Cancer Diary, Monday December 2, Rowayton Connecticut

On My Way to Prague

This diary was begun in my sister’s house in Rowayton, Connecticut and is being continued as I fly toward Europe.  I am going to Prague for a full week with a slight possibility that I may make a side trip to Riga in Latvia.  My time in Prague will be interesting and, I hope, fruitful from a business point of view.  I have three whole days before my first business appointment during which I must write a proposal to present to our customer.  This was planned since there was no time before my departure to prepare the proposal.  I have a pretty good handle on what the proposal will say but the fact that there is nothing yet on paper is slightly troubling.  On the other hand, three days by myself with no interruptions can be a creative eternity.  I will also have three days to adjust to the time change and get settled Gerson therapy-wise.

My plans for eating this trip are less rigid than during my prior trip in September (with Gayle).  I did not bring any bulk food other than my morning oatmeal and flax seed oil.  It is my intention to buy vegetables at the local open-air market and also at the huge super market near my apartment.  I also intend to eat at the vegetarian restaurant that Gayle and I discovered on our last visit, Country Life.  I think with the slight addition of flax seed oil to their tossed salad I will be pretty compliant.  So, it will be 50-50 between my own cooking and the restaurant.  Let’s see how it works out.

I have brought my Champion juicer with me and will be making carrot-apple juice with stuff bought at the markets.  It’s probably not organic, but it will have to do.

I am staying at one of the Opatovicka  22 apartments where Gayle and I spent our final evening of the last trip.  These apartments are not as nice as the first one where we spent four nights, but it is much closer to the food markets and the vegetarian restaurant.  The apartment is quite adequate, has a big kitchen, and really cheap.  My seven days are costing 9,000 Czech crowns (about $300).  I believe that this is the really low tourist season and, besides that, tourism is down in Prague due to the recent floods although the actual damage was quite light.

We are now flying over Nova Scotia and the meal service is about to begin.  The cabin attendants always give me a queer look when I refuse a meal.  I am equipped with a full bag of appropriate Gerson-compliant food, a big tossed salad with vegetables and potatoes (vinaigrette dressing),  a small container of winter squash, another of grilled peppers, and a large baggy with radishes and broccoli stems.  I have a thermos of carrot-apple juice.  The food bag, a zippered shopping bag with a Compact logo on it, has smelled like grilled peppers with garlic ever since we arrived at the airport.

Speaking of security, I am less than impressed with the heightened airport procedures since they have, thus far, not detected the steel fork in my food bag.

A PSA Blip

My blood tests on the 15th of November came back with my PSA level showing a tiny reversal from the prior month.  The latest reading was 6.4 whereas the prior reading was 6.2.  This was psychologically disappointing since the prior five months had shown a consistent decline starting at 8.7 in July.  4.0 and below is considered “normal” and I was hoping to be there some time in the early spring.  I may have to be a little more patient.  The PSA test is reported to have an accuracy of no better than 20 percent which means that my current actual PSA value  could really be anywhere from 7.8 to 5.2.  The current wiggle in the middle sixes is statistically insignificant.  Nonetheless, I prefer it when it goes down.

Although I have dismissed the value of the PSA test in prior diaries (especially when it was going up), I believe it will be my PSA level that will determine when I return to a more normal diet.  I am now planning to continue on the Gerson therapy until August.  But should my PSA level dip below 4.0 before that, I may back off on an earlier schedule.  I’ve been thinking that my 60th birthday (August 23rd) might be a symbolically appropriate time to declare victory.

The Fate of This Diary

I am considering discontinuing the distribution of this diary.  I think I have ruffled a few feathers lately and knowing that it is being e-mailed to a fairly wide group of family and friends inhibits the frankness with which I can record my thoughts.  Gayle, who has taken the brunt of many of my comments, put it in perspective when she said “Your therapy is a big deal because you tell everybody about it”.  The assumption seems to be that if I didn’t share my experiences in this forum, the therapy would be far less obvious than it is.  I have also been accused of talking about it at the drop of a hat, an assertion that I don’t think is really true.  I never mention it unless somebody asks about it or my behavior warrants some sort of explanation.  We will see how I feel in the coming weeks.

Thanksgiving in Connecticut

Gayle, Tory, and I traveled to my sister Anne’s house for our annual Thanksgiving family get together.  We have done this since time immemorial with an interruption last year when I was newly on the Gerson therapy.  It is a time of great importance in my/our sense of family and my sister and brother-in-law, Peter, have always been gracious hosts.  Communing with my sister and her children and grandchildren is valuable to all of us.

This year was a special case because of my illness.  Anne was enthusiastic to my overtures about coming.  For my part, I wanted to be as little trouble as I could be and I was emboldened by my recent successes in traveling.

But as the time approached, I sensed equivocation on Anne’s part.  She, at age 72, was responsible for a Thanksgiving feast for 14 people and making an entirely different meal for me was just too much.  So she made it clear that I “was on my own for Thanksgiving dinner”.  This worried me since it might also have meant that I was entirely on my own for the visit and I did need some help in appropriate shopping beforehand since we were arriving Wednesday evening and the stores were closed on Thursday.  I needn’t have worried nor doubted my sister’s strong support for my therapy.  When we arrived there was a cornucopia of good produce available including a big supply of gnarled carrots from Anne’s own garden.  I was able to fashion a wonderful Thanksgiving dinner consisting of Gerson soup (which I brought frozen), grilled red and yellow peppers in vinaigrette dressing, steamed chard with garlic and lemon, a beautiful acorn squash garnished with maple syrup, a baked potato with yogurt and dill sauce, and a huge tossed salad with all the goodies.   In addition, I helped myself to the radish and celery tray. The drink du jour was, of course, carrot apple juice.  And I did restrain myself from any lusting after stray crumbs of turkey or dressing or pumpkin pie with ice cream.  In truth, I would have enjoyed a nice glass of wine.

Perhaps one of the nicest events of the visit was my nephew Anthony’s request that he share my Gerson fare at our Friday dinner.  While everyone else enjoyed Anne’s delicious homemade turkey soup, Anthony helped me prepare a typical Gerson dinner and together we devoured every morsel.  He declared it quite delicious.

Prostate Troubles

I have lately had very noticeable prostate swelling and inflammation in the last few weeks.  This is quite evident when I urinate which is somewhat leisurely at best.  I trust this is a continuing sign of the battle going on in that organ and is a good indication.  Inflammation itself can cause a rise in the PSA level so there may be a connection with the rise I reported above.  I am quite confident that it portends nothing wrong.

Confidence

I had the opportunity over Thanksgiving to express my level of confidence in the Gerson therapy.  I don’t lack confidence, but I feel that I am very much a work in progress and that I am nowhere near ready  to become a Gerson testimonial, … yet.  My response to questions about how is it going was “Ask me in four years”.   If my PSA descends to near normal levels and I have another negative biopsy and I am disease-free in a number of years, then I will be a good example that a diet therapy can work.  

Incidentally, I do believe that I will have another biopsy in the two-year of therapy time frame.  I will discuss it with Dr. Sweet and see if he thinks it will prove anything.










