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Disclaimer:

Before diving into the incredible journey of alternative medicine and personal healing that I’m about to share, it is essential to provide a medical disclaimer. The methods and approaches I employed to heal my brain tumor are unconventional by Western medical standards and will not be suitable or effective for everyone. I am not a medical professional, and the information presented in this book should not be considered medical advice or a substitute for professional medical consultation.

I want to emphasize that the purpose of this book is to share my personal experience and the lessons I learned along the way. I make no claims that the methods outlined herein are a definitive cure for brain tumors or any other medical condition. Every individual's body and medical circumstances are unique, and what worked for me may not work for others.

Alternative medicine is a broad term that encompasses various healing modalities, including plant medicine, energy medicine, nutritional therapy, mind-body practices, and more. These approaches often focus on holistic well-being and aim to support the body's natural healing capacity. While some individuals (like myself)  have found success and remarkable healing through alternative therapies, it is crucial to approach these therapies with an open mind, lots of research, and to consult with healthcare professionals experienced in integrative medicine.

Choosing an alternative path requires careful consideration, self-education, and open communication with your medical team. It is essential to understand the potential risks, limitations, and possible interactions with conventional treatments. Ultimately, the decision to explore alternative medicine should be a personal one, made in collaboration with knowledgeable healthcare providers and your loved ones.

Throughout this book, I will candidly share the unconventional methods I embraced, the discoveries I made about myself and life, and the positive impact they had on my healing journey. It is my sincere hope that by sharing my story, I can provide inspiration and encouragement to those who may be seeking alternative approaches to healing. However, I urge readers to approach these concepts with discernment, seeking professional guidance and conducting their own research, related to their own bodies’ conditions and prior health history.

Remember, healing is a complex and individual process. What worked for me will not work for everyone, and I make no guarantees of specific outcomes or results. My intention is to shed light on the potential benefits of alternative medicine and ig  nite hope in those who are willing to explore different paths. Plus, I want a permanent record of this incredible experience (for myself), which started out so negatively but gradually evolved into a new powerful phase of my life. 

I’m writing it while this experience is fresh in my memory. 

With this disclaimer in mind, let’s embark on a transformative expedition through the realms of alternative medicine, self-discovery, and triumph. May this journey inspire and empower you to embrace your inner strength and find your own unique path to healing.

A Note on Names and Privacy

Before you immerse yourself in the stories, facts, and experiences woven through these pages, I want to take a moment to address something important: I’ve changed the names of my friends, family members, and loved ones throughout this book. I want to be completely transparent about why I made this decision.

First and foremost, this choice comes not from any sense of shame, but out of a deep respect and responsibility to those closest to me. The journey I share in these chapters is intensely personal—not just for me, but for the people who stood by my side, sometimes in ways that were unconventional or even controversial in the eyes of certain communities. As you’ll see, alternative medicine, including cannabis, played a significant role in my healing process. While I am open about my own decisions, I recognize that not everyone is in a position to be as public about their choices—especially when it comes to something like cannabis, which remains illegal in many places and is still a taboo subject in more conservative circles.

Many of my loved ones have their own professional lives, careers, and reputations to protect. I would never want their willingness to support me, or their involvement in my healing, to become a source of judgment or difficulty for them—whether from employers, colleagues, or acquaintances who might not share our views on alternative therapies. My intent is to shield them from any scrutiny, not to erase or diminish their vital roles in my story.

There’s another layer to this as well: emotional privacy. Some of the events I recount involve deeply personal moments with my ex-girlfriend, my daughter, and my family members, to name a few. These are people I care about fiercely, and while I have chosen to share my own vulnerabilities for the sake of honesty and hope, I do not believe it’s fair to lay bare the private experiences or emotions of others—especially those who did not ask to be part of a published memoir. The details and struggles I describe are mine to share, but I have a duty to respect the boundaries and dignity of those who journeyed with me.

In changing these names and certain identifying details, I hope to honor both the truth of my experience and the right of my loved ones to maintain their own privacy. If anything, this is a tribute to the enormous courage, compassion, and generosity they showed me—qualities that transcend any label or identity.

Thank you for understanding, and for honoring the spirit in which these stories are told.
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Nobody lives forever. We all eventually leave this lifetime and these physical bodies. Getting comfortable with this idea and embracing it is part of the challenge of being human. Many people in our modern world avoid facing this challenge, because they're scared of losing their loved ones. They're scared of the unknown which awaits us when our hearts stop beating. And they're also scared of losing the only consciousness they know. 

