Cancer Diary, Wednesday January 19, 2002 Salinas California

Anne’s Visit

My sister Anne came to visit last weekend.  She arrived on Thursday evening and flew back to Connecticut on Monday morning.  I was looking forward to her visit since it was our first visit since my cancer diagnosis.  I expected her to be interested in the details of my therapy and to be generally supportive.  In summary we had a fine visit and had some opportunity to connect at various levels.

Tour of the Fields

Perhaps our most interesting and fun activity of Anne’s visit occurred on Friday morning.  I had arranged with my neighbor Bill Sullivan to take a tour of an agricultural operation in the Salinas Valley.  Bill is the manager of a medium-sized agribusiness that grows vegetables on about 1,000 acres.   I had arranged the tour since Bill’s company is converting to organic production where the profit margins are much higher than for conventional vegetables.  I thought Anne would be interested in organic agriculture since she has, for years, cultivated a large organic garden for vegetables and flowers. 
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 The tour was conceived as a couple of hours since “nothing is happening” this time of year.  Well, after about three and one half hours we had to leave and Bill was still going strong.  The final stop was the only crop they were currently harvesting, organic artichokes.  This was about 30 acres of artichoke plants.  There was as harvesting crew of about thirty “Mexicans”, about 10 of who were roaming the fields with enormous baskets on their back and deadly looking harvesting knives.  The remaining crewmembers were working on sorting, trimming and packing. 
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 Bill said the market for artichokes was very soft at present so they were only packing the Grade AAA artichokes and that in a few days the entire field would be plowed under.  It pained me to see thousand of perfectly good artichokes that will go to “waste”.  Actually, they will provide fertilizer for the next crop.  Bill selected seven large artichokes that he gave to us to take home.  I didn’t think too much of this gift at the time, but at dinnertime we steamed three of these beauties, and I can say that they were, without qualification, the best artichokes I have ever tasted.  Possibly, they were the tastiest vegetable I have ever eaten.  I made up my own sauce for the ‘chokes which was exceptional.


Juice of two organic lemons, fresh squeezed


One clove of garlic peeled and chopped


2 Tablespoons of fresh dill, chopped


½ Tablespoon of organic flax seed oil

The mixture was put in our mini-Cuisinart (a blender would do fine) and mixed for one minute or so.  It was a pale green and light enough in flavor that the true taste of the artichokes was very evident.

Bill invited us to do a repeat in April when he says the fields will be hopping with activity.

Visit with Tory

On Saturday Anne and I flew up to Santa Rosa to have lunch with Victoria.  Tory hadn’t seen Anne since July and Anne had never visited Tory’s home It was a beautiful day with clear blue skies, relatively warm, but with a wisp of fog over the coastal range.  We took off at about 11am planning for touchdown at Santa Rosa at noon.  When we departed, Santa Rosa was socked in with fog but was forecasted to clear before we arrived.  We flew on an IFR flight plan using “Victor 27” the air route that runs about 5 to 10 miles off shore.  As we came abeam of San Francisco, it was clear that there was significant low fog in the area and the Sonoma Valley ahead looked pretty well covered.  Nonetheless, we began our approach even though Santa Rosa was reporting 100 overcast ½ mile visibility.  The tower said, however, that they thought conditions were better and we could probably make it in.  One needs a 200-foot ceiling (the distance between the cloud bases and the ground) to land.  So we proceeded inbound and at 200 feet there was nothing to be seen but dark clouds.  So I declared a “missed approach” and pushed on the power and we climbed out of the fog into the bright sunlight.  Victoria was on the ramp and was listening to the tower transmissions on the PA system.  She heard us pass right over her but could see nothing at all.  Other than in practice, it was the first time I had ever flown an approach to minimums and executed a missed because I had to.  Since we needed additional time to let the fog dissipate we slowly flew back to Point Reyes (about 35 miles) before we made a second attempt.  By this time, 40 minutes later, we broke out at 300 feet and landed normally. Tory has prepared a feast for us (or actually for Anne and herself).  I had brought my soup and juices and Tory prepared a nice salad and a potato.  She and Anne had beautiful-looking crab cakes plus the salad.  We had a very nice visit that included a tour of the garden and some quick computer maintenance.  We departed after three PM and had a quick flight back to Salinas.  The coast and valleys were thick with haze indicating a foggy morrow.

Aunt Margery

On Saturday evening, we went to Aunt Margery’s house for dinner.  I, of course, brought along my entire dinner which consisted of soup, potato with yogurt-garlic sauce, steamed chard with fresh lemon juice, a tossed salad, sliced beets and tomatoes, and a fruit salad for desert.  Marge made up her usual neat dinner consisting of a vegetable beef stew.  We had a nice visit.  Marge inquired about my status (which is pretty neutral except for the slight encouraging PSA level).  One advantage of my therapy is that I can always be counted on to be the rock-solid designated driver.

Dinner With Howard

On Sunday evening, Howard came over for dinner and brought along his famous squash.  Gayle made a wonderful Gerson-compliant dinner except for the Chardonnay that she and Anne shared.  I had hoped that Howard and Anne would have a lot to talk about with their shared interest in nutrition.  However, this was a bit of a bust.  Howard has a tendency to lecture and is a very poor listener, especially when he feels that he is on stage.  Apparently, this off-put Anne who later said, “At my age I don’t need to be lectured at”.  I am afraid it was a disappointing combination, Howard lectured and Anne was borderline rude and disinterested.  Oh well, not everything can go perfectly all the time.  Anne did say, quite graciously, I thought, that she appreciated that Howard was “taking care of her baby brother”.

