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Federal lands damaged by catastrophic 
events, to revitalize Forest Service experi-
mental forests, and for other purposes: 

Mr. STARK. Madam Chairman, I rise today 
in opposition to H.R. 4200, the Forest Emer-
gency Recovery and Research Act. 

Rather than aid in a speedy recovery after 
a natural disaster, this bill is itself a disaster 
for the environment. 

Forestry experts have repeatedly expressed 
concern about the harmful effects of salvage 
logging, yet Republicans choose to ignore 
sound science and insist on implementing en-
vironmentally irresponsible logging policies. 
Contrary to what Republicans and their cam-
paign contributors in the logging industry 
would like you to believe, research shows that 
post-fire logging actually impedes forest re-
generation, causes erosion and degrades 
water quality. 

As if facilitating the destruction of forests 
wasn’t enough, this bill also weakens existing 
laws meant to protect our entire environment. 
In the case of a catastrophic event, H.R. 4200 
allows for the removal of timber salvage while 
ignoring the National Environmental Protection 
Act, the Clean Water Act, and key provisions 
of the Endangered Species Act. 

The exemptions contained in this bill are en-
tirely unnecessary. The Forest Service is cur-
rently completing the removal of timber sal-
vage, on national forests impacted by Hurri-
cane Katrina with existing environmental 
guidelines and authorities for such practices. 
H.R. 4200 isn’t needed and it is merely an-
other attempt by Republicans to dismantle 
landmark environmental laws. 

Finally, H.R. 4200 provides no protection for 
roadless areas, nation recreation areas, na-
tional conservation areas or wilderness study 
areas, thus putting many of our valuable pub-
lic lands at risk. 

I believe we have more reason to be con-
cerned about the damage this bill will cause 
than the potential damage caused by actual 
natural disasters. H.R. 4200 is nothing short of 
disastrous for our national forests and public 
lands and I urge my colleagues to vote 
against it. 

f 

RECOGNIZING LEROY AND 
BARBARA SHATTO 

HON. SAM GRAVES 
OF MISSOURI 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, May 18, 2006 

Mr. GRAVES. Mr. Speaker, I proudly pause 
to recognize Leroy and Barbara Shatto of 
Osborn, Missouri. They are the owners of 
Shatto Farms Milk Company, a family owned 
and operated business in Northern Missouri. 
Recently, Leroy was selected as the 2006 
Missouri Small Business Person of the Year 
by the United States Small Business Adminis-
tration. 

Through hard work and the assistance of a 
Small Business Administration loan, the Shatto 
family has developed a very successful busi-
ness. The Shatto Farms Milk Company pro-
duces ‘‘pure’’ milk with no added hormones, in 
a variety of flavors. The milk has grown quick-
ly in popularity and is available in local grocery 
stores in Missouri and Kansas. 

Mr. Speaker, I proudly ask you to join me in 
recognizing Leroy and Barbara Shatto. Their 

entrepreneurial spirit and innovation in milk 
production are remarkable. I commend them 
for the achievement and I am honored to rep-
resent them in the United States Congress. 

f 

IN HONOR OF BOB GRIES RECIPI-
ENT OF THE CLEVELAND 
SPEECH AND HEARING CENTER’S 
INAUGURAL DANIEL D. DAUBY 
AWARD 

HON. DENNIS J. KUCINICH 
OF OHIO 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, May 18, 2006 

Mr. KUCINICH. Mr. Speaker, I rise today in 
honor and recognition of Bob Gries, upon 
being named the recipient of the 2006 Daniel 
D. Dauby Award, presented annually by the 
Cleveland Hearing and Speech Center of 
Cleveland, Ohio. 

Since the 1930s, Mr. Gries and his family 
have been unwavering champions of support 
and advocacy for individuals and families who 
are impacted by hearing, speech and deaf-
ness issues. His leadership and volunteerism 
is evidenced throughout our Cleveland com-
munity, especially in the outstanding pro-
grams, services and awareness campaigns 
that originate from the Cleveland Hearing and 
Speech Center. 

