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        Be aware that certain supplements and detox protocols may cause a severe detox reaction in some individuals. Please proceed with caution when using these substances and protocols.

      

        

      
        This book is not intended to be a substitute for professional medical advice and should not be relied on as health or personal advice. Always seek the guidance of your doctor or other qualified health professional with any questions you may have regarding your health or a medical condition.
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      My high school was a very prestigious boarding school in Connecticut, in a gorgeous lush green valley down from the Appalachian Trail with a wild river flowing right beside the campus. One afternoon in 1999, during my senior year at boarding school, I was clearing paths on the Appalachian Trail for my mountain biking team—punishment for cutting practice—and I got bitten in the navel by a tick, though I didn’t even feel it at the time. It wasn’t until later that night when I was sitting at my crunched desk studying that I suddenly felt the sensation of something in my navel. I lifted my shirt and was horrified at the sight of the engorged tick, right in my belly button. I raced to the infirmary to have it removed. The nurse said it was a wolf tick, so I couldn’t have been infected with Lyme disease. I went back to my dorm room that night feeling relieved, but a few days later I had the typical bull’s-eye rash around the bite, which itched and is common to Lyme. Lyme was discovered in East Lyme, Connecticut, so I was well within the area of influence.

      A week later, I developed flu-like symptoms that persisted for two weeks, time which I spent racked with chills in the infirmary. Still, they refused to treat me on the basis that I was bitten by a wolf tick. At the time, I was smoking pot and cigarettes occasionally, which were both strictly against school policy, and I was scared to press the issue. I thought for sure, as any paranoid young deadhead might, that I would be expelled—that they would be suspicious and drug test me and find marijuana in my system. I was so naïve back then. If Lyme disease is caught quickly, it can be treated in two weeks with antibiotics, but if left untreated, the spirochetes go deep inside the body where it takes a long time and massive doses of antibiotics to kill them. Some people never recover.

      Spring semester of senior year in high school, I trudged along. After the bite, I felt off—I was weaker and tired a lot. I smoked more and drank more caffeine to have energy.

      Graduation day rolled around on the first of June 1999. I was in the old stone Saint Joseph’s Chapel with my sweet parents, Ken and Charme Tate, who had flown up for the celebration. My father, Ken, was an architect with a very well-established firm in Jackson, Misssissippi, and my mother, Charme, was an interior designer with an office in his firm. That day in the chapel surrounded by my parents and fellow students, I suddenly had difficulty breathing and was exceptionally thirsty. I quickly left the chapel and sat down outside alone on a stone wall to catch my breath. I stayed there until the end of the service. When my parents came outside, they were very concerned about my well-being. I told them I was faint and short of breath, but I would be okay. So, we plowed on through the festivities.

      As my parents were leaving to return home to Jackson, they were still visibly concerned about me. I told them not to worry, but inside, I too was worried. What was wrong with me? It had been months since the tick bite, and I had all but forgotten about it. I wanted to push through and go to the legendary senior parties with my friends. Boarding school kids weren’t allowed to smoke, kiss girls, drink, go out at night, watch movies, or do, really, anything at all, so after graduation, all that pent-up mischief erupted into a free-for-all.

      During the senior parties, everyone was drinking a lot. Some people were hooking up. A cute blonde classmate with aqua eyes came up to me, pinched my butt, and wanted to make out, but I couldn’t care less. I wanted to celebrate and party, but I just felt so bad. This was not like me at all. What was this?

      By the final party, I was just barely hanging on. I couldn’t wait to go home.

      I had left for boarding school my sophomore year in high school due to depression and partying too much by my own choice. I asked my parents to let me. That first year away from home, starting in the fall of 1996, was very challenging for me. I missed my friends and was quite sad about being away from a girl I had a massive crush on back home, even though she didn’t reciprocate my feelings. My diet was also terrible. I would skip meals and then feast on whole pizzas. I lived on soda; I smoked cigarettes in the bathroom when I could and dipped Skoal tobacco in my room, spitting into empty soda cans.

      I did become very good friends in Connecticut with a large group of guys, and by senior year, the girl in Mississippi was a distant memory. I became close friends with a girl named Stephanie from South Carolina who shared my obsession with spirituality. We had long talks on life and God. In time, I fell in love with her, but I was always too shy to tell her how I felt.

      Still, even with Stephanie in my life, high school was a bumpy ride for me, full of potholes. I was a major hippie, and during the spring of 1999, I decided to turn my short red hair into dreadlocks. I kept getting caught smoking cigarettes and I frequently cut class, although I somehow managed to make pretty good grades and did well on the SATs. For all my intellectual abilities, I was a true underachiever. I probably could have gone to Harvard or Yale if I had cared at all. But nothing really mattered to me besides spirituality and jam bands—a form of improvisational rock n’ roll centered around long periods of free-form playing. The most popular jam bands are the Grateful Dead and Phish, but groups like Dave Matthews Band and Widespread Panic also do it. I had, in fact, already decided by the fall semester of my senior year that I would not be going to college the next year; instead, I would hit the open road to follow Widespread Panic as they toured from city to city across the USA.

      On the airplane ride home to Mississippi from Connecticut, the altitude and compressed air in the plane made it truly difficult to breathe, and I was also extremely thirsty—thirstier than I had ever been in my life. I probably drank two gallons of water before arriving in Mississippi later that night. My head felt like it was in a vice; I was pale and felt faint.

      I told my mother about my symptoms when she picked me up at the airport, and quite naturally, she was very worried for me. My mother, a warm woman raised in north Mississippi by a good spiritual family, had always supported me through my ups and downs. It was a relief to be at home under her care, though I was still scared. I thought I might die. The next day, we went to an urgent care clinic where the doctor insisted I had the flu and sent me home. We decided to wait it out for another two weeks, even though we both knew it wasn’t the flu.

      My whole family had been deeply involved with alternative health since my grandfather had used certain techniques to help my mother with her systemic candidiasis in the 1980s. Candida is a genus of yeast common in a healthy body that can overgrow when there is a lack of healthy bacteria in the digestive tract. When it develops into candidiasis, the infection can enter the bloodstream and cause extreme fatigue and many other bizarre symptoms. My mother was cured of hers through juicing, homeopathy, and various nutritional supplements (which I will refer to as “nutrients” from here on) after being unwell for some months. Dr. Seneca Anderson, a holistic homeopathic doctor in Atlanta, Georgia, had treated her on my grandfather’s recommendation. My grandfather, Irwin Tate, who was close to Dr. Anderson, had severe muscular degeneration due to radiation poisoning from viewing the atom bomb tests in Los Alamos, New Mexico, in the 1940s as part of his service in the medical corps of the National Guard. All his friends who had been at the test had died or were very ill. This had prompted him to search endlessly for good health practices that could stop the degeneration. Since the tests, he had worked out rigorously, eaten well, and eschewed sugar, alcohol, and cigarettes—attributes that were quite unusual for a man of the 1950s. On his quest, he had found Dr. Anderson many years prior to my mother getting candidiasis and had even bought him a dark field microscope useful for detecting 
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