Monday, August 27 2001, Tijuana, Mexico

I have not written an update for the last two days (Saturday and Sunday).  Gayle arrived Saturday afternoon and that and other things have taken my attention away from the basically solitary process of writing this diary.  It is now 6:45 on Monday morning and Gayle is still asleep and I have a few spare minutes before the 7:00am unmentionable.  So I will jot down a few thoughts.  I have been up since 5am when I was awakened for my every-other day dose of castor oil.  That is the one truly disgusting and objectionable part of this therapy.  Ugh.  I want to throw up just thinking about it.  Why doesn’t somebody make a castor oil capsule?  I’d much rather take 10 pills rather than the 30cc of oil in a cup.  It has the consistency of honey and the taste of motor oil.

Gayle

Since Gayle has arrived, I think I have become less involved (and interested) in my fellow patients.  I think this is a normal result of having a companion.

Gayle arrived is a fairly excited state.  I think wrapping things up at school so she could be away for a week took a major amount of energy.  I see her relaxing a bit now.  And she had been able to do a lot of sleeping.  She is feeling very stressed about her responsibilities concerning this therapy.  There was some miscommunication with Howard about who was going to do what.  Gayle thought Howard and Sally had volunteered to do some initial setup and then Howard was cross with Gayle when she didn’t do something that he expected her to do.  We are both wondering about Sally’s being out of town when she had made a point of helping us set up.  Howard’s last e-mail to me had a complaining tone to it, “Well, I guess I will have to do it all”.  I don’t need any dissention among my support group just now, and I feel I will need to stroke Howard a bit and let him know that we don’t expect him to bear the full load.  We just don’t know our way and need guidance.  I will send him an e-mail this morning.

Gayle has adopted the full Gerson program, food and enemas.  The only rub is that she can’t figure how to insert the tube, so I have been doing that for now.

Sometime this week I have to learn to give myself the daily injections.  I really don’t want Gayle to have to do it.  I’d rather do it myself.  I’ll ask Charlotte how I get lessons.

Watching Videos

The program here at the hospital is less instructive than I had thought.  I think I expected cooking and juicing classes every morning.  I presume the videos are supposed to serve that purpose.  We just started watching the first Gerson video last night.  I had seen it last week, but I felt we needed to see it together.  We crawled into Gayle’s double bed together and pulled up the covers.  We need to get down to business and start watching them.

You know, it’s cold here.  We are right on the shore, and the marine layer is just about continuously overhead.  It keeps it quite cool.

I keep looking for signs that the therapy is doing something.  Since I felt very well to begin with, I don’t think I can feel any “better” so I am looking for “different”.  The castor oil makes me feel worse (that’s not better).  As I sit here, my stomach is grumbling.  My headaches that I felt after three days on a vegetarian diet went away with the enemas. I have some sort of “sore” on my lip that is strange.

It may be my imagination (or hopeful thinking) but I think I have detected two changes.  I have two cyst-like things on my body.  One on my left arm is a marble sized globule of something under the skin.  For several years, I have been thinking of getting it surgically removed.  But I think it is getting smaller, flatter, and less hard.  Likewise with a fibrous cyst on the back of my neck, also on the left side.  This growth is a silver dollar sized bulge on the back of my neck.  It too seems smaller and less firm.  I may be manufacturing good results.  Lets keep an “eye” on these things.

Well, Gayle is stirring and I have to do my 7am enema.  Good by for now.

