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TRIBUTE TO JUDI ROGERS AND 
YOUNG SHIN

HON. BARBARA LEE 
OF CALIFORNIA 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Monday, September 23, 2002

Ms. LEE. Mr. Speaker, I am tremendously 
proud to rise today to recognize two of my 
constituents, Judi Rogers and Young Shin, for 
recently winning the Nation’s highest honor for 
community health leadership from The Robert 
Wood Johnson Foundation. 

Rogers and Shin captured two of the ten 
national awards for their work in the Oakland 
and Berkeley communities. They were se-
lected from a pool of over 450 nominees from 
across the country, and will each receive a 
grant for $120,000 to continue their important 
work. 

Rogers has been recognized for her work 
with Through the Looking Glass—a Berkeley 
organization serving families with disabilities—
where she provides childbirth and parenting 
education for mothers with disabilities. She 
provides home-based services to more than 
35 families a year, most of them low income. 
She also leads a monthly support group. 

Her work touches families well beyond 
Berkeley. As part of Through the Looking 
Glass’ National Resource Center for Parents 
with Disabilities, she offers technical assist-
ance and training for parents and profes-
sionals both nationally and internationally. The 
Center is funded by the Department of Edu-
cation’s National Institute of Disability and Re-
habilitation Research. She is also the author 
of ‘‘Mother to Be: A Guide to Pregnancy and 
Birth for Women with Disabilities.’’

Rogers’ has drawn on her own experience 
as an occupational therapist and disabled 
mother of two to inspire her work. A recent 
battle with breast cancer also convinced her to 
initiate a community outreach program to pro-
vide breast cancer screening services to 
women with disabilities. 

As Roger’s nominator for the award aptly 
put it, ‘‘She has opened up a whole new world 
for people with disabilities.’’

Young Shin launched the Asian Immigrant 
Women Advocates (AIWA) in 1983 to em-
power Asian immigrant women in California’s 
factories to create healthier working condi-
tions. Since 1991, her work has focused on 
addressing health and safety issues, espe-
cially for garment and electronics workers at 
risk for chronic injuries and exposure to haz-
ardous chemicals. The group’s Peer Health 
Promoter Project has trained over 75 women 
as peer educators, who have, in turn, trained 
an additional 300 women on workplace injury 
prevention. 

In 2000, Shin partnered with the University 
of California-San Francisco to establish the 
two-year Asian Immigrant Women Workers 
Clinic. The clinic, which is located near the 
garment factories in Oakland’s Chinatown dis-
trict, has treated more than 250 women with 
ergonomic injuries. The clinic has now ex-

panded its services and operates independ-
ently with low-wage Asian and Latino workers 
under the auspices of UCSF. 

Shin also developed a project to set up 
sewing labs where garment workers can col-
laborate with health care professionals to de-
sign and test practical, low-cost workstation 
improvements. 

On top of all these efforts, her group also 
sponsors literacy classes, leadership training 
and campaigns on workplace issues. 

Mr. Speaker, it’s plain to see that Judi Rog-
ers and Young Shin are tremendously deserv-
ing of their recent awards and I am thrilled to 
call attention to their achievements. I urge my 
colleagues to join me in congratulating them 
both.
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EULOGY TO DONALD LEO 
DUCHARME

HON. MARTIN T. MEEHAN 
OF MASSACHUSETTS 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Monday, September 23, 2002

Mr. MEEHAN. Mr. Speaker, I was saddened 
to learn of the tragic death of Donald Leo 
Ducharme on June 11, 2002. Donald was a 
Dracut, Massachusetts resident, Lowell-native, 
and dedicated teacher for 27 years at the 
Greater Lawrence Vocational High School. He 
is survived by his wife of 36 years, Rita and 
his six children, Heidi, Dawn, Jessica, Donald, 
Todd, and Toby. A beautiful eulogy was given 
on June 14, 2002, at St. Magdalen’s Church 
in Dracut by his son, Donald. I ask for unani-
mous consent to submit it to the RECORD:

First of all, I want to thank everyone for 
coming. It is really amazing how many peo-
ple I have seen over the past couple of days. 
You may think that it was tough to stand up 
yesterday for 8 hours, but the longer it went 
the easier it got. It was such an incredible 
tribute to see for my father. I would also like 
to ask you to keep a smile on your face and 
feel free to laugh, Dad would want it that 
way, and I may need the help. 

