Cancer Diary, Saturday April 19, 2003 Prague, Czech Republic

A Business Trip

I am preparing to leave Prague at the end of a two-week business trip that took me to Ottawa for a week and then to Prague.  I will be home in my own bed tonight unless some mischief befalls me in JFK airport while making my transfer to my flight to San Francisco.  More below.

A Year Gone By

In preparing these diaries I often start my word processing by bringing up an old diary entry and deleting the old text.  It just so happened that the first item on the list of diaries was April 14th, 2002, over a year ago.  As I read this diary, I revisited my life of 12 months ago.  At that time, I had just received the results of the negative biopsy administered by Dr. Sweet.  I was in a state of euphoria because of this news.  I still worked for Tivre and had no inkling that in 3 short months I would be a dot com casualty applying for unemployment.  Gayle and I had just returned from Charlotte Gerson’s 80th birthday that means that today she must recently have had her 81st.  And my sister Anne wrote a long letter commenting on the Max Gerson biography that she had just received and looking forward to her trip to Monterey and the Big Sur Marathon 10-mile walk.  It’s been a long year, but I feel that I am better off today than I was a year ago.  In some ways my half time employment is more secure, my life is less hectic, and I generally feel well.

Ottawa

The weeklong trip to Ottawa went well.  I stayed at the Monterey Inn near the airport that has nice suites with kitchens.  So I was able to prepare all my meals and even buy a goodly amount of organic produce.

While in Ottawa I had a fairly serious episode of symptoms of prostatitis or inflammation of the prostate.  I had extreme difficulty in urination even with a full bladder.  This condition comes and goes, even in a matter of hours and is always severe in the night and often not a problem the following day.  I don’t know why this is happening and I hope it is not related to my cancer condition.  I believe they are unrelated.  In any case, I called my local urologist’s office and asked Dr. Sweet to prescribe an antibiotic, which is the normal cure for such conditions.  I received this prescription by fax and went to a local pharmacy only to learn that I needed an Ottawa doctor to prescribe any medicine.  Annoyed, I went to a local walk-in doctor’s office and after a wait of an hour and $40, I was able to buy by $16 worth of pills. 

After taking the pills for a week, there has been no real improvement although the symptoms come and go in an irregular manner.

Coffee Addiction

Getting to Ottawa began with boarding my flight out of Monterey at 5:30am which meant foregoing my morning coffee.  My bucket and coffee was in my lost luggage that didn’t show up at my hotel until 10pm.  As a result, I went nearly a full 24 hours between “coffee breaks”.   After about 12 hours, while en route, I was struck with a horrible headache and a dizziness bordering on nausea.  This lasted more or less until I was able to get my fix when my lost luggage arrived.  There is no doubt, based on this experience, that anal coffee is every bit as powerful an addiction as oral coffee.  During the course of this trip, I reduced my daily coffee breaks from three to two with no evident discomfort.  I wonder what I will do at the end of this therapy?  I also worry about the effect of daily enemas on the fitness of the digestive tract.  I could imagine that the large bowel could get quite lazy as a result of not having to push around any solid stuff. (nice thought).  As my 24 months approaches, I will have to consider some sort of detoxification from my detoxification.

Prague

The second half of my business trip was to Prague, a city of mystical beauty and, for me, a well-loved place.  I have visited Prague many times alone, and with Tory or Gayle.  This is my third trip since I started the Gerson Therapy, all in the last eight months.  This visit had a special aspect in that my sister Anne suggested that she join me and that we could add a couple of days to the trip for the sole purpose of being tourists.  So, I met Anne at JFK airport and we flew on the direct flight to Prague on Czech Airlines.  I had made a full set of “traveling dishes” the final night in Ottawa. Nonetheless, I decided to sample the vegetarian meal that I had ordered on the airplane.  It turned out to be a rather nice “slice” of Portobello mushroom with a tomato sauce and several small side salad dishes.  I ate it with no particular sense of guilt although the oil and salt content was most likely well above those of my normal diet.  The portions seemed small.  I am sure that this is because of my normal habit of eating huge quantities of vegetarian fare at every meal.  Airline portions are really quite tiny by comparison.

