Saturday September 8, 2001, Salinas California

It seems like an eon since I last wrote something for this diary.  Actually, it was only Tuesday, four days ago, when I wrote about our return to our home and the great efforts that Howard and Sally had made to get us set up.  At that time, we were quite overwhelmed, disorganized, and uncertain what to do next (when in doubt, have an enema, had become our modus operandi).  A lot has transpired in the few days then.  Saturday is nearly over and I have had a “restful” day and can now look back on the last week with some measure of perspective to share a few of the happenings.

Monica and Helen
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One of the best things that has happened is that Monica and Helen have come into our world.  After my diagnosis, Gayle made a number of inquiries in order to hire somebody to come in and help with the time-consuming drudgery of preparing the food for the therapy.  All accounts were that it would be impossible to do the therapy and carry on a full-time job.  Heck, just sitting around the hospital in Tijuana was hard work!   There is a phenomenal amount of time each week needed to prepare juices  (20 hours), make soup (4 hours), take enemas, make coffee concentrate, prepare lunch and dinners, shop for food, take medications, distill water, etc.  And since Gayle is also doing the therapy (more later), the workload is even higher.

Well, one of the inquiries was to our cleaning lady, Maria Medina.  She said she might know of somebody looking for some work.  And while we were in Mexico, she referred us to Monica Miranda.  Gayle had several phone conversations with Monica and she was interested in the job.  It turned out that Monica could only work part of the schedule so she wanted to share the duties with another person.  We had no problems with that, so we eagerly awaited our meeting with our new helpmates.

We met Monica and her friend Helen Sifuentes when we arrived Monday (Labor Day) but we didn’t really get to talk too much with them until Tuesday.  In short they are wonderful.  We are so fortunate to have found this pair.  They are young, pretty, intelligent, cheerful, and incredibly hard working.  Both the girls are Latino.  Monica is originally from Mexico and Helen is from Guatemala.  The both have lived in the US for many years and speak good English.  Helen, in particular, has something of a California accent.  They both live in Seaside and belong to the same  Jehovah’s Witness congregation.  Monica is about 28 years old and is married.  Her husband had a floor-laying business.   No kids.  She is pretty and has a nice gentle quality about her.  She appears to be the boss of the two.   Helen is about 20 and lives with her grandmother and attends the local junior college.  She must have a bit of Indian blood.  She is short and round and perpetually cheerful.   They both are committed Jehovah’s Witnesses and spend a great deal of time going from door to door handing out pamphlets, conducting classes, and answering questions.  They target the Latino community.  I have already received my first pamphlet (in English) and have listened patiently to some of the dogma while eating lunch.

On Monday night Gayle has severe anxieties about whether “the ladies” as she calls them, would know what to do.  So she stayed home from work an extra day to do some shopping for needed supplies and to assist Monica and Helen in getting started.  As it turned out, Howard and Sally must have given excellent instruction because they arrived and got to work as if they had been doing this job for months.  By the time I had arrived home from work for lunch, about 12:45, lunch for both Gayle and I was ready, potato, soup, salad, and a big apple-carrot juice.  

Since Tuesday, Monica and Helen have just gotten better.  We agreed that they would work together for another week and thereafter they would each come for two days a week and would work together on Friday to make soup and prepare food for the weekend.  I feel so blessed that, at this time in my life, that they were here to help.  My main problem will be to avoid getting drawn into the Witnesses life style (.

Provisioning
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Our refrigerators, Inside (L) and Garage (R)

It is hard to imagine how much foodstuff is required to support this diet.  The “Gerson Therapy Handbook” lists a typical weekly shopping list for one person and we are buying for two.  It includes:

Carrots, 50 pounds

Potatoes, 25 pounds

Tomatoes, 10-15 pounds

Green Apples, 40 pounds

Lettuce (Various kinds), 35 heads

Red Cabbage, 5 heads

Celery, 2-3 bunches

Green Peppers, 12

Onions, 20 pounds

Oranges, 15 pounds

Leeks, 5 pounds

Chard, 5 pounds

And the list goes on and on.

