Cancer Diary, Thursday January 31, 2002 Salinas California

No Time to Write

It has been nearly 12 days since I last wrote in this diary.  It’s not that I haven’t had anything to write about, it’s that I have no time.  Since I have returned to work, I have zero discretionary time.  I can only find time now since I am home “sick” (see “Healing Reaction” below).  

Here is a typical day:


6:15 Wakeup:


6:15-7:00 Morning “coffee”: 


7:00-7:15 Breakfast: 


7:15-8:00 Making Juices: 


8:00-8:15 Shower and Getting Dressed: 


8:15-8:30 Drive to Work: 


8:30-12:00 At Work: 


12:00-12:15 Drive Home (except Thursdays when I got pick up my vegetables)


12:15-1:00 Lunchtime Coffee Break


1:00-1:30 Eat Lunch and receive religious training from Monica or Helen 


1:30-1:45 Drive back to the office


1:45-7:00 At Work 


7:00-7:15 Drive Home


7:15-8:00 Prepare dinner (Usually with Gayle)


8:00-8:30 Eat dinner (usually in front of TV watching “Biography” on A&E)


8:30-9:00 Finish watching Biography (this is my entertainment for the day)


9:00-9:45 Discretionary time, often spend doing things like paying bills.


9:45-10:30 Evening “Coffee” and injections


10:30 Go to bed.

My weekends are not much better.  Since I have to do all my own juicing and cooking I would estimate that I have maybe 4-5 hours each day to do what I want.  Sunday’s activities are somewhat restricted since it is castor oil day.  I am not complaining, just explaining.

Concerns

Another reason, perhaps partially sub-conscious, for not writing is that I have felt a lot of anxiety these last two weeks.  The reason is something I mentioned in my last diary entry, a tenderness in and awareness of my prostate area.  The symptoms are increasing and I am constantly reminded that something is going on down there.  I wouldn’t call it pain, just awareness.  But it is uncomfortable (like having to pee) and it would be much of a change before this feeling could qualify as pain.

I think I would have to be saintly not to wonder and worry.  I do not yet have Howard’s unconditional faith in the Gerson therapy.  I will have that when I feel that I am cured.  Even the definition of a “cure” is somewhat vague.  The feeling that I have is an awareness of my prostate, usually when it is under some pressure, like when I have gas, when I cough, and (lately) when I bounce, as it walking briskly.   Sometimes I can feel it just sitting.  I have asked Howard about this and he has said a few things:  1) “Talk to my mother”, 2) “Go see a doctor if that will give you any comfort”, 3) “It’s a healing reaction”.  I do plan to call Charlotte when I have time, but I don’t want to bother her.  Clearly it is something good (healing) or something bad (a spreading tumor).  Time will tell.

I can say, that lately (since Anne returned to Connecticut) I have been beset with all manner of negative thoughts.  When I think of plans for next year or “after we retire” I am not confident that I will be here.  Thus far, this illness has been very abstract.  But with physical symptoms, it has become more real.  I think the next PSA test will be absolutely indicative of which way we are headed

The Next PSA Test.

I have made arrangements to start taking a PSA and blood test every 4 weeks rather than every 6 weeks.  I feel that I need a more immediate indication of what’s happening.  I have also added a “Free PSA Test” to the order.  This is a metric that measures some component of the PSA antigen (the “free” component) and measures it as a percentage of the total PSA.  The more free-PSA there is, the better.  In June and then in August of last year, I had two PSA tests that included the free PSA test.  This showed 15% in June and 10% in August.  A value around 25% in the next test would be encouraging.

A Healing Reaction

I am home this afternoon (and writing in this diary) because of a most peculiar happening.  I returned to the office after lunch and was sitting at my computer terminal and squinting at the screen.  I could not focus on the screen.  It was like looking at a terminal screen at the bottom of a swimming pool.  And it wasn’t just the screen, my vision as a whole was affected.  Objects were moving around and fading in and out at the edges.  Then I started being aware of a pretty bad headache.  Frankly, I almost never get headaches.  But this was sounding like what some people describe as migraine headaches.  I mentioned it to Howard.  He was concerned.  He told me to go home and have a coffee break.

