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This picture is a Blue Heron in its white phase taken 
with my Fugi while trout fi shing. I had it with me in 
case I got dunked in the river while wading. We saw 
lots of these while living in the South; this however, 
was taken on the Jordan River. 

 

It was snowing fairly hard when I encountered these 
ducks and swans. I know why I don’t go south, but 
I do not understand why they no longer go south. 

 

These ducks found open water in an area 
encountered these ducks and swans. I know where 
water everywhere else was frozen.

These two swans resting on the ice is one of my 
favorite photos. I shot it in color as I did all the 
pictures shown here.
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 I have yet to encounter a bear and her cubs, a moose, elk or wolves I have photographed some 
eagles and have missed shots of coyotes and foxes. By the time you see and read this it mat be 
spring, and by then I will be out looking for mother duck, goose and swan.

 I use two digital cameras. One is an older Fuji 4900Z I bought in Hong Kong when we 
adopted the twins. This was a state of the art camera at the time and I still use it whenever I am in 
a precarious situation like in a canoe that might tip over or on a ski slope where I might, and do, 
fall. The other camera I use now most is a Canon EOS 30D admittedly a bit above my level of 
competence. Every time I read the instruction book I learn something new. I am actually going to 
take a class in middle February to learn how to use a Photo Shop software to fi x my pictures after 
I take them. 

 Oh yes, I still do a lot of fi shing.

Will it be Souffl é Today?
 Dave Holkeboer, English, Film

 Americans are the greatest spenders in the world. We have been 
culturally trained since birth to fritter money away and to do this at a 
rate exceeding that of most other nations. This proclivity has sustained 
our economy for most of the 20th century and made us into an enviable 
model of consumption throughout the world.

 It appears our young have taken up the torch and followed the paradigm. Often with less 
money in their pockets than their Epicurean tastes would suggest, they wait in line to ante up 
$5.50 for a double shot espresso in the morning. I wondered whether a cup of coffee is worth that 
much until Starbuck’s CEO appeared on CNBC and assured me they are buying an “experience,” 
not a cup of coffee. Since a double expresso costs roughly 20 cents to produce (my guess), I fi nd 
only vague comfort in knowing I spent over $5.00 on an experience whose reality was purely 
transcendental. 

 But there’s more to it. The “experience” also includes choice. Choice is a good thing because 
it imbues one with a sense of power, something the average gourmet coffee drinker is willing to 
pay for and apparently lacks. Whereas my un-with-it mother brewed Folgers coffee out of the 
same percolator for 50 years, today’s youth are beleaguered with a daunting array of options. 

 Will it be Caramel Marvel today? This drink has “great body.” No matter that it’s diffi cult 
to imagine a liquid characterized in corporeal terms, it is, after all, an experience and not 
really coffee. The caramel is “exceptional” (Who likes run of the mill caramel?) and “naturally 
enhances the fl avor of the espresso.” But wait! The Caramel Marvel has not had its crowning 
glory. It must be topped with whipped cream (I presume this is exceptional as well) and a 
“drizzle” of caramel. Of course, this rhapsody of fl avors must, alas, be paid for. No need to spoil 
the moment rummaging through your coin purse. Just tap your card as you leave, feeling as 
though you’ve just had a sugar fi x for free.
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 Never heard of a “Nutty Buddy?” Duh! That’s a “marriage of espresso coffee and all-natural 
hazelnut syrup which, together, make this drink unique.” I decided against this choice. The 
word “marriage” in there threw me. I also wondered, were the coffee that good, why adulterate 
it with hazelnut syrup? At least the hazelnut syrup was “all natural.” If it’s as natural as Loreal 
hair colors claim to be, then I’m satisfi ed with it. And, for that matter, worth it. I’m partial to 
hazelnuts grown by certifi ed Oregon hippies wearing tie died bib overalls who eschew nuts (sorry 
about that) tainted by evil titans of corporate agribusiness. 

 “Vanilla Bean” is a “starter beverage.” Starter home? Starter beverage? Whatever. It’s always 
possible you may heretofore have been able to muddle your way through life without gourmet 
coffee, the boring kind your mother made. Yet new horizons await those curious and daring 
enough to venture up a few price points. The “smooth all natural” vanilla syrup “tames” the 
coffee fl avor, that is to say, tames whatever fl avor remains after adding cream and sugar. The 
vanilla syrup “adds a hint of sweetness” presumably to the sugar. In more simple terms, if you 
don’t like coffee, order Vanilla Bean coffee.

 “White Lightning” is a mocha “made with white chocolate, topped with whipped cream 
and a dab of white chocolate.” Yes, they add white chocolate to the white chocolate. The menu 
description waxes on in an eloquently tautological way, “If you love white chocolate, you’ll love 
this drink.”

 The new gourmet coffee business is merely emblematic of a larger culture that perpetrates 
puffery on the American consumer. In East Grand Rapids you can buy a “black angus burger” 
for $4.95. In other parts of town it’s a hamburger and costs half that much. For $12.95 you 
can indulge in “Sesame Seared Ahi Tuna with ginger-soy glazed edamame, pearl onions and 
cashews, with sriracha and sweet soy.” The server has to take the gum out of her mouth just to 
say it.

 It didn’t taste like tuna. Instead, it tasted like what did you say that was again? The tuna 
portion was quite small so I fi lled up on “housemade root chips.” Next time I will try the 
“cranberry turkey on a ciabatta roll with organic greens” and, of course, chipotle mayo.

 If the organic greens don’t show some evidence of leaf rot on the edges, I will assume they’re 
fraudulently labeled and, in actuality, grown by underpaid illegal immigrants on exploitative 
California megafarms. As a socially sensitive American, I’m willing to pay extra for someone to 
stand out there and shoo the bugs off the plants.