On Thursday morning, it appeared that the provisions left by Howard had nearly run out.  So Gayle headed off to one of the local health food stores, Cornucopia in Carmel, and presented the weekly Gerson shopping list to the manager.  Fortunately, he was familiar with the diet and within 45 minutes he had gathered all the items in the list.  It absolutely filled Gayle’s Accura to the gunwales.  “Next time I am taking your truck” was her major comment.  Next week, we can simply fax the list to them and they will have all the items ready to go when we stop by to pick them up.  The cost was $300, which is considerably higher than our normal grocery bill.

The Goddess Norwalk

I am not a religious person.  But I have adopted the unusual practice of worshiping before a silver pagan icon every hour when I am home.  It is our new Norwalk Juicer.  This is the Cadillac of juicers, a $2,000 beauty, mandatory for the Gerson therapy that bans centrifugal juicers because they damage the nutrient qualities of the juice.  

It consists of two parts, a shredder on the left, and a hydraulic press on the right.  To use, one stuffs the juice source material through the tube on the right where it passes through a high speed blade and then is forced through a mesh, falling out the bottom as a kind of mush.  This is placed in a pressing-cloth (about 12 inches square) or alternatively, into a pressing bag.  The cloth and/or bag is then folded into thirds with the mush inside and placed on the tray in the press.  A small lever causes the press to rise thereby squeezing the cloth/bag and releasing the juices that run into a waiting container and shortly into my stomach.  Each pressing is followed by an elaborate cleaning procedure where the whole contraption is disassembled and cleaned.  Very time consuming!
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The Norwalk Juicer

Dr. Nuttall

On Thursday I had an appointment with my local GP, Dr. Nicholas Nuttal.  He is the doctor who first raised the alarm about my elevated PSA and sent me to the urologist, Dr. Shaheen.  The objective of my visit was to inform him of my decisions about my treatment, tell him what I had done (Mexico) and what I was doing, and, most importantly, to get his cooperation in prescribing the necessary lab tests required over the course of the therapy.

Dr Nuttal is quite unique among doctors that I have known.  He is very soft-spoken, almost gentle.  He listens.  And he has always spent a lot of time with me on my visits, never seeming to be in a hurry.  I like him quite a bit.

Howard warned me about this visit.  He said that doctors could be hostile when dealing with a patient adopting an “alternative” therapy.  But Howard is unusually paranoid about these things.  I had no particular worries about this visit.  I copied some introductory information about the Gerson therapy for Dr. Nuttal and also brought along my list of medications.

The visit with Dr, Nuttal was not hostile but it was not very satisfactory either.  First, he had never heard of the Gerson therapy.  He dismissed Mexican clinics as only wanting to fleece sick Americans.  Although he said he fully endorses the notion of a low fat, low salt diet, he seemed to ignore the dietary aspects of the therapy, instead looking only at the medication lists (which I have always considered somewhat secondary to the diet itself).  He commented, “One has no idea what’s in some of these non-prescription medicines”.  He was looking, it seemed, for some substance that would artificially lower my PSA level.  “Could be anything in those liver capsules.  Lots of hormones”, was his main comment.  His bottom line was that he thought I was making a mistake, that these alternative therapies have never been clinically tested nor proven to work.  He used the term “anecdotal” to dismiss any reports of success.  I asked him what did it mean to have a clinical study of serious degenerative disease.  How do you do a double blind study on dying patients.  How can you give thirteen placebo juices a day?  How can one get a placebo enema?   Howard later wished I had asked how many such clinical studies were conducted on chemotherapy, surgical, or radiation patients.

The bottom line is that Dr. Nuttal will prescribe whatever test I need and he will continue to be both Gayle’s and my doctor for all other matters.  He said he would notify Dr. Shaheen of my proposed therapy.

