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Rights Institute; Adam Dubitsky, President,
ABD Communications; Robert MacMullin,
President, MacMullin Forestry & Logging.
William J. Murray, Chairman, Government
Is Not God PAC; Barbara Mossman, Spokesman, American Loggers Solidarity; Chuck
Chase, Director, Eastern Oregon Mining Association; Patricia A. Bradburn, President,
Virginians for Property Rights; Darlene
Slusher, President, Accord Chapter, People
for the West!; Karl W. Mote, Retired, Mining
Industry; Harry A. Baker, Jr., Chief Instructor, California 44 Education & Training; Robert J. Smith, Senior Environmental Scholar,
Competitive Enterprise Institute; Mike Dail,
President, Federal Land Bank Association of
Mason.
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TRIBUTE TO MSGR. LOUIS BIHR

HON. WILLIAM J. MARTINI
OF NEW JERSEY

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. MARTINI. Mr. Speaker, I rise today to
pay tribute to a real American hero. I am talking of Msgr. Louis Bihr, pastor of Immaculate
Heart of Mary Church in Wayne, NJ.
Mr. Speaker, Monsignor Bihr (‘‘Father Lou’’)
has devoted over 25 years of his life to
preaching god’s word. Known for his devotion
to mass, prayer, love and kindness, Father
Lou has served at Blessed Sacrament Parish,
t. Joseph’s Parish, St. Boniface Parish and St.
Gerald’s Church. Mr. Speaker, he has been
cherished by countless numbers of individuals
in the religious world.
Apart from his preaching in the church, Mr.
Speaker, he has continued to spread the word
of God in surrounding communities. He moved
from director of the Diocesan Youth Department/CYO to the elected position of assistant
chairman of region II of the National CYO
Federation. He led the development of a
diocesanwide high school retreat. He brought
Youth Haven, a shelter for runaway teenagers,
to the community. Finally, Father Lou initiated
the opening of a children’s day care center, El
Mundo del Nino.
Mr. Speaker, Msgr. Louis Bihr has been
chosen as ‘‘Man of the Year’’ by St. Gerald’s
Church. He is also man of the year in my
eyes. I ask that we all acknowledge the work
and life of this man. He has fought for the
good of our country, our hearts, and our souls.
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HONORING SOUTH POST OAK BAPTIST CHURCH ON ITS 37TH ANNIVERSARY

HON. KEN BENTSEN
OF TEXAS

can better fulfill its mission of Christian service
to our community.
Pastor Wright’s concern for people goes far
beyond the membership of South Post Oak
Baptist Church. He is extensively involved in
the community around the church. He currently serves on community boards for two
high schools in Houston. In May 1994, the city
of Houston and Mayor Bob Lanier proclaimed
Rev. Ramus E. Wright Day in Houston in recognition of the work he has done at South
Post Oak and in the community.
Pastor Wright has been an example for all
of us through his community leadership, his
caring for others, and his deep and abiding
faith. By following that example, the members
of South Post Oak Baptist Church have enriched our community for all of us. As the
church celebrates its 37th anniversary, I want
to express may deep appreciation to Pastor
Wright and the members of the church for
their good work, and I wish them well in the
future. I have no doubt that their many ministries will continue to flourish and prosper to
the betterment of us all.
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TRIBUTE TO THE VILLAGE OF
BURR RIDGE ON ITS 40TH ANNIVERSARY

HON. WILLIAM O. LIPINSKI
OF ILLINOIS
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Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. LIPINSKI. Mr. Speaker, I rise today to
pay tribute to an outstanding community in my
district that is celebrating its 40th anniversary,
Burr Ridge, IL.
Burr Ridge was incorporated October 30,
1956, as a 1-mile square area. The village
was originally called Harvester in honor of the
International Harvester plant located nearby.
The village steadily expanded and was renamed Burr Ridge in 1961 in honor of a stand
of Burr Oak trees located on a small ridge in
the community.
Through wise planning and controlled
growth, the village has combined light industrial areas with subdivisions of single family
homes in all price ranges. From the original
300 residents, Burr Ridge has grown to nearly
9,000 inhabitants.
Mr. Speaker, I salute the Village of Burr
Ridge on 40 years of serving as a model community in suburban Chicago.

