Tuesday September 25 2001, Salinas California

Healing Reaction

Today I had a scary few moments.  In retrospect, it may prove to be a good thing.  I was awakened at about 5am by a gnawing pain in the pit of my stomach.  It was very painful.  In fact, I am quite familiar with such pains since in the period between 1982 and 1984, I was troubled by chronic stomach pain, probably an ulcer.  It all stemmed from a food poisoning incident that occurred during a business trip to Tunisia.  I was so sick. For three weeks I ran a high fever and couldn’t eat a thing.  During that period I consumed prodigious amounts of aspirin to combat the raging headaches.  Shortly afterwards, I started having these profound stomachaches whenever my diet got at all adventurous.  I was prescribed Tagamet and for several years was plagued by awful pain for days at a time.  Eventually, the attacks became less frequent and after about three years stopped altogether.

But this morning I was in great discomfort and further troubled by the thought that probably the diet contained some acid or other substance that had aggravated my old-time ulcer.  If I can’t follow the Gerson diet, I’ll die.  I surely couldn’t live with this pain for two years or even six months.  I dragged myself to work.  When Howard came in, I described my symptoms in a hurt and accusing manner.  In mid sentence, he was on the phone to Momma Charlotte, and handed the phone to me.  

“Hello Charlotte. How are you feeling?”  Charlotte had, just the day before, undergone cataract surgery and already she was being asked to help another person.  I was a little embarrassed to be bothering her.  I described my symptoms.  When I got to the phrase “It’s almost like when I had an ulcer….”, her voice lit up and she said, with some finality, “A healing reaction!”.  I expressed some doubt and concern about the nature of the food or the supplements.  She admitted, perhaps only to please me, that we could omit the Acidol tablets for a time.   Those are for people with assumed weak digestion due to illness, she said.  That is certainly not the case with you.  Let’s just wait and see what happens with your stomach pain.  I was somewhat unconvinced, but even as we spoke the pain subsided a bit and by 10am, the start of a department meeting, the pain was entirely gone.

It seems that the Gerson therapy causes the re-living of past illnesses and these show up in healing reactions.  I had long complained to Howard about my apparent lack of healing reactions so far.  I viewed them as an indication that “something” was happening.  “Be careful what you wish for”, he cautioned, “You may get what you ask for”.

A Gerson Moment

There seem to be a few well-known side effects of the Gerson treatment especially as it relates to coffee enemas and castor oil treatment.  The following anecdote illustrates one of these:
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Sunday was a beautiful Monterey Peninsula fall day, cool and clear.  It was also castor oil day.  The day was made especially sad by the tragic events in New York.  In the early afternoon, CNN carried, in its entirety, the memorial prayer service from Yankee Stadium.  The prayers, the moving comments by the dignitaries, the songs, the TV shots of grieving loved ones and grieving firemen, made one feel mournful and tearful.  The final number was Lee Greenwood, the country singer, performing “I’m Proud To Be An American”.  That song is melodic, patriotic, optimistic and, even in the best of times, hopelessly sentimental.   Under the circumstances it was nearly unbearable.  With tears streaming down my face I made my way to the front door to look at the large American flag I had displayed on the front wall of our house.  I had some vague notion of saluting it or something patriotic like that.  Through the glass panes of the door I was greeted with a scene of unparalleled beauty and symbolism.  To the left was the flag, fluttering in the gentle breeze.  The hazy afternoon sun was slanting through the sprawling canopy of the California live-oak trees adjacent to our front porch.   Under the trees, not 30 feet away, were two deer lying down surveying the scene with apparent contentment.  I was so moved, I wept ….. and pooped in my pants.

Finger Nails

Another odd side effect is occurring.  I am finding it impossible to keep my finger nails clean.  It’s not like I am digging in the garden, or working on the Chevy.  But every day, my fingernails are black with dirt and gunk.  I mentioned it to Howard who asked did I ever get my hands dirty with gas or oil.  I could think of dozens of times I washed the oil-covered belly of the airplane using gasoline as a solvent.  Even further back, I can recall working with my chain saw work and other gas powered tools.  “You body is probably sloughing off toxins in your hands”, he said.  

A Conference Call

This afternoon Tivre had scheduled a technical meeting at 1:30pm.  I could obviously not attend and keep to my therapy schedule so I (unwisely) suggested that they conference me in when the meeting began.  Unfortunately the meeting began at the exact moment when I was due for my afternoon coffee break.  I figured that the therapy waits for no man so at the appointed hour I was on the mat with an enema tube up my butt and the portable phone at my side.  The phone rang and I was conferenced in with at least a half dozen of my colleagues including two attractive young women.  Everything went fine until it came time to dump the load.  I was greatly concerned that the noise would be picked up by the telephone microphone and broadcast on the speakerphone to the Tivre conference room as great cascading waterfall sounds and booming farts.  So, with great will power and grimacing, I think I reduced the noise level to the barely audible, and if my activities were made public, nobody has so far mentioned it.

Angels

Monica was here today.  She was not feeling well (migraine) and said she did not sleep much last night.  But she just worked her heart out all day.  I mean really worked.  She had to make another pot of soup as well as the usual stuff so it was a busy hard labor day.  I am so lucky that I have found these two helpers.  They are underpaid and I want to talk to Gayle about giving them a raise.  

Monica said that Helen’s grandmother thought the work was too hard and she won’t be coming back. 

