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THE HEALING FEELING

Disclaimer
The intention of this eBook is to offer a variety of integrative remedies and some culinary 
solutions to a healthier life. It is in no way a formal diagnosis, nor a dedicated cookbook. 

Thanks to the Australian Traditional Medicine Society for this message.
The practice of natural medicine is holistic. The holistic practice of natural medicine also extends to 
the most appropriate modality, or type of therapy, both for the individual and the presenting health 
concerns. The properly trained natural medicine practitioner is well qualified to offer advice and 
guidance here. However it is often the person seeking better health who will first make this decision, 
based on their already known likes and dislikes, perhaps even their ‘gut feeling’.

In loving memory of Dennis Gowing.

To my students - past, present and future.
Each one should teach one.

In loving memory of Dennis Gowing.

To my students - past, present and future.
Each one should teach one.
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“ I had the good fortune of stumbling across Sam Gowing  
back in 2002, when she gave me a jolly-good dose of both Pilates 
and “food as medicine” advice.

Since then, whenever I’m run down, flat out, over-roasted,  
or in need to some professional “energy support”,  
she is the one I call.

She always sets me back on the path to good health, and manages 
to do so in a way that makes food sexy, and exercise delightful.

She has a big heart, and this makes her the real deal.  

I love her way.” Clare Bowditch



Foreword

To me, Sam Gowing is just like the inspired and inspiring children’s author Dr Seuss.  

Theodor Seuss Geisel, who wrote over 60 children’s books, is credited with some of the 
most fantastic and amusing stories, most of which had powerful but subtle messages 
about life. He was a true professional – allegedly spending 9 months to write what was 
to become his most iconic story - The Cat in the Hat, using a very limited vocabulary 
of only 250 different words.

He was succinct, irreverent, entertaining and enlightening, and made reading, a task 
that many children found un-enjoyable, a wonderful experience.

Sam Gowing is the Dr Seuss of health and nutrition. Sam has dedication and 
enthusiasm, knowledge and belief, which is second to none. She has a wonderful take 
on life, the way she explains things (and never down her nose at you) is clear and 
simple and I adore her sense of humour and word play.  

At the age of 24 Sam became the licensee of the legendary Collingwood pub, the multi-
award award winning Gowings Grace Darling Hotel. With her background in food for 
almost 30 years, and having sadly witnessed her beloved father Dennis’ death from 
cancer, Sam re-trained as a clinical nutritionist.

Sam transplanted herself from the gritty inner Melbourne suburb of Collingwood to 
lush Byron Bay to further her holistic study, research and work. Oh, and surf.

Sam is an entrepreneur having created Food, Health, Wealth – which provides culinary 
and marketing solutions to the wellness industry. She mentors business people by 
coaching them to success, teaching them how to build an online presence and create 
strategic marketing campaigns just like her wise and witty Now and Zen e-newsletter 
- now in its tenth year - which contains recipes and ripper information.
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She is in constant demand for corporate speaking engagements and cooking 
demonstrations and is a business mentor. 

Sam is currently undertaking a new online postgraduate Master of Gastronomic 
Tourism (MGT) degree with world famous culinary arts and hospitality school, Le 
Cordon Bleu, in collaboration with Southern Cross University.

Quite simply Sam is a leader when it comes to her field.

This book, The Healing Feeling, contains vital information within its 30 chapters, 
which you will read again and again.

Sam has always been incredibly generous with the knowledge she has shared with 
friends and of course while working at Australia’s leading health retreats and spas 
around the world, and as founding Executive Chef and Nutritionist at the glorious 
Cabarita Ocean Health Retreat in New South Wales.

Here, however, everyone (like the kids Dr Seuss inspired) has the chance to read, be 
amused and enlightened by Sam.  

She will inspire and empower you. I can vouch for that. So sit back, pour yourself a cup 
of chamomile tea and get ready for a fantastic adventure.  

It was Dr Seuss who said, “Why try to fit in when you stand out?” and Sam is certainly 
one who stands out.

I am not sure if Sam will write 60 books, but this is certainly one brilliant book.

  Flip Shelton

  Writer, Muesli Maker, Mother

  Rio de Janeiro

  November 2012

  www.flipsmuesli.com.au
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A friendship across the seas

It all began with yoga and the idea of a good health, well-being, yoga festival in Ubud. 
It transpired into a friendship across the seas that has spanned a decade of jokes and 
joyous meetings. 

It has been said we are like sisters and there is no doubt that there is a timeless bond 
that unites us. 

We share the same philosophy about eating and being supremely kind to ourselves, 
about only ever eating the finest food, savouring the finest wine and enjoying every 
minute of life. 

Our medicine is love and laughter and, between the two of us, we are very good at that! 
Sam’s knowledge about the secret life of food is extraordinary and I bow to her endless 
knowledge on all that is edible.

Janet DeNeefe
Founder & Director
Ubud Writers & Readers Festival 
Bali
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Samantha Gowing  and Janet DeNeefe at the Maya, Ubud, Bali.