One of the most powerful qualities of religion is that it offers a faith-based promise about what happens after we die. Eternal youth and the afterlife are big obsessions with humans. Many people want to live forever, even without the same body they started with. It seems that the more technologically advanced we get, the more fearful we are of death. We gain material advancements, but we're less able to handle our own mortality than our ancestors just a few hundred years ago. 

We hear daily references to death in the news and in our entertainment (songs, TV shows, movies), but we avoid it on a personal level. It's avoided so much in our society, that when we finally have an emergency that forces us to face it, many of us are emotionally unprepared and it completely leaves us broken inside. We embrace life daily, yet purposely exclude death from our thinking, associating it only with negativity.

This book is my journey of facing death and how it inspired me to embrace life. What this journey confirmed for me is: they're just the two opposite ends of the same spectrum of our consciousness. Death and Life are permanently connected, only separated by (hopefully) a long period of time. In this post-industrial world, we need to get back to some ancient concepts about life, death, healing, and how they're intertwined. Our ancestors, esp. pre-Columbus/non-Western, knew a lot about this. They didn’t avoid Death. They faced it calmly, honestly, and with familiarity. This allowed them to embrace Life more fully, too. And appreciate the lessons from both. I think we can combine the best of our modern technology with their ancient wisdom, and not only become physically healthier, but also improve our emotional and spiritual health.

To get started, I’ll recount a bit about my background; what led me to get a checkup; the context of being in the country I was in when I got the initial diagnosis (Germany); the moments that followed, & the emotions that surged through me; plus, the initial steps I took to comprehend and accept the daunting reality before me. I delve into the feeling of being hit by an unexpected game-changer, and the courage it took to face the unknown head-on. And then the step-by-step, winding pathway towards healing. Along the way, innovative techniques will be explained and recounted 1st-person as I experienced them. Also, contradictions and flaws within the Western healthcare paradigm will be highlighted, as possible solutions are shown. Emotionally, my story shows the power of human connection & Empathy to healing. Through the immense outpouring of Love I received from all over the world, I discovered the first tendrils of hope that gave me the strength to fully immerse myself in an alternative medicine approach and the healing that awaited me. This turned my vulnerability into resilience.

I hesitated to write this book because I know there’s so much current suffering and many crises in the world. I’m not oblivious to it. I feel a bit guilty to be focusing on my own individual pain/healing when so many are in worse conditions. In fact, my empathy was heightened during the deeper dive into facing my own possible death, & the steady increase of my meds, which caused an emotional deluge. I started feeling the emotions of events/people on the other side of the planet more sharply than I ever had before. But over the course of my healing, many friends told me that they were inspired and uplifted by hearing about the positive health outcomes I was getting from applying alternative modalities. So I decided to share my journey in the hopes that it will give people more options for how they can potentially treat their own health. Not just physically, but also emotionally and spiritually.

These methods may only work for a small percentage of people, I don’t know. I had a lot of prior life experience that prepared me to step out into this more unknown realm. And I give some of that background, so people understand the context. We’re all unique beings. But I believe that even people without my exact background can still benefit from elements of these techniques and methods I used. Or possibly from just hearing my mindset at various stages. Or even just taking baby steps into looking at (what we call) Alternative/Holistic Medicine as a supplement to (what we call) Western/Allopathic medicine, not a replacement. I humbly ask that you take what you need, and leave the rest. As the late great musical shaman James Brown said in one of his songs, “Take some, & leave some.” 
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MY PHYSICAL JOURNEY,  PT. 1

CHAPTER 1
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1ST SIGNS AND DIAGNOSIS: 

Unraveling the Unexpected
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As the doctors delivered the news that would forever alter the course of my life, time seemed to stand still. The diagnosis of a brain tumor echoed in my ears, shattering the illusion of healthy invincibility I had clung to for so long. They kept talking, but I couldn’t hear them, it was like shellshock. My ears just heard a muted, ringing hum, while my mind raced. What the hell was an Anaplastic Astrocytoma? And how could it be in *my* brain? 

I LOVED my brain! Was this tumor fatal? Was it genetic? Did I do something to cause it? How much time did I have to deal with it? So many questions. But mostly shock and a big blank space when I tried to think about the future. 