Pills and Other Medical “Things”

I have to take a tremendous number of pills every day.  The count is 43 pills per day.   I also give myself one injection every day of Vitamin B12 and Liver extract.  Doing the pills when I am supposed to do them has been a big problem, and I have been sloppy, at best, in my compliance.  I have to take medication six times during the day, at the three meals and at 10am, 3pm, and 4pm.  So today, I set up my system using seven compartmented pillboxes from Long’s Drugs.  There is one pillbox for each day of the week and the compartments are labeled with the hour of the day at which I have to take the pill.  So I filled them all up this morning and will have to do that once a week (maybe 45 minutes altogether).  Hopefully, this will keep me on track for my pill taking.  I am doing the injection at about 6pm every afternoon since that is a convenient time and the girls have left at that time.  I am doing the coffee enema at 6:30 am, 2pm, 5pm, and 8pm..  Finally, the worst aspect of this diet is taking castor oil.  I am now doing that every third day.  In six weeks I can reduce that to every fifth day, and in 3 months, I understand, that will be reduced to once per week for the duration of the intense therapy.  The castor oil treatment is 30cc (about one ounce) of oil by mouth, chased down by a cup of coffee, and five hours later a castor oil-coffee enema.  When the dreaded day falls on a weekend, I am doing this at 7am and 12pm..  When it falls on a workday, I’m doing it at 3pm and 8pm.
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Returning to Work

On Tuesday, I returned to work.  Everybody was quite welcoming.  My boss, Jim Van Riper, has assigned me a really interesting aspect of the system we are building, “Network Analysis”.  In fact, I need to do some work this weekend as soon as I am finished with this diary.  I am working in the office from about 8:30 to 12:30.  Then I come home, eat the waiting lunch, have my afternoon coffee break and then work away in my office till 6pm when I have to descend down to the kitchen to make the 6pm juices.  Working at home takes some discipline but it also has the advantage of allowing great flexibility.

Gayle

Gayle is throwing herself completely into the therapy.  She is doing everything imaginable to help get things established for me.  What’s more, she is fully participating in every aspect of the diet (with the exception of the medications and the castor oil) but including the juices and the vegetarian meals.  She has foregone coffee and wine for the immediate future, an immense sacrifice.

Strategy

I have been asked by many of my analytical friends how I am going to measure the success (or lack of) with the therapy and what I am going to do if it does not appear to be working.  The engineers among them want facts and a plan in writing.

I propose to measure my progress using the PSA (prostate specific antigen) blood test.  I have been told by Charlotte and the other Mexican doctors to expect my PSA levels to return to normal (or near normal) levels within 6 months.  This is indicative of the destruction of the cancer cells in my prostate.  Normal levels are 4.0 or less.  Last June, my PSA level was 5.5 and then just before my biopsy in August it was 6.5.  Two weeks later in Mexico it was 8.5.  The last big jump could be due to different laboratory procedures, the after effects of the biopsy, or a rapidly growing cancer.  I was told to expect a further rise in the next test.  This is a fairly common situation, apparently, when prostate cancer is treated with the Gerson therapy.  

If my PSA level is not normal (or near normal) in 6 months, then I will begin to consider other options.  I probably will have another needle biopsy before I make any further decision.

“Do I have time to play around with an alternative therapy?” my friends ask.  Frankly, I don’t know.  I expect the Gerson therapy to work so it’s not an issue.

Therapy Progress

So what has happened now that I have been on the therapy for three weeks?  The answer is almost nothing that I can detect.  I felt healthy when I went to Mexico.  I feel equally healthy now.  I am now somewhat tired and lack a lot of extra energy.   I always seem to have an early morning headache that is quickly dispatched by the morning coffee enema.  I have lost an insignificant 1-2 pounds since starting the therapy.  My sleep patterns are somewhat disturbed by the 3 to 4 nightly calls of nature (due to the heavy intake of liquids during the day).  Interestingly, I am losing 6 pounds every night between when I go to sleep and when I wake up.  I have had several un-erupted cold sores on my lips, a common side effect of the therapy.

Everyone says I look better now than when I went to Mexico, better color in my skin, and all that.  I think it’s people just being polite. 

Howard said that my hair will grow faster.  Since my hair grows quite fast as it is, this may not be a desirable side effect.  This morning when I woke up (it’s Sunday, September 9th now), I had the most aggressive 48-hour beard that I have ever had before.  Maybe that’s due to the therapy.

The Sweet Smell of Vegetables

One small effect of the new diet is a greatly reduced incidence of bad breath.  Sometimes when I woke up, I felt that I had an open sewer running through my mouth.  Even though I am eating significant amounts of raw garlic, I don’t seem to have the old problem any more.  I’m not sure how to ask for objective opinions, however. 

