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FRANKFORT — The
Amish could forgo a long-
standing traffic safety
measure in the name of re-
ligious freedom under a
measure that could be
near final passage in the
Kentucky General Assem-
bly.

The House Transporta-
tion Committee voted 25-1
on Tuesday to pass a Sen-
ate bill that would allow
the Amish to use strips of
reflective tape on the
backs of their horse-drawn
buggies rather than bright
orange triangles some ob-
ject to.

The Amish argue that
God directs their safety,
even on the roads. They
say the bright color of the
signs calls attention to
them, which is against
their religion, and the tri-
angular shape represents
the Trinity, which they're
not allowed to flaunt.

The proposal now goes
to the full House for con-
sideration. If approved
there, it would return to
the Senate for final pas-
sage, which could happen
within days. Gov. Steve
Beshear has not said
whether he favors the bill.

State Sen. Ken Winters,
R-Murray, filed the legisla-
tion because several Amish
men in his western Ken-
tucky district were jailed
for refusing to pay fines for
not using the orange signs.
They have appealed their
convictions to the Ken-
tucky Supreme Court,
which is scheduled to hear
oral arguments Thursday.

“This bill is important to
all of us,” Winters said. “If
something is done to chal-
lenge my religious beliefs,
I hope that somebody
would come to my rescue
or my people's rescue. But
beyond that, my motive is
to assure that we have the
safest possible environ-
ment for them while
they're traveling our roads.
But it's to protect others,
too. You know, it's not just
the people in that buggy
who could get killed. It's
the people in the car who
might try to miss them and
go into a ditch or hit them

and ricochet into a tree.”
The bill would allow the

drab Amish buggies to be
outlined with gray or silver
reflective tape that makes
them shine in the dark
when they reflect car lights.
Winters said tests have
proven that the reflective
tape makes the buggies vis-
ible up to 1,000 feet away.

The legislation would go
into effect immediately if
signed by Gov. Steve
Beshear, who hasn't com-
mitted either way. If ap-
proved, it could make the
Supreme Court case moot.
Winters said he'd like to see
the bill win final passage
before Thursday's hearing.

Winters said the Amish
already have implemented
the requirements of the
bill by outlining the backs
and sides of their buggies
in the reflective tape, as
well as putting the tape on
the front left corners of the
buggies. They've also
adopted a provision of the
bill that sets parameters
for lanterns used on the
buggies, requiring one on
the left side to be a foot
taller than the one on the
right.

“There's no question in
my mind that the bill
would provide a much,
much safer environment
for the occupants of that
buggies as well as those us
who are traveling the roads
with them,” Winters said.

Amish buggy bill nearing final passage
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OWENSBORO — When
people pass SS. Joseph and
Paul Catholic Church, they
might simply see a building.
e members of the church,
however, wanted to find a
way to tell the building’s
story.

“Sometimes, we put peo-
ple or things in a box and ex-
pect them to be a certain
way,” said Lavida Mischel,
the chair of the church’s
125th anniversary commit-
tee. “But there’s a lot of his-
tory within our church and
now we can share it and
show something different.”

As part of the church’s an-
niversary celebration, the
committee asked members,
former members and any-
one with artifacts from the
churches to return them for
the archives.

Mischel said there was a
great response. ey col-
lected about 100 artifacts,
many of which came from
cleaning out the steeple.

e committee members
have organized the artifacts
and put them on display in
the church’s Parish Hall. e
display will be open to the
public from 5 to 7 p.m. Sat-
urday and 9 a.m. to 1 p.m.
Sunday. It will open again at
the same times March 24
and 25. e church is at 609
E. Fourth St.

Mischel said they are

planning to make a perma-
nent museum space within
the church to keep a con-
nection to the past.

Among the things they
collected were a pyx, or Eu-
charistic vessel, from 1902
that was passed down
through three priests. ere
also is a garment from Fr.
Lucian Hayden’s first Mass
in 1949. Other mementos
include a Roman book from
the early 1900s, photos and
pieces of the altar from the
original St. Joseph and St.
Paul churches and school
and Monsignor Peter
Braun’s trophy for bowling a
300 game. Mischel said that
was important because it
shows the priest’s human
side.

“I’ve been reading the
history and hearing people’s
stories since we started this,”
Mischel said. “I’m very
eager to see everyone’s reac-
tions.”

e committee alos has
decided to give tours of the
church April 22. en,
tourists can ask about every
detail.