After returning to my adopted city of Hamburg, Germany from a trip to Mexico a few weeks earlier, I had been having sleep paralysis on one side of my body and during the daytime I was getting some surprising flashes of bright light at random moments in my vision, on mostly one side of my sight. After looking at symptoms online, I thought maybe I had Lyme disease. When I did the test and it came back negative, my doctor suggested I get an MRI. 

Up until that moment, I thought I lived a pretty healthy life. I always looked and felt younger than my years. I ate Flexitarian (majority veggies/ minimum meat) for the past 30 years, at least. During those same decades, I had been a practitioner of Chinese Qi Gong, and Tai Qi. I exercised daily, doing isometric workouts. I had played drums & African percussion from childhood, often putting in hours of repetitive practice work per day, and this aerobic activity served to reinforce my stamina. I didn’t fit the profile in my mind of someone getting a terminal illness. 

Like many kids who grew up on 1970s Kung Fu movies, and seeing those seemingly superhuman feats, I always had an intense fascination with the Chinese traditions at its root. When I got to college in New York City as a late-teen, this led me to an intense immersion in Asian philosophers and my first personal experiences with Traditional Chinese Medicine (TCM), especially Qigong/Chi Gong (pronounced “chee-gong”), Acupuncture, and herbal remedies. One of the advantages of big cities is they’re comprised of a wide range of humanity, and that includes longstanding communities of immigrants who maintain their own traditional practices within local neighborhoods. So while learning about some of the ancient Philosophy undergirding Asian culture in an uptown university classroom, I was able to go to lower Manhattan Chinatown and actually see the current iterations of the culture, in its modern immigrant adaptation with my own eyes. Plus, I got to receive 1st-hand teachings from longtime Chinese practitioners, as well as medicinal applications when needed. I remember watching the older octogenarians in the parks moving so fluidly and smoothly doing their daily qigong and Tai Chi exercises, and thinking, “I want to age like them”.

I was a really broke and underfunded Ivy Leaguer, so other than my Asian Philosophy classes during school hours, a lot of my hands-on “lessons” at school were coming from friends who could actually afford proper Kung Fu and qigong classes, then would basically teach me the forms and patterns of movement and breathing by practicing what they’d learned, with me just mimicking every move, & them correcting me. Like with music, practice makes perfect. It also creates habits that make it easy to sustain over a lifetime of daily routine. (I was getting the same kind of 3rd-party lessons in music from a friend who was taking private Haitian & W. African percussion lessons with a teacher I couldn’t afford)

When some of my college peers were taking chemical stimulants to get extra energy boosts for studying, I was taking herbal supplements, usually high-dose amounts of Ginseng that I got cheaply from stores in Manhattan’s Chinatown (there’s also much bigger Chinatowns in Brooklyn and Queens, both amazing).

When I had any sort of minor ailment, I was going to a Chinese Apothecary down by Canal St., where they kept the herbs in a huge 20’ high, wall-sized filing cabinet with hundreds of small drawers & 2 giant ladders with wheels to reach everything! Like an oversized library card catalog....for Chinese Medicines. The pharmacist on duty would ask what the symptoms were, when they occurred, and the severity. Then they would look at your eyes and tongue, and make an initial estimate of what medicines they thought you needed, while asking if you had any allergies to these ingredients. It was always a combination of several different herbs and plants (or animal derivatives) I had never heard of, so I always just said “Let’s try it”. Then they would get on the ladder and scramble around the wall, going between drawers to find each ingredient of this custom-made remedy. Then they put it into a little envelope and handed it to their client. It was a total throwback, and somehow always made me feel special. I instantly had belief in its efficacy, just by virtue of the fact that it was being tailored to fit my symptoms, which may not have matched typically displayed patterns from a Western medical perspective. 

Concurrent with all this early exposure to Chinese medicine, I was also a lifetime (since a teenager) Cannabis user, primarily consuming it by smoking it.  I started in the late-1980s, when it was still fully criminalized in the USA, and our options for weed choice were very few. We had only just started using the word “indica” as a way of saying “good, strong weed”. We didn’t know any details about strains or any specifics about Indica vs Sativa. The word “terpenes” hadn’t been invented yet, as far as we knew. None of the weed we smoked was strong by current standards, with the high-end stuff back then being a maximum of probably only 10% THC. Those were the last days of the Weed Stone Ages. You either had weed or not, distinctions weren’t really made. Quality level was only a bonus. We had basically 2 types: Dirt weed (2-3% THC) or Kind Bud (5-10% THC).  During my last year of high school and 1st year of college, I also delved into my first fully psychedelic experiences, trying LSD and psilocybin mushrooms many times and really embracing the consciousness-expansion that went with it. I was a psychedelic warrior! From way back!

