
CONGRESSIONAL RECORD—SENATE, Vol. 152, Pt. 1722064 November 15, 2006 
KENT, this is my last year. I can’t con-
tinue. 

This is a man who has won virtually 
every farm award in the State of North 
Dakota. He said to me: You know my 
family has been on the land for over 100 
years in North Dakota. We have a ‘‘leg-
acy farm.’’ But we have not had a nor-
mal crop in 5 years. 

This is in the Red River Valley of 
North Dakota. 

When I grew up, my grandfather 
would drive through and say: There has 
never been a crop failure in the Red 
River Valley. It is the richest farmland 
in the world outside of the Nile Valley. 
In the Red River Valley of North Da-
kota, until the last 6 or 7 years, there 
has never been a crop failure. We have 
had the most bizarre set of weather 
events of my lifetime. We had 18 inches 
of rain in 24 hours in a town in the Red 
River Valley, in an area that only gets 
18 inches of rain a year. Two years 
later, they had 14 inches of rain in 24 
hours. 

We have a lake called Devils Lake 
that has gone up 26 feet in the last 9 
years. This lake is now three times the 
size of the District of Columbia. 

There is something very odd going 
on. I don’t pretend to know what it is. 
Some say global climate change. Some 
scientists who have studied it say my 
part of the country would be most se-
verely affected by a global climate 
change, that these extremes would be 
made more extreme. I do not know 
about that. I do know that in my life-
time I have never seen anything like 
this. 

Can you imagine a lake, a giant lake, 
going up 26 feet vertically in 9 years? It 
is an awesome thing to see 18 inches of 
rainfall in a town in 24 hours where the 
average rainfall is about that a year. 

This is what has been happening. 
Now this incredible drought which the 
Drought Monitor says is the third most 
extreme drought in the history of the 
United States. I do not know how they 
measure drought. I do not know how 
they make that determination. These 
are scientific experts. I trust that they 
know what they are doing. 

I say to my colleagues that I have 
seen firsthand land that looks like a 
moonscape which would normally be 
lush. 

These people are hanging by a 
thread. The question is, Do they have 
the chance to survive until next year 
or are they done? Many of them are 
going to be out of business. But many 
more will be, if there is a failure to act, 
if there is a failure by Congress to do 
what it has almost always done in the 
case of natural disaster, which is to 
provide disaster relief on an emergency 
basis. 

We don’t budget for natural disas-
ters. There is no line item in the budg-
et for natural disaster. Perhaps there 
should be, but there is none. 

I, frankly, think it would be a wise 
thing to do. At least we could take the 

average for some period of time and re-
duce it by 25 percent and put that in so 
we would have some way of having ad-
ditional discipline in the budget. But 
we don’t have that. That is where we 
are. 

Again, I hope we are able to reach 
some agreement today. 

I yield the floor and suggest the ab-
sence of a quorum. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. The 
clerk will call the roll. 

The assistant legislative clerk pro-
ceeded to call the roll. 

Mr. CONRAD. Mr. President, I ask 
unanimous consent that the order for 
the quorum call be dispensed with. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Without 
objection, it is so ordered. 

Mr. CONRAD. Mr. President, I ask 
unanimous consent that Senator 
DEWINE be recognized for such time as 
he will consume and that I then be rec-
ognized following him. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Without 
objection, it is so ordered. 

The Senator from Ohio. 
f 

MAKING FURTHER CONTINUING 
APPROPRIATIONS FOR THE FIS-
CAL YEAR 2007 

Mr. DEWINE. Mr. President, I ask 
unanimous consent that the Senate 
proceed to the immediate consider-
ation of H.J. Res. 100, which was re-
ceived from the House. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Without 
objection, the clerk will report the 
joint resolution by title. 

The assistant legislative clerk read 
as follows: 

A joint resolution (H.J. Res. 100) making 
further continuing appropriations for the fis-
cal year 2007, and for other purposes. 

There being no objection, the Senate 
proceeded to consider the joint resolu-
tion. 

Mr. DEWINE. Mr. President, I ask 
unanimous consent that the joint reso-
lution be read a third time and passed, 
the motion to reconsider be laid upon 
the table, and that any statements re-
lating to the joint resolution be print-
ed in the RECORD. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Is there 
objection? 

If not, without objection, it is so or-
dered. 

The joint resolution (H.J. Res. 100) 
was ordered to a third reading, was 
read the third time, and passed. 

f 

HONORING OUR ARMED FORCES 

LANCE CORPORAL CHRISTOPHER P. LYONS 
Mr. DEWINE. Mr. President, this 

afternoon I come to the Senate floor to 
pay tribute to Marine LCpl Christopher 
Lyons from Mansfield, OH. On July 28, 
2005, Lance Corporal Lyons was killed 
when his unit encountered hostile fire 
in Iraq. He was only 24 years old. 

Lance Corporal Lyons is survived by 
his wife Bethany and their daughter 

Ella; his mother Phyllis Lyons; his fa-
ther and step-mother, Paul and Debbie 
Lyons; his grandmothers Irmil Hum-
phreys and Joyce Lyons; and numerous 
aunts, uncles, and cousins. 