 Wood fi red pizza? In addition to the pungent mix of aromas from massive amounts of cheese 
(3 varieties you understand), salami, anchovies, mushrooms, green peppers, onions, pepperoni, 
Italian sausage, ham, pineapple and tomato sauce, I demand that there be present the smell of 
hickory wood! I’m affl uent. I can afford this and I want it. The hickory wood is, after all, part of 
the “experience.” It’s really not that expensive when you consider the piped in Hannah Montana 
music is free and they fold the napkins funny. 

 And, don’t worry! I get my diabetes supplies free from Liberty Medical. Walter Brennan sends 
them to me. 
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 The “gourmet” approach to modern marketing works. It generates higher margins out of less 
product. Ciabatta bread generates more visceral excitement than Spartan whole wheat. Rich 
sauces are used to doctor the taste of cheap cuts of meat and put the restauranteur in a win win 
situation, especially when you can’t pronounce the name of the sauce. 

 But, just as Matthew Arnold saw the ocean waves as dialectically washing in and out, 
I suspect the word “gourmet” will wear itself out from overuse. The voracious appetite of 
the American consumer that has forced marketing gurus to continually redefi ne the summit 
of happiness will eventually pall. It happens with words and I suppose it will happen with 
coffee and food. It’s just possible we may revert to making Folger’s coffee in the percolator 
and serving pot roast with vegetables from the garden. The blithe American consumer, now so 
easily hoodwinked by “luxury”, may once again,” in Arnold’s words, ”see a world that was once 
“so various, so beautiful, so new” as one that “hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, nor 
certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain.

Golf in Retirement?
Mike Franz, English Department

 Well, fi rst of all I want to make it clear I highly recommend it. 
I even prepared for it in my closing years in the English Department. 
I told Dean Gary Burbridge I could not teach more than two classes 
in the summer because I was getting my “game” ready for the 
Senior Tour. Every year since 1988 I had volunteered for the Seniors 
when they came to Grand Rapids.  I loved course marshalling 
inside the ropes standing next to the likes of Gary Player or Lee Trevino or that other shot master 
Chi Chi Rodriguez. When they left town, I would invariably go out and shoot one of my best 
games of the summer in emulation of their complete mastery of the sport. I played the Mike 
Flanagan outing religiously with Rich Andre and Paul Chardoul and other members of the Social 
Science Department. The rest of the time I would alternate between golf and “fl og” and review 
over and over the mistakes in my game. Retirement would change all of that.

 But it didn’t. The Pro’s left town with the tournament for greener pastures and I still struggle 
to make pars and bogies. Geez I miss those guys.

 So here is where I stand today with this elusive game: I can play any day of the week, but if 
I want a game with the fellas, I have to adjust my schedule to theirs, since they are not yet retired 
or are tied to a league. I can play every Thursday a.m. with my Presbyterian friends. Or I can 
play any day but Monday with my Catholic buddies. And then there are my Lutheran lynx lovers 
as well. If I want to practice I can play by myself. How about a $12.00 senior round at Deer Run, 
for example? Amazing how a guy’s religion can affect how he observes the rules. Now I learned 
how to play “forgiveness” from Pastor Paul, but another Lutheran buddy plays PGA rules all the 
way. The Presbyters really don’t care if you take another shot or move your ball around in the 
rough, while the Catholic boys allow one Mulligan off the fi rst tee and one
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more Mullie per side, but after that it is PGA all the way. When I play a practice round all by 
myself, I can play best ball or worst ball or whatever. I even tried playing from the ladies’ tee 
once this fall and really discovered bogey-par golf all over again! (I hope nobody was looking.)

 In Florida I can attack a new course in January or February and play totally inspiring golf, 
despite the fact that I have not played since October in Michigan . I can go to a new course up 
north with my wife, Mari, and play nearly par golf on one of those beautiful resort courses. 
Maybe I need to get away more often?

 I keep experimenting with my game and reading Golf Magazine for tips. I took lessons on 
short irons and now hit them so far I can land over the green on every shot. I can sink 90 foot 
putts and miss four footers with regularity. I have a problem with parallax vision due to a weak 
right eye so the short putts are problematic. I can’t wear my regular glasses on the course because 
they have so much magnifi cation the pin looks twenty yards closer than it is, and I hit eight 
inches behind the ball too frequently. My eyesight is only getting weaker with age. Oh well.

 One of the best things about golf in retirement is the fl exibility you have when the right game 
comes along. This fall my buddy Bob and I played a round of golf in Muskegon on a Monday, 
had lunch, and fl oated on his boat in Lake Michigan . It was 87 degrees on an October 5 date, 
and we anchored and went swimming in the cool waters of the lake. Memories like that will last 
until next March or April when the ground begins to thaw, the grass is growing, and a southerly 
breeze and sun invites me back to this game. My dad enjoyed it until his eyesight gave out at age 
87. His brother (Uncle Norb) played 220 rounds of golf at that age and was still playing well into 
his 90’s. He came to the course one day and did not have a game so the pro played along with 
him. He only complained about having trouble getting out of sand traps. On the last hole he got 
in one, hit the ball masterfully up next to the cup and the pro said, “But I thought you had trouble 
getting out of traps.” He replied, “I do. Now would you mind helping me out of this trap?” I only 
hope I am greenside at that age. Meanwhile, anybody want to play?

We Spend Some Time 
With Our Grandchildren
Jim Watson, Reading Instructor

 Like most of you blessed with children, Carol (2001) 
and I (2006) retired with the dream of spending time 
(some, not all) with our grandchildren. We have two. The 
oldest, Winston, who is now fi fteen, came to us via marriage, and the youngest, Isaac, who is all 
of eleven, came from the marriage.

 We retired to a small village on the tip of the Leelanau Peninsula. Northport has a year-round 
population of about 600. That number swells in the summer when the part-timers return to North 
Point and Cherry Home. North Point is a gated community; Cherry Home is a more modest 
development, if bay-front property can be considered modest. Both communities lie to the north 
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outside of the village proper. Our home is in town. The bay is two blocks east and the big lake is 
two miles west. The millpond is two blocks south of us. Water, water everywhere.