I recount all this from my past to show that by the time I got my tumor diagnosis as a late-middle age adult, I wasn’t new to the concepts of Holistic medicine, plant medicine, and non-Western healing. Or to the idea of using it on myself! These concepts were already integral to my life for decades. In fact, as I got older into my adulthood, I was constantly researching new natural health discoveries (often revivals of old techniques) and trying to understand them, at least on an intellectual level. But many of the more advanced and promising potential medical cures didn’t have legal permission to do large-scale studies with bigger pools of test subjects, because the main substances used were currently illegal, esp. in the case of plant-based medicine. So they just stayed as “promising” medical studies, without Final FDA approval. You know how you’re browsing online and see an exciting article or video clip about some new development with great possibilities to help people in dire medical circumstances? Then it disappears, and you never hear about it again? I had (what felt like) hundreds of those in my memory, and over the years I had long made a habit of emailing links to these to myself, so I could keep tabs on them as they developed (and also just remember them). I thought I was collecting these links to maybe help my friends who may have been in future medical distress, but it turned out I was collecting them to help myself! Almost like I came back from the future to save myself. Ha ha!

Zooming back into that medical office, with 2 German doctors methodically listing potential options for a biopsy, plus their suggestions for radiation and surgery, I was still outwardly catatonic. But once I recovered from the shock of hearing the diagnosis, my thoughts were now racing towards recalling all the various new and radical holistic treatments I had read about, or seen in video clips. Especially for brain tumors. I knew there were holistic plant-based alternatives to radiation and chemo, I just couldn’t remember the details of what they were, in that fuzzy moment! I remembered reading about progress being made against glioblastomas. I wanted something that could allow me to preserve as much of my Brain and body function as possible, but also allow me a decent quality-of-life if the outcome wasn't successful. I needed an alternative path to what these doctors were proposing. I at least knew I wanted to try a non-surgical/non-radiation/non-chemo route and see what the results would be. But I also needed something that gave me a good chance at eradicating this body glitch, not just temporarily suppressing it. 

A lot of people faced with this diagnosis would just opt for the “traditional” modern treatment method of biopsy, radiation, and surgery. But this growth was buried deep down in the left side of my brain. It wasn’t easily reachable without cutting through some crucial biological, cerebral circuitry. Parts of my brain that could contain memories, bodily control, speech, and other crucial facets of my life. Things I don’t want to live without. I didn’t want to gamble with my brain. I’d rather not stay alive if it meant I wouldn’t be my true self. 

I asked the doctors what were the statistics for anything bad happening during the surgery. They looked very happy to be sharing this info, and I could see this was going to be their recommendation. But when I heard the numbers, my doubts were instant. The odds were better than they *used* to be, but still were too risky for me to feel good about. It’s easy for doctors to speak confidently about the risk to someone ELSE’s brain functions. But I’m the one who’d have to live with the results if it didn’t go well. This wasn’t some vestigial body part, like the appendix. This was the hub of my consciousness. My brain is ME. Literally who I am. 

I started processing the pros and cons of the surgery/radiation option, & instantly knew I wasn’t doing that as a first option. Same for a biopsy, which would still require them to open my head up and take a sample of my brain from deep down on the left side, and risk cutting through unknown crucial nerve connections. Or I could have an adverse reaction, like a stroke during the procedure. 

One of the sad parts of getting older is watching friends die of various unexpected circumstances, whether they’re health problems or accidents. Over time, I had become very familiar with seeing the tried-and-true treatment of cancers and tumors, and their mixed results in my friends. 

I saw a few of my friends literally waste away on chemotherapy & radiation treatments that were hard on their bodies, while they were trying to end a cancer. I talked at length about the choice to try the Allopathic/Western route vs various Alternative/Holistic routes with one of my dear friends while he was in the later stages of losing his battle with pancreatic cancer. My dying friend told me with great regret that he wished he had gone the Holistic route, but he had felt extra pressure to follow his doctor’s suggestion, because he had a very young daughter and a wife who he wanted to fight for. And he was understandably worried about the unknown outcome of Holistic methods for his specific type of cancer. So he felt reassured by the high usage rates of Chemo & Radiation and the statistics for survivability, especially when every doctor was telling him to go that route. 

