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This book is dedicated to 

 

My two lobbying mentors, 

the late Jack Kinney of Ann Arbor, MI, 

and 

Stanley Johnson of Trinidad-Tobago, 

then a lobbyist for Texaco




Introduction 

This is a memoir of my twenty-six years in Washington as a lobbyist for three industry trade associations and as a congressional relations specialist with three different Administrations. When one “works the Hill,” he or she walks the halls of Congress; hence, the reference to shoe leather. The issues I lobbied were primarily in the energy and environment arena, a hotbed of activity in the 1970s and 1980s. Remember the big push for synthetic fuels in the 1980s? I was right in the middle of that. The advent of environmental legislation was in the early 1970s, but I was involved in the reauthorization (renewal) of those iconic statutes in the mid-to-late 70s.  

In 1978, I flew to 28 different states to give speeches on environmental issues, some more than once. I was a participant on one national television program, many local programs, and was quoted quite often in The Washington Post, The New York Times, and The Wall Street Journal on these issues. When the media wanted a quote from an industry representative on environmental issues, I was usually the guy they called. 

Most of the country has literally no idea how Washington really works—how things get done. To most of the country—and to too many businesses—Washington is a big “black box.” The media is little better; even the news organizations with large Washington bureaus have no clue and an illustration is how often they get the names of key Congressional players wrong and sometimes even misstate which house of Congress a member is from. Most people think that whoever throws the most money at a certain side of a legislative debate wins the battle; while sometimes true, it usually is the exception, not the norm, and the media is as much to blame as anyone in perpetrating this myth.This book is the true story of my life in the Washington milieu—both the triumphs and tragedies—as well as an attempt to explain what lies within that “black box” to unravel the mysteries surrounding this important part of our government.  
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The  book  is  broken  down  into  chapters  based  on  the  different positions I occupied in the Washington arena and includes a “Lessons Learned” at the end of each chapter to put my position and the organization into context and to further elaborate on how each organization that employed me fits into the Washington scene and why certain things happened—despite how the media might have portrayed things at the time. 

The West Wing, Madam Secretary, and Scandal television shows offer(ed) the country a glimpse of how things work(ed) but only at the very highest level. The people who occupy the positions portray(ed) on those shows represent a minute scintilla of the real players in Washington. Those characters are akin to the body of a duck skimming along on top of the water, while there is tremendous action going on beneath the surface although out of site of the public.  

Just call me “ducky legs.” 




On the Hill—1972  

After a major car accident ended my Naval flight career, I lived with my folks for ten months in McLean, VA. My Dad asked me what I was going to do next and I told him that I’d like to work on the Hill. He offered to get me an interview with Senator Harry Byrd (I-VA), who had been my Dad’s squadron executive officer in the Pacific in World War II.”No, Dad,” I said.”If the Senator would announce what he really is, a Republican, I’d love to work for him, but until he makes such an announcement, I can’t. I have to work for someone who’s a bona fide Republican.” 

So, I got a good high school friend of mine, who was already working on the Hill, as he had foregone his last year in college to work for Rep. Jim Broyhill (R-NC), to keep his eyes open for me. After only a few weeks he got me an interview with Congressional freshman Rep. Norman Lent (R-NY). Lent was a semi-dumpy, middle-aged lawyer with a pronounced Long Island accent. I interviewed with him for 5 minutes, his top aide (Administrative Assistant or AA) for five minutes, and then an aide took me up to the Congressman’s annex to take a typing test. Since I’d never used an electric typewriter before, I did terribly. When the AA saw the results of my test he exclaimed, “My God, it looks like you typed this with your feet!” Oh well, I thought, that ends that, but a week later I got a call to come up again. The same aide took me up to the annex where there was an old fashioned typewriter.”It took me four hours to find such an antique here in the Longworth House Office Building (the “freshman dorm”) so I hope you’re worth it.” I passed the test and was hired as a junior legislative assistant. Since I told them money was not an object (I was already getting a disability check, the princely sum as half the pay of a LTJG (first lieutenant equivalent) they took me literally, and I started at $6200/year. 

