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Dedication

 

 

 

For Manuel —
for your strength, resilience,
and the courage with which you chose to keep fighting.

 

For our sons —
whose love gave this fight its deepest purpose. 

 

You carried your own battles through these years. 

May life guide each of you toward strength, purpose, and peace.

 

 

 

A Note to the Reader

 

This book tells the story of a very personal journey through illness, survival, and the search for healing.

What you will read here is not only the experience of a family facing cancer, but also the perspective of someone who has spent more than twenty years as a holistic health practitioner. Throughout this journey we combined conventional medical treatment with nutritional, environmental, emotional, and lifestyle-based support strategies.

The ideas and practices described in these pages come from lived experience, years of professional practice, and ongoing research and observation.

This first part is the story — what happened and how we made decisions in real time. 

In Part 2, I explain in detail the therapies, supplements and approaches we used — what they are, why we chose them, and how they work. 

Every person, every body, and every illness is different. Nothing in this book is meant to replace medical care or professional advice. Instead, it is offered as a story, a perspective, and a collection of tools that guided us through one of the most difficult chapters of our lives.

My hope is that the experiences shared here may provide insight, encouragement, or simply a sense that no one walks this path alone. 
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Chapter 1 — The Day Everything Changed

 

 

 

“Elena…”

 

The moment I heard his voice, my stomach dropped.

 

Instead of saying hello, the words came out of my mouth before I even thought about them.

 

“It can’t be good.”

 

There was a short pause on the other end of the phone.

 

“No,” he said quietly. “It is not.”

 

My heart started pounding.

 

“What you and I felt earlier,” he continued, “was just the tiny tip of a very large iceberg.”

 

Another pause.

 

“The mass is the size of a mango.”

 

The room began to spin.

 

I slowly slid down the wall until I was sitting on the floor.

 

A mango.

 

My brain tried to process the words but couldn’t quite catch up.

 

“Is it cancer?” I asked.

 

“Most likely”

 

“The radiologist was almost sure of it. They just didn’t know what kind yet. He suspected lymphoma.”

 

I thanked him for calling, hung up the phone, and sat there on the floor.

 

The tears came immediately.

 

From the living room I could hear laughter.

 

My two youngest boys were climbing all over their dad on the couch. Five and two years old, completely unaware that their world had just changed.

 

My thoughts raced faster than I had ever experienced before.

 

Will he die?

How soon?

Will they remember him?

How am I going to raise these boys alone?

 

I had done it once before. I had been a single mom to my oldest son until he was nine years old. Then Manuel came into our lives and everything changed.

 

Now my boys were 

Fifteen,

Five and

Two.

 

They needed their father.

 

The first person I called was my mom.

 

The moment she heard my voice she started crying. I almost never cried in front of her, so she knew something terrible had happened.

 

“Manuel likely has cancer,” I said through sobs.

 

That was all I knew.

 

And now I had to go tell him.

 

I hung up the phone and sat there for another minute, trying to gather myself.

 

Crying wasn’t an option right now.

 

Not in front of the kids.

 

I went to the bathroom, washed my face, and looked at myself in the mirror.

 

Then I walked back into the living room.

 

My legs felt strangely disconnected from the rest of my body.

 

Manuel looked up at me from the couch. The boys were still climbing on him like a jungle gym.

He studied my face for just a moment.

 

“It’s bad, huh?”

 

I nodded.

 

He didn’t ask anything else.

 

He just kept playing with the kids, smiling at them like nothing had happened.

 

That was Manuel.

 

Even then, he was protecting them.

 

Later that night, after the boys were finally asleep, we sat down together.

 

I told him what little I knew.

 

A large mass. Almost certainly cancer. Possibly lymphoma.

 

He listened quietly.

 

Then he looked straight at me.

 

“Now what?”

 

His eyes were full of something I will never forget.

Hope.

 

Complete belief that I would know what to do.

Do I? Me?

 

By that time I had been a holistic practitioner for seventeen years. I had worked with many people. I had seen incredible recoveries. I had guided people through all kinds of health challenges.

 

But those were their stories.

 

Not mine.

 

Not my husband.

 

People came to me for guidance—cleansing protocols, diet advice, supplements, lifestyle changes. Sometimes they had very serious illnesses. Even cancer.

 

But it was always their journey.

 

I was someone standing on the outside trying to help.

 

Now the man I loved, the man I had chosen to build my life with, was sitting in front of me asking what we were going to do about cancer.

 

We had only been together six years.

 

Six years.

 

What kind of cruel test was this?

 

For a moment I felt fear rise inside me like a wave.

