Cancer Diary, Tuesday April 14, 2002 Salinas California

Medical Opinions

In my consultation with Dr. Sweet (the second urologist who did the last biopsy), he questioned the validity of the first biopsy.  This would be an explanation as to why there was no cancer detected in the biopsy that he performed.  He suggested that I have the earlier biopsy reexamined.  So I called the Texas laboratory who did the 1st biopsy and asked them to send the report and the slides to the local pathology lab here in Salinas that handled the second case.  I did not elaborate too much on the situation but simple explained that there was a “discrepancy” between the two tests and would they give me an analysis of the original test.  I am sure that this caused them some discomfort since their results as much as the original results were under question.  The brief report was returned in just a few days.

First they commented on their own biopsy and apparently created additional slides (levels).  They confirmed that they found no cancer.

Review of the slides from case OP-02-930 (the recent biopsy) shows benign glands and stoma; even with several additional levels made, no carcinoma is identified.

Then they commented on the original biopsy and confirmed that cancer was seen:

The outside slides (the August 2001 biopsy) show a single small focus of andenocarcinoma in the slide labeled right base, this focus measuring approximately 0.5 mm across. 

And then they offered an explanation to explain the apparent discrepancy between the two.

 This is a very small focus of tumor, and because of sampling variability, it is not surprising that the biopsies in OP-02-930 do not show the tumor.

So, what is the meaning of this?  First, I did have cancer.  Second, at worst, it is possible that the second biopsy gave a false negative, Third, even if the second biopsy was false, it is clear that the earlier tumor has not grown or spread (something that was worrying me).  Fourth, no conventional doctor is going to admit that my therapy has cured the cancer although Dr. Sweet admitted that the therapy “sounded healthy” and over the many years of his practice, he is shying away from “aggressive treatment” (i.e. surgery) as often unnecessary.

I also recall, that he said my Gleason score of 6 of the first biopsy (on a scale of 2-10) was not that horrible. 

What do I think?  I believe that the cancer is gone.  I think the therapy is working well.  I will see the intensive therapy to its planned conclusion (18-24 months).  I also feel that Dr. Shaheen (the first urologist) was far too eager to start cutting out body parts based on a pretty minimal indication of serious disease.   He was, I think, quite insensitive to the possible impact on my person, incontinence, impotence, etc.  Finally, I am glad (in an intellectual way) that the first diagnosis was reaffirmed because will allow the credit for my cure to accrue to the Gerson therapy.

I am reading Max Gerson’s biography (see more below) and a recent section reaffirms the theory that cancer is a systemic problem and that removing the manifestations of the disease (the tumor) does nothing to cure the underlying problem.  That is why cancer keeps coming back with conventional treatment.  That is why I think I am undertaking a cure, not a treatment.

Charlotte’s Birthday Party

Last Saturday, Gayle and I flew our plane down to San Diego to attend Charlotte’s 80th birthday party.  This was an affair that Howard had been planning for some time and about which he was very excited.  Our plan was to remain overnight and then on Sunday to fly home with a lunchtime stop in Palm Springs to visit our friends Gaylon and Pam McSmith.  Part of the rationale for the trip was that visiting Charlotte was one of the few places (perhaps the only place) where we did not have to pack up a monumental collection of equipment and food in order to make a simple visit.

The flight down to San Diego was pleasant in spite of spotty weather.  About half of the 2 hour 10 minute trip was in the clouds and other than a touch of airframe ice over the “Grapevine” (San Bernardino Mountains) was quite uneventful.  I only had to “hit the bottle” once due mostly to avoiding my early morning juices.  We picked up our rental car at Montgomery field and drove to Bonita.

