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Learning to
live with
diabetes

A late night phone call. ‘Anda mother catches her
breath. “Hello” and again, “Hello?”, this time more
questioning.

“Mother . . ." and then a pause.

“Pat, I'll be right there,” the mother responds.
_ She tries hard to sound calm, but already she's
shaking.

- *Just one word — ‘mother’ but it's all I need to
hear.” In her head, she’s saying. “No, not again,”
questioning her ability to get to her 23-year-old
daughter to the hospital in time for the life saving
care she requires.

For Pat, the episode begins as it had three times
before with sweating and a heavy feeling when she
breathed. She had been fighting a virus, running a
temnperature. And it was enough to bring on this
diabetic emergem:y.

Pat does get to the hospital in time, is rushed into
intensive care and given the sophisticated medica-
tions, tests and monitoring she needed.

“Her blood sugar goes crazy, and.it's something
to do with the gases in the blood,” the mother said.
“I don’t understand it all, but I understand the ur-
geney and the seriousness.”

THAT WAS two weeks ago. Pat's fourth emer-
gency came hours after her 23rd birthday. The di-
agnosis of juvenile diabetes had come when she was
17 years of age.

“Y was eating a lot and yet lost 10 pounds in 14
days,” she said. “Suddenly I'd have to get up at night
to urinate and would get these fierce thirsts. I
thought it was great I was losing the weight, but my
mom got copcerned.”

Leveling the blood sugar of an adolescent is a
complex, difficult enterprise for the doctor, the pa-
tient and the family.

Pat’s family have been totally supportwe, helping
her adjust to treatment, medication, diet. During
her recent hospital stay, her mother and dad visited
once, even twice each day. No diabetic emergency
i routine.

.“Normal blood sugar counts run bet&een 80 and
120,” Pat said. “Mine was close to 10 times that
much when we found out I was diabetic. I was pret-
ty close to a diabetic emergency before that diag-
nosis.” -

" An active, athletic young women, Pat said when
they first told her she had juvenile diabetes, she just
about drew a blank.

- “I didn’t know anything about it, nothing. But I
thought about it a lot. It’s something that couldn’t
be avoided, so you just have to decide to make the
best of it.”

- “And sometimes, I think diabetics are better off.
We really have to watch our diets and take care of
ourselves.”

LIKE THOUSANDS of others, she counts évery
calorie, works out frequently to balance what she
eats with what she burns off. Pat does it with rac-
quetball and swimming in the colder months.

Even so, a touch of virus or some unknown factor
bau tngger the sudden rise or fall in blood sygar.
that’s so dangerous.

“It’s not all so great,” she said. “Yon can't go
drinking with your friends or have a birthday cake,

but well, it's not so bad, either.”

' And injecting yourself wnh insulin each and eve-
ry morning?

“To me, that's nothing,” sald Pat. “It’s like brush-
]ng my teeth.

“Lots of people think they could never face it, but
1 had a roommate who said exactly that. A year
later, she was found to be diabetic and she injects
msulm every day now.”

Juvenile diabetes is the most severe form of the
disease. It can appear at any age, though most com-
monly from infancy to age 30. Its victims must take
those daily injections of insulin to stay alive.

Diabetes is the third ma)ur chronic ailment of
children. It’s a disease that is on the increase in our
society, and there is a strong hereditary tendency.
Dne of Pat’s grandfathers, an aunt and an uncle are
tiabetic.

THE JUVENILE Diabetes Foundation in South-
ﬁeld is part of a wide network of resources to whom
diabetics can turn. Mostly, they raise funds for re-
‘search, and the research does pay off. Without sci-
ientific research, insulin- would not have been dis-
cnvered early in the century.

. Nearly 100,000 persons in southeastern Michigan
are diagnosed diabetics. They suffer a metabullc
disorder that has adversely affected their bodies’
rapability to manufacture/and or utilize insulin, a
chemical needed for the conversion of carbohy-
‘drates into energy.
. National Diabetes Week ended on Oct. 11. For
u('Pat and thousands like her, diabetes week is eve.ry
°weeh

Despite the array of sophisticated equipment such as that in the control raom at the Fermi II plant, nuclear accidents can happen. {Staff photo bs' Gary Caskey)

‘Tell us the truth about nuclear accidents

I wonder what the people of Utah and Nevada
started thinking about after the lift-off of the Titan
missile from its Arkansas nest. By 1986, there is
supposed to be 200 MX missles traveling around un-
der their soil on rails.

