Cancer Diary, Saturday March 23, 2002 Salinas California

Gayle’s Travail

Gayle’s 2-week spring break began on Monday.  She is spending the greater part of that time in Susanville packing up her late mother’s house.  I miss her not being here.  Although lately we both have been so busy (she with school and her Mother and he with Tivre and my therapy) that we often seem like ships passing in the night.  She will be driving back on Wednesday with a possible overnight stop at Tory’s.

Biopsy

Well, the big-time decision point is nearly at hand.  Last Tuesday afternoon I had another prostate biopsy.  It is a singularly unpleasant experience although the sedative that I received coupled with a local anesthesia made the pain quite minimal.  Afterwards I had a very sore butt.  Just for the record (in case you wanted to hear the details) they insert this large ultrasound device up the rectum (adjacent to the prostate) that is used for positioning the needles.  Then they insert 8 LARGE needles through ultrasound device one at a time, through the rectum wall into the prostate gland.  They are inserted in what sounds like a spring-loaded action, “pop”, in and out.  With the sedation, my mind wandered more than a bit since I only remember three needles but I was assured that there were eight.

Gayle was with me in the examination room.  She said it was quick and business-like.

The results will be back on Tuesday.  I have a follow-up appointment at 4:pm on Tuesday (March 26th).  The results will tell me how the therapy is working and what will happen next.  The possibilities are (in order of goodness:

1. Cancer not detected

2. Cancer diminished (either in extent and/or in Gleason Score)

3. Cancer the same

4. Cancer enlarged,

If it’s #4, then I will seek out a conventional therapy.  If it’s #3, I will be disappointed, but I will continue what I am doing.  #2 and especially #1 will be good news.  In any case, I will continue with the intense Gerson therapy at least through the end of the year (18 months).  Thereafter, will be a subject of a future decision.

A Mooney Friend Comes to Visit

I have known Flemming Pederson for about four years.  He is Danish but lives in Geneva Switzerland.  He flies a Mooney a year older than ours but the same model (1965 E-Model).  His plane is specifically set up for long distance flying and he is currently in the middle of a four-month flying trip around the world.  One of his stops in Salinas and he arrives in 11 hours at 9am tomorrow morning.  At this very moment, he is three hours out of Hilo on the 2500-mile leg from the Hawaiian Islands to the mainland of the US.  His co-pilot, wife Angela, is flying this leg commercially to make way for the extra gas tank required for this, the longest leg of his trip.  Flemming and Angela will be here for a few days, departing on Tuesday for their next stop which I think is Mazatlan, Mexico, enroute to their planned crossing of the South Atlantic, Natal to Dakar.

Flemming is a very interesting person, about my age, a nuclear physicist at CERN, the European nuclear laboratory.  He is an expert in nuclear accelerators.  In addition to years of e-mail communications, he has visited us twice before here in Salinas, and I visited him once in Geneva.  He is a charming European kind of guy, polite but intense.

This evening I went to the store and bought provisions suitable for our upcoming guests:  salmon fillet, a bottle of Chardonnay, eggs and muffins, and French roast coffee.  I plan to make dinner on Monday evening for the two of them and they will, of course, be eating other meals.  It will be odd cooking salmon and not having any.  (
Big Push at Tivre

The last two weeks have been really intense.  I worked in the office all last weekend and expect to do the same this weekend.  I was in the office 9am-7pm today and will work at home tomorrow while Flemming catches up on his sleep.  It is going pretty well and I expect basically to make the deadline for the work assigned to me.

There is coolness evident at Tivre, probably related to the firing of Prashant, a respected and liked CEO.  Everybody is waiting to see what will be happening under the new regime of Katrina Garnett.  Katrina is a fireball.  She is about 105 pounds of high explosives, very intense, very high-techy.  I’d hate to get on her bad side.   On Thursday, our office secretary was also fired, which is perhaps not surprising since she was actually Prashant’s personal secretary.  Everybody on the staff is unanimous in there opinion that it is a bad time to be unemployed.  I feel fairly vulnerable, but the funny thing is, I really don’t care.  For the moment, I am enjoying what I am doing, more so than any thing in the last 10+ years or so.  I am learning a lot and really getting my hands dirty with C++ and Java programming.