Christopher’s family and friends re-
member him as an exceptional young 
man, someone who was always full of 
fun. With a quick wit and an infectious 
smile, his own love of life always 
brought happiness to those around 
him. Caring, selfless, loving, and ex-
tremely intelligent, Christopher had 
the gift of bringing out the best in ev-
eryone. He was simply the type of per-
son who stood out in a crowd. 

Christopher graduated in 1999 from 
Shelby High School, where he was en-
rolled in the Tech Prep Program at 
Pioneer Career and Technology Center. 
His vice-principal, Tim Tarvin, de-
scribes him as a ‘‘big-hearted kid, who 
always wanted to do the right thing for 
people.’’ 

Kevin Adkins, Christopher’s youth 
pastor, remembers the impact that 
Christopher had on everyone who knew 
him. He said this: 

As a teenager, [Christopher] was the type 
of man that I have always strived to be. I’m 
not so sure how much I actually taught him, 
but just by his life, alone, he has taught me 
volumes. As a pastor, I was both humbled 
and uplifted by Chris’s excellence and tenac-
ity toward life. His example will live on in 
the many lives (like ours) that he has 
touched. I hope to raise my own two sons to 
be of such caliber. 

After completing school, Christopher 
became a sales representative in the 
advertising department at the News 
Journal in Mansfield, Ohio. Advertising 
Director Scott Miller describes him as 
a polite young man who always took 
his obligations seriously. And Tom 
Brennan, publisher of the News Jour-
nal, said this about him: 

Christopher was an outstanding young 
man. He was the ultimate professional. Sim-
ply put, he was polite and positive. Any em-
ployer would have found a spot for him. The 
staff here will surely miss him. 

Christopher’s widow Bethany recalls 
her husband’s ability to make everyone 
laugh and the way that he would tickle 
her to get her to smile. They were mar-
ried in September 2003. Christopher’s 
youth pastor remembers meeting Beth-
any for the first time. He remarked, ‘‘I 
will always remember that I thought 
you two were the cutest couple I have 
ever seen. It would take a very special 
person to catch Chris’s eye.’’ 

Christopher was inspired to join the 
military by the terrorist attacks of 
September 11, 2001. His unit was called 
to active duty in 2005, and Christopher 
was sent to California for training. In 
March of that same year, he was de-
ployed to Iraq. 

Months before his deployment, Chris-
topher and Bethany became expectant 
parents. For Christopher, who was so 
devoted to his family, it was a momen-
tous occasion, and he was so proud of a 
t-shirt he wore with the word ‘‘Daddy’’ 
on the front of it. 
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Christopher’s daughter Ella was born 

while her father was serving in Iraq. 
Although he was overseas, Christopher 
was able to see his new daughter on a 
web camera and in the many photos 
that his wife and his mother sent to 
him. And as she grows up, Ella will 
have numerous emails and photos from 
Christopher to treasure. 

Christopher regularly wrote to fam-
ily and friends from Iraq. Two of these 
letters were sent to the News Journal 
in Mansfield and were published in 
their editorial pages. The letters told 
about Christopher’s experience in Iraq, 
and what it was like to lose a sergeant 
in his unit during combat. ‘‘When all is 
said and done,’’ he wrote, ‘‘the greatest 
act is when one of our own gives his or 
her life in service [to] our country and 
each other.’’ 

This, of course, is the sacrifice that 
Christopher, himself, made for our Na-
tion and for the ideals of freedom and 
democracy that we all hold dear. Chris-
topher believed in his mission in Iraq. 
And, while paying tribute to eight of 
his Marine brothers who had fallen in 
combat, he wrote the following in one 
of his letters: 

The Corps values of honesty, courage and 
commitment have served as our cornerstone 
as we press on to put down the insurgency 
and win the war on terror. 

The people [in the] villages were grateful 
for our presence, often showing gratitude 
and appreciation by offering tea, blankets, or 
simply a smile and wave. 

Seeing this reaffirms that we have a pur-
pose working toward a greater good in this 
country. Honoring our fallen brothers, we 
will continue the fight upholding the highest 
standards and working to break this dark op-
pressive force that lingers over the Iraqi citi-
zens. 

These are very impressive words, Mr. 
President, from a young man who was 
just 24-years-old. 

Christopher’s widow remembers that 
Christopher realized he could be killed 
while in serving in Iraq. But, she also 
remembers that Christopher, after 
being deployed, ‘‘saw how much good 
the United States was doing for Iraq.’’ 

Christopher’s first person accounts of 
Lima Company’s heroism spread to the 
families and friends of readers eager to 
hear from one of their own. In Green-
wich, OH, Christopher’s 9 year-old 
cousin Devin Back wrote of Chris-
topher’s heroism in a poem entitled, 
‘‘My Hero:’’ 
My hero is my cousin, Christopher. 
He is nice. 
He is playful. 
He is in Iraq. 
My cousin is very smart. 
Christopher, my cousin, is not afraid of any-

thing. 
He is cool. He is happy a lot. 
He writes to us from Iraq. 
He takes a lot of risks. 

