Cancer Diary, Tuesday December 24, Sunriver, Oregon

Vacation Trip

We are in the middle of our Christmas vacation trip to Sunriver.  We left on Sunday, Dec 22nd and drove to Santa Rosa (3 hours) where we inspected Victoria’s new house.  Then we drove to Susanville (6 hours) where we spent the night and visited with Gayle’s brother and his kids and grandkids.  On Monday, we drove to Sunriver (6 hours) with a mid trip visit with Gayle’s relatives in Adin.  The countryside in the Sierras is as beautiful as it ever has been with a good snow cover.  The weather was perfect with clear blue skies.  The roads were dry and, for the most part, snow free.

My preparations for the trip were thorough but far less extensive than last year when I basically packed supplies for two weeks.  I did prepare portable food for 36 hours and that took most of the day Saturday.  And I have green juice packages for most of our stay here.  Otherwise, I did a major food shopping at the excellent natural food market in Bend, Wild Oats.

We are again accompanied by our increasingly delightful cat, Natasha, who managed to get herself “lost” in our motel room in Susanville.  The motel is strictly “No Pets” so we were quite concerned when she disappeared.  We disassembled the room, the bed, the cadenza, and the other furniture.  I scoured the halls (and the motel was quite large).  No Tasha.  When we were about to seek official help, she emerged from behind the window curtain from which perch she had been surveying the world.

Symptoms

For the last month or so I have been having pretty significant symptoms of prostate troubles.  I had one such spell a year or so ago and after a month or so the symptoms subsided.  The same symptoms are occurring now.  The symptoms are consistent with prostate swelling and result in some difficulty in urination, frequent urination, awareness of my prostate, etc.  Anyway, I was worried about the symptoms so I scheduled an office visit with Dr. Sweet, my urologist.  Apparently he was booked up and I was more than willing to wait till after the holiday period.   However, as I described my concerns to the nurse, she said something to the effect that she would slip me in.  So last Friday, December 21st, I was scheduled for an office visit.

Dr Sweet

My visit with Dr. Sweet was a little weird, to say the least.

First, on the good side (I think), he listened to my symptoms and said it sounded like prostatitis or inflammation of the prostate.  He said that he could determine whether it is or not from a digital examination.  So I received the mother of all digital rectal examinations.  There was a lot of serious pressing and a good deal of discomfort.  Afterwards, he said he had performed a “Prostate Massage” which accounted for the long pressure session.  This was supposed to help in some unspecified way.  He said my prostate was “boggy” and every indication confirmed prostatitis or inflammation.  “Not a tumor”, I asked.  “Absolutely not”, he said.  I remember that Howard has always commented on inflammation as being good and is often associated with Gerson therapy healing reactions.  Trying to look at the situation in the most positive way, I postulate that the prostatitis is a symptom of my body seeking out damaged cells and destroying them through the mechanism of inflammation.  My last (negative biopsy) 9 months ago reported significant areas of inflammation.

So, after the examination, we sat down and talked and this is where it got strange.  Without remembering the exact order of the conversation, Dr Sweet told me the following:

“You are making all the decision”.

“Conventional medicine says you should have surgery.  That is my recommendation”.

“I have to protect myself.  Why, a doctor could get sued ….”

I reminded him that he himself told me on the first visit that prostate cancer was “over treated”, i.e. treatment was given when no treatment would give just as good results.  He nodded.  I reminded him that I had a negative biopsy.  He nodded. Unlike my previous visits, he was not particularly friendly.  I wonder what has happened to promote this apparent change of attitude.  Who got to him?  Did he have a lunchtime chat with Dr. Shaheen who whispered, “Watch out for this guy”?  I don’t understand his recommendation that I should have surgery after he himself could find no cancer.  I think I will try to get a clarification from the doctor somehow.  Is he trying to get rid of me?

He commented on my PSA level 6.4 by saying that he had a close friend into his office recently with a PSA of 5.0 with metastasized prostate cancer (generally fatal).  Comforting thought.  Is he trying to scare me?

We discussed the issue of getting another biopsy.  He said that he had previously recommended that if my PSA ever went above 10.0, I should have another biopsy.  At that point my PSA was at a peak of 8.7 and rising.  So I suggested a biopsy at 15.0.  He agreed.  Now, with a generally falling PSA level, I don’t see much point in another biopsy that is a very big deal.  Also, there is another issue now: trust.  Part of me now distrusts this guy.  How do I know that he wouldn’t do something tricky, like contaminating the results, or worse, somehow contaminating me?  I am suspicious on another count. According to my readings, there are three causes of an elevated PSA that will cause the prostate antigen to leak into the blood stream:  1) cancer, 2) prostatitis, and 3) trauma.  I think the “prostatic massage” was pretty traumatic and probably pumped a lot of PSA into my blood stream.  Was this his intention, to elevate my PSA level and o alarm me into conventional treatment?

