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Preface 
 

Many students first coming to A Course in Miracles (ACIM) often express a resistance to the 
Christian terminology and references to God, or Jesus, or Holy Spirit. As Hindus born in 
India, my first-generation Indian parents raised my brother and me on a steady diet of 
vegetarian curry, masala chai and God—330 million gods and goddesses, to be precise, 
which is the official number of gods in the Hindu pantheon. Yet a belief in God or a Creator 
was not something forced upon me. It simply felt as natural as breathing.  I was also free to 
worship one god or a few gods—or not do any outward worship at all.  

My parents also instilled a value for religious tolerance. I recall my early childhood 
days in America when Jehovah’s Witnesses missionaries regularly showed up at our New 
York City apartment building, knocking door-to-door. They would share different books 
and pamphlets about Jesus and the Bible, both of which I knew nothing about. These small 
books were my first introduction to Christianity. I especially enjoyed reading the parables 
of healing from Jesus’ life. One summer when I was about nine years old, my mom enrolled 
my brother and me in a vacation bible school at a local Presbyterian church in Queens, New 
York, where she also volunteered. In her view, whether it is Jesus or the Buddha or 
Mohammed or Moses or Guru Nanak (from the Sikh faith)—they are all teachers of God, 
and worthy of our reverence. God is One, she taught me, but His/Her roop, the Hindi word 
for “appearance,” may be different.   

At a young age, my mom taught me that the words used—God, Spirit, Jesus, Allah, 
Krishna, or Love or Peace or the Divine—do not matter. Like a finger pointing to the moon, 
once the moon is seen, there is no need for the finger. Hence, the word is just a symbol for 
that experience of Truth, which can never be wholly captured by words. The Course in 
Miracles specifically states that "a universal theology is impossible, but a universal 
experience is not only possible but necessary." (ACIM M-In.2:5) The Course is just one path 
among many that can lead us back to this experience of who we really are beyond the 
limited sense of what we have come to believe ourselves to be.  

I am reminded of Lord Krishna from ancient India.  Many of the pictures of Krishna 
often portray him with a flute held near his lips. Supposedly the music that emanated from 
his flute was so beautiful and melodious, the villagers where Krishna lived could not resist 
its loveliness. They would forget whatever work they were doing so they could just come 
and listen. Krishna’s flute music transported them out of their normal “doing” reality to a 
place of “being,” where time stands still and we experience a glimpse into the Eternal Now.   

Although this book, like all others, uses words as a medium of expression, my 
deepest desire is that you may be lifted to a place beyond the words to a universal 



 

Page | 10 – Physician, Heal Thyself, by Seema Khaneja, M.D.  Copyright, All Worldwide Rights 
Reserved  

 

 

experience of love, peace and oneness that all the world’s spiritual traditions have shared 
from time immemorial. It is this place within you and from this Presence, that all miracles 
flow forth.  
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Introduction 
 

Listen, and see if you remember an ancient song you knew so long ago and held more 
dear than any melody you taught yourself to cherish since. (ACIM T-21.I.7:5.) 

 

Deep within us is a desire to feel complete, loved, cherished and adored simply as we are. 
This call to find the place of perfect love in my life played out against a backdrop of 
becoming a doctor. In the summer of my high school junior year, almost a year before I 
would enter an accelerated medical school program, I experienced a profound mystical 
experience while visiting my native India. It was what Abraham Maslow would have 
referred to as a “peak” experience, when time stands still and all barriers between “me” and 
“other” simply dissolve. In that moment, I experienced a sense of completeness and 
wholeness in which nothing was lacking and there was no need for me to “do” anything. I 
and everything I perceived were perfect just where we were. Nothing to change. Nothing to 
fix.  

When I returned to the States, once again I found myself immersed in the maze of 
medical school applications, SATs and college essays. Wherever I turned, the voices I heard 
all seemed to demand that to survive in this world, I needed to “make” something of myself. 
Being just as I was—well, that simply was not enough!—so eventually I enrolled in medical 
school. Yet something never felt quite right about this path… so my search continued. 

The summer before entering medical school, I met my first spiritual teacher who 
shared with me the beauty and power of meditation and prayer.   

Questions about healing began to percolate in my mind: 

What is healing?  

What is the role of mind and emotions in healing? 

What is the role of Spirit in healing? 

