. I hope that by telling this 
story, it will open up debate and open up minds to 
the possibility of simple health. If we listen to the 
whispers from the past, we can in many instances, heal 
far better than anything produced in a factory.  
Images from Reevis Mountain Farm can be seen on  
               Instagram: reevismountain 
  Amazon has listed the book globally, but here is the 
UK link that will adjust to where you are located: 
https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07V3XDJ3K/ref=rdr_k
indle_ext_tmb 
A percent of profits from this publication will go 
towards rebuilding the schoolhouse.  Reevis Farm:                                                                                                      
https://www.reevismountain.org/ 
 
Cover design by Diane Pfister “Layers of Memories” 

 

 
Continued: 

 I am now at eight days, and 
at six days, I did not even 
want a cigarette. I laughed 
with Diane that even the 
enjoyment has gone.I don’t 
even want one. I used to like 
it. I would drive my car, 
smoking with the windows 
down. I have also been 
going through a lot of stress 
and grief of losing one of my 
parents only five weeks ago. 
This is remarkable, profound, 
deep, deep work. All of this 
was connected to an 
emotion in my body and a 
mineral deficiency. I cannot 
support the work she does 
enough, and the work of the 
Body Code. Thank you, 
Diane. 

Tara S 
 
 
 
 
I really appreciated the 
support and sessions from 
Diane while managing my 
tumour, as well as some 
other health issues. We 
managed to get through so 
much in each session and it 
really helped to have gone 
through both the body and 
emotion code. My latest 
scan shows the tumour 
having shrunk by 30% so 
needless to say I am thrilled.  
Rebecca T 
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A “look inside” chapter one of SpiderBite: 
 

It was dark outside the plane. The city lights below were now replaced by a vast 
expanse of Prussian blue ocean with melted star streaks.  As the dinner trays were taken 
away, I leaned over and removed the headphones from my little daughter sleeping 
beside me.  The attendant handed me an extra blanket so I could tuck in Rachel and her 
Raggedy Ann for the night. There was no more mention of the bee sting.  Then, under a 
cone of directed light, I returned to my drink and book while, around me, the other 
passengers turned off their lights and prepared to watch the movie.   

 Finally, a moment of peace.     
The light enveloped me, as if in my own blanket.  This was a moment to be 

cherished after the emotions of leaving my mother alone at her old farmhouse in 
Kentucky.  The wine, while nothing special, helped to comfort my guilt and sorrow that 
my chosen path in life, as a painter, was forcing me to live far away in London, 
England, far from family and friends, and that my most recent success was now 
threatening to move me still farther.      

Or did it choose me?  I have no other talents.  I couldn’t administer like a secretary.  
My lack of organizational skills would ruin any chance of a medical career.  I seem to 
be able to find insight through my teaching and my art.  There was simply no place for 
me in the everyday world of suburbia and farms.  

And now, this recent offer.  A gallery franchise wants me to live and work half my 
time in Australia.  My agent is awaiting my answer.  I have to balance what is 
important.  Home and family, or my career?  Enough 

thinking, I told myself.  I just want to settle into a quiet evening.  The joke is that I 
can only achieve perfect stillness when my molecules are traveling at six hundred miles 
an hour. 

I got my wish, except for the occasional laughter surrounding me in the darkened 
coach compartment, as others responded to the film.  It was easy enough for me to 
block out these ambient sounds with the white noise of the plane.  Before long, I, too, 
fell asleep. 

Sleep didn’t last for long, as there was a sudden, violent kick and moan from Rachel.  
I looked over drowsily and found my child having a bad dream.  A quick glance around 
the cabin and I remembered where I was, flying over the Prussian blue silent ocean.  I 
pulled the kicked-away blanket and Raggedy Ann from the floor and tucked Rachel in 
once again.  Instead of being comforted, she frostily glazed a halfway opened eye to me. 

I met her eye with a drowsy smile and said, “ Go back to sleep, when you wake, we 
will be home again in London.”  England was where the child of this Kentucky farm 
girl had the remarkable good fortune to be born.  

Instead of closing her eyes, with the comforting smile of a child bridging dreams, 
her mouth continued to open, until she appeared stricken by a wild look of terror.  Her 
moaning got louder, more rough, like that of an animal, to the point where everyone 
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around us was startled to full consciousness – as was I.  
Rachel suddenly leaped up, grabbing her hip as if it had been splashed with scalding 

hot water, her screaming now piercing and more primal.  I switched on the light above, 
threw off her blanket, unclipped the seat belts, and pulled down the elastic waistband of 
her corduroy trousers. 

