English Speaking Union Capitol Hill
Internship Programme 2006

Jamie Brockbank, St Catharine’s College,
Cambridge University

109" Congress

Interning on the Committee for Education and the
Workforce, 28 June to 4 August 2006



Foreword

Whilst past intern accounts made it clear that the ESSQapitol Hill internship
programme was an extraordinary opportunity, the enjoyment, experience and
fulfilment | have gained over this summer exceeded everythingld have hoped
for.

| believe that the E.S.U.’s internship
programme is so deservedly revered
because it offers British students an
exclusive insiders’ perspective into the
inner workings of the Capitol’s
corridors of power, that only an elite
coterie of diplomats and foreign
correspondents would normally
sample. Whilst one’s typical London-
based law-vac scheme or investment
banking internship may bolster one’s
bank account and be the keys to
accessing the corporate world, the
E.S.U.’s Capitol Hill internship
programme is surely the gold standard
for those aspiring to careers in politics
and international affairs.

To cite just a couple of examples, rather than relying on the Edsinimmopinion
Hillary Clinton presidential nomination bid or the US’s respadiosine North Korean
missile crisis, | had the unrivalled opportunity to actuaiet the woman for myself
after a press conference, and hear the State Department’sedjo¢iator testify to
Senate on his talks with Pyongyang.

| count myself enormously privileged to have been grantedatidmendous
experience and | owe a debt of thanks to James Probert and éiviienomson for
their organisation, to my friends on the Committee for Educatidrivdorkforce for
being so accommodating, and to the Oxfordshire E.S.U. and St @atkaollege
for their kind financial support.

| hope this account will give a flavour of some of the insighggint and the fun |
had, and act as encouragement for future applicants. Quite sirophnadt
recommend the experience highly enough.

Jamie Brockbank, London, October 2006

jamie.brockbank@gmail.com



Although I had visited Washington D.C. on
my first trip to the United States back in 1998,
my sense of excitement was palpable as the
American Airlines flight skimmed over the
Potomac on its descent into Ronald Reagan
National Airport on Saturday J6June. As the
landing gear lowered and we manoeuvred low
directly past the Pentagon and the Washington
Monument, | knew my American political
adventure was beginning. The moment had
finally arrived after months of West Wing-
fuelled anticipation, and the chore of
meticulously filling out seemingly endless
officious forms and braving U.S. embassy
officialdom to earn my precious J-1 visa.

After greeting my fellow British interns at the spacious Gedashington
University accommodation at 1959 E Street N.W., we were whiskddr the
evening’s ex-pat B.B.Q. at the New Zealand embassy. Suchitiestset the tone for
the superb social calendar available to us interns, rangingcimantless weekend
pool-parties and B.B.Q.s at the luxury suburban homes of generous &.iBporters,
exclusive invitations to the French, Australian and British essiba, and a ringside
seat for the @ of July celebrations and magnificent fireworks.

Perhaps unsurprisingly for a city whose lifeblood is politics, & naver too long
before small talk over a beer in D.C. will switch intading gossip from the Hill, or
an opinionated discussion over so-and-so’s prospects for thedbsind’residential
nomination in 2008. Whilst the most prepared interns had actually brinaghbwn
business cards to distribute, the rest of us soon becameessdid in the art of
networking and learnt that to get-on in D.C. it is indeednadi® much a case of who
you know, as what you know.

The Republican staff of the House Committee for Education an#éf@éroe, for
whom | was interning, demonstrated that they certainly knew bgwtttheir
contacts book good use as they secured Jack Nicklaus as thersasvior my first
week’s hearing. Typically, the 10.30am weekly hearings on wdtindull issues,
such as assessing special needs education in elementary sebatdsattract just a
modest audience of dedicated specialists, a few bored interns sewm¢tdhe topic
for overworked Legislative Assistants, and a handful of repoftem such niche
titles as “Education Weekly”.

But the shrewd acquisition of Nicklaus’s celebrity pulling-power erstirat the
Committee seized the imitative in the daily battlgéd one’s legislation both noticed
and funded amongst hundreds of other competing issues and inberésesHill.
Golden Bear’s much-trumpeted arrival had autograph hunters quguimgside the
doors from 8am on the hope of squeezing into the hearing roomxiakteammed
with C.N.N. and Fox News camera crews and national press repamters
photographers jostling for prime position.



