Monday, October 1, 2001, Salinas California

Blood Tests

Today I went for my first blood tests since returning home.  The vampire ladies at our local hospital skillfully relieve me of three enormous vials of blood and a urine sample.  The latter was something of a problem.  The sign-in procedures for getting into the lab were rather cumbersome and I spent 20 minutes cooling my heels in the waiting room.  Well, I lately I don’t sit anywhere for 20 minutes without having to pee.  So I availed myself of the rest room and no sooner had I reappeared, but I was called for my blood tests and handed a specimen jar.   I apologized for being unready and added, “Give me five minutes, and I’ll give you a pint”.  I was given a very strange look by the technician.

I await the results with some interest but not a lot of expectation.  Every indication is that I will see a rise in the PSA value (my official metric).  What that will be, I don’t know, but I hope it won’t be off the scale to the upside.  My last test in Mexico was 8.0.  I suppose it could go into the teens.  Supposedly, an elevation is expected and is a good sign.

I spoke with Howard this afternoon by phone (I had returned home for the afternoon).  He said he had received some lab test results from one of his Gerson acquaintance, a local businessman.  He, like I, was diagnosed with prostate cancer and chose to go directly into the Gerson therapy.  As an aside, his wife was a Gerson breast cancer survivor.   It’s been a year and monthly PSA tests showed an initial rise to about 14.0 and then a gradual drop.  Howard was very excited to show me these tests tomorrow.  However, he indicated that after a year the steady state PSA value is five something.  That surprised and disappointed me.  I assumed that within 6 months my PSA reading would be well inside the “normal” threshold of 4.0.  Well, tomorrow I will look at them.  Howard was well meaning to share this information with me, but I am expecting more and don’t want to be disappointed.  The good news, and I suppose all that matters, is that the man is well and healthy (but by what  measurement?).  Not by his PSA count).

Flight to Santa Rosa

This weekend I broke out of my Gerson “prison” for the first time in four weeks.  On Sunday morning I flew up to Santa Rosa to spend a few hours with Victoria.  The weather was magnificent, 100-mile visibility, clear skies, and record high temperatures.  I even had an unusual southeast tail wind on my trip north.  The flight took only 50 minutes (about 10 less than normal).  I planned my getaway so I could have breakfast, do the morning “coffee break”, make lunch, and have a morning’s worth of juices by the time I left the house.  I also had a 2-quart thermos of carrot-apple juices to be consumed during my absence and at lunch.  Howard had even suggested that I take my enema bucket with me, just in case.  This suggestion, I declined.  

Tory met me at the airport.  After a quick stop at her school to admire her room and new playground (a project that she had organized), we drove back to her house where we had a nice lunch, me with by Gerson soup, salad, potato, applesauce, and she with some Iranian Lamb stew whose recipe she received from my sister.  Not surprisingly, I had forgotten to secure the Tupperware containers, so every one of them had blown their top at my 8,000-foot cruising altitude and become somewhat intertwined.  The only real problem was the salad dressing with the precious tablespoon of flax seed oil.  It was basically coating the bottom of my cooler and had mixed it up with most of the other foods.  Victoria provided an adequate dressing replacement with some rice vinegar (no oil).  But everything in the lunch did taste of garlic including the applesauce.

We had a nice visit and then I was tasked to do a fatherly chore for which I had come prepared.  Victoria’s bed had suffered a partial collapse when the wooden bed frame had split.  So I had arrived with a brace of carpenter clamps and dry-wall screws, and we proceeded to glue and screw the bed rail back into a state of health.

Monica’s Health

When Monica was being trained by Howard, she told him about some health problems that she has.  About two years ago, she had a grapefruit-sized ovarian cyst removed.  This is a 28-year-old young woman.  She has been very concerned lately, she told me today, since she has felt a reoccurrence of some of the symptoms she had felt two years ago in association with the cyst.  These include severe headaches, severe back pain, and other discomforts.  The topic came up while I was eating my lunch and we were having a casual conversation about the Gerson therapy.  She commented that she felt that she should do the therapy that she thought might help her based on what she has heard and the confidence that Gayle, Howard, and I seem to be placing in the program.  She said there was no way she could afford to spend any time in the Tijuana clinic, but “maybe she could do it on her own”.  I was quite touched, and resolved, in my mind to help in any way I could.  I suggest that she go talk to Howard.  So I called Howard and we set up an appointment with him at Tivre after she leaves here tomorrow.  Both she and Helen are really fine people.  I hope this situation works out for Monica. It would be a hoot if my “helper” were helping herself.

Alan

I received a long e-mail from my sister Anne a few days ago thanking me for the Gerson Book that I had sent her.  She wondered if it would be a suitable book for her book club.  I wouldn’t have thought so at first, but it would depend on the personalities in her group and their level of interest in health matters.

One small (and increasingly disturbing) comment in her e-mail dealt with my nephew Alan Lovejoy, Jenny Law’s husband.  Anne mentioned that Alan has had two melanomas surgically removed.  Anne mentioned it in the context that the Gerson therapy seems to be very effective in treating melanoma, particularly in more advanced cases where conventional treatment has no success.  I am disturbed because 1) according to Gerson theory, cancer results from a weakened immune system, 2) removing the tumor does nothing to improve the underlying problem.  Thus, it would seem that Alan is at risk for a reoccurrence of the cancer, if not melanoma, some other variety.  Once again, according to the Gerson line of thought, adopting the Gerson therapy would build up the immune system and prevent any cancer from getting a toehold.   It’s a preventative therapy as well as one that will cure the disease.  But I’m sure it’s better in a prevention mode.

So, my dilemma is this.  Should I butt-in and make some suggestions to Jenny and Alan?   What would I say?  Probably, that they might read up on the Gerson therapy and become aware of it’s capabilities, especially as a prevention therapy.  I would note that Alan might be at risk based on his multiple cancers.  That my own experience with skin cancer has proven that it is not trivial but rather that it’s an early warning system of system dysfunction.  The problem is not gone when they whip off the offending growth.  The reasons for the disease remains, whatever they may be, however suitable one might think one’s diet has been.

Would Jenny and Alan be offended?  Maybe I should ask Anne or Hilary?  I’d hate doing nothing and have something serious develop because of my inaction.  On the other hand, I can’t imagine Anne sitting quietly on the sidelines here if she believes in the Gerson therapy.  Alan is too important to be passive.  I think I’ll do something…. I’ll figure something out.

Getting Directions
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One of the “major” problems that I have been having with this therapy occurs every evening when I have to give myself an injection of Vitamin B12 and liver extract.  I have been having a terrible time remembering which bun to use.  So I devised a little card (see picture to the left) that hangs from a small nail over the sink in the bathroom.  It tells me which side of my butt to use for the injection on a given day of the week.  The card is two-sided and the reverse side has the cues for the following week.  Every Saturday after I take my injection, I will flip the card over for next week’s directions.  Procedures, procedures!

Keeping in Touch

I have been having a nice communication with Hilary and Stephanie (my nieces) by e-mail lately.  And last night, Anthony left a message on my answering machine.  I tried to call him back, but he wasn’t home tonight.  I like keeping in touch.