A wrench socket recently caused a Titan to
whoosh out of the ground, accompanied by a redd-
ish-orange fireball. So it doesn’t take much imagi-
nation to think of the accident possibilities involv-
irig subterranean railroad beds, switches and sched-
ules.

Someone has already termed the MX system “an
underground railroad to Armegeddon.”

Other accidents involving nuclear facilities have
similarly been triggered by this kind of trivial oc-
curence, ‘which can hdppen anywhere but without

the nuclear possibilities. At Fermi I near Monroe, *

Mich., a small piece of metal broke loose and
clogged critical coolant nozzles. A meltdown was
avoided, but the event inspired the book, “We Al-
most Lost Detroit.” .

A disaster almost occurred at the Brown's Ferry,
Ala. nuclear plant. It was caused by a fire accident-
ly started by workmen who used a candle to check
for an air leak.

.. ACCIDENTS WILL happen. But what can we do
about them? Precious little, evidently. But at least
we ought to start demanding more information
from the government and the nuclear industry.

The governors of Utah and Nevada, who are

negotiating with the Pentagon on the MX missiles

ought to fight for truth. We in Michigan ought to be
asking for the same. We have three nuclear facili-
ties in operation in our state and two under con-
struction — one in Midland, the other (Fermi II) in
Monroe.

‘The Fermi II plant is about an hour down the pike

Sherry
Kahan

from metropolitan Detroit as the radiation flies. So
we would be wise to worry. Two newspaper quotes
will explain the problem.

An Associated Press report stated: “Hundreds of
area residents, angered and frightened at a propos-
al to release radioactive gases from the Three Mile
Island nuclear plant, screamed curses at federal of-
ficials who came to tell them any exposure would
be miniscule.”

The New York Times printed this paragraph:
“The Air Force continued today to refuse even to
confirm or deny the existence of a nine-megaton
nuclear warhead on the Titan II missile that blew
up into its silo yesterday, and some angry state of-
ficials and local residents insisted that the military
should tell them whether it had recovered the war-
head and what condition it was in.”

WHEN A US. plane collided with a U.S. homber-

over Palomares, Spain in 1966, nuclear bombs
plunged to earth. One was later recovered from the
ocean. One cracked open and radiated the soil of
Spain with plutonium dust.

Instead of bragging about its.quick response to
the event, Air Force officials blocked the spread of
facts. They denied any danger, even though they
later carried off tons of sml for burial in South Ca-
rolina.

‘They were not hiding anything from the Russians
because a local radio station was broadcasting dur-
ing the incident. But they didn’t level with us. May-
be they were embarrassed about the mishaps or

didn’t want the world to understand the dangers oi
nuclear weapons.

Judging by the Arkansas event, the Air Force snll
isn't willing to inform the American people. The
nen-military part of the government is giving more

information now, as is the nuclear industry. Anyone

reading the accounts of the Three Mile Island near-
disaster can tell that.

One of the problems may be that nuclear power is
so0 new that scientists need on-the-job training in
dealing with meltdowns. Not even they always
know what is going on.

SOMETIMES there seems more leaks from nu-
clear plants than from Washington agencies. And on
the subject of radiation leaks, a lot more informa-
tion will be needed before the people living near &
nuclear plant or military installation will be satis-
fied. )

The official attitude is that the level of leakage
will be of no harm to anyone. Yet some months
after Three Mile Island, the feds admitted there
would be an increase in cancer and birth defects in
the neighborhood. But, of course, the amount would
be small.

The issue of nuclear energy has been on the ballot
in several states. It was supported in a recent elec-
tion in Maine. If citizens are voting on the issue,
that is just one more reason for widespread prolif-
eration of nuclear and radiation facts. If there are
studies on the effects of nuclear radiation on people
or animals, we should know the results. Wé need to
learn in advance if an evacuation plan has or hasn't
been devised for populations near nuclear facilities.

