
Space exploration is a
great knowledge booster

obtained along the way, those make the effort
worthwhile.

And if man is going to press on into space,
it’ll have to be the United States that leads the
way. We are the only power with the wealth
and manpower to mount this effort.

We can, and should, include the rest of the
world in our plans. The days of the space race
are long gone. There is no one left to compete
with.

So why not join hands with our friends, tap
the brain power of the world’s leading think-
ers and mount one human effort for space ex-
ploration.

There’s no doubt we’ll be able to reach Mars,
stopping first to build a base on our moon. The
goal is attainable, if difficult.

Beyond that?
Who knows? The only thing that’s certain

is that we’ll go.
That’s the central truth. Humans are explor-

ers. We always have pushed the envelope of
knowledge, sailing off into the uncharted sea,
pushing into the interior wilderness, studying
the unknown stars.

To stay earthbound would be to deny our
heritage.

We can’t.
We have to explore.
The effort will be rewarded with knowledge

and riches beyond belief.
And now we are taking the next logical step.
On to Mars! — Steve Haynes

On  to Mars!
It’s about time.
The exploration of space has moved hardly

at all in the three and a half decades since Neil
Armstrong set foot on the moon.

Now President Bush says it’s time to push
forward, to talk about a manned mission to
Mars.

Yes, it’ll cost billions.
Yes, the budget is already in the red.
And, yes, we’ve got to go.
Why, some will ask?
As much as anything, to advance the cause

of knowledge.
Research to advance the space program

brought us calculators and digital devices of
all sorts, mini-computers and electronic cam-
eras, all manner of advances which make ev-
eryday life so much richer.

These created whole new industries in
manufacturing and services which help drive
the world economy.

The knowledge necessary to get to the moon
brought advances in medicine, engineering,
psychology and business. The money may
have been spent to boost a few men to that
nearby neighbor, but it bought a lot more than
a short vacation for a few guys.

Big projects often pay big dividends.
So far, there’s no gold or treasure to show

from moon exploration, of course. No dia-
monds, not secret formulas, no oil or energy.

But the benefits of going, the knowledge

Maybe every adventure these
days has to begin in the back of the
coach cabin of an overcrowded 777.

I can tell you, it’s not very roman-
tic.

They have taken all the “leg
room” out of coach, and they’ve
started shaving away the lap room.
And planes are full of boorish
people who think it’s still OK to lean
back and drop your seat into the next
person’s lap.

I am writing this with the key-
board resting on my chest so I can
see the screen of my computer. The
woman ahead of me is reading a
trashy novel and probably has no
idea the havoc she is causing back
here.

I know, there are some who would
lose no sleep if I could not write, but
where there is a will, there is a way.

The airlines won’t let me bring
anything sharp on board, and it
would be bad form to pour my soda
down her back. So I will take my
revenge out in print.

 She’ll never see this column, but
if she should, she’d have a hard time
proving anything.

In Kansas, truth is an absolute
defense for charges of libel or defa-
mation, although I think I am over
Virginia right now. I can’t see out
the window, so I’m not sure.

The woman to my right wears a
mask to protect her from germs and
spends her time reading New Age
religious tracts. One tells about con-

I’ll take first class any old day

verting the Jews of Palestine. She is
reading the Bible right now, but she
seems pleasant enough. I read the
Bible, too, sometimes.

With new security, we are
strapped into our seats while we ap-
proach Washington. There is so
little room in coach that it would be
difficult to stage an uprising.

This airline, which shall remain
nameless, but whose initials are
UAL, has made diminishment of the
airline experience an art form.

Time was when flying was an ad-
venture eagerly awaited. Today it is
more to be endured.

And United has driven the last
nail into the coffin of that great oxy-
moron, airline food.

Over the years, the airline meal
shrank from a lunch on a tray to a
sandwich to a snack contained in a
tiny box. Still, the snack usually was
edible and nourishing, perhaps a
small sandwich and some fruit, with
a cookie.

Such opulence is a thing of the
past. Free snacks consist of tiny
pouches of tiny pretzels, or some

such. If you want a box lunch, it’s
$10, cash or credit card.

And this may be hard to believe,
but the quality is actually worse than
the former free snack. My sandwich,
supposedly prepared by a national
chain restaurant, included stale
bread, soggy bacon and tasteless
cheese.

It is plastic food at its finest, a tri-
umph of airline ingenuity. Who
would have thought they could not
only make the food worse, but start
charging you for it?

Why am I complaining? I can type
by contorting myself, I can throw the
stale bread away, I will smile at the
cabin attendant when she asks me
how my flight was.

To tell her the truth risks an en-
counter with security.

