
 

Mum, if I got ill like Zara, could you 
have me killed? When my young 
daughter, Marsha, turned to me and 
asked that heartbreaking question, I 
was determined to do everything in 
my power to save our dog, Zara. 

Zara was such a huge part of our 
family. We treated her more like a 
baby than a pet. Everywhere we 
went, Zara went, too. And being a 
Labrador retriever, she was naturally 
a very loving dog. 

So when she was diagnosed with 
terminal cancer at the age of 10, and 
given only two weeks to live, we 
were all devastated. 

Even worse, poor Zara was in 
excruciating pain - her liver, lungs 
and kidneys were damaged; she 
was incontinent and couldn't walk; 
and she had a terrible fever. 

Our vet confirmed that there was 
no hope: the cancer was just too far 
advanced, and no medication 

or treatment could possibly save her. 
We were told the kindest thing to 

do would be to have her put down. 
That's when my daughter, Marsha, 

10 at the time, asked her innocent 
question and made me realise how 
disposable animals are in our society. 

I prayed to God, 
asking for help, and 
while I meditated, it 
came to me to make a 
brew from a 
combination of 15 
herbs. My family has 
always had a strong 
spiritual faith, and, as a 
herbalist, I knew all about herbs and 
their potential healing properties. 

I was 'told' through my meditation 
to brew a special herbal tea of red 
clover, burdock, sheep's sorrel, 
African bush willow, slippery elm, 
echinacea, St John's wort, white 
willow, Korean ginseng, 
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vervain, yellow dock, 
dandelion, violet, golden seal 
and rhubarb, and to give it to 
Zara three times a day. 
It tasted very pleasant, and she just 
lapped it up. Within 24 hours, her 
breathing had improved, and after 
three days her incontinence had 
stopped. A week later, she was 
running about like a puppy again. 

After six weeks, we took her back 
to the vet: Zara's cancerous lumps 
had disappeared. Amazed, the vet 
asked if she could give my tea to 
another cancer-stricken dog. When 
she had the same results, our vet 
immediately notified the British 
Medical Association. 

Happily, Zara lived a further five 
years, bringing our family much joy, 
eventually dying peacefully from old 
age at 15. We had her cremated, 
and along with Marsha and my 
other daughter, Dee, we sent her 
ashes down the Thames because 
she'd always loved the water. 

I 
prayed 
to God 


