
Same-sex marriage
not amendment material

a legal contract similar to marriage, the pur-
chase of a business or adoption.

As for insurance and Social Security ben-
efits, it should be up to those who administer
these programs to decide if they will allow
partners in “legal unions” to have benefits.

Disney has long allowed partners of any sex
to share in its benefit programs. That is a cor-
porate decision made to attract talented people
to the company with benefits they couldn’t get
most other places. This is perfectly legal and
probably a good decision for Disney.

Social Security does not allow benefits to
“legal unions,” whether they be same-sex
couples or those of opposite sex, for partners
who have never married. This, too, is a legal
decision, made to protect the program.

Neither Disney nor Social Security is nec-
essarily wrong. They have different aims and
both should be allowed to do what they think
best.

If the federal government would just forget
about gays and lesbians marrying, the whole
issue would die down. Yes, some couples
would still go to California to get “married,”
but no one would care except them.

It’s time the federal government got its nose
out of others’ business and went back to solv-
ing the problems that need a steam shovel —
like health care, foreign policy and where will
the next parking garage in Washington be.

                                                —     Cynthia Haynes

The president and many in Congress are run-
ning around worrying that the sky is falling,
when the only thing falling on their heads is a
bad idea.

The president has called for a constitutional
amendment to stop homosexuals — gays and
lesbians — from marrying each other.

This is swinging a steam shovel to kill a fly.
A constitutional amendment is a big deal. In

more than 200 years, there have only been 27.
They have been for such things as giving the
vote to minorities and women, allowing citi-
zens to disagree with the government and giv-
ing the states certain rights, though admittedly
those seem to be getting fewer and fewer.

A constitutional amendment is not needed
to solve every problem in our society. The
“problem” of some states allowing same-sex
couples to “marry” is not that big a deal. It’s a
point of view; a reason for excitable people to
get all aflutter.

Excuse us, folks, but this is a non issue. Al-
low the states to do their thing. It doesn’t make
any difference. It’s not skinning our nose at
all.

There is no such thing as marriage between
two people of the same sex. Marriage is the
union of a man and woman before God, pe-
riod.

That said, there is no reason two people who
are committed to each other cannot join in
some kind legal union. This isn’t marriage, but

The house is starting to get put
back together.

I thought I was going to go mad
for a few weeks while we had paint-
ers and carpet layers. Then a pair of
guys came and tore off my back
porch. I not only couldn’t I walk
through the front of the house with-
out moving sideways to get by the
furniture, which was pushed to the
middle of the rooms; I couldn’t get
out my back door without jumping
down about 18 inches or using a
wobbly cement block as a step.

While intellectually I knew that
you have to do all this stuff to make
things better, I wasn’t prepared to
deal with it when it came.

First of all, I had forgotten we had
so much stuff. We have stuff stuffed
behind couches, in drawers, in clos-
ets, on shelves, on the floor, on
tables, on — well you get the idea
— pretty much everywhere.

The scary part is we weren’t even
touching the basement, where we
store stuff.

The last time I had to deal with a
mess like this was 10 years ago when
I packed our household and moved
to Oberlin. At that time, we had two
teen-agers to blame for a lot of the
stuff.

The teen-agers are now 20-some-
things and live in Lawrence, and I
think we have more stuff than when
they were both here.

After getting the upstairs and
downstairs painted and carpeting
put down in three rooms, the paint-
ers departed and the carpet layers

said they would be back in a couple
of weeks to finish the job of
recarpeting the downstairs bedroom
and the stairs that lead to the base-
ment.

Over the last week, we have
rehung pictures, sorted and dis-
carded piles of newspapers and
magazines with articles we were
going to read when we got around
to it, and started putting things back
where they belong.

The cats have done well during
this topsy-turvey time. The painters
found dozens of cat toys hidden un-
der inaccessible cabinets and Molly
somehow figured out how to get
under the ice box.

I inherited my Daddy’s liquor
cabinet — an antique ice box. It’s
filled with booze we seldom drink.
and glasses for same.

When the painters moved it out,
the cats discovered that the flap on
the front is hinged — I’m not sure
why — and there was room to get
under the other three sides for a cat
hiding place. With the ice box back
in its corner and the humidifier next
to it, only the front with the flap is

now available.
Molly has the contraption figured

out. She puts her paw under and
pulls it toward her, then snakes her
plump little self under before it falls
back down.

 April Alice just can’t figure it out.
She sees Molly get under there, and
she knows that she was able to do it
when the ice box was out in the
middle of the room. Now, however,
she can’t get the hang of opening the
door. It’s driving her crazy, espe-
cially when she sees Molly under
there.

