
ctober is Mensa’s National Test-
ing Month, and there are three 
test sessions scheduled in Min-
nesota. There’s a special pro-

motional price, too – $20 – so if you know 
someone who’s been thinking about testing, this would be an excellent time!

Bring a photo ID and payment. Paper and pencils are provided. Your RSVP 
guarantees seating for you. Walk-ins as space allows.

Anyone planning to attend a testing session should email the proctor coordi-
nator at testing@mnmensa.org or call the Mensaphone at (952) 953-8575 and I’ll 
forward the information to the cordinator.

Locations:
Wednesday, Oct. 21 – Eden Prairie
Eden Prairie Library, 565 Prairie Center Drive, Eden Prairie, MN 55344
Registration: 6:30 p.m. – 6:45 p.m.; Testing starts promptly at: 6:45 p.m.
Thursday, Oct. 22 – Plymouth
Lunds Community Room, 3455 Vicksburg Lane, Plymouth
Registration: 6:45 p.m. – 7:00 p.m. Testing starts promptly at: 7:00 p.m.
Tuesday, Oct. 27 – Roseville
Roseville Library, 2180 North Hamline Ave., Roseville
Registration: 6:45 p.m. – 7:00 p.m. Testing starts promptly at: 7:00 p.m.

Linda Seebach
National Testing Month
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 didn't make it out to the Minne-
sota State Fair this year until the 
very last day, so I missed seeing 
the Bill Cosby crop art made out 

of rapeseed, which was pulled from its ex-
hibit because it was controversial. I don't know if it 
qualifies as food art, but I did try a hot dog on a stick 
with a twisted swirl of potato around it, that looked 
interesting. However, instead of the potato portion 
tasting like French fries, it tasted like potato chips.

After wandering around the fair for a while, I ar-
rived at my favorite part of the fair, the Fine Arts 
Building. One of the great things about the art at the 
fair is that most of it is of very high quality. From the 
numbers I've seen, only 10 to 20 percent of appli-

cants, depending on the medium, make the final cut to be exhibited there. How-
ever, the Fine Arts Building can be relatively crowded, so one can't take as much 
time as one might perhaps want to when viewing the art. I heard one person 
there say they were "arted out" toward the end, a phrase I have heard at a differ-
ent activity, the art crawl.

Doug Thorpe
Art Appreciation SIG

ou have cancer.” I could 
hardly believe the pretty 
young doctor’s hesitant 
words. “I’m sorry to have 

to tell you this. The swelling in your abdo-
men is called ‘ascites,’ and it’s a bad sign. The CT scan showed that your left 
ovary is abnormally enlarged, which indicates probable ovarian cancer.” I sat 
and listened, my ear glued to the phone in the radiology office, tears rolling 
down my face. I had wondered why she’d taken so long to call me back with the 
results, but – this!

It took two weeks to line up a surgeon and book an operating room at the U 
of M. During that time I hit Google. I researched the different ways of disposing 
of one’s remains (donate to the medical school? Body Farm?) and wondered how 
I’d go about obtaining a plot or crematory space through the VA. Where on earth 
was my DD214 form?

I googled “ovarian cancer” and blanched at my reported chances of being 
alive in 5 years. Decided it might be better to emulate Han Solo: “Never tell me 
the odds!”

And then I thought of my 10-year-old grandson, who had lost his other 
grandmother just a year ago. Oh, no. I can’t lie down and die; I have to fight this, 
if only for him.

My handsome, cheerful new surgeon, Dr. Peter Argenta, had a great Google 
reputation and he was upbeat about my odds. He gave me hope, at a time I 
sorely needed it.

Getting rid of gallons of ascites and pounds of guts (most of my lady bits, and 
my omentum – the skin wrapping the intestines) gave me a slender new profile. 
The staples decorating my incision gave me a rakish, biker look.

And as for chemotherapy – oh, my goodness. Chemo melted away just about 
every ounce of body fat. It made the scale reading plummet steadily from week 
to week. It was so bizarre, looking down and seeing the body of an 11-year-old 
girl, only with boobs. Bariatric doctors really should study cancer chemotherapy 
because of its amazing ability to melt away the pounds. Just implement a few 
tweaks to make it more comfortable. It would be safer than surgery.

Chemo also made my hair fall out: head hair, eyebrows, eye lashes, even na-
sal hair. Nostril hair has an important function. I found it crucial to carry an ac-
cessible tissue at all times to avoid embarrassment.

I found that three-seamed turbans at headcovers.com look pretty good, and 
are soft and comfortable. Basic colors like cream and gray go with the most out-
fits, and are a better buy, since more vivid colors tend to look quite different in 
the meat world than on the computer. 

