Friday, August 24, 2001, Tijuana Mexico

Well, I have been here over four days.  It seems like forever.  I have definitely gotten into a routine.  I can whip off a coffee enema in 20+ minutes.  I hardly ever forget to take my pills at the right time.

I am looking forward to Gayle’s arrival tomorrow.  But, at the same time, I know that her arrival will bring change, maybe disruption of my carefully crafted routine, and certainly a big dose of reality.   Gayle’s attitude toward this development in our lives will make an enormous difference (no, all the difference) in how successful the therapy will be.  In a sense, my health and life depends on it.  Will she go along with it?  Will she join it?  Will her own health benefit from this direction that I/we have chosen?  Heavy thoughts.

Even in my closed little world centered on my hospital room, there is change.  The nurses and attendants change from day to day.  There are new patients coming and leaving all the time.  Even the daily routine is somewhat different.  Mondays and Thursday Charlotte comes.  Every other day I get to ingest some castor oil.  Twice a week they have “share and pray” meeting. and today I got to experience the hydro-therapy.

Hydro Therapy

The idea behind hydrotherapy is related to the Laetrile and not strictly Gerson.  The Laetrile raises the temperature of cancer cells to the point where they become weakened and more susceptible to attack by the immune system.  Hydrotherapy helps that process along by raising the core body temperature to 104 F degrees (80 C) that puts the cancer cells at an even higher temperature where they are killed.  It’s nothing more than a carefully controlled hot tub session where the patient sits in a Jacuzzi type tub while the nurse monitors temperature, blood pressure and pulse.  At the same time the patient is drinking hot peppermint tea.  When the patient’s temperature reaches 80C they begin a long cool down during which they wrap one up in a terry-cloth bathrobe, a big blanket, and towels around the head, rush you back to your room in a wheel chair, and tuck you into bed saying  “Have a nice nap” or the equivalent in Spanish.  Actually it was very pleasant at first but then, surprise-surprise, it got really hot.  I stood it as long as I could and then unwrapped myself from my mummy costume and drank my green juice that was waiting for me.

Other Patients

There are now three Gerson patients on our floor.  The entire hospital is somewhat empty I was told.  I guess cancer goes on summer vacation.  The new patient is a young (?) man here with his parents.  He looks pretty gaunt.  I haven’t learned his story yet.  I have had some nice talks with the couple next door (the apple grower from PA whose wife has metastases breast cancer).

I am looking around me and seeing that I seem to be the only patient here who has skipped the conventional medical therapy for cancer.  There is one woman from New Jersey, a concert pianist, formally married to a doctor, who had a breast lumpectomy but said “no thank you” to the chemo and radiation.  I guess one might say she also skipped the bad stuff.  She is here as a “precaution” and getting the Laetrile treatment.  I hear the same story again and again in various versions: “chemotherapy is a fraud”, “we are here to undo what the doctors messed up”, “I told my husband that I would rather die than go through that again”, and “They said they got it all, and six months later I had another tumor”.

Laetrile

At the same time I wonder what the majority of the patients here are thinking in that Laetrile may be effective and gentle in killing cancer cells, but it is not a cure to the underlying problem, the breakdown of the immune system (or so the Gerson mantra goes).  Do these people think that the Laetrile treatment will provide a lasting cure to their cancer problem?  This hospital gives more than lip service to nutrition.  All patients eat an organic vegetarian diet.  But only the Gerson therapy preaches nutrition and detoxification as a life style and cure.

Chance

As I write this, I wonder again, about the accident of circumstance that brought Howard and I together last December after a separation in our lives and friendship that lasted many years.  Hmmmm…..

In anticipation of Gayle’s arrival tomorrow, I have reorganized the room and put many items away that were lying on the “companion bed”.  The room looks absolutely tidy.

I find that the hours between 2:30 and 6:00 pm are pure luxury.  Nothing to do but drink juices, read, study, or tap away on my computer.  I have started to read Ahab’s Wife, a book that Tory lent me.  She was/is reading it for her book club.  I find her scholarly notes in the margins disrupting. Did I really spawn this intellectual?

I have also volunteered to write an article for the MAPA Log concerning the 2001 Caravan.  I need to get started on that.

Progress?

Finally, to finish off today’s entry, I don’t feel I am making any progress in understanding how we will undertake the crushing chore of preparing the Gerson food when I get home.  I am eating it, I am seeing how it can be attractively prepared, but I don’t know how to do it yet.  I must get down to business and watch the final two Gerson Institute tapes.  I think they deal with food prep.  That is something Gayle and I will have to discuss.

Beginning to Plan My Life

I have decided that we need to launch the Gerson diet in two stages:

Stage 1:  Prepare a basic conforming diet in a sustainable way.  This can be, so far as I care, the same food every day, so long as it is there when needed and doesn’t exhaust or bankrupt us.

Stage 2:  Improve and vary the diet as time, knowledge, and energy permits.

