Thursday, August 30, 2001, Tijuana, Mexico

4:00pm 

Today was a busy day so far.  I just was awoken from a nap of a few minutes by the juice lady.  Carrot juice, and don’t forget to take the liver extract pills.  There is no peace here.  (  I actually don’t feel that great.  I have a dull headache in spite of a couple of enemas.  I suspect it is the some form of “reaction” from the therapy. 

The day started with Gayle in a depression.  I could tell.  She wears it on her face.  She was sort of pacing around and staring out the window and not being very helpful.  She said later that there was no specific reason for her depression; it was just there.  Later Charlotte said that she thought Gayle was having some sort of reaction (or flare up as Gerson calls them) to the diet.  Depression is one of the side effects.  After breakfast and a coffee break, Gayle felt better.

Dave and Susan (the couple from Tacoma) were leaving this morning and we saw them at breakfast.  Susan doesn’t look good.  She is very gaunt.  While here she was getting radiation treatments for her brain tumor.  I have a bad feeling about her condition.

A Visit By Charlotte

Charlotte arrived after breakfast.  We had a long talk and were joined later by Dr. King and Dr. Jean.  We talked about a lot of things and they answered a number of my questions.  Charlotte suggested that I take the castor oil at 4 pm coupled with a 9pm castor oil enema. That solves the work issue since can I do the whole business in the afternoon/evening.  She confirmed that I could not take them Saturday-Sunday but needed to spread them out during the week.

She spent a lot of time discussing Gayle’s situation.  Gayle said she is cutting back on her estrogen.  “Good!” said Charlotte. “It’s no good for you”.    Gayle used Fosomax once (calcium treatment) but didn’t like it.  “Good!” said Charlotte, “It’s poison.  You get calcium from vegetables in a form that your body can assimilate.”  

After a long discussion about Gayle, I piped up and said,  “I’m the patient here.  I have some questions”.  And I proceeded to ask my list of questions that included questions about the injection techniques and other details.

Second Lab tests

Dr Jean brought the results of my last blood test.  Many of the numbers were scrambled when compared with my first blood test and some were out of limits.  “That’s normal,” said Charlotte, “A sign that your body is reacting to the therapy and getting rid of toxins”.  She was concerned about my tri-glycerides which were perfectly normal the first test (111) and way high the second (252) when normal is less than 150.  She said stop eating bananas and raisons and dried fruit.  That’s too bad.  Those raisons brighten up my oatmeal at breakfast.  My vital signs are good blood pressure 110/70, pulse 70, and temperature 36C.  Charlotte says high blood pressure disappears immediately for nearly all Gerson patients.  Why any person would take blood pressure medicine with all their side effects when they could eat carrots is beyond me.

.

Optimism

I cannot express the full measure of the optimism that everybody feels about my condition.  There is the unanimous assumption that I will be fully cured, probably sooner rather than later.  Nobody needed to add that the therapy is a two-year process to fix the immune system and then a life style change afterwards.

Charlotte mentioned that the upcoming hydrotherapy session might trigger a healing reaction.  This seems to be proving true.

After my meeting with Charlotte and the doctors, I gave myself my first liver injection.  It went well and was not at all uncomfortable.

Hydrotherapy Cock-up

Then, I was given the Laetrile IV followed by my second (and last) hydrotherapy.  This last session was a bit of a cock-up on a number of fronts.  First, part of the process of is to drink hot tea while in the tub.  This helps to heat up the body core.  Well, the tea didn’t come so I had to spend a lot more time in the tub, which was really uncomfortable.  Then, when I was returned to my room, Gayle was at lunch and had locked the room.  She didn’t have the key (which wasn’t found until later) so they summoned the security guard who had a master key.  Meanwhile, I am dying in a wheelchair from the heat since I am all wrapped in blankets and I want desperately to lie down in my bed.  So the security guard comes to unlock the door and his key gets stuck in the lock.   At least I was in my bed, but handymen and locksmiths worked on the lock for an hour, finally removing the lockset and replacing it some time later.  Then I was lying in bed cooling off, waiting for Gayle to return with my lunch.  Well, she got involved in some conversations with a fellow patient, and didn’t arrive back till two.  I was famished and cross.  But my irritation was neutralized when I discovered the room key in my pants pocket.  Oh, the trials and tribulations of being a pampered patient.

Tonight, I plan to attend the Thursday night “Share and Prayer” session.  This will be my last chance to participate in these group therapy sessions.  I think Gayle will come too.