After the obligatory photocall, Nicklaus gave a ringing endorsegmmihow the
P.G.A'’s federally-sponsored “First Tee” golf programme helghed build character
amongst inner-city kids, to the rapt attention of the nelacéunplement of 49
Congressional committee members. No longer were the Congresisstractedly
emailing from their Blackberrys or passing tactical notes about tom@rvote to
their few colleagues in attendance, as they might in a tyipgzaing. Rather, they
were soon avidly competing as to who could pay the most gustbntgetto the great
man’s record, boast of the best handicap, or offer the most famwitation for him
to join them for 18 holes on their state’s “world class” golf cesirs

As soon as formal proceedings closed,
a surge of autograph hunters enveloped
Nicklaus and it was with wails of

protest that we eventually shepherded
him away, some good half-hour later,
for the obligatory private golf ball
signing and photographing session

with the committee staff.

Such fanfare certainly provided an exciting introduction, and | wetd gmoroughly
enjoyed my 6 weeks on the Committee. Despite my pre-armgsimism that my
placement might be somewhat second-best to working directlySenator of
Congressman, it soon became apparent that Congress’s adiaviigyg revolve
around the Committee system.

From entering Congress as a rookie, each Congressmen and Selhateknid join
a Committee relevant to their constituents, for example Aguifor the Midwest
farm state members, or Armed Services if they haaege Imilitary base in their
district, and patiently accumulate expertise as they climbeh@rity ladder.
Committee chairmanships are prized because of their procgduvals to influence
legislation, and, as critics would argue, the scope chairmentdigesh pork-barrel
projects that favour their district or state, and hence theileoti@n campaigns.

The membership and staffing budgets of each Committee isysprioportioned
according to the relative party composition of the House ort&efa the
Republican’s control of the House of Representatives in th8 ¢o8agress was
reflected in their majority membership, and hence chairmanshigil 21 House
Committees and their various subcommittees. Rather than relgiaghandful of
impartial civil servants as in the Westminster system, thathiRepublican and
Democratic camps of the committee are allocated their owisgaustaff of clerks,
researchers and communication specialists in order to ne@etdblpective legislative
agenda.



The partisan loyalties of the 45-strong Republican staff lwaking with were
proudly on display during my introductory tour of our office in 2181 Raybuith, av
mass of “Bush-Cheney '04” placards, posters of the Grand @tgd €laphant
emblazoned with slogans like “Ohio is Bush Country”, and, mostghti an
enormous sign titled “Democrats Pension Plan” with just a hugeigui@sark filling
the blank below. Fox News, meanwhile, a constant blaring presency selé&
respecting Republican office, and its “fair and balanced” anadysssues like
immigration (“get rid of the Mexicans... build a wall”) hetbkeep me in touch with
the G.O.P.’s core voters.

| was made to feel extremely welcome by
intern co-ordinator Deborah Samantar and the
other staff, and | soon had my own desk and
cherished all-access 1.D. pass. Especially in
the early days, it was a thrill to stride be-suited
past the lines of tourists straight into the House
or Senate viewing galleries, to ride the Capitol
Complex’s very own subway system, or pinch
oneself as, for instance, Sen. John McCain
strode past me in the corridors of power. The
Capitol was simply buzzing with politics, even
in the canteen, where | came across the fabled
“freedom fries”, named in protest at French
intransigence over the lraq war.

But pessimists caution, sometimes rightly so, that whilst intamrtee Hill may get a
high off the surrounding buzz, all they can expect work-wise is a comtsth i
answering phones, envelope-licking and other administrativeeatfiores. Clearly,
every intern must accept that as the most junior member offtbe thfey will have
the odd 750-page pension report to photocopy or errand to run. But | foudalilgny
work with the Committee’s press team far more stimulating.

On my first afternoon’s work, my boss, Director of Communications Stevee,
asked if I would mind covering a Small Business Subcommittagrfgeconcerning
verification of immigrant employees. Eager to prove myselthis first assignment
out of the office, | carefully noted proceedings, followed up somesolved issues
with the witnesses afterwards, and summarised the key poiatsiemo on Steve’s
desk by the end of the day.

By showing a little initiative | had impressed Steve araved myself capable of
considerably more than just the usual gruntwork of setting up thenittea room for
hearings. | was now elevated as his man to research and nibaitoedia reaction to
the immigration debate, probably the most contentious and signiloamgstic
political issue of the summer. Every day, | would scan thematand regional
immigration press clippings to monitor new developments — ssitieaintroduction
of an anti-illegal immigrant bill to the Pennsylvania Stdtaise - and gauge opinion
on the Republican’s hardline stance.