 

Yet I was not finding any answers in my medical school training. I somehow 
intuitively knew that healing lay beyond the body, but all I seemed to be learning was just 
about the body—organs, tissues, cellular processes, and biochemical pathways. Little by 
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little, all the love, wonder and joy I felt for healing faded away. Instead, a distinct low-level 
terror took root in my mind as I listened daily in medical school about deterioration, 
disease, dying and eventual death.  

I felt like I was living two lives—one in which I was learning how I could help 
patients change to achieve certain outcomes in their health, and the other in which I felt a 
desire to simply let go of all need to control anything and just give myself over to a life 
devoted to meditation, prayer and Spirit. To resolve this conflict, I began to study many 
different complementary and alternative health modalities. I discovered that most of these 
healing systems spoke more to the psychosocial and spiritual aspects of healing. Often 
when I should have been studying for exams in medical school, I began to hang out at the 
self-help and alternative healing sections of my local bookstores and library to read 
whatever I could about spiritual aspects of healing. Voraciously I read books by Deepak 
Chopra, M.D., Bernie Siegel, M.D., Louise Hay, Edward Bach, M.D., Shakti Gawain, and others.  
I attended their workshops and seminars and tried to share this with my medical school 
friends—most of whom thought I was crazy! I even traveled to India and Nepal, so I could 
explore yoga and meditation as well as Ayurveda.1 

All of these experiences helped me to nurture my vision of a more expansive healing 
system that viewed each of us as much more than a soup of biochemical reactions and 
neurological pathways. Eventually, I settled into my own integrative medical practice 
where I worked with children and adults facing complex medical and mental health issues. 
I shared homeopathy, yoga, meditation and Reiki with them. I found that in cases where the 
traditional medical model had failed to help, many responded favorably to these alternative 
modalities. 

Then one day, I found myself unexpectedly spiraling into a state of deep sadness 
when faced with my own personal illness. At the same time, I had a falling out with a dear 
friend. It was as if my whole world had fallen apart. Despite my training in yoga and 
meditation and having studied with so many different spiritual teachers since high school, 
none of the tools in my tool box worked.  

It was during this time that I found myself reaching for A Course in Miracles.   

The Course came into my life in my early twenties, during my third year of medical 
school. This book was among the many that I discovered during my regular forays into the 

                                                           
1 Ayurveda is a science of life (Ayur = life, Veda = science or knowledge).   The two main guiding principles of 
Ayurveda are 1) the mind and the body are inextricably connected, and 2) nothing has more power to heal 
and transform the body than the mind. http://www.chopra.com/articles/what-is-ayurveda 

 

http://www.chopra.com/articles/what-is-ayurveda
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healing and spirituality sections of my neighborhood bookstores. At that time, the Course 
comforted me but felt remote to my life. The words seemed almost as if they hieroglyphics. 
I didn’t relate to them.  

Now in my forties, the Course spoke to me like my most trusted friend and advisor. 
Like soft moonlight that soothes as it shines, the Course drew me out of my depression and 
taught me about the miracle of forgiveness.  As I devoted myself to practicing the lessons 
and joining with other Course students and teachers, many amazing events started to 
happen. My earlier study of Eastern spirituality came sharply into focus. I found myself 
recalling lessons from my spiritual teacher with whom I studied when I was in college, as 
well as passages I had studied many years ago from the Bhagvad Gita. Many mystical 
experiences I had over my life also seemed to float into my awareness as if they had just 
occurred a moment ago. Gradually the light I had been constantly shining on my physical 
pain and emotional turmoil turned inwards to the source of my pain, which lay in my 
perceptions, inside my mind. I became more interested in discovering what was blocking 
my peace and joy instead of learning about a new healing therapy I could try. Instead of 
changing what I saw, I committed to change how I was seeing.  

The Course brought me back home to the place to a cave in northern India, where 
my search for healing had begun. It was there I had first remembered who I already was, 
beneath all the false personality and body identification of who I had mistaken myself to be. 
The questions that percolated within me since medical school now were answered by 
Spirit. This book is an attempt to share these answers with you. 

So,  

What is healing?  

What is the role of mind and emotions in healing? 

What is the role of Spirit in healing? 

