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Friendship Force Offers
Opportunities for Personal Growth
by Norma Swanson, Nursing

I am in Myrtle Beach, S.C. now, after a trip to Atlanta and a home stay in Morgantown,
N.C. I would encourage anyone who likes people and travel to consider joining Friendship
Force. FF is an international exchange club started by Jimmy Carter 30 years ago. You can
learn more about it on the net at friendshipforce.org. There are groups all over the world. In
Norway FF people met and hosted me in both Oslo and Bergan. That was independent of any
group, just from contacting the clubs.

A recent FF convention I attended brought people from all over the world and from
unexpected places. It was a lesson in cultural diversity. It is an organization that really
enriches a person’s life if he or she likes to learn, see new places, and have new experiences.
Friendship Force has a W. Michigan chapter and participants come from Muskegon and south
as far as Schoolcraft. We also often work out U.S. and International exchanges with the
Lansing and Detroit area groups. The Russians will come this spring if they can get Visas. 
We just had an exchange with Colorado Springs, so we will be planning exchanges with
Morganton and two other places. Houston, TX is also on our list of possible exchanges. There
is an outbound to Australia and New Zealand with the Detroit Club in March 2008, plus
Costa Rica in 2008. 

We have home stays when a group comes so I have had people from many countries
stay with me. That is a life enriching experience! Most home stays are from 4-8 days long.
Besides our own local activities during the year, we have a full schedule of events when a
group visits us here. We usually visit the Ford Museum, Meijer Gardens, the lake shore, Dune
Rides, etc., plus there is free time where hosts take visitors to places that are of individual
interest. Home stays allow everyone to really get to know the people of an area and see places
that tourists usually do not get to see.

During a home stay in N.C., I made new friends. I stayed with a couple that had just
finished building a lovely apartment on their rural home for FF visits and their children and
grandchildren. Both work at the local community college. Jack has a grant to study water
quality that he is spending a lot of time on, plus he is a gentleman farmer with 30 cattle. We
toured a lot of places including a trip to the Blue Ridge parkway and lunch in Boone, N.C.
One of the most interesting tours was conducted by a man in FF who owns a mill that makes
socks, many of which are sold in Target, Walmart, and on-line. I will never take socks for
granted again. Now I know that some have an arch support weave and the soccer socks have
arch and ankle support weaving. We left there with an arm-full of samples.

Another trip was to an old mansion that a Bank had converted into a branch and
preserved most of the features, along with adding amazing decorating. It was truly unique. 
An old mill nearby was renovated into the City offices, and that too was worth a trip. It had
large offices with high ceilings, old wooden floors and a courtyard with the original brick. Of
course, with FF there are always multiple parties and get-togethers with food, food, and more
food. In Morgantown there is a huge school for the Deaf and a group from it came to one of
our dinners. They “signed” for 4 songs and the Pledge of Allegiance. I learned to applaud by
waving both hands. Another new experience.
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I won’t tell you any more about the trip except that when we finally made it to San
Diego, it was COLD AND RAINY. “It never rains in Southern California”? Who said that –
The Beach Boys? I don’t know and I don’t care. It’s just like “White Christmas,” another song
of wishful thinking. Was anything else going to go wrong? Luckily, the rain stopped in time
for the wedding, and it even warmed up a little. Finally, something went right. 
We came back on the train to pretty good January Michigan weather. No derailments, no
delays, no stories to tell. I didn’t finish my book, but we did get here from there. There’ll be
another trip and I can relax and read again.  

*  *  *

Here’s a Little Fish Story
by Carl Fleser

Well, here goes my fish story. It will take a while as I hunt and peck my way: I sent this
big old fish story in for the “Quarterly” last summer, but I’ve learned I sent it to the wrong
address and Keith Longberg has kindly asked me to re-write it. So here it is.

As some of you may know, I have been fishing the Little Manistee River for over 30
years, and I caught the biggest brown trout of my life last summer. For those not familiar with
stream fishing, any brown trout over 20 inches is considered big except maybe for fishermen
like John Regenmorter or Stu Meyers. Last May we had a couple days of hard rain and the
river was high and dark. That is when I usually catch the most fish. 

The first day I fished all day up and down stream with nothing to show for it. I was
using an Orange Rapala and a Zebco rod and reel. I catch trout with perseverance more than
skill so I wasn't about to give up. However, the next day was Sunday and I was faced with the
problem of either going to church or going fishing. I decided I’d better go to church, so I did
not get back on the stream until after lunch. 

Now the water was even higher and I had to fish from the bank. After two hours, I still
had not landed a fish. About 4:00 p.m. I decided to give it one more try, and I finally hooked
and landed the big brown. It was 24 inches long and weighed 51/2 pounds. Now this is why I
think this fish story is special. When I checked my old calendars, I found that I had caught a
23 incher in same spot in 1996, and that was also in May in high water using the same lure,
but I had not caught even one other keeper there in ten years, believe it or not. If the picture
shows up with this story, you will agree with those who tell me it is a good picture of a fish
and a dog. That is my neighbors’ chocolate Labrador. You can probably also see that my outfit
is right out of the Orvis shop.