So, what do I think of this visit.  I am troubled.  I want to work with a conventional doctor.  I still think of conventional treatment as my safety net if the Gerson therapy doesn’t work.  What can I do to regain my trust in him?  I will think about this.

A Letter From Charlotte Gerson

And to further comfort me, I received the following e-mail from Charlotte Gerson today (December 25th).

From: Charlotte Gerson <lg27win@earthlink.net>
To: <Jepaul@earthlink.net>
 Sent: Sunday, December 22, 2002 5:24 PM
Subject: I am uneasy..

 Dear Jonathan,
 I hope that you had a wonderful Christmas with your daughter.  I didn't want
 to spoil it; so I held off a little with this message.

 I appreciate reading your diary; and there is occasionally some material
in there that makes me uncomfortable.  I understand the need for your job taking you to Prague; but I am truly worried about your having to 'eat out'
occasionally, even in a vegetarian restaurant.  I CAN'T EAT OUT! The food is
 surely salted; and you are only at about 16 months... I get specially  worried when some of your prostate symptoms increase.  I should suggest that
 you do some very tough couple of weeks on the intensive first therapy when you return from such a trip: 13 juices with 10 x 4 teaspoons K-compd;  increased lugol, 5 enemas, twice a week castor oil - all this for some 2  weeks.  I do think that you need the detoxing.

 I'd be happy if you can tell me the contrary, and let me know that you are
 better. Did you have a recent PSA test?

 With all this, I do wish you a Happy (and Healthy) New Year, and all good
 wishes also to Gayle.
 Sincerely,
 Charlotte


You can imagine how I reacted to this letter.  I am busting my chops trying to do everything I can to keep to the straight and narrow of the Gerson Therapy, and, don’t think for a minute that it isn’t very hard.  And I really appreciate Charlotte’s motherly concern.  But to think that three vegetarian meals (maybe with some salt) could seriously damage my recovery is a very disturbing notion.  And at 16 months into a strict therapy, I would think I could afford to cut a little slack (as I already have in my own).  I always assumed that the Gerson therapy is strong medicine, but Charlotte’s admonitions suggest that the therapy can be sent into a cocked hat with small digressions.  My goodness, in Prague, I had 72 oz of carrot apple juices per day, 3 coffee breaks, nearly every meal totally Gerson-compliant, and took most of my medications.  I admit, certified organic food was questionable in Prague, and I haven’t done a castor oil treatment is months.

Originally, this was supposed to be an 18-month therapy.  In fact, in my initial diary entry, I quote Howard as saying I needed to be on the strict therapy for 12 months.    So I should be just about finished,  right?  Somehow, with Charlotte’s urging, it became a 24-month therapy.  Where is the light at the end of the tunnel?  What am I going to do about Charlotte’s suggestions?  I already drink more than “13 juices” with potassium salts.  I do 3 coffee enemas per day.  I cut down on the lugol (iodine) several weeks ago at Charlotte’s prior suggestion because of a rapid (for me) pulse rate.  And I finished with the castor oil treatment months ago.  So I could resume the lugol, up the enemas, and (gag) do a castor oil treatment or two.  I will think about it.  I cannot do anything more than what I am doing until I return home.

Christmas Eve Temptations

We had a lovely evening last night at Dave and Pam Wardlaw’s house here at Sunriver.  Pam made Greek food that looked wonderful.  It was hard not to pick up a stray Greek olive or sneak a spanikopita.  And Gayle brought home a tray of baklava that she is having with her coffee in the morning.  

Imagining The Worst

Maybe it was Dr. Sweet’s reference to metastasized cancer, but I have been imagining all sorts of body aches and pains to be signs of spreading cancer.  I have a particularly annoying “muscle strain” below my left shoulder blade.  It sure feels like cancer to me.

Victoria’s New House

On our way north, we stopped off at Victoria’s new home in Santa Rosa.  It was in a state of complete upheaval with four workmen doing various tasks from gutting the bathroom to plastering the walls.  The electrical guy was amazed that the place hadn’t burned down years ago.  He showed me examples of extension cords inside the walls and ungrounded wires all over the place.  It is really coming along well.  Tory is slated to move in on December 30th, finished or not.  It gives both Gayle and I a good feeling to see Victoria taking this major step.  As Tory so aptly put it, “It is time to grow up”.

Next Year

I still don’t know if GWDI’s shaky financial condition will permit me to work full time after the beginning of the year.  (I do hope they can support me half time).  If I do start working full time, then I would like to reorganize my help.  I have already talked to Monica about my wish list that would consist of three hours of help a day between 7am and 10am.  With that schedule I could have the helper make nearly all my juices for the day and make breakfast to boot.  Then when I go to work, they could do the heavy food preparation and then on leaving, drop off lunch at my office on the way home.  Monica was a sweetheart.  She commented that she was NOT an early morning person but with two people sharing the job, we could probably work something out.  