The Gries and Dauby families are con-
nected not only by bloodline, but also by their 
collective sense of commitment to community 
involvement. Daniel Dauby, for whom the 
award is named, was born deaf. His father 
was Nathan L. Dauby, general manager for 
the former downtown May Company Depart-
ment Store, a position he held for nearly 50 
years. Mr. Gries is the nephew of Daniel 
Dauby, and his work serves to keep Daniel’s 
legacy alive and relevant to the thousands of 
individuals whose challenging world is filled 
with hope, joy and the potential to soar far 
above the walls of silence. 

Mr. Speaker and Colleagues, please join me 
in honor, recognition and gratitude of Mr. Bob 
Gries, up in being named the Daniel D. Dauby 
Award recipient. Mr. Gries’ unwavering com-
mitment and volunteerism, focused on advanc-
ing the services and programs offered at the 
Cleveland Speech and Hearing Center, con-
tinues to have a profound and positive impact 
on the lives of children, adults and their fami-
lies who face daily challenges in a hearing 
world, giving them the practical resources to 
dream, achieve and succeed. I wish Mr. Gries 
and his entire family an abundance of health, 
peace and happiness, today and always. 

f 

IN RECOGNITION OF THE WOMEN’S 
CITY CLUB OF NEW YORK ON 
THE OCCASION OF ITS 90TH AN-
NIVERSARY 

HON. CAROLYN B. MALONEY 
OF NEW YORK 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, May 18, 2006 

Mrs. MALONEY. Mr. Speaker, I rise to pay 
tribute to the Women’s City Club of New York, 
a non-partisan, non-profit civic association that 
shapes public policy through teaching, advo-
cacy and citizen engagement. This august in-

stitution is celebrating its 90th anniversary this 
month, and I salute its remarkable success in 
working to achieve fairness, equity and inclu-
sion for all New Yorkers. 

Since its founding in 1915 by suffragists and 
social reformers, the Women’s City Club of 
New York has drawn upon the skills and quali-
fications of its pool of volunteers to identify, 
analyze and increase awareness of current 
and emerging trends in public policy, develop 
a carefully reasoned platform on key issues, 
and educate and empower the public at large 
through a variety of informational programs 
and publications. Its membership works in 
concert with advocacy and community based 
organizations to effect meaningful change for 
the better in our government! and our society. 

From its origins in women’s suffrage move-
ment, Women’s City Club members have hon-
ored women’s hard-fought right to vote by 
helping the public become more informed and 
better educated about the political and govern-
mental issues of the day. Throughout the long 
and proud history of the Women’s City Club, 
its members have fulfilled a critical mission by 
helping New Yorkers understand and scruti-
nize all aspects of their municipal government 
and to become active in policy debates and 
the political process. The Women’s City Club 
also achieved remarkable success in edu-
cating and enlightening elected officials, thus 
playing an instrumental role in shaping re-
sponsible government and public policies. 

Today, Women’s City Club members con-
tinue to effect change at the city, State and 
Federal levels. Its members informed engage-
ment has earned the Women’s City Club the 
respect of the government officials, opinion- 
makers in the news media, and civic activists 
of all stripes. Members of the Women’s City 
Club of New York have rightly been dubbed 
reasoned citizen-advocates who know the way 
to City Hall. 

Today, the Women’s City Club is ably led by 
its president, Blanche E. Lawton, and its oper-
ations effectively managed by Paulette 
Geanacopoulos, LMSW. Through its network 
of committees and task forces, the Women’s 
City Club continues to educate and inform its 
members and the public at large and help 
keep New York’s municipal government a role 
model for cities around the Nation. 