By the way if you are ever in the Irons, Michigan area, stop in at 7656 W. Peterson
Road, and I will give you a guided tour and show you that special hole in the Little Manistee
river.  Happy Spring to you all.
crflese@drenthe.com



Reflections Upon
Stonehenge Revisited 
by Al Heldt

Several years ago, my wife and I were driving the back roads of England, and came
upon Stonehenge, an arrangement of huge, rough-cut stones on the Salisbury Plain, just west
of London. I’m not sure what I expected, but I was not greatly impressed. One merely sees, in
the middle of a field, a formation of large gray sandstone rocks placed in two concentric
circles, a couple of hundred yards across. 

The major question regarding this artifact is, “How did these stones get there?” Some of
the stones are native to Wales, several hundred miles away. Did these stones just happen to
migrate to this plain as a result of natural phenomena such as tides, earthquakes, etc.? Could
they be the remnants of some natural catastrophe, perhaps a meteorite, which struck the earth
years ago? Another question involves the placement of the stones, “Why were they placed in
the circular patterns we now find?” 

About thirty years ago archeologists from Scotland discovered two pits containing
charcoal in the center of the arrangement. These were analyzed and dated at about two
thousand years before Christ. 

Twenty years ago an astronomer from the Smithsonian Astrophysical Observatory
discovered that the stones had been placed in such a way as to indicate the summer solstice.
Some stones, he concluded, may even have indicated the seasons of the year and possibly,
also predicted eclipses of the sun and the moon. 

These two discoveries enabled scientists to conclude that because of the composition
and weight of the stones, and the complexity of the formation, these stones had to have been
placed there by some intelligent beings. They believe that the stones were placed there by the
Druids, a priestly group who occupied the plain about 1,500 to 2,000 years before Christ.
These people probably used the area as a worship circle and, perhaps, sacrificed to a god
associated with the sun. Since the scientists were not present when the stones were placed,
they used reason and logic to come to the conclusion that Stonehenge could not have “just
happened.” 

As I stood under my umbrella, I shifted my attention to the people who were gazing at
the rocks. Many appeared deep in thought. Some were laughing, some talking. All were
storing memories. Then I wondered, “Where did these people come from? Where did they
really come from?” 

Most scientists today claim that man evolved from lower forms of life, and that these
lower forms evolved from still lower forms, until we get down to protein molecules, peptides,
enzymes, etc., basic building blocks of all life. But how did these basic elements get together
to form complex man? Most scientists say that this “just happened” through a natural process
called evolution. 

If there isn’t some illogical thinking here, there is at least some intellectual
inconsistency. On the one hand scientists say that because of their complex arrangement the
stones at Stonehenge could not have “just happened.” On the other hand they say that man,
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infinitely more complex than Stonehenge “just happened” and is not the product of an
intelligent being. 

When we really look at ourselves we see the most complex organism in the known
universe. Our brain alone is composed of billions of cells that don’t just lie there, as rocks do,
but communicate with each other, store information in some way, control emotions, and
enable man to plan, to dream, and to create. Even a single cell with its complex arrangement
of several RNA’s, DNA, peptides, etc. is complex beyond imagination. Each new discovery
about the human body reveals greater complexity than previously imagined. 

But scientists say that it took man billions of years to arrive at his present state. Could
“billions of years” ever explain the complexity of Stonehenge? It is not a matter of time. It is
the intricate arrangement of these stones, which lead scientists to conclude that some
intelligent beings were the causative agents. It is also the complexity of man, which leads me
to the same conclusion. 

No scientist of today would claim that Stonehenge “just happened.” Yet many scientists
do not accept the possibility of “a Creator.” Where is the logic to their reasoning? Perhaps it
isn’t faith that is blind, but unbelief. 

As I gazed into the mirror on the evening after Stonehenge, I thought of the words of
David in the Psalms, “I am fearfully and wonderfully made.” Isn’t it logical to want to learn
more about our “Maker?” 

*  *  *

Retirees’ Breakfast Schedule
for the remainder of 2007

We will meet at 9:00 a.m. at “The Breakfast Nook,” 
corner of Plainfield and Fuller on the following dates.

No breakfast in November or December

April 26 
May 31
June 28
July 26
August 30
September 27 
October 26

Please mark your calendar now.



Standing in the Shadow of Science
© 2007 Gregory A. Forbes PhD
Grand Rapids Community College & the Evolution Education Institute

A hallmark of modern science is that all conclusions are tentative pending additional
information to the contrary. In other words, science is a dynamic endeavor and not a static
body of knowledge. As our scientific knowledge expands, scientists are able to modify
previous conclusions and scientific theory to incorporate newly acquired knowledge. Science
is the antithesis of the proverbial ostrich that sticks it head in the sand and rejects new
information. Science is a dynamic form of inquiry that constantly changes in both its breadth
and process thereby increasing our knowledge of how our natural world operates.

