Cancer Diary, Sunday, July 28, 2002 Salinas California

My New Life as a Haus Frau

Since we have returned from our vacation in Oregon and Gayle has started work, I have assumed the duties of housewife.  It’s logical to do this for the time being.  Having taken over all the duties previously accomplished by Monica and Helen, I am spending a lot of time in the kitchen in any case.  So it is not too much of a stretch to include planning, preparing, serving, and cleaning up after each meal.  But it is a lot of work!  Between my therapy and 2 or 3 communal meals a day, I am probably spending four or five hours each day in the kitchen.  There is quite a challenge in trying to prepare interesting and varied meals every day working mostly within the confines of the Gerson therapy.  So far, I have done pretty well and have gone well beyond the basic soup-salad-potato meal.  Some of my biggest successes so far have included:  tabbouleh salad, brown rice with a tomato/basil sauce, broiled eggplant with tomatoes, grilled peppers (green red and orange), and a stunning arugula salad.

Gayle fell right into this mode of operation.  When she arrives home she heads straight to the recliner and the TV clicker picking up a glass of Chardonnay on the way.  I refrain from asking “How was your day at the office, Dear”.  

We still have our cleaning lady come in every other week so I am spared having to do much house cleaning beyond keeping the kitchen spotless.  But I have been co-opted into doing other house maintenance duties, garage door opener, deck repair, and miscellaneous plumbing.

Unemployment Duties

I applied for unemployment last week.  It turns out I could do the entire registration process on-line which was pretty efficient.  I am eligible to receive $330 per week for 26 weeks starting July 15th (the day I applied).   It doesn’t seem like much after my prior six-figure salary, but as Howard commented “It’s better than a poke in the eye with a sharp stick” (or words to that effect).  It will pay the mortgage.   I need to fill out a “time sheet” every two weeks listing what I am doing to seek employment.  So far I have done nothing except a visit to GWDI my former employer (more below).  I am required to submit a resume to the state’s resume database, go on interviews, scan the paper and other publications for openings, and report this all on my weekly report.  

I need to be positive.  My skill set is pretty good at the moment thanks to the hand-on work I was doing at Seagull and at Tivre.  I am pretty current in C++ and Java, both industry standard programming languages.  

Working to my disadvantage is 1) my age, 2) my salary history, 3) an insistence on working in Monterey County, 4) my inability to travel (at least for the rest of 2002), and my obvious desire to down-size  my job from manager to staff software developer.

This morning Gayle very delicately asked me “And when are you planning to start looking for a job … ”.   I haven’t been avoiding the process deliberately, it just seems that there have been other things that I must do first.  My therapy is a priority and I need to stabilize that before I can start looking for a job. 

A Visit to Global Weather Dynamics Inc.

I made a personal visit to my former employer, GWDI, last week in order to get some forms for a rollover of my company 401K account.  I again talked to John Weakland, their Chief Financial Officer,  who said he wanted to set up a meeting with Duncan McDonald, company president, next week when Duncan is on-site (he works out of Ottawa, Canada).  I told John I was interested in a more technical hands-on job than I previously had at GWDI.  He noted that and, I assume, he will pass that onto Duncan.  My guess is that if they can afford a new hire, they would want me to do what I was doing before, i.e. traveling much of the time, selling and marketing the company products.   When and if I talk to Duncan, I wonder how some of these “demands” will go over.

Rejoining GWDI has some appeal.  I know the industry and GWDI’s products well.  So that is familiar territory.  If I could get a programming/design position with no travel,  I’d be very tempted to take it in spite of GWDI’s seriously poor financial condition.  Whatever the current condition, it couldn’t be worse than the fall of 1998 when the IRS has pad locks on the front door, company funds were being embezzled,  and I was traveling around Europe on frequent flyer miles trying to nail down the “save the company” contract.  

Gail Bacon and My Role as a Gerson Tutor

Last week, Howard called me to tell me that the wife of one of our former colleagues at Tivre, had been diagnosed with breast cancer.  Steve Bacon was the company QA (Quality Assurance) manager and was spared in the last round of layoffs.  Anyway, his wife Gail has an early case of breast cancer which unfortunately was detected in several places and was determined to be “inter ductal”, whatever that means, but it apparently is bad.  He doctor wants her to undergo a mastectomy followed up by either radiation or chemotherapy.

