try it out

When Michelle
JSdOd

LOll¢
agreed to join
ner on a defox

refreat, he

nad already
overcome his
oiggest hurdle.

| thought would
/ beagreat way 1o
| spend quaty trme
{,-"’ with rmry dad didn't
quite get the reaction
| was hopsng for.
*I'td rather chew my own leg ofl,” Dad
sad when | suggested he join me for a
week at a health farm. Chasing tha last hot
chip around a plate of steak and gravy, he
addad: “Take your mother, she'd enjoy IL”
But it was my 65-year old father who |
knew would bénefit most from what the
Hunter Vialey's Golden Door Health Retreat:

Blysia, had D offer (it wouldn't hurt me aither),

LLikex rany man of my tather's generation,
exercise, health and welbeing had always
taken a backsaat 10 a e of backbrealking
work. And when ha finally figured out how
bmmmmmmnmm
became his new best friends.

Elmualwmbm
had been politely refused, | wasn't above
bullying him info accompanying me on a
weok-long detox at The Golden Door.

DAY ONE - ARRIVAL

Dad had been rattied just enough about
what lay ahead 10 take on board Elysia's
acvice 1o cut back on alcohol, meat,
sugar, salt and caffeine in the lead up to
our incarceration. |, on the other hand,
had ralled against the brochura's gentie
suggestions in the mistaken belef that

| didn't need to drag out the pain.

Now, along with 40 other nenvous
“nmaltes”, we both lookad a ittle wobbily at
the prospect of being locked up together
without our vices (me wine, Dad steak).

The group onentation did Btte to allay

our fears. The list of contraband - caffeine,

alcohol, tobacco, sugar, chocolate and
salt - created a ripple effect of shuffing
in seats and furtive sideways glances.
Comiort came when | remembered the
“healthy” snack bars Mum had tucked away
in our sultcases, “Just in case”. Despite a
delicious lunch, Dad cursed himsell for not
stopping on the way there for a “real feed”.
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statf posnted out, to emptly your bowels up
1o 10 tmes a day. VWhen Dad tels me ha's
been getting up al ght to go 10 the Iodet,

| rermend him some thngs between fathers
and daughters are better left unsaid

The next day, a lecturs on men's haalth dd
maove than educate Dad. He had found hes
nner “femake” and went 1o Ndukge I some
parmpenng treatmants, Our Golden Door

program ncluded two 50-minute Swedsh
massages and one SO-minute facial.
Popping n 1o 5ee the evidence first
hand, | stifled a lawgh at the sight of my
Dad's har pulled back with an Abce band
whike a practoner extolated he face

Al cinner, with hes skan all soft and supple,
s eyes sparkdng and more of a spang N hs

T

water). With Tvs
in hoth badrmoms, | wonderad
how hard this detox could ba?

From the balcony, the irony wasn't lost
0N US 85 wWa gazed acTOsSS Our DaNOMImic
vallay view to a landscape dotied with
some of the finest wineries in the country.

A health assessment by a naturopath and
fitness instructor buoyed my hopes when |
was deemed “above average”. Surprisingly,
Dad didn't fare too badly either. Despite a
siightly elevated percentage of body fat,
he was in “reasonable” shape.

Determinad 10 get it and lose a few kilos,
Dad was ready 10 hit the ground running...
omomow. Right now ha was only inerested
In running all the wary 10 the dinner table.

We spent our first night loftering in the
lobby Defiora dinner, Sipping on mocktalls
{handly a dacquirl, but not so bad). Thers
were about twiCce as many wormen as
men, and | was surprised by the number
of young singles here from NSW, Victona,
Queensiand and even New Zealand.

Getting to know peopla was part of the
fun, but first everyone was busy rubbing
their hands together, having glimpsed
prawns on tha menu. A dessert of herbal
tea had my father screwing up his nose
Iin distaste. We retined earty, and my eyes
closed as 500n as My haad Mt the pllow.

DAY TWO
The shrill ring of the telephone at Bam
catapuited us from skeap. The detoxing

process had obviously started because | was

ready 10 tear strips off whoever had dared
o call 50 sarly. But it was an automated
wiaka-up cal for our aarly moming tal chi
class, 50 my bad mood had 10 wait.
Joining the other bisary-ayed guests on
meditation hil wa discoverad how 10 walke
up the cafleine-free way. But once my eyes
Ihad fully openad Up, It was my other senses
that needed stifing. Waiching Dad siruggle
1o balance on one leg while sakuting the sun
AIMOost knOCked My COMPOSUre Sideways.