I will change planes at Dulles,
leaving there on Air France. You
know how the French feel about
their food, their wine and their ser-
vice.

So I remember once again why I
do not like to fly United.

When my grandmother was a
little girl, she and her sister rode to
school on a horse each day. As soon
as they arrived, they would let the
horse go and it would return home.

A little while before school was
out, my great-grandmother would
give the horse a thump on the rump
and it would head off across the
Kansas grassland to pick up the girls
at school — sort of a hairy prairie
taxi.

Like that horse knew the way to
school, Steve’s truck is beginning to
know the way to Denver. I think a
few more trips and, a thump on the
bumper, it would head west.

As I write this, the truck is on its
third trip to Denver in less than two
weeks.

The first was to a meeting of the
National Newspaper Association’s
convention committee. The Sep-
tember convention is to be in Den-
ver, and the committee was inspect-
ing the hotel and looking at places
to entertain people from around the
country.

We decided on the Museum of
Nature and Science, which has a
back porch overlooking City Park,
with its lake and old-fashioned boat-
house, and one of the best views of
the Rocky Mountains to be had in
the city.

If the museum doesn’t get them,
with its rock and mineral displays,
IMAX theater and space travel ex-
hibits, the mountains will snow
them. (Oops, sorry about that.)

After the meeting, I took Steve
and our friend Bob Sweeney and put
them on a plane for Washington.
That was the first leg of their week-
long adventure in Tunisia, but I’ll let
Steve tell that story over the next
couple of weeks.

Then I slipped a tape in the player
and headed east for a quiet week of
just me, the dog and the cats.

Then just a little over a week later,
I headed back to Denver to pick the
boys up at the airport. It was a little
after midnight when I got them at the
pickup area for United passengers.

They were beat and so was I. We
spent the night at Bob’s before head-
ing back to Kansas.

We got home about 4 p.m. Mon-

day and Steve immediately started
washing socks and underwear. By
3:30 Tuesday afternoon, he was re-
packed and we were on our way
west again headed for the airport .

I think this is why so many car
manufacturers name their vehicles
after horses — Pinto, Bronco, Mus-
tang. Giddy-up, truck, we got a
plane to catch.

Too bad, I can’t just let it drive it-
self home like my grandmother’s
horse. That would save a bundle in
parking fees.

Of course, we would need Mom
at the other end of the line to get it
out of the garage and send it west
again.

Oh well. I know I’ll be happy to
see our faithful steed sitting out in
the parking lot when we get back
from our vacation.

What kind of a horse is an Ex-
plorer, anyway?

Thankfully, we have a good horse
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 Along the Sappa
By Steve Haynes

schaynes@nwkansas.com

   Open Season
By Cynthia Haynes
chaynes@nwkansas.com
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Sunday naps just get shorter
People are still getting used to my

new “do”.
A friend from church told me that

last Sunday her little girl leaned over
and whispered to her, “Who’s that
lady sitting with Jim?”

She could have said, “That’s no
lady, that’s his wife,” but she didn’t.

I’m discovering the advantages of
really short hair. Keep in mind it is
too short to curl so there is absolutely
no fuss or muss. It is, literally, wash
‘n’ wear hair. I can be ready to roll
in a matter of minutes.

The down-side is that you can’t
change it. It is the way it is and that’s
just the way it is. Long hair did have
the advantage of versatility; up,
down, barretted, rubber-banded,
curled, straight or pony-tailed. Still,
after only two weeks since the cut, I
can tell it has grown. Soon, I’ll have
to make the decision whether to
keep it this short or let it grow.

—ob—
We could not have squeezed one

more thing into our schedules this
weekend if our lives had depended
on it.

Saturday was full of shopping in
preparation for our Mexico trip next
weekend, then to the movies to help
Jennifer with the ticket booth and
concession stand. We were late get-
ting home but there was still laun-
dry to be done. Jim needed a pair of
slacks for church. He was being or-
dained the next day as an evangelist
and would be delivering the mes-
sage. And since he would be preach-
ing at the 8 a.m. service, too, I had
to prepare my dish the night before
for the Fellowship Dinner following
second service. At midnight I’m
slicing up 10 pounds of potatoes and
starting a load of wash.

A few minutes later—sniff, sniff,
sniff—I smelled something burn-
ing, yet I didn’t have anything cook-
ing on the stove. It was that distinc-
tive electrical smell and the washing
machine was making a strange
noise. Something was terribly
wrong. I shut down the washer and
unplugged it, but that still left me
with a tub full of wringing wet
clothes. There was nothing to do but
sort his trousers out, hand wash them
and toss them in the dryer.