I might highlight for Steve in an email or in one of our regune-on-one chats that,
for instance, this week’s letters from readers of the DMiasing Post were



particularly aggrieved at the perceived “flood” of Mexican immaigs across the
Texan border and were wholeheartedly on favour of House Republicans’igartgpa
pass legislation to fence off the Southern border. But | might catigdnhe latest
L.A. Times poll reported that 72% of American Latinos, a rapgtywing
demographic of whom 45% voted for Bush in 2004, were opposed to the
Republican’s immigration policy.

My role was to keep Steve fully informed on the isso@ @ssist him in planning the
political slant the Republicans were going to take in the Coi@a'stupcoming
immigration issue hearings. Rewardingly, Steve would alsanyseesearch to assist
him to ghost-write on behalf of our Californian Committee chairniBack McKeon,
immigration opinion pieces aimed at target audiences.

Over the course of 6 weeks, it was fascinating to see hoimthgration debate
evolved at the national and regional level and it was alsagtste to see how
electoral and political expediency in the run-up to Novembmeitherms invariably
triumphed over an examination of the more challenging long-petioy
considerations. But whilst | enjoyed the office, | relished thedoen Steve granted
me to explore more of life on the Hill. | made a habit of skimntimgugh my daily
copy of Congressional Quarterly and earmarking hearings or pressetmefemworth
slipping out of the office for.

| became a regular spectator at Senate
Foreign Relations Committee hearings
and was fascinated to join the
assembled international press corps to
watch heavyweight figures like Sen.
Dick Luger, Joe Biden, George Allen,
John Kerry or Russ Feingold debate
issues such as the U.S. - India civilian
nuclear deal or the Guantanamo Bay
military tribunals with the expert panel
of witnesses, or grill U.N. Ambassador
John Bolton over his re-appointment. It
was most satisfying to return to the
office and find the outcome of the
proceedings was often breaking news
on the BBC News website.

| also became a fan of the excellent intern lecture sevigsh boasted distinguished
speakers such as highly impressive Chief Justice John Rob#résinspiring Colin
Powell. | particularly appreciated the opportunity to pose an awkguestion from
the House floor to General Powell concerning the U.S.’s missi@ctoles in Iraq,
and | also made good use of the Committee’s links to wsibffice suite of House
Majority Leader, John Boehner, and quiz his Director of Communicationi Ke
Smith, on many an aspect of the Republican leadership’sgstrate



Eager to see as many of Washington’s leading
lights possible, Adam Swersky and | joined the
Republican Youth Majority volunteers helping
out at the annual Ripon Society fundraising
dinner in the 5* Mandarin Oriental Hotel. As
the evening’s Teddy Roosevelt-inspired
razzmatazz was drawing to a close, we spotted
Congressman Tom DelLay glad-handing his
way towards the exit. Whilst | was tempted to
cheekily ask how he had fared in his Jack
Abramoff corruption scandal funded round of
golf at St. Andrews, DeLay’s nickname as
House Majority Leader as “the Hammer”
preceded him and Adam and | struck up a
conversation instead about his beloved Texas.

Back on the Hill, meanwhile, | tracked down
Hillary Clinton’s frenetic schedule to a press
conference given by Democrat Senators to
bemoan high gas prices. After Clinton had
reeled off her piece to the assembled television
cameras, she made a swift departure, pursued
by a throng of reporters with me hastily in tow.
After they had dispersed having been fed the
guote they wanted, | seized the moment and
sidled up to Clinton and her aides as they
made for the elevator. But whilst Hillary
showed a natural politician’s charm with
strangers and graciously accepted my request
for a photograph with her, she was poker-faced
at my parting comment wishing her good luck
for events in 2008!

Despite the semi-celebrity status afforded to
us interns as Brits - | was mistaken on
occasion by excitable American girls to be
former Hill intern Euan Blair - Alex Just,
Jonathan Bailey and | decided to gatecrash
the constituent breakfast run by Illinois
Senators Dick Durbin and Barack Obama.
Whilst we felt rather incongruous seated
amongst the throngs of visiting agricultural
college kids clad in “lllinois Farmers For
America” bomber-jackets, we revelled in
the chance to see the oft-predicted “first
black President” for ourselves.