Christopher’s aunt Gwen Gwinner re-
members that he never said anything 
bad about anyone. And his cousin Amy 
Blevins remembers that he was the def-
inition of honorable, even before he 

joined the Marines. Throughout his en-
tire life, Christopher was simply the 
kind of person who was respectful of 
and considerate to everyone. 

Christopher’s mother describes her 
son as her best friend, as someone who 
was always ‘‘kind, gentle, caring, com-
passionate, and giving.’’ 

‘‘People have said to me how proud I 
must be of him,’’ she said. ‘‘I was proud 
of him before he entered the military 
because of his integrity and his ability 
to let things roll off his back.’’ 

At an early age, Phyllis taught her 
son the importance of honesty, hard 
work, and respect. Christopher used an 
acronym to encompass his beliefs and 
values. The acronym was ‘‘WHO:’’ W- 
for willingness—to always be willing to 
do what you must and what is asked of 
you; H- for honesty and integrity—to 
be honest about what and why you do 
what you do; and O for obedience—al-
ways obey those who have rule over 
you, including God first and your 
mother. 

From boot camp and Iraq, Chris-
topher would write his mother Phyllis 
to say that he would keep the faith and 
be alright—and that he knew ‘‘WHO’’ 
he was. Phyllis says it is Christopher 
she now turns to for comfort. ‘‘He is 
now my strength and guidance,’’ she 
said. 

I am honored that I had the oppor-
tunity to meet Christopher’s family 
and friends during a memorial in his 
honor, all of whom remember him as a 
special and unique person. He will 
never be forgotten by those who knew 
him. Christopher was an avid Scrabble 
player, and there was a message for 
him spelled out in Scrabble letters at 
his funeral. It read simply: ‘‘B-E-L-O- 
V-E-D’’ beloved. 

The spirit of LCpl Christopher Lyons 
will never be forgotten. He had an in-
sight into life and a sense of humor 
that was truly unique. He understood 
the importance of service, and was a 
man who was dedicated to family, com-
munity, and country. 

My wife Fran and I continue to keep 
the family of LCpl Christopher Lyons 
in our thoughts and prayers. 

MAJOR RAMON J. MENDOZA, JR. 
Mr. President, I also rise today to 

pay tribute to Marine MAJ Ramon J. 
Mendoza Jr., from Columbus, OH. On 
November 15, 2005, Major Mendoza died 
from wounds that were sustained when 
an improvised explosive device deto-
nated near his vehicle. He was 37 years 
old. He is survived by his wife Karen, 
his daughter Kiana, and his son Alek-
sandr. He is also survived by his two 
brothers Niola and Jermaine. 

The death of Major Ray Mendoza has 
been felt by many. He was a man con-
sidered indestructible—someone whom 
his friends and family describe as 
‘‘larger than life.’’ His smile will al-
ways be remembered. It was huge and 
put everyone he met immediately at 
ease. 

Ray was also devoted to serving his 
Nation and his Marines. He was dedi-
cated, compassionate, and hard-work-
ing. His death is a loss not only for 
those who knew and loved him, but for 
our entire country. 

Ray was born in Pleasantville, NJ, in 
1968. He moved to Queens, NY, as a boy 
and graduated from John Adams High 
School in 1986. He then attended the 
prestigious Blair Academy in New Jer-
sey for a year of study, where he was 
captain of the football team and a 
member of the wrestling team. 

Many admired Ray at Blair Academy 
for his hard work and dedication. Bob 
Latessa, his former wrestling coach, re-
members that ‘‘There was no task too 
tall. He never got down. He never ever 
felt sorry for himself or felt like he 
couldn’t do something. This is a kid 
that just blew everybody away. I feel 
lucky and privileged to have known 
him.’’ 

Ray carried his tremendous work 
ethic and positive attitude with him to 
the Ohio State University, where he 
was a heavyweight wrestler. Coach 
Russ Hellickson described him as an 
aggressive athlete who pursued his 
goals with passion. ‘‘He wasn’t a guy 
who stood around,’’ he said. Coach 
Hellickson will never forget the young 
man who was one of his star wrestlers. 
Ray ‘‘forced the action and went after 
things,’’ he recalled. ‘‘He was a pleas-
ure to watch. I always felt he was a 
very mature kid. He was committed to 
accomplishing what he set out to do.’’ 

Ray lettered for the Buckeyes in 1992 
and 1993 and was the Big Ten runner-up 
in the heavyweight division in 1993. His 
contributions to the Buckeyes will 
never be forgotten. They placed fourth 
in the Nation while he was there, and 
Ray’s overtime victory against a reign-
ing champ in the 1993 Big Ten tour-
nament remains one of the program’s 
most thrilling moments. Adam 
DiSabato, one of Ray’s former team-
mates, remembers that Ray was the 
‘‘key ingredient’’ to their team. ‘‘He 
solidified our team,’’ he said. ‘‘He was 
the type of guy who wouldn’t argue if 
you told him to do something that 
would benefit the team.’’ 