Mr. Speaker, I ask that my distinguished 
colleagues join me recognizing the enormous 
contributions to the civic life of our Nation’s 
greatest metropolis by the Women’s City Club 
of New York. 

f 

WOMEN IN THE IRAQ WAR: A DIF-
FERENT KIND OF MOTHER’S DAY 

HON. CHARLES B. RANGEL 
OF NEW YORK 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, May 18, 2006 

Mr. RANGEL. Mr. Speaker, I rise to enter 
into the RECORD an article published in the 
Washington Post of April 18, 2006 ‘‘Limbs 
Lost to Enemy Fire, Women Forge a New Re-
ality’’ and to offer my heartfelt gratitude and 
good wishes on Mother’s Day to the women 
serving in the United States Armed Forces 
who have fought in Iraq and Afghanistan and 
come home with life-changing physical or 
mental injuries. Some of these women might 
not be mothers themselves yet; some may 
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never enjoy the precious gift of motherhood 
because of their injuries, but they all have 
mothers. I send the mothers of injured female 
troops a wish for the speedy recovery of your 
child and for a healing of your heart. 

For the mothers of women who have died in 
combat I offer my humble apology and heart-
felt sorrow. Your grief as a mother is more 
than I can ever understand but I grieve with 
you and for this Nation. The loss of your child, 
a brave woman and a blessing you delivered 
to this country is a loss to us all. 

I wished to enter the particular article I cite 
above about women amputees because it is 
not widely enough known that the Iraq war is 
the first to make amputees of women in com-
bat. The story in the Washington Post is sub-
titled ‘‘Women After War: The amputees.’’ 

The Post features the story of Dawn 
Halfaker, a 26-year-old retired Army Captain, 
whose right arm and shoulder were ravaged 
by a rocket propelled grenade that exploded in 
her Humvee in 2004. According to the Post, 
she was one of the newest soldiers ‘‘To start 
down a path almost unknown in the United 
States: woman as combat amputee.’’ 

Retired Captain Halfaker underwent multiple 
surgeries, learned to eat on her own and write 
with her left hand. ‘‘She was part of a new 
generation of women who have lost pieces of 
themselves in war, experiencing the same 
physical trauma and psychological anguish as 
their male counterparts.’’ 

But there is a difference from male ampu-
tees for these women who have lost limbs in 
combat. They do not know how society will 
view them as society has never experienced 
female amputees. They do not know how they 
will view themselves. Body image is an impor-
tant part of every female child, teenager and 
woman in this country, more so and differently 
than it is for men. Society knows women will 
starve themselves to be ‘‘thin’’ because a thin 
body is important. They undergo implants, 
botox injections, and plastic surgery to make 
sure they look like society’s favorite model or 
celebrity. Girls in their teens are susceptible to 
life threatening bulimia and anorexia for fear of 
‘‘getting fat.’’ 

On April 18, 2006, when the Washington 
Post published the story about women ampu-
tees, the numbers were ‘‘small.’’ In 3 years of 
war there were only 11 female amputees. On 
that same date there were 350 male ampu-
tees. 

Dawn Halfaker was on night patrol in 
Baqubah, Iraq on June 19, 2004, when her 
vehicle was hit. Another soldier’s arm was 
sheared off in the same accident and went fly-
ing past her head. As the medics worked to 
stabilize her, she warned them not to cut off 
her arm. She had been a strong athlete, a 
basketball standout at West Point, a starting 
guard through 4 years of college. When she 
was at Walter Reed, she did not want to know 
what she looked like. She asked her mother to 
cover the mirror in her room with a towel. 

One of the more shocking aspects reported 
by this article in the Washington Post is the 
following information from historian Judy 
Bellafaire of the Women in Military Service for 
America Memorial Foundation, which re-
searches such issues. Ms. Bellafaire is quoted 
as saying: ‘‘We’re unaware of any female am-
putees from previous wars.’’ More shocking 
still is the report from the Post that follows: 

‘‘Surprising many political observers, the fact 
of female casualties has produced little public 
reaction. Before Iraq, many assumed that the 
sight of women in body bags or with missing 
limbs would provoke a wave of public revul-
sion.’’ Yet the Post quotes Charles Moskos of 
Northwestern University, a leading military so-
ciologist: According to Moskos, ‘‘The country 
has not been concerned about female casual-
ties.’’ Moskos goes on to say, politically the 
issues of female casualties ‘‘are a no-win polit-
ical issue. Conservatives fear it will undermine 
support for the war if they speak out about 
wounded women, and liberals worry they will 
jeopardize support for women serving in com-
bat roles by raising the subject.’’ 