Since I was feeling really strange, going home seemed like a good idea.  I called Monica (who was about to leave to deliver my afternoon juice) and told her to leave the thermos in the house.  I arrived home and immediately administered a coffee enema.  The pain, which wasn’t really too bad, subsided and my vision returned to normal.  If this was a Gerson therapy healing reaction (and it fits the pattern), it is really the first one that I have experienced.  I consider it a good sign and hope that it and the pain in my groin are part of the same process of fighting the cancer.   The symptoms, headache without a fever, are similar to what Gayle experienced a few weeks ago.  It wasn’t very serious.

The Situation at Work

I am enjoying my work.  I am working full time, albeit somewhat less than many of my colleagues who are into the 12-hour high-tech startup work ethic.  I am doing C++ and Java programming on an interesting part of our product, network analysis.  Everybody treats me with kid gloves (it’s kind of unrealistic) and the demands made on me are modest.  

For my part, I am working hard, harder perhaps than I should says Howard.  I am enjoying the greater sense of involvement that comes from working full-time in the office.  I am not particularly fatigued by the longer workday.

Things seem to be going as well for the company as could be imagined, especially considering current market conditions with high-tech companies going belly-up every day.  It appears that we have “money in the bank” to last through 2002 while we are in a development mode.  The company is very sales oriented.  There are more sales and marketing people than there are engineers.  I suppose that’s good.

Being Hard on Gayle

It my last diary entry, I was critical of Gayle and her support for me and my chosen therapy. After I wrote that entry, we had a big confrontation while discussing my condition and her confidence in the decisions I have made.  She clearly is not convinced.  She made it clear, through her tears, that she would rather have me surgically or radiation impaired than dead.  Her heart is in the right place, but she doesn’t believe that an “alternative” therapy that might work is as good as a conventional therapy that is likely to work, for a while at least.  

For somebody who is not convinced, after all is said and done, she maintains a high degree of compliance with the Gerson therapy.  She is nearly a 100 percent vegetarian and does the coffee thing a couple of times a day.  She just doesn’t conform to organic, low fat, low salt all the time because she eats out a lot.

She makes me breakfast every morning, wakes me up with a warn carafe of coffee, and mostly washes the dishes after supper.  That’s a lot for somebody who works as hard as she does.

An Inquiry from My Mooney Friends

Last weekend I received a call from Bill Rabek.  Bill is an FAA air traffic controller from Atlanta and a long-time member of the Mooney Oshkosh Caravan organization committee.  I had devoted endless hours to this organization over the last four years and abruptly resigned all duties in September.  I had explained to a small group of my fellow organizers, Bill included, what my situation was.  But this was the first independent contact from any of them.  Bill, whom I had described in my recent Mooney magazine article concerning the 2001 Caravan, as a cross between Rhett Butler and Crocodile Dundee, was very gracious in his call.  He explained that he, and the others, were concerned and wondered how I was doing.  I gave him the best and most positive answer I could think of.  We talked about a lot of Caravan-related topics and then signed off.  His call made me feel really good.  Thanks Bill!

Helen and Monica Go to School

Helen and Monica were both supposed to enroll in our local community college this month.  There were problems, it appears, since they did not have the prerequisite for the course that they wanted to take, something like basic bookkeeping.  So their upward mobility is temporarily on hold.  Besides they seem to enjoy the job with me, and, it appears, that the pay, an effective $12 per hour is pretty good under the circumstances.

If I didn’t mention it before, Helen just bought a new car, so she really does need a job for the first time in her life.  So the $700 per month she earns from me (tax free) is more than double her car payment.

Slacking Off on the Therapy?

A few notes on my compliance with the Therapy.  I have “temporarily” discontinued taking Laetrile because I cannot handle the extra two “pokes” in the butt required by the retention enema application.  I have a history of hemorrhoids and tend to get sore and inflamed.  I cannot risk my ability to do the coffee enemas.

Secondly, I have lately passed up on the application of hydrogen peroxide after my morning shower.  It proved very uncomfortable to apply this ice-cold spray since the bottle sits in our basically unheated bathroom overnight.  And, the spray has had another undesirable side effect.  The clothing that I put on after taking a shower has started to disintegrate.  This applies mostly to my terry cloth bathrobe, which has become like a centuries-old burial shroud, and my jockey short underwear.  These get put on over my still damp body and within a few weeks, three quarters of my underwear collection is in shreds.