My first priority was to get a good parking space. My boss was a freshman Republican in an institution run for the past sixteen years by the Democrats, so all of us staff members parked under a 
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freeway four or five blocks away. After a long, hard day it was a little spooky climbing into your car down there. So, after just a couple of days I exaggerated a limp into the office of the head Capitol Hill cop on the House side, introduced myself, and told him my problem. I said, “After all, if we veterans (I was taking a chance assuming he was a veteran) don’t look after ourselves, who the heck will?” The next morning a Capitol Hill cop was stopping traffic for me as I parallel parked on the Rayburn horse shoe, a semi-circular drive outside the main entrance of the most important House office building that has parking on both sides of the drive way. A couple of weeks later I was walking out of the closest door of the Rayburn House Office Building with the Congressman, headed toward our office next door. When he saw a powder blue Corvette with a “Re-elect Lent” bumper sticker, he asked, “Is that your car?” 

“Yes,” I replied.”How in the world did you get to park here?” 

“You know how it works up here, Mr. Lent; it’s who you know.” 

Our office on the second floor of the Freshman Dorm was about 20 by 30 feet with built-in file cabinets on two sides. The Congressman’s office was about the same size, loaded with much blue leather furniture. Perpendicular to both was a hallway that served as a coffee/file room, off of which was a bathroom. Inside the main office door to the left was the boss’ secretary/girlfriend, who the congressman brought down from Albany where he had been a state senator. While she could charm the chrome off a brass lamp, to staff she was a total witch. Next to her was the desk of Marilyn Tat, the office caseworker. Marilyn smoked three packs of cigarettes a day and invariably in the afternoons her coffee cup would be filled with hooch. She was so good she got Jewish relatives of constituents out of Russia, and agencies downtown begged her to quit us and join their staffs. She typed 200 words per minute (one phone communicant asked if my desk was next to the automatic typewriter, since she typed so fast) and took 150 words per minute shorthand, surely a dying art. Next to her desk, against the windows, was the AA’s desk. Across from his was that of the press 
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secretary, Reed Boatright, the aide who had gotten me the typewriter. Reed was a hail, fare-the-well guy from Columbus, OH, who had been a yeoman aide to Five Star General Omar Bradley. In front of his desk, to his left, was the door to the congressman’s office; then, was my desk, and behind my chair was the opening to the coffee room. On the other side of that opening was Chris Lord, the main legislative assistant. Chris was from Amish country in Pennsylvania and a good writer. Upstairs on the seventh floor was the congressman’s annex, a depressing room with a screened in section for storage and an office where Jane Minogue operated the automatic typewriters to spit out responses to congressional mail. In those days, these typewriters worked with long yellow tapes, akin to later-punch cards. Also there was an offset printing press, which the boss’ secretary would force Chris and me to operate while wearing our suits. We can attest that offset printer’s ink does not come out of a suit. We had a few male interns who hung out in the annex, too, and who we tried to dragoon into doing the offset printing for us. 

Lent served on the Banking and Currency Committee which had jurisdiction over, among other things, housing issues. The one memory that sticks out is that the ancient committee chairman Rep. Wright Patman (D-TX) attempted to hold the very first Watergate hearing in late 1972. No Republican Member came and the Nixon Administration refused to provide any witnesses. The press treated it like the farce it was. I primarily responded to Congressional mail. I would open the office at 8 a.m., open all the mail (there was a lot!), distribute each piece to the appropriate staffer, make the first pot of coffee, and begin work. Sometimes I had time to go down to the building cafeteria to chat with other Members’ staffers before the others arrived at Lent’s office. While I sometimes would write issue summaries to brief the congressman before a committee or floor vote, most of my time was spent responding to constituent mail. New Yorkers are smart and well-informed; not many other states’ voters would write to express their views on issues by citing only the legislative bill numbers. 
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Lent’s office had a tradition of drinking martinis at Friday lunches. My ruddy and bleary-eyed countenance on my Congressional identification card attests to that. After work on Friday, we would adjourn to the POETS (“pee on everything, tomorrow’s Saturday”) club party held either at a Rayburn Building’s basement party room or at the nearby National Republican Club’s third floor. 