One of the driving forces that fuels scientific inquiry is the desire to explore all possible
scientific explanations of a phenomenon. Such investigations commonly challenge previously
held conclusions. If the body of scientific knowledge expands when challenged, should
scientists and science educators be open to scientific challenges to contemporary scientific
thought? Should the scientific and educational community not only tolerate challenges but
also advocate such inquiry? The answer is, unequivocally, yes. However the caveat to this
affirmation is that these challenges be scientifically based and that they offer scientific
alternatives to contemporary scientific explanations.

Scientific explanations of our world must explain what is observed with reference to
natural law e.g., the laws of physics, chemistry, geology, biology, etc. (U.S. Law Week, 1982;
National Academy of Sciences, 1998; Forbes, 2003, 2005). Explanations of our natural world
that incorporate supernatural or “unknown influences,” “intelligence” or “energy” to explain
nature are not scientific and therefore fall outside the realm of the both the scope of science
and the science classroom.  Such non-scientific explanations may be better addressed by one
of the many other valuable forms of human inquiry such as philosophy or theology. 

The Fallacy of False Alternatives
One of the basic errors in deductive reasoning is referred to as the “fallacy of false

alternatives.” In this manner of “reasoning” it is erroneously concluded that if a given
phenomenon cannot be explained by option “A” therefore the correct explanation must be
option “B.” This reasoning is erroneous as it fails to take into account that options not yet
offered e.g., options “C through Z,” may represent the best explanation for the phenomenon
or that some combination of the options may provide the best explanation e.g., options “C, E
& Z.” This reasoning also fails to take into account the very realistic option of “none of the
above;” that all of the possible explanations are invalid. 

In the public arena, this “fallacy of false alternatives” is commonly found in the
evolution education and creationism or intelligent design debate. The assertion is commonly
made that if evolutionary biology cannot explain a natural process or event, then the only
possible explanation is supernatural; a deity or an intelligent designer. Such reasoning is the
embodiment of the fallacy of false alternatives. 

Not only is this reasoning inappropriate logically and deductively, it is without
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substantiation. In the past, science was unable to explain rainbows, earthquakes, lightening
and seasons. Many primitive cultures assigned deities to these natural events. Once science
was able to explain these phenomena, supernatural explanations were no longer endorsed or
accepted.

The lesson learned is that just because science can’t explain a phenomenon today, 
doesn’t mean that science won’t be able to explain it in the future. However there is a caveat;
just because science can’t explain it today doesn’t necessarily mean that it will be able to do
so in the future. Science cannot address all questions including “ultimate-type” questions
such as “Is there life after death?” Students of science and the public must realize that if
science is currently unable to provide an explanation for a phenomenon that the explanation
does not necessarily default to supernatural causation. 

What is Intelligent Design Creationism?
Ever since Charles Darwin and Alfred Russel Wallace (Darwin and Wallace, 1858) first

introduced the world to the evolution of life forms by the means of natural selection, debate
has focused upon the perceived challenge to one’s faith by the theory of evolution. This
debate has focused itself once again upon the public school classroom where proponents
advocate that “alternative theories to evolution” be taught. The candidate usually proposed for
such “alternatives” is intelligent design creationism, albeit the term creationism is usually
omitted from the moniker by its proponents as to avoid challenging the Establishment Clause
of the first amendment of the U.S. Constitution.

The basic tenant of intelligent design (ID) is that some biological structures (e.g., the
vertebrate eye, the bacterial flagellum, bird’s wings) or some biological processes (e.g., blood
clotting mechanisms, cellular replication) are too complex to have been produced by natural
processes (natural selection) alone; therefore, these structures must have been “intelligently
designed.”  Although some ID supporters will accept that to be intelligently designed, there
must be an intelligent “designer,” this represents a challenge to the Establishment Clause of
the Constitution and therefore, strategically, most ID advocates cautiously avoid such obvious
extensions of their claim. Their hope may be that the general public also fails to make this
connection. 

Is Intelligent Design Really an Alternative Scientific Theory to Evolution?
While philosophical and theological problems associated with ID have been treated

elsewhere e.g., Pennock, 1999, 2001; Scott, 2006; Shermer, 2006, there are even more
obvious concerns that arise when it is suggested that ID be presented in a science classroom
as an “alternative theory” to the theory of evolution.

1. Theories are “…in science, well-substantiated explanations of some aspect of the 
natural world that can incorporate tested facts, laws, inferences and tested hypothe-
ses” (National Academy of Sciences, 1998). Intelligent design “theory” is an inapt-
propriate moniker as the basic tenant of ID is one of a fallacy of false alternatives 
(presented above). That is, if science cannot yet explain the evolution of a given 
structure or process, then by default, supernatural processes (ID) must be response-
ble. However, ID proponents provide no testable hypotheses to substantiate their 



claims nor do they provide any model that meets the stringent criteria of scientific 
theory (Forbes, 2003). 

