I’ve spent the past twenty-four years supporting cancer patients as a private nutritional chef and leading fireside chats and hospital support groups. Through this extensive experience, I’ve recognized that we are all unique
and individual in the way that we need and receive care and support.
Some function better doing the research themselves and shopping and cooking daily, finding solace in “handling” things as independently as possible.
Others can more easily accept a caregiver’s help, and have a crucial need for love and support during this
very difficult time.
This book is designed to allow people to choose what works for them as either a caregiver or a patient. I
want to offer my experience to others in an easy-to-read, user-friendly format so that they might benefit from
what I’ve learned, make the best use of their precious time and lessen the hardship that I have watched so many
go through.
When my mother was diagnosed with late-stage Ovarian cancer ( 3-C), we were in shock. After having a
12-centimeter tumor debulked from her pelvis, she was shuffled into intensive care. It took ten days for her to
stabilize. Her surgery had been a long and intense nine hours, and although we were extremely optimistic, and
the surgeon was brilliantly competent, we were told very little about what might happen next or what options
lay ahead.
I realized quickly that we were on our own in uncharted waters with nothing mapped out for us. Once she
was released from intensive care, we were told that she would need to start chemotherapy immediately for the
best outcome.
My mother was hesitant. She wanted, of course, the best shot at survival, but was unclear as to just what the
first and following steps should be. She ultimately decided to go for the chemo, but wanted to rest, heal and build
herself up first. The best way to do that, we thought, would be through excellent nutrition.
As a chef I knew we would need to gather a few things in order to tailor-make her new food regimen. But
I wanted to keep things simple enough so as to not overwhelm her with too many changes or strange-flavored
ingredients. I knew we would need to mix it up, especially during chemo.Through my research I knew that we
would need to jumpstart her immune system.
My mother had always been a simple eater and cook. She made great food; I would call it “comfort health
food:” fresh ingredients and large portions. I always had a salad before my main dinner and it was never small.
The dressings were ever-changing as were the greens and other ingredients. The one ingredient that was always
present was love. I could always tangibly feel that she had made my meals with my growth and wellbeing in
mind.
When she got sick and was in shock from the diagnosis, it was overwhelming. She was immobilized, so I
knew it was going to be my job to instill the dynamic of love into our regimen.
With this book, I want to give you the opportunity to nurture your loved one through these recipes and your
own loving devotion.
How? By going, for example, to the farmers market and hand-picking the freshest organic ingredients (which
you’ll discover is actually fun!), then organizing them gracefully, with an efficient, low-stress workflow. By preserving the vital nutrients in the food and not denaturing the ingredients by over cooking or chopping too small.
All these things will hugely enhance your odds of success, and with a calm feeling coming from the kitchen, your
loved one will pick up on the energy and love going into the food.
Is this a little airy-fairy for you? I totally understand. It was for me at first, too. Now that I have witnessed
the positive results and seen with my own eyes the survival of so many, I can say with complete confidence and
enthusiasm that these are the things that truly do make the difference.
Here’s a sample recipe that I came up with during my mother’s chemo. She loved it. It soothed her, calmed
her, filled her, helped fight off the nausea. It’s very light, yet flavorful and full of beneficial nutrients while being
very easy to digest (you’ll love it, too–you don’t have to be ill or going through chemo to enjoy it!).
Remember that all of your cells are listening and watching you, and all that you do. So make it count, while
enjoying the process. This can and often does make all the difference in the world, therefore enhancing the best
outcome possible.

Bowl of Sunshine
Ginger-Butternut-Orange Soup

High in powerful antioxidants: Vitamins A (beta carotene), C. Low calorie source of fiber. Great source of
potassium. Excellent for improving circulation, and relieving nausea and indigestion. Bright visual color is appealing and stimulating.
Here is a video: http://bit.ly/bowlofsunshine
Yield: 10 (12 oz.) servings
Prep time: 45 minutes
Cooking time: approx. 1 hour

Ingredients
1 Tablespoon

olive oil

1 large

yellow onion sliced

¼ cup

ginger, peeled and sliced

2-4 cloves

garlic, thinly sliced

1 cup

rice vinegar or sake

1

		

large butternut squash peeled seeded and cut rough

3 quarts 			

water, vegetable stock or chicken stock

3 Tb

orange zest (orange part of skin only)

½ bunch

cilantro, chopped

½ bunch

scallions thinly sliced on bias (angle)

to taste			

salt and pepper

Method
Heat soup pot on medium heat with olive oil until smoking.
Sautee onions, garlic, and ginger for 2 to 3 minutes until translucent.
Add rice wine and simmer for 2-3 minutes.
Add butternut squash and 2 quarts of water.

