Cancer Diary, Sunday, August 4, 2002 Salinas California

A Telling Incident

Last night Gayle and I went to Margery’s for dinner.  I, of course, brought my own faire and spent several hours in the afternoon preparing my dinner.  My meal was a medley of six salads plus soup.  It looked pretty interesting, as it turned out, was delicious.   Marge prepared a lovely interesting dinner for herself and Gayle that made me quite envious in spite of my own dinner.  The evening started off with cocktails and I prepared vodka on the rocks for the ladies and settled in with my own carrot juice.  The dinner was replete with wine and (for me) more carrot juice.  Gayle was enjoying herself, and under the influence of the several drinks, became quite the chatterbox.

I don’t know why, but I found myself sinking into a real depression as the evening progressed.  At one point, after dinner, Gayle was dancing around to some nice tune of the stereo and she grabbed me and started to dance with me.  I asked her to stop.  She didn’t, or didn’t hear me.  I felt really put upon.  I felt smothered but mostly annoyed that it took alcohol to get Gayle to show physical affection.  After several requests to “stop”, I said something in a loud voice like “Get off me”.  Gayle was taken aback.  Marge was alarmed and we were all embarrassed.   The remainder of the evening was strained.

This morning (Sunday) I brought up the incident that had been weighing heavily on both our minds.  We had it out and not very nicely either:

Gayle: “You have become such a boring person.  All you want to talk about is your therapy”

Jonathan:  “I feel like I am at rock bottom”.

Gayle:  “This isn’t working.  I want a normal life again”.

Jonathan:  “Yah, you will send me off to the surgeon to fix me up.  Just like you did with your hysterectomy”

Gayle:  “Your full of it”.

Jonathan:  “I can’t afford to have this marriage break up.  I need you..”

Gayle:  “So alll you want me for is money?”

Jonathan:  “You drink too much.  With your family history, you should watch what you drink.”

Gayle:  There! (while pouring the half full wine bottle into the sink).

Jonathan:  “I’ll never talk about my therapy in public again”.

We sort of made up.  But I feel terrible.  I am in a real funk.

Helen’s Grandmother

Helen’s grandmother. Lela, who once came to the house to help Helen and declared it “too much work” is gravely ill with what sounds like very serious  abdominal cancer involving her kidneys, intestines and lungs.  She apparently spent two weeks in the hospital at the end of which they sent her home without surgery or any other treatment.  According to Monica, she is receiving morphine and cannot eat.  Sounds terminal to me.

Job Search?

Thus far neither GWDI or Prashant have expresses much interest.  I guess I’ll have to really get started looking for a job.  I am not looking forward to this very much and the pickings are very slim.  If the truth be known, I would take almost any programming job at the present.  Last week I redid my resume and posted it on the State’s unemployment database.  

Secret Diary

This diary entry will not be distributed because of the loaded nature of the first entry.