Disappointments

I had some heart-to-heart discussions with Anne about one aspect of my therapy that I find disappointing.  Gayle has not signed up for the Gerson therapy with the conviction and determination that I have.  If the truth be told, I don’t think she really believes in the therapy.  Nor does she seem to think that strict adherence to schedule or details of the therapy are particularly important.   This applies to her own use of the therapy but, more significantly, also to mine.  I do believe that she thinks I will have to resort to some conventional therapy in the near future and has been worried, almost from the beginning, that the metrics (PSA levels) have not shown immediate signs of improvement.   I can cite her own adherence to the therapy, which is very casual, as an indication that she feels that “What’s good for the gander, is not necessarily good for the goose”.  If she believed that the therapy would cure sickness (mine), she would also believe that the therapy would promote good health (hers).  Another issue is that I have assumed nearly all of the responsibilities for the therapy.  I (or my hired help) do the shopping, make the juices, prepare most meals, and execute the minutiae and drudgery of the therapy and Gayle is relatively unaware and unconcerned with most of what is going on.  An example is our dinner at Margery’s house this weekend.  Anne and I returned to the house just before 5pm or about an hour before we had to leave for dinner.  Upon arriving, I asked Gayle if she had started the preparations for my dinner (for example, putting in the potato to bake).  It was clear from her negative and surprised response, that she had not done anything and, most disturbing, had not even thought about it.  I realize that I have the prime responsibility to take my own medicine, but I would hope that Gayle would exhibit a shadow awareness of the requirements of the therapy and would encourage and assist me to keep to its requirements.  I can’t think of doing anything without considering how will this fit in with my therapy.  Likewise, I would expect Gayle to have the same level of awareness.

Surprisingly, Gayle has for the last few days (it’s passed now) a classic Gerson healing reaction, so severe that he had to stay home on Friday.  She had flu-like symptoms including a severe headache, but without any fever.  This can easily result, Howard says, from her level of vegetarianism.  It would seem that she would get the message that the Gerson therapy is serious medicine and that, based on her healing reaction, she has a good deal of toxicity to unload.

Some Surprising Advice

On Sunday Anne offered some advice that surprised me.  She suggested that I get in touch with an Oncologist (tumor specialist) and get some alternative advice and guidance.  Along those same lines, she suggested that I find a new GP who was more supportive of my alternative therapy. Finally, she suggested that I peruse the Internet for additional information of other therapies.   All of these suggestions seem to suggest a lack of confidence with the Gerson therapy.  I don’t disagree with the second suggestion (new GP), but the first suggestion (oncologist) is directly opposed to what I am doing.  Maybe Howard’s rabid distrust of regular medicine and doctors is rubbing off on me.  The third suggestion is just not interesting to me.  I have set my course. I am going to live with it until I end up “on the rocks” at which time I will reconsider.  I do not have the time or energy to change directions.

Sally

Sally spent the last week down at the Gerson clinic.  She treats it sort of like a spa since she and Howard, as Gerson relatives, can stay there for nothing.  I think Howard was pleased that she went down since he does fret about Sally’s non-compliance with the diet, e.g. salmon and Chardonnay.

My New Work Schedule

My new work schedule seems to be working out quite well.  I am staying in the office until 7pm or so.  I am sure this pleases the company brass.  It does put me on a sort of par with my co-workers most of whom work tirelessly.

Gaylon Calls

Gaylon called to re-invite us down to their Palm Springs palace.  He invited us for President’s day weekend.  We would like to go but think a single day might be a better idea.  

Christmas Letter

Attached is a portion of my Christmas Letter that I sent out to inform our friends and family members of my illness.  Here it is Jan 17th and I haven’t sent any letters out yet, but it at least shows good intentions:

By far the most significant even of the year occurred in August when Jonathan was diagnosed with prostate cancer.  The detection was very early and the prognosis is excellent.  Ironically, Jonathan is the same age as NY’s mayor Rudolf Guilliani who was also diagnosed this year with the same malady.  Conventional therapies, consisting of surgery or radiation, had little appeal to Jonathan.  The side effects are significant and the long-term outlook (greater than 10 years) is guarded.  So after much study, Jonathan has selected an alternative therapy developed by the late Dr. Max Gerson based almost entirely on diet.  This has involved a wholesale life style change for both Jonathan and Gayle who is sharing most of the therapy.  The concept of the treatment is that any cancer is caused by a breakdown of the immune system that is weakened by today’s toxic environment and highly processed food.  The therapy bolsters the immune system with a regime of  “hyper-nutrition” and detoxification.  In August, Jonathan and Gayle spent two weeks at the Gerson clinic learning how to manage the therapy.  

The daily regime involves 13 freshly prepared fruit and vegetables juices administered hourly, a completely sodium-free diet, less than 30 mg of fat per day (the normal diet is 150 mg per day), and all other food limited to organic fruits and vegetables.  After four months, Jonathan is feeling great and all indications are positive.  His company has been terrific in permitting him to work around the constraints of the therapy.  But the burden of preparing the food is staggering and we have hired two local women to come in 30 hours a week to help. The standard weekly order at our local organic grocery includes 100 pounds of carrots, 50 pounds of apples, 25 heads of lettuce, and so on.  Needless to say, our whole life since August has been dominated by this turn of events.  We look upon this as a test of our mettle, of the strength of our marriage, and the essential correctness of living life naturally.  We shall see how this works out.

Everything considered, we are well, happy, and have peace of mind.

How do I Feel?

I feel fine.  I have a tenderness (that seems to be growing) in my prostate area.  I trust it is a sign of anti-tumor activity.  I tire easily but that might be related to my increased work schedule.  I have a great appetite.  I am feeling relaxed.

Censorship

You will not see this paragraph unless you are looking at the original. Some of the comments that I have made above are personal and might hurt the feelings of some people who are dear to me.  So I will be doing some judicious editing before I send it out.







