Cancer Diary, Saturday October 5, 2002 Frankfurt, Germany 

En Route to Prague

This post finds me at Frankfurt Airport waiting for my flight to Prague.  I am quite fatigued after the 10+ hour flight from Los Angles.  I had the misfortune of being seated next to a 350+ pound man who looked like an Arian Sumo wrestler.  When I first arrived at my row, it seemed he was sitting in my aisle seat.  In fact, he was in his own seat but was spilling over into my territory.  He scrunched (as much as possible) over onto his side and I wedged myself into my seat literally enveloped in his excess blubber.  We worked out an unspoken arrangement whereby if he kept his seat full forward and I reclined my seat fully, we had a significant overlap of shoulders that made the best use of the available space.  The net result was that I didn’t get much sleep and I am quite weary.

Packing for the Trip

Packing for this trip was a big deal.  When all was said and done, it seemed as if I was planning for the invasion of Prague.  I had two wheeled suitcases, one huge model and the other the standard carry-on size.  The big one carried my juicer and nearly all my clothes and therapy accoutrements.  The smaller one had the bulk of my food stuffs (carrots and apples etc).  After some juggling, the big one weighed 70 pounds (the maximum allowed by United Airlines) and the smaller one weighed in at 60 pounds.  In addition, I had a computer carry on bag with my laptop, reading material, and essential work stuff.  Finally, I carried my en route meals in a cloth and zippered shopping bag like affair.

Airplane Meals

The bottom line is that I declined all meals and drinks on the flight. This causes a few raised eyebrows among the cabin crew.   It turned out that so far I have eaten all my food while in the stopover airports, a large meal in Los Angles and here in Frankfurt a small “breakfast”.   For the record, my provision kit consists of a thermos of carrot apple juice, a thermos of Gerson soup, a large Tupperware bowl of salad with potatoes for carbohydrates, a small container of roasted red peppers marinated in salad dressing, and a small bowl of babaganoush (eggplant salad).  Finally, I have a large zip lock bag of radishes for snacking.  The one problem so far was evident when I opened my juice thermos this morning in Frankfurt.  It let out a big whoosh that told me that the juice had fermented a bit in the 20 hours since I made it yesterday morning.  It is still drinkable, but I am sure the Gerson properties have been diminished.  What I should have done was to have put the newly pressed juice in the freezer for one hour before putting it in the thermos.  This would have chilled it down to near freezing and it would have lasted a lot longer.  As it was, the thermos kept it at room temperature where the fermentation could happen more readily.

Fatigue and Strength

I have a big concern.  One noticeable result of this therapy is a significant reduction in my strength and a noticeable loss of muscle mass.  Probably related is a significant feeling of fatigue that comes on at certain times of the day and is becoming more frequent.  On Thursday, I rode a bike from our office down to the airport to pick up Gayle’s flight tickets.  This ride was at most a third of a mile mostly downhill to the airport and uphill returning.  The trip to the airport was easy, but on the uphill return 30 seconds of uphill peddling left me exhausted and my legs feeling like tortured pieces of lead.  What is going on here?  What is missing in my diet?  Is there something else (seriously bad) going on?  My imagination recalls all sorts of stories of cancer patients who feel profoundly weak when the disease takes hold.  At present, I could no more consider back packing, for example, than running a 4-minute mile.  Is this due to the prohibition of exercise mandated by the Gerson diet?  Or some lack in the diet itself.  It’s not normal or desirable










