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from our viewpoint...

We cannot allow
terrorists to win

I finally have my new computer

What kind of people attack a school and slaughter chil-
dren?

Freedom fighters?
Hardly.
Animals. Savages.
The world needs to band together to stop this barbar-

ism.
The time is past for temporizing. Action is required.
A subway in Spain. A street in Israel. A school in Rus-

sia. A synagogue in Tunisia. A bomb in Baghdad. Airlin-
ers in Russia. Buildings in downtown New York. An em-
bassy somewhere in Africa.

Terrorism is pure evil, and it will not go away.
Terrorists do what they do because, when the world

shows weakness, it works.
Terrorism changed a government in Spain. Terrorism

has Americans wishing we’d never gotten into Iraq.
Terrorists must not be allowed to win.
The stakes are nothing short of the fall of civilization

and the end of western society as we know it.
Not tomorrow, not next year, but eventually.
Imagine a world where people like the gang who seized

the school in North Ossetia rule. Imagine living under
their thumb.

We must recognize, first, that this is a clash of cultures,
and only one culture can survive.

It must be the culture of love, peace, freedom and the
sanctity of human rights and human life.

We must recognize, second, that this is not a Christian-
Muslim clash.

Far too much blood has been shed in the name of God,
Jehovah or Allah. Children in Northern Ireland, women
in Kosovo, shoppers in Israel. Muslims do not have a cor-
ner on violence.

This is a clash between the forces of peace, law and or-
der, and the forces of evil, of Satan.

Peaceable leaders of all three faiths deplore senseless
violence. As one Arab leader put it, “We are all children
of Abraham.”

All people of the Book.
And however we believe in the One True God, he does

not want us killing each other in His name.
Nor does he want terrorists and thugs, people who kill

children, to rule the world.
This is not the time to waffle or waiver. We need to pro-

ceed on two fronts, the front of peace, yes, and the front
of steel.

Any terrorist who persists against a united world must
perish.

And as this senseless slaughter proceeds, perhaps the
world will unite, as we must. — Steve Haynes

“free installation.”
“How long will it take?” I ask.
“Well, that depends on how many are ahead

of you.”
“Tell you what. I’ll go out and have dinner.

I’ll be back at 7:00 pm. I need it by then.”
Amazingly, I was able to pick it up at 7:00

pm. Finally I had all the pieces.
I went go home thinking:  It was no big deal

for them to order everything for that special
price. They just didn’t want to do it. They would
rather have sold me a higher priced model —
so I “could have it that same night,” as the teen
had said.

It took me two hours to cut bar codes off the
boxes, photocopy all the offers, check to make
sure I had everything as mandated by the Re-
bate Forms. But finally all of them are in the
mail. I will wait at least 8 weeks for the rebates
— if they come at all.

Given the ordeal I’ve been through, I admit
to having my doubts. I’m tempted to figure all
the hours (driving & waiting) and divide them
into the amount of the rebates. I’d probably find
out how valuable my time is — or isn’t.

But finally I have my computer!   Now I can
play Freecell while I watch TV!

I don’t know about you, but my computer
story is still not finished.

To my great surprise, after purchasing the
“package deal” on a Tuesday and bringing
home only one of the four components, I pa-
tiently wait for Saturday when I am to pick up
the two ordered to arrive at the store.  Saturday
wasn’t convenient, so I decided to wait until
Monday to drive the 30 miles into the city.

Monday morning some PR man calls to see
if I’m enjoying my computer. I said, “Well, not
really. I don’t have it yet.”

“Oh, I thought you bought it last week.”
“I did, but the computer, carrying case and

extra memory all had to be ordered.”
“Well, I guess then, I’m calling to tell you the

components are in.”
He guesses??
Surprise of surprises, my computer arrives

by FedEx in the early afternoon — as I’m get-
ting ready to go get the other components.
Thank you, God; now I won’t have to make an
extra trip. I can get the memory installed today
— assuming of course that it has arrived at the
store.  So I set out with high spirits. Finally,
something seems to be working right.

I go into the store to the Courtesy Clerk and

give her the handful of paperwork I received
last week. She has to call a computer teen to
get the components; they’re not sitting there
with my name on them. All the computer teens
are busy.  So I wait. The clerk calls again. I wait.
Finally, a computer person comes over and
takes all my paperwork. I silently pray that  I’ll
see it again.