“It’s very nostalgic,” Mis-
chel said. “I think people
will be learn from the story
of the German and Irish
coming together, and they’ll
be excited at the realization
of how deep our roots really
are.”

Email Angela Oliver at ao-
liver@messenger-inquirer.com.

Church putting
archives on display
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In this photo provided by LRC
Public Information, Rep. Fred
Nesler, D-Mayfield, shows a warn-
ing sign as he speaks on a slow-
moving vehicle bill up for
consideration in the Kentucky
House of Representatives on Feb.
28 in Franfort.
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My wife was doubled
over, laughing hysterically
at me. And I wasn’t the
least bit amused.

A recent storm had un-
hinged the door to the
crawl space beneath our
house. For a few days, our
two Schnauzers, Max and
Baylor, had been nervously
smelling the floor vents. I
finally put my ear to one of
them and heard it — a faint
but unmistakable meow. 

A cat was under our
house.

My apologies to cat
lovers — I am not one of
you. Cats and I have an un-
derstanding: I don’t bother
them, and they don’t
bother me.

It’s not that I’m actually
scared of cats, they just
make me nervous. And the
closer I get to one, the
more uneasy I become. My
natural defenses kick in. If
your friendly cat jumps in
my lap, I will smile, and
say, “Nice kitty,” but I will
be suppressing a flinch.
Your lovable pet will put
me on edge. 

So, ok, maybe I am a
borderline feline phobiac.

I can trace my cat aver-
sion to my childhood
friend’s cat. Rex Martin’s
cat joined us as we were
playing under a cardboard
table with a sheet over it,
pretending it was a secret
hide-a-way. All was well
until something made his
cat want out. I was in the
way. Rex laughed uncon-
trollably at the specter of

his cat wrapped up with
me in that sheet, the cat
clawing and scratching,
me crying and screaming. 

The cat did eventually
find its way out, but when
it was over, a permanent
maker had written the
words in my memory with
large letters: BEWARE OF
CATS. In fact, it took a
birthday party with cake
and ice cream to coax me
back over to Rex’s house.
Even then, I stood on the
doorstep and required the
promise of cat security be-
fore I would enter.

So, the other night when
I realized a cat was under
our house, I first tried leav-
ing the crawl space door
open, hoping the cat
would find its way out.
Nothing doing. Finally,
that fateful night, Lori
leaned over the vent in our
kitchen. “I hear it, too,” she
whispered. “Poor kitty,
probably starving.”  

Then she did the un-
thinkable. Pulling the grate
off the vent she called,
“Here kitty.” 

I stepped back, shaking
my head no, but before I
could warn her not to do
that again, she did it, “Here
kitty, up here kitty.”

Then it happened. 
Maybe it was Lori’s

sweet voice, or perhaps it
was the smell of dog food
to a hungry cat, but it hap-
pened. 

Suddenly, that cat
crawled up the vent and
into our house. Lori ran to
open the door, but the
Schnauzers intercepted
the cat, chasing the feline
fugitive around, under,
and over the kitchen table.

Where was I? I don’t
know how I got there, but I
was standing on our
couch, horrified, palms of
my hands on the side of my
head screaming, “There’s a
cat in our house!” 

The cat circled around
the couch where I was
standing, Max and Baylor
in hot pursuit. Lori took
one look at this bewilder-
ing scene and, like Rex
Martin of years ago,
howled with laughter.

I was pointing to the
grate, thinking one of us
should put it back over the
vent, forcing the cat out the
door. I froze. Lori kept
laughing.

And then, as quickly as
that cat had emerged from
the underworld of my
house, it found its way

back down, a cat’s paw in
front of the Schnauzers
who screeched to a halt,
yapping and peering down
the vent at the disappear-
ance of the cat’s tail.

Lori was trying to gain
her composure; the
Schnauzers ran to me,
stopped in front of the
couch, and looked up as if
to say, “That was so much
fun, can we do it again?” 

And there I was, stand-
ing alone on the crouch,
feeling like Quasimodo be-
fore the crowd, crowned
the king of fools.

Some stories have pro-
found moral implications
— others are simple re-
minders that most of us
suppress secret, seemingly
silly fears deep within our
psyche. And sometimes it
helps to know that about
ourselves. And even admit
it. It might make us more
understanding of others’
anxieties.

In case you’re wonder-
ing, I, yes even I, finally got
the cat out alive from be-
neath the house and in
doing so, somewhat re-
deemed myself. 

But that’s another story. 

There’s a cat in our house!
David Whitlock
Contributing writer
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