Prague was, in fact, to be a digression from my strict diet. Mainly, I decided to forego the juicing (for six days) simply because of the near impossibility of bringing my Champion Juicer with me.  I thought that I probably would get fresh squeezed carrot juice at nearly every meal at Country Life, the restaurant that Gayle and I had found so convenient and satisfying on our trip in December.  As it turned out, we only had two meals at Country Life and the carrot juice was really horrible.  The carrots must have been grown in 1996 and tasted strong, musty, and old.  It was my plan to cook many (most) meals in the apartment and to eat out when it was convenient.  As it turned out, Anne had done some research and located another vegetarian restaurant that her guidebook that was cited as by far the best in Prague and which did not serve “vegan slop” like the competition.  In fact, after one meal at this restaurant, Redoste FX Café, which was really wonderful, we ate every dinner there for the rest of the trip. The restaurant was associated with an adjoining nightclub and Anne and I were at least twice the age of any other patrons.   I generally ordered a main dish and a house salad that was as big as the main dish.  Most of what I ordered was stir-fried vegetables on rice or couscous.  One night I ordered an eggplant wrap with a salsa topping, definitely a middle-European burrito.  Anne had similar fare plus a glass or two of local red wine that I envied.   

For breakfast I made myself double oatmeal with apples and raisins.  It was difficult to sneak a snack during my business meetings that lasted from 9am till about 1 or 2 pm.  So I had to be well stocked at the outset.  I then returned to the apartment (a ½ hour commute) and fixed a lunch of compliant Gerson food: big salad, potatoes and vegetables.  The store-bought vegetables were probably not organic so in many little ways, the Prague food was pretty far off the mark for the Gerson diet.  On the plus side, I ate no meat, used flax seed oil for my own cooking, and avoided the many temptations that one sees in a foreign country, especially when traveling with my sister.  I will make no particular mention of a certain cookie called beza that somehow found its occasional way into my possession.  I justified my choices by noting that I am into month 20 of my 24-month therapy and if such sensible and moderate eating is acceptable at month 24, slight deviations from the straight and narrow shouldn’t hurt at month 20. Besides, I intend to propagate many aspects of my therapy eating habits into the rest of my life (which ought to count for something).  

On Thursday, we rented a car and made the 3-hour trip to Cesky Karlov, a beautifully preserved medevial rennaisance town in southern Bohemia, nearly to the Austrian border.  It was a nice drive through the Czech countryside and the town was interesting, if perhaps overly touristy (but then again, so is Carmel by the Sea).  On Friday, our last day in Prague, we were able to get tickets to the State Opera and saw a somewhat static rendition of Aida from a box just above the orchestra.

It turns out that my business has gone quite well, so that is a big relief as I start homewards.

Postscript

My flight home was very long.  My worries about making my connection in New York were unfounded and I arrive home in Monterey at 8am Prague time (11pm local time), 25 hours after waking up.  Gayle met me at the airport.  In my many years of international traveling, this has often been a painful ritual for Gayle because I invariably stumbled off the airplane in a grouchy and critical frame of mind.  Gayle learned to ignore me and deliver me to my bed as quickly as possible.  Yesterday I was truly friendly, immensely relieved to be home, and generally pleasant to be with.  Howard has claimed that the Gerson diet has improved my personality. Perhaps this is a good case in point.  The fact is that I had some sleep after New York in spite of a plane load full of 8th graders returning from a spring break in Washington DC and New York.

The only real problem on the return trip was the agriculture inspector at JFK made me dump my uncooked food.  I was sufficiently surly that at one point I was worried that I might be detained for insubordination.  But I swallowed my outrage and moved on, sans radishes and apples.  I did manage to sneak my salad by his watchful gaze and ate it before I boarded my onwards flight.