 

But then something unexpected happened.

 

The way he looked at me—with so much trust, so much confidence—gave me strength.

 

In that moment I made a decision.

 

Not out loud at first.

 

Inside.

 

I chose.

 

I chose for him to live.

 

The fear that had been gripping my chest loosened.

 

I looked at him and said the words with more certainty than I actually felt.

 

“We are going to beat this.”

 

“We are not going to let some disease take you away from this family.”

 

“We’ll figure it out. Step by step.”

 

There was one thing I knew for sure.

 

Cancer gives time.

 

It’s not a heart attack.

It’s not a stroke.

 

Cancer gives time.

 

And time means options.

 

Solutions.

 

We just had to use that time wisely.

 

We also made another decision that night.

 

The younger boys would not know anything.

 

They were too little to carry that kind of fear. Only our teenager would know, because he would notice something was wrong.

 

That night I barely slept.

 

My mind raced through everything I had learned in seventeen years of practice—cleansing protocols, diet, supplements, stories of people who recovered from things doctors said were impossible.

 

But this time it wasn’t a client.

 

It was my husband.

 

The man my children called Papi.

The truth was, I didn’t know exactly what we were going to do yet.

 

But I knew one thing with absolute certainty.

Every problem has a solution.

 

And most of the time, there is more than one.

 

We just had to find ours.

 

What made it even harder was something I understood immediately, even if no one said it out loud.

 

Everyone would be looking at me.

 

Not just as a wife. Not just as the person holding the family together, paying the bills, caring for the kids.

 

Something much heavier than that.

 

Manuel had placed his life in my hands.

 

He trusted that I would make the decisions. That I would search, research, choose the path, try the treatments, ask the questions doctors might not think to ask.

 

And that kind of trust comes with a terrifying weight.

 

Because if he survived, everyone would say we fought well.

 

But if he didn’t?

 

Then every decision would live with me forever.

Every choice.

 

Every mistake.

 

Every path I chose to take — or didn’t.

 

That was the responsibility I felt sitting there in the dark that night.

 

And there was no way around it.

 

The only thing I could do was stand up, take it, and move forward.

 

Because the fight had already begun.

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 — Snow and Normal Life

 

 

 

December 2020.

The world was preoccupied with COVID. News, restrictions, masks, fear—everything revolved around it. Travel was complicated, people were canceling plans, staying home, waiting for things to pass.

 

But we decided to go anyway.

 

Living in Florida, snow is something magical for us and for the kids. We wanted them to experience a real winter, a real Christmas with snow. So we packed the car and drove to Snowshoe, West Virginia, hoping for that picture-perfect white Christmas.

And we got it.

Cold, snowy, beautiful.

 

On Christmas Eve a big snowstorm rolled in and covered everything in thick white powder. The mountains looked like something from a postcard.

 

Our oldest son was skiing.

The middle one was sledding.

And the little one—only two years old—was absolutely terrified of the cold air.

 

Danny, two, didn’t like the way it felt on his face. The air was so crisp and sharp that he would start crying the moment we stepped outside. So Manuel carried him everywhere, wrapped in layers of winter clothes that made him look like a stuffed snowman.

 

Manuel himself was not exactly a winter expert.

 

Being from Mexico, he had seen snow only once before in his life. This was only his second time. He kept saying he felt frozen the entire trip, but he was doing his best to enjoy it because the kids were so excited.

 

We rented a small one-bedroom apartment on the third floor with a beautiful view of the mountain. Manuel and I slept in the bedroom and all three boys slept on air mattresses in the living room.

 

It was loud.

It was chaotic.

And it was wonderful.

 

One day the temperature dropped to minus twenty-five degrees. We had tickets for tubing that day. Looking back at the pictures now, we were standing in the snow with our eyelashes literally covered in ice.

 

Manuel kept carrying Danny everywhere because the little guy refused to walk in the cold. With all the heavy winter clothes—boots, gloves, hats—it wasn’t easy. But he did it anyway.

 

Most of the time we had to take turns. One of us would stay inside with Danny while the other went outside with the older boys. Then we would switch.

 

It was one of those trips that feels messy and exhausting while you’re living it, but later becomes a beautiful family memory.

At least, that’s what we thought it would be.

 

On the last couple of days of the vacation Manuel started saying his stomach hurt.

 

At first we didn’t think much of it. Maybe something he ate. Traveling always changes routines—food, sleep, everything. He said it felt like pulling pressure inside his stomach, but nothing dramatic enough to make us worry.

 

What I did notice was that he suddenly became very eager to go home.