Therefore, calling the ID creationism a theory is inappropriate, as it does not 
begin to approach the robustness of scientific theory but rather conjures up images of 
one of Rudyard Kipling’s “Just So Stories.” Science is based upon empiricism. If a 
hypothesis or “theory” cannot be tested, then it falls outside the purview of science 
and should be treated by philosophers or theologians. This is the case with ID. 
Cloaking ID in the language of science by using “theory” does not make it scientific; 
science has higher standards than mere assertion. 

Before a topic can be introduced into the science classroom, it must pass the 
strict standards of scientific empiricism.  ID proponents advocate introducing ID 
into the classroom first and letting their “science” provide validation in the future; 
the horse before the cart. As the father of scientific investigation, Sir Francis Bacon 
(1561-1626), stated so eloquently almost four centuries ago, “Books must follow 
sciences, and not sciences books.” 

2. It is commonly suggested that “…it would be only fair to present both sides and 
then let the students decide which they accept (evolution or ID).” This strategy 
establishes a false dichotomy in which the student is being asked to “choose” 
between two disparate options. Few western denominations would even suggest that 
such an absolute dichotomy actually exists. The vast majority of western denominal-
tions make no effort to impede evolution education and most even advocate its inclu-
sion in the science classroom (National Academy Press, 1998; 
http://books.nap.edu/books/0309063647/html/123.html http://www.ncseweb.org/arti
cle.asp?category=2).                     

Additionally, offering ID to our students as a viable scientific alternative to 
evolutionary theory is intellectually dishonest as ID does not meet the standards of 
theory let alone the standards of science (Forbes, 2003, 2005). We would be asking 
our students to choose between a scientific theory and a philosophical or theological 
postulate; options that have no place in the science classroom. The analogy would be 
to ask our students to choose between neurology and reflexology or between astrono-
my and astrology. Scientific choices can only be made when scientific choices exist.

3. It is has been suggested by some individuals that local school boards and local sci-
ence teachers should determine the merits of evolutionary theory and then decide 
upon its role in their curriculum. In science, it is the research professionals working 
in their respective fields that determine the appropriate scholarship for their field. 
These scientists utilize their expertise and scientific experience to evaluate scientific 
theory. In science, it has been determined that evolution, and only evolution, is the 
best scientific explanation of the natural world. Allowing school boards and local 
science staff (lacking advanced research experience in evolutionary biology) to eval-
uate the validity of evolutionary theory is as inappropriate as allowing evolutionary 
scientists to run the Federal Reserve. In science, scholarship is determined by those 
active in their research field.    
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Science in the Science Classroom
ID has as its basic tenant, a fallacy of false alternative; that those biological structures

and processes that science has not been able to adequately explain must be the result of a
supernatural intelligent design force or agent (designer). What ID proponents fail to recognize
is that currently unexplained does not mean always inexplicable. Science is dynamic and
answers may be on the horizon for those questions that remain unanswered. By the very
nature of science, there will always be questions that remain unanswered because in the
process of answering a question or solving a problem, more questions arise. This is the very
nature and an eloquent and admirable quality of science. New questions will always be
formulated.

If ID proponents ever expect to have their ideas presented in the science classroom, they
must first submit testable hypotheses to the scientific community for evaluation and
validation. It is this strict empiricism upon which science is based. The scientific community
welcomes scientific challenges, as intellectual challenge is how science advances.  The
challenge to those advocating the inclusion of ID in the science curricula is to provide
scientific validation for their model.

In conclusion, I offer a contemporary version of Francis Bacon’s quote (cited above) for
those promoting the inclusion ID in science curricula. “Scientific validation must proceed
what is taught in the science classroom; we do not teach as science what we hope will be
validated in the future.”  The cart remains ahead of the ID horse.
gforbes@grcc.edu
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We Are Keeping Busy This Winter
by Cork Eringaard

The weather here has been different this year. It is January 10,
2007 and winter just came yesterday. Our snow “plower” came this
morning but most of the snow had already melted. Unlike us he is
one of the few making out this snow-less winter because we pay him
by the season not by the visit. Most of those in the plow business
around here charge by the visit, usually fifty dollars, using the money
to pay for their equipment. They are the ones hurting. The

circumstances are the same with all the industry surrounding snowmobiles, ice fishing and
skiing. All of which are fairly big up here. 

Now it looks like after our two-day winter we are in for the normal January thaw. They
tell me we are looking for rain and higher temperatures this weekend. It is supposed to get
real cold on Monday. 

I actually got both my ten and four horse outboard motors tuned up and bought a new
fishing boat so that I could go out on the bay fishing for perch or white fish. Usually get
them through the ice but there is no ice this year. Like everything else it is Bush’s fault he
should have signed that agreement on weather back when he originally took office. 

Some old timers at breakfast this morning said this has happened before and what we
can look forward to, especially as the current El Nino weakens this spring, is snow in late
March and in April. This soccer dad will not want it by then because it will interfere with the
girls’ soccer season. Maybe it really will turn cold as they predict? We hope so.