Some of you maybe wondering how I was 
picked to be up here. I’m happy to say that 
it was actually my father’s wish. I know this 
because we talked about it. About a year 
ago, I had a short strange dream one night. 
It started with me in this same exact spot. I 
walked to the podium and the first thing I 
did was ask the question, ‘‘How many of you 
people think my father is one of the biggest 
pains in the butt you know?’’ The wording 
was a little more harsh, if you know what I 
mean. Anyway, half the place raised their 
hands. I followed that question with another, 
‘‘Now how many people would think of that 
same pain in the butt as the first person to 
call if you needed help with something?’’ and 
all the same hands plus a few extras came 
up. I awoke just after, thinking that was a 
very strange dream. I wasn’t sure whether or 
not to tell him about it, but after working 
with him for so many years, I was able to 
talk to him about anything. I told him the 
story a few days later, which was also just 
after the family’s long time friend and 
neighbor, Mr. Pepin passed away. He said, 

‘‘You know, when I was at Mr. Pepin’s fu-
neral, I thought about asking you to do it.’’ 
So here I am. 

In the time since September 11th, many 
people have been called heroes. So, I named 
this next section ‘‘Our Fallen Hero’’: 

He may not be a veteran of a military war, 
but did I ever have some with my brothers. 
He wasn’t a policeman, but he was at least a 
traffic cop in our house. He wasn’t a fireman, 
but no one could build a more beautiful, 
safer place for a fire. He was always there 
when you needed him, no questions asked, 
except to find out what tools he needed to 
bring. He is our Fallen Hero. 

Okay, enough mushy stuff, OR we do the 
mushy stuff his way and all line up for slaps 
in the back of the head, any takers? Yes, it 
was a strange way to show love, and it didn’t 
make much sense for a long time. He wanted 
things done right and done right meant his 
way. As much as I tried to prove him wrong, 
somehow he was always right. It started 
making sense to me when I was about 16. I 
was thinking about getting my license and 
therefore needed a car. Well, when I was 12, 
13, 14 years old it didn’t make much sense to 
me why I had to go to work with him all 
summer and every Saturday during school, 
but when I asked my Mom how much money 
I had to buy a car it started making sense. 
Then a couple of years later I started real-
izing it had nothing to do with the money, 
but it had everything to do with the ability 
and skills it takes to be able to make money, 
and making money really meant being able 
to stand on your own two feet and providing 
for your own family some day. 

We all had our lessons growing up. Heidi 
was in charge of cleaning the pool, and no 
one kept it cleaner than her. The only prob-
lem was Dad thought she dragged the hose 
on the concrete and put holes in it. So, he 
booted her in the butt all the way to her bed-
room and she was grounded. Sometime later, 
maybe a couple of months or the next sum-
mer, there were a few more leaks in conjunc-
tion with butt chewings and punishments. It 
turns out it wasn’t Heidi at all. Luckily, for 
her, Pepere R. Dad’s father-in-law, figured 
out that because of the way the hose was 
hung on the fence the sun was actually melt-
ing holes in it. 

Then there was Dawn Ann; could be here 
all day, only because there is no one more 
like Dad. Dad was always very strict with his 
girls, especially with all the guys that were 
always hanging around the house. One day 
my parents weren’t around when Dawn got a 
call to go to a Celtics game. She really did 
want to ask for permission, uh huh, but it 
was before everyone carried a cell phone. So 
in her infinite wisdom she decides she is 
going into Boston on the train with 3 of the 
guys to a Celtics game. Mom and Dad came 
home and asked Heidi where Dawn was. You 
would have thought there was a steam en-
gine train in the living room with the smoke 
that came out of his ears. You guessed it, 
Grounded!

Jessica. As any parent knows, you never 
want to pick favorites out of your kids, or at 
least admit it. Well, we all know that Jess is 
the favorite, Daddy’s little girl, can do no 
wrong. Just a couple of weeks ago I was at 
my parents’ unloading my truck from a long 
day of work. As I was about to leave, Dad 
came out of the house and said, ‘‘Jessica just 
called and there is a bat in the house. Do you
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mind giving me a hand?’’ Now mind you it 
was about 8:00 in the evening and Dad hadn’t 
even eaten dinner yet, but it was Jessica, so 
we went over right away, of course after we 
grabbed the necessary tools: a fishing net, 
racquetball racquets and leather gloves. We 
show up and Jess and her roommate are hid-
ing in her car. Dad is there to save the day 
so they got out of the car and proceeded to 
tell us the bat was this big, it had fangs and 
was hissing at them. Frankie had also shown 
up in the mean time. The three guys go into 
the house looking all over. We went upstairs 
to double check rooms we already searched 
and as Dad opened a door, he saw it flying 
and slammed the door shut. The hunt was 
on, we had it trapped in one room, but we 
had to make our plan. Frankie suggested 
going out onto the roof of the farmer’s porch 
from the other bedroom and try to see where 
the bat was. I crawled out onto the roof and 
made my way over to the bedroom window. 
The shades were almost all the way shut, ex-
cept for a small slot in the middle. Dad has 
his hand on the door ready to barge through 
with the racquet when I give him the okay. 
I see the TINY bat flying around. I’m 
yelling, ‘‘Not yet, not yet!’’ from the roof, 
and then I’m not sure where it is, so I said, 
‘‘I think it landed in the closet.’’ Dad makes 
his charge, but I was wrong, it wasn’t in the 
closet, it was flying right at him. In a flash, 
I see his eyes light up, a scream come out of 
his mouth, and the racquet whipping around. 
I almost rolled off the roof I was laughing so 
hard as I witnessed this all through the win-
dow. Once again, our Hero came through. A 
little side note to Frankie, No pressure, but 
if you had plans to ask Dad for Jessica’s 
hand in marriage you’re in trouble, because 
now you have to come through me! 

