Thursday, August 23, 2001 Tijuana Mexico

Today is my birthday, my 58th. Actually it is my 59th birthday if you count the day on which I was born.  In any case, just to clarify things, I turned 58 today.

I received several nice surprises.  Charlotte brought me figs from her garden wrapped in yellow paper and decorated with a yellow rose.  Very thoughtful.  Anne sent me a sisterly e-mail with an attachment labeled  “How to tell if your ass is too small”   (no further explanation is offered herein).  I received birthday phone calls from Gayle and Victoria, and Howard and Sally sent me an Internet birthday card with the basic message “we are all thinking about you”.  It has been a cheerful day as a result.

Charlotte and I had a long talk on several subjects that I may report on later.

Castor Oil

Last night, after retiring at about 10 pm, I felt the full impact of drinking 13 juices and having an enlarged prostate:  bathroom calls at 11pm, 12am, 1am, and 4am.  But I can navigate the way nearly in my sleep and it does not seemed to have disturbed by sleep.  What did disturb my sleep was the knock on the door at 5:05am by the friendly castor oil and coffee lady.  I was presented a little tray with a little 30cc plastic cup full of castor oil, a Styrofoam cup of steaming black coffee, and a small cup of raw sugar.  I knew I what I was supposed to do with this and exclaimed “Oh no”.  The CO&C lady was confused and responded “¿No?”.  I assured her in sign language that this was the right place and took the unwanted tray and returned to the comfort of my bed.  The castor oil was the consistency of honey and had the color and taste of STP Engine Treatment.  I downed the oil like a cowboy in the saloon and chased it with the coffee, sugar and all.  It was highly unpalatable.  I’ll have to scour the Gerson handbook to see what possible benefit this does me.  By the way, the follow up treatment is that the 10’oclock unmentionable is also laced with liberal quantities of castor oil so I am getting purged from both ends.  The results were neither particularly spectacular nor objectionable.  I am confused as to how often this is done.  The Gerson handbook says every other day.  I somehow thought this was only a treat for Thursdays.

Yesterday, in my documentation of the food served here, I did not include a picture of breakfast.  So the picture below in included for completeness of this record:
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Fresh Squeezed Organic
Orange Tuice

Fresh Fruit (Grapes, Mangos,
Papaya, and Melon

Oatmeal smothered in Stewed
Pears, Mangos and Raisins





The Gerson food as prepared here is excellent.  I crave nothing else and am very satisfied at every meal and eat heartily.

Morning Prayers

I began my day in an unusual way.  At 8:30 the schedule said that there was a “devotional” session in the lounge.  It sounded comforting so I went.  Steve, the missionary from Indiana was there and the guy from Australia, George.  Steve read a passage from Acts concerning some biblical medical miracle and then followed it up with a story about a miraculous recovery of somebody in his church.   Then George intoned a long prayer asking for blessing for everybody.  We hugged and departed.  It WAS comforting, mainly to see an affirmation that there are good honest people in the world.

The Hospital

I went around today and took some pictures of my world.  Below is a picture of the outside of the hospital.  It’s pretty modern and has a nice atmosphere.
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This is a picture of the front desk:
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This is the dining room that is just off the front lobby.
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The portrait is of Enersto Francisco Contraras.   He is the founder of this hospital and was a former Mexican Army doctor and ordained minister.  The inscription on the wall gives an indication of the religious atmosphere that pervades the hospital.  Contraras is 80 years old and very frail.  In fact, he is confined to a room just down the hall from me and looks like he is not well (three heart attacks, pacemaker, etc).  Charlotte (who is very practical) says he should eat the Gerson diet and is not a good advertisement for the hospital.  His son is the chief medical doctor of the hospital and his grandson (with the improbable last name of Kennedy) is the hospital administrator.

This is the nurse’s station down the hall from my room.  This is where we go for supplies, i.e. coffee.  That’s Pamela standing up.

[image: image5.jpg]



Finally, the Gerson administrator (in charge) is Erica:
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Late Breaking News:  I just returned from dinner where they served a birthday cake for me.  It was a Gerson recipe.  I think the main ingredients were sweet potato and honey with pears on top.  It was tasty but a bit on the heavy side.  I enjoyed it, but some of the Oasis patients seemed more interested in the ice cream.

I am looking forward to Gayle’s arrival in less than two days.  I had a nice birthday in spite of the castor oil.