Trustingly, I tell the clerk that I’ll go to my
car and get the computer so the extra memory
can be installed. Then as I get to my car, I think:
I probably should have waited to make sure the
components are here. Hope I don’t just have
to carry this back out here.

The computer teen is gone for quite awhile,
but eventually returns with the 2 components.
The clerk looks at the paperwork and says,
“Nothing here says there will be no charge for
the installation.”  I take the original ad from
the paper and point out the small print that says

Normally, if your friends send a plant to a fu-
neral, you get first crack at taking it home. How-
ever, Kenny lives and works in California, and he
didn’t think he could manage taking a tree back
home with him.

My mother-in-law was a wonderful woman,
and I smile every time I see her tree.

On the phone table is a philodendron, a gift
from friends who used to live in Denver but have
moved to Washington state. I may never see them
again, but I remember going to Rockies baseball
games and to Ocean Journey in Denver with them.

There are spider plants on Steve’s desk and
hanging from the ceiling in the dining room. They
are relatives of ones his sister Barb has in Empo-
ria. I don’t remember if she had the original plant
or we did, but either way, a lot of spider babies
have been batted off by busy kittens over the last
20 years.

When I look at the spider plants, I remember
both Barb and the many cats we have both taken
in over the years and smile.

My friend was right when she said that each
plant is more a memory than a piece of foliage.
And each memory is a smile.

A friend was talking about her house plants and
how each was as much a memory as a plant.

I know exactly what she means.
As I look around the house, I see not just stems

and leaves, but parts of my life.
In one corner is our oldest plant, a mother-in-

law’s tongue. I’m not sure how old it is, but I re-
member it sitting on a radiator in our home in
Kansas City.

We had a lot of plants in Kansas City. House
plants were in vogue, and I had them everywhere.
However, most of them died when we moved to
Colorado.

We moved in November and had to spend two
nights on the road. All the plants were loaded into
the back end of Steve’s old Blazer.

Two-thirds of them didn’t make the trip. Most
of the rest died during the month we lived in a one-
bedroom cabin with three small children. The
mother-in-law’s tongue lost a lot of leaves, but
was meaner than either the cold or the children.

This hardy plant is sitting in the kitchen wait-
ing to return to its permanent home in the dining
room. The dining room has been in the middle of

renovation for about six months and the mother-
in-law’s tongue has been pushed against a kitchen
wall. It just keeps growing.

Across the kitchen is the plant I brought home
from my father’s funeral. That was almost a
dozen years ago. I don’t know what it is. It has a
narrow stem and lots of yellow-spotted green
leaves, which it sheds all over the floor. When I
see that plant, I think about my father. He wasn’t
a big house plant lover, but he enjoyed outdoor
gardening and had a wonderful grapefruit tree
growing in Texas behind the trailer he and my
mother called home in the winter.

In the living room, there is a Norfolk pine that
my brother-in-law Kenny’s coworkers sent to my
mother-in-law’s funeral.

House plants more than stems and leaves
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Letter Policy
The Goodland Star-News encourages and

welcomes letters from readers. Letters
should be typewritten, and must include a
telephone number and a signature. Un-
signed letters will not be published. Form
letters will be rejected, as will letters
deemed to be of no public interest or con-
sidered offensive. We reserve the right to
edit letters for length and good taste. We
encourage letters, with address and phone
numbers, by e-mail to: <star-news@nw-
kansas.com>.

U.S. Sen. Pat Roberts, 109 Hart Senate
Office Building, Washington D.C. 20510.
(202) 224-4774; web address — roberts-
.senate.gov

U.S. Sen. Sam Brownback, 303 Hart Sen-
ate Office Building, Washington D.C. 20510.
(202) 224-6521; web e-mail address —
brownback.senate.gov/CMEmail.me

U.S. Rep. Jerry Moran, 1519 Longworth
House Office Building, Washington, D.C.
20510.  (202) 225-2715; e-mail address —
jerry.moran@mail.house.gov

where to write
State Rep. Jim Morrison, State Capitol

Building Rm. 174-W, Topeka, KS 66612.
(785) 296-7676; e-mail address — morrison-
@house.state.ks.us

State Sen. Ruth Clark, State Capitol
Building Rm. 449-N, Topeka, KS 66612.
(785) 296-7399; e-mail address — clark-
@senate.state.ks.us

Kansas Attorney General Phil Kline, 301
S.W. 10th, Lower Level, Topeka, KS 66612-
1597 (785) 296-3751 Fax (785) 291-3699
TTY: (785) 291-3767