My voyage across the nourishing waters towards the healing arts began when I 
was a teenager. I broke my leg riding my little green motor scooter on a crisp 

autumn Melbourne morning. I don’t really remember how the accident happened, but 
clearly I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. Or was I? Everything happens for 
a reason and the memory of the impact is deliberately dim. I blacked out but then I 
saw the light. 

My recollection of this is as clear now as it was the day it happened more than twenty-
five years ago. I was floating and it felt as though I was being drawn to a higher, 
extraordinarily serene place that was light filled and calm. There was no struggle just 
clarity, an understanding and acceptance. I knew my physical body was on the ground 
and the body that carried me was part of that physical body but it also had a life of its 
own – effortless. As I was been drawn into the lighter place I had a sense that it was 
not the right time for me to leave my physical body – I hadn’t said goodbye to anyone. 
I thought of my father and how much I would miss him. 

As thoughts slowly gathered of my friends and family, I felt a shift in my energy and I 
began to descend from the place I had been. I felt myself move downwards and I became 
hyper aware of the force of gravity pulling at me. I could see my body sprawled on the 
ground and I had the sense of onlookers gathering around me then suddenly, with 
what seemed like a great thud, I was on the ground and filling out my physical body 
with the part that felt as though it had been floating. I slid into my body as if I was 
putting on an old pair of boots and all seemed ok, that is until I heard the siren of the 
ambulance and almost instantaneously I felt pain. Quickly I realised all was not well. I 
opened my eyes to see a posse of personal trainers from a nearby gym staring down at me. 
Naturally I thought I had died and gone to heaven until a paramedic peered through 
the crowd and then I knew it was kind of heaven on earth except this one hurt like hell. 

The paramedics carted me off to the Alfred Hospital in Melbourne after asking me to 
wiggle my toes – phew – and I recall giggling all the way from South Melbourne with them. 
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When I was wheeled into casualty the attending nurse screamed at the site of me and 
jeered away. Clearly things were still not good. She composed herself and returned 
swiftly and then I recognised her face – she was a girl I went to boarding school with 
and was probably in more shock than I was. Lucky for me I was able to whine and 
carry on a bit, begging for more of that surreal morphine that danced so gracefully 
through my entire being earlier. I was euphoric and felt blessed to have friends in high 
places. Or maybe that was just me in the ‘high’ place.

The next few days were a bit of a blur - intensive care has that effect – and it hurt a lot. 
I had patches of memory; immediate family, best friends around me and my father 
sobbing at my side, in his suit with his tie skewif - a sign he’d had too many drinks in 
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Seafood tasting platter.
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his restaurant. Slowly I understood of what had happened. I had snapped my right 
femur thighbone and managed a rather nasty compound fracture to my right tibia or 
shinbone, fracture my left radius and given my nose a good whack. Scars and bumps 
galore, I was lucky to be alive. I was nineteen.

Six weeks in traction at the Alfred hospital consisting of four-hourly intravenous 
pethidine administration accompanied by an anti-nausea shot. The “Jolly Lolly Trolley” 
as the wonderful nurses of Ward 4D called it would wheel in and whack me up. My 
tummy and bum bruised by the pin cushioning of those hideous needles. As weeks 
passed I found myself craving the needle more than the drug itself – go figure. Drug 
dependency in hospital is an interesting journey and so were the astro-travels around 
the ward at night. 

You have to remember that I was pinned to the bed in traction, held down by heavily 
weighted water bottles at the end of the bed to keep the broken bones of my right leg 
in one place so they could knit and heal. The fractures were so bad that I had a K-Rod 
(not to be confused with K Rudd) inserted through the head of my femur diagonally 
down to the end of the shaft of my long bone. In addition, a plate with eight screws 
was inserted to hold the compound fracture of my tibia together which was so badly 
broken that the operating orthopedic surgeon had to laterally rotate my lower leg, 
which meant to turn it out dramatically to one side so my bones could heal. This has 
left me with my right leg a few centimeters shorter – give or take the weather.

The pethidine doses diminished and soon I had two new friends I could depend 
on. I called them Vera Valium and Katie Codeine forte who dropped in every four 
hours. My mental state was somewhat synthetic and while the pain continued I was 
in a semi-state of acceptance and became quite accustomed to lying in bed all day 
watching TV and resting. As time passed I was encouraged to begin my long arduous road 
of physiotherapy. Yeoucharooni! My poor right leg had atrophied beyond recognition 
and worse still I could not move a muscle. I tried so hard to wiggle a toe and raise a foot 
but to no avail. Somehow during those frustrating final days in hospital I managed to 
get up and out of my horizontal home to be bathed and clumsily move from walking 
frame to crutches, stumbling like a disabled newborn calf. 

