Sunday, August 19, 2001

It’s 8:30 in the morning and Gayle is still asleep and Victoria is awake and puttering around fixing her coffee.  I can’t remember if I mentioned that Tory insisted on coming down for some “quality time” and we have been having a nice visit.

First Acquisition

Yesterday, Tory and I went out to buy a 2nd refrigerator.  We went to a used appliance shop in East Salinas (aka el barrio) and bought the biggest oldie we could find, 18 cubic feet Frigidaire, for $189.  We loaded it into the pickup truck and manhandled it into the garage.  I felt pleased with this relatively inexpensive transaction.

Getting Started

I should mention that since Thursday, I have been subsisting on only food that I believe is consistent with the basic Gerson diet: organic vegetables and fruit, no salt or spices, only flax seed oil in the salad.  Gayle made a tasty beet soup last night that was very good.  The food is bland but not un-interesting.  Since I don’t know what I am doing, really, I know I am not conforming fully to the régime.   I am still grilling the food rather than slow cooking.  I am slicing the potatoes rather than boiling/baking them whole.  The issue is speed.  I haven’t been able to plan ahead enough to do the necessary slow cooking.  And, of course, I am not doing any juices, supplements, or the enemas yet.   It was a little hard watching Gayle and Tory sipping at their Chardonnay.   It’s ironic, we had Tory buy us a case of Hop Kiln Chardonnay last month and she delivered it on Friday.  I guess Gayle will have to dispose of it.  I wonder how closely Gayle will follow my diet in the coming months.

Yesterday morning, I announced I was going to give up coffee.  Both Gayle and Tory suggested that I wait till I get to the clinic to do that, especially since I have to fly down to San Diego in my plane this afternoon.  That probably was a good idea, for the moment, just for my sense of comfort.  Going cold turkey probably won’t be fun.

I have noticed this morning a slight dizziness or vertigo.  When I bent over to pour the coffee water and straightened up, my head swam.  I also noticed the same thing in bed last night.  I wonder if it’s a side effect of my diet changes.  I am a bit worried about it since vertigo and piloting an airplane are not compatible (to say the least).  I will see if it persists during the day and, if it does, I will have to switch to a commercial flight to San Diego.  I also have a very low-grade headache.   

Friends and Family

We continue to inform our close friends and family members of my situation.  Gayle talked to her brother Don and her mother.  Don was very supportive.  He had been dealing the last year to the very serious cancer of his sister-in-law Becky who has breast cancer spread to the bones and now the brain.  He and his wife Shelly have take Becky to Reno for her chemo and radiation treatments.  They have suffered along with her.  Gayle’s mom took it all in and asked some questions but had no specific comments.  We suspect she will call up to discuss the situation in more detail in the coming weeks after she has had the time to mull over the situation.  I talked to Stephanie yesterday.  We had to cancel our planned weekend together next week.  She was extremely sympathetic and curious.  

On Friday night my good friend Gaylon had called and I told him I couldn’t go flying with him this weekend and why.  He is an engineer through and through and took an engineer’s approach to my strategy.  He called back last night.  He was very concerned about what he views as a hair-brained therapy.  He asked some questions and suggested that I should evaluate the results and if they were not working, that I should be prepared to revert to some traditional strategy.  He asked if I had time to try the alternative therapy and could I get back on track if I “wasted” six months.  I asked him to take a look at the Gerson web site to get more information on what I was doing.  His concern was touching and his suggestions reasonable considering where he is coming from.  I have no intention of following it.

I got a beautiful e-mail from Anne in which she expressed her support to my decisions and suggested that this will be an opportunity more than a crisis.  She said I was lucky to have all the support that I have.

Howard’s Pledge

Howard called last night.  He and Sally had just returned from a night at Tasajara Hot Springs.  He pledged again to do whatever was necessary to help.  Sally has offered to “set us up” in the beginning, to do the initial shopping, and prepare the first meal when we return.  Of course, Howard is lending us the approved slicer juicer and that is a tremendous help.  I need to order distilled water from the company that now delivers spring water.  Gayle is going over to Howard’s house on Tuesday for dinner.  Gayle, Sally, and Howard will discuss some details of the logistics.  I hope they can solve the helper issue.

Gayle is expressing a lot of interest in the cooking.  After Tory retired to bed last night, Gayle pledged her full support to my effort.  The real test of her commitment was her statement that “You will take precedence over my job”.  That’s is a big statement for Gayle who devotes a major part of her energy to her job.  I was a big comfort to hear her say these words.

