Wednesday September 26, 2001, Salinas California

Dinner with Aunt Marjorie and Victoria

I forgot to mention in my previous diary entry the Sunday night dinner that we had for Marge and Tory. It was just an accident that they were both here together.  Marjorie had been invited early in the week.  Then it turned out that Tory was driving a truck full of her personal belongings from LA to Santa Rosa.  So it was logical for her to stop overnight.

Anyway, it was with some trepidation that we were hosting Marge.  She is 79 years old going on 29.  And she is a former public health nurse (still moon-lighting as a part time school nurse).  Gayle had spoken to her earlier and could tell that she had reservations about my therapy.  This was not unexpected in view of a career of 50+ years in the medical profession.  Anyway, Gayle put together a sumptuous meal of Gerson food, soup, salad, potato (of course) and two varieties of squash with tomato sauce.  It was very nice and (to us) tasty.  Our guests seemed to enjoy the food.  We talked at length about the therapy and the theory behind it.  After dinner, I gave Marge a copy of the Charlotte’s new book.  All told, it was probably more than Marjorie wanted to know.  As she left she whispered to Gayle, “I’m so against what Jonathan is doing.  I support it a lot more than he thinks”.  She called Gayle today to thank her for dinner and said she is reading the book.

Tory too seemed interested and asked if she could borrow Charlotte’s book.  So I gave her my copy and bought another (my fourth) from Howard today.  I think both Gayle and Tory could benefit from the diet.  Tory has a history of allergies that seem more severe than they should be.  Maybe it will help.

Procedures

I get more procedural every day.  Today was food-ordering day.  After breakfast I printed out a copy of my Cornucopia order form.  I then went around and inventoried the contents of the two refrigerators and the pantry.  I then subtracted each type of food on hand from the standard order column to yield the amount that needed to be ordered.  Arriving at work, I faxed the form to the store for pickup on Thursday evening.  It took no more than 15 minutes altogether.

Howard says I am the most organized patient he has every known.  But I doubt that he has gotten that close to patients during the tedious execution phase.

This Diary

Howard said that he thinks that this diary could be the basis for a book.  It’s a nice compliment about my writing and it pleased me.  On the other hand, until I am a five-year survivor, this diary doesn’t have much credibility.  He was immensely amused by my last entry and my story about my “Gerson moment”.  His loud guffaws echoed down the hallway for many minutes.