The girls begin basketball tonight. Despite their height they like basketball. We had to
buy a new permanent basketball setup for our yard. They can shoot fairly well; as they get
older and a bit stronger they can hopefully take and make longer shots as well. We played a
lot of around the world, donkey and one on two this fall. The fifth grade girls from their
school took the city championship this year and the sixth grade girls came in second. Yet, it is
the smallest of all the elementary schools around here. 

They were into gymnastics last year but that has given way to piano this year. Both girls
started taking lessons late last year. We have a keyboard up at the cottage and a keyboard and
a piano at the house here in Traverse City. 

The whole family wants to go skiing this weekend and we are going to try again
especially if the rain they say we are going to get becomes snow instead. Perhaps there will be
snow further north. Since I am at the age I am at I get to ski free at Boyne Mountain and for a
minimal amount at Crystal Mountain.  Something similar is available at Boyne Highlands and
Nub’s Nob.  The girls still ski free on all the slopes at the first two places mentioned, I am not
sure about the last two this year. Having not been there yet.

The kids seem to be doing well at their new school. It is an old school that is a new
building located where the old school was located. The setting is beautiful on top of a hill
over looking both the East and West Bay surrounded by cherry orchards and wineries.

Sue works with the girls each morning and again at night with their reading, math and
language arts. Both with homework they get from school, stuff we salvaged from the
Savannah Christian curriculum we brought with us when we moved up here and with some
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supplemental she has acquired.  Sue with her type A personality and her business background
never wanted to be a teacher but she is doing a remarkable job with the girls.

We are surrounded by wineries around here, some producing some very good wines.
Sue and I have planted 1500 Riesling grape vines with a well and irrigation. You might ask
why Riesling. It seems to be one of the vintages that does very well in this part of the world.
All the wineries up here want as much as they can get that are locally.

The vintner that has committed to buy our grapes, should we be successful in growing
them, won a gold medal in 2002 for the best Riesling wine in the world and in 2004 for the
best in the U.S. They are located two miles North of us. A winery three miles north of us won
the gold medal this year for the best Pinot Noir in the U.S. this year. Sue and I bought a case
and a couple bottles of this before they sold out and are saving them as they recommend to be
opened on special occasions over the next several years

We are actually contemplating putting in some verietal grapes on the farm this spring. It
is under study now. It is a variety grape that was grafted from French stock to American
plants when France had the blight in the middle 1800s. About two hundred varieties were
developed but only ten have survived for general use. They are much heartier, not as valuable
but the yield is greater so any income is about the same. The ground we are looking at is
more suitable to the verities. Apparently it is used as an add to all of the familiar wines you
know about like Cabernet Frank, Cabernet Sauvignon, Pinot Noir and the like. The
horticulturist that works with us will not let us proceed unless we can get a long-term contract
for what we produce. Apparently that is what all of the growers around here do.

Sue and I are still exploring the area while the kids are in school. North West Michigan
is really a nice part of the world. Sue reads a lot so do I but Sue’s stuff in the main is a bit
more high-brow than my stuff.

I peruse the papers, New York Times and Washington Post by internet, Wall Street
Journal and Barron’s and the Traverse City Record Eagle by subscription. Still read my out
door stuff. Most of all I still love to play the stock market. Spend an awful lot of time on the
computer doing just that; swing trading the market. 

After all these years I could write a book about swing trading. I am writing my system
down for my kids and grand kids should anyone of them want to see how grandpa amused
himself. I will say one thing about my stock market efforts, it really keeps me alive to what is
going on in the world. 



My Paper Route
Was My Introduction 
to the Area Around GRCC
by Keith Longberg, English Department (Retired)

It’s hard to believe it could have been over sixty years ago because I can’t be that old
(I’m still a kid!), but you can believe it: That’s what the calendar says. As I remember it, there
was a large, white, wooden apartment building with at least six or eight units, not in the best
of condition, directly across the street from the Main Building of GRJC (as it was then). It sat
a little north from where the entrance to the ramp is now on Bostwick. Directly north of the
Main Building there was a parking lot where the Cook building now stands. I believe there
was an entrance for parking below the first floor of the Main Building from that parking lot, a
concrete retaining wall and pipe railings along the sidewalk on Bostwick so students wouldn’t
fall down there.  On the SW corner of Bostwick and Lyon, there was a small convenience
store owned and operated by the grandfather of a current member of the faculty.  Smack dab
in the middle of Bostwick Avenue just a few yards north of Lyon Street there were two
enormous elm trees on their own sliver of land which took up so much of the street that there
was barely enough room for a car to pass on each side of them. The trees obviously had first
claim on the spot, the street then having been built around them on their own narrow slice of
elevated land. I don’t know when the trees were removed and the land leveled and paved over.
There’s not a hint of the tree remaining, except in the minds of a handful of antique natives
like me and Marinus Swets. I knew there was a college there on Bostwick back then, but the
thought of ever going to college there, or anywhere else, had never crossed my mind at that
point.