In a section of the article entitled Mother-
hood Redefined, the Post article tells the story 
of Juanita Wilson, a mother of a 6-year-old 
girl. Ms. Wilson returned from Iraq with her left 
arm in bandages and her hand gone. At first 
she did not want to see her daughter but 
would only talk to her by telephone. It was 4 
weeks before Ms. Wilson would allow her hus-
band and daughter to visit her. For this visit, 
she insisted the nurse help her with makeup 
and stow her IV in a backpack for an outing 
to Chuck E. Cheese. When she finally was 
home, she was disturbed to learn she could 
not make her daughter a sandwich. 

My Mother’s Day wish for our female troops 
is that you come home soon, safe and to the 
life you dreamed of and if you are changed, 
you find the political will of your country has 
made your return as comfortable and satis-
fying as possible. You deserve no less. 

[From the Washington Post, Apr. 18, 2006] 

LIMBS LOST TO ENEMY FIRE, WOMEN FORGE A 
NEW REALITY 

(By Donna St. George) 

Her body had been maimed by war. Dawn 
Halfaker lay unconscious at Walter Reed 
Army Medical Center, her parents at her 
bedside and her future suddenly unsure. A 
rocket-propelled grenade had exploded in her 
Humvee, ravaging her arm and shoulder. 

In June 2004, she became the newest soldier 
to start down a path almost unknown in the 
United States: woman as combat amputee. 

It was a distinction she did not dwell on 
during days of intense pain and repeated sur-
geries or even as she struggled to eat on her 
own, write left-handed and use an artificial 
limb. But scattered among her experiences 
were moments when she was aware that few 
women before her had rethought their lives, 
their bodies, their choices, in this particular 
way. 

She was part of a new generation of women 
who have lost pieces of themselves in war, 
experiencing the same physical trauma and 
psychological anguish as their male counter-
parts. But for female combat amputees has 
come something else: a quiet sense of wonder 
about how the public views them and how 
they will reconcile themselves. 

Their numbers are small, 11 in 3 years of 
war, compared with more than 350 men. They 
are not quite a band of sisters, but more a 
chain of women linked by history and experi-
ence and fate—one extending herself to an-
other who then might offer something for 
the next. 

They have discovered, at various points of 
their recovery, that gender has made a dif-
ference—‘‘not better or worse,’’ as Halfaker 
put it, ‘‘just different.’’ 

For Halfaker, an athlete with a strong 
sense of her physical self, the world was 

transformed June 19, 2004, on a night patrol 
through Baqubah, Iraq. Out of nowhere had 
come the rocket-propelled grenade, explod-
ing behind her head. 

Another soldier’s arm was sheared off. 
Blood was everywhere. 

‘‘Get us out of the kill zone!’’ she yelled to 
the Humvee driver. She was a 24-year-old 
first lieutenant, a platoon leader who two 
months earlier had led her unit in repulsing 
a six-hour attack on a police station in 
Diyala province. As medics worked to sta-
bilize her, she warned: ‘‘You bastards better 
not cut my arm off.’’ 

In the hospital, there had been no other 
way to save her life. 

At first, in the early days, she tried to ig-
nore the burns on her face, her wounded 
right shoulder, the fact of her missing arm. 
She had been a basketball standout at West 
Point, a starting guard through four years of 
college. She was fit, young, energetic. 

Suddenly, she was a disabled veteran of 
war. 

‘‘I didn’t want to know what I looked 
like,’’ she recalled recently. She asked her 
mother to get a towel and cover the mirror 
in her hospital room. 

NEW TERRAIN, NEW PERILS 

The Iraq war is the first in which so many 
women have had so much exposure to com-
bat—working in a wide array of jobs, with 
long deployments, in a place where hostile 
fire has no bounds. In all, more than 370 
women have been wounded in action and 34 
have been killed by hostile fire. 