I have to say, it was fun and rather hilarious to watch the hair fall out. It came 
out in handfuls – what a trip! How often do you get to see yourself bald as a cue 

Rosemary Marx
Topic of Cancer
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ong ago, I used to go jogging 
with a friend and one day as 
we puffed around the oval in 
the St. Olaf fieldhouse she 

said something about the rabbits in her 
garden. I said, “Rabbits don’t have that 
kind of teeth.”

She stopped dead on the track and said, “Linda, only you would know about 
rabbits’ teeth.”

I once told that story to my son Seebs, and he replied “Lagomorphs.”
Seebs and I can’t get through a social occasion without looking something up, 

and indeed it is a blissful day to be alive when you can look up practically any-
thing in the vast library you’re carrying around on your smartphone.

Neither of us can understand why there are people who don’t feel that way.
At the senior residence where I live, there are a couple of discussion groups, 

and one of the people who moderates openly and proudly declares he will have 
nothing to do with computers or smartphones. He wrote a memoir – in longhand 
– and his daughter typed it for him.

To me, that’s like bragging that you’ve never had a library card.
He doesn’t realize how blinkered he is by the choices made for him by the 

people who write and edit the publications he subscribes to. One is The Econo-
mist, which is an excellent magazine; but even there, he hasn’t noticed that I get 
my online copy the day before our Friday discussion group meets, and his ar-
rives in the mail the following week.

He believes himself to be well-informed (and compared with people who 
never read anything, he is) but there are whole expanses of controversy where he 
ventures not even knowing that there is another side, let alone why people as 
smart as he is might be on it.

The Internet you make for yourself may be as much an echo chamber as the 
one he lives in; but it doesn’t have to be.

t’s October. That means it’s time 
for Buca! Please join us at the 
Buca di Beppo at 2728 Gannon 
Rd., St. Paul, on Friday, Oct. 16, at 

7:30 p.m. Please RSVP by Wednesday, Oct. 
14, if you'd like to be included in the reservation. Feel free to bring your signifi-
cant other whether or not they are GenX or M. Contact Daphne Riordan at 
bythepen@yahoo.com or (651) 447-9561 if you have questions.

All Minnesota GenXers can join our mailing list by going to 
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/mngenx/ and signing up. Also check out the 
national GenX-Ms website at http://genx.us.mensa.org/.

Daphne Riordan
GenX SIG

The Eclectic
Linda

Linda Seebach
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ball? I was told of someone who had a 
head of gorgeous hair, and when she 
got cancer, declared she’d never have 
chemo and risk losing it. Well, her hair 
is safely with her, in her coffin.

I went to Methodist Hospital, to the 
Frauenschuh Cancer Center, and was 
happy with their level of care. (Except 
for the rock-hard recliners sized for the 
tall! Bring neck pillows.) Everyone was 
cheerful and welcoming. My surgeon, as 
I said, was Dr. Peter Argenta, and for 
chemotherapy I had Dr. Cathleen Chen, 
both of whom were kindly and compe-
tent. Each chemo day my husband Greg 
would pick up our lunches at the Muffin 
Man cafeteria, and they serve superb 
beef chili; I highly recommend it.

(Fantastic chili on chemo day almost 
made up for that Neulasta shot two days 
later, the joint pain of which required 
narcotics to dull. Don’t be all 12-step. 
Take the pain pills if you need them.)

I may have mouthed the platitudes 
most of the public unthinkingly says 
before being faced with the experience. For example, like the lady with the beau-
tiful hair (wonder if she broke any 10-year-olds’ hearts?), I may have been ada-
mant about the quality of life I’d require before agreeing to fight to survive. I 
now find that thinking impractical.

I saw my mother go into her cancer believing firmly in New Age Positive 
Thinking, determined to disbelieve her cancer out of existence; and for that rea-
son, as well as its ugly reputation, refused chemo. That did not work well. In fact, 
I believe her own shame at her failure to do this made her passing more painful 
for her. We’re not gods, and it’s okay that we aren’t.

I was in awe of Gloria Swanson’s determination as she told her gynecologist, 
“I’m going to starve my tumor away!” I’m here to tell you that if there is any 
starving being done, it’s of the patient, who is literally being eaten alive. Medical 
people gave vague answers when I asked about diet, and I soon realized why. 
Another truism is “listen to your body,” and my body was crying – screaming – 
for calories; fat, sugar, animal foods, anything I’d been taught was Bad For You. 
And I literally could not force down the bleak array of bland foods that were 
Good For You. There were weeks I lived on potato chips and rich, high-fat dip. 



ere in Minnesota Mensa, I am 
doubtful of our group's viabil-
ity. Any calls for volunteers to 
help the group go unan-

swered. Our First Friday and Greeting 
Meeting attendance is down. I'm not sure about the SIGS (Special Interest 
Groups) and their attendance.