 Because of our isolated location, I decided to host a big lake fi shing tri to start a family 
tradition and pull everybody together for a couple of days. Two years ago we chartered one boat 
for all the men to try their luck. Last year we needed two boats to accommodate another brother-
in-law, another nephew, and Isaac. Winston spends his summers in Utah with his father. We have 
reserved three boats for the fourth of August this coming summer, as the women in the family 
will be joining in.

 Since Win is unavailable in the summer, we occasionally are treated with a visit from Isaac 
when his sport activities permit. This past summer, he agreed to come up a few days ahead of 
the big fi shing trip to hang out with Grampie and Grammie. These occasional visits are always 
accompanied by a sort of ground rules wrestling match. He tries some behavior moves on me, 
tests my reactions, and compromises accordingly.

 Entertaining an already fully engaged eleven year old is a challenge for grandparents. 
Computer games were out because I am illiterate in that area and my thumbs are too slow; the 
current movies in Suttons Bay were not promising; and our skate park, while novel for a small 
town, proved no challenge for a downstater. But we do have the millpond, and Isaac loves to fi sh.

 The millpond is as charming as its name. It covers about a quarter acre. Long ago it served 
an economical purpose, but these days it simply graces our community. Every year in the early 
spring, the sportsmen’s club stocks the pond for a kid’s day fi shing derby. I have witnessed kids 
jumping in the pond to pull in their trophy.

 So one evening after dinner, Isaac, Gunnie (the family dog), and I walked down to the pond. 
Isaac carried his fi shing pole and ever-present skateboard, and I followed behind with the tackle 
box, bucket, lawn chair, and Gunnie on his lead. Once there, I set up the lawn chair for me, tether 
Gunnie, and, through Isaac loves to fi sh, he isn’t fond of executing worms, so that job fell to me. 
His hook baited, he made several casts. Each time he reeled in, I had to remove a lot of snagged 
weeds. Finally, the worm was lost and I had to re-bait. While cleaning the hook and baiting up 
again, I snagged the hook on my favorite golf shirt. (I once scored three straight pars wearing this 
shirt.) This extraction, therefore, required extra time and care. During the process, Gunnie (being 
part Labrador and part water buffalo) wandered into the pond. Isaac, meanwhile, had found 
an empty potato chip bag and he began to troll for tadpoles. So there the three of us were: one 
extracting, one wading, and one trolling. The fi sh moved on.

 With the fi sh gone and his captured tadpoles return to their waters, Isaac agreed we should 
call it a day. I had fi nally freed myself from the hook, Gunnie was back on shore and shaking 
dry, so we were good to go. I was loaded up with the aforementioned tackle box, bucket, chair, 
and leashed dog, yet Isaac wanted me to carry his fi shing pole because he wanted to ride his 
skateboard home. I reminded him that it was all up hill.

 Then I had an idea.



Retirees Quarterly 13th Edition • pg 11

 I took the pole along with everything else and handed Gunnie’s leash to Isaac and told them 
both to wait right there while I walked up the hill ahead of them. Once at the top of the hill, I 
called Gunnie to “Come.” And Gunnie, being part Newfoundland and part diesel, responded. A 
lesser athlete would have lost balance, pride, and some skin. But after giving out a loud “Whoop, 
Isaac had quite a ride.

 I don’t know if Isaac ever thinks about it, but I have rewound that evening many times since. 
And then there is the ’94 K75 BMW motorcycle I just bought for a planned trip around Lake 
Superior before it dries up. 

(Editor: We will expect an article about the geezer on the Beemer in the future.)

More Than You Ever Wanted to Know
About Fructose
By Bill Zoellmer, Reading Lab Instructor

 Fructose is a simple sugar found in fruit where it poses no danger because fruit isn’t usually 
consumed in great quantities, and the fructose is bound up in fi ber and absorbed slowly. Butt 
probably we’ve all experienced stomach aches and digestive disturbances from eating too much 
wild fruit as children and have seen the clips of drunken birds and animals from eating over ripe 
fruit where the fructose has fermented into alcohol. It is welcome in every cell in the body and 
enters without the help of insulin. It is identical to glucose except its atoms are arranged in an 
exact mirror image.

 My mind can’t reconcile the prevalence of fructose in our food supply with what is known 
about the health effects of fructose, especially in relation to the most pervasive of the chronic 
diseases: obesity (currently thought to be the underlying cause of a high percent of chronic 
illnesses in the USA), cancer diabetes, and heart disease.

 It is diffi cult, but possible, to buy any processed food which doesn’t list 1 to 4 of the following 
ingredients high on the content list: high fructose corn sweetener or syrup, corn sweetener, corn 
syrup, glucose-fructose syrup (probably as separate monosaccarides and possibly only a slight 
percentage different from high fructose corn syrup) and sucrose (glucose + fructose but as a 
polysaccharide molecule, a less simple sugar). This is especially true of foods/drinks for children, 
athletes, and the infi rm. It is even found in weight loss foods. HFCS (high fructose corn syrup) is 
often the second ingredient, following either water or wheat. Enriched fl our is often followed by 
a long parenthetical list of enrichments so that HFCS appears to be much lower on the list than it 
actually is. At any rate, fructose is more than 2% of nearly all processed foods. That’s a lot.

 In my opinion, public education and focused media attention on the following information 
will improve or lengthen many lives and save millions in health care dollars as more and more 
people avoid consuming fructose-laden foods.

 Here are some isolated news items that got me thinking about the issue again since my 



Retirees Quarterly 13th Edition • pg 12

discovery, about 25 years ago, that fructose in soda pop (my main source of liquid then) was 
responsible for my digestive problems, including severe diarrhea. (Despite writing down 
everything I ate, it took more than a year before bottlers switched to fructose for me to fi gure 
out the cause of my irritable bowel syndrome (IBS) which disappeared upon avoiding fructose.) 
Because I had always drunk pop with no ill effect, I never considered it as the main culprit: Rise 
in fructose consumption parallels obesity (American Journal of Clinical Nutrition, Apr. ‘04), and 
in my opinion, parallels the rise in many other chronic diseases. Leptin plays a role in wiring 
the brain (in mice) before and after birth (July, ’04) (Could this infl uence fetal or infant brain 
development re: obesity and/or diabetes, autism, ADD, ADHA, and restraint issues?) Low leptin 
levels stop menstruation, reduces female fertility. (Sept ’04)

 In my opinion, there is research showing fructose absorbs rapidly – high carbohydrate. 
Fructose does not trigger insulin or leptin (see above), therefore there is no notice of satiety, and 
it is not required to be included/listed in glycemic load. Fructose increases ghrelin causing the 
hunger sensation.