 

World-renowned mythologist, author and teacher Joseph Campbell often spoke of 
the hero’s journey as a common theme present in all cultures and traditions. Today we may 
not fight outer dragons and demons, yet each of us in some way wrestles with our own 
inner conflicts, fears and doubts. Campbell wrote how the hero’s journey involves a path 
that starts along a well-trod track but then veers off into what Robert Frost would have 
called the path less taken. At some point, the hero returns with wisdom culled from his own 
experience—not from what he read or learned from books or others. As he shares this 
wisdom, he helps kindle another’s mind and another hero’s journey begins—and the circle 
continues. 
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 As I was writing this book, I realized the immense power of healing that lies in 
storytelling, which is a common way that my greatest teachers from India and the West 
have taught me universal truths. Thus, in the first three parts of this book, I felt inspired to 
share anecdotes of healing from my personal life and from the lives of family and friends as 
well as from medicine, mythology, movies, and music. It is my hope that you find yourself in 
these narratives and that you may feel the immense possibility of healing that is always 
available to you. Interwoven with these stories are references to scientific research which 
support the amazing power of the mind to heal. 

The final part of the book shares how I ultimately arrived at the medicine I was 
searching for ever since entering medical school. This medicine is a simple, elegant, 
practical and systematic way to heal our minds so we can experience consistent joy and 
happiness, which is our birthright. When I refer to mind, I include our total experience of 
our thoughts, beliefs, emotions, perceptions as well as our desires- both conscious and 
subconscious. Most of us would agree that a healthy mind makes for healthy “everything”—
physical body, relationships, work life, and life in general! In the final part, you will find 
practical tools as well as ways to access additional resources to support your journey of 
healing. 

My name “Seema” means “boundary” in Hindi. I feel that Spirit blessed me with a life 
of many boundaries where East and West meet—in my cultural upbringing, in my spiritual 
exploration and in my practice of medicine—to perhaps help me discover that Truth is one, 
and to share this Truth with others.  

I often dreamed about writing a book someday but could never pin down exactly 
what it would be about. I believe we are all part of a Divine Plan and it feels like this book 
also is part of that Plan. May it help you experience as many miracles of healing as you 
need. May this book inspire you to share and extend miracles that bless all the lives you 
touch. 

 

In light and love,  

Namaste 
Seema Khaneja, M.D. 
Rochester, New York 
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Part One 

 

 

The Search for Healing 
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Chapter 1 
Gods, Goddesses and the World I See 

 

I have invented the world I see. (ACIM W-pI.32) 

The gods and goddesses must have listened very attentively on the day I was born in a 
hospital in a small town in northern India. My Papa stood nearby while the nurse 
administered some routine injections. Afterwards, as he took me in his arms to comfort me, 
he made a prophetic announcement.  

“Someday my daughter will become a doctor and give injections.” Papa spoke with 
certainty and joy as he proclaimed my destiny. 

That was it.  

I was only a few hours old and my fate was sealed.  

I don’t recall when what Papa wanted became what I wanted—or at least what I 
thought I wanted. But all the essays I wrote since elementary school about what you want 
to be when you grow up always reflected his wishes. I guess if you write something again 
and again, you begin to believe it.  

When the summer before senior year in high school arrived, I still intended to 
become a doctor and via the shortest route possible—a 6- or 7-year accelerated medical 
program.  I experienced the typical first-generation immigrant angst to achieve success, 
which afforded no luxury to “find myself” at a liberal arts college. All I heard was a ticking 
clock counting the years until I became the first doctor in my family. In my mind, my life 
trajectory was clear. After medical school, my parents would arrange my marriage to my 
soul mate—who of course would be a Bollywood hero facsimile. Children would follow 
next, and we would settle into uninterrupted domestic and professional bliss thereafter. 
This was my version of the American dream with obvious Indian overtones.  

That summer I planned to volunteer at an animal research laboratory to improve 
my medical school application. I had little interest in animal research or laboratories, yet I 
felt this inner compulsion to do whatever was needed for medical school.  

Then my parents dropped a bombshell.  

