Saturday, September 15, 2001, Salinas California

It’s Saturday at about 1pm.  I have just finished with lunch and have a few minutes before the green juice at 2pm and the 2:15 “coffee”.

Preoccupation with New York

The last week has been totally dominated by the terrorist attacks in New York and Washington.  It has been really emotional and has really taken my mind off my own situation.  The scenes on television of the attack and especially the aftermath are terrible.  It’s the most horrible thing I have ever seen.  Last night I was in bed watching interviews with family members of missing people.  They were going around New York posting pictures and descriptions of their loved ones.  Their despair was overwhelming.  I was shaken.

A Bump in the Road

Just writing the above does leads me to ponder about “my own situation”.  Certainly, being diagnosed with cancer is probably the most significant negative event in my life.  I have had a good life.  It has, in fact, been a life that has been relatively easy and greatly satisfying.  So this is a big bump in the road.  The only really bad thing that happened before was my divorce from Carolann.  That affected me very profoundly for a couple of years (with lots of residual effects thereafter).  This cancer business, however, has not really affected me very much mentally, and not at all physically so far.  I keep thinking, "When is it going to sink in?"  When am I going to be hit with the bombshell, the realization that I am seriously ill and that my life is changing forever?   The answer may be as simple as the distinction between “You are going to die soon” and “You are going to have to take enemas for the rest of your life”.  Because I have a significant belief in the Gerson therapy, I see the situation only as a major change in lifestyle, not as a loss of bodily function and/or a shortened life.  As long as I believe that, I can put up with, maybe even relish, this change in my daily schedule and my eating habits.  And this regime is temporary.  I sincerely believe that in six months the rigor will be somewhat diminished, and in two years I will need only to exercise great caution in my food and in my general lifestyle.  That I can live with (no pun intended).

Daily Routine

My daily routine is getting more and more established.  To document the details, here is how my day goes:

5:00am.  Gayle gets up and takes a “coffee break” and then goes upstairs and has her quiet time on the couch or if she is feeling energetic, does her yoga.

5:30 am.  I get up and prepare the coffee, have a piece of fruit and return downstairs for “coffee”

6:15am.   Gayle and I eat breakfast that she has prepared, oatmeal, fruit, and fresh squeezed orange juice.  First bunch of pills.

6:45am.  I shower and shave and get dressed.

7:30am.  I make and drink a green-juice.  

7:45am.  I make carrot-apple juice for the rest of the morning that I put in a thermos bottle to take to the office.

8:15-8:30am.  Commute to work.

8:30am-12:30pm.  I am at the office with juice breaks at 9:00am, 10:00am, and 11:00pm.  Second batch of pills at 10:00am

12:45pm-1:00pm.  Commute home.

1:00pm.  Lunch prepared by Monica and Helen (M&H).  3rd bunch of pills. Carrot juice.

1:30pm.  “Coffee break”

2:00pm-6:00pm.  Working at home.  Juices at 2pm (green), 3pm (carrot), 4pm (carrot), 5pm (carrot-apple) brought by M&H.  The carrot-apple juices for 6pm and 7pm are in the thermos.

5:00pm.  M&H turn on the dinner main course in the oven (220 degrees for 2 hours).

6:00pm I turn on the baked potato. And go take my third “coffee break”

7:00pm.  Dinner with Gayle.  The dinner has been largely prepared by M&H., vegetables, potatoes, soup, and large salad. Gayle gets it together and cleans up (thank you, Gayle). At dinner I take my 4th big batch of pills.

8:00pm Green juice (last juice of the day) and liver/B12 injection.

9:00pm.  Last “coffee break”

There are some variations to the above schedule.  On the weekends, I have to do all the juicing although M&H have weighed, washed, and bagged all the juice makings into individual one-pound bags, carrots in one set of bags and green juice makings in another.  So all I have to do is quarter and core apples and run the stuff through the juicer and then wash everything (about a 15 minute chore) per episode.

The Worst Part

Every third day I have to undergo the dreadful castor oil treatment.  On weekdays, I do the deed at 3:30pm and wash down the 30cc of oil with a cup of black coffee.  On weekends, I do it when I wake up.  Five hours after the oral ingestion, I have to do a castor oil and coffee enema.  The castor oil (especially the oral part) is really disgusting and makes me feel a bit ill until it has run its course (about 6 hours).  I think of it as my chemotherapy.  In that context, it’s a small price to pay to avoid being poisoned.  This castor-oil schedule will be changed at the end of my 6th week of treatment to be twice a week (which will be more convenient) and then at the end of 6 months, it will go to once per week.  I am assuming that eventually, I won’t have to do it at all.  Howard says the castor oil treatment is part of the detoxification process and aids the body in getting rid of dead tumor tissue that has been absorbed and need to be flushed.  The bigger the tumor mass, the more the castor oil treatments are indicated.  In light of that, I would think that my castor oil treatment schedule would be fairly minimal. As I have a very small tumor mass.  Interestingly, patients that have had radiation or chemotherapy are spared this part of the treatment.  I wonder why.

Shopping

On Thursday, we do our big shopping for the week.  I have developed an order form where we fill in the quantities based on an estimate of what we need for the week minus what we have on hand.  We are still fine-tuning the list.  Gayle faxes this into Cornucopia (our local health food store), and at 5pm she drives by and picks up the goods.  In week one, the bill was over $300.  This week the bill was $130.  Somewhere between the two figures is the true weekly cost.  

Pills

Finally, one day a week (it looks like Saturday), I have to refill all my daily pillboxes.  The pillboxes have seven compartments corresponding to the hours when I take pills (36 pills per box).  Filling all the boxes at once greatly speeds up the process.  Taking my pills at the right time in the correct amounts has been my biggest problem so far in the therapy.  I think the boxes are essential to regulate this process.  At least, I don’t have any doubt as to what I should take, when I should take it, if I have already taken it, and what I forgot to take.  And I have no excuses like “The pills are at home”, or “It’s so much trouble to decide what I have to take now” or other such whiney statements.

So, how do I feel these days?  Great, actually.  I am relieved that the work situation seems to be feasible.  I think we are adapting to the life style changes.  The mechanics are getting organized.  Monica and Helen are an absolute godsend.  The pills, shopping, juice making, food prep, coffee breaks, and a dozen little details are all falling into place.

And I don’t think I’ve become insufferable….yet.