 

Normally Manuel is calm and patient about travel. We had driven long distances before and usually broke the trip into two days, stopping at a hotel somewhere along the way.

 

This time he didn’t want that.

 

“We’re going straight home,” he said.

I remember looking at him, surprised. Driving from West Virginia back to Florida with three kids in the car is not exactly relaxing.

 

But he insisted.

 

So we drove.

 

We stopped only for gas and quick bathroom breaks. No restaurants, no long stops, no hotel.

 

Twenty hours in the car.

 

The car had its own rhythm that day.

 

Our teenager had his headphones on most of the time, texting friends and disappearing into his music. Every once in a while he would snap and yell at his little brothers to stop screaming.

 

The five-year-old and I played small games to pass the time—counting cars, spotting license plates from different states, anything to keep him entertained.

 

And like every parent on a long road trip, we prayed for naps.

 

When the little ones finally fell asleep the car would go quiet for a while.

 

But Manuel stayed quiet the entire trip.

 

That was unusual.

 

He loves to talk. Normally he would be telling stories, joking with the kids, commenting on the road, the weather, the drivers around us.

 

This time he barely said anything.

 

He just drove.

 

Hour after hour.

 

His hand resting on his stomach.

 

And somewhere deep inside me, a quiet voice kept saying that something wasn’t right.

 

The kids were restless. At times the car was loud and chaotic, full of complaints and arguments the way long road trips with children usually are.

 

When we finally arrived home, I assumed the discomfort would pass once we were back in our normal routine.

 

But it didn’t.

A few days later he developed a fever. No cold symptoms, no cough—just fever and complete exhaustion. For about three days he had almost no energy.

 

Then it seemed to pass.

 

Manuel pushed through it the way he always did and said he felt fine again.

 

He had spent most of his adult life working construction—painting, remodeling, lifting heavy tools and equipment every day. Physical discomfort was not something he usually complained about.

 

So when the stomach pain returned, we assumed it was something mechanical.

 

A pulled muscle.

A hernia.

Something from years of lifting heavy things.

 

At home, once in a while we would dance in the living room.

 

Tango is how we met.

It’s how our relationship began.

 

That music, the movement, the intensity—tango has a way of pulling two stubborn personalities together.

 

One evening while lifting me, Manuel suddenly stopped.

 

A sharp cramp shot through his stomach.

 

That confirmed our suspicion even more.

“Probably a hernia,” we thought.

 

So we went to see a friend of mine who was a primary care doctor and asked for a referral for a CT scan, just to check.

 

Manuel was lean, no belly, no extra weight. The doctor pressed on the side where the pain was.

 

Then he paused.

 

He said he felt something that didn’t quite feel like a hernia.

 

He asked me to feel it too.

 

There was a tiny hardness there. Very small. Easy to miss. It could have been nothing, but it was strange enough that the doctor didn’t want to ignore it.

 

So he gave Manuel a referral for a CT scan.

 

Manuel went straight to the clinic to get it done.

 

At that moment we still believed we were dealing with something simple.

 

A pulled muscle.

 

A hernia.

 

Something routine.

 

Cancer was not even a word in our minds yet.

 

 

Chapter 3 — Looking for Answers

 

 

 

Manuel came home later that evening just as the scan was finished.  And at almost the exact same moment, my phone rang.

It was my doctor friend calling from his cell phone.

 

CT scans don’t come back in minutes. Normally it takes days for a radiologist to read the images, send the report, and for the doctor to call with results.

 

This call came almost immediately.

Before I even answered, I felt my stomach drop.

I stepped into the bedroom to take the call.

Instead of saying hello, the first words out of my mouth were,

 

“It can’t be good.”

 

There was a short pause on the other end.

 

“No,” he said quietly. “It isn’t.”

 

He explained that what we had felt during the exam was only a tiny part of something much larger.

 

“The radiologist says the mass is about the size of a mango.”

 

For a moment everything inside me went still.

 

He added that the radiologist believed it was most likely lymphoma, although they wouldn’t know for certain without further testing.

 

When I hung up the phone, I sat there for a moment trying to gather myself.

 

In the living room the kids were still climbing all over Manuel, laughing and asking him to play.

 

Life in the house was continuing exactly as it had been a few minutes earlier.

But everything had just changed.

That night, after the boys were asleep, Manuel and I talked.

We didn’t have answers yet.

Only questions.

But one thing was already clear.

Waiting was not an option.

 

The next morning life continued as if nothing had happened.

Our oldest son went to school. The younger boys were still at home, playing and being boys. Breakfast was made. The house looked exactly the same as it had the day before.