The mainstream world of Western medicine inherently pushes radiation, surgery, & chemo (or any combo of them) as the default options for treatment of tumors. Insurance companies cover these options, usually with no question. However, the same can’t be said for Holistic methods of treatment. Many of the non-Western methods are actually warned against by doctors and can even nullify coverage by most insurance policies. So people are disincentivized to use them. I can certainly understand why people make the choice that’s being offered by trained professionals as the most potentially successful way to stay alive! It actually takes a strong inner willpower to venture off the well-worn path and try a method with less documented proof of success, and less access to known helpful resources. 

The doctors recommended an urgent course of action, since by my refusal to get a biopsy, the exact severity of the tumor couldn’t be determined. I told them I’d update them on my plans after I’d had a couple of days to process, do some research, & talk to family/trusted advisors. 

I dreaded telling my family, especially my Mother. My nuclear family was just me, my older sister, and my Mom (my father died of undiagnosed Type II Diabetes when I was 10), and they were back in the States, living down South. My local extended family in Hamburg was my ex-girlfriend Rosa and her daughter Nefertiti from a previous relationship (who I consider my child, since we were a family since she was 6 years old, and we’d all moved from NYC to Hamburg together, a few years prior). We’d kept a very close relationship even after our breakup, and are still family for each other. These four ladies were the female energy in my daily life. The primary male energy was 3 dear friends who are/were like brothers to me, and we had already been there for each other in emergency and pivotal life situations over the years. 2 of my brothers, Carl and Matt, were in Brooklyn (New York), and one, Markus, was in Hamburg (Germany) with me. My German brother Markus had actually been the first person who welcomed me to the city and made me feel like I could build a life there. We had also become business partners in a tech startup where I mainly contributed sweat equity, and he helped sponsor my visa to stay in the country when it got disrupted by the whole COVID-19 lockdown situation. 

These were the first people with whom I needed to share this scary news. I really wanted to avoid stressing them out or making them sad, so I decided I needed to have at least the outlines of a potential healing plan together before I spoke to them. So they’d be reassured and wouldn’t just panic or be heartbroken. Pathologically, I now know that I needed to put this plan together for MYSELF, first and foremost. So *I* also wouldn’t be freaking out about an unknown future!

On my way home from the hospital, I started going through old emails on my phone and searching for key words like “Cannabis”, “experimental trial”, “glioblastoma”, “medical marijuana”, “Rick Simpson Oil”, etc. Any links I may have sent myself over the years, regarding the medical use of Cannabis to treat  cancer or tumors. I knew I had some golden links buried like magical needles in a mountainous haystack. Sure enough, I started finding relevant links. There were more of them than I originally remembered! And I was so grateful for that. They weren’t all exactly what I needed, and some were quite dated, but I knew that these links could be like a trail leading me to newer data and getting closer to my specific needs. I started compiling them into a special document that became my Master Archive for pertinent scientific studies, or any links that showed some level of success, even on a limited basis. The more refined and updated version of that is now the Resource Appendix at the end of this book. 

When I got home, I got on my desktop computer and started a crazed, non-stop online search of each of these links, using them as center-points of info and gradually extrapolating out from them to search whatever website they were on for more recent info. For any medical studies, I went to the Bibliography section at the end of each, where they listed whatever source studies they’d used. Each link led to another one, and they started getting more and more recent. 

I also switched search engines, trying these same searches on different engines and also different web browsers. I knew Google had the biggest database, but also the most mainstream sources. I needed underground info, too. DuckDuckGo is a great resource for info that’s not on the more corporate search engines, so I used it to corroborate any links I found on Google, and also to expand my search when they came up with different results. 

After a few hours of this, it became clear that Astrocytomas were almost never mentioned, but Glioblastomas were the most common type of brain tumor in any medical cannabis trials. In all the data and articles I was seeing online, Glioblastomas were typically seen as more fatal, more advanced in lethality, and overall, just more common. I was starting to realize that I wasn’t going to have any real reassurances from lots of data for treating my own specific type of tumor. I was seeing lots of promising results and outcomes for very small sample sizes, but almost all for glioblastomas. This led me to start looking up the differences between types of brain tumors, and that became another rabbit hole of information into which I fell for a few hours. I barely took time to eat, but definitely took a few weed-smoking breaks to calm my nerves while I was on the computer. I wasn’t yet sure about the medicinal effects of Cannabis on brain tumors, but I knew very well about its soothing effects on my nerves, when smoking it! And I was frazzled, to say the least. As my online research continued, I got less stressed and more encouraged about medical possibilities. It was a combination of smoking the weed and the actual info I was finding. I finally resolved that I was going to have to trust any info I saw about glioblastomas and apply it to my Astrocytoma. That was an intuitive leap, done more out of necessity than actual hard data as proof. One of many such leaps I had to take on this journey. It wouldn’t be the last one.