The narrow metal Congressional staff tag bolted to the bottom of my license plate came in handy. I was heading to Andrew Air Force Base one morning at 0500, traveling at 100 mph on the Beltway, when I got pulled over by a Virginia State Trooper. When he asked me where I was going so fast and so early, I told him I had to catch a Congressional hop leaving from Andrews Air Force Base. He saw the Congressional staff tag and subsequently led me to the Woodrow Wilson Bridge at the same speed with his lights flashing. However, a month later on a Friday night the very same cop pulled me over going the same speed with the top down and a beautiful blonde in the car. His jaw literally hit the ground when he saw it was me, and this time, no excuse would get me out of it. Problem for him was that I was running the political campaign for a lawyer buddy who represented me for free and the Alexandria assistant prosecutor was a drinking pal of ours from the Alexandria Young Republican Club. While I didn’t get off “scott free” it was far less expensive than it would have otherwise been. The judge told me I had better never show up before him for speeding—ever. 

Ralph Edsall was the Congressman’s AA, sent by the Long Island Republican machine (you didn’t get a life guard job there in Nassau County unless your parents were politically connected) to keep an eye on Lent, as he had gotten himself elected over media darling Allard Lowenstein, without their assistance. Ralph had run for the same seat in 1964, and although he had out-polled Goldwater by 15 points, the whole ticket had been dragged down by the debacle. He had inherited an insurance company from his father and ran that plus a small law firm. He usually was in DC from Tuesday through Thursday, and when he was in town he’d 
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show up at 9:30, read the paper (the New York Times, never the Washington Post), meet with the congressman for 15 minutes, go to lunch, and leave by 5 p. m. He often commented, “People in this town only talk about three things: who won the last primary, who won the last election, and who’s hooking up with whom.” In those days, he was pretty much right. After two years, he went back to Long Island and within a year he left his wife and business to move down to his second home in Islamorada in the Florida Keys. In a few months he was joined by a young vixen from the Hill, over twenty years his junior, who had already slept with a few guys in our office, and lived with him for six months. When she returned to DC, Ralph got a girlfriend closer to his age who tried to pressure him to marry her. Not only would he demur, she was dreaming if she thought she’d inherit any of his assets. Ralph’s biggest fault was he was so tight he squeaked. 

The most interesting story about Ralph was that he went home to Long Island one weekend and was staring out his kitchen window when he spotted a ten foot high plant. He decided it was marijuana and called in his teenaged son. He chastised the boy for putting him at such great risk since he was an attorney, an officer of the court, the top aide to the local Congressman, and so forth. The kid hadn’t even thought about any of that. His son and three friends had grown it, so Ralph told them to come over and cut it down the next weekend. He walked down the stairs and found four excited young guys, each with a stack of bagged-marijuana at his feet.”Thanks for harvesting my marijuana,” he said.”Your marijuana?” they chorused.”Yeah, my marijuana, since it was grown on my property, but I’ll tell you what. If any of you can call your parents right here and now and they give you permission, then you can take one-fourth of my pot home.” One kid did so and left with his share. The other two stalked off. His son said, “Gee thanks, Dad. Now I have three times what I had before.” 

“Oh no you don’t,” Ralph said, “the pot of those other two guys is mine. Now go flush it down the john.” 
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Marilyn Tat, the caseworker, was a piece of work. Born and raised in Illinois, she became a CIA secretary and assigned to the Mediterranean area. She married an Omar Sharif look-alike and when they returned to the US, they got a “geographical divorce.” He had to be in NYC, being an international attorney, and she had to be in DC. Her middle school son usually stayed with her mother back in Illinois. 

