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Going about immigration reform the wrong way
U.S. REP. MORGAN GRIFFITH

One of America’s defining
virtues is that its promise is
open to people of all races and
creeds. Our foundational prin-
ciples apply to men and women
no matter their land of origin.

Yet this openness to all also
places obligations on those
who want to become Ameri-
cans. Because we aspire to treat
everyone equally according to
the law, we expect newcom-
ers to respect the rule of law.
Because our principles shape
the American identity, we ask

that would-be Americans share
them and support them.

The Democrat majority in
the House of Representatives
recently passed an immigration
bill, H.R. 6, that strays too far
from these principles. The bill
grants green cards and a path
to citizenship to millions of so-
called Dreamers – young people
brought to this country illegally
by their parents.

I think we can treat this
population fairly, recognizing
that their illegal entry was not

their choice. I have supported
proposals that would grant
them legal status in the past as
part of broader changes to the
immigration system, including
what was known as “Goodlatte
2,” and I am willing to do so
again.

But this bill takes too radi-
cal of an approach. It opens a
potential path to citizenship
to those who have commit-
ted multiple misdemeanors,
including DUIs with injuries,
and even a potential pathway

for known gang members. It
is beyond me why Democrats
would want to keep people in
this country who are dangerous
to public safety.

Democrats also passed H.R. 6
while still refusing to work with
President Trump on addressing
the humanitarian and security
crisis at the southern border.
That means building the wall,
more administrative law judges
to adjudicate asylum claims,
and numerous other items. His-
toric numbers of illegal immi-
grants are entering the United
States, straining immigration

enforcement.
Legalizing large numbers

of illegal immigrants without
securing the border will only
worsen the situation, incentiv-
izing more illegal immigration
and further undermining our
laws.

When H.R. 6 passed on the
House floor, spectators in the
gallery erupted in shouting. I
was taken aback, as their chants
were not “USA!” but the Span-
ish “Si se puede,” followed by
its English translation, “Yes we

S
emantics. Tomato/
Tomahto. One man’s junk
is another man’s treasure. I

guess that one hits the nail on the
head.

Some folks are what I call
minimalists. My friend Jo is one.
She visited this week from sunny
Florida, just in time for the chilly
monsoon season. She was brave,
however, and donned a hoodie and
jeans and mustered through.

She stayed with me while here.
The night she came in, I didn’t
think too much of it. I’ve nearly
abandoned the traditional thought
of having to clean when company
is coming over. This is how I live.
If you don’t like it, you can move
on….said with a smile and no ill
will. I do believe it’s true that visi-
tors here to see you and not your
house. Besides, what’s the worst?
They will leave and say, “That
house was messy.” OK. So it is.
What’s your point?

I’ve written before of my
messy house. You get it, and I
feel sure you don’t care. Nor do I,

it seems. Jo does, however. She
offered to help me clean while
she was here. She has tamed
down from the time when she just
jumped in and started washing my
dishes. Down!

They say, “A place for
everything and everything in its
place.” The problem, however, is
when you have more things than
places. What then?

A minimalist like Jo would
say, get rid of this junk! But I can’t
bear to part with most of it, and I’m
not quite sure why. Is it some sort
of safety blanket to keep things
close that I hold dear? Indeed
these things give me satisfaction. I
love having people over to my sty
and showing them my stuff and
recounting the story that each one
holds.

I asked my friend Google
about the psychology behind my
unwillingness to part with stuff.
The first thing that came up was an

article about how to let go of stuff.
How condescending of Mr. Google
and Mrs. Internetwebdotcom to
assume that I even want to! I just
wanted to know why I am this way,
not how to change myself. The
nerve!

Upon reading, it seems
that researchers believe the
amount of stress you feel at home
is in direct relationship to the
amount of stuff you have sit-
ting around. Oh contrare! I feel
quite happy at home, thank you.
They assert that women (why just
women?) whose houses are clut-
tered feel more stress, have poorer
marriages, and have a greater in-
cidence of depression and fatigue.
I have to wonder if this is a causal
relationship. Maybe depression
and fatigue and a bad relationship
are WHY these folks have given up
on cleaning, not the messy house
causing these things. Just sayin’.