Within the established medical community, most doctors seemed to be trying to isolate compounds of the Cannabis plant for specific targeting of certain cellular elements of tumors. This was done not just for maximum efficacy, but also to minimize the psychotropic effects of the plant and make any treatment more applicable to a wider range of people. Many patients didn’t want/couldn’t handle any trippy or even slightly hallucinatory experiences during their treatment, and of course the plant itself was still illegal in many U.S. states and was fully illegal in Germany, at the time. 

I saw several articles about people having success with actually juicing the entire cannabis plant, and drinking it. That was older info, but it led me to more recent articles about Full Extract Cannabis Oil (FECO), which actually extracted much more of the active compounds in the plant into a thick, viscous oil that was ingested, to be processed in the kidneys, enter the bloodstream, & cross the blood-brain barrier. The compounds in FECO are all the ones being isolated into separate elements by most Allopathic medical cannabis formulas: THC, CBD, CBG, CBC, CBA, CBN, terpenoids, flavonoids, etc. People using FECO take the opposite route of Allopathic practitioners and benefit from the combined medicinal effects of all the Cannabis compounds together, calling it The Entourage Effect. In this theory, each compound is interdependent on the other, they amplify each other, and the sum of the parts is greater than any individual elements. Intuitively, this felt correct to me. It followed the more Holistic concept of allowing the plant to stay in its most complete form, even if it was converted to an oil. But the full psychotropic effects of the plant are also included in the cumulative effect of keeping the compounds together. So users have a more varied reaction to it that can be unpredictable. Depending on the patient’s mindset and levels of acclimation, it can range from a heavy mind/body-fog to a fully psychedelic and surreal experience. Eventually, like with anything introduced into the body on a daily basis, a natural tolerance level can be developed that allows for more normalized routines. But this process of acclimation is hard to predict and for many, it’s psychologically too far removed from their usual lives to be viable. It requires an unknown duration of the user trying to get their mind and body to build enough tolerance to the FECO to be able to have regular interactions with the world. It usually takes several weeks, at a minimum. 

There’s another type of full-spectrum cannabis oil extract called Rick Simpson Oil (RSO), named after its most famous practitioner, who became an early advocate of all full-spectrum medicinal cannabis use, for both topical (skin) and internal usage. It’s basically identical to FECO, except that Rick Simpson Oil uses isopropyl alcohol or naphtha in its less pure form as the solvent to extract the compounds from cannabis plants, instead of medical-grade alcohol, which FECO uses. Isopropyl and Naptha can be toxic to the body over time, so it’s less safe for prolonged usage. The less pure the alcohol solvent is, the more potentially harmful it can be to digestive systems, skin, hair, etc. Medical-grade also means food-safe, and is 99% pure. Some people making the oil at home will use Everclear alcohol at the 95% purity level as a cheaper and more easily accessed form of food-safe alcohol to extract oil from cannabis. Rick Simpson Oil and FECO are both sometimes called “Phoenix Tears”, but due to the differences in manufacturing, any extracts should always be checked for how they were made. In general, if you’re putting anything INTO or ON your body, always check the ingredients and the manufacturing process. 

A common thread I was seeing in more of the recent medical studies was the awareness and implicit importance of a neural field that exists in all human bodies called the EndoCannabinoid System (ECS). This plays a role in how our bodies process Cannabis as medicine when orally ingested (also applies to smoking it, but more superficially and short-term).  The specifics of its role are still being determined and are heavily debated, even as I write this. But its existence is not in doubt. 

When I first started diving into alternative approaches to healing, the ECS was one of the most surprising discoveries I made. I’d never even heard of it before, and yet this system is present in every single human body, playing a critical role in maintaining balance and promoting health. What’s even more fascinating is the growing body of research showing that the ECS may be a key player in the fight against cancer, especially when medicinal cannabis is involved.