So when I finally did enroll at GRCC in 1955, three years after getting out of the army,
this was all familiar turf to me. I knew that area well because I had peddled papers throughout
the area years earlier while still in junior high school at Creston. After school, I would run
downtown to the Press Building, which was on the corner of Fulton and Sheldon across from
Veteran’s Park. That was only about a mile from school and running that distance was good
practice for running the mile on the track team later at Creston, a short doubtful career. My
paper route had about 65 regular customers, but I usually asked for at least twenty extra
copies when I picked up my papers at the Press.  The extra papers made the difference
between a twelve or thirteen year old kid making decent money from a Press route and his
making a whole lot more. 

I left the Press Building with two white cotton Press bags crisscrossed on my chest, the
papers divided evenly in the two bags, one on each side of me. They were heavy at first, but
as I delivered papers the load quickly lightened, and eventually I’d put one bag inside the
other. I headed from the Press building down Monroe Avenue, dropped off some papers at
Peck’s Drug Store on the corner of Monroe and Division and then stopped at People’s Bank
on the NE corner of Monroe and Ionia Avenue. I had some customers there, and I also left
some papers in the lobby on the floor beside the elevator so people coming and going could
get their paper. The papers sold themselves in a way that probably wouldn’t work anymore.
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People would take a paper and leave the money on top of the remaining papers. I left papers
in the lobbies of several buildings including what either was or is (names may have changed)
The Metz Building, The Commerce Building, Ledyard Building, Peoples National Bank,
Federal Square Building, McKay Tower, the Trust Building, Waters Building, and the old
County Building where Union Bank stands now. I still have a piece of that old building in my
garden, a heavy decorative chunk of sandstone, which I salvaged when the building was
coming down after futile protests to save its distinctive, antique clock tower, a shameful loss
to our city. 

I could deliver a bunch of papers in those buildings in a hurry because the offices were
close together. I’d ride the elevator to my customer on the highest floor, then work my way
down to customers on lower floors by going down the stairs, which was much faster than
waiting for the elevator. Sometimes I’d stop at offices near my customers and solicit new
business. I got to know people and gradually grew my route.  

I remember Bostwick Avenue well because I had customers in the large apartment
building across the street from the Main Building where the parking ramp stands now. From
there my route took me up Bostwick to the corner of Lyon where there was a printing
company on the corner (a couple customers there). The Student Center is on that spot now.
Then I went down Lyon to the alley that runs north between what is now the Lyon Street
parking ramp and the Spectrum Graphics Building (formerly the Central Trade Plant) to the
west. The alley went clear to Michigan Street and there was a row of houses on the west side
of it, which fronted directly on that alley. They are all gone now. I had good customers in
those houses. I had peddled Grit newspapers to some of those same customers a couple years
earlier. I also had several customers in apartment houses on both sides of Crescent Street,
which curved around from Division to Bostwick around that little sliver of a park on
Bostwick across from the hospital, land that now must be worth a king’s ransom.  Fox Deluxe
Brewery was up on the corner of Michigan, perhaps where the bridge above the new North
Division Avenue is now. It’s hard to tell. I sold papers to some of the good guys at the
brewery, and I still remember the yeasty fragrance of fermenting grain wafting out of the
open windows at ground level where I’d lean in and talk with the guys and sell papers.

After I had delivered papers to all of my regular customers, I hustled back to Peck’s
Drug store to collect my money and then make the rounds of buildings where I had left
papers. Usually the papers would be all gone. I’d pocket the scattered coins people had left,
and if there were papers left, I’d take them with me. When I had collected all the remaining
money and papers from the other buildings, I’d usually walk south on Division from the
Commerce Building on the sidewalk next to the curb past the Lear Building (now GRCC’s
West Building) towards Fulton holding up a newspaper so someone passing in a car would
see it. Drivers who stopped for a paper were the biggest tippers, often giving me a quarter for
a paper, sometimes even a fifty-cent piece. They couldn’t stop long enough to wait for
change. Pure gravy! Sometimes I’d stand on the corner of Division and Fountain to sell a
couple papers, then move on down Division to Library Street and stand on the corner by
Keith’s theater (I liked that: “my own” theater!) and sell my last papers there. I couldn’t sell
papers on the street closer to the Press building than that because that area was some other
kid’s turf. Usually I didn’t have any papers left then anyway, but if I did, I’d take them back to
the Press building and get credit for them, a couple cents each. Every penny counted. Two



cents would buy a little box of milk in the cafeteria at Creston, three cents for chocolate if I
wanted to splurge.

