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Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment
of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or
abridging the freedom of speech, or of the press; or the
right of the people peaceably to assemble, and to petition
the Government for a redress of grievances.
— The First Amendment to the U.S. Constitution
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Bedford Township should move forward with the board’s assessment idea — but with limits.

The appalling state of
roads in Monroe County,
particularly in Bedford
Township, is infamous.
South-county residents
saw how nice driving could
be earlier this year when
funding came through for
Samaria Rd. The demand
for road repairs never
ceases.
To address this, the
Bedford Township Board
of Trustees has begun
exploring options for how
to deal with the crumbling
infrastructure.
They believe they need
about $925,000 a year to
properly repair the area’s
streets and roadways. State
funding in that amount
doesn’t seem likely in the
foreseeable future, so the
township is left with two
options to generate this
type of revenue.
The ﬁrst option is a
one-mill tax increase.
This would bring in about
$975,000, costing the owner of $200,000 home about
$100 each year, and would
require a majority vote by
residents to happen.
The second option they
are exploring is the idea
of a township-wide road
assessment. The assessment, which could be
implemented by board
vote, would cost about $75
a parcel each year for at
least ﬁve years, generating
about $925,000 a year.
On Sept. 9, the board
held a town hall meeting to
gather feedback from the
public about which option
they prefer. Residents took
turns telling the board
their thoughts and opinions, many saying they
believed an assessment
was not in keeping with
the democratic process.
So when township Treasurer Paul Francis paused
the comments to ask how
many there would prefer a
millage to an assessment,
an overwhelming majority
raised their hands. Yet in
a follow-up question, Mr.
Francis asked how many
would support that millage by voting yes should
the township place it on a
ballot. This time, very few
hands were raised.
Bedford Township
residents have voiced time
and time again that they

want their roads worked
on and repaired and they
would rather their tax
dollar be used for that task
than any other.
When the Bedford Public
Schools Board of Education held similar town
hall meetings regarding a
$70.35 million bond project, the condition of the
roads always came up as a
priority.
Again, when asked for
additional funding for the
Bedford Branch Library,
some residents asked why
penal ﬁnes are given to
libraries and not to roads.
So, why now, when the
focus is shifted to road
improvements, is the proposal being met with such
opposition?
Understandably no one
wants to pay more taxes.
Then what about the special assessment of just $75
a year from each parcel?
The township does have
some cash on hand which
could help with special repairs and projects, but it is
not prudent governance to
drain those reserves ﬁrst.
Perhaps the township
board could sell the road
assessment plan to residents with some reassuring tweaks to the proposal.
A guarantee that the
assessment would not be
raised or extended without
voter approval might make
it more palatable. The
township board needs to
understand that the residents are nervous about
giving their government
ofﬁcials a free hand. They
don’t want surprises later
should the amount of the
assessment go up or they
ﬁnd out it’s forever.
Also, the record of work
accomplished during
those ﬁve years with that
amount of money would
be the selling point or the
death knell for the next
ﬁve.
Residents, for their part,
need to understand that
they are going to have to
pay something to get their
roads repaired. Money
will not fall from the sky,
or Lansing, no matter how
long they procrastinate.
They have to accept some
plan and let the work
begin.

A FEW WORDS FROM NEWSMAKERS

“It’s focused attention, I think, for the first time in
a long time in the Muslim world about the need to
completely distance from and ultimately stomp out this
particular brand of Islamic extremism that really has
no place in the 21st century.”
— President Barack Obama,
commenting on the worldwide campaign to destroy
the Islamic State and suggesting the ongoing crisis in
the Middle East, while terrible, has a silver lining.
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Road assessment plan
best option for now

Never give up on your dog
When it comes to caring for your pet, be as stubborn as a basset

W

e ended up adopting Fred
due to his incorrigible
stubbornness. Originally
bred to track game, basset
hounds can be amazingly persistent. It sometimes appears that
when their noses are working, their
hearing shuts down.
Fred, however, could hear you all
right. Sometimes, he’d even glance
your way as he snufﬂed along a rabbit trail. But you just had to go fetch
him. Fortunately, Fred was never
super-quick and took no evasive actions — although you pretty much
had to drag him home.
Fred’s photo appeared in the
newspaper because he was a notorious escape artist: “Pet of the Week,”
available for adoption. Searching for
him had ﬂat worn out several previous owners. It wasn’t until negotiations were almost complete that we
learned Fred was in a Fort Smith
shelter — 150 miles away — but
possibly facing euthanasia.
So we went and got him. As we’d
previously owned a beagle called
Fred who’d basically raised our
sons, it felt inevitable. Anybody who
can keep beagles in custody can
keep anything. If it’s obedience you
require, avoid the hound class.
But if it’s loving devotion you
want, a basset is your breed. According to the American Kennel
Club, basset hounds are one of two
breeds never involved in a fatal human attack; beagles are the other.
Fred will stand his ground woofing over his supper dish and make
a timber wolf face under extreme
provocation. But he refuses to ﬁght.
Cats invariably love him.
The Lyons Plan for Universal
World Peace involves a basset
hound mandate: If everybody
owned two, they’d ﬁnd less to be
angry about.