Today, wrestlers at Ohio State re-
member Ray by wearing a patch bear-
ing his name on their singlets. And 
during one game, the OSU football 
team wore a decal on their helmets in 
Ray’s memory. 

While he was attending OSU, Ray 
met Karen Miller, the love of his life. 
Karen recalls that Ray began thinking 
of joining the Marines soon after grad-
uating. According to Karen, he simply 
felt that it was his calling. She said, 
‘‘We were married and getting set to 
launch a family. He said, ‘I just have to 
do this.’ It was almost like a calling to 
the pulpit.’’ 

Ray completed Officer Candidate 
School at Quantico, VA, and entered 
the Marine Corps in February 1995. He 
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was commissioned Second Lieutenant 
in August 1995 and assigned as an in-
fantry officer at the basic school. 

While in the military, Ray continued 
his competitive wrestling career. He 
competed for the All-Marine Wrestling 
Team and was the Central Region 
Olympic Trial Greco-Roman Champion 
at 100 kilograms. One year, he placed 
second in the nation in the Armed 
Services National Wrestling Tour-
nament. And in 1996, Ray was able to 
live the dream of millions when he be-
came an alternate for the U.S. wres-
tling team at the Olympic Games in 
Atlanta. 

But Ray was much more than an in-
credible wrestling talent. He brought 
the same dedication and determination 
that he had displayed on the mat to his 
service as a Marine. In October 1997, 
Ray was selected for augmentation and 
promoted to the rank of captain. He 
now had a regular commission in the 
United States Marine Corps. 

Ray was deployed to Iraq with his 
unit in June 2003. Upon being rede-
ployed after combat, he assumed com-
mand of Echo Company. And on Octo-
ber 1, 2005, Ray was promoted to the 
rank of major in the operational the-
atre. 

Ray was a true leader in the Marines 
who always inspired others. Courage 
and dedication were attributes that he 
repeatedly displayed. In Husayba, Iraq, 
Ray positioned himself at the point of 
attack to maneuver his platoons and 
attachments, without regard to his 
own safety. While leading from the 
front, Ray enabled his company to de-
feat several enemy strong points and 
allowed the battalion to maintain its 
initiative as it advanced through the 
city. 

MG Richard F. Natonski said this 
about the service of Ray and his com-
rades in Iraq: 

For a period of 9 days—starting November 
5, 2005—Echo Company made history. Com-
pany Echo, under Mendoza’s leadership, 
cleared over 600 buildings, found 16 weapon 
caches, and detained more than 300 insur-
gents. 

Major Mendoza was truly loved by 
the marines under his command. SSG 
Boyde Allen described him as ‘‘the best 
platoon commander I’ve ever served 
under.’’ And, SGT David Sanchez re-
members Major Mendoza’s effort to get 
to know his marines, and how one day 
he took the time to ask him about his 
sister’s wedding ceremony. ‘‘He was 
really surprising,’’ said Sergeant San-
chez. ‘‘He really knew his marines.’’ 

Ray’s service to this Nation has 
earned him many awards, including a 
posthumous Bronze Star. But the 
awards are not what matter most. Ac-
cording to Ray’s wife: 

Awards are great, but the most fulfilling 
reward I can receive and our family can re-
ceive is knowing that the Marines completed 
their mission. His boys finished the job. 

Karen has started the Ray Mendoza 
Blair Wrestling Scholarship fund in her 

husband’s memory, which will provide 
a financial contribution to a student- 
athlete attending Blair Academy. And 
Karen’s own bravery and dedication to 
the Corps have been remarkable to ev-
eryone around her. ‘‘She’s a phe-
nomenal example for all of us,’’ said 
Judy L. Svendsen, Karen’s longtime 
friend. ‘‘She’s always thinking of the 
military families, putting them first.’’ 

Mr. President, those who knew Ray 
all agree that he died doing what he 
loved to do—and that was leading ma-
rines. ‘‘He was always right in the fric-
tion,’’ remembers 1SG Dennis J. Down-
ing. ‘‘He always thought his best point 
of view was right up there with the Ma-
rines.’’ 

Perhaps the words of SGM Sylvester 
D. Daniels say it best: 

We all love Major Mendoza, make no mis-
take about that. 

Without a doubt, Ray will continue 
to lead and inspire even after his pass-
ing. Karen says that she will never for-
get what happened shortly after receiv-
ing word that her husband had died. 
Her 8-year-old son, Alec, wrote a note 
and hung it from his bedroom door. 
The note read, 

Be a leader, not a follower. 

I would like to conclude with words 
from a tribute that Ray’s former wres-
tling coach wrote and posted on the 
Ohio State web site: 

Much like in the Marines, success on the 
wrestling mat is a consequence of the dili-
gence and discipline that goes in to the 
training. Ray knew the only way to truly 
perform was to immerse yourself in the prep-
aration. Do it hard, do it right, and do it re-
lentlessly with passionate resolve. 

Ray put his heart and soul into every lift, 
every run and every match he ever wrestled 
for the Buckeyes. To a man, his teammates 
are grieving today. To know Ray, was to love 
him and respect him. No excuses ever! He 
was never absent, never late, and always 
ready to do his part with a smile and 100% 
commitment. 