As well as meeting some of Washington’s top
personalities, we had the privilege to visit
many of its most famous sites. Whilst we
enjoyed public visits to the Supreme Court,
Library of Congress and Arlington National
Cemetery, it was thanks to the contacts of our
very own Pole, Maciej Dziedziniewicz, in
House Minority Whip Steny Hoyer’s office,
that us E.S.U. interns were treated to private
tours of the White House and the Pentagon.

Touring the White House was my most memorable experience ihikgésn, even if
the President wasn'’t there in person to greet us. Walkingtk past the Ellipse that
typically hot and humid morning, | heard the distinctive hum of sotBmily Farchy
and | spotted the Presidential helicopter, Marine One, accontplayies pair of
identical decoys, come skimming in past the Washington Monumenbacia down
on the South Lawn in front of us. 2 distant figures clambered adwefate it shot
back off in the direction of Andrews Airforce Base. By timeet | had reached my
desk, Fox News was showing the President and the visitingeRViinister Koizumi
of Japan boarding Air Force One. Rather than bound for a G8 SuBuslt was in
fact treating his Elvis-loving friend to an exclusive tripGoaceland!

Our tour of the Pentagon was particularly
appreciated by Beth Foskett, who took quite a
shine to our charming guide, a strapping young
infantryman looking dashing in his magnificent
Honor Guard uniform. The tour included a photo-
op at a Department of Defense lectern, allowing
us to imitate Donald Rumsfeld briefing the press
on the latest invasion, and frequent references to
the ongoing “Global War On Terrorism”. More
soberingly, we visited the now fully-repaired
wing that was hit by American Airlines flight 77
during the September 22001 terrorist

hijackings, and the memorial dedicated to its
victims.

Thanks to the contacts Jatin Sharma and Andrew Mclintyre’s mailge ew
Zealand embassy B.B.Q., we were also treated to tours oftienkll Press Club,
with its superb collection of historic newspaper front-pages giagisand the
Eurovision New Bureau, where we watched live coverage of gpartde Discovery
landing at Cape Canaveral. Jonathan Bailey and | also had the ¢bastep-inside
the fortifications of the shimmering World Bank tower block aslfs brother,
Daniel Farchy, shared his experiences of working there with udwoweh.

Looking back, we bonded well as a group and there was never a dufinntmbe
had in the city. During the working week, we would use our groupl &stdo keep
each other informed about the plethora of lunchtime and aftdew@oeptions taking
place on the Hill. Rather than an abiding interests in the éyslconcerns of the
American Soya Bean Association or the future for Americaen8e and Technology,



interns flock to such events to feast on the abundant high-clagedieand drink.

After sufficiently gorging ourselves on, for instance, theefican Poultry Producers’
finest turkey in exchange for feigning some interest in agria@lltssues in Kentucky,
we would often retire to the Hawk and Dove, a popular wagdrole for Hill staffers.

Weekends granted ample opportunity to
enjoy the nightlife of Georgetown and
Adams Morgan and peruse some of the
Smithsonian’s superb array of museums on
the Mall. I also organised trips to the
baseball, and to Fedex Field to cheer on the
Redskins. Venturing further afield, the
Renfrew family kindly hosted us on a
yachting trip out on Chesapeake Bay, whilst
our self-appointed party liaison officer,
Houston Moncure, introduced the more
adventurous members of the group to a
redneck party at his Uncle Bobby’s lake
house down in Stafford County, Virginia.

A special word of gratitude is owed to the
Moncure family for their unstinting kindness
towards us interns. Braxton’s legendary
social connections ensured we were granted
a taste of the city’s high life, such as when he
introduced us to the British Ambassador, Sir
David Manning. Moreover, Jatin Sharma and
| even had the good fortune of taking up the
Moncure’s invitation to join them for a

superb week at their Jamaican villa.

Looking back nostalgically on the summer, |
count myself most fortunate to have sampled
so much of the best Washington has to offer.
My particular thanks go to my co-workers in
the press team, Steve Forde, Lindsey Mask
and Jessica Gross, pictured right.

But whilst this report seeks to record the
notable people and places | saw, it barely
captures the wider understanding of American
culture and political life one gains from living
and working in D.C. for 6 weeks. Love it or
hate it, the United States demands to be
experienced and understood, and I'm grateful
to all the many Americans | befriended, from
Alabama to Alaska, who helped me do this.



