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I‟m learning as fast as I can. Options, the Alternative Cancer Therapy Book has become 

my new bible. “There is no cancer in normal metabolism,”
2
  according to Dr. Max 

Gerson, who died in 1959, the year I finished nursing training. He advises low-fat food to 

flood the body with nutrients, coupled with a detoxification program – good stuff in, 

garbage out – a totally new slant on the development and treatment of cancer; apparently 

unknown to our North American medical community. 

 

With sudden comprehension, a possible link unfolds between my parents‟ 

malnourished, depression-era life (eight years will pass before I learn that I had boils on 

my body when I was born), and my recurrent childhood illnesses: tooth decay, broken 

bones, rheumatic fever, abdominal pain, colitis, and cancer. Genetic makeup (father‟s 

„tricky stomach‟), burning the candle at both ends, aloneness, and a few misguided 

medical practices
3
 have finally brought me down.  

 

Dutch physician, Cornelius Moerman
4
 before his death at ninety-five from natural 

causes, convinced the Netherland‟s Ministry of Health of the rightness of his drug-free 

and supplements program in the treatment of cancer. He advises fresh-juiced carrots and 

beets to detoxify the blood. I can‟t digest much raw food, manage the carrots, but, oh – 

those beets!  I wash, chop and blend, the kitchen counters and sinks stained dark red. In 

addition, raw beets make me retch and I give them up as a bad job. Essiac is hard at work, 

and I‟m eating well, but need more help rounding up waste. Drs. Moerman and Gerson 

advise coffee enemas, but I‟m not quite ready for that. 

 

With my ever supportive husband I discover an organic foods source, visit a 

nutritionist, and put in a call to The Nutrition Council for course information. I need to 

sign up, but not just yet, wary of overtaxing myself.  

 

In Wellness Against All Odds, Dr. Rogers describes “the leaky gut syndrome,” a 

hyperpermeability present in bowel disease allowing the absorption of toxins through the 

bowel wall. A number of things begin to make sense; I‟m finally getting somewhere. I 

write to her with a number of questions. 

 

 “There is indeed much you need to know, and on which your life may depend,” 

she replies. I sign up for phone consultations that keep my mind revving. Her program 

requires me to send my body fluids to The Great Smokies Laboratory in Tennessee, for 

analyses not done in Ontario.
5
   

                                                 
1-Interactive Medicine, healing therapies, and Hippocratic science; “I swear…to abstain from whatever is 

    deleterious (first – do no harm).” Taber‟s Cyclopedic Dictionary, p.902 
2
-  Richard Walters, Options, the Alternative Cancer Therapy Book, 1984, p.189 

3
-  Nutrition seems barely on the radar of most medical people. 

4
-  Ibid. p.173. 

5
 - i.e. Our province tests only the serum, containing 1% of the blood‟s Mg.  Great Smokies tests the blood 

cells. She also advises a 24 hour Magnesium urine test, said to be highly accurate. 
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My arrangements include a chat with a local phlebotomist.  “I don‟t plan to have 

the tests done here,” I explain, “but would you mind drawing my blood?”  He agrees, I 

purchase the suggested packing equipment and have a courier standing by. Within weeks 

I begin taking Dr. Rogers‟ specific vitamins, minerals and enzymes. 

 

In May, two friends
6
 suggest that I contact their doctor who lectured on  

hypnotherapy at my store. Despite her busy schedule, she agrees to see me in the  

evenings. I thank my old doc for his many kindnesses, then Eleanor
7
 leads me through an  

extraordinary experience. I sit in an upright chair in her office, and centre myself by  

taking a few deep breaths. 

 

“You’re in a gorgeous ball gown,” she begins, “inhaling indigo droplets as you 

float down a Scarlett O’Hara staircase, your left hand smoothing the mahogany banister 

as you descend.”  When I reach the bottom, I make the staircase dissolve. I’m breathing 

in the same substance that surrounds me – cool, beautiful blueness, circulating healing 

oxygen to all my cells, picking up muddy debris and breathing it out, assisting my ever-

present Pac-woman Transformer.....  “You’re in a gravity-free space, tumbling 

backwards and forwards as blue and purple beads reach into every crevice in your body, 

plumping up the white cells. The blueness is very real here, Pat, and you are deeply 

relaxed.”  I bathe in the beauty of my surroundings as she continues in a meditative 

voice... “It’s time to bring the staircase back now, Pat.  Place yourself in an upright 

position holding the banister with your right hand. Now ascend the stairs, and you’ll find 

yourself back in my office.”  I feel so honoured to be a recipient of this kind and loving 

woman‟s ministrations. 

 

On a down day, even though I believe the atrocity of surgery to be part of my  

life-plan, it still sucks. In happier moments I acknowledge that the process is doing its 

job, attracting ever more positive experiences and people into my life. My book-cases 

bulge with spiritual theories; most recent purchases include chapters on „welcoming 

home the soul‟ (spiritual illness said to cause emotional and physical disease), and 

„healing the self,‟ which is everyone‟s work. The benefit of a „sustaining community of 

like-minded people‟ crops up often.           
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