The Gerson Biography

Yesterday, Howard had the author’s equivalent of an orgasm approaching 10 on the Richter scale.  After nearly a year of foreplay, his long awaited biography of Max Gerson was officially published and the first 50 copies arrived.  He was beside himself with excitement.  I finally suggested that he go home and look at his new-born baby since he was being quite disruptive in our small office.  ;-)   He informed everybody in the office of the event and called everybody in his telephone directory.  He was a very happy man.

This morning (we were both in the office this Saturday), he gave me a signed copy addressed to “My Oldest Friend:

I have started reading it (I had seen a few chapters earlier in a draft version).  It is interesting and well written, so far.  I do think Howard has a thing with long run-on sentences, probably the legacy of his German roots. An example from the first page:

Many alternative or complementary practitioners now employ facets of the Gerson’s dietary and detoxifying therapies, often without recognition of their source, yet a large body of scientific literature published in the 1920s and 1930s confirms Gerson’s pioneering work in diet therapy — work that might have been recognized with a Nobel Prize in Physiology or Medicine had the political situation gone very differently in his native Germany prior to World War II under Nazi rule ... or had the American medical profession, after this German-Jew fled Nazi  persecution to the United States in the mid 1930s, been more open to investigating  methods and results of his treatment of cancer and other intractable, degenerative diseases.

I am impressed with the book and share Howard’s excitement, if not his exuberance.  Howard has given his blessing to my reading it during my coffee breaks (about my only “idle” time these days).  He said his grandfather would have approved.

A Letter from Jenny

I received a lovely e-mail from Jenny Law, my niece who lives in Connecticut.  It really made me feel good, and more than a little puffed up.  Follows an excerpt relating to my Gerson therapy.

 And Jonathan, you are a model for us all. And should the Gerson Therapy fail you, it will be a tremendous blow to all of us, not only for your own condition, but also for all of ours. I have read the book cover to cover and have been completely convinced in theory that it’s the way to go but for me personally I need some scary diagnosis in myself to give me the reality check to put it into practice. I was born again once after misassumption by a doctor that I had something really bad, but it slowly wore off after I knew everything was OK. But as far as you are concerned, I think you are doing the right thing, completely.  I think you were right to choose the Gerson Therapy. I think you are right to stick with it. And I also think you are right to seek more info. now from an urologist and another needle biopsy. Information IS power and even though this is very scary for you (and me too) I admire your patience, which is evident even when your mind presents you with terrible fantasies. It would be so easy to feel you had to hurry up, and I wouldn’t blame you for that, but your patience will allow you to do what ‘s right for your body and soul at the stages at which you need to do it!  And should you decide that you need to go with some more conventional treatments, aside from surgery, I think it is safe to say that your body will be in a very good position to counteract the adverse effects of those remedies because of all the nutrient building and detox that you’ve been doing.  On Tuesday at 6:45 my time, I will be saying a little prayer for you.

An Anniversary

Yesterday (March 22) would have been our Mother’s 94th birthday.  It would also have been her mother’s 121st birthday since they were born on the same day.

Lesley Landborg (1908-1963) 
       Marion Fairchild (1981-1937)
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Ashes

Having a serious illness can bring out some gallows humor.  Along those lines Gayle and Marge Mann and I had dinner together the other night and ended up discussing the issue of the dispersion of ashes.  We have often chuckled about my aerial dispersal of Uncle Bill’s ashes over Point Lobos.  A significant amount of Uncle Bill blew back into the airplane and subsequently ended up in my “ShopVac”.  We all concluded that Bill, who loved to spend much time in his shop doing woodworking, would be perfectly happy in the ShopVac.

Anyway, I announced that I would like to have my ashes dispersed at four sites that have particular meaning to me:

1. Monterey’s Point Lobos State Park (symbolic of my wonderful life here).

2. Oshkosh Wisconsin Airport at a location closest to row 105, preferably during the annual EAA convention.

3. Wonder Lake in Denali Park, Alaska, where Tory and I had one of life’s best experiences.

4. In the flower garden of my sister’s home in Rowayton Connecticut. (This was originally specified as her compost pile, but that plan engendered some unsavory complications so it was amended).

Consider this a formal request. (