Ray was a powerful man with a kind and 
caring heart. He was the ultimate team play-
er in that he cared as much or more about 
you as he did about himself. Ray loved his 
family, he loved his fellow Marines, and he 
loved his wrestling Buckeyes. 

Ray showed us all that leadership is not a 
position, it is an action. Ray is my hero, too. 
Good bye, my friend. 

My wife Fran and I will continue to 
keep the family and friends of Ray 
Mendoza in our thoughts and prayers. 
He was a truly outstanding marine. He 
was a truly outstanding human being. 
He will never be forgotten. 

CORPORAL JEFFREY A. BOSKOVITCH 
Mr. President, I rise today to pay 

tribute on the Senate floor to Marine 
Cpl Jeffrey Allen Boskovitch of Seven 
Hills, OH. Corporal Boskovitch was as-
signed to the 3rd Battalion, 25th Ma-
rine Regiment, 4th Marine Division, 
based in Brook Park, OH. He was one of 
six members of a sniper unit to be 
killed on August 1, 2005, by small-arms 
fire in Iraq. He was 25 years of age. 

Jeff—as he was called by family and 
friends—lived a life that epitomized 

the virtues of bravery and dedication. 
His zest for life was both admirable and 
rare. He loved shooting pool with 
friends, bungee jumping, hot-air bal-
looning, and playing paint-ball. In the 
eyes of his young nephews, he was the 
‘‘best’’ because he was so ‘‘cool’’ and 
because he loved the videogame HALO 
as much as they did. He is greatly 
missed by everyone who knew him. 

Jeff graduated from Normandy High 
School in 1999, where he played quar-
terback and wide receiver for the In-
vaders. Soon after graduating, he en-
listed in the Marine Corps Reserves and 
began studying criminal justice at 
Cuyahoga Community College. He 
graduated from the program as presi-
dent of his class in 2001. At the time he 
was sent overseas, he was working full 
time as a corporate security supervisor 
for National City Bank and part time 
as a deputy with the Geauga County 
Sheriff. 

One of Jeff’s classmates, Tim Ellis, 
recognized his friend’s natural gifts as 
a leader. Tim remembers how Jeff— 
who was in outstanding shape—would 
fall back in order to encourage the 
slower guys during their training runs. 
‘‘Hang in there,’’ he would say, ‘‘only 
one lap left.’’ Tim wrote the following 
in remembrance of his friend on an 
Internet tribute page: 

Jeff was elected class president without 
asking for it or even mentioning it. He was 
a born leader. Jeff had a higher calling, and 
I will forever look up to him. 

In January of 2005, Jeff followed that 
higher calling when his unit was de-
ployed to Iraq. And Jeff found more 
than comrades in his sniper unit—he 
found brothers. They became a tightly 
knit group, so close that Jeff later de-
clined a promotion just to be able to 
stay with them. 

I would like to quote the words of 
SGT Brian Casagrande, who served 
with the snipers of 3–25. In a eulogy for 
his fallen comrade, he had this to say: 

Jeff Boskovitch was the platoon clown. He 
had a great sense of humor. He would often 
imitate other people and we loved to pick on 
him too. . . . He proved himself to be a valu-
able asset to the platoon, and was a com-
forting, sometimes comical voice on the 
other side of the handset. 

Jeff loved his unit, and he loved his 
marines. According to his father Jim, 
‘‘He was always one to do the honor-
able thing.’’ And in the words of his 
uncle Dan, Jeff ‘‘had the biggest heart 
in the world. He was just a great kid.’’ 

Jeff truly was a person who cared 
deeply. One example of his compassion 
is the story about a puppy that Jeff 
found in a paper bag carried by an Iraqi 
boy. He asked the child to sell the 
puppy to him for a quarter and three 
jellybeans. The boy agreed, and Jeff 
named the dog Beans. Beans became 
the mascot of the entire 3–25 and would 
help them on missions. One time, she 
even alerted the unit to an attempted 
ambush. In an e-mail to his mother, 
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Kathy, Jeff expressed the love for his 
new friend with the following simple 
words: ‘‘Beans is so cool.’’ He sent his 
mother pictures of Beans, and Kathy 
began to raise money to bring the dog 
back to Ohio. 

After Jeff died, Kathy embarked on a 
quest, a quest to bring his dog Beans 
home, petitioning the aid of both poli-
ticians and military officials. The 
story of ‘‘Operation Beans’’ was printed 
in newspapers in both the United 
States and Iraq. Three months later, 
after crossing the Atlantic on a mili-
tary transport plane, Beans dis-
embarked in Ohio and found Jeff’s 
mother Kathy waiting for her. On the 
way home, Beans and Kathy made a 
stop at Jeff’s final resting place. 

Jeff was a young man who had a 
bright future before him. He was an as-
piring police officer, someone willing 
to step forward as a role model for the 
entire community and for those who 
loved him. 