When Fermi I was on its way to a possible melt-
down, the sheriff of Monroe County got a call one’
afternoon informing him that something was wrong
at the plant. According to “We Almost Lost De-
troit,” he went to bed that night without hearing
another word.

We need facts now. There may be no time for
discussion if an accident turns into a disaster.

Children, too, need help with stress

“You have an emergency at home.” \

Those words which every parent prays never to
hear were still sinking in as the policeman added,
“Call either the Bennetts or the copy desk.”

Whatever had happened was serious. That much I
knew as I walked back through the Wayne-West-
1and school offices to find a phone. The officer had
said to call our neighbors — not home itself.

Newspaper people end up working a lot of crazy
hours. It’s part of the business. So I had left my
nine-year-old son in the care of a woman he re-
garded as the grandmother he no longer had.

1 had been attending a school board meeting, and
somehow word of trouble had reached me nearly 30
‘miles from my home in Southfield.

That’s a long way to drive in an emergency.

IT WASN'T UNTIL the crisis had passed that we
began to cope with what had happened.

We had known Marge Kencik for several months

when the headaches started. A 51-year-old widow -

who had moved from Farmington Hills to Troy af-
ter her husband died, Marge had been a welcome
addifion to our household. o

Since Marg? liked to conk and my son liked to
eat, they made a good pair.
But it was more than food that drew us to her.

Perhaps it was her recipe for loving that filled
our emptiness, or the stories she would. tell about
Troy's growth that entertained us. Then again,
maybe it was just the way she cared for life.

Living was important to Marge. Pointing to her
new braces, she would say:

“It’s never too late, right?”

Right, Marge.

But the headaches got worse She had seen a doc-
tor just that morning, and he had ordered tests for
later in the week.

Marge had another headache when I called home

.shop talk/
Sandra Armbruster

before leaving for my meeting. I would be home
early, I promised.

1didn't make it in time. .

The d, and Marge out
on the sofa to rest.

She never woke up.

Frantic when he heard a choking sound, my son
phoned me at work. Not finding me in, he ran in his
stocking feet to get my neighbor who is a nurse.

She wasn't home, but a teen-age daughter, Adri-
enne Bennett, and her friend were. The three of
them ran back to the house.

Adrienne phoned 911 and one of Southfield’s Life
Support units was dispatched.

“They got here almost before I'could get off the
phone,” she said. And they didn’t leave until they
were sure that the house was locked and that some-
one would care for my son.

NO ONE SLEPT much that night. Littlé things
spoke of what had happened as I walked through the
house:

A tilted lampshade.

A chair not quite where I had left it.

Empty bandage wrappings piled neatly on the
kitchen table.

A spot on the sofa. -

The crisis was over, but lingering on were the
memories. And the guilt.

“Should I have gone home sooner?” I asked.
“Why didn't 1 call 911 instead of running next
door?” my son wondered.

We had learned the importance of keeping phone
numbers and our own address posted by the phone.
People under stress forget things like that. We also
learned the value of programs like Cub Scouts,
which had taught my son how to react in an emer-
gency.

But it took a lot of special people, including a
couple of Southfield teachers, helped us cope with

, our experience.

1 think of the teachers now as I learn of a pilot
program operating in Wayne-Westland and Livonia
schoo! districts. If succssful it could be expanded
elsewhere.

The program is paid for this year with a $150,000

. federal grant in cooperation with the University of

Michigan-Dearborn. It is designed to help kids cope
with stress.

“Elementary and secondary children are some-
times under stress just as much as older people,
whether it’s from divorce, death or something that
temporarily upsetting them,” said Ray Rafford, as-
sistant superintendent for student relations in
Wayne-Westland.

“These things are temporary by their nature, but
they affect students’ learning.
opefully, we'll gather data on these kids and
develop short- term strategies for helping them on
an informal basis.”

Not all children suffer through the tragic stress
my son did one night last spring, but I'm grateful
for teachers and programs that try to help. .

I