f

TRIBUTE TO THE URBAN PULSE
MAGAZINE SHOW

HON. JOSEPH P. KENNEDY II

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

OF MASSACHUSETTS

Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. BENTSEN. Mr. Speaker, I rise to honor
South Post Oak Baptist Church in my district
as it celebrates its 37th anniversary, and I extend to Pastor Remus E. Wright a special congratulations for all that he has done for the
church and for our community.
Under Pastor Wright’s leadership, the
church has experienced rapid growth. Once as
small as 150 members, the church today
serves more than 2,000 members. Pastor
Wright has established 20 new ministries and
enhanced several others so that the church
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Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. KENNEDY of Massachusetts. Mr.
Speaker, I would like to take this opportunity
to recognize the Urban Pulse Magazine Show.
The Urban Pulse Magazine Show will celebrate its expansion from its grass-roots in Boston cable to a New England regional cablecast
which will be viewed on WNDS–50TV. The
show is committed to excellence in the production of quality urban contemporary programming. Serving 356 surrounding communities, the Urban Pulse magazine’s program-
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ming reflects the needs, interests and diverse
lifestyles of urban America.
Since its inception in January of 1996, the
energetic and committed staff of the Urban
Pulse magazine, have provided entertaining,
educational, and informative African American
programming. The Urban Pulse magazine creatively mixes such public affairs issues as
education, youth, and local and national politics, with series such as ‘‘Mo-Jazz’’ and ‘‘The
Urban Roundtable.’’
I ask my colleagues to join me in paying a
special tribute to the Urban Pulse magazine
and their continued success.
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TRIBUTE TO ROBERT H. STEINER

HON. DAVID E. BONIOR
OF MICHIGAN
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Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. BONIOR. Mr. Speaker, I rise today to
pay tribute to the treasurer of the charter
township of Clinton, MI, Mr. Robert H. Steiner.
After 33 years of devoted service to the people of Clinton Township, Bob Steiner has decided to retire.
For over three decades, the residents knew
they could count on Bob Steiner to perform his
responsibilities with professionalism and competence. In addition to his role as the township
treasurer, Bob Steiner has served as a member of the Planning Commission for 9 years
and as a township trustee for 4 terms of office.
In his ongoing attempt to serve the public
more ably, he has taken numerous other leadership positions.
For example, Bob is currently the director of
three groups vital to the well-being of everyone in the community: the Clinton Township
Economic Development Corp., the Michigan
Townships Association, and the Grosse
Pointes Clinton Refuse Disposal Authority.
The list of other organizations in which Bob
has been involved, is simply too lengthy to include. But it is safe to say that if there was a
concern raised in Clinton Township, Bob was
responsive to it.
His many civic responsibilities did not prevent him from devoting his time, energy, and
talents to many community projects through
volunteer work. Bob and his family have been
active in their church and in the Clinton Valley
and Chippewa Valley Kiwanis Clubs. He has
worked on behalf of the Clinton Township
Goodfellows organization and many school,
academic, and sports activities.
It was nearly 25 years ago that I first
knocked on the Steiner door and met Bob and
his wonderful wife, Alice. Since that time, Bob
and I have enjoyed a close working relationship on local, State, and Federal issues. I
have watched with respect as the township
has grown under his steady leadership. The
true measure of his commitment to the people
of Clinton Township, is his son’s similar interest in public service, obviously learned and
nurtured at home.
After 33 years of public service, I thank Bob
for his fine work and commend him for his exceptional dedication and outstanding contributions. He will be missed by us all. We wish
him the very best in the future as he enters a
well-deserved retirement. As family and
friends and associates gather on Friday, November 8, 1996, to honor Bob and Alice on
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this special occasion, I join in the chorus of
congratulations and appreciation.
TRIBUTE TO THE ITALIAN
TRIBUNE COLUMBUS DAY PARADE