This next one is about Toby, another one I 
could go on all day about. One day, all 6 kids 
went to McDonald’s with Mom. Right before 
we left the restaurant Toby snatched up 
some ketchup packets and put them in his 
pocket. When we arrived home, Toby decided 
that it would be funny to put the ketchup 
under the tires of Mom’s car. Next thing you 
know, Mom drove off and the ketchup splat-
tered all over the driveway. 

We all thought this was hysterical, until 
later that evening when Dad YELLED down-
stairs, ‘‘Kids, get up here! All of you!’’

We all thought we were going to get into 
trouble for the ketchup incident and didn’t 
think twice abut pushing Toby up the stairs 
first (since he did it of course). As we all 
crept up the stairs, cowering behind Toby, 
we inched down the seemingly never-ending 
hallway to Mom and Dad standing in the 
kitchen. With the look of death on their 
faces, we became more nervous. They sat us 
down and began speaking in a stern voice. 
But instead of getting in trouble, they pro-
ceeded to tell us that we would be visiting 
Disney World for Christmas. 

I bet they never saw such relieved faces as 
we all laughed and jumped around. We then 
all started to laugh about thinking we were 
going to be in such trouble over the ketchup 
and ended up telling Mom and Dad what had 
happened earlier that day. To our relief, they 
laughed too and Toby wasn’t in trouble. It 
turns out Disney wasn’t the only thing on 
the agenda. Dad also built a fireplace for his 
sister Jackie while we were down there on 
vacation. 

Todd. When it came to just about every-
thing my Dad did, safety was always one of 
the most important things. One day at work, 
we were coming to the top of a big chimney. 
We had staging set up on the roof, and a 
hoist ladder to bring the material up to the 
roof. Todd was always the best tree climber 
in the family, so he was elected to walk the 
material from the ladder to the staging and 
up the incline of the roof. Like I said, Dad 

was always safety conscious, so he tied a 
rope around Todd and then tied it to the 
staging, in case he slipped. Todd backed up a 
step and had a very nervous look on his face. 
My father was concerned and said, ‘‘Todd, 
are you still afraid to fall,’’ and he replied, 
‘‘No’’. So he asked why he looked so scared, 
and Todd replied, ‘‘I don’t like being tied so 
close to you that I don’t have a chance to get 
away before you slap me if I do something 
wrong.’’ It was always tough love from Dad. 

Some of those stories make him sound like 
a bad guy, but really, he only meant the best 
for his kids. Officially, he only had 6 kids, 
but sometimes it seemed more like 26. He 
treated so many of our friends and relatives 
as if they were his own. For example, even 
with 6 kids on his hands, he didn’t hesitate 
for a second to bring his nephew Jeremy into 
our house when his brother fell off a roof and 
was paralyzed. Jeremy became another 
brother to all of us. There are many others 
he treated with the same love, to name a 
few, TJ, Rick and Reg, Frankie and Shawn, 
Lisa, Nicky, Lyle, Bobby, Patrick, All of the 
guys that ever worked from him, Mike, the 
Kenny’s, Scooter, Billy, and many others, 
you know who you are. 

Not only was he a great father to many, 
but he was also a true friend and brother. 
Over the past couple of days, it felt kind of 
strange hearing some of these people say 
sorry to me for my loss, and the rest of my 
brothers and sisters. It felt strange because I 
thought I should be saying the same to them 
knowing what they lost, the best friend or 
brother you could ever ask for. Aunt Ruby, 
Aunt Jackie, Uncle Gerry, Uncle Norm, 
Ralph, Peter, Billy, Rudy, Klaus, Ronny and 
so many others, I just can’t name them all. 