Steve had been an interested follower of Howard’s Pied Piper act, that is the gospel according to Max (Gerson).  So he and Gail, who is 41 years old, have decided that she should give the Gerson treatment an all-out try.  She is scheduled to enter the new Gerson clinic in Tijuana on August 5th, a week from tomorrow.  In the mean time, Howard asked if I could share with Gail some of the mechanics of the therapy so that she could get a head start before traveling to Mexico.  I gladly volunteered.  So last Thursday, Gail and I had a two-hour session where I taught her how to use the juicer and specifically how to make the three main juice types: green, carrot, and carrot-apple.  Then, yesterday (Saturday) we spent over five hours together. I met her at Whole Foods Market where I did my shopping for the week and where I introduced her to the produce manager, Oscar Lopez.  Then we returned to our house where I directed Gail in making a 2-week supply of Gerson soup, packing green juice packets, making coffee concentrate, and organizing weekly medications.  I also served her a nice Gerson lunch.  She confessed that he did not care for onions or garlic and that dill did not like her.  Oh Gail, it’s going to be a very bland year or two.

We had the opportunity to talk about the therapy and her situation.  She seems like a strong person although tears did well up in her eyes when she talked about the “support” her family is giving her in her decision.  Her mother and older sister both are urging her to get the surgery over with and then “maybe” she could consider making diet modifications.  And most odd, they are recommending that their daughter, a 4th grader, should spend the next year with her aunt in Indiana.  Whoa….  What is that all about?  It sounds like they are planning on Gail dying sooner rather than later.  I tried not to offer any suggestions to Gail during our time together, but I had to say that that seemed like a very bad idea.

The situation with Gail makes me aware that promoting the Gerson therapy is a risky proposition.  If the therapy  doesn’t work for any of a dozen reasons, one can be held responsible.  And I don’t necessarily mean financially, but rather morally.  I was careful with Gayle to simply tell her what I was doing, the results that I have had, and my understanding of the theory behind the therapy.

For the first time I was able to say, because I felt it for the first time, that getting cancer had really changed my life and that perhaps it was for the better.

Reading

I have finished “Prodigal Summer” by Barbara Kingsolver.  It was a really good book that is very much in keeping with the philosophy of alternative medicine.  Actually, it is a later-day, “Silent Spring”.  Nonetheless, these philosophies all lead to the same place: 1) trust nature, 2) avoid many aspects of industrial life, 3) look around you and observe the world.  “Prodigal Summer” is not as strong as “Poisionwood Bible”, but a really good book with feel-good conclusions.

Carrots

For nearly a year, Monica and Helen (and me too), spent a couple of hours each week washing, cutting, weighing, and bagging between 50 and 75 pounds of juicing carrots.  This took nearly two hours and led to a serious case of dishpan hands.  While shopping in Whole foods, I noticed that they sell 2 pound bags of table carrots, washed and bagged.  I asked Oscar if I could buy a box of these already packed carrots.  “Sure”, he says, “Actually it’s a 48 pound bale”.  So, I saved myself 2 hours a week at the expense of about 20 cents per pound of carrots, or $10.   I think this Gerson therapy will continue to be fine-tuned until the day I die (oops… Bad thought).

Depression

In spite of a generally good attitude, I find being unemployed has weighed my down quite a bit.  Everything about my daily routine if different that it was a month ago.  Our financial situation, although not critical, isn’t great either.  The melt-down of the stock market has affected our paper wealth.  I am not used to being thought of  as “Poor Jonathan” and I thinks that’s how I sometimes feel about myself.  I have very little free time and not a lot of extra energy.  Gayle can’t be too happy about the situation either.

On the other had, she buoyed my feeling the other day when she referred to our current situation as only a small bump in the road.

But, I’d be happier if I were employed and I’d like to rehire Monica or Helen as Gerson helpers.