HON. WILLIAM J. MARTINI
OF NEW JERSEY
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Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. MARTINI. Mr. Speaker, I rise today in
recognition of the 26th Annual Columbus Day
Celebration and Parade in Newark, NJ, sponsored by the Italian Tribune.
As we all know, Christopher Columbus
crossed the Atlantic Ocean in search of a New
World. Shunned by skeptics and ridiculed by
less adventurous souls, Columbus embarked
on his trek armed with little more than a vision
of the future and an irrefutable desire for success.
Christopher Columbus was born to a family
of weavers and merchants in the Genoa Republic of northern Italy. He soon became a
man of the world as he traveled through Spain
and Portugal. Throughout his travels, Columbus became fascinated with the lore of the
Orient. He soon became consumed with the
idea of discovering a new quicker way to the
shores of Asia. He believed that way was toward the oceans of the west.
On September 6, 1492, Columbus set sail
from Palos in search of a more direct route to
Asia, but only God knew his journey would
bring even more wondrous discoveries. Two
minutes after midnight on October 12, 1492,
the screams of ‘‘Land! Land!’’ broke the silence of the night. As the Pinta, sailing ahead
of the other ships, approached the sandy
white beach, the crew raised the flag to its
highest mast and fired a cannon to alert the
other ships of the discovery.
While Columbus originally thought he had
found a more direct route to Asia, he soon realized that he made a more remarkable discovery—a New World.
Mr. Speaker, over the last 26 years, this parade has been a cornerstone of the ItalianAmerican and Newark community. Similar to
the way Columbus breached the gap between
the Old and the New Worlds, the parade
brings together members of Newark’s diverse
population in a celebration of Christopher Columbus. This parade, in the spirit of Christopher Columbus, shows how the Newark
community can overcome cultural differences
to gather and celebrate with each other.
Mr. Speaker, I would like to recognize the
Italian Tribune, and thank them for their continued support of this important community
event.
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Monday, October 21, 1996
Mr. OBERSTAR. Mr. Speaker, I am very
pleased to share with my colleagues the national award winning essay of Arlene
Helderman from International Falls, MN. I offer
Arlen’s superb presentation, ‘‘I Am Me’’ to
serve as an enlightened statement to the Na-