 Fructose is processed in the liver. If presented in greater quantities than the liver can handle, 
blood fructose levels rise in the circulatory system where fructose causes infl ammation – a major 
indicator of pending heart problems and linked to heart failure; the infl ammation also plays a part 
in plaque formation. Intravenous use of fructose can cause liver failure (It was the fi rst hospital 
IV sugar tested the patients died of liver failure. This is from an old memory of a history of 
medicine article that I can not source, but current literature does still have warnings or cautions 
regarding intravenous administration. I remember the article because I found it striking, and 
thought it was some time after my bad experience with fructose, it was before fructose began 
appearing in everything, so I didn’t save it.)

Fructose is linked to heart failure

 Fructose creates an abnormal tendency toward blood clotting and causes that more than other 
dietary sugars. (Milk subjected to high temperatures (Pasteurization) is also cited as a thrombosis 
(clot) promoter because of resulting changes to the heated milk proteins.)

Fructose increases triglyceride production, slowing fat metabolism and storage functions. 
Fructose is routinely given to lab animals to induce atherosclerosis for study.

 Fructose is not tolerated by some people and is much like lactose intolerance with regard to 
symptoms; tests can confi rm. Fructose persists as sugar further into the digestive system, before 
being completely absorbed, than other sugars where it attracts extra water and where thrilled 
bacteria eagerly process it causing gas, bloating, cramps (possibly interferes with bowel nerve 
function as it does in peripheral nerves through this water attraction into the nerve cells).

 Fructose can cause/exacerbate diarrhea, IBS; celiac disease. Corn syrup was, for years, the 
favored baby laxative, yet I have seen it in baby hydrating fl uids (It has recently disappeared 
from major brands) and have heard that some folks use sport drinks (which contain HFCS) to 
rehydrate diarrhea dehydrated babies. This could be counter-productive.
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 Fructose also causes insulin resistance, which decreases insulin sensitivity: the fi rst step 
toward type 2 diabetes; insulin resistance is causally implicated in gestational hypertension and 
poly cystic ovaries; (low vitamin D levels [also a current concern of mine] also decrease insulin 
sensitivity, but higher levels of D can increase insulin sensitivity which is good); insulin levels 
rise with insulin resistance, insulin-like growth factor levels rise also, insulin itself can be tissue 
damaging; insulin-like growth factor promotes cell growth and is suspect in promoting some 
types of tumor cell growth (certain breast cancers among them).

Fructose is linked to colon cancer

 Fructose has negative correlation with sperm motility. Fructose has been a candidate 
ingredient in compounds studied in the search for a male oral contraceptive since the early 
1960’s. A college friend was involved in this research at U of M back then.)

 Fructose increases hypermethyllation which interferes with the body’s ability to get rid of 
abnormal new cells by altering (through addition of –CH3 groups) DNA of killer cells meant 
to destroy abnormal cells. I found it interesting that some cancer chemotherapeutic drugs are 
HYPO-methylators (strip tissue proteins of –CH3 groups). Could this mean fructose can interfere 
with some cancer treatments or even describe one mechanism of cancer causation?

 Fructose causes protein cross-linking, including formation of amyloid-B plaques 
(Alzheimer’s) and possibly the cross linking found in autistic brains. Fructose causes glycation 
(fructosylation) which changes the structure (function) of tissue proteins (esp. amino acid side 
chains) lowering their appropriate effectiveness and inviting an auto immune attack on that 
altered tissue. I think hypermethyllation invites these auto immune attacks, too.

 Fructose is implicated in myelin disintegration as found in MS and peripheral neuropathy. 
Just as fructose draws extra water into the bowels contributions to IBS, it can draw extra 
water into nerve cells, compromising their effi ciency. This might be why fructose is no longer 
recommended for diabetics. It appears to cause some of the same problems with which diabetics 
must already contend.

Fructose interferes with glucose metabolism

 Fructose causes phosphate trapping –where daily excretion exceeds intake – [bad news for 
bones, teeth, cell membranes, enzymes, hormones, DNA,RNA, energy production and storage 
(think: ATP, Krebs, triglycerides) pH, and hemoglobin}. Fructose is added to ingredients as a 
browning agent during cooking for eye appeal and color consistency. Somehow, it traps amino 
acids (lysine {helps with virus control}, arginine, and triptophan {needed for good sleep} in 
particular) making them biologically unavailable to some degree in those foods. This trapping 
can also take place in the body, despite references to a 50% C requirement, this Maillard reaction 
is also mentioned with regard to protein cross linking in the body.

 Fructose chelates trace minerals (esp. copper is often cited) to the point of defi ciency, 
which interferes with bone rebuilding, also interferes with copper. It implies that fructose can 
also conspire with copper defi ciency to deleterious ends: Dietary fructose, but not starch, is 
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responsible for hyperlipidemia associated with copper defi ciency in rats: (“Effect of High-
Fat Diet,” Meria Fields and Charles G. Lewis, FACN) Further, in copper defi cient rats… 
Hyperlipidemia (excessive fats in blood) of copper defi ciency in rats is dependent on synergistic 
effects between dietary fructose and copper defi ciency and fructose and amount of dietary fat. 
Hyperliidemia does not develop if starch is the main source of dietary carbohydrate in a copper-
defi cient diet even if a high-fat diet is fed. [Has been shown in human trials.]