The war has created what experts believe 
is the nation’s first group of female combat 
amputees. ‘‘We’re unaware of any female am-
putees from previous wars,’’ said historian 
Judy Bellafaire of the Women in Military 
Service for America Memorial Foundation, 
which researches such issues. 

Surprising many political observers, the 
fact of female casualties has produced little 
public reaction. Before Iraq, many assumed 
that the sight of women in body bags or with 
missing limbs would provoke a wave of pub-
lic revulsion. 

‘‘On the whole, the country has not been 
concerned about female casualties,’’ said 
Charles Moskos of Northwestern University, 
a leading military sociologist. Politically, 
Moskos said, it is a no-win issue. Conserv-
atives fear they will undermine support for 
the war if they speak out about wounded 
women, and liberals worry they will jeop-
ardize support for women serving in combat 
roles by raising the subject, he said. 

In the hospital, female combat amputees 
face all the challenges men do—with a few 
possible differences. Women, for example, 
seem to care more about appearance and be 
more expressive about their experiences, 
hospital staff members said. Among the 
women, there also was ‘‘a unique under-
standing or bond,’’ said Capt. Katie 
Yancosek, an occupational therapist at Wal-
ter Reed. 

The advent of female combat amputees has 
left an enduring impression on many hos-
pital staff members. ‘‘We have learned not to 
underestimate or be overly skeptical about 
how these women will do,’’ said Amanda 
Magee, a physician’s assistant in the ampu-
tee care program. ‘‘Sometimes they arrive in 
really bad shape, and people are really wor-
ried. . . . But we’ve learned they can move 
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on from a devastating injury as well as any 
man.’’ 

MOTHERHOOD REDEFINED 
Two months after Dawn Halfaker was 

wounded, Juanita Wilson arrived on a 
stretcher at Walter Reed, her left arm in 
bandages, her hand gone. It was August 25, 
2004, just days after a roadside bomb went off 
under Wilson’s Humvee. She came to the 
hospital as the Iraq war’s fourth female com-
bat amputee—the first who was a mother. 

From the beginning, Wilson decided she 
did not want her only child to see her so 
wounded. She talked to the 6-year-old by 
phone. ‘‘Mommy’s okay,’’ she assured the 
girl. ‘‘What are you doing at school now?’’ 

It was only after four weeks that Wilson 
allowed her husband and child to travel from 
Hawaii, where the family had been stationed, 
for a visit. By then, Wilson was more mobile. 
She asked a nurse put makeup on her face, 
stowed her IV medications into a backpack 
she could wear and planned an outing to 
Chuck E. Cheese’s. 

‘‘Mommy, I’m sorry you got hurt,’’ her 
daughter, Kenyah, said when she arrived, 
hugging her. And then: ‘‘Mommy, I thought 
you died.’’ 

The sort of mother who mailed her daugh-
ter penmanship exercises and math problems 
from the war zone, Wilson wanted Kenyah to 
stay focused on school and the ordinary con-
cerns of being 6. ‘‘I wanted it to be like I was 
going to be okay when she saw me,’’ said 
Wilson, 32. 

Changes revealed themselves one at a time. 
Wilson remembered that her daughter eyed 

a plate of croissants in the hotel-like room 
where the family stayed at Walter Reed that 
first time they were together again. The 
child asked her mother for a sandwich. 

‘‘I realized, ‘Oh, I can’t even make a sand-
wich,’ ’’ she said. ‘‘It was a hurting feeling, 
your kid asking you to make her a sandwich 
and you’re saying, ‘You’ll have to make your 
own sandwich’ to a 6-year-old.’’ 

In November 2004, she heard that a female 
pilot had just been shot down in her Black 
Hawk helicopter in Iraq. Within days, 
Tammy Duckworth arrived at the hospital 
missing both legs, her right arm in jeopardy. 
She lay in a coma, her husband and parents 
at her bedside. ‘‘You care about everybody, 
but somehow amputees connect to ampu-
tees,’’ Wilson said, especially if they are 
women. ‘‘It was a big deal to me,’’ she said. 

