
Congress needs to fix
our immigration mess

Crops could not be harvested.
We need a work visa program, and we need

to offer people a chance to earn a place in this
country. That’s part of what America is all
about.

Just letting workers in won’t solve the prob-
lem, because many people come here not just
to work for a few years, but for a new life.

Their desire is so strong they risk their lives
sneaking into the country. A few more guards
won’t stop them.

People who want to live here that badly will
make good Americans — if they have jobs,
homes and a chance to pay taxes.

We need to share our dream with them. As
Sen. Roberts puts it, we cannot ignore or ex-
tinguish the flame on the Statue of Liberty. If
the words on its base are anything but a hol-
low sentiment, we need to welcome this new
wave of immigration.

As all the ones before, it will make us stron-
ger, better and happier in the end.

There will be a fight.
But it’s important to make some sense out

of this mess. We’ll all be better off if immi-
grants among us are legal, with drivers’ li-
censes, insurance and tax forms, not hiding in
some invisible empire.

We’ll all be better off if the government can
keep track of aliens and screen the flow for
terrorists, criminals and drug dealers.

And we’ll all be better off it we welcome our
guests instead of scorning them.

— Steve Haynes

Sen. Pat Roberts is right when he says the
U.S. needs to do something about the mess we
call an immigration policy, and soon.

The senator, at a stop in Topeka, called for
“guest workers” visas for the estimated 11
million illegal aliens now living and working
in this country. He wants Congress to act by
summer.

The biggest problem, Mr. Roberts said, is
that with so many illegals in the country, it’s
impossible to control our borders and keep an
eye out for terrorists.

Immigration foes call for stronger laws and
tougher border enforcement, but that is not
working. More law and more border guards
will only increase the expense of patrolling a
border that can’t be sealed.

Work is the key.
These workers would not be coming here if

there weren’t jobs for them. Our economy
depends on foreign workers. Europe is in the
same position, and has the same doubts. We
both are so prosperous, we need foreign work-
ers to keep our economies rolling.

As in Europe, there is opposition to foreign
workers here.

Much of it is based on fear and prejudice. But
all of us descend from someone who came
here as an immigrant. Even the so-called Na-
tive Americans came from Asia.

Assuming that we could round up all the
illegals and ship them home, the result would
be a disaster.

Our economy would grind to a halt. Work
would not get done. Roads would not be built.
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When I was young and foolish, I
used to think that Christmas letters
were a kind of corny sentimentality
where people went on and on about
their dull, boring lives.

Now that I am old and foolish,
I’ve begun to value them more each
year. They give me a connection to
the friends we’ve collected over the
years, but seldom see anymore.

Maybe I’m less judgmental than
I used to be. Maybe I have grown
more sentimental.

I’ve begun to realize, too, that oth-
ers like these letters. After years of
not writing a Christmas letter, we’ve
been doing one for more than a de-
cade.

Apparently, some of our readers
have gotten used to them. When
Cynthia ran short this year, she
didn’t bother to make more copies
for the “local” list. We got a couple
of complaints.

I find the letters fascinating, even
when they come from high school
chums and distant cousins whose
kids I hardly know, if at all. If you
read the letters, you can follow each
family from childhood through col-
lege, work and weddings to grand-
children and, eventually, to the
grave.

I organize my reading into little
piles, and I seldom just read what
comes in today’s mail. Christmas
cards, I read and take note of the sig-
natures. They go on display on the
mantle.

The letters form a little pile on a
side table until the day, usually over
the holidays, but sometimes well
after Martin Luther King Jr. Day,
when I find time. Then I read them,
one after one.

Sandy and John write that every-
one is well and happy in Kansas
City, and the grandkids are growing
up so fast. They’ve made allowance,

Christmas letters grow in value

I guess, for the adult daughter they
lost.

The Eimon, Paul and Pan, write
that they are leaving Amarillo for
her home state of Tennessee.
They’ve traveled the world in his
career as a mining geologist.

Mary Braden writes from Hays
that she is still working, but Randall
has retired (again) and spends time
with his new Harley Hog. Guess
he’s flying lower these days.

Evan includes a photo collage of
his family’s year, including a report
on the family cats.. (You thought
Cynthia was the only one, huh?)

Kids take first place in most let-
ters, though increasingly, grandkids
crowd them out. Diane writes that
her Cathy is in her fourth year of
medical school. She says the rains
this year produced a bumper crop of
tumbleweeds in west Texas, where
she is one of the world’s top experts
on buffalo.