To understand how this works, it’s important to know what the ECS does. Essentially, the ECS is like the body’s internal regulatory system. It’s made up of three main components: endocannabinoids (natural compounds produced by the body), cannabinoid receptors (found throughout the body), and enzymes that break down endocannabinoids once they’ve done their job. The ECS helps regulate a wide range of functions, including pain, inflammation, mood, appetite, sleep, and even immune response. Its primary job is to maintain homeostasis—a state of balance where everything in the body is functioning as it should.

What makes this system so interesting is that it interacts with compounds found in cannabis, like THC (tetrahydrocannabinol) and CBD (cannabidiol). These compounds, called phytocannabinoids, mimic the body’s natural endocannabinoids and can bind to the same receptors. The two main types of cannabinoid receptors, CB1 and CB2, are found in different parts of the body. CB1 receptors are mostly in the brain and central nervous system, while CB2 receptors are found in the immune system and peripheral tissues. By interacting with these receptors, cannabis has the potential to influence a wide range of biological processes—including those involved in cancer.

Over the past few decades, researchers have begun to explore the role of the ECS in cancer treatment, and the findings are incredibly promising. A study published in Nature Reviews Cancer in 2003 highlighted how cannabinoids can inhibit tumor growth in animal models of cancer. The researchers found that cannabinoids can promote apoptosis (programmed cell death) in cancer cells, inhibit angiogenesis (the formation of new blood vessels that tumors need to grow), and reduce the spread of cancer cells to other parts of the body. These effects seem to occur without harming healthy cells, which is a major advantage compared to traditional treatments like chemotherapy and radiation.

Another study, published in The Journal of Pharmacology and Experimental Therapeutics in 2006, showed that cannabinoids can inhibit the growth of certain cancer cells, including those associated with breast cancer, lung cancer, and glioblastoma. Glioblastoma, an aggressive type of brain cancer, is notoriously difficult to treat, but the study found that cannabinoids could slow its progression by targeting cancer cells directly.

CBD, in particular, has gained attention for its anti-cancer properties. Unlike THC, CBD doesn’t produce a “high,” but it still interacts with the ECS in powerful ways. A study published in Molecular Cancer Therapeutics in 2011 found that CBD can induce apoptosis in breast cancer cells and inhibit their ability to spread. Other research has shown that CBD may enhance the effectiveness of chemotherapy by making cancer cells more sensitive to treatment.

What’s most exciting to me is that this isn’t just about lab experiments or animal studies. There’s a growing number of anecdotal reports from patients who have used medicinal cannabis as part of their cancer treatment and seen incredible results. While more clinical trials are needed to fully understand how cannabis works in humans, the early evidence is hard to ignore. It’s clear that the ECS plays a crucial role in regulating the body’s response to cancer—and that cannabis has the potential to support this process in profound ways.

For me, learning about the ECS and its connection to cancer has been a game-changer. It’s a reminder that healing isn’t just about fighting disease—it’s about working with the body’s natural systems to restore balance and health. The ECS is proof that our bodies are designed to heal, and that sometimes, we just need the right tools to help them do their job. Medicinal cannabis is one of those tools, and I truly believe it has the potential to revolutionize the way we think about cancer treatment.

After all this research, I knew that if I was going to pursue using Cannabis to treat my astrocytoma, I was going to need significant amounts of this FECO oil. The most promising treatment I had seen was calling for 1000 mg a day, for at least a few weeks. Which is a lot! So I started looking online for the prices and sources of the oil, specifically in the EU, since that’s where I was based at the time. Prices were approximately €200/gram as the starting point, and going upward! For those who don’t do the metric system, 1000mg=1 gram. So for any FECO treatment, I needed 1 gram of Oil per day, and at that time I didn’t know for how many days. But I assumed it would at least be 30 days, maybe as much as 60 (it turned out to be 3 cycles, a total of 90 days). FECO was only found in the EU at a few locations and only in two main countries, Spain and The Netherlands. None of the online sources had any kind of legal validation or medical certification, either. Definitely in the grey zone of legality. The even bigger issue was the amount of the oil I’d be needing seemed to be far higher than any legal amount in either of the two aforementioned countries, both of which had already established medical and recreational cannabis laws, but they considered this oil to be too psychotropically strong to be safe.