Wilson headed to the pilot’s room to sit 
with her family. She found herself returning 
to Duckworth’s bedside again and again—ar-
ranging her get-well cards, decorating her 
room, kissing the top of her head. One day, 
when Duckworth, now 37, was conscious, Wil-
son rolled up her sleeve to reveal her own 
amputated arm. 

In a soft voice, Wilson said, she reassured 
her that another soldier was with her now. 
Wilson told her she could not imagine ex-
actly how she felt but that she cared deeply. 

She could not hold the pilot’s hand because 
Duckworth was too injured. 

Instead, Wilson stroked her hair. 
THE SKY IS THE LIMIT 

By mid-2005, Juanita Wilson was back to 
the rhythms of daily life with her husband 
and daughter. The couple bought a house in 
the suburbs of Baltimore. She took a new job 
with the Army, is a staff sergeant and is up 
for a promotion. 

At 6:30 one winter morning, Wilson was 
cooking Cream of Wheat on her stovetop— 
taking great care to pour with her prosthetic 
and stir with her other arm. In her life as a 
woman, a mother and a wife, there are limits 
she once didn’t face and could not even imag-
ine. 

‘‘Kenyah,’’ Wilson called. 
When the child came down the stairs in 

bright pink pajamas, she saw her mother’s 

trouble: Wilson was in uniform, almost ready 
for work, but she needed help with her hair. 

Wilson sat on a chair as Kenyah brushed 
gently, and then brought her mother’s hair 
up in a bun. She is ‘‘a happy helper,’’ Wilson 
said. 

The girl, now 7, tells all her friends about 
‘‘handie,’’ as she has nicknamed Wilson’s ar-
tificial limb. ‘‘My daughter is definitely not 
bashful about telling anybody,’’ Wilson said. 
‘‘She tells other kids at school. Kids don’t 
judge you. They think it’s the coolest thing 
that I have a robotic arm.’’ 

But Wilson continues to shield her daugh-
ter from the discomfort and anguish of her 
injury. ‘‘I didn’t want to take her childhood 
away. That’s my focus—that she is happy 
and enjoying life and not thinking about me. 
She’ll ask me questions, and I’ll say, ‘Oh 
that’s not for children to worry about’ ’’ 

On that winter morning, Wilson had al-
ready tied her combat boots, her right hand 
doing most of the work and her prosthetic 
holding the loop before it is tied. ‘‘I want it 
to be known that just because you’re a fe-
male injured in combat, you don’t have to 
give up your career and you don’t have to 
look at yourself as disabled,’’ she said. 

She added: ‘‘I haven’t met any female sol-
dier yet who feels she shouldn’t have been 
there.’’ 

How the world sees war-wounded women 
like her, she said, is a little harder to pin-
point. 

‘‘When you’re in Walter Reed, you’re in a 
bubble. I could walk around with my arm off. 
It’s acceptable. Everyone there knows. . . . 
But when you walk out that gate, it’s a 
whole different world. No one knows what 
I’ve been through, no one probably cares, and 
to avoid all of that, I never come outside 
without my [prosthetic] arm. Never.’’ 

Wilson added, ‘‘I have noticed that when 
you’re a female walking around as an ampu-
tee, everybody’s mouth drops.’’ 

Lately, she has set new career goals, aim-
ing high, perhaps even for the Army’s top en-
listed job. She listened with glee to the news 
that Tammy Duckworth—at whose bedside 
she had prayed—had decided to run for Con-
gress in Illinois. 

Soon after she learned about her friend’s 
new political life, she called Duckworth, 
joked that she would serve as her assistant 
in Congress, and then reflected: ‘‘It defi-
nitely says the sky is the limit.’’ 

SCARS FARTHER FROM THE SURFACE 
Long out of Walter Reed, Dawn Halfaker is 

also deeply into a life remade. It has been 17 
months since she was wounded, and her fa-
vorite yoga tape is playing on a small VCR 
in an apartment in Adams Morgan. Halfaker 
barely seems to notice her image, which once 
was difficult to bear and is now reflected 
back at her from a large mirror: red hair and 
trim, athletic build, one arm extended per-
fectly above her head. 