Unlike many of his breed, Fred
was never a clown. Steadfast dignity
is more his style. For years, the last
thing he did at night was visit my
wife’s side of the bed for an ear rub
before lumbering to
sleep. We haven’t lost
a single upholstered
chair since Fred began
guarding them at
night.
After we moved
to our farm, Fred
Gene
once got lost chasing
deer — incorrigible
Lyons
optimism at work. A
Newspaper
kindly fellow found
Enterprise
him standing on the
Association
double yellow line on
Highway 60 gazing
about mildly. He’d stopped trafﬁc in
both directions.
Thus ended his absolute freedom.
Now 14, Fred had a bad accident last April. Almost deaf, he got
caught under a pickup driven by
a visitor, his pelvis broken in four
places. The vet feared that he was
too old to recover, but prescribed
pain meds and bed rest.
Fortunately, napping is Fred’s
specialty. I moved him around using
a bath towel sling while he walked
on his front legs. After the pain
receded, he began wooﬁng to signal
his needs: water, shade, supper. His
personal kitten Martin spent a lot of
time cuddled with Fred on his quilt.
Alas, his left rear leg dangled
uselessly. Permanent nerve damage appeared possible. He really
couldn’t manage on three legs. Then
one night, I noticed Fred lying on
his side having a chase dream — all
four legs galloping.
Thus began Fred’s country-style
hydrotherapy. I ﬁlled a horse trough
with water, plunked him in and held
his collar to prevent his clambering

out. He had to dog-paddle strenuously to keep his head above water.
As the sessions lengthened to 15
minutes, he grew to dread them.
But he never quit paddling.
After eight weeks, he staggered
to his feet. I’d carry him down to
the barn and make him walk back,
holding his tail for balance. Three
stops, then two, and then none. He
began taking slow-motion sniffathons around the pasture. Have I
mentioned that cows like Fred, too?
Soon Fred began following the
pack on our daily walk, lagging far
behind and meeting us on the way
back. He was up to two very slow
miles when the disaster happened.
I’d last seen him pottering a half
mile from home. I’m guessing he
saw a rabbit. When he failed to appear for supper, I became alarmed.
I ﬁnally found him next morning
wooﬁng in the woods, his weak leg
torn to shreds and covered with
ﬂies. He’d gotten tangled in barbed
wire, pulled free, and was dragging
home.
The vet hinted that we should let
Fred go, as he’d refused to drink or
eat in his cage at the clinic. She said
he might not walk for a month.
Only a month?
So I brought him home. Home is
the whole world to a suffering dog.
I squirted water down his throat
with a cow syringe, followed by a
can of chicken broth. I took him off
narcotic anti-pain pills, cleaned and
re-bandaged his terrible wound.
He’s drinking and eating on his own
now, taking an interest in household
goings-on, and closely attended by
Martin.
If the wounds heal, it’ll be back to
the horse trough. If not, well, I won’t
torture him to save my feelings.
But we don’t give up easy, Fred
and I.

McConnell dislikes even talking about wages

S

enate Minority
Leader Mitch McConnell wanted to share
his long-repressed feelings
about a traumatic event.
“It was,” the Kentucky
Republican conﬁded,
grim-faced, “the worst day
of my political life.”
Was he talking about the
9/11 terrorist attacks on
America? No.
McConnell was reﬂecting on the day 12 years
ago when the Senate
approved the McCain-Feingold campaign ﬁnance
law, imposing some limits
on political donations
by super-rich corporate
interests.
While the vast majority
of Americans enthusiastically supports such re-

strictions, the gentleman
from Kentucky isn’t often
swayed by
what The
People want.
So this
June, he
shared the
shame he
felt that
Jim
fateful day
Hightower
in a meeting
Otherwords
he attended
Syndicate
in southern
California.
It was a very sympathetic group: more than
100 right-wing billionaires convened by the
Koch brothers to fund a
plutocratic takeover of
Congress in this year’s
elections.

McConnell was the featured act at the three-day
Koch-a-palooza held at
the posh St. Regis Monarch Bay resort in Dana
Point. There, he titillated
the elites with the changes
that would result from a
GOP takeover of the Senate.
For one thing, he
exulted, “we’re not going
to be debating all these
gosh darn proposals.” Like
what, you might ask? “Like
raising the minimum
wage,” explained the senator of a state with tens of
thousands of minimumwage workers desperately
needing a raise.
Poor Mitch. For once,
he was being honest,
thinking his candor would

not be heard outside this
closed-door enclave of
Koch-heads. But — oops
— a recording of his comments was leaked to The
Nation magazine.
Now, Kentucky voters
are learning how put upon
their nearly $200,000-ayear lawmaker feels for
just having to talk about
those “gosh darn proposals” to lift the roughly
$15,000-a-year poverty
pay of his minimum-wage
constituents.
Keep talking, Mitch —
such stuff is what makes
politics the Greatest
Show on Earth. Or is it
the funniest? Or saddest?
Kentucky voters will get to
choose in November.