Now, with my papers all gone and my pocket heavy with hard cash, I’d walk north on
Division past Keith’s theater again, past the Keeler Building where the Children’s Bible Hour
was recorded on the second floor in the studios of WLAV, I think it was, directed by Merle
Johnson, with his wife, Janice, at the piano. (Yes, I had been there during a few of those
recording sessions on Saturday mornings.) I’d go past the Bell Telephone building on the
corner of Division and Fountain and head north towards Leonard. Once in a while, when I felt
hungry and rich, I’d stop at the Kewpie Hamburg shop on the Division, which later became
Fables, but is now offices or classrooms for the Van Andle Educational Institute and MSU. I’d
order a hamburg with the works: pickles, ketchup, mustard, relish, raw onions, etc. This was a
huge treat for me, well earned, too. Sometimes instead of stopping at Kewpies, I would walk
down Pearl Street to Monroe Avenue and buy a hamburg at the Butterwagon, a vintage
mobile home converted into a diner parked at curbside right there on Monroe Avenue in front
of what is now DeVos Place. The Butterwagon had great hamburgs served between slices of
good thick bread, not buns, and I especially enjoyed the novelty of eating in that unique
coach/diner once in a while. I knew even then that the place was too good, too much of an
anachronism to last, which made my respite there all the more special.  

With my paper route done, my pocket heavy with cash, I’d either head north on Division
towards Leonard, or, if I was at the Butterwagon, I’d go north on Monroe towards Leonard.
Either route was fine. I lived a couple blocks north of Leonard then, railroad tracks not more
than fifty feet behind our back door, tracks across the street in front of our house too. I loved
the sounds of the trains then and still do. Mom, who would have supper nearly ready by the
time I got home, knew instantly if I had had a hamburg already, as she could smell the
onions. But full or not, I’d eat again anyway just to please my Mom. I had no a clue at that
time how very strong and bright my mother was, but it’s mighty clear now. You shouldn’t be
that dumb when you are a kid. 

I don’t think you can buy a paper on the street in Grand Rapids any more. Lots of
people don’t even read a paper anymore because they think they can get all the news on the
TV, or on their computer, which is complete nonsense. Newspaper sales are declining
everywhere, and it can be seen as an index of the speeding up and dumbing down of literate
society.  I just can’t understand people not reading the daily paper. You vote. You cut the
grass. You watch the game. You read the paper. It’s civilized. Kids also need jobs delivering
papers. 

After writing this little article, I wondered if Grit is still being published. I haven’t seen
or heard of it in decades. It took only a few seconds to find out. You can still subscribe, but
they apparently don’t need paperboys anymore; they have the Internet. (Check it out at
grit.com/grit-history.html) I have to wonder, is that progress? 
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The Reading Room

Recommended by Fran Pepper:
The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time, a novel by Mark Haddon written from
the perspective of a fifteen year-old autistic boy who is determined to solve the mystery of
who killed his neighbor's dog. His detective work takes him on an incredibly challenging,
entertaining, and heart-warming journey and he resolves several personal issues as well. What
a unique, superb read. Christopher even helped me understand (a little) the mysterious world
of physics! Mark Haddon is a brilliant writer, and I highly recommend this book for those
cold winter nights – or for a hot day on the beach.

The Red Tent by Anita Diamant 
A woman's perspective on life as the descendent of Abram, who begat Isaac, who begat

Jacob, who begat Dinah, ya, ya, ya, and then what? The Boston Globe says it's "what the
Bible would be like if it had been written by a woman..." This is a wonderful story of Dinah
and her early days in the red tent – the place where women would find a safe harbor to get
away from the daily grind and those pesky men during their menses and childbirth. The red
tent was the place where the "secret" stories were told and retold from the woman's point of
view. Her story goes beyond the red tent into Egypt, and she even mentions running into her
brother Joseph as they cruise down the Nile. Wow, what a provocative piece of work, and one
I could not put down.

Dreams From My Father by Barack Obama 
(I know, I know, I've got his second book, too. "The Audacity of Hope" is waiting for

me to read after the holidays.) I first came to "know" Barry when I saw him speak at the
Democratic Convention in 2004. Now, after reading his book I feel like I know him
personally. "Dreams From My Father" reads like a novel. It is an honest and totally refreshing
(for a politician) account of his early life and his entry into the political arena. The reissued
book includes a wonderful new preface (in which he sounds a lot like the Rev. Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr.). Senator Obama is a brilliant, gifted man, and I believe he is the man to
watch during the 2008 run for the White House. This is the book to read if you like to follow
politics, no matter your party affiliation.

Recommended by Keith Longberg:
Talking Right: How Conservatives turned Liberalism Into a Tax Raising, Latte-Drinking,
Sushi-Eating, Volvo-Driving, New York Times Reading, Body-Piercing, Hollywood-Loving,
Left-Wing Freak Show by Geoffrey Nunberg 

This is about how language has been used to alter the linguistic landscape and change
dictionary meanings so that they carry entirely different meanings in public discourse. The
word “values,” for example, has become loaded with religious overtones and implies that only
Republicans now have values. Democrats don’t have them; they only want peace, fiscal
responsibility, protection of planet earth… not real values at all. This is an interesting book,
and it makes you take a critical look at the words we use and what they mean to our listeners
when we speak or write. 