 Fructose is the most oxidizing common sugar (We are often warned against dietary oxidants.) 
and plays a role in the formation of advanced glycation end products (AGE’s) which cause 
infl ammation and excess aging damage to facular, kidney, and skin tissue proteins and collagen 
(think: wrinkles and decreased tissue elasticity) and interfere with vessel relaxation (think: 
hypertension). Also, AGE’s accumulate in neurodegenerative disorders: Alzheimer’s and in 
amyotrophic lateral sclerosis (ALS).

 As far out as much of this collected information might seem, most of it, ironically, is available 
in the National Institute of Health database, and can be easily documented through Google 
searches. Just for fun, search this pair of terms: fructose death. Even some of the quack sites will 
refer to professionally peer-reviewed articles.

Fellow retirees:

 Even if you don’t know anyone with any of these fructose-contributed-diseases nor anyone 
who struggles with weight or digestive problems, I hope you might be interested in the preceding 
information if only from the standpoint that our government (local, state, and federal) is going 
broke over chronic health care (We pay taxes for it.) and our insurance rates are rising faster 
than infl ation. Retail prices rise due to the growing health care costs of industry; we pay those 
costs, too. Further, the health care industry is one of the fastest growing sectors of the economy, 
especially in Michigan. Should we be proud of the fact that Michiganders are so chronically sick 
as to fertilize this state’s fastest growth industry?

 In my opinion, fructose health risks might well exceed those of trans fats (now banned 
here and there) and defi nitely those of cigarettes because fructose is so pervasive-and operates 
surreptitiously in that few consumers know anything about it—and it exists so heavily in 
children’s foods and snacks. Medical professionals warn against simple sugars, but that isn’t 
specifi c enough to mean anything to most people.

 I would appreciate any input as to why we shouldn’t be worried about some of the points 
raised here, so that I won’t lower the credibility of the rest of this information and waste any of 
the time of some infl uential persons I might be able to interest in getting this information into 
public consciousness. When learning takes place, change happens. I would also appreciate input 
as to the impact and readability of this much material. 

 On their own, food companies won’t dump this incredibly cheap sweetener which is 
purportedly made in huge vats by bacteria, fungus, and enzymes that some claim persist as 
impurities and food allergy triggers in the foods containing it. Also, I wonder how they get rid 
of all the pesticides that accumulate in corn tissues. The TV ads used to say that it didn’t matter 
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where the bugs bit the corn, they’d get enough pesticide to do themselves in. No one will be 
happier than I if so much corn goes into ethanol that food producers will have to resort to the 
more complex sugars of old, sugars that will trigger insulin and satiety and not cause hunger.

 I think that if you were a soft drink or snack giant in the early ‘80’s and got word that folks 
would consume more of your product with cheap sugar substitute that didn’t trigger satiety, you 
would have jumped on it too. Now that they know it triggers gherlin which causes hunger, they 
have even less reason to dump fructose. When I was a kid, pre-fructose soda came in 6 or 10 oz. 
bottles, and I NEVER saw anyone drink more than one. Now, people drink a quart on the way 
to work and are still thirsty (thirst is a sign of diabetes), another at work, and another on the way 
home. In my old neighborhood, I regularly saw toddlers carrying two liter bottles of pop around 
all day.

 Because of the off-subject and ludicrous responses I have received from various lawmakers’ 
intern-triggered or automated response systems, and the inability to submit this directly to 
appropriate legislative committee members other than my own district’s lawmakers who are not 
necessarily on the RIGHT committees, I would really appreciate the help of anyone who can get 
this past the screeners of a lawmaker or an interested infl uential, or famous person who might be 
interested in any or certain of the health issues raised here. (Contact me at bzill3@iserv.net).

 If you wish to pass this on, I will gladly e-mail you a copy and appreciate any help in 
correcting factual errors or getting this before those who can make a difference. I will be pleased 
to correspond with anyone whom you can recommend as sincerely interested. This article, along 
with the rest of the publication, will be archived at grcc.edu/retireesquarterly. 

Our Grand Summer Adventure 
Rick Cederholm, Plastics Manufacturing

 I am neither poet nor philosopher and certainly not a writer. 
When I tell jokes I usually get them messed up, but I’ll try to relate 
to you my recent experiences on a vacation to Alaska.

 Breakfast in Grand Rapids, lunch in Minneapolis and supper in 
Fairbanks; what a world we live in! And in this day and age, how 
fortunate are those of us who can afford to take a vacation during our retirement. This Alaska 
adventure was our fi rst cruise and fi rst “planned tour.” Our previous travels were “self-planned” 
by way of the Internet and good guidebooks.

 Traveling to the great frozen North, otherwise known as Seward’s Ice Box, my wife Pat and 
I were on the fi rst leg of a trip with some friends and relatives. In Fairbanks we were greeted by 
86-degree temperatures for the fi rst two days. Fairbanks would be, by lower 48 standards, a small 
town, were it not for the Air Force base which began as a stopover for planes being supplied to 
Russia during WWII. An Army base also contributes to both its size and economy in conjunction 
with the tourist trade. A riverboat trip was the highlight of the stay in Fairbanks. This took us to 
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a touristy Indian camp for demonstrations of dog training, fi sh 
catching and drying and making of clothes. Also on the agenda 
was a visit to the Alaskan pipeline and a gold panning operation 
which was still yielding gold in the way of tourist dollars.

     The next day brought a rail trip to Denali National Park in 
domed cars, which had open spaces on the lower level for those 
of us who would like to take unobstructed pictures and those 
who couldn’t do without their smokes.

     Denali National Park, located in the heart of the state, is a 
place of bustling beauty from the panchromatic mountains to 
the immense Mount McKinley. We were unable to see the peak 
because of the clouds, but had to settle with a partial glimpse 
from the train ride. Although we were scheduled for a three-
hour trip through our cruise lines, we opted instead to take 

an eleven-hour bus ride with the National Park Service. We highly 
recommend a trip to the backwoods, provided you can sit that long. 
Picture the clouds fl owing over the mountains like rivers of cotton 
candy with ribboned rivers in the stark valleys. Many of the animals 
we saw were in part due to our alert driver and guide. It became a 
game to fi nd the diversity of wildlife such as bear, beaver, moose, 
caribou, ptarmigan, Dahl sheep and eagles to name a few. It sure 
made the longer trip well worthwhile.