The old back porch or deck was
falling apart and it took less than a
week for the builders to take it off
and replace it. The new one is not
only strong, but as beautiful as only
redwood and cedar can be when
fresh. I know it will gray out, but
right now it’s great.

I still need to get the rest of the
carpeting down, but I’m in no hurry.
I don’t have to pay for the work un-
til it’s done, and right now it’s just
nice to have my house back.

Plus, I still have plenty of pictures
to hang.

And she thought she had a mess
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Harry Higgins’ daughters asked
for recollections and stories about
their father for his funeral.

I couldn’t think of one single story
that would tell you about Harry,
which is odd, because I’ve known
him all my life.

Where do I start?
Harry and his wife Betty were part

of a circle of friends who lived their
lives, raised their children and en-
joyed each other’s company in Em-
poria, in eastern Kansas.

Harry decided that he wasn’t get-
ting enough from dialysis treat-
ments to make it worth the pain and
suffering. He told the doctor he was
going home and having a shot of
scotch.

That was Harry. He loved his
scotch, and he knew when to fold.

I’m sure it wasn’t an easy deci-
sion. Betty had a stroke several years
ago and is in a nursing home. I know
he hated to leave her. They’d been
together since before the war, 64
years.

The last day, he waited until the
girls could bring their mom up to see
him before he let go. Everyone fig-
ured he just wanted to say good-bye.

My folks were part of that social
group. Their lives and their families
were intertwined over the years in a
unique bond that almost defies de-
scription. They all led middle-class
lives, striving for the American
dream in that GI-Bill era after World
War II. They thought they could
raise their kids well in a small Kan-
sas town.

Harry and Betty had come down
from Kansas City, Kansas, as my
folks had. Harry was a salesman, my
dad a lawyer. There was Lamar and
Zelma Dee Markowitz; Lamar pro-

The way we were was great

fane and funny, a contractor who
built a good business but always
talked like a ditch digger. Bob and
Lucy Foncannon rounded out the
group; he was a banker.

None of the wives, in those 1950s-
Leave-It-to-Beaver, days, had a
regular outside job. They thought
raising kids and keeping house was
work enough.

The group wasn’t constantly to-
gether. I don’t remember that many
times when all four couples were in
one place, and there were others
who came and went.

But we were always at some-
body’s house to visit in the evening.
The adults would have highballs.
The kids went to play.

There were other couples who
joined, but those four were eternal.
My brother said the thing he remem-
bered was when they got together,
they were having fun. There wasn’t
a jerk in the bunch. They were all
nice people, honest, hard-working,
successful. Their children turned
out the same way.

They were good couples. There
was never a divorce. If there was
infidelity, it must have been awfully
discreet.

As the years went by, three of the
four couples bought cabins at the
city lake, and the social life shifted
out there. It was a great place to be,

but as pre-teens, we hated the isola-
tion.

There are times when I’d give
anything to go back to those simple
days, though.

Harry was the successful sales
manager of a successful local firm.
Then the company changed and they
bought him out. That was hard, but
as things turned out, maybe for the
best. He and Betty lived well in their
retirement as they watched the oth-
ers die off one by one.

That era is pretty much gone. Rare
is the marriage where both partners
don’t work. There may be people
who form that kind of lifelong bond,
but the way we move around today,
I think it’s harder. More of us live in
cities, and the social structure is dif-
ferent.

But that was a time, and that was
a gang. I miss them all.

 Along the Sappa
By Steve Haynes

schaynes@nwkansas.com

Blessed is every one that
feareth the Lord; that walketh
in his ways. For thou shalt eat
the labour of thine hands:
happy shalt thou be, and it
shall be well with thee.Psalm
128: 1, 2

From the Bible

Just call it a senior moment
If my head weren’t screwed on,

I’d lose it.
You see, I’m still “milking” my

trip to Washington, sharing the de-
tails with anyone who will listen.
There must be still be a few people
who haven’t heard me expound on
the topic, because I had an invitation
to speak about it this week.

I had dutifully recorded the date
and time in my appointment book.
More to the point is the information
I had NOT recorded. Like to what
group and where. I knew when I was
supposed to be there; I just didn’t
know where I was supposed to be.

I discovered my mistake last
week when looking ahead in my
appointment book. There it was,
written in my own hand, “Monday,
March 8, 7 p.m., D.C. trip.”  But
where was I supposed to be? My
colleagues were no help.

“You’re on your own,” they said.
Knowing I only had a few days to

figure this out, I came to the resolu-
tion, “Girl, if you work for a news-
paper, now is the time to let the
newspaper work for you.” (I can’t
help it. I loved JFK’s inauguration
speech.)

Filing my own ad, in boldface
caps, I begged for someone, anyone,
to inform me of where I was ex-
pected on Monday at 7 p.m.