She lived in a luxury high rise in Arlington where she threw great dinner parties. Per my prediction, her vicious and aggressive Siamese cat was drop-kicked off her seventh floor balcony when he jumped into the wrong person’s lap during a dinner party. Marilyn could play master’s level bridge despite being too inebriated to walk. She smoked about two packs of cigarettes a day, and my first day on the job I offered to empty her ash tray at mid-day saying it looked like it hadn’t been emptied in days.”That’s just from this morning,” she responded. She was extremely night blind when driving. One time she and her son left my apartment late at night after playing bridge. She could have turned right or gone straight at the light near my apartment and been home in ten minutes, but she turned left where she had to drive for over five miles to reach the DC beltway and drove around I-495 twice before finding a familiar exit to get home. When she suggested that they pull into a hotel to sleep until daylight her son responded, “At 2 a. m. with a local address and no luggage?” Marilyn passed away before 50, but not before marrying a suave black bookie who came with a chauffeur and large car. After her marriage to the guy, I was approached by a friend, the first female head of a Washington corporate lobbying office, who whispered conspiratorially, “Gary, what is a bookie doing at your dinner party?” 

The congressman never really trusted me as he couldn’t shake me up. Lent was a screamer and almost daily he would be ranting about something. It wasn’t always about a substantive error or omission. One time he decided that there simply weren’t enough balloons for a fund raiser he was having. In mid-rant he started blowing up more balloons himself! Even the former aide to Omar 
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Bradley would get flustered by his ravings. And Chris Lord would turn into a puddle of mush once these outbursts started. Me? I was raised by a strong Navy captain father and had had a very tough Plebe year where literally half the guys I started with in my Naval Academy company had gotten run out of the Academy by the demanding upper class, so I had already had my Plebe year and was not intimidated by loud and over-demanding authority figures. I would calmly sip my coffee and simply agree with what Lent was saying. The only time I got nervous was when the boss was visited by a political heavyweight from Long Island who was rumored to be a mafia don. While he met with Lent behind closed doors, his all-black dressed bodyguard stood over me to watch me type. 

One example serves to illustrate the pressures Members are under. Our boss was the prime sponsor of a bill to establish a 200 mile fishing limit off our shores to protect the interests of domestic fishing interests. One Thursday morning, Mr. Lent went to National Airport to take the shuttle to New York City for the weekend. Our press secretary received a call from one of the producers of The “Today” Show which wanted to do a feature the following day on the 200 mile fishing limit bill. Our press secretary got ahold of officials of the airline and told them to deliver a message to the Congressman. A gate agent found him on the plane before takeoff and gave him the message: “If you want to be on The “Today” Show tomorrow, get off the plane.” Mr. Lent either didn’t understand the message or made a bad decision (remember, as a Member of Congress, each is vying for public attention with 534 others at all times). He said to the agent, “I don’t understand the message so I’m going to New York.” The whole flight, people were gawking at him, wondering who this guy was who had blown off The “Today” Show so readily. Of course, during the flight he realized he had blown it, so when he arrived he called the press secretary and chewed him out, although the error in judgment was his own. 

On almost any work night, there are political fundraisers all over the Hill. This is a boon for poor, under-paid, overworked Hill 
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staffers. Such soirees involved free booze and free food. Sometimes these fundraisers would be in hotels downtown or near the Hill, where the food was usually much better; however, one of the Rayburn caterers was the ex-wife of Rep. Jim Wright (D-TX), later House Majority Leader and, subsequently, Speaker. At these functions, staffers got to meet staffers from other Members and staffers from committees and subcommittees, usually of the same party. This is especially true of members of the opposite sex—again, most of whom shared your political views. The Hill was a much more fun place to work back then; it’s not so fun now. People take everything far too seriously and are essentially polarized by party. 