Jeff was also planning a family. Days 
before he was killed, he spoke with his 
beloved fiancée, Shelly Tevis, and se-
lected a date for their wedding. The 
date was to be October 14, 2006. In 
Shelly’s words, ‘‘Jeff just embodied 
wholesomeness and strength, everyone 
looked up to him, and we will miss him 
very, very much.’’ 

Mr. President, I would like to con-
clude with the words of Jeff’s father. 
This is what he said about his son: 

We’re proud of him. And we look at him as 
a true hero—just like the other men and 
women who are serving in Iraq. 

Indeed, the world is a better place be-
cause Jeff Boskovitch was in it. He will 
forever be remembered for his sincere 
compassion to help and serve others, 
for his sense of humor, and for his dedi-
cation to his friends, family, and coun-
try. He will be remembered as a de-
voted son, a kind brother, a beloved 
fiancé, and the best friend of a dog 
named Beans. 

My wife Fran and I will continue to 
keep Jeff’s family and friends in our 
thoughts and in our prayers. 

LANCE CORPORAL AARON H. REED 
Mr. President, I come to the Senate 

floor today to talk about Marine LCpl 
Aaron Reed from Chillicothe, OH, and 
pay tribute to him. On August 3, 2005, 
Lance Corporal Reed was killed when 
his military vehicle was hit by an im-
provised explosive device during com-
bat operations in Iraq. He was only 21 
years old—just 20 days shy of his 22nd 
birthday. 

Aaron was one of the marines with 
Lima Company—Marine Force Re-
serve’s 3rd Battalion, 25th Marine Regi-
ment, 4th Marine Division, based in Co-
lumbus, OH. Everyone knows their 
story, which is one that has touched 
hearts across this Nation. On the day 
Aaron died, 13 other men in his unit— 
eight of them from Ohio—died along-
side him. It was a tragedy that was felt 
by the Nation and felt by the State of 
Ohio. 

Aaron’s family and friends remember 
him as a quiet young man with an up-
beat demeanor. His smile was truly 
something special. With it, he could 
light up an entire room. He was easy- 
going and social with his friends, al-
ways ready to laugh. At the same time, 
though, when it came time to get 
things done, no one worked harder 
than he did. 

Aaron’s capacity for leadership was 
unique, and he was active in both his 
church and community. His words al-
ways had a great impact on those who 
heard them. A 2001 graduate of South-
eastern High School—where he had run 
both cross-country and track and 
field—he had been elected by his class-
mates to serve as senior class presi-
dent. Leonard Steyer, Aaron’s prin-
cipal, said, ‘‘When you’re senior class 
president, that should tell you quite a 
bit about what kind of young man he 
was.’’ 

Aaron was also known for his com-
passion. His mother Sara was active 
with Habitat for Humanity, and they 
were planning to help build a house to-
gether when Aaron returned from Iraq. 
In the words of Cody Elam, one of Aar-
on’s friends from high school, Aaron 
‘‘was the kind of guy to give you the 
shirt off his back if you needed it.’’ 

Aaron joined the Marines shortly 
after graduating. He wasn’t the first 
member of his family to serve in the 
military—his older brother Matt was 
stationed in Kosovo at the time. Ac-
cording to his father, Steve, Aaron 
simply wanted the challenge of being a 
marine. 

It is impossible to remember LCpl 
Aaron Reed without also remembering 
the other marines of Lima Company. 
The bond among these men was some-
thing we do not see every day. They 
were truly brothers. Because Aaron 
had dark hair and glasses, they nick-
named him after the fictional wizard 
‘‘Harry Potter.’’ 

Before his death, Aaron had been pro-
moted to team leader. According to his 
friend Joey Barker, Aaron was spend-
ing almost all of his spare time ana-
lyzing past missions to better prepare 
for the next one. But, this is simply the 
kind of man Aaron was—always hard- 
working and always willing to do his 
best for others. 

Aaron kept in touch with his family 
and friends regularly while in Iraq, 
calling and e-mailing frequently. 
Aaron and his friend Joey had been 
playing an intense game of tic-tac-toe 
through the mail. Joey remembers that 
Aaron had been ‘‘in one of the best 
moods he’d ever heard him, laughing 
and joking around.’’ At the time, he 
had been in Iraq since March 2005, and 
was scheduled to come home in late 
September. 

Aaron’s dad’s last communication 
from Aaron was through e-mail, a 
short note letting him know his son 
was safe. His dad still chuckles when 

he reads the greeting—‘‘Hey Daddy-O,’’ 
using the nickname he had given his 
father, ‘‘nothing much going on here. 
Just the daily grind . . . Just thought 
I’d drop you a short note to let you 
know I was doing fine.’’ And in an e- 
mail to his mother, Sara, Aaron wrote, 
‘‘Mom, I’m just out here doing the best 
I know how to do.’’ 

It was typical of Aaron to describe 
his service in Iraq as ‘‘nothing much.’’ 
He was always willing to serve others 
and do so with a cheerful smile on his 
face. 