The Weather Makers; How Man Is Changing the Climate and What It Means for Life on Earth
by Tim Flannery 

This is an important and frightening book about our abuse of our planet, and how the
pollution we have already put into the atmosphere will impact the world for decades and have
consequences that will not be good, to put it very mildly. Perhaps we are already past the
point where civilization can be sustained even another century. The predicted results can only
get much worse. If the President had read this book perhaps he would have signed the Kyoto
Protocol, the only international treaty aimed at global warming? The glaciers are melting
rapidly, the barrier reefs are dead or dying, the frogs and other amphibians are rapidly
disappearing. Could your tomatoes or grapes be next? How long before culture as you and
everyone else knows it, can no longer be supported by the good earth? What does an
unemployed English teacher think he knows that the president didn’t know? Read the book!

Nature via Nurture; Genes, Experience, & What Makes Us Human by Matt Ridley
How did we get to be the individuals we are now? From the genes we inherited? From

our experience? It’s an old quandary, but Ridley brings potent new insights to the question in
this informative book based on recently gained scientific knowledge of genetics. Almost none
of the information in this book was known when I took science classes in college. This book
needs to be read slowly and thoughtfully. I found myself reading just three or four pages and
then putting it aside and thinking about it for a day. Those good folks who want the physical
world to conform to a pre-determined model will find the implications of the findings in this
book troublesome and difficult to accommodate. Nevertheless the facts of the scientific
findings should be read and considered dispassionately. I enjoyed the book, and the way
genes apparently switch on or off each other and the importance of the timing of those
functions was fascinating. It’s hard to imaging human life deconstructed to a “language” of
just four digits, which make up lengthy “sentences” and “paragraphs” of amazing complexity,
in which one small error can be so critical to life.  Also the similarity of the “language” of the
human to the language of other life forms is astonishing. This is an important and provocative
book and likely to be very influential, especially in the teaching of genetics.

Genome; The Autobiography of a Species in 23 Chapters by Matt Ridley
How did we get to be the critters we are? What is our genetic heritage? What makes us

tick or fail to tick? Why do we get sick? What happens when a particular gene is missing or
damaged? When there are too many, or too few, copies of a particular genetic recipe? To what
extent do our genes control our bodies, its development, our behavior, our outlook on life? Do
we have any control over our genes or are we slaves to them? Much, probably most, of the
information in this book was unknown when I attended college, and it is a huge luxury to be
able to learn of it now. 

Freakonomics; A Rogue Economist Explores the Hidden Side of Everything by Steven D.
Levitt & Stephen J. Dubner

On the cover it says, “Prepare to be dazzled.” That’s good advice. The authors “think
outside the box,” lots of boxes, and the result is a very interesting and imaginative analysis of
everything from cheating at sumo to white collar crime, and to… well, everything.  This is an
enjoyable read.
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Recommended by Phil Jung:
I Celebrate Myself: The Somewhat Private Life of Allen Ginsberg by Bill Morgan

Allen Ginsberg first began to exert an influence on my thinking back in my early teens
(the late 50s) and grew in my estimation continually until his death in 1997. I thought I had a
bit of a handle on why I admired him, but in reading this wonderful biography I learned that
my knowledge of his life and influence could have fit into a paragraph of the first page.

The author, Bill Morgan, was a friend of Ginsberg and for a number of years served as
his archivist, so he knew Allen and many of his enormous circle of friends and acquaintances
well. The book is organized into the specific years of Ginsberg's life, and in each chapter I
was amazed at the extent of his reflectiveness, his complexity, his energy, his compassion, his
love of life and zest in living, and his amazing influence on the second half of the century. A
world traveler, a consumer of human relationships – he couldn't get enough of them – a
consummate pacifist, and of course a prolific and terrific poet, Ginsberg is almost a
gargantuan figure, the twentieth century Whitman in his song of life and of himself. But
Morgan also points out his many self-conflicts, his often intrusive ego, and his capacity for
co-dependency and blind judgments. The book's weakness is that the last dozen years of his
life are too condensed, as if some editors were telling him to keep the content to one volume
of under 700 pages. 

I would have preferred a second complete volume.

Paula Spencer by Roddy Doyle 
Roddy Doyle is one of my favorite contemporary novelists. An Irish writer, he conveys

aspects of the contemporary Irish experience like no other. This is a sequel to The Woman
Who Walked Into Doors (1996), which was about a woman trying desperately to salvage her
life and her motherhood from the wreckage imposed by a violently abusive husband. In the
current book, Paula Spencer's husband is long dead and she's now working a determined day
at a time to recover from the devastation of her alcoholism and to try to repair her relations
with her alienated children, one of whom is herself a raging alcoholic. Paula's efforts are all
the more heroic because she's working without A.A. and her ill daughter is living with her.
I've read few books with such a tender depiction of the modest dignity of a recovering addict
as she endures and overcomes months of seemingly insurmountable obstacles to her recovery.
We don't know if Paula Spencer, after the year of abstinence and difficult living presented in
this book, is in full remission -- there are times when she still desperately craves a drink; but
we have reason to believe that she's well on her way. This novel is a powerful and accurate
depiction of all the challenges to and nuances of recovery, thus providing an education to the
sensitive reader as well as a good read. 
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