 Now we were back to the train for the second leg of our rail trip. 
In this short four-hour trip we rode through some of the most scenic 
landscapes that I have ever experienced in all my extensive travels 
through National Parks. Our train went snaking around mountains, 
clinging next to rivers, transversing gorges over wooden bridges and 
all the time being treated to story telling by a recent college grad 
from the lower 48. He pointed out eagle nests, beaver dams and told 

assorted tall tales as if he had lived there all his life.

     Our destination was a short one night stay a the Princess Denali 
Lodge near the small town of Talkeetna, which was the inspiration 
for the mythical town of Cicely in the television series “Northern 
Exposure.” This mountain lodge was beautifully planted with 
colorful fl owers, a welcome surprise so far north. The next day was 
a long and rainy trip to Whittier, a small city near Anchorage where 
we embarked on the portion of the trip with Princess Cruise lines. 
The scenery was spectacular despite the rain and we were treated 
to the sight of a large pod of Beluga Whales which looked like 
whitecaps in the Bay as the hundreds of these small white whales 
porpoise during their mating ritual.
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 Our trip through the Inland Passage began with a nighttime ride on glassy smooth water and 
into College Fjord for a peek at the scenery and the whales spouting in the distance. 

 So why are all these little bags hanging all over the ship? The forecast was for rough seas 
ahead so most of the evening events were canceled with the exception of supper. That evening 
the table was set for 12 people, but only two were served and by morning all the little bags had 
been used. The seas calmed and we set out for our next destination, Glacier Bay National Park, 
which was one of the highlights of our voyage. There were a multitude of mountain glaciers 
some of which “calved” into the bay producing icebergs of various sizes. A very striking sight 
was the blue color, which was emitted by the ice due to compaction over the many centuries of 
its fl ow to the sea. The sun fi nally came out and we were treated to the sight of seals and in the 
evening whales surfacing next to the ship.

     Food, glorious food, all you can eat whenever you want. A 
little too much as far as I’m concerned, but I still indulged in the 
feasting. Everything you can imagine was served from the humble 
hamburger to lobster tail, crab and beef Wellington. I won’t describe 
the desserts like fl aming baked Alaska, because most of them were 
beyond description. Being diabetic, I skipped most of them and 
suffered by having an extra lobster tail or two.

     Skagway is a very small town which fi rst drew gold miners and 
in recent years, tourists. We soon noticed that every other shop was 
a jewelry store containing items that I’m sure could be afforded by 
few of the locals. 

     In the capitol city of Juneau the locals passed by eagles as if they 
were sparrows and seemed more amused by the tourists making 
such a fuss and taking pictures. Our brief stay included church 
service, as it was Sunday. There were a total of three churches high 

up on a hill which included a Russian Orthodox, Roman Catholic and Methodist all painted with 
the same colored paints; ecumenism at its best. On our way up, one person in our group, who 
weighed one hot dog short of 300 lbs, chose to ride in a rickshaw sort of device for $10. After 
only one block the driver gave him $15 to get off and walk. He used the $15 to buy a very large 
King Crab leg from one of the local venders. We met him, after the church service and a short 
city and capitol tour. It was back to the ship just in time for lunch. The rest of the afternoon was 
spent at the native culture facility at the top of the tram ride. Best view of eagles and the bay was 
from this high point.

 Ketchikan is a very small town with an odd sense of humor. Its claim to fame being a 
restaurant by the name of “Burger Queen” whose top menu item is something called a butt 
burger. Is that the shape of the bun, the cut of meat or any number of other possibilities better 
left to the imagination? It turns out that a “Butt Burger” is nothing more than a fried halibut 
sandwich. Fish in Alaska were very good, of course. The Ketchikan harbor was wide and open 
with a variety fi shing boats and other water traffi c such as fl oat- planes and larger cruise ships.
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 The last leg of the trip was to the city of Vancouver, British Columbia. We awoke to the view 
from our balcony of dark green tree covered mountains which edged the very still water. The sun 
was rising as we entered the harbor of this large, picturesque city. 

 Breakfast in Vancouver, lunch in Minneapolis, supper in Grand Rapids and pictures printed 
the next day. Like I say, what a world we live in.

An Unlikely Proposal for a
Class in Personal Health
Keith Longberg, English Department

 As a platform guest during the graduation ceremony this 
spring, the many happy and excited young people walking 
across the platform in front of me to receive recognition and their degrees impressed me. I was 
happy for them and proud of them. As I watched them walk across the platform to receive their 
degrees or awards, I also became concerned for many of them. 

 I estimated that at least half of them were overweight, many of them very overweight. I know 
nothing of defi nitions that apply to various levels weight. But if an individual appears, say, fi fty 
pounds overweight for his or her height, it’s pretty easy to conclude that that’s dangerously 
overweight for a young person. Many students appeared even heavier than that. A friend says this 
is largely a matter of social class. Students fi nishing the sophomore year at an Ivy League college 
would not fi t the same profi le. Obesity would be very rare there, he maintained.

 Few of those overweight graduates may realize it, but while they have worked hard 
academically to increase their chances of a good future, becoming overweight at such a young 
age a condition that clearly decreases their chances of a good future. Perhaps it’s not proper 
or polite to even discuss the topic of students’ weight. Well, I want to discuss it anyway. The 
condition seems to have exploded in recent years, and the health risks so frequently associated 
with the condition are indeed serious. 

 A student asked me point blank several years ago how her weight would impact her prospects 
for employment after she completed her degree. She was a student in my journalism class and 
her career goal was to be a public relations executive or TV news personality. She had excellent 
verbal and written skills, and she was smart, personable, and self-motivated. She was also 
obviously very overweight for her height. What should I tell her? Being overweight is not a 
problem? Do I evade the question and offer a distraction? Do I tell her the truth? Because she 
posed the question, I fi gured she already knew, or suspected, the answer, but wanted confi rmation 
or reaction from me. I asked her if she wanted me to be completely honest, and she said, “Yes, of 
course!”