Sunday started very early with
assembling the scalloped potato
casserole and getting ready for
church. Then it was time to load the
car (don’t forget the casserole which
will have to finish cooking at
church).

When I opened the door, I was
greeted with a sea of white. It had
snowed during the night which
meant a slower drive. It’s not good
for the preacher to be late to church;
we barely made it.

Services went off without a hitch,
the fellowship dinner was wonder-
ful and then it was time to get to the
prison for afternoon chapel services.
After Jim preaching three sermons
and me listening to three sermons
we were exhausted when we got
home. We had exactly two and a half
hours before we needed to leave the

house for a dinner party in a neigh-
boring town, so we decided to take
a quick nap.

Nobody had to tell me twice. I was
asleep in an instant. Two and a half
hours later we awoke with a start.
Oh, no! We still had a salad to toss
and clothes to change. Five minutes
later we were in the car and on the
road again.

It was a lovely dinner party with
lively conversation and great food.
A great way to end the day. But,
somebody stop me if I try to
overbook myself like that again.

Out Back
By  Carolyn Sue Kelley-Plotts

cplotts@nwkansas.com

Welcome and thanks to these re-
cent subscribers to The Oberlin Her-
ald :

Ronald Cox, Chandler, Ariz.;
Lyle Black, Los Angeles, Calif;
Paul Holliday, Palestine, Texas;
Lavergne Young, Kimball, S.D.;
Nathan Moore, Chireno, Texas;
Kenneth Erickson, Phoenix; M.L.
Welter, Iowa City, Iowa; Shelly
Ahrens, Dallas; Maribeth Rex,
Sparks, Nev.; Steve New, Big
Springs, Texas; Rhonda Mertz,
Walnut, Iowa; Jeff New, Mukilteo,
Wash.; Boyd Bainter, Green Valley,
Ariz.; Arlen Gross, Baton Rouge,
La.; Duane Cox, La Mesa, Calif.;
Dr. Serena M. Bradshaw, Colum-
bus, Ohio; C.A. Rasmussen, Hars-
ham, Pa.; Esther Thomas, Dalhart,
Texas; R.G. Dean, Knoxville, Iowa;
Robert Martin, Westlake Village,
Calif.; S.K. Bolek, Valparaiso, Ind.;
Brad Gregory, Grants Pass, Ore.;

Della Roe, Long Beach, Calif.;
Doreen A. Brady, Damariscotta,
Maine; Susan Cotterill, Portland,
Ore.; Mrs. Bob Scherzer, Rockport,
Texas; Arnold Janousek, Billings,
Mont.; Lloyd L. Moody, St. Joseph,
Mo.; Myron Johnson, Apache Junc-
tion, Ariz.

Colorado: Kenneth Hoehner,
Wheat Ridge; Keith Black, Mrs.
M.E. Furrer, Pat Hall, Vivian Goss,
Denver; Diana Jolly, Hugo; Christa
Lundberg, Mrs. C.E. Brandhorst,
Colorado Springs; Melvin R. Fos-
ter, Brighton; Martin and Melba
Johnson, Mrs. Arlee Williams,
Westminster; Doris Kreymborg,
Littleton; Randy Crabill, Aurora;
Bill Wahrman, Strasburg; Bruce
Olson, Fountain; Dale Morton,
Grand Junction.

Nebraska: Mrs. Raymond Haag,
Bartley; Viron Johnson, Lebanon;

Kansas: Eugene Kleidosty, John

Cederberg, Anna Mae Ketterl,
Herndon; Chris Bailey, Rodney
New, Betty Reid, Gail Bailey, Elden
Long, Francis L. Hix, Norcatur;
Irene Kruse, Leroy Wessel, John
Schuhart, Selden; Farmers Bank &
Trust, Atwood; Frank Ray Bennett,
McKenna Appraisal Service Inc.,
Lawrence Jennings, Kenneth Cart-
er, Jennings; Marian Ahlberg, Clay
Center; Betty Miller, Colby; James
R. Vahling, Duane Carman, Dresd-
en; Debbie Nickels, McLouth; John
Lamb, Topeka; Rebecca J. Peterson,
Shawnee; Amy McKenna, Manhat-
tan; Dixie Westervelt, Robinson;
Larry Alstrom, Hoxie; Wes Du
Bois, Hiawatha.
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Hear my cry, O God; attend
unto my prayer. From the end
of the earth will I cry unto thee,
when my heart is over-
whelmed: lead me to the rock
that is higher than I. For thou
hast been a shelter for me, and
a strong tower from the en-
emy. Ps. 61: 1-3

From the Bible