To my shock, the minute little swelling from what was Rachel’s bee sting had now 
grown to over an inch wide and was raised like an open oozing volcano! 

Our flight attendant football hustled down the aisle, maneuvering through loitering 
passengers, as other neighboring onlookers removed their headphones to see what was 
going on.  The overhead lights were switched on, causing the sleepers and movie-
watchers to reel back in shock from the glaring light, a disruption from their 
dreamscapes.  

“She was stung by a bee a few hours ago,” I found myself volunteering aloud, seeing 
the concern on everyone’s faces.  “She never had a reaction like this, but I think we 
have to assume she is allergic.  Please, do you have any medications?” 

The flight attendant sized-up the situation and, although alarmed, responded with 
composure. 

“Is she over twelve?” 
I was taken aback but answered honestly.  “No, she's seven.”  
The attendant straightened up briskly.  “Then, I’m sorry, but we’re not allowed to 

dispense medication to anyone under twelve.” 
I looked alarmed as Rachel again began flailing her arms and screaming. 

“Then get me some ice!”  I blurted, only briefly embarrassed by my own curtness. 
“Right away,” the attendant said, wincing apologetically.  “I’ll call to see if there is a 

doctor on board.” 
When she left, Rachel caught my eye with a look of calibered terror I had never seen 

before. 
“Mama, MAKE IT STOP HURTING!” she screamed.  “I can’t take this, it is 

AWFUL!  It’s drilling a HOLE IN MY BODY!” 
I must have heard the pilot’s summons for a doctor on board, but it failed to register.  

All I could do was try to hold the fabric of her clothing away from contact with the 
wound.  Her writhing made me decide to strip the clothes off her bottom half.  I looked 
around in panic and saw a neighboring businessman looked over his reading glasses 
with alarm, interest, and then disgust. The flight attendent arrived with ice and the 
trepidating news that there was no response to the request for a doctor. 

“Do you want to turn the plane around and return to the United States?” 
Her offer made the previously voyeuristic people sit up and listen.  Suddenly my 

anguish affected their lives.  All eyes were on me.  The movie was still running, comic 
scenes unreeling palely in the lit cabin.  What had been a cone of light, above my head 
for comfortable reading, now became a naked bulb, like an interrogation beam.  I felt 
cold sweat beading across my hairline as I was suddenly required to make a serious 
decision with no information to guide me.  I blanched at all the lives being disrupted, 
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but only momentarily.  
I looked out the viewless window and asked, “Where are we?” 
She looked out into the sea of faces and said, “Halfway.” In retrospect, I wondered 

how true that was. 
I weighed the options.  “I think we best continue on,” I finally said, leading to sighs 

of relief from the surrounding seats.  “But please,” I urged, forgiving them their 
selfishness, “have an ambulance waiting for us.  And can you arrange a call to my 
husband, who is meeting us?” 

I gave her one of his business cards from my wallet. 
“Of course.  I’m sorry about…  Is there anything more I can do to make the two of 

you more comfortable?” 
I didn’t know what to say. 
“Hurry?” 
In time, with arrangements made, the cabin lights went off and people donned their 

headphones and settled back into their seats to watch the rest of the comedy.  I tried to 
hold the iced compress on Rachel’s wound, but with all her yelps and screams and 
flailing, it seemed impossible.  At one point, she was thrown by a harsh kick to her seat 
from behind.  Alarmed, I sat up and looked over her seat.  Scowling back at me was an 
Arab, sitting between what appeared to be his two wives.  His expression let me know 
they were annoyed by the commotion.  Even behind their burkas, I could see the 
contempt in the women’s eyes. I decided to turn around and refuse any further 
interaction with them.  They had made their point clear.  

I placed Rachel’s head in my lap, trying to comfort her as best as I could.  I’ll never 
forget the panic and loneliness I felt as I watched the flickering movie lights on 
Rachel’s face—darkness, then color, then patterns in black and white.  Her pleadings for 
the cessation of pain never stopped.  They became surreal when sandwiched between 
the hoots and laughs provoked by the unconcerned head-phoned audience watching, 
oddly enough, a film called “Love, Actually”.  I tried to ignore them, to ignore the 
laughter, and to ignore Rachel’s screams.  At some point, I suppose as a protective 
measure, I told myself I was just on a very long funhouse roller coaster, in turbulence.  
As the hours passed, I acted as my daughter’s rock and did nothing but focus on the 
piece I found in the white background noise, lost in a tunnel of darkness traveling at the 
speed of light going nowhere fast. 

 