Simmer slowly for 45 min.
Ladle contents into a blender or vitamix and puree.
CAUTION: Always be very careful, pureeing hot food in as contents may erupt. You may want to remove the
top and cover with a plate. Always leave some space for heat to escape. If needed, you can adjust consistency withremaining quart of water.
Return pureed mixture to rinsed pot, heat and simmer.
Add cilantro, orange zest, and scallions.
Season with salt and pepper and serve.
My mother was a Berkeley grad, an English major. She was fantastically literate and had that wonderful broadmindedness and philosophical depth
of thought that you so often find in real readers. She
was also a damned good poet, and I’m not just saying that because she was my mother. She had a huge
social conscience. She was about half a generation
older than the baby-boomer political activists of the
sixties, and was actually part of the first wave of radical social change that started back in the 50s with
the ban-the-bomb movement, the repercussions of
the McCarthy era and the budding of desegregation.
When I was growing up, I saw endless meetings and
brainstorming sessions at our house as she and her
friends planned protests against the Vietnam war,
supported the student strike at Berkeley, organized
to feed hungry people or write letters for Amnesty
International, which she had helped found. All of
this played powerfully into our approach to this crisis situation we were in. Here was a woman who had
given constantly to other people, including complete strangers. If you love your mother, she’s worth
saving, no matter who she is or what she does—but
in the case of my mother, I couldn’t help but think
that she especially deserved saving, and she needed
some serious help.
She wanted to live, with all her heart and every molecule of her being. This was not even a question. Where
she was hung up was in facing the daunting prospect of how to save her own life. She was in enough of a
shocked, numbed state that I knew I would have to be the forceful initiative-taker here.
Along with the fresh and nourishing food I was cooking for my mother, designed to build her up and cheer
her up, we were slipping her some serious stuff—Essiac Tea, for instance, and wheat grass juice, neither of which
would have been particularly appetizing on their own but both of them known health powerhouses. Essiac Tea
has been around for a long, long time. Its origins are humble, but the evidence that it shrinks cancerous tumors
is compelling.
“Essiac” is the name “Caisse” spelled backward. Rene Caisse was a Canadian nurse who, in her practice in
northern Ontario in the 1920s, was giving a really old lady a bath once day when she noticed that one of the old
lady’s breasts was scarred up. She asked the woman about it. The old lady said she’d been the wife of a prospector
way up in the wilds of Ontario, and about thirty years before, in the 1890s or so, the breast had become swollen
and painful. She went to Toronto for medical attention. The doctors there told her it was cancer, and that she’d
have to have a mastectomy. Before she’d left the mining camp, though, an Ojibway medicine man she’d talked
to had also said she had cancer, and that he could cure it. Faced with the prospect of surgery, she decided to go
back to the mining camp and give the old Indian’s cure a try. He showed her some plants, showed her how to
make a tea out of them and told her to drink the tea a certain number of times every day. She’d lived to tell the
tale, obviously, and Nurse Caisse was mightily intrigued.
She experimented with the herbal concoction—burdock root, turkey rhubarb, slippery elm and sheep sorrel—and eventually ran a cancer clinic in Ontario for years in the 30s and 40s, almost always taking on “hopeless” cases (including her own mother), never charging a cent for her services, and often achieving mind-blowing results. You can read all about her and her work in her short book I WAS CANADA’S CANCER NURSE,
plus several biographies. Her story is absolutely typical, though, of people who stumble across what look like
major cancer breakthroughs—she found herself up against the high priesthood of the medical establishment