The best opportunity to meet staff—and women—of the other party were at private parties held in the offices of the Members themselves, most often around Christmastime. One Member who was very popular with his staff was Rep. Peter Peyser (R-NY). He often would pick up a young woman and invite her to accompany him back to his office. The young lovely would be on cloud nine thinking she was going to score with a Member only to find upon reaching his office that he would turn her over to someone on his staff and leave for the evening. The most memorable Christmas party I attended was our own office Christmas affair. There were 50 to 60 people crammed into our tiny office, when I got a phone call from my best friend from my Naval Academy class. He was a helo pilot in Norfolk flying admirals back and forth from Atlantic Fleet headquarters to the Pentagon and back. Because of their high level passengers, instead of the traditional dark green Nomex flight suits, these helo pilots wore navy blue flight suits with gold ascots. Mick Herdrich’s call was to ask if he could spend the night on my couch since his passenger was staying over. Mick is about 6’2”, has bright blue eyes, and is very good looking. When he came in the doorway, every pair of eyes was glued to him, especially the women. He stepped forward and we gave each other a big hug. Within seconds, every woman in the room was begging me to introduce them. I agreed but admonished them that Mick was very happily married; that meant nothing to the women on the Hill. At party’s end, I 
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invited two gal pals home with us to play bridge; nothing else happened, I assure you. I often repeated that “everyone owes it to themselves to work on Capitol Hill when they’re young!” 

June 1972, found DC being hit by Hurricane Agnes, up to that time the most costly storm in our country’s history. The City was shut down, streets were flooded, trees and power poles were down, and the federal government remained closed for three days. Media announced that officials demanded that only “essential” employees come to work. At 9 a. m. the morning after the storm hit, every one of us was at his/her desk. We looked at each other and exclaimed, “How big are our heads?!” 

We worked very hard (and usually very long) in this office, but we played hard too. In August 1972, one of Lent’s big financial supporters invited the whole staff to his huge mansion in Newport, Rhode Island. We worker bees, took the train to Newport, drinking and  playing  bridge  the  whole  way.  We  were  picked  up  at  the station and taken to a nice motel where we were introduced to the congressman’s district office staff, who we’d talked to on the phone many times, but had never met. The highlight of the weekend was an extended tour of Newport Harbor on a large luxury motor yacht followed by a traditional New England clam/lobster bake on the beach. How any of us made it to work on Monday is a miracle, but we were all there. We didn’t meet the district staff again until election night in November. 

Next door in DC was the office of Rep. Jack Kemp (R-NY), the former NFL quarterback from Buffalo and later a VP candidate on Bob Dole’s ticket. One of his aides was a beautiful young blonde from Buffalo who had been one of Kemp’s mistresses and had come down to DC to stay close to him. She refused to date anyone so as to always remain available to him. We became friends and I’d occasionally give her a ride to work in my ‘Vette. When I went on a trip, she’d drive me to the airport, and I’d let her drive the car while I was gone. I ran into her years later and learned that after extensive and intensive therapy to get over her infatuation with Kemp, she was finally able to emotionally open herself up to someone else and 
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get married. On the other side of Kemp’s office was the lair of Rep. Roger Zion (R-IN), a very eccentric individual who wore loud bow ties and a pencil thin mustache. 

We all went to Long Island the day before the 1972 election to man the phones for Lent and to participate in the wild re-election party. Of course we won. Shortly thereafter Ralph Edsall invited me to accompany him to Switzerland. He had a client in Lausanne, for whom he was the executor to her estate. She had outlived three previous executors, but whoever had that position upon her demise stood to become quite wealthy, so Ralph wanted to stay in her good graces. I assumed that Ralph had cleared with the congressman my accompanying him, but I was to learn afterwards that he hadn’t and I was let go. But our trip was a blast. Although neither of us spoke French, most of the hotel and wait staff were from Spain so my rudimentary Spanish permitted us to get by. Although he had a time share near Lausanne, we only stayed there a couple of nights while he squired his rich, elderly client. After spending sufficient time kissing her ring, we took off in a rental car to Zurich and Zermatt. We stayed in the same Zermatt suite in which he and his wife had spent their honeymoon, though in twin beds, with the Matterhorn framed in the picture window. Taking the cog railway up to the top of the Matterhorn we ran into a Japanese couple carrying over a couple thousand dollars’ worth of photographic equipment. We asked them to take our photo with the $5 Kodak Instamatic that I had picked up in Hong Kong on my Academy first class cruise. We had dinner with a young couple near Lausanne who Ralph had known before; I was turned off by their total disdain for religion, preferring to insist that their success was totally due to their own abilities, and God was extraneous to that success. My overall impression of Switzerland was, “What a beautiful country; it’s a shame it’s wasted on the Swiss.” We spent very little money, as Ralph was so tight, but he’s quite a drummer, which served as a chick magnet. Growing up, he used to sneak from Long Island into Greenwich Village to sit in on drums with bands such as the one headed by Gene Krupa. On our last morning 


