Cancer Diary, Monday April 28, 2003 Salinas California

A Waffling PSA

My latest PSA test showed a slight reduction from last month’s reading of 5.6 to this month’s level of 5.5.  It’s probably an insignificant change but I suppose down is better than up.  One bright result is that my free PSA percentage (the “good” PSA) had increased from 9 percent to 13 percent.  This is the highest it’s been since I started the Gerson therapy (higher is better).  I had hoped to see my total PSA below 4.0 by the time I reached the 24th month and the formal end of the of the therapy, but the PSA level is floundering in the doldrums of the mid 5’s and needs a sharp drop if it’s going to make 4.0 by August.
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A Visit With Dr. Sweet

During my trip to Ottawa and Prague, I had considerable difficulty with the symptoms of prostatitis, or inflammation of the prostate.  This made it occasionally difficult to pee and contributed to frequent urination.  The antibiotics made no difference.   I felt it was necessary to get some help, or at least advice, so I scheduled an appointment with Dr. Sweet, my urologist.

Readers of this diary will remember that I had some difficulties with Dr. Sweet in my last visit where he, quite uncharacteristically, announced that I needed prostate surgery after all and that recommending anything else opened him up for being sued.  I wrote him a respectful letter asking for an explanation.  He said he had dictated a reply but did not send it.  He neither told me what the letter said nor why he did not send it.  But he was friendly, nonetheless, and listened to my symptoms.  He suggested that I take a drug, Flowmax, for two weeks to see what happens and he recommended a spectroscopic examination of my bladder and urethra.  This latter test involves the insertion of some sort of fiber optic device up the urethra (and you know what else) to see what they can see.  It sounds exceedingly uncomfortable and therefore is done under sedation, which means I will enjoy it greatly and won’t remember a thing.  I suppose he is looking for some obvious sign of serious disease (e.g. cancer) in the urethra and/or bladder.

Since I don’t entirely trust Dr. Sweet, I am going to ask Gayle to remain with me while they do the examination so the good doctor doesn’t accidentally remove any useful organs.  This test is taking place on May 21st. 

By the way, the Flowmax works well.  I have been pissing like a 25-year old (well, at least like a 50-year old).

The Big Sur Power Walk
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Last fall, Gayle, in a bout of enthusiasm, signed us up for the 21-mile Power Walk, which is held as part of the annual Big Sur Marathon.  This was a highly ambitious project that was justified on the grounds that we had over six months to prepare for the event.  In a half dozen prior years we had walked the 10-mile course, a task that usually sent us staggering to the couch for a long afternoon nap.  Last year, with some trepidations and last minute turns of fate, I did the 10-mile walk with my sister Anne and brother-in-law Peter.  Anne and I set a very leisurely pace in deference to my delicate condition and Gerson proscription against any exercise at all.  We finished the walk in barely under the five and one half hour time limit, a rate of walking of around 2 miles per hour.

In spite of Gayle’s good intentions, we had not trained at all for this huge walk.  Over the last six months, I had taken, perhaps, two or three 3-mile hikes in Calera Canyon.  Gayle’s exercise, although more regular, really didn’t involve walking.  The last time she made a long walk, she came home with a broken leg and spent six weeks in a cast.

In any case, when the fateful day arrived yesterday, Gayle was truly sick with a cold and feeling very much under the weather.  So she was going to cancel.  I announced that I was going (after all the tickets were $75 a pop) even if I had to bail out after two miles.  It is possible to throw in the towel at any aid station (every 2 mile or so) and eventually one will get a lift back to the start line.  I hoped to walk the first 10 miles and give up at about the halfway point.  But, in the back of my mind, I was thinking wouldn’t it be a hoot if I made the full distance.

The 21-mile Power Walk course covers most of the marathon course (all but the first 5 miles) and takes in the most truly extraordinary portions of the Big Sur coast including the Point Sur lighthouse, Hurricane Point, Garapada Creek, Rocky Point, and the marathon icon, the Bixby Creek Bridge.
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I prepared a backpack of nutritious food consisting of mixed cooked vegetables (potatoes, peppers, zucchini, and onions) and 36 oz of carrot juice.  I threw in some fresh fruit and a high-energy bar (just in case).  The alarm clock went off at 3:30am and I administered a quick coffee break (I ain’t going anywhere without my morning coffee) and Gayle was kind enough to get up and make me a double oatmeal with raisins and apples.  By 4:30 I was out the door into the starry moonless night for the 30-minute drive to the bus staging point in Carmel Valley.  There, I was herded onto a waiting bus and we took off into the darkest of nights southwards along the winding coast road.  The bus seemed to be traveling a long way and with a trace of panic, I realized we were expected to retrace all that distance on foot!

