Monday September 3, 2001, Salinas California

Labor Day

Monday. The end of the summer.  It’s the end of something for me too, my stay at the Oasis of Hope Hospital in Tijuana, Mexico. The hospital was a cocoon and was actually very nurturing and had no daily worries.  But now, my apprenticeship as a Gerson patient is over and I need to make it work in the real world.

Departure From The Oasis

Gayle and I set the alarm for 6pm.  We had made arrangements to depart at 9am with hopes of making an 11am lift off time at San Diego’s Montgomery field.  We were told to expect holiday delays at the border and, of course, everything runs on “Mexican” time, a phrase used by everybody at the hospital.  Last night, Gayle and I talked about the unreality of being at the hospital.  I really could have stayed there indefinitely knowing that it would be the easiest and most effective way to do the therapy.  But, alas, I have to earn a living, and besides, it wasn’t cheap considering that we will have to pay for everything out of pocket.

We packed up, did a final early-morning “coffee”, and reported for breakfast at 8am.  Of course nothing was ready, so we sat around for 20 minutes while the kitchen staff ignored our presence.  With breakfast finished, we made a few farewells (that had not been completed the night before).  Dr. Jean came by to say goodbye.  Steve, the missionary from Indiana, came out to the van to wish us well.  It was rather sad.  We felt that we were leaving a comfortable nest.

It turned out we were not the only Oasis guest leaving.  A nice woman from England, who was a companion to her brother, was returning home to Birmingham.  Herein lies a tragic tale.  Her brother was just diagnosed with stomach cancer and was here with his aforementioned sister and his fiancée.  They had been due to be married the previous weekend.  Instead, they were in Mexico getting treatment.  In any case, we had to drop her (the sister) off at Lindbergh field first and then find Montgomery Field, no easy matter since the driver had never been there before and had only vague directions to find it.  With help from a fellow Mexican taxi driver, we headed out and eventually found the correct airport.

The Flight Home

Zero-Eight-Mike was there as we had left him.  I had some uneasy fears of the plane being vandalized in the two weeks it had been sitting there.  That had happened once before at Burbank Airport and all the radios were stolen.  Burbank is a high security airport whereas Montgomery Field has no security whatsoever.  The planes are just parked next to the automobile parking lot with not so much as a tall fence or a locked gate to protect them.  In any case the plane was still where we had left it, gassed up and almost ready to go.  It needed to have the tires pumped up which took an extra 15 minutes.  We were airborne at about 11:30am, only half an hour later than expected.  The weather was gorgeous, sunny and smooth, and the few build-ups that were seen were always off our intended course.  I had filed an instrument flight plan and we were quickly cleared to 10,000 feet and we flew the expected route, up the coast to Long Beach, then across the LA basin to Burbank, followed I-5 into the Central Valley, then more or less direct to Salinas.  The flight took about 2 hours and 15 minutes.  The hospital had fixed us lunch.  It consisted of salad, potatoes, and fruit.  We treated it all as finger food washed down by a thermos of carrot juice.  We landed, and put Mike away in his hanger and drove home.

Homecoming

We were met by a scene of splendid activity.  Howard and Sally were there supervising our two new “helpers”.   Much to my surprise and delight, the two women were both young and attractive, spoke excellent English and according to Howard, had worked their hearts out in the hours before our return.  They were intelligent, careful, and neat.  The soup was boiling in the cauldron, several juices were at the ready, a container of coffee was standing by, and the refrigerator was stocked to over flowing with bags of carrots and flats of apples washed and weighed and ready for the juicer.  It was, in short, a symphony of bedlam, with Howard acting as the resident conductor.

Meeting Monica and Helen

I talked briefly with Helen and Monica.  They were concerned about the sheer complexity of the job and suggested that they needed to work together.  I agreed that for the first two weeks, I would hire them both to work together, but thereafter, they could probably do the job separately.  I liked them and did not want to discourage them at this early point in our relationship.

I quickly disappeared to the lower reaches to catch up on my overdue coffee break.  By the time I returned everybody was gone and all was quiet.  We examined our surroundings, packing boxes, a kitchen crowed with unfamiliar equipment and bubbling pots.  “What a disaster” was Gayle’s only comment.  We ate a delicious second lunch of potatoes, salad, and soup, and another carrot juice.  Then I took a short nap downstairs remembering Charlotte’s admonition to rest.

On Our Own

We had to finish up some cooking chores.  The 5 gallons of Gerson Soup had to be processed through the food mill, a medieval torture device with a crank used to pulverize the vegetables and convert them into a nutritious rose-colored liquid.  Also, we had to make our next few juices.  Gayle, the mechanical wizard that she is, worked herself into a state of great irritation directed at the shiny new Norwalk juicer.  It tuned out she had assembled one piece backwards and the device wouldn’t run.  After some judicious review of the user manual (not very helpful) and an apologetic call to Howard, it burst into life and shot a few carrot spatters in all directions, including the ceiling.  Once we got the beast under some measure of control, it hummed and groaned and piddled out several fine glasses of carrot-apple juice.  It seemed the first hurdle was over.

At about 6pm “dinner” was ready, salad, potatoes, Gerson soup and cauliflower upon which Gayle heaped Charlotte’s finest tomato salsa.  Not a bad homecoming feast, actually.

Anxiety

But there was still a great deal of anxiety on both our parts.  I discovered that the medical order was incomplete and I could not do the injections for a lack of the liver extract (“back ordered”, said the invoice in Spanish).  What’s more, the number of pill bottles and other items to be sorted, identified, and organized was pretty daunting, filling nearly the entire dining room table.  Gayle, for her part, was very concerned about what the “girls” were going to do the following day.  And the place look like a tornado had swept through Macy’s kitchen department and deposited the debris in our living room and kitchen.  It was clear that Howard, Sally, Monica, and Helen had been very busy indeed.

After late night coffee breaks and numerous telephone calls to close family and friends: Tory, Gayle’s mom, Aunt Margery, Dave, Gaylon, and one or two others, we settled into our own bed.

All night I had dreams of showing up at work to find that the place was filled with strange people, talking techno-gibberish, and that I was sorely unwanted.  Actually, we both felt better the following morning. 