If you ever thought advertising
doesn’t work, just try publicly ad-
mitting you’re a ding-a-ling needing
help. Carriers picked up their papers
about 3:45 p.m.; the first homes got
their newspapers about 4 p.m.; and
no later than 4:15 p.m., I had my first
call.

“You’re to be at Prairie Land
Electric’s meeting room to speak to
the Mid-Century Study Club,” came
the sweet voice.

“Oh, thank you, thank you, thank
you!” was all I could say.

But after about the third or fourth
call, my reply came to be more like,

Out Back
By  Carolyn Sue Kelley-Plotts

cplotts@nwkansas.com

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I know. Prairie
Land’s meeting room. Right, 7 p.m.
OK, you can stop laughing now. Uh-
huh, I wrote it down. No, I’ll remem-
ber.”

And church!  Forget about it!
Those Christians still have a little
devilish streak! During the fellow-
ship time between early church and
Sunday School, I heard, “Hey,
Carolyn. Do ‘ya know where you’re
supposed to be?” or, “So, do you
know where you are?”

Ve-ry funny.
The moral of this story is: If I don’t

show up to speak to your club, it’s
not because I forgot. It’s because I
don’t know “where” I’m supposed
to be and was too embarrassed to
ask.

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

Dr. Ren Whitaker, Prairie Du
Chien, Wis.; Duane Blodgett, Mid-
land, Mich.; Marcella Capps, Tulsa,
Okla.; Larry Kruse, Stillwater,
Okla.; Debra Zimmerman Scheuf-
ler, Tempe, Ariz.; Brenda Millan,
Salome, Ariz.; Calvin Anderson,
Menoken, N.D.; Dennis King,
Chesapeake, Va.; Jerry Marietta,
Casper, Wyo.; Rita Philbrook,
Covington, Ga.; Judy Windisch,
Gilbert, Ariz.; Joanne Grubb, Con-
roe, Texas; David Miller, Wildo-
rado, Texas; Harold Miller, Alma,
Ariz.; James M. Dempewolf, Brom-
erton, Wash.; Jon Peters, Gresham,
Ore.; Aileen McClung, Des Moines,
Wash.; Tom Railsback, Great Falls,
Mont.; Tom Loftus, Cedar Falls,
Ind.; Thomas Miller, Gold Canyon,
Ariz.; Michael Miller, Magdalena,
N.M.; Rev. Wanda Scoble, Elm-

hurst, Ill.; Teffani Zadeh, Chicago,
Ill.; Dr. Warren Kump, Minneapo-
lis, Minn.; Joe Kolsky, Sedalia, Mo.;

California: Katherian Fiala,
Monterey Park; Peggy Carlton,
Bakersfield; Cindy Connolly, Paci-
fica; Charlene Hughes, Long Beach;
Eva Naatus, Oakdale; Linda Jo
Gardner, Redondo Beach; Philip
Guenther, Quartz Hill; Jennifer
Peterson, Norwalk; Tom and Jenni-
fer Phillips, Seattle, Wash.

Colorado: Fred Reichert, Ward
Olson, Colorado Springs; Mr. and
Mrs. Jack Roberts, Longmont;
Marjorie Missing, Salida; Mildred
F. Irwin, Mrs. R.E. Sevier, Arvada;
Tracy Hoeckelberg, Littleton; Kit
Cushenbery, Denver; William C.
Deines, Burlington; Ethel Nemeth,
Lakewood; Larry Lacina, West-
minster; David Diederich, Brigh-
ton; Donald D. Ater, Lamar; Janis
Jensen, Parker;

Nebraska: Carl Grill, Mike Rob-

inson, Gerald Sines, McCook;
Marjean Farms Inc., Don Macfee,
Roger Wilson, Lebanon; Dale
Bamesberger, Hulda Frick, Indian-
ola; Ernst Mehl, Mark Seck, Ron
Tophane, North Platte; Dale Wis-
hon, Haigler; Leroy Muirhead,
Alma; Tammy Musgrave, Ong;
George Sayer, Cozad; Galen Laff-
erty, Danbury;

Kansas: Enid Foland, Almena;
Frank Bouts, Don Shaw, Rex Shaw,
Linda Spresser, Selden; Ralph
Brooks, Gwynn A. Ward, Clayton;
H.J. Jacobs, Mark Meitl, Gayle and
Ruth Bainter, Helen Derby, Don
Spresser, Mrs. Evelyn Meitl, Keith
Muirhead, Wilbur Reichert, Dres-
den; Darlene Robben, Hoxie Imple-
ment, Hoxie; K.G. Ward, Lowell
Sebaugh, Michael Helm, Dorothy
Lawn, Wayne McCallister, Don
Lawson, Leona Schoenradt, Lora
Linn Leichliter, Norcatur.