As a Pepere, to his 7 2⁄3 grandchildren, Vic-
toria, Ali, Gary B, Mitch, AJ, Kelly, Josh, 
and one soon to be. What a treat to go to 
Pepere’s house, the surprise bag (a toy or 
treat for each kid, every time they came to 
the house), rides on the bobcat, playing in 
the sand pile, ice cream sundaes right after 
breakfast, the ball pit, swings on the tree, 
and even a swing in the house just in case it 
rained. If your Mom or Dad said No, just ask 
Pepere. 

As a husband, Mom, I don’t know how you 
did it. Not only did she take care of 6 kids, 
but he was the biggest kid of all. He loved to 
play: fishing, Nascar, racquetball, driving 
the vette (at 160 mph early Sunday morning). 
There was so many things he loved to do and 
he did them right to the end, but most sa-
cred of all in his heart was you Mom. He 
couldn’t have done any of the things he did 
without knowing you would be waiting there 
for him when he got home. Especially seeing 
the only thing the man could cook was pop-
corn! 

Thank You.
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AMERICA’S TECHNOLOGY 
INDUSTRY

HON. C.L. ‘‘BUTCH’’ OTTER 
OF IDAHO 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Monday, September 23, 2002

Mr. OTTER. Mr. Speaker, I rise today to 
place into the RECORD a newspaper article 
carrying a welcome story about America’s 
technology industry. Over the last year the fi-
nancial markets, as well as the American peo-
ple, have been rocked by stories of huge cor-
porations that used accounting chicanery and 
outright lies to defraud investors. I am proud 
to say that Micron, based in Boise, Idaho, has 
a worldwide reputation for conservative ac-

counting and fair-dealing with employees, in-
vestors, and the community. I am hopeful that 
innovative, upstanding companies like Micron 
will lead this Nation into economic recovery 
and renewed faith in the marketplace.

[From the EE Times, Asia, Sept. 16, 2002] 
MICRON’S COST MANAGEMENT ENVY

Micron execs have been talking about con-
servative financial management long before 
the industry came to know about the shock-
ing revelations of Worldcom’s accounting 
irregularities. 

Some EEs in Silicon Valley often wonder 
how Micron Technology Inc. escapes cyclical 
storms that have become the hallmark of 
semiconductor businesses. Industry observ-
ers generally point to its single-minded focus 
on memories and its frugal culture that 
helps keep production costs low. 

But there is something more remarkable 
about the Boise, Idaho-based company that 
became evident only lately: conservative ac-
counting. Micron execs have been talking 
about conservative financial management 
long before the industry came to know about 
the shocking revelations of WorldCom’s ac-
counting irregularities. 

Memory business has been intensely com-
petitive, and on top of that, sometimes coun-
tries or rather a group of companies tend to 
make memories a strategic business. ‘‘We 
prepare for that by not borrowing too much 
money, which helps us prepare to face all 
kinds of situations,’’ says a Micron execu-
tive. 

In 1990, Micron was ranked as the 11th 
DRAM maker, while last year, it was the 
second largest memory vendor. Despite the 
rupture of the Hynix deal and the fear of de-
cline in DRAM market this year, Micron is 
progressively investing in new technologies. 

The memory chipmaker has recently dem-
onstrated the first DDR–II system for PC ap-
plications—with memory channel running at 
533/MHz data rate for a channel bandwidth of 
4,300/MBps. The demonstration included a va-
riety of developments including a 256/Mb 
DDR–II device, a hardware-analysis board 
and signal-analysis software. 

The system would allow not only to verify 
DDR–II channel performance, but also to 
characterize how well the channel works for 
various operating conditions, data patterns 
as well as timing and voltage margins. 

While Micron’s decisions are driven around 
cost scenarios, this tradition will be soon be 
put to the test in the much talked-about 200/
mm-to300/mm conversion. So far, the 
chipmaker seems to be a trendsetter as it re-
lates the 300/mm transition to production 
cost. As CEO Steve Appleton puts it, the 
company doesn’t care what anyone else is 
doing, unless it helps to drive the cost of 300/
mm and change the model. 

After the irrational exuberance of 2000 was 
followed by pessimism last year, the indus-
try is waking up to new realities born out of 
accounting loopholes. Here, Micron’s pre-
science and financial savvy can provide some 
significant lessons.

f

INTRODUCTION OF THE WATER 
RESOURCES DEVELOPMENT ACT 
OF 2002

HON. DON YOUNG 
OF ALASKA 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Monday, September 23, 2002

Mr. YOUNG of Alaska. Mr. Speaker, I am 
very pleased to introduce, along with the 
Ranking Member of the Transportation and In-
frastructure Committee, James Oberstar, the
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