We were going to India that summer to visit relatives and perform a pilgrimage. 
There was no room for discussion. Before I knew it, we landed in New Delhi, where the 
summer temperature averages 110 degrees. Air-conditioning in those days was non-
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existent, or at best, a machine called a cooler that sprayed cool water into a room. And that 
was assuming the electricity didn’t go out. Nothing in India ran on time—from the trains to 
the buses to the never-ending parade of visitors. It was common to joke about EST, PST and 
IST, or Indian Standard Time. But amazingly the one thing that departed with punctual 
regularity every evening was the electricity, with lapses of several hours at a time. I was 
miserable, and I made sure everyone knew I was miserable. No matter how many times I 
showered, the heat was simply oppressive. I felt like I was being baked in an oven. I also felt 
emotionally isolated. I had nothing in common with my cousins or relatives.   

When the time for the pilgrimage came, my mom was unable to go since she wanted 
to spend time with her ailing mother. Papa was already back in the U.S. to begin a new job. 
So, my younger brother and I, along with our uncle and cousin, began a journey to Vaishno 
Devi, a shrine located inside a cave in the hills of Jammu and Kashmir at a height of about 
5200 feet. The journey involved a train and bus ride, with the last 12 kilometers by foot. In 
those days, there were no guard rails. While the others we met along the path would chant 
Jai Mata Di (Victory to the Goddess), my thoughts were more along the lines of, “My brother 
and I are going to die. We’re going to fall over the edge and simply die!”  There was no trace 
of any spiritual or devotional feeling in my mind. 

When we finally reached the shrine, we were surrounded by hundreds of others also 
waiting for darshan2 inside the cave.  Everyone was pushing and shoving so they could 
enter first.  As the sun reached its zenith, my mind also heated up with flares of judgment at 
the hypocrisy of the situation—humans fighting to worship rocks while not showing any 
respect for each another.  

Then something happened once we stepped inside the cave. 

Perhaps it was the reprieve from the oppressive heat.  

Perhaps it was the cool water that flowed under my feet.  

Perhaps it was not dealing with the crowds anymore.  

We saw the three Pindies, or stones atop a five-and-a-half-foot-tall rock that legend 
states are a manifestation of the Goddess Vaishnaivi when she shed her human form. But 
honestly, I don’t recall them. I simply know that for the first time ever, my mind’s incessant 

                                                           

2 Darshan is derived from the Sanskrit word for “viewing” or “vision” of a deity, saint, or other revered person 
or sacred object. In Hinduism, this is believed to result in the flowing of a blessing to the human viewer.   
https://www.ananda.org/yogapedia/darshan/ 

 

https://www.ananda.org/yogapedia/darshan/


 

Page | 21 – Physician, Heal Thyself, by Seema Khaneja, M.D.  Copyright, All Worldwide Rights 
Reserved  

 

 

chatter ceased.  I was flooded by a peace so deep that all my irritation and impatience were 
washed away. I touched the water with my hands and instinctively brought it to touch my 
forehead and lips in reverence. Somehow it felt holy. I felt holy. I felt whole. I was complete. 

When I returned to the States, I was not the same.  My friends commented that I 
smiled more. I just seemed happier, less introverted and more outgoing. While I continued 
the medical school application maze, I also heard a soft, gentle voice stir within my heart, 
calling me to another way. I enrolled in a metaphysics class and pondered deeply over 
Herman Hesse’s Siddhartha.  I completed my senior thesis project on the Bhagvad Gita.  I 
felt inspired to meditate, chant, pray and read about saints and mystics past and present— 
Mother Teresa, Gandhi, St. Francis, Krishna, Sri Aurobindo, Kabir, and others.  I joined my 
high school friends and organized a charity bake sale for starving children in Ethiopia.  I 
eagerly read Indian news magazines and empathized with India through the Union Carbide 
gas leak fiasco and the assassination of then Indian Prime Minister Indira Gandhi.  
Suddenly, medical school seemed very remote and limiting, like a speck on a map while a 
whole other galaxy waited to be explored, tasted and experienced.  

At the same time, another voice cautioned me.  

You silly girl! This foolishness will lead you nowhere.  Forget it!  What you really need 
to do is focus and study harder so you make something of yourself.  

During this time of confusion dawned another day when the gods and goddesses 
must have listened attentively once more. Papa and I were riding the subway train 
together. He was headed to work and I was on my way to my high school in Manhattan.  

“Papa, I’ve been thinking. Maybe I could do something different instead of 
medicine.” I spoke to Papa hesitantly, somewhat timidly. 

Papa continued reading his newspaper, but I knew he was listening. 

“I mean something like writing or journalism. And then apply to medical school 
later.” The words tumbled out very fast now. I braced myself for his reply. 