The party was a small and intimate affair with about 15-16 guests.  There were several guests from the Oasis Hospital including Dr. Ernesto Contreras the founder and patriarch, Daniel Kennedy, his grandson and the administrator of the hospital, and Dr. Jean Dessources (“Dr. Jean”) the chief Gerson doctor at the hospital and a charming Haitian.  There were two Gerson Institute board members, interesting ladies, and a couple of long-time workers from the Institute.  I met Richard Boger, the Norwalk Juicer representative.  He was a charming and interesting man who looked rather like a hippie  well into middle age who was there with his new wife, an adoring nymphet barely out of her teenage years.  I informed Richard about all the improvements he should make to the juicer including reducing the weight from 62 pounds down to a more reasonable 10 pounds.  Also present was Charlotte’s niece (Howard’s cousin) Suzi, Max Gerson’s oldest grandchild, a very interesting intelligent woman (60 years old?), a former TWA stewardess, and her daughter Corinne, a med student and the current Miss San Diego County.  Corinne seemed to have some mixed opinions about medical philosophy, which is understanding coming from the family that she does.  If I recall, Susie, is also cancer survivor (courtesy of the Gerson therapy) although her mother died of colon cancer (?).
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Front Row:  Howard, Senora Contraras, Charlotte, Senor Contraras. Dr. Jean Desources

Back Row: Sally Straus, Gayle, Summer Boger, Richard Boger, Corinne, Senora Desources, Cousin Suzi, Jonathan, Daniel Kennedy
The food was suitable for my diet although I had to avoid some of the tastier looking morsels.  It was a nice party.  

Charlotte was very thoughtful to invite us and providing for my needs was not trivial, even though I performed most of my own juicing.  Coming to the party had posed something of a dilemma prior to getting my last biopsy results.  I really was reluctant to accept the invitation on the chance that the biopsy would show that the therapy was ineffective.  That would have been very awkward.  On the other hand, my being there should not have been a quid pro quo for a good report but rather because I wanted to share the celebration of an admirable life.  In any case, Charlotte’s invitation was gracious and we had a fine time during our visit during which Charlotte fussed over me like a surrogate son.

We left Charlotte’s house at around 10am on Sunday and drove to the airport and made the 35 minute flight to Palm Springs.  Gaylon and Pam were there to meet us.  No sooner had they walked up, but my cell phone rings.  It’s my boss, Prakash, at Tivre, who tells me that my software has crashed and is preventing the company from releasing the next version of our software.  (Apparently, I was not the only person he told that same story to).  In any case, I told him I was in San Diego (much to his surprise) and would come to the office at 7pm to look into the problem.  Unfortunately that put a cloud on our visit with the McSmiths since I had neither the inclination nor energy to do Tivre work after the long flight home.  Nonetheless, after a nice visit and much oooh’s and ahhh’s about their new home (on the golf course), we left the Bermuda Dunes airport (Palm Springs) and flew home into a nagging headwind.  Gayle slept for most of the trip.  She was a sweetheart and offered to drop off a Gerson dinner at the office so I could go directly to work.  I demurred on one count and headed home for a quick ”coffee” which actually put me in the right frame of mind for working till midnight.

Gayle’s Current Attitude

One of the most beneficial effects of our visit at Charlotte’s home is a renewed interest, confidence, and belief that Gayle now has in the Gerson therapy.  I think it has a lot to do with advice she received from Charlotte concerning post-menopausal bone loss as well as seeing and hearing of success stories that bolster her confidence in what I am doing.  The result of this all is that she is drinking a morning green juice and taking a thermos of carrot-apple juice with her to work.  To accomplish this I am re-arranging my early morning schedule so as to make her juices before she leaves at 7am.  Her involvement in this therapy is very important to my well-being, both physically and emotionally.  So this is a great development.  She is also reading Gerson’s biography with great interest.

Max Gerson ‘s Biography

I have finished Howard’s new book, the biography of his grandfather, Max Gerson.  In summary, it an excellent book, well-written, factual, intelligent and reasoned.  Knowing how passionately Howard feels about the Gerson story, I can only imagine that both his mother and his co-author toned down some of his rhetoric. And I think the book has gained stature because of it.  The story doesn’t need a soapbox to be compelling nor dogma and bombast to get the message across.  Best of all, I learned a lot about the details of the therapy and much of the theory behind it.  It is much more readable than either his grandfather’s book (very difficult)  or  Charlotte’s book (much easier) both of which have a mission to instruct rather than to entertain.  I still don’t have a good feeling about Max Gerson’s personality.  He must have been a difficult person based on the number of enemies that he made.  Howard counters by suggesting that he did not suffer fools on the one hand but was a loving father and grandfather on the other.

I had some problem finishing the book.  Gayle had absconded with it to her coffee-break nest and it was several days before I found it.  Actually, I didn’t find it.  I mentioned to Gayle that I had “lost” it and she admitted sheepishly to having borrowed it.  She is now something better than half through based on the location of her bookmark.