Aaron remained positive throughout 
his time in Iraq. Angela Flowers had 
been his friend since the time they met 
in seventh grade, and the two wrote 
each other frequently during Aaron’s 
deployment. Aaron called when he was 
able, and Angela remembers the last 
time they talked. ‘‘He was extremely 
optimistic and positive,’’ she said. ‘‘He 
was still the same old Reed.’’ 

Hundreds of mourners gathered at 
Aaron’s funeral to pay their respects. 
Family and friends talked about Aaron 
the jokester, Aaron the faithful friend, 
and Aaron the steadfast teammate. 
They also laughed and told funny tales 
about joy riding and the typical teen-
age pranks that Aaron had played. 

They also spoke of Aaron’s faith in 
God. Aaron was wearing a cross around 
his neck when he died. It was recovered 
and returned to his mother Sara. She 
wears that cross every day. 

At his funeral, Aaron’s friend Joey 
played guitar and sang one of Aaron’s 
favorite songs: ‘‘The Dance,’’ by Garth 
Brooks. ‘‘We all loved Aaron, and 
Aaron loved all of us,’’ Joey said. ‘‘He 
left this world much better than he 
found it.’’ 

Aaron had big plans for his life. He 
was planning to attend college when he 
returned from Iraq. He loved to write, 
and his father believes Aaron would 
have become an excellent writer. ‘‘He 
had the heart of a poet,’’ his father 
said. ‘‘And he wrote some very good 
things.’’ 

Aaron will never be forgotten. A me-
morial scholarship has been established 
in his honor. Family, friends, commu-
nity members, and complete strangers 
gave willingly and generously. Almost 
$25,000 has been raised, and the first 
scholarship of $1,000 was granted last 
spring to a graduating Southeastern 
senior. 

Aaron’s mother Sara also worked to 
build a Habitat house in his honor and 
in the honor of Army SPC Gavin 
Colburn, another Ohioan from Aaron’s 
hometown who also lost his life serving 
in Iraq. Aaron had told his mother that 
when he got home, they would volun-
teer together to help build a Habitat 
house. After his death, several of Aar-
on’s friends worked with his mother 
Sara to help his dream become a re-
ality. Fittingly, they decided to name 
the building Hometown Hero House. 

I had the privilege of meeting several 
of Aaron’s family members and friends 
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at a service held in his honor. Each re-
members the beaming, megawatt smile 
that would always light up Aaron’s 
face. And they will always remember 
that Aaron died while serving our Na-
tion. 

‘‘Aaron believed in what he was 
doing, which made him my hero,’’ his 
father Steve said. ‘‘Now he’s everyone’s 
hero.’’ 

Mr. President, 21 years, 11 months, 
and 11 days was the short time that 
Aaron lived on this Earth, but we are 
all better off because of the time he did 
live. He was a young man who genu-
inely loved life and had compassion for 
others. His dedication to his friends, 
family, community, and country was 
unmatched. Aaron is a model of what 
we all hope our children will become. 

My wife Fran and I continue to keep 
the family of Aaron Reed in our 
thoughts and prayers. 

I thank the Chair and yield the floor. 
The PRESIDING OFFICER. The Sen-

ator from North Dakota. 
Mr. CONRAD. Mr. President, I say to 

my colleague, Senator DEWINE, those 
have been very moving tributes to fall-
en soldiers from his State of Ohio. He 
has set a good example for all of us on 
recognizing the service and sacrifice of 
those from his home State. I find as I 
listen to those tributes that they are 
extremely well done. I thank the Sen-
ator for that. 

I also wish to acknowledge that the 
Senator from Ohio will be leaving at 
the end of this term and that I have 
very much appreciated working with 
him. He has been one of the very seri-
ous Members of this body, and we are 
going to miss him. I wanted to say to 
him that I certainly appreciate his 
service in the Senate. He has always 
been a constructive colleague, some-
body who was working diligently to try 
to solve problems facing the country. 
We very much appreciate his dedica-
tion to the country. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. The Sen-
ator from Ohio. 

Mr. DEWINE. Mr. President, I thank 
my colleague and tell him that I have 
enjoyed working with him very much. 
We have worked on things together. 
You can work across the aisle in this 
body and get things done. I thank him 
for his very kind and generous words. 

f 

DISASTER RELIEF FOR FARMERS 

Mr. CONRAD. Mr. President, as this 
interregnum continues, as we wait for 
some kind of resolution—we were told 
an hour and a half ago that would be 
forthcoming in 45 minutes—I wanted to 
read a letter I received from a young 
farm family that had been hit by one of 
the disasters I had referenced earlier. 
This family is from Souris, ND. It was 
a letter that was written to me last 
year about the extraordinary rains. 
This is what the father of the family 
wrote: 

The rains began in earnest the last days of 
May 2005. Our crops were in the ground so 
the majority of the input costs for the crops 
were already realized. We received 25 inches 
in 33 days and the attached pictures show the 
result. In our local town residents were 
going up and down the streets in boats. 

We did our very best to cope with expenses 
but with the increased energy prices and the 
loss of crop income we and all the other pro-
ducers in our area lost the battle. Our farm 
had financial reversals in the amount of 
$110,000. We carry crop insurance but this 
program does not begin to cover our risks. 

