Cancer Diary, Sunday, May 19, 2003, Sunriver Oregon 

A Weekend Retreat

I am currently at our house in Sunriver Oregon.  I flew up here alone for the weekend for two reasons: 1) The local owners’ association has mandated the clearing of brush from all properties and we specifically received a notice of non-compliance, and 2) I need to fly off 20 hours of engine break-in time.  Since Gayle was going to spend the weekend doing schoolwork, it seemed a good time to take a mini-vacation.  I inquired if Victoria wanted to join me, but she was busy doing housework and finding homes for her classroom chickens (now nearing adolescence).  So it was a weekend of planned isolation and work, both allegedly good for the soul.

I flew up on Friday afternoon arriving just after 4pm and picked up a rental car at the airport here in Sunriver.  I brought enough food for the weekend and planned to buy organic Odawalla carrot juices to drink.  I forgot the two items I most needed for my brush clearing, my tree saw and limb clippers.  This latter omission turned out to be a blessing in disguise.  It turned out the brush clearing and limb trimming was a huge job and doing it with manual tools would have been impossible in a weekend.  On Saturday morning, I went into Bend to buy the necessary tools and found I could buy a small electric chain saw for $45.  This coupled with two 50-foot heavy-duty extension cords ($5 each) set me back less than $60 and saved me days of work.  I spent most of Saturday and Sunday morning lopping off all tree limbs below 6 foot and cutting down any small trees with spacing closer to 6 feet of their neighbors.  In addition, all small brush (mostly brittlebush) had to be removed.  The result was a pile of brush the size of an Abrams tank and a small woodpile of stacked and cut tree trunks.  Frankly it was a huge amount of work and I am quite tired and sore (not so much as after the Big Sur 21-mile Powerwalk) but quite satisfied with my manly accomplishments.  I rewarded myself with a long hot bath (avoiding the inviting hot tub), a wonderful dinner, and a movie on TV (Mr. Holland’s Opus).

“Mike”

It is really great to be back in the saddle of 9208M (“Mike).  The airplane has a new engine replacing the previous one that had developed a crack in the crankcase.  With any new aircraft engine, it is necessary to run it very hard for the first 20 hours, or so, until the rings seat and the oil consumption stabilizes.  So I flew up here at full power into a headwind and arrived here in slightly over three hours.  I expect a tail wind going home today so I should make the return trip in well under three hours.  I feel complete again and am looking forward to a trip to Oshkosh this summer coinciding with the official end of the full Gerson therapy.

An Increasing Problem

All in not well with my nether parts.  My previously reported prostatitis (inflammation of the prostate) has gotten quite a bit worse.  I had stopped taking the FloMax drug because of some undesirable side effects (better left unmentioned) and a vision problem that cropped up exactly when I started using the drug.  This latter affliction got me really worries and turned out to be an abrasion of my right cornea that might have nothing to do with the drug (or it might be caused by lack of tears caused by the drug, who knows!).  Anyway, without the drug it appears that the prostate swells up and pinches on the urethra and makes it difficult to urinate.   This is not so bad during the day when frequent peeing is not a big problem (and it seems much better in the daytime anyway) but at night it becomes very troublesome.  I found myself having to get up every 15-30 minutes and I would dribble out some small amount of urine for my trouble.  It was very disturbing to my sleep, to say the least.  Once I resumed the use of the FloMax the situation was greatly improved.  I can get through the night with perhaps three visits to the John, which I can do almost in my sleep.

Tests Next Week

As a result of this prostatitis problem, I have an appointment next Wednesday with Dr. Sweet, my urologist, to do an examination of my urethra and bladder.  It sounds like a diabolical affair with a fiber optic affair stuck up my privy parts.  Fortunately, I am apparently knocked out so I doubt I will complain much.  I’m not sure what they are looking for, but I suspect that Dr. Sweet is looking for some indication in the urethra of what is happening in the prostate.  What that is, I’m not sure.

Uncertainty

This problem with prostatitis (if that’s what it is) had made me very nervous.  It has also made Charlotte Gerson nervous.  We talked this weekend and she said that she is worried because the Gerson therapy should deal with chronic inflammation situations anywhere in the body.  Why it hasn’t helped, she is not able to answer.  Obviously, she is worried about something.

I believe (hope) that there is no connection between my prostatitis and the prostate cancer that was detected nearly 2 years ago.  I can deal with prostatitis and it’s symptoms.  It won’t kill me.  Cancer is another matter.

I called Dr. Sweet’s office last week to see if they could also do another biopsy.  As you all know, I was planning to have a “final” biopsy in August at the end of my 2-year intense Gerson therapy.  With this uncertainty floating around, I thought perhaps we could do the biopsy earlier.  Dr Sweet was away, but his nurse said they couldn’t combine the two procedures.  They were medically incompatible.  So I will talk to Sweet about a possibly earlier biopsy.

The Gerson Institute

Howard has informed me of serious problems at the Gerson Institute.  This was an earlier issue that he had asked me not to comment on at that time.  But what I am reporting is now a matter of public record, so I believe I can mention it.  Besides, this version is not distributed beyond my immediate friends and family.  

It turns out that the Executive Director of the Institute, one Andrew Pinter, has mismanaged the affairs of the Institute to the point that its principal source of income, the Tijuana Gerson hospital, has severed its relations with the Institute.  The Institute’s principle duty, to refer patients, just wasn’t happening.   Charlotte, who founded the institute in the first place, also severed her association.  So the Institute is left without any source of income and no knowledgeable and notable staff to promote the therapy.  So Pinter has been fired by the board and it is not clear what will happen now.

Nancy

My colleague at GWDI, Nancy Sanderson, had a serious case of abdominal, ovarian cancer.  I reported on this in an earlier diary.  She had a major surgery during which time “They got it all” but nonetheless they followed up the surgery with a serious 6-month regime of chemotherapy.  Nancy was adamant in not wishing to get involved with the Gerson therapy as her primary cure, but she has been interested in what I am doing and has adopted some aspects of the Gerson therapy (organic veggies, some juicing, etc).  Anyway, Nancy has a “good” 3-4 months after the chemo ended although she commented that she was surprised that it has taken her so long to bounce back.  But last week, she told me that they had detected evidence of the cancer in her blood work and she is starting a new course of chemo.  She said it isn’t so hard as the first course and she is not so sick.  On the other hand, she said she expects to be on chemo of some sort for the rest of her life.  The chemo will keep the cancer under control [until it kills her.  Some life.]

Peter’s Porsche

Last Monday, I asked Howard to help me retrieve a Porsche that Peter Williams had bought sight-unseen from a party in Hawaii.  It was shipped to Oakland and needed pickup and storage until Peter could get out to the West Coast to retrieve it.  It gave me the opportunity to have a several hour visit with Howard as we drove up and while we had lunch on the way back.  It is always interesting to spend time with Howard and talk Gerson.  We did get into a heated discussion about the validity of the Iraq war, which Howard supports although he is as negative about the Bush administration as I am.  I accused Howard of being without principles on the subject, which caused him to comment that I had reverted to my earlier pre-Gerson obnoxious personality.   We smoothed out the discussion without coming to fisticuffs.  It added a little spice to our visit.  We each have very set opinions on the subject.  Gayle said, “Why did you even bring it up”.  