Papa folded his paper, in anticipation of his stop. He turned and looked at me.  He 
spoke quietly yet firmly. “Journalism and writing—these are not suitable professions for 
women.  Medicine is a noble and honorable profession. It will be good for you.” 

We arrived at Papa’s stop. He got up. “Good luck on your chemistry exam.”  

The doors of the train opened and soon Papa was gone, his figure indistinguishable 
from the hundreds of other exiting passengers. 
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I sighed. I knew we would not discuss this matter again. Papa was a man of few 
words that were usually set in stone. I also knew my mother would defer to Papa, as per 
Indian tradition. Yet as I reflected on Papa’s words, I felt a force operating stronger than me 
or my parents. For a moment, I became the observer. At the ripe age of 17, I saw a stream 
flowing, and I was flowing right along with it, straight to medical school, with no stops in 
between. 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

 

The first year of medical college, I dreamed of a white ceramic toilet bowel overflowing 
with blood.  The blood slowly seeped outward while I stood by helpless and paralyzed.  
That same year I developed iron-deficiency anemia and vertigo. My family physician 
attributed this to my recent transition to a vegetarian diet. Although I modified my diet and 
started some iron supplements, intuitively I knew this anemia reflected my deep inner 
conflict.  

From an academic perspective, I did not find medical school difficult. I was a good 
student and enjoyed studying, so I didn’t flunk out.  Yet medicine simply didn’t inspire me.  
Where was medicine’s soul? Its spirit? Surely it could not be found in dissecting dead 
cadavers and memorizing hundreds of biochemical pathways.  Moreover, I was haunted by 
a nagging doubt that I was forgetting my true purpose and was becoming a doctor only 
because of parental obligation. Yet even when I saw my best friend leave the program to 
pursue a career in literature, I didn’t feel free to abandon my path.  

Every year the decision to stay or leave weighed heavily on me. I felt burdened by 
my parents’ sacrifice to raise and educate my brother and me in America, thousands of 
miles away from all they left behind in India.  I wanted to be the obedient “good little Indian 
girl.” Also, at some level I trusted my parents knew my best interests.  Eventually I 
surrendered to the path of medicine as my destiny.  The soft, gentle voice paled in contrast 
to the loud demands to succeed in medical exams, please my parents and make something 
of myself.  

At school and on the hospital wards, I fulfilled my duties with a smiling face and 
earned rave reviews from my professors and colleagues.  At home, I alternated between 
sullen withdrawal and frequent angry explosions. My experience was painful and fraught 
with struggle.  Yet as I write this today, I clearly understand this was a perfect reflection of 
my mind at that time.  

I have invented the world I see.  
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The world I saw was like a huge Dolby panoramic screen reflecting the concepts in 
my mind about sacrifice, guilt, and unworthiness, as well as parent-child responsibility and 
obligation.  As the picture below illustrates, the screen is simply a reflection of the film 
inside the projector, or the thoughts and beliefs in the mind. It is the film that produces the 
images projected outward on the screen, and not vice versa.3 

 

Just as the light is always present in the projector, the Light or Spirit is always 
present within our minds.  The film, however—which often is some grievance about being 
a victim—needs to be released to experience this Light.  

According to the Course, the split mind I experienced—a mind in conflict with 
itself—is what we all bring to the world. The split mind forgets its inherent God-nature and 
buries its power of choice under teeming layers of fear, doubt, guilt and unworthiness.   
Instead of seeing the cause inside my mind, I was perceiving myself to be a victim of 
external events. I continued to blame my parents and the world of medicine. I even saw 
God as vindictive and demanding sacrifice.   

One of the earliest messages I received in my mind after coming to the Course began 
to dismantle the idea of God as punishing and wrathful: 

 

                                                           
3 Image from workshop with Patti Fields. www.pattifields.com 

 

http://www.pattifields.com/
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“I am not the God of your past learning. I come not to take away, but replenish and 
restore. Lean your head on me, sweet child. There is nothing more you need to do.” 

In my medical school career, within the drama of blame, powerlessness and 
helplessness, Spirit continued to send many experiences to awaken me.  The placebo effect 
was one such touchstone that was a beacon of light to rekindle my awareness of the 
immense power of the mind to choose and align with healing or dis-ease. 

_________________________________ 

 