We arrived at the Power Walk staging area at about 5:45 where we waited 45 minutes for the 6:30 am release.  The sky brightened and eventually the 600 or so Power Walk participants and numerous organizers materialized out of the gloom of night.  I couldn’t help but notice that the ratio of women to men was about 5 to 1.  We had six hours to get to the Carmel River finish line, a pace of exactly 3.5 mile per hour with no time for potty breaks.  After a touching live rendition of the Star Spangled Banner (followed by The Impossible Dream), we were released.

I took off with resolve keeping to the fairly fast walking pace (4 mph).  Eventually I slowed down and many people passed me but I had set a sustainable pace.  Finishing time meant absolutely nothing to me.  I hoped I might go the distance but really had no idea whether it was possible.

I have often had hip joint problems when walking long distances so I had taken two aspirin to cut down on possible swelling and pain.  I had four more in the pack if necessary.

To cut out some of the details (it’s hard not to wax eloquent here), the weather was perfect, cool, absolutely clear, and virtually no wind.  What little breeze there existed was at our backs.  The scenery was magnificent and to experience it without the sounds and fumes of automobiles was a privilege like none other.  I set a moderately slow pace for myself, approximately three and a half mile per hour and enjoyed the scenery and the sounds of the waves and what I called the mobile phone bird calls. (I kept reaching for my cell phone in my back pack).   I also paid attention to what my body was saying to me.  The only initial discomfort was the weight of the back pack (6-7 pounds) that made my shoulders and neck tired.  As sun rose higher, I began to shed layers.  By the end, I was only wearing a tee shirt and shorts.  I had a sort of half-cramp in my right foot.  But otherwise I was happy.

One very bad choice I made was to wear an old pair of running shoes, and as Gayle noted later, just “plain old socks”.  The interior of the shoes was ragged with torn padding and bare plastic.  Around the halfway point, I stopped to put some band aids on my right foot and by the finale, I had some serious blisters.

The first 10 miles went quite smoothly.  This segment included the infamous climb up Hurricane point, a 2-mile steady uphill climb with an elevation gain of over 500 feet.  Each turn in the road promised to be the summit only to disappoint.  At Bixby Creek, with a million dollar view, I took a lunch break and quietly spent 15 minutes eating about half of my vegetables.  While I was sitting there, a woman marathoner (one of the near leaders) keeled over right in front of me.  She was immediately attended by some volunteers who tried to get her to rest and take some water.  She was incoherent, with eyes rolled up, but she wouldn’t lay still.  She kept trying to get up and run but only succeeded in crawling a few feet with several paramedics holding onto her.  There was nothing I could do to help.  So I resumed my walk.  Later, an ambulance passed me going northbound.  I am sure it was carrying this woman.

So far, I was pleased.  I had already nearly equaled the distance of last year’s walk and there was no sign of the weakness that seemed to have been plaguing me for the last six months or longer.  I was not feeling tired although I was aware of a growing pain in my hips, my back and neck was ached, and I could feel the hot spots in my feet where blistering were growing.  I took another aspirin pair which quieted the pain almost instantly.

I passed my supposed bail out point at milepost 15 with hopes of making it to the finish and amazing everybody.

I was passed by two of Gayle’s closest friends: Sharon who put this nonsense of doing the 21-mile walk into her head, and Laura, Gayle’s school secretary who was walking with her brother, a real marathoner.  Both seemed happy to see me and both passed me and continued on their way.

By the two thirds mark of the Power Walk, marathon mile post 18 or 19, I was beginning to hurt mostly in my hips, and I still had seven mile to go.  I popped another pair of aspirins (my last) and plugged on.  The sun was now high and hot so I fashioned a guttrah (Arab head dress) out of one of my original layers and proceeded onwards looking like a hot and tired Laurence of Arabia. Unfortunately, it only got worse. I wasn’t tired, but my joints hurt.  My feet hurt, and the only consolation was that the backpack was getting lighter as I consumed my provisions.

By now, I was pretty much at the end of the pack and surrounded mostly by some pretty dejected looking marathoners who had, after all, traveled 5 more mile than I had to get to the point where we both were.  They would walk for half a mile and then shuffle off in a feeble attempt of a run for another few hundred yards.  But they were making better progress than I.  As we approach the Carmel Highlands, habitations appeared.  Beautiful multi-million dollar homes passed by, unappreciated.  Point Lobos, Monastery Beach, the Ardello artichoke fields.  In the last mile, we passed a stalled northbound caravan of automobiles.  If any one of the drivers had said, “Want a ride?”, I would have accepted in a wink.  But they didn’t, and I slogged on.  Every step was a minor agony.  All that running macho talk of pain and persistence became quite real.