It also said the woman or
wife was more affected by the clut-

I
f you follow these rambling
vignettes of mine you may
recall from a previous tale that

I started out solo-hunting small
game at the tender age of nine
years old.

You also may know that I’m a
farm kid from a very frugal Frank-
lin County farm family.

What I’m laying the background
for here is that I cook. Whether I
cook well is open for subjective in-
terpretation, but there is no doubt
that I DO cook, and I cook often.

Now unlike my aspirations to
be a backwoodsman and intrepid
hunter, there was never any inten-
tion to become a chef of any stripe.

I didn’t hanker to learn the intri-
cacies of soufflé’, the business of
blintzes and the foibles of flan.

When I first started rolling out
of bed two hours before dawn
on frosty Saturday mornings, in
preparation to offer violence to
edible wildlife my mother gave me
a lecture.

The gist of the lecture was that
she fed us all, and fed us well, three
meals a day, from scratch, seven
days a week (save school lunches)
but she prepared and served meals
on HER schedule, and if I wanted
hot meals at 4:30 in the AM on a
Saturday, said hot meals were to be
prepared by ME.

Such setbacks never fazed the old
time mountain men. Those hardy
souls travelled the wilderness
subsisting on jerky, parched maize,
and such nuts, roots berries, and
herbs as came their way, at least
between big game kills.

I posited that I could forego
country ham, hot biscuits with
apple butter and fried fatback, easy
over eggs, and sausage patties with
white gravy, and forage afield like
Jeremiah Johnson.

I was wrong.
After a few breakfasts of frost-bit

raw turnips, scavenged field corn
roasting ears, half frozen wormy
wild apples and the like I saw that I
needed to amend my plans a bit.

I tried carrying along cold left-
over biscuits and a slice of what-
ever grease-rimed fried pig-part
might be in the saucer covered
bowl sitting on the table from
yesterday’s breakfast. Such provi-
sions were serviceable but unreli-
able. Sometimes the biscuits were
all gone, most times the bowl was
emptied and washed. Sometimes
there were pickled beets. Leftovers
were too sporadic and uncertain. I
needed to learn to cook.

In those days there were a few
things young men, especially
young aspiring mountain men, just
did not do. They didn’t ask Santa
for an Easy-Bake oven, they didn’t
check cookbooks out of the library,
and they didn’t ask momma and
grandma to teach them to make
biscuits and gravy.

Here was another of those self-
imposed conundrums of adoles-
cent life, for which I knew of no
precedent.

I scoured the hunting and fishing
periodicals for anything mention-
ing field cookery. Such things
were written of, but there were no
instructions, no recipes, nothing to
go on except by guesswork.

I clandestinely watched momma
and grandma cook, I carefully taste
analyzed and reverse engineered
dishes, I casually asked questions
like “how do you know when corn
bread is done?”

I started cooking.
I burned stuff. I made and ate ed-

ible meals, barely edible meals and
inedible meals.

At first the ratio was heavily
skewed toward the latter type but
in time a large proportion started
to fall in the middle category.

There it was! My culinary inde-
pendence!

The next step was of course,
translating the bacon and eggs,
brown beans and cornbread, and
pork chops and mashed taters
skills into wild game cookery.

Well folks, for that you’ve gotta
have wild game, and that takes
hunting and shooting skills. Until I
got those I relied heavily on game
taken by better anglers and hunt-
ers.

I’ve been working at acquiring
field-craft and hunting skills the
last 40-some years. Presently I can
say this, when it comes to mastery
of hunting and fishing, if you’ve got
game I’ve got recipes!

Born and raised in Franklin County, Rocky Gap
resident Cecil Sink is a tinkerer, a talker, a squir-
rel hunter and occasionally a health inspector.
His favorite personal quote is: “there is a tiny
element of truth in almost everything I say.”
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