 I told her she would likely have a solid academic background and record. She will have many 
published articles to her credit, and probably many more before she completes her degree. I told 
her she would be able to get very favorable recommendations, including mine, and she will have 
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developed a lot of professional contacts that could help her in her search for employment, and 
that combination of factors is very promising and should put her in a most favorable position. 
I also told her that being overweight is not to her advantage. If she were seeking a position 
as a desk worker of some sort, it may not be an important factor, but if she seeks to be out in 
front as a spokesperson for a large company or institution, it could easily work against her and 
prevent her from getting hired. It may not be legal to discriminate on that basis, but it can happen 
anyway.

 “But that’s not fair!” she said. “No, of course it’s not fair, but that could easily be what you 
run into anyway, and you need to know that.” She had a pained, fearful look on her face. “It 
doesn’t have to be a problem for you though,” I said. “What do you mean?”

 “You are going to work for a BA degree, right?” “Yes, but I’ll probably go on for the MA.” 
“So you still have at least three, maybe four years before you start searching for a position.” “Can 
I give you some well intentioned advice?” “Of course.”

 “If you would go to your doctor now and get his advice on a realistic, long-term plan to get 
your weight down to a healthy level, and then make a personal commitment to follow his advice 
and have him monitor your progress, you could gradually eliminate this whole concern you have 
now, make it a non-issue. Just think how that will make you feel about yourself. The thing is, you 
will have to work on it as hard and as steadily at that as you work on getting your degrees. It will 
require a great deal of self-control, but you have the time to do this. It won’t be easy, but unless 
there is some underlying physiological condition, you should be able to do this in the time you 
have between now and when you get your MA. In the long run, that could even benefi t you much 
more than your degrees.”

 That class was soon over, and I have had no further contact with that student. I don’t know 
what she did. But this is a problem that many students will face in the future, whether they 
are aware of it or not, and probably many are not. GRCC could offer an elective class; call 
it Personal Health, which would offer an appropriate amount of credit. Students electing the 
course would be screened for existing health conditions such as weight, cholesterol levels, blood 
pressure, and triglycerides. If we don’t have the capability to do this at the college, students 
could obtain this screening at the Kent County Health Department for a small fee. They would 
also receive on-the-spot interpretation of the results of the tests conducted there. It’s located 
not far from campus at 700 Fuller NE. Phone: 632-7209, www.accesskent.com. There are fi ve 
other locations throughout the county. Instructors in the Personal Health class could add to the 
information students would have about their own health with a survey of what is know about the 
rates of incident of various pathologies related to weight, cholesterol levels, and blood pressure. 
Some students may get favorable results, others could be alerted to risks they need to work to 
reduce or eliminate. Cholesterol levels and weight are largely determined by what we eat and our 
genetic makeup. Genes can’t be altered, but a substantial portion of overweight conditions could 
be due to a lack of knowledge about the risks involved, perhaps to some extent to lack of self-
control, both of which could be changed.
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 College students generally may not be thinking all that much about health problems. They 
may more likely be thinking about the next double cheeseburger and 42 ounce Diet Coke. They 
are invincible, of course, and probably know little, if anything about diabetes, strokes and heart 
attacks and the consequences they have. That’s why instruction in personal physical health 
is important. What is a stroke? What makes it happen? What are the symptoms of a stroke? 
What can it do to a person? What would a person’s life be like following a stroke…if he or she 
survived it? How many don’t survive at all? How can it be prevented? Perhaps an obligatory 
visitation to a nursing home would make an impact about the results of strokes and diabetes 
and the need to prevent them. What should a person do if they suspect they are having a stroke? 
What’s diabetes anyway? It can cause blindness? Loss of limbs? What is glaucoma? What causes 
a heart attack? What does high blood pressure portend? The same questions apply. Many students 
just don’t know anything about the terrible debilitating, costly, and life-changing and limiting 
consequences that can result from conditions they may have if they are left unchecked.

 What is a student’s history of weigh gain over the last few years? Can reasonable projections 
be made that if there were no changes in diet and eating habits, how many pounds per year a 
particular individual would be likely to gain per year? Two pounds? Three? More than that? 
What could that student’s profi le be like at, say, age 30? At 40? Would they be comfortable with 
the projected fi gure? With the associated health risks? 

 Giving students the facts about their current health status, the nature and frequency of 
associated risks, and reasonable projections of the history of their weight status would be an 
enormous service to students who would elect this course. Perhaps appropriately qualifi ed 
people at the college could design this course for consideration by those who make decisions 
about the value of various courses and where such a course would fi t in the curriculum at the 
College. There exists a substantial body of knowledge surrounding the issue of the health of 
young Americans, and having students read enough of it to understand the very real implications 
of their own health conditions the class has alerted them to warrants academic credit as much as 
learning about shooting baskets in a gym class, the chemical formula of table salt in a chemistry 
class, or the sex life of worms in a zoology class. 