In speaking with loan officers at 2 of our 
local banks I was told that First National 
expects to restructure 60% of their Ag. Loans 
and State Bank estimated 75%–80%. This is 
serious business in agriculture. 

We have felt the seriousness of the disas-
ters in the South from last year’s hurricanes 
and we have urged our delegation to support 
help for them. However our area was under-
standably off everyone’s radar screen yet we 
had the devastation here as well. 

Concerns abound as we look to the future. 
As I look out my window to the west I see a 
field that we have seeded since my grand-
father homesteaded here in 1892. For the first 
time we will not be able to seed it. It is 120 
acres with about 60 acres still under water 
from last summer. The Federal Government 
has placed a heavy burden on us by declaring 
our area as a Prairie Pot Hole Region. This 
means I cannot drain this excess water into 
a nearby drainage system. I am stuck with 
it. How do I begin to recover the financial 
losses mentioned above when the Govern-
ment Regulations limit those opportunities? 
The water is to the top of the road on both 
sides and now after being this way for close 
to a year the road is saturated and just 
about ruined. I just spoke with a township 
supervisor and they feel they will be closing 
the road because of liability concerns. 

We are asking that you come along side us 
and help us through this impossible situa-
tion that has been presented to us by a com-
bination of nature and government regula-
tions. Please support the Disaster Relief Ap-
propriation currently working its way 
through Congress. If you do, you will lit-
erally be the difference between many being 
able to continue to produce food and fiber for 
this great nation and not being able to con-
tinue this production. 

Thank you so much for listening to part of 
our story. 

This gentleman included pictures. I 
don’t think these are pictures that can 
be seen on camera, but I will hold them 
up and describe them. These are six dif-
ferent pictures. In some of them, there 
is water from horizon to horizon. Here 
we see a view that would go for miles 
and miles. There is water everywhere. 
This is what happened last year over 
much of my State—as I indicated ear-
lier, a million acres that could not 
even be planted, another 600,000 acres 
where the crops were drowned out. Now 
this year, as I have said before, irony of 
ironies, the worst drought since the 
1930s. Land I have been on many times 
in my life south of my hometown is 
like a moonscape—nothing growing, 
just dirt; land that had been planted 
and nothing even emerged. 

To understand what happened, this is 
the weather for the month of July in 
my State. Bismarck, ND, is the State 

capital. It started out with a day at 90 
degrees; the next day, 92. Then right 
after July 4 it went over 90 degrees the 
next 2 days. Then it jumped up to 102, 
and then it was 97. The next week, 96, 
and then it was 101, 105, 94, 101, 105, 106. 
This is not heat index. These were the 
actual temperatures. Then we had kind 
of a cooling, and it got into the 80s. 
Then on the 22nd it jumped back up to 
96, 97, 96, 90s all these days, 99, 97, and 
then the real corker, on the 30th of 
July, 112 degrees. That is really hot. I 
had friends who went out and drove 
south of my hometown that day who 
told me it was so hot it took your 
breath away, 112 degrees. I am not 
talking heat index or any of that; I am 
talking the actual temperature. 

The crops just burned up. During this 
period, there was no precipitation—no 
precipitation, no precipitation, no pre-
cipitation that whole week, no precipi-
tation this entire week, no precipita-
tion until the 19th. In fact, not a drop 
until the 19th of July, and then there 
was 7/100th, then there was 32/100th, 
then no precipitation, none for the 
next period going through the end of 
the month. So from the 21st to the 31st, 
not another drop of precipitation. 
Meanwhile, 101, 105, 106, 112 degrees. 
This is why the disaster is so serious, a 
combination of virtually no precipita-
tion—for this whole month, there was 
39/100th of an inch of precipitation— 
and day after day, 90 and 100 degrees. 
The crops just burned up. 

We can say: Tough luck, you are out 
of here, but that is not what we have 
done in the past. In the past, going 
back to 1989, we had the disaster assist-
ance bill, $3.4 billion. In 1990, we had 
disaster assistance. Every year with 
the exception of 1991, right through 
2005. 

Disaster assistance in 2000 was $14.8 
billion. The next year it was $11.3 bil-
lion. This disaster package is $4.5 bil-
lion for 2 years, so it is dramatically 
less. Obviously, that is a result of more 
widespread disasters, perhaps, in those 
years, so the cost is less, but also this 
is a less generous disaster bill, as we 
have moved to reduce things, cut 
things from the $6.7 billion to $4.5 bil-
lion or just under $4.5 billion. 

I think most people would acknowl-
edge I have not been somebody who has 
ever sought to hold up the business of 
the Senate. I have been here 20 years. 
That is not how I have conducted my-
self. But I am left with no alternative 
and no choice when a commitment was 
made to me yesterday, both publicly 
and privately, that we would go to the 
Agriculture appropriations bill today 
and that I would have a chance to offer 
the amendment. I have reviewed the 
RECORD. It is very clear, the commit-
ment that was made. As of this hour— 
we are approaching the 6 o’clock 
hour—that commitment has not been 
kept. 

I understand there are others who 
may have lodged objection to going to 
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