tion on the sanctity of human life. I want to
offer my profound congratulations to Arlene
and the Koochiching County Right-to-Life
Committee and the Minnesota Citizens Concerned for Life organization for their sponsorship of this annual competition.
I AM ME
(Pro-Life Speech by Arlene Helderman)
I am me.
In all the world, there is no one else exactly
like me.
There are persons who have some parts like
me,
But no one adds up like me,
Therefore, everything that comes out of me,
Is authentically mine, because I alone chose
it.
I own everything about me:
My body—including everything it does,
My mind—including all its thoughts and
ideas,
My eyes—including all the images they behold,
My feelings—whatever they may be,
And all of my actions—whether they be to
others or to myself.
I own my fantasies, my dreams, my hopes,
my fears.
I own all my triumphs and successes, all my
failures and mistakes.
I own me, and therefore I engineer me,
To work in my best interests,
I can see, hear, feel, think, say and do.
I am me.
I am here today to talk about life. I am
here, I am alive, and I am me because of a
choice my mother made. Her choice is what
accounts for many of the decisions I make
now, because of the love present in her
choice. I am me because my mom chose life.
Everything that makes me me, was decided
at conception, when forty-six human chromosomes laid out my genetic code. All characteristics were then determined, such as
sex, eye color, shoe size, intelligence—many
characteristics we now take for granted. But
it was then that they were laid out, to create
the me that I am. Only twelve weeks later
during my precious development, I had the
ability to experience pain—the same pain I
would one day experience at age twelve,
when I would clumsily break my nose, I had
tiny fingernails—the same fingernails I
would paint so precariously years later, the
night before my first formal dance. And my
feet were perfectly shaped by this time—the
same feet that I use now, to flex and point
and dance and leap during my gymnastics
routines. It’s amazing, but at an early six
weeks of my development, I had brain
waves—brain waves that today enable me to
create stories for English and calculate statistics for Math. And at an unbelievable
three weeks, I had a heartbeat—the same
heart which beats at seventeen, in anticipation of future dreams and aspirations. I am
me, whether it be then or now. But I am only
me because my mom chose life. The story of
my mother’s choice to keep my life is like no
story you have ever heard, and you will probably never hear another quite like it.
Everything was so normal. My mother was
twenty-nine years old, and she and my father
were a young couple with a four-year-old little girl, a white house, (with no picket
fence), but picture perfect in their eyes. As
springtime neared, she discovered she was
pregnant with her second child, which was
good news. The first couple months went
well, and she had lots of energy. But as time
crept on into summer, she felt tired all the
time and became ill with bronchitis. She
started to lose weight, and she constantly
prayed for the doctors to find out exactly
what was wrong with her. After many tests
and many wrong answers, the doctors diag-
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nosed my mother with leukemia. The doctors told her it was crucial to start chemotherapy treatments right away, because she
would only live six weeks without them. Unfortunately, they also said the baby would
not survive with the treatment, and that her
best chance would be to abort the unborn
child.
It was fall, a time when things die naturally—leaves, flowers, grass; but what
about—unnaturally? My mother had started
her fifth month. She could feel the baby
move inside her and it was like someone was
trying to tear her heart out. She had to
make a choice. Did she want to destroy her
baby so she could have a greater chance at
living, or did she want to continue on and
hope, only to be told she’d have a greater
chance at dying? Despite her threatening
condition, she chose life.
In the next month, my mother experienced
more pain than most people could ever imagine. She had a bone marrow test taken, a
test so painful, that my petite mother, tore
a metal railing from the hospital bed in the
midst of her agony. She endured over twenty
shots a day, forced herself to eat for the sake
of her baby, was hooked up to IV’s, and lost
so much weight, that even at five months
pregnant she only weighed eighty pounds.
She endured so much pain, and she did it all
for me. I don’t know how I can ever thank
my mom for the sacrifices she made for me,
but the faith and love she had in me is something that will live in my heart, forever.
Another month passed, and my mother was
feeling a little better. At seven months of
the pregnancy, November twenty-fifth started out like any other day. She was weighed,
and her IV’s were changed, but by ten
o’clock that morning, she was starting labor.
The Doctors explained that most likely the
baby would not survive, and for her safety,
my mother should be flown to a larger hospital with better medical facilities. The hospital in her small town did not have the
proper equipment if the baby was to survive.
And so, although my mom persisted there
was not enough time to make it to the hospital, they boarded her, a nurse, and a pilot
onto a small air ambulance for an unforgettable journey. Halfway to the hospital I was
born and I could not breathe. The nurse encouraged my mom to pray as she gave me resuscitation to try and keep me alive. The
pilot radioed ahead for ambulances and to
the hospital so everyone was ready for my
arrival. The rest of the flight, forty minutes,
was the longest forty minutes in my mother’s life; but as we neared the landing, she
thought she saw my tiny lip quiver, and it
gave her hope.
For days, I was placed on oxygen to
breathe, and time pressed on with the unavoidable question of survival. The doctors
again said it did not look promising. They
suggested to my parents to pick a name for
me, therefore I was named after the nurseArlene, and the pilot-Frances, who were both
so courageous during my birth. I was hooked
up to oxygen and heart machines, and there
were so many IV’s in my tiny arm, that at
fourteen inches long, two and half pounds,
you could barely see me under all that equipment. When my mom entered the intensive
care unit I was in, my heart monitor became
extremely active, perhaps because I could
feel her presence. It was then that my mom
knew I would be okay.
After two months in an incubator, and
weighing in at five pounds, I went home to a
family that was anxiously waiting my arrival. My mom endured three more years of
chemotherapy treatment. To this day, there
is not a single trace of cancer in her body.
Despite all of the odds and even when it
looked like it couldn’t get any worse, my
mom and I broke medical history. We are
alive, and we did it together.