 

But inside our world was different. 

Now we needed answers.

The first question was simple: what exactly were we dealing with?

Normally that answer comes from a biopsy.

But in the world I had worked in for years, biopsies were controversial. Many practitioners believed that puncturing a tumor could break the body’s natural containment and allow cancer cells to spread.

 

Whether that theory was correct or not, it was enough to make us hesitate.

 

Instead, we decided to begin with another test I knew about — the RGCC test.

 

It required a blood test that would be sent to a laboratory in Greece. From that blood they could identify circulating tumor cells, determine what type of cancer it might be, and even test which treatments — both pharmaceutical and natural — could potentially work against it.

 

We agreed to the test. The results would take about three weeks.

And three weeks felt like a very long time to sit and do nothing.

So we didn’t just wait. We worked.

Manuel immediately started an intensive cleansing protocol.

 

We focused on detoxifying the digestive system, supporting the liver, and stimulating the lymphatic system. At the same time he began a juice fast to give the body a chance to reset and reduce inflammation.

 

While he worked on his body, I worked on information.

Every free moment I had was spent researching.

 

During that search I discovered a man named Chris Wark and his website, Chris Beat Cancer. His story and the stories of other survivors were powerful. Chris had survived stage III colon cancer and created a program called Square One — a series of ten one-hour video sessions where he explained everything he had learned during his own fight.

 

It wasn’t just a book or a website.

 

It was a roadmap.

 

He talked about diet, supplements, detoxification, and the research behind different approaches. But what struck me most was that he also spoke about something many medical conversations ignore completely — energy, mindset, and spiritual health.

 

Prayer.

 

Hope.

 

The will to live.

 

Manuel and I watched those videos together.

 

At that moment we still didn’t know exactly what kind of cancer we were dealing with or how aggressive it was. But hearing someone speak calmly and intelligently about surviving cancer changed something inside us.

 

For the first time since the phone call, the situation didn’t feel like a death sentence. It felt like a problem that needed to be solved.

 

It was from those videos that I first heard about the Hoxsey Biomedical Institute in Mexico.

 

The Hoxsey clinic had been using a natural cancer protocol for decades. What surprised me most was that patients didn’t always need to travel there. They could ship the treatments and guide patients remotely.

 

I contacted them immediately.

 

Within a short time we had a consultation scheduled with one of their oncologists. I sent them every piece of medical information we had so far — which honestly wasn’t much.

 

No biopsy yet.

No confirmed diagnosis.

 

Just the scan and a growing sense that something aggressive was happening inside Manuel’s body.

 

But at least now we were moving.

 

We had a direction.

 

And we believed that if we kept searching, we would find the right path.

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 — Understanding

 

 

 

After the initial phone call, I barely slept.

 

My mind was racing — not just as a wife, but as a practitioner.

 

For seventeen years I had worked with the body from a different perspective than most conventional medical systems. I had always believed that healing does not begin with a diagnosis.

 

Healing begins with listening.

 

In my work I had come to understand the body as an intelligent system — constantly processing, adapting, and communicating. Symptoms are not random events. They are signals that something within the system is under strain.

 

When people talk about “gut health,” they often think only about digestion. But in my practice the gut represents something much broader. It is one of the body’s central processing centers.

 

Everything we take in passes through this system.

 

Food.

Stress.

Thoughts.

Emotions.

Environmental toxins.

Constant stimulation from the modern world.

 

When the load becomes too heavy, the body does what it is designed to do. It adapts. It stores. It compensates.

 

Symptoms don’t appear because the body is failing, but because it is trying to manage too much.

 

After Manuel’s diagnosis, we began thinking back.

 

From my own work, and from what we had learned through Chris Wark and many of the survivors he had interviewed, I knew that cancer rarely appears overnight.

 

It develops over time.

 

Sometimes the process begins ten years before the first serious symptoms appear.

 

A single cell mutates — a so-called “mother cell.” Instead of dying the way normal cells do, it continues living and replicating.

 

Why that happens is still not fully understood.

 

Most likely it is not one single cause, but a combination — a perfect storm.

 

Parasites.

Fungal infections.

Heavy metals.

Chronic stress.

Unprocessed emotional trauma.

Spiritual Imbalance that goes unseen for years.

 

All of these can create an internal environment where abnormal cells are able to survive and multiply.

Our internal environment determines far more than we realize.

 

It influences how we think.

How we feel.

How we digest.

Even how our cells live and die.

 

Hearing Chris Wark talk about the timeline of cancer was comforting.
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