Big Sur Marathon

On Sunday April 28th Gayle and I along with my sister and her husband Peter Law are scheduled to do the 10-mile walk which is part of the Big Sur Marathon.  I have some doubts about my ability to do the distance after 8 months of near-total inactivity.  For whatever reason, this therapy has left me physically weak and without much stamina.  So it was time this beautiful weekend to test my wings a bit.  On Saturday morning, Gayle and I went for a walk along Corral de Tierra that measured 3.6 miles.  I felt fine at the end, and followed up the exercise with about an hour’s worth of shoveling about 300 pounds of horse manure for the compost pile.  By the afternoon, I was feeling quite tuckered.  Nonetheless, this morning while it was still cool, we did another walk, this time 4.1 miles.  By the time we were approaching the finish point I was completely done in.  I definitely could not have made 5 miles, much less 10+ miles.  I am hoping that this lack of success was due to the cumulative effect of Saturday walk and shit shoveling coupled with not having breakfast and a load of Sunday morning castor oil gurgling in my mid section.  I hope to do some short walks each day for the next two weeks and will test the water again next weekend with a longer walk.

A Letter From Anne

I received an e-mail from my sister Anne that read in part:

The book has come and I thank you. I have a few ahead of it in line but I

will look forward to getting the inside story. I still remember so much

about that earlier one - I think it was called "Has This Man Found a Cure

for  Cancer?" And of course his "50 Cancer Cases". I think the variations on

his theme which have found their way into similar therapies and also

experimental work at Sloan Kettering even certainly indicates that it will

join the mainstream soon - except that people are mostly interested in

silver bullets and not many are willing to devote the discipline and

dedication to it that you have given. You certainly are to be commended for

what you have done, and everyone is very proud of you, not to mention

thrilled.

Now that you have a clear biopsy report does the plan to follow the diet

faithfully at least until February seem easier now, or more daunting? I can

see times when it would be very hard not to just start to shift a little.

And maybe that would be OK, but I suppose that you have to control that urge

at least until the PSA count is consistently further down.  It certainly

would be nice to put a little basil on your spaghetti squash sauce. For

example.

We're excited about our trip to see you.

Tory’s Concern

I talked to Tory on the phone yesterday.  She expressed concern that I might feel that she was not so deeply involved in my illness and recovery since her response to my last good report was not so emotional and effusive as that as that of her cousins.  She assured me that I was always on her mind, that she was very happy with the latest good news.  In turn, I told her that I knew that and that I never felt anything but the strongest connection to her.  The fact is, I think my relationship with my adult daughter is one of the best aspects of my life and I am always truly thankful for her.

She also said her mother was concerned that her last e-mail comment (“Knock me over with a feather!  don't think any of us were prepared to hear that the Gerson method actually worked, except, of course, Howard and his mother.”) might have offended me in some way.  Carolann, if you are listening, I was not offended at all.  Your concern has touched me deeply.

Tivre

The crunch at Tivre has blessedly reached its current climax.  My component seems to be working satisfactorily and I have found the “last bug”.  (Anyone who knows software will recognize the joke).  I truly am enjoying my job more than I have enjoyed anything in the last 10 years.  I have an interesting job writing software, an aspect of my profession I drifted away from fifteen years ago.   I hope the company holds together and makes it big time since I am having a ball.  The pressure to work long and hard hours is considerable.  But I have stuck to a schedule that will permit me to do the therapy (8am-12pm,  2pm-7pm).  My colleagues, in contrast, are often working hard at midnight so I appear to be working light duty.  To make up for that schedule, until this weekend just completed, I have been working 7 days a week and I badly needed a break.

Castor Oil

Due to outside pressures including the trip to San Diego, Gayle’s mother death, and the crunch at work, I have not been able to do the weekly castor oil treatment.  I refer to this as “my chemotherapy”.  While at Charlotte’s we discussed this aspect of the therapy and Charlotte gave me “ permission” to reduce this unpleasant task to once every other week.  I have no intention of catching up for the lost weeks past, but I felt it is necessary to do the deed today and will do it on alternate weeks when possible.  I may do it next week too to leave the decks clear for Anne’s visit between the 25th and 29th.