I started realizing I’d need to go back to my birth country, the USA, in order to get the quantity, quality, & best pricing for the FECO, if that was going to be my main internal medicine. America has lots of problematic issues, but when it comes to good ol’ fashioned underground Pirate stuff, it’s still unbeatable! The West Coast seemed to be the part of the country with the most research on medicinal cannabis, as well as the highest quality plants, and the best prices for the oil. California, Colorado, Oregon, Nevada, Washington; these were the Medicinal Meccas for cannabis. Almost every medical cannabis study I saw published on the National Institute of Health’s website was coming from a scientist at a university in one of these states. After a few hours of this research, I could feel myself being convinced of the healing power of this plant which had been a recreational and stress-relieving part of my life since I was around 14. I also knew of its sacred nature in indigenous tribes across the Americas, as well as its presence in Egyptian and Biblical lore. Of course, I knew of its central prominence in Jamaican Rastafarianism, as the holy sacrament to connect to their Higher Power, Jah. 

In my research, I saw other alternative healing methods, but I didn’t see any that were specific to brain tumors, and having such success, even with limited trials. And the more I researched the ECS in all human bodies, the more I started to believe that these Cannabinoidal neural receptors were there specifically for such healing of many different body regions. I decided to embark on this path, with FECO as my main medicine. I knew I’d need other supplements and methods to complement the oil, but having the main element of my treatment at least decided upon, I felt empowered to share the news of my tumor (& my plan to beat it) with my inner circle. 
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CHAPTER 2
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SHARING THE NEWS WITH MY INNER CIRCLE: Overcoming emotional uncertainty
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Telling my ex-girlfriend Rosa about my diagnosis was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do. Even though our romantic relationship had ended, our bond had never truly been severed. She was still a huge part of my life—a friend, a confidante, and the mother of our 14-year-old daughter. There was so much love between us, a deep, familiar connection that time and circumstances hadn’t been able to erase. And because of that, I knew I needed to tell her. But knowing it and actually doing it were two very different things.

I struggled with how to bring it up. Part of me didn’t want to burden her with the weight of my diagnosis. She had her own life, her own responsibilities, and I didn’t want to add to her stress. But another part of me knew that I couldn’t go through this without her support. She had always been someone I could lean on, someone who understood me in a way that few people did. I knew she would want to be there for me, and I knew I needed her. Still, the words caught in my throat every time I tried to say them. How do you tell someone you care about something so life-altering? How do you admit that you’re scared, that you don’t have all the answers, that you’re not as strong as you want to appear?

When I finally did tell her, I just had to push through and get it out directly, as straightforward as possible. I had to channel my inner German persona! I waited until I knew we had a moment when our daughter Nefertit wouldn’t be listening from another room with her superhuman hearing. When that moment finally came, I knew I wouldn’t have much time before we got interrupted, so I just got it all out, with the most calm I could muster.  I explained everything—the initial symptoms that made me go to the doctor, the diagnosis, the uncertainty, the treatments I was considering. I made sure to explain that I would consider the doctors’ recommended path if I wasn’t getting good results in my follow-up MRI in a few months. She listened quietly, her face a mix of concern and compassion. And when I was done, she didn’t say anything right away. Her face said it all. She had a look of genuine concern, empathy, and a bit of fear. But she also had resolve and stability in her eyes. She just reached out and took my hand, holding it tightly. In that moment, I felt an overwhelming sense of relief. I didn’t realize how much I’d been carrying until I shared it with her. I didn’t realize how much I needed her to know.

Rosa’s reaction was exactly what I should have expected from her—calm, grounded, and full of love. She didn’t panic or fall apart. Instead, she offered me her unwavering support, both emotionally and spiritually. She reminded me that I wasn’t alone, that we were in this together, even if we weren’t together in the way we used to be. She told me we’d figure it out, step by step. And as she spoke, I felt a flicker of hope that I hadn’t felt since the diagnosis. It wasn’t just my fight anymore. It was ours. Even though I’d be the one going through all the efforts and consequences, I at least knew I had her emotional support and lack of judgment for choosing an alternative path to healing. It meant everything to me. And still does. 

The situation was made even more complicated by our daughter. At 14 (almost 15), Nefertiti was finally starting to blossom after a tough and turbulent few recent years. Her early teens had been marked by emotional instability, triggered by the isolation of the COVID lockdown. Like so many teenagers, she had struggled with the disruption of her routine, the lack of social interaction with her friends, and the uncertainty of the world around her. But recently, as we’d come out of the lockdown situation, she’d begun to find her footing again. Not just in school, but with herself as a young person discovering who she was. She was more confident, more stable, more herself. And the last thing we wanted was to disrupt that progress.
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