Cancer Diary, Wednesday, July 2, 2002 Salinas California

The Other Shoe Drops

When Prashant, CEO and founder of Tivre, got fired last spring, Howard and I viewed this as a bad sign.  Prashant was our special friend and, I felt, a protector for me in view of my cancer.  The new management team headed by Katrina Garnet did not have any particular affection for “old crowd” nor for the notion of a Monterey office.  In my heart, I hoped it would hold on till the end of the year and, if sales were brisk, maybe until I was ready to retire.  Well, sales have been non existent, and last Friday “the other shoe dropped”.  There was a company-wide layoff of 8 people (out of a total staff of 30).  The engineering department (of which I was a part) had its budget cut in half.  Therefore, six out of 14 engineers were fired, including myself, Howard, and our direct supervisor, plus three others.  Everybody over 50 years of age was fired.  There may be grounds here for discrimination suit, but that is a different story.  In any case, I am currently unemployed, the first time I have not had a job since I went to work for IBM in October of 1964.

I was on vacation in Oregon when the blood bath occurred.  They decided not to inform me until I returned on Monday.  However, Howard took it upon himself to give me a head’s up in case I wanted to remain in Oregon for an extended vacation.  I needed to come home in any case, so I flew home on Sunday afternoon.

My attitude toward this development is fairly philosophical.  When I joined Tivre, I was prepared for to have the company fail although I hoped for a run of at least a year.  As it turned out, it lasted 20 months.  Although I am in a sort of shock, I am also viewing this in a detached way as the beginning of a new adventure.  I am glad that Gayle has a good job, we are OK financially, and the prospects for new employment, although poor, are not zero.  I am sad since I was tremendously enjoying the work (software coding) and any new situation might not be as conducive to my continued therapy.  In this economy, it is a bad time to be out of work in the high-tech industry.  Our challenge is to readjust our lives with an income 40% of what it was before. We shall see what happens.

Monica and Helen, Adios

The hardest part of this situation is the obvious decision that until I am employed again we cannot afford to pay for therapy help that costs me about $15,000 per year.  If I am not working, I can do the work myself.  So on Monday morning, I called both Monica and Helen and told them of this development and its consequence on their employment.  It broke my heart.  I told them that I had come to love them and that I appreciated what they did for me more than they would ever know.  They were both great.  If they were disappointed, they kept it to themselves.  They expressed concern about my losing my job and were otherwise solicitous.   We all hoped for a speedy reemployment and a resumption of our arrangement.  Helen added, “You are my best Vejito”.

In turns of “doing it myself”, I had ample opportunity in the last few days to learn what Monica and Helen had been doing for me.  On Monday, I undertook to do an entire week’s worth of food preparation.   Here is what I did and how long it took.

Make 8 quarts of Gerson Soup (1 hours, 30 minutes)

Wash and pack 50 pounds of Carrots (2 hours)

Wash and pack 20 pounds of green-juice makings (2 hours)

Fill pillboxes for next 8 days (45 minutes)

Make 1 quart of potassium salt mixture (15 minutes)

Make 4 quarts of coffee concentrate (45 minutes)

Clean up (30 minutes)

It was really a full day of work and, of course, I had to also make my Gerson meals and do my coffee break.  By the evening, I was really tuckered and had a serious case of dishpan hands.

Plans for the Future

Obviously I will try to seek software work in the local area (necessary because of my therapy).  There are some possibilities:  The Navy Post Graduate School, MBARI (Monterey Bay Aquarium Research Institute), numerous local businesses in Monterey and Salinas.  I could even seek a job as far a field as Santa Cruz (a 45 minute commute).

Cornucopia Problems

My local health food store. Cornucopia, just shot themselves in the foot.  I picked up my week’s order of food on Sunday evening after flying in from Oregon.  I was surprised by the size of the bill ($350) which was much bigger than the usual bill of $250.  And, I did not think, I had ordered as much stuff as I usually do.  So I examined the bill carefully and found two significant errors and one other annoyance.  They charged me $2.49 per pound for organic carrots.  The posted price is .89 per pound.  That was a difference of $80 in their favor.  They also charged me for 50 pounds of organic Granny Smith apples when the box actually contained exactly 42 pounds.  At 2.79 a pound, that was another error (in their favor) of $22.  So, in a wink of they eye, they overcharged me $102.00.  Normally, I don’t double-check the order, but with my new economic situation, I did at least check the big items.

My big quarrel with Cornucopia is that when I buy a whole carton of produce, they charge me the same price per pound as if I were buying individual items.  I think they should give me a significant discount when I buy a case/carton since they don’t have to handle the produce in any way

So I went an talked to the produce manager at Whole Foods in Monterey, one Oscar Lopez.. Whole Foods is a huge health food supermarket in Monterey. He was most encouraging and said they would love to get my “special” business and would prepare my order ahead of time and give my an overall discount of 10% as well as offer me case prices for the carrots, oranges, and apples.  So, for my next order, I am shopping at Whole Foods.  Thank you Oscar.

A Small Banquet

As I write this, I await the arrival of Tory who will be spending the night.  She is in the area with her best friend Olivia Nickel who is in the company of her family.  I know Olivia’s mother Carmen from the days when she and Carolann were best friends in New York.  Carman now lives in Arizona and Olivia lives in Nashville.  Anyway, tomorrow, I am hosting the whole crowd for lunch.  The party will include me, Tory, Olivia, Carman, Olivia’s sister Carolyn, Carolyn’s husband, and Olivia’s boy friend, and, I believe, one additional personage, a male, I believe.

I have planned a lunch that is something of a variation of my diet so I can eat it too, but with some additions that will make it acceptable for the group as a whole.  All the vegetables are organic.  Oil, when used, will be flax seed oil (except for the salmon).  

The planned menu is:

Artichokes with lemon-garlic dipping sauce (appetizer)

Potato Salad (yogurt, onions, celery)

Babaganoosh Salad (roasted egg plant, tomatoes, onions, garlic, lemon juice, oil)

Spinach Salad with tomatoes

Broiled Salmon with lemon and olive oil (I will pass on this)

Corn on the cob (with butter and pepper for the others)

Fruit medley dessert (Pineapple, mango, grapes, pears, oranges)

Drinks:  Champagne, wine, beer, or carrot juice.

I hope the weather cooperates so we can sit out on the deck and take in the view.  It should be fun and a challenge.  Tory will be here tomorrow morning to help me prepare the food.

Thanksgiving 

We have decided to go to Rowayton for Thanksgiving.  I wrote a careful letter to Anne suggesting that we would love to resume the tradition and that we could do it in such a way that my therapy would be as non intrusive as possible.  She wrote back with an enthusiastic invitation. So, that’s our plan for late November.







