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Paul is a certified Medical Qigong Practitioner
(M.Q.P.), with fifteen years experience as a teacher

and student. He teaches many forms including: Wild
Goose Qigong, The Yi Jin Jing, Immune

Enhancement Qigong, The Creative Organ Cycle
Qigong, and the Five Animal (Wu Qin Xi). He

employs a metaphysical approach to his teaching
and learning, in that, he believes the direct

experience of Qi, is the most practical doorway into
knowing its healing wisdom. Paul is also an

accomplished writer, where he explores the ever
evolving Cosmic Story, and its cyclical shifting

nature between Light and dark.

PAUL MOORE CHAVES
FOUNDER OF CHAVES' SCHOOL OF QIGONG
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GRASSHOPPER WHO
COULDN'T SMILE

I was twenty seven years old,
living in Los Angeles, the land
of glitz and glamour, and
after years of ignoring my
childhood wounds, suddenly
found myself wearing a face
full of cystic acne. I’d recently
graduated from UCLA’s
school of Theater, Film, and
Television, and had just
played the title role in a
professional stage production
at the Getty Villa in Malibu.
One night I even performed
in front of Tom Hanks and
Mike Nichols.

Needless to say, for an actor
living in image obsessed Los
Angeles, to suddenly have my
face possessed by thick, red,
deep, painful boils on my skin
was the beginning of my
spiritual awakening and the
end of my previous life.
Months prior to meeting my
teacher I had started to tell
my friends and family that I
wanted to live a long, happy,
and vital life. I went to a
bookstore, rifling through a
book on Homeopathy to treat
my acne, when I had the
thought, 
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‘I wonder if there’s a good
homeopath in L.A.’ About five
minutes later a homeopath
walked up to me and handed
me his business card. He later
told me that it was the last
card he had on him. This was
in 2006, before most of us
were transformed into
walking computers. I saw him
over the course of a few
weeks and he gave me a
remedy that brought all of
my acne to the surface. I
experienced an emotional,
physical, and spiritual
surrender. I called my father
and began crying over the
phone, expressing to him
how lost and hurt I was. All he
could do was listen. My acne
first surfaced shortly after the
first time I had sex, which
could be a book in and of
itself, as it relates to my
hormones, and my sexual
abuse as a teenage boy. I’d
taken antibiotics for years,
and periodically received
steroid injections into my
face. These temporarily
helped, but at a certain point
everything stopped working.
My body was rejecting
western medicine, and I had
yet to face the emotional and
spiritual wounds of my
childhood trauma.

 I needed help. The day I
called my father, my acne
was so bad that I couldn’t
smile without pain. The next
day I went to a Yoga class in
West Hollywood taught by a
yogi I’d met years ago, a man
who I felt was authentic and
spiritually adept. After his
class he approached me and I
began to cry on the floor of
the room. He suggested I
come with him to attend a
Qigong class that was about
to start on the patio outside.
My first Qigong class felt like
coming home. It resonated
with my soul in such a way
that it felt familiar to me, like I
had done this before. The
simplicity of the movements
coupled with the teaching of
its principals were profound,
healing, and offered my hurt
heart the refuge I needed.
From that day on I never
looked back, and continued
to study with my teacher,
diligently, week after week, in
a variety of metaphysical
healing techniques that
empowered my self loving
identity and healed the
shame of childhood trauma.
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HATCHED FROM THE
TAOIST EGG