At about mile post 24 (2 miles to go) the cell phone came to life.  I called Gayle and told her I had two mile to go.  “Two miles to Rocky Point?” she asked (that was my original bail out point).  “No”, I replied, “Two miles from the finish line”.  I think she was impressed with my news.

Finally, the finish line came view and I shed my middle-eastern persona, and picked up the pace a bit.  Sharon yelled encouragement from the sidelines, a one-woman cheering section. As I crossed the finish line, the Power Walk clock read 6:16, six hours and sixteen minutes.  Sixteen minutes over the time limit.  (That was about the same amount of time I had stopped for lunch.).  The director of the Power Walk, neat as a pin in his hot blue blazer, put a medal over my neck.  He had been doing that for the last three hours.  It was an act of kindness that almost made my burst into tears.  “It’s been a long day”, I muttered.   
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Oh, did it feel good to stop walking.  When I finally sat down in the shuttle bus taking me to my car, I felt this wave of pleasure over my body.  I realized it was simple the absence of pain.

Walking toward my car, I passed Laura who was driving out.  She stopped her car, and put her arms around me and gave be a big kiss.  “Good job” she said, and I didn’t think to congratulate her (after all, she finished before me).  I now realize that both Sharon and Laura were especially solicitous toward me probably because they have been thinking of me for the last year as this sick person.  In fact, I have been thinking of myself in the same way.  Perhaps now, we can all think of me as a well person.  It’s time.

Postscript:  The paper reported that I was the 507th out of 518 finishers in the Power Walk.  Therefore there were 11 walkers who were slower than I was (and three of them were male).  I now wondered what could I have accomplished with training and proper footwear?  Could I have finished without pain?  Could I have run the marathon?

Today I have been hobbling around like a 100-year old man.  I am really stiff but unless I am walking have no pain.  Stretching helps a lot which suggests my stiffness is mostly muscle pain.  I feel a great sense of accomplishment.  So does Gayle and that makes me particularly proud.

Vitamins

I have been complaining for the last six months, maybe longer, about feeling weak.  I certainly didn’t feel weak walking the marathon course.  I suspect that my new-found energy may be due to reintroducing Vitamin B-12 into my diet through occasional injections.  Vitamin B-12 is apparently the one micronutrient that the body cannot manufacture and which is totally absent from vegetarian food.  The absence of B-12 causes muscle loss and weakness.  Duh!  
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Sheet1

		For File of Jonathan E. Paul    Att:  Dr. Sweet

		Date		Total PSA		Free PSA		Free %

		March 31, 1999		3.33								Started taking supplemental testerone

		January 19, 2001		4.35								First concern

		June 18, 2001		5.49								Serious alarm

		June 27, 2001		6.00		0.9		15				Recheck with Free PSA Test

		August 1, 2001		6.50		0.7		11				2 days before biopsy

		August 21, 2001		8.40								10 days after positive biopsy, Started Gerson therapy this day in Mexico

		October 1, 2001		6.81								6 weeks on Gerson therapy

		November 12, 2001		7.41								12 weeks on Gerson therapy

		January 3, 2002		7.07								19 weeks on Gerson therapy

		February 9, 2002		7.90		0.8		10				5+ months on Gerson therapy

		March 5, 2002		7.40		0.6		8				6+ months on Gerson therapy

		April 12, 2002		7.40		0.8		11				3 weeks after 2nd biopsy (negative)

		May 10, 2002		8.70		1.1		11				7 weeks after biopsy

		July 1, 2002		7.50		0.8		11				10+ months on Gerson therapy

		August 5, 2002		6.80		0.8		12				11+ months on Gerson therapy

		September 9, 2002		6.60		0.6		9				12.5 months on Gerson therapy

		October 14, 2002		6.20		0.7		11				13.5 months on Gerson therapy

		November 15, 2002		6.40		0.6		9				14.5 months on Gerson therapy

		December 15, 2002		6.00		0.6		10				15.5 months on Gerson therapy

		January 21, 2003		5.60		0.6		11				17 months on Gerson therapy

		February 27, 2003		5.40		0.6		11				18+ Months on Gerson Therapy

		March 28, 2003		5.60		0.6		11				19 months on Gerson Therapy

		April 21, 2003		5.50		0.7		13				20 Months on Gerson Therapy
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