Hitting Home

I had two serious thoughts yesterday:

The first was that my illness is serious.  Analyzing the lab reports, I see that I am lucky that the condition was caught early (that’s good) but since I am young for prostate cancer, the cancer is fairly aggressive (6 on a the 1-10 Gleason scale).  I believe that if left untreated, I would be dead within two years.  That’s a pretty sobering thought, like standing on the tracks with the train speeding toward me.  Even with surgery or radiation, I believe they would only delay the eventual outcome by some small amount with a major decrease in quality of life.

The second thought was brought on my a comment by Tory who warned me that I had to be prepared for some periods of depression when the initial burst of activity and decision is behind me.  I can see that coming.  I can even feel it already.  The drudgery of food preparation coupled with the anxiety of performing my job will be a big burden.  I wish I did not have to worry about the latter issue.  I also wish (bite my tongue) that I had the 250 days of built up sick leave that I left behind me at Global Weather.  I would be nice to be able to concentrate on getting well to the exclusion of all other factors.

When I called the Gerson Institute on Friday, they gave me the names and addresses of three prostate cancer Gerson patients.  Gayle wants me to call them.  Somehow, I dread doing so.  She will probably insist, but I wish I could just go to Mexico with my faith undisturbed by specifics (.  

I have a busy day ahead of me.  I have to take off at about 3pm.  And I have a lot of details to clear up before I leave.

The “Last Supper”

I flew down to San Diego this afternoon and Charlotte Gerson met at Montgomery Field just before 6pm.  The flight was perfect, smooth with 100-mile visibility.  Nonetheless, I was feeling pretty low.  Leaving Gayle and Tory at home this afternoon was hard.  We had a nice lunch out on the deck.  The weather was perfect but I don’t think I was appreciating the moment.  Both Tory and Gayle are treating me with great deference.  I told them both not to be so nice to me.  It made me uncomfortable. (   I felt that I was going off into the unknown, like departing for boarding school.  And then it was time to leave and go off and fight cancer.  Scary.
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Charlotte Gerson, San Diego, California

I am now at Charlotte Gerson’s house in Bonita California, a suburb of San Diego.  A nice Spanish-style house up on a hilltop with a million dollar view.  Charlotte is a strong personality.  She is very intense and seems focused entirely on the Gerson therapy.  But there is a motherly quality to her as well.  We got along well, I thought.   She added much to my store of information (not all was such good news).    Charlotte is 79 years old with white hair and seems like a Germanic version of Queen Elizabeth I of England.  She has a youthful looking physic and beautiful clear skin.  But most of all she seems intelligent and quick.  
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She fixed a Gerson dinner which was quite delicious and encouraged me to eat more than I wanted suggesting that I was losing weight and that wasn’t good (all my hard earned weight reduction gone to waste!!!).  No exercise, she admonished.  “You need all your energy to get well”.  The dinner started with salad, then Gerson soup (potatoes, onions, tomatoes, leeks, celery, etc), and finally wild rice and brown rice (an occasional treat) with a fresh tomato and onion salsa on top.  The salsa had some forbidden basil in it so it was not strict to the diet.

Assessment

We had a wide-ranging conversation, focusing on the therapy and my particular situation.  I told her my entire health history emphasizing events leading up to my prostate cancer.  She seemed especially interested that my Mother died of MS and had her first symptoms before I was born.  She asked if I was breast fed (I didn’t know).  I told her about my concerns about my urinary tract nearly 10 years ago, Dr. Thurman the internist, and the short-term usage I had with Hytrin and Proscar (prostate malady related drugs).  I mentioned my elevated PSA in 1992 and my biopsy them (negative).  I discussed the squamish-cell cancer I had removed from my nose two years ago.  This caused her great concern.   She said, “You are farther along than I first thought. You were fighting off cancer at least 2 years ago.  You probably had some cancer in 1992 as evidenced by the elevated PSA”.  At the time, I gave no thought at all to the skin cancer on the assumption that such things were perfectly treatable.

I pressed her on a possible schedule for recovery.  She was very hesitant to comment on that question.  So I told her what Howard had suggested:  Cancer free in 6 months (normal PSA) and healthy restored immune system in 18-24 months.  She said that that schedule was very likely.

I told her I had been practicing with a pseudo Gerson diet for the last week or so.  She said that that was good but without the full therapy, mainly the enemas to flush away the toxins, it wouldn’t be that effective.  

She warned me about the dangers of the sun and added that sunscreen was carcinogenic.  Great!  We finished up the evening with my helping her solve some problems with her computer and performing a backup of her critical files.

I am now pretty tired (after the 2 ½ hour flight) so I am going to turn in.  Tomorrow will be a busy day.