Bill and Tammy have their pic-
ture with their dog, now that their
daughter is off to Colorado State.
“Hope things are going well in Kan-
sas,” she writes.

Some friends seem to live in a dif-
ferent world. Mary Lyn says her
boys were getting used to living in
Colorado after a year in London.
The 1989 au pair came to visit from
Grenoble, and the family toured
Provence and Bordeaux.

Gary and Charlene have settled in
southern Colorado, so we have to

stop and see them next year.
Lea had trouble getting her col-

lege-age girls together for a picture,
says it’s harder all the time. We all
notice that, Lea. She’s in her 13th
year of teaching, and her daughter
Lauren, a leggy blonde, is big on the
drag racing circuit.

Teri skipped her letter last year
and has some catching up to do. Life
hasn’t been all roses, but she doesn’t
mention the thorns. Good for her.

Jeanne has quit her job and found
another. After 25 years in the Air
Force, she’s becoming more inde-
pendent, I think.

I still remember the day she aban-
doned her plans to be a teacher and
signed up for Officer Candidate
School. The military was not that
popular in the early ’70s.

Then Ray writes from Austin that
he’s free of parole, and in Texas, he
can vote again despite his drug con-
viction.

A brilliant reporter and editor, he
did seven years in federal stir after
falling in with a biker meth gang.
Now he’s finally graduating from
college and thinking about a mas-
ters.

Bev, who had all these kids, now
has all these grandkids, with more
on the way, and she takes a word or
two to tell you about each one.

Fascinating. I wouldn’t trade the
stack of them for a good novel, but
I’m still going to try to keep mine
shorter next year.

 Along the Sappa
By Steve Haynes

schaynes@nwkansas.com

Youngest daughter is an infa-
mous heartbreaker.

At 27, she has dated and discarded
more beaus than Elizabeth Taylor.
It’s not that she’s mean. She’s just
picky.

She’s willing to date a guy who
seems nice, or interesting, but if, af-
ter a week or a month, it isn’t work-
ing out, she dumps them.

I know of at least two young men
who have followed her back to
Lawrence after summer break only
to find themselves with an educa-
tion, but no girl.

Last year, she decided it was time
to make a change in her life. She was
still young and single, and after nine
years in Lawrence, she decided to go
somewhere new and fresh, so she
enrolled in the University of South
Carolina’s graduate school.

It was only later that we found out
there were a few ulterior motives for
picking Columbia, S.C., as her new
home.

We already knew that Columbia
is only an hour’s drive from Au-
gusta, Ga., where her big sister
Felicia and brother-in-law Nik live.

It’s also the home of Bradley
Harrison Blake, a young man who
works for big sister at Morris Digi-
tal Works.

Mom and Dad got into big trouble
for describing Brad as “some guy
Lindsay’s dating” in the annual
Christmas letter.

Apparently, when youngest
daughter went to Augusta to visit her
sister last spring, there was a party
at Nik and Felicia’s. Lindsay and
Brad were introduced, and the two
hit it off.

After all the other guests had left
and Nik and Felicia gone to bed,
Lindsay and Brad sat on the front
porch and talked into the night.

I know this, because Nik and
Felicia said they kept creeping to the
window to see if they were still on
the porch.

Aren’t chaperones wonderful?
All the rest of the school year and

through the summer, Lindsay and
Brad kept in touch and talked on the
phone — for hours and hours.

Now that Lindsay has moved to
Columbia, she and her beau call
each other every night and they get
together every weekend.

So during Christmas break, after
getting into trouble over the Christ-
mas letter, I figured I’d better find
out more about this young man. Her
father obviously wasn’t doing his
job of giving the kid the third degree.

Bradley is from Chicago, I
learned. He graduated from the Uni-
versity of Missouri with a double
major in journalism and computer
science.

So far so good. He’s from the
Midwest. He’s a Big 12 graduate
and he’s got a journalism degree.

He’s tall by our standards, 5 foot,
10 inches, and skinny. Why do short

women always pick the tall men? He
has dark hair and eyes and a little
goatee.

His parents have moved to Phoe-
nix and he has a sister, Catherine,
who is a senior in high school.

He likes cats but is allergic to
them, and he won’t eat his veg-
etables.

Lindsay’s working on the veg-
etables and I got the cats.

No, mother, he’s not Catholic.
This may be serious, but they

haven’t gotten to the take-each-
other-home-to-meet the family
stage yet, so we’ll see.

Oldest daughter says he’s a great
guy. The only problem she sees is if
the two decide to make this perma-
nent, she’ll have to move him to an-
other department, and she doesn’t
want to lose one of her best Internet
code writers.