Yoga found me about ten years after the injuries. In the beginning I could not even 
kneel. The scar tissue so entrenched that I had a limited range of motion. Back bends 
were a fantasy and seated twists nearly impossible. Slowly but sure I persisted with a 
practice and was guided by a wonderful teacher in Fitzroy named Paul Wooden at his 
Gertrude Street Yoga centre. I soon joined the daily dawn practice and over a year I 
was amazed how my body responded to the movement and the breathing techniques. 
It is over fifteen years since I began my practice and I went onto teach Yoga and Pilates 
for eight years. No student is too inflexible. Yoga is a journey and not a destination and 
I am truly grateful for my connection to the sacred Sanskrit spiritual path.
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Byron Styling

I’d had a gut full of the extreme Melbourne weather. Freezing and bleak in winter 
and the sweltering city heat in summer so in 2008 I packed up my three legged dog 

Sly Bones and my best friend Nigel and we headed off for an unchartered adventure to 
Byron Bay where we have lived ever since. Well, Sly Bones has gone to the great organic 
kennel in the sky, but he spent his last year in paradise.  

Byron is an awesome place to live because of the ocean, live entertainment and 
abundant produce of the Northern Rivers region. You can read more about that on 
this website I built for a Masters assignment at www.mynorthernexposure.com

http://mynorthernexposure.com/
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People are always asking where to go and what to do when you’re 
here so here’s some tips for you.

I recommend Targa for the best breakfast in town and the real 
teapots that don’t drip, and real tea leaves – the best green tea 
in town.

My weekly survival meal when I feel like ‘uncooking’ is The Awakening 
buckwheat pancake at the Conscious Cafe and a young coconut – 
just love it. 

Fellow healthy foodie Jemma Gawned’s newly relocated Naked 
Treaties Raw Bar is the bomb for sensational living green juices 
her superfood smoothies which I always have with a good pinch 
of E3Live.

We reckon our mates should always stay with my mate Lyndy 
‘Tricky’ Lee at Byron Bay Executive Accommodation.

If you’re here in winter, enjoy the whale migration. Also, Sundays 
through Thursdays Happy Hour at the Byron at Byron is full of 
locals.

For the best Ayurvedic hot oil treatment for chronic muscle pain 
checkout Ambaji House of Wellbeing.

Most importantly whenever I’m having a spiritual meltdown I call 
on Liz Winter, a medium in Mullum. That’s fun to say!

We have great entertainment here which was one of my main 
criteria for relocating. Local acts include Tijuana Cartel and an 
awesome singer called Lisa Hunt who sings about once a month 
on a Sundays at the Beach Hotel.
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“As I ate the oysters with their strong taste of the sea  

and their faint metallic taste that the cold white wine washed away,  

leaving only the sea taste and the succulent texture,  

and as I drank their cold liquid from each shell  

and washed it down with the crisp taste of the wine,  

I lost the empty feeling and began to be happy and to make plans.”

Ernest Hemingway, A Moveable Feast

Not long after I moved to Byron Bay I stood up on a surfboard for the first time. 
Cashing in a birthday voucher I was lucky enough to be guided by former US surfing 

pro Rusty Miller who gave me my wings. He taught me a kind of surf yoga on the beach – 
much to the delight of the locals – we danced like birds as he prepared me for my maiden 
voyage. Onshore I was encouraged to learn that the action of standing up was not dissimilar 
to that of Chataranga Dandasana, a yoga position that makes up part of the Vinyasa Flow.

Rusty shared some of his water knowledge with me, teaching me board safety, body balance, 
paddling techniques and restoring some of the ocean confidence I had lost when diving years 
before on the Great Barrier Reef. Delighted that I am a “goofy foot” – right leg leads – as 
my right leg is two and a half centimeter’s shorter from the road accident mentioned earlier. 
After a few attempts of crawling and wiping out I managed to stand shakily for the first time 
– albeit not for long. When I finally stood up I hung on for dear life flapping my wings and 
focusing in the tip of the board as instructed. By the end of that initial lesson, I had clumsily 
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surfed nearly a dozen waves and by the last two, the realisation dawned on me that it wasn’t 
about controlling the board it was about moving and gliding along with the force of the wave 
prompting me to relax and let the energy of the wave move through me. I was hooked.

Surfing is a daily connection that becomes a part of your existence. It provides a deeper 
respect for the ocean and the Zen-like experience that it delivers when you are tuned 
into the immediate experience of what you are doing. Not before, not after, the right 
here and now. Laser focus, safety and skill combine with the negative ions of the water, 
the force and energy of the wave – a constant measure of energy, yet this is one we can 
measure and witness unlike those which are graphed. 

Longboard Love at Wategos Beach, Byron Bay
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Salad of Sea Vegetables with Kelp Noodles

Serves 4 as a side

1 packet kelp noodles. 
Good handful of green leaves, washed and dried
1 toasted nori sheet, shredded
1 tablespoon arame seaweed, soaked and drained
1 tablespoon wakame seaweed, soaked and drained
2/3 cup activated almonds, roughly chopped
1 tablespoon pickled ginger, shredded

Dressing
1/3 cup macadamia nut oil
2 tablespoons mirin
1 tablespoon tamari
1 teaspoon white miso paste
Dash umeboshi plum vinegar 
1 teaspoon grated ginger
1 lime, zest and juice

•  Rinse and drain kelp noodles
•  Combine sea vegetables,  

leaves and almonds
•  Add pickled ginger
•  Whisk dressing ingredients  

together well and blend  
into salad.