Michelle and her dad bonded over a
week of healthy food and exercise
- and tried not to kill each other.

For a man who thought mecktation meant
an exdra haif hour lying in front of the TV, ta
chi's fluid movements were a chalienge.

Brealdast was on our minds, but first we
had another mountain io cimb, Given a
choice betwean deep-water running and a
4.3km walk, wa weni our separale ways.

Back in the dining room, Dad had already
parkad in with some new mates, but | was
homified 10 58 his bow aimost spling over
with homemade yoghurt atop his muesl
{no frult for him). Despite instructions from
staff o waich portion sizes, It was obviously
0o sarty for peopie o pass comment.

At Goiden Door, you can choose 1o do
nothing or make the most of the myriad
acthivitios availabie. | wasn't feeiling my
energetic best 50 decided 10 take in the first
day's Mestyle ecture on nutrition, which had
most of the guests nodding off. It was all
part of the delox, we were ioid - our bodies
petting used 1o a lack of sugar, or “white
poison” as it's known in healthy circles.

Dery two without caffieine had ghven me a
crackar haadacha, not 1o mention a longing
1o take i out on someone. Dad was staying
wel clear of me and 100k himself off 1o his
first ever yoga clasa. | would have laughed
had my head not hurt so much.

The excitement of surviving day one
without idiing each other had exhausted
me. But | was more than a itthe surprised
by Dad turming in aarly... without watching
TV. | discoverad the next day it was his
hunger pains that drove him 10 bad early.

DAYS THREE TO FIVE

Two days of getting up before dawn 10
stredch had me plotiing o pull the plug from
the telaphons, but my compatitive sireak
wouldn't st me see Dad trot off alone. We
'were starting 1o feal a Rttie less prickly, and
more alert than we'd both felt in ages.

The downside was that by this time, our
bockes were desperately trying 10 elminate
all the waste we'd accumulated by passing
more gas than you would aver think
humaniy possible. it's also not unusual,
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step than I'd spen for a long time, | decxded
it he got ary perkoer ' have to kil hm,

DAY SIX

We wera waking up earty naturally after
better sieaps than we'd had in years. Our
stomachs had shrunk and we'd stopped
craving sweat treats. The debCious meals

laft us satisfied, the early moming Classes
ware full and short fuses a thing of the past.

By providing a wide range of activities,
from pumg classes 1o deep water running,
and lighter activities such as belly
dancing, guests can expariment out of
their comiort 2ones and have a good time.

| was stunned by Dad's eagemess 10
try everything on the class manu. With
our bodies now finely tuned 10 appreciate
hasithy, unprocessed produce, it was
‘amazing 10 discover that irult and vegies
could taste 50 good. | was amused fo find
Dad taking pole position in the front row
of a cooking class by the head chel.

“You shouldn't use mangaring or
vegeltabie olis,” Dad informed me later.
“And you can use natural stock 1o flavour
things.” Mum's going o iove this, | thought.

As wa all Ined up for the final assessrment,
everybody was looking better and feeling
ighter. Our eyes were white, our skin
plumped and hydrated, and bioating a thing
of the past. With Dad's bodly fat percentage
down remarkably, his flexdbility aimost
doubled and an improved heart rate, he felt
pratty pleased with himself — and rightly so.

Everybody was buoyed by ther results and
our last dinner was a celebratory affair. it felt
B® a party without the chips and beer, and
discussions on bowel movemants were the
only signs we ware not back in the real word.

THREE MONTHS ON

Whis faling off the Golden Door wagon has
becoma commonplace for ma since my
retum 1o real e, Dad has put me 1o shame.
He's got heaps of energy, has lost eight kilos
and given up salt complately. He sill ioves.
his steak but, much 10 Mum's delight, is
ealing monm vegies and even cooking them
himsell. While he hasn't got the portion sizes
under control, he insists exercisa is ned on
the agenda. | hate smug people. For mone
Information see www.golkdendoor.com.au