Daughter picky about her dates

   Open Season
By Cynthia Haynes
chaynes@nwkansas.com

Winter attire not fashionable
This might become known as the

“hunker down” winter. With day
after day of relentless, bitter-cold
temperatures, it has become a blur
of days and nights wrapped in
snuggle bags and wool socks.

I’m afraid Jim nor I, neither one,
would win any trend-setter awards
for our at-home attire. In fact, we
fear the “fashion police” are plan-
ning a raid at any moment. We
would both be found guilty of seri-
ous crimes against polite society.

Jim strives for an airtight “seal”
when he dresses for work. First, it’s
two pairs of socks brought up and
over the long underwear. Next, a
short-sleeved T-shirt goes under a
long-sleeved one. They are topped
with a sweatshirt, then overalls and
finally coat, hat and gloves. He says
he is “hermaneutically sealed”.

I am fortunate enough to have an
inside job, so at the office, I have to
maintain a semblance of style and
decorum. Home is a different story.
Jim has an old pair of 100 percent
wool socks with the back of the heel
blown out. They are now my socks.
I wear them constantly when I’m
home, lounging and to bed. Nothing
beats wool for warmth. Ever see a
sheep shiver from the cold? I rest my
case.

—ob—
This cold has forced folks to stay

indoors. However, a couple of my
writer friends have decided to fight
back. We agreed, months ago, to
have lunch “some day.” This week
(barring a blizzard) we are actually
going to do it. We have set a lun-
cheon date and even though we’ll all
probably order soup, we’re going to
brave the elements and get together.

I have always admired their tal-
ents. These women are clever and
erudite. They have the ability to turn
a phrase and paint a mental picture.
Perhaps I can learn something from
them.

—ob—
Our granddaughter Alexandria

celebrated her 10th birthday with a
party for all her classmates. During
the gift opening, I was standing next
to one of the boys. He seemed a little
impatient as Alex opened up one
“girly thing” after another. A diary,
a purple purse with feathers, bubble
bath and lotions.

Out Back
By  Carolyn Sue Kelley-Plotts

cplotts@nwkansas.com

This is the covenant that I
will make with them after
those days, saith the Lord, I
will put my laws into their
hearts, and in their minds will
I write them; And their sins
and iniquities will I remember
no more.

Hebrews 10:16, 17

From the Bible

I said, “What’s the matter? Don’t
you want to go, ‘Ooh and aah,’ like
the girls?”

“Naw,” he replied, “I just want the
cake and ice cream.”

At 10, I think Alex qualifies as an
official pre-teen. I’m just glad her
grandpa and I can sit back and en-
joy the show from the sidelines.

Honor Roll
Welcome and thanks to these re-

cent subscribers to The Oberlin Her-
ald :

Kansas: Anita Mumm, John
Schuhart, Selden; John Lamb,
Virgil E. Davison, Topeka; Cinda
Flax, Arnold; Doug Geist,
Lawrence; Wes De Bois, Salina;
Farmers Bank and Trust, Atwood;
Anna Mae Ketterl, Greg Marintzer,
Eugene Kleidosty, John Cederberg,
Herndon; Nettie Britton, Russell;
Albert Kastens, Ludell; Betty

Miller, Jo DeYoung, J.B. Gilbert,
Farm Credit of Western Kansas,
Erik Erickson, Colby; Paul T. Wel-
ter, J.L. Spresser, Anthony
Gassman, Duane Carman, Dresden;
Debby Gunselman, Lawrence;
Chris Gardiner, Pratt; Larry
Alstrom, Dee Lewis, Hoxie; Amy
Gaumer, Tecumseh, Janeil Baxter,
Smith Center; Jodi White, Wichita;
Harold Walton, Clearwater; Mrs.
Daughn Avery, Betty Reid, Marlin
Harold, Norton; Dorene Hager,

Dodge City; Magdalene Gassmann,
Park; Dixie Westervelt, Robinson;
Lois McKinley, Ellsworth; Neil
Reeves, Almena; Fred Hickert,
Crystal Mahan, Hays; Chris Bailey,
Rodney New, Norcatur; Michael W.
Ayers, Lansing;

Oberlin: Nila Wesch, Donald
Stapp, Wilma May, Bob Woolsey,
Vernon Diederich, Allen Diederich,
Violet Schissler, Decatur County
Museum, Ethel Railsback, Dr.
Stephen LaBash, Trevor Williams.