Gary Knight 

in Geneva, we were quite hung over, and we thought we were still totally blitzed when the young people across the room kept wildly gesturing to each other. It wasn’t until after our second cup of coffee that we realized that it was a deaf mute convention!  

Geneva airport was the first time I encountered having to go through a metal detector before embarking. I wore a large suede leather coat with a fur collar, so I looked huge. When the metal in my artificial leg set off the detector the Swiss policeman pulled me over to the side to pat me down. When he felt the leather strap atop my thigh he thought it was a gun strap; whereupon, he drew is 45 automatic and pointed it at me.”No, no,” I cried and raised up my pants leg so he’d see my prosthetic. He released a huge sigh of relief, holstered his weapon, and wiped his forehead several times. 

November is a fantastic time to look for a job on the Hill. Newly elected Members were searching for experienced—or well-connected—staffers to complement their offices. I did some research and applied for a few positions with newly-elected Republicans. After a couple of weeks I was offered a position as a legislative assistant for Rep. Robin Beard (R-TN), a former marine corps officer. I deemed it a perfect fit, moderate and former military. However, a week later the offer was rescinded. Norman Lent had called to bad mouth me. It soon became apparent that the vengeful, narrow-minded Lent would poison my well with any Republican with whom I hoped to be employed. Let me show you what kind of guy he was: my father, who was the Chief of Staff of the Naval District Washington at the time, came to have lunch with me. He was one of the top half-dozen captains (equivalent to army colonel) in the Navy, had flown through two wars, and had been in the Navy  for  over  30  years.  We  were  escorted  into  Lent’s  office  for  a brief chat. To kick off the conversation, I mentioned to Dad that prior to becoming a lawyer and entering politics, Lent had been a naval officer. Lent responded, “Yeah, I couldn’t wait to get out of that chicken s . . . outfit!” I couldn’t believe it. He later divorced his wife and the mother of his kids and married his secretary, who later got him in trouble by taking a lobbying job with one of the phone 
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companies while Lent was a member of the communications oversight panel, a subcommittee of what became known as the Energy and Commerce Committee.  

So I decided to go a different route. When I started on the Hill I had begun graduate studies at the American University. I would work from 8 a. m. to 5 p. m. on the Hill, then go to graduate classes three nights/week, and the majority of the time upon returning to the Alexandria apartment I shared with an old high school football buddy, there would be a party going on. It was a high-energy life. In the midst of it, I was struck by an attack of prostatitis, only healed by reducing alcohol, smoking (I smoked six cigars/day), caffeine, and stress. Sex was good for it, thank God, and I couldn’t eliminate the other things, just reduce the intake. I had started taking courses for a masters degree in political science but soon realized that I knew more about politics, especially how the Hill worked, than any of the profs. I got one to admit that he’d never even personally attended a Hill hearing. Therefore, I switched to a masters in public administration (MPA), as if you’re going to be in politics you have to know how the bureaucracy works and how bureaucrats think, as they think differently than you and me. I took one course at the American University law school taught by former Supreme Court Justice Arthur Goldberg on, I think, the politics of the law. Another prof called on me to answer a question by asking, “You in the big blue ring,” referring to my Annapolis ring. The only good things I got out of graduate school were my first lobbying job and my first wife. I’ll get to both later. 