 Why would such a class be “unlikely?” Although the need for a class like this in personal 
health is obviously self-evident. Walk down any hallway in any GRCC building. Consider the 
question: Why doesn’t it already exist? Could it be that Physical education classes are about 
sports, not physical education…the resulting physical benefi t of which, if any, would be just an 
ancillary bonus? Could it be because starting something new like this would displace students 
from established classes with obvious employment repercussions? Maybe because getting such a 
new class would require voluntary committee work, endless meeting, lots of work? Perhaps those 
who could, or would create such a class just haven’t thought of it. The most obvious things are 
often the hardest to see. I’m not in position to know why such a class hasn’t long been offered. 
I do think, however, that getting the curriculum to be more relevant and practical is a very tall 
order…in many academic disciplines.  
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The Quarterly Club 
Spring Potluck is Suggested

 “Quarterly Club”…what’s that? The “Quarterly Club” is to be made up of those people who 
have written for the Quarterly at least once since this publication was started a little over three 
years ago, as well as those who promise to write for it within the next twelve months. So this 
includes YOU, or it easily could. In place of the April Breakfast, we suggest having a Potluck 
Lunch at a local park or other location on Thursday, April 24, at noon. As Quarterly Club 
members, or potential members, this will include you. Please send us your suggestions for a 
location and plans for making this event a success. It would be a good opportunity to bring your 
spouse, children, grand children. a friend or two, maybe even your well-mannered dog to the 
event. Let’s break bread together, swap some stories, renew old contacts and friends, make new 
ones, and enjoy the informal interaction with our former colleagues. We don’t need a program, 
or speaker, or committee reports or assignments, etc. If we all just bring a dish to pass, our 
own table cloth or place mat, tableware, and beverage, that should work. We could have coffee 
available. If you have ideas or can help with this event, please send us your offers and ideas. We 
will appreciate all the help we can get. More information will follow as plans fi rm up.

The Reading Room
Recommended by Keith Longberg;

The Piano Tuner, by Daniel Mason, a historical novel, © 2002, 312 pages This is a national 
bestseller, which I found interesting because of its setting in what was nineteenth century Burma 
(now Myanmar). Years ago, I had negotiated a price with my translator/taxi driver to take me 
from Chaing Mai, Thailand up to the border of Burma. I told him, “Show me everything you can 
between here and Burma…things that tourists don’t get to see.” Having done a most excellent 
job of that, we arrived at the border of what Dadar (my driver) said was Burma. On June 18, 
1988, I presented my papers to the border guards, who refused my entry. They pointed to a sign 
above their head that said Myanmar. “Not Burma,” they said. My papers were in proper order 
for a country that had ceased to exist a couple days earlier, and neither I nor my driver knew of 
it. Later I pointed at some small boats tied up at the shore of the Mekong river, and told Dadar, 
“Tonight we take a boat and paddle across the river to Burma.” I could see he was instantly and 
absolutely petrifi ed by my suggestion, a very dangerous, even deadly, thought to him. I was 
kidding, of course. 

 We slept that night on the fl oor of a wooden shack on stilts in a village of members of the 
Karen tribe which is a stateless ethnic group spread across parts of Thailand, Burma (now 
Myanmar), and Laos. We shared a tasty evening meal with them, although I had no idea what it 
was, and I certainly knew better than to ask. That evening I saw one shack on stilts full of stacked 
rifl es, which I pretended not to see, and didn’t mention to Dadar. In the morning on the way 
back to Chaing Mai (a city rich in skilled arts and crafts workers, a long convoy of Tahi military 
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vehicles loaded with solders and bristling with armaments passed us headed up towards the 
village where we had stayed. Dadar was moaning and breathing hard as he speeded up. “What’s 
the matter?” I asked. “Good thing we left the Karen people.” “Why?” I asked. “Probably many 
people die. Probably village burn.” The fear by surrounding governments fear that the Karen 
people will carve out their own country, the same kind of situation is in the news now regarding 
the Kurdish people in and around northern Iraq.

Musicophilia; Tales of Music and the Brain, Oliver Sacks © Oct 16, 2007, 350 pages. This 
book explores the physiological impact of music on the brain and how that impacts human 
behavior, especially how it may help patients with various mental conditions, Alzheimers, 
dimentia, Williams Disease and others. The author is a neurologist and there is rich supporting 
medical information for his comments, but what makes it especially interesting is the wealth of 
specifi c examples of psychological disorders some patients have and how music sometimes can 
be very therapeutic. Anyone interested in music or psychology should fi nd this book valuable. 
I couldn’t put it down.

An Anthropologist on Mars, Oliver Sacks, © 1995, 296 pages, Dr. Sacks offers seven very 
detailed stories, or case studies, of patients with different neurological disorders, such as 
Tourette’s syndrome, autism, blindness, and prodigies in several fi elds, including an “idiot 
savant.” The human stores in these chapters are gripping and informative, and the psychological 
insights are instructive and should help to make the reader increasingly sympathetic and 
understanding of others with neurological disorders. Good reading.

The Man Who Mistook His Wife for a Hat, and Other Clinical Tales, Oliver Sacks © 1985, 
233 pages. More interesting stories of neurological disorders, of fantastic perceptual and 
intellectual aberrations. Again Sacks demonstrates his ability to tell an interesting story and 
present important medical and psychological information in a very readable way. He is not just 
a noted neurologist, but a gifted writer as well.

The Forgetting: Alzheimer’s: Portrait of an Epidemic, by David Shenk © January 2003 This 
book details some promising research that has been done on an actual cure of this disease, but it 
has not been approved. Apparently there is no predicting or preventing the disease at this time. 
I would think if Ralph Waldo Emerson could become a victim of this disease, as he was, 
probably it could befall any of us some day. If anyone could have staved off the onset of this, 
surely Emerson would have been able to do so, but this was not the case. If you know of anyone, 
as I do, who has been diagnosed with this terrible affl iction, you may fi nd this book illuminating 
and helpful in understanding the disease. I did. 

________________________________________________________________________
All issues of this publication, are archived at grcc.edu/retireesquarterly.
Retiree Breakfast Schedule
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Retiree Breakfast Schedule

Breakfasts are held at The Breakfast Nook, corner of Plainfi eld 
and Fuller, NE, at 9:00 as scheduled below. Hope you can join the 
conversation.
    
 January 31
 February 28
 March 27
 April 24   (Breakfast replaced by Potluck lunch, location and time to be announced.)

 May 29
 June 26

Passing of Tony LaPenna

We are all sad to learn of the passing of Tony LaPenna. We would like to publish some brief 
anecdotes about Tony and his long service to the College. If you have a story about Tony 
that refl ects his character, commitment, and service to the College, please send it to Keith 
Longberg at keithlong@hotmail.com or by mail. His address is 2975 Lake Drive SE, 
Grand Rapids MI 49506.
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