In place of her missing limb is a T-shirt 
sleeve, empty, hanging. Following along 
with the yoga tape, Halfaker visualizes that 
she still has a right arm; it helps her bal-
ance. 

She retired from the Army as a captain— 
a tough choice only four years out of West 
Point, but one she made as she tried to imag-
ine fitting back into military culture. With-
out her arm, she could no longer do push-ups, 
tie her combat boots, tuck her hair neatly 
under a beret. 

She still has friends in Iraq, although one 
was killed in December. But the Bronze Star 
that she was awarded last year for her role 
at the Diyala police station is tucked away 
in a box. That day, she was in charge of 32 
soldiers during the sustained firefight, tak-
ing a position on the roof with a grenade 
launcher, then quelling a jail riot. 

Lately, she works at an office in Arlington, 
mostly as a consultant to the Defense Ad-
vanced Research Projects Agency. She has 
applied to graduate school in security stud-
ies, bought a condo in Adams Morgan and co- 
wrote a book proposal about postwar recov-
ery. 

To get to this new place, Halfaker has 
made all sorts of adjustments. She types on 
a computer one-handed. Drive a car with a 
push-button ignition. Uses her knees to hold 
steady a peanut butter jar she wants to open. 
To write a note or a letter, she learned to use 
her left hand, practicing nightly at Walter 
Reed as she penned her thoughts in a jour-
nal. 

‘‘You don’t think about how many times 
you have a lot of things in your hands, like 
for me just carrying my coffee from cafe 
downstairs up to my office on the seventh 
floor is a total battle every day,’’ she said. 
She has to hold the coffee cup, scan her iden-
tification badge, open doors, press elevator 
buttons. Sometimes she spills. Sometimes 
the coffee burns her. 

In her apartment, Halfaker bends and 
stretches into yoga poses, her artificial arm 
lying beside the mirror. More functional 
prosthetics did little good for her type of in-
jury, she found. So she persuaded prosthetic 
artists at Walter Reed to make this one— 
lightweight and natural-looking, easier on 
her body, allowing her to blend in with the 
outside world. 

Halfaker goes without a prosthetic when 
she is exercising, jogging through the streets 
of Washington or snowboarding in Colorado 
or lobbing tennis balls around a court. 

‘‘I never really wanted to hide the fact 
that I was an amputee,’’ she said, ‘‘but I 
never wanted it to be the central focus of my 
life.’’ For some men, she said, it seems a 
badge of honor that they do not mind show-
ing. ‘‘For a woman, at least for me, it’s not 
at all. . . . The fact that I only have one arm, 
I’m okay with that, but I want to be able to 
walk around and look like everyone else and 
not attract attention to myself. ‘‘ 

Last year, a guy she met on the Metro 
asked her out, saying that he thought she 
was pretty. She agreed to meet him for lunch 
but felt nervous about mentioning her miss-
ing limb. It turned out that he was no less 
interested, she said. In the fall, she started 
dating an Army anesthesiologist, to whom 
she has become close. He is deployed in Iraq. 

As a woman in her twenties, ‘‘I want to 
look as good as I can look,’’ she acknowl-
edged. ‘‘I think that’s very much a female 
perspective, based on the roles that society 
has put men and women in.’’ 

Even more, she said, ‘‘I don’t want to be 
known for being one-armed. I want to be 
known for whatever it is I do in my life.’’ 

f 

RECOGNIZING LIEUTENANT 
COLONEL DEWAYNE L. KNOTT 

HON. SAM GRAVES 
OF MISSOURI 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Thursday, May 18, 2006 

Mr. GRAVES. Mr. Speaker, I proudly pause 
to recognize Lieutenant Colonel Dewayne L. 
Knott of St. Joseph, Missouri. He has served 
most recently as the Vice Commander of the 
139th Medical Group of the Air National Guard 
based in St. Joseph. After 37 years of distin-
guished service, Lieutenant Colonel Knott is 
retiring from the Missouri Air National Guard. 

The Lieutenant Colonel began his years of 
service in March of 1969 as an enlisted mem-
ber of the United States Air Force. He served 
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