 

LESSONS LEARNED 

I have often said that everyone owes it to oneself to work on the Hill when they’re young. That’s because, while the hours are long and the work often very hard, there is a great deal of fun to be had. While it is most definitely true that the Hill is not nearly as fun as it used to be, because the atmosphere has gotten so bitterly partisan, it is still fun. While there is still some “cross pollenization” between members of the opposite sex of different parties because there are a 
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number of bars on the Hill, the party functions on the Hill itself are more and more segregated by party. It doesn’t mean that one can’t get to know someone from across the aisle in one of the Hill’s lunch rooms, but the many Hill fund raisers where the Members of Congress have the lobbying community fete them, are drastically less bipartisan than they used to be. There was a common saying in my time in Washington, “It’s not personal, it’s politics.” But I’m afraid since the party differences have been greatly exacerbated, that more and more, that differentiation is being fuzzed. But there are so many opportunities to party after hours that it is definitely still a fun place to work. 

Each congressional office is like a little family—although truth be told, many are quite dysfunctional—but when a relatively small group of people spends so much time in close proximity, then familial-type ties develop. Most offices are headed by a chief of staff, usually called an administrative assistant. He or she is usually the highest paid staffer in the office, and this person usually hires the staff most often with the approval of the Member, but not always. When a Member becomes the chairman or ranking minority member of a committee or subcommittee, that Member then has the authority to hire staffers for that panel. Since the committees and subcommittees usually have higher salary levels than personal staffs, the Member often “promotes” one or more members of his or her personal staff to those positions. In the Senate, the Senator need not be the top Member on a panel to hire “professional staffers.” In the Senate, the committee and subcommittee staffers are or become real national experts in the details of the panel’s work and the Federal agencies it oversees, so when the conference committees meet to hash out the final compromise legislation between the House and Senate versions of a bill, the debate in the conference committee usually takes place between Senate committee staff and a Congressman from the House. The two Senators who were always an exception to this rule were Sen. James McClure (R-ID) and Senator Peter Domenici (R-NM). 

In the Senate, when a bill reaches the floor and the Senator is either a key author of the legislation or wants to give a speech on 
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the issue (real debates are few and far between, usually there are competing floor speeches back and forth), the Senator is allowed to have one staffer present on the floor with him. This is not allowed on the House floor; only committee staffers are permitted when a bill emanating from that committee is being considered. 

A Member of Congress’ time is at a premium. Besides meeting with constituents, they attend committee and subcommittee hearings and mark ups (committee sessions where they actually vote on bills and bills are usually broken into either major issues or major sections) and amendments thereto. Parenthetically, Members and their personal or committee staffs do not actually draft the bills. This is done by the legislative counsel’s office; these very bright people are experts in particular segments of the law and when a Member wants to change a law to do something specific, his or her staff meets with the appropriate legislative counsel and discusses the Members’ wishes and the legislative counsel returns to their office to craft the actual legislative language so it doesn’t create unforeseen consequences by sloppy drafting. Additionally, Members spend time on the House or Senate floor (or in the adjacent party cloakroom), meeting with their party’s leadership on either general matters or particular issues, in the office reading constituent mail or studying up on legislative issues. Former House Majority Leader (and later Speaker) Jim Wright (D-TX) would close the door of his Capitol Building office (he also had an office in a House office building for the regular business of a congressman) for an hour a day to allow himself uninterrupted time to read. 

One major time element in a Members’ schedule is fundraising. Legally, fund raising cannot take place on Federal property. Therefore, each party has a major building close to the House office buildings (the Democratic National Committee building and the Capitol Hill Club for the Republicans adjacent to the Republic National Committee building). Fundraisers are held on almost any week night at these two buildings, many times several simultaneously. Running for office is expensive, and the more money a Member has in his or her campaign account, the better. A substantial war chest can ward off potential challengers, both in 
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