It is time for the Minnesota Mensa election. I need a Nomination Committee 
and an Election Committee. Since I could not find any volunteers to help with the 
running of the State Fair booth (Jane Gmur did the volunteers and Andrew Tighe 
and I did the set-up and tear-down), I am doubtful about getting any volunteers 
to help with the annual election processes.

Also I am doubtful about getting anyone to run for the board of directors for 
Minnesota Mensa. As an officer of the group, you need to attend the board meet-
ing for our group, which generally meets once a month.

My question is, is there anyone out there?

DeDe Tredinnick
Loco Secretary
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This cancer had hit me right after two years of meticulous veganism; sorry, Robin 
Quivers, it didn’t work.

Instead I learned a lot about interdependence and how we all prop each other 
up. My husband was amazing; he was my rock. My siblings rallied to my side. 
My son and daughter-in-law gave practical help. Friends and relatives called and 
mailed. Even though I wasn’t a parishioner, Our Lady of Grace provided a Ste-
phen Minister for me, a warm, lovely lady who listened to me talk/email her ear 
off. My grandson watched TV with me for hours and we talked about transgen-
derism and tree houses. All of these people kept me alive.

My theme song started out to be Blood, Sweat, and Tears’ hit: “I’m not 
scared of dying, and I don’t really care … “ But I found that I did care. At the 
very least, all during that grim February, the lyrics “and bundle up my coffin 
’cause it’s cold way down there!” spoke to me, because my newly emaciated 
body felt the “crazy cold” down to my bones! But winter turned into spring, 
and burst forth into summer.

Now the chemo is over. No more sleeping 24-hour stretches. My latest CT 
scan was clean – nothing going on in the problem areas, at least for now. I’m back 
to work.

Cancer sucks, but it’s nothing to be terrified of. Yeah, that’s my message.

fascinating stories to tell. 
Mary Busch and I, Jenny 
McDermott, have been re-

cording some of those stories on digital 
video and publishing them on YouTube.

Our latest effort is "Oral History of Robert A. Stryk: A Talent for Science," 
which you can view at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uxV1lspiQng. In it, 
Bob recounts using early mass spectrometers at the University of Minnesota in 
the 1960s to measure the volume of water in human organs and the age of rocks 
from the North Shore of Lake Superior.

Our next oral history will be an interview with Bob talking about working 
with the now-decommissioned Van de Graaff particle accelerator at the U. He 
describes how he and other grad students shot lithium atoms at boron atoms to 
watch helium-6 come off. These experiments involved some abstruse mathemati-
cal calculations called "non-linear least squares problems." Bob explains how us-
ing a CDC 3600 computer got the time needed to solve the problems down from 
four hours to one minute.

I'll be publishing this latest interview by Halloween, barring unforeseen prob-
lems. Check our YouTube channel, "Digital Oldtimers," to watch for it.

Our earlier video, "Women in Computing," featuring Mensans Caryl 
Eschweiler and Jane Gmur, can also be found online next to Bob's, at 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bflLV2Bqg80 . Please leave a comment to 
let us know you've been there; we hope you will enjoy these movies.

Jenny McDermott
Mensans on Video

ne of my goals as the Re-
gional Vice Chair of Region 
4 is to personally visit every 
local group within our re-

gion at least once before my term ends in 
2017 (ideally more than once). I believe that this is the heart of what an RVC 
should be doing: Being present and available to the members.

To be sure, most of my presence and availability is virtual: telephone, email, 
texting, instant messaging, this column, etc. I will not minimize or undermine the 
importance of the many and varied means of communication we have. Face-to-
face communication is usually the best. That is why I place a high value on per-
sonal local group visits as RVC4.

I have already received the warm hospitality of the following local groups 
when I attended one of their events:

• Sangamon Valley Mensa (a dinner event)
• Central Indiana Mensa (a monthly gathering)
• St. Louis area Mensa (a game SIG and monthly gathering)
I have plans to attend a Local Gathering (aka mini RG) in Wisconsin Dells on 

Sept. 26. HalloweeM in Chicago is also on my agenda for October. After Chicago, 
I will be proactively looking at local group calendars and my own calendar to see 
what the next place is that the road takes me. Hopefully, the winter weather will 
not be too much of a hindrance in early 2016. See you soon!

George Haynes, RVC4
Four to the Fore




