Wednesday, August 29, 2001, Tijuana, Mexico

The Worst Thing Ever

It’s Wednesday morning at 5:50am.  I’ve been up since 5am when the dreaded castor oil and coffee arrived.  Gayle is sleeping peacefully in the double bed.  Actually, I had an awful night’s sleep.  It may have been my 7pm enema that might have been extra strong, but I couldn’t get to sleep.  I didn’t turn the light out till almost 11pm and then I tossed and turned and maybe dozed lightly until the wee hours.  I was haunted by the thought of the 5am wakeup call.  That castor oil is really the pits.  When it arrived, I downed it as quickly as I could and then gulped down the strong coffee chaser.  It actually wasn’t so bad as I had been imagining it in my dreams.  On the other hand, my stomach hasn’t stated churning yet.  Give it a few minutes.  When I get home, I hope to devise some method for encapsulating the castor oil.  I understand that I can buy empty capsules in a large size.  Then I could fill them with castor oil using a discarded syringe.  I have in mind taking a board and drilling a matrix of holes of the correct size and depth to hold the empty capsule halves.   I could fill them with the syringe and then slip on the outside half of the capsule.  The issue is how big are the capsules?  I need to ingest 30 cc of castor oil.  So, can I get empty 10 cc capsules?  I will investigate.

My Employer Agrees

I had a couple of encouraging e-mails yesterday.  Jim Van Riper sent me an e-mail saying he would go along with my proposal for a half-day at the office, half-day at home schedule.  That’s great!  This plan may work after all!  Then I got a very supportive e-mail from Howard reconfirming that there was no dissention will Gayle about getting things set up.  That was a comfort.  He reconfirmed that he will be there when we arrive from San Diego with juices at the ready, soup made, a refrigerator full of initial supplies, and will then give us lessons in juice, coffee, and soup preparation.  I think that’s all we need.

Kitchen Help Miscue

We forgot (dumb) to call Maria Medina (our cleaning lady) last night to see if she had contacted her friend about working for us.  I will ask Gayle to call Maria this morning when she wakes up.  Gayle was also going to call our neighbor Kathy Della-Rose who has ties into the Latino community and might be able to recommend someone.

Well, today is my day to learn how to inject myself with the liver extract.  I hope that goes OK.

10:30pm

Today ended up being very routine.  The castor oil was not a serious problem to my general well being.  I got my lesson on how to do the liver extract-Vitamin B12 injections:  .1 cc B12 from one bottle and 3.0 cc liver extract from another bottle.  Then switch needles to a thin 25 gauge 1 ¼ needle.  Stab it in to your but up to the hilt, and push slowly.  I had the nurse mark on my backside in ballpoint pen the proper area of injection.  Tomorrow I get to do it myself.  Looking forward to it (
Gayle and I spent several hours looking at the 2nd Gerson tape.  It’s a workshop led by Charlotte on what should be done and how.  Charlotte is certainly a very dominant lady.

Schedule

I am trying to work out a possible work schedule that will fit around the therapy.  One of the sticking points is the accursed castor oil treatment.  I learned today from Dr. Jean (the main Gerson doctor at the hospital) that one cannot take the castor oil in the middle of the day.  It has to be done on an empty stomach (at 5am) and kicks in around 10am, 5 hours later.  Now the therapy that I am doing has a companion castor oil enema that gets done at 10am so the two castor oil events occur simultaneously as a kind of intestinal explosion.  It will be impossible to do this enema at work.  Can it be done when I get home in the afternoon at about 2pm?  I will find out tomorrow.

As we plan our strategy for getting help, I am more and more thinking that it would be much more useful to have help in the afternoon when I am working at home rather than in the morning when I am at work.  On the other hand, a variation would be to work at home in the morning and come to the office in the afternoon (although this is not a good plan from the point of view of work productivity).  In that scenario, I could handle the castor oil business at home.  And the helper would be at the house in the morning making juices, cleaning and preparing vegetables and fruits, making soup, making coffee concentrate, and making lunch.  

Gayle and I could make breakfast and dinner, do the shopping, and handle things on the weekend.

About this castor oil business, Dr. Jean says when I go home it can moderate from every other day to three times a week   (that’s two work days per week), and then at six weeks, it can go down to twice a week (that’s one work day per week), and then some time thereafter (week 10), it can become a once-a-week delight.

Gayle seems to be getting into the idea of this therapy.  She is strictly following my regimen, 13 juices, 2-3 enemas, and the strict Gerson vegetarian meal.  In addition, today I bought her a massage that made her very happy.

Well, time to turn in.

