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In addition to the nearly 80 Members 

of the House and Senate buried in the 
Congressional Cemetery, there are also 
128 cenotaphs erected to honor former 
Members. 

Here is what they look like. 
The latest cenotaphs were for Speak-

er Tip O’Neill, Hale Boggs, and Nich-
olas Begich. It is something that has 
been done for quite some while. There 
is currently some interest in placing a 
cenotaph for our recently departed col-
league, Daniel Patrick Moynihan. 

These cenotaphs were designed by 
the distinguished Capitol Architect, 
Benjamin Henry Latrobe. 

As transportation improved, it be-
came custom to remove remains to a 
congressman’s home state for burial, 
but a cenotaph was placed in the Con-
gressional Cemetery in their memory. 
The practice ceased in 1877. 

It is my hope that this Congress will 
take a look at this cemetery and un-
derstand that the Congressional Ceme-
tery is the final resting place of nearly 
80 Members of the House and the Sen-
ate, a signer of the Declaration of Inde-
pendence and two Vice Presidents. It is 
where you will find the grave of John 
Phillip Sousa. You will see the grave-
stone of J. Edgar Hoover. It is quite a 
remarkable cemetery. 

Let me again show a photograph that 
shows the entrance and the roads in 
this cemetery. It is in desperate, des-
perate disrepair. The Congressional 
Cemetery ought to be a place of honor. 
It is the final resting place for many 
who served this country with great dis-
tinction for so many years. 

As this Congress considers what our 
responsibilities are and what we can 
and should do, it is my hope that we 
will invest the small amount of re-
sources necessary to once again pro-
vide the honor and majesty that should 
accompany this monument of ourselves 
called the Congressional Cemetery. 

Cemeteries have a way of casting per-
sonalities. Everywhere you go at the 
Congressional Cemetery, you can’t help 
but notice strong personalities who 
served this country over its more than 
two centuries. 

I indicated when I started that this 
cemetery doesn’t belong to the U.S. 
Government. It is run by a nonprofit 
organization. But when the cemetery 
was started in 1807, it received finan-
cial support from the federal govern-
ment. It was created by a group of citi-
zens who wanted it to become the sole 
burial place in Washington, DC, for 
Members of Congress. And over nearly 
two centuries—Senators, Congressmen, 
and public officials who served this 
country in a remarkable way have 
found their way to this final resting 
place in the Congressional Cemetery. It 
is a shame, in my judgment, for it to 
have fallen into such desperate dis-
repair. 

My hope is that in the coming couple 
of weeks in the appropriations process, 
we may once again continue to make 
some progress to address it. I have spo-
ken with Mr. BYRD, the Senator from 

West Virginia, at some length about 
this and with other colleagues. I think 
all recognize that this is something to 
which we should pay some attention. I 
know there are many other very big 
issues we deal with here in the Senate. 
But this is something that I think is 
important to the memory of who we 
are, who served our country, how we 
treat them in death, and how we re-
spect their memories. We can and 
should do better to bring a sense of re-
pair and majesty to the Congressional 
Cemetery. 

It is not too far from this building. I 
encourage all of my colleagues to go to 
the Congressional Cemetery and drive 
down those roads full of potholes in 
great disrepair and ask yourself if we 
don’t have an obligation to do some-
thing about it. I hope so. 

I yield the floor.
The PRESIDING OFFICER. The Sen-

ator from Delaware. 
f 

IN REMEMBRANCE OF STROM 
THURMOND 

Mr. BIDEN. Mr. President, I would 
like to proceed in morning business to 
briefly discuss two totally different 
subjects, if I may. 

I rise initially to acknowledge the 
passing of a good friend of mine. People 
may find it strange to hear the Senator 
from Delaware say that, because they 
are used to so much hyperbole from all 
of us in the Senate, in Congress, and 
many in public office. They find it dif-
ficult to believe that people with dis-
parately different views, as Strom 
Thurmond and I had, were good friends. 

I received a call not too many weeks 
ago from Nancy, Strom Thurmond’s 
wife, telling me she had just spoken to 
the Senator. To use Nancy’s phrase, 
she said that Strom ‘‘was now on God’s 
time, Joe.’’ I wondered for a moment 
about exactly what she meant. She 
went on to say that he doesn’t have 
much time left, his body is shutting 
down. 

She said he made a request which 
both flattered me greatly and saddened 
me significantly. She said he asked her 
to ask me whether or not I would de-
liver a eulogy for him at his burial, 
which is going to take place on Tues-
day next—this coming Tuesday. 

It might come as a surprise to a lot 
of people that on Tuesday, somewhere 
approaching 4 or 5 o’clock, people—in-
cluding representatives from Strom’s 
family—will stand up to speak of him 
and that I will be among them. I am a 
guy who as a kid was energized, an-
gered, emboldened, and outraged all at 
the same time by the treatment of Af-
rican Americans in my State—a border 
State—and throughout the South. 
When I was not much older than the 
young pages who are now sitting down 
there I literally ran for public office 
and got involved in public office and 
politics because I thought I would have 
the ability to play a little tiny part in 
ending the awful treatment of African 
Americans. I will stand up to speak 
about Strom Thurmond.

In the 1950s I was a child in grade 
school, and in the late 1950s and into 
the 1960s I was in high school. As hard 
as it is to believe now, that was an era 
where, when you turned on your tele-
vision, you were as likely to see ‘‘Bull’’ 
Conner and his German Shepherd dogs 
attacking black women marching after 
church on Sunday to protest their cir-
cumstance, or George Wallace standing 
in a doorway of a university, or Orville 
Faubus. 

This all started to seep into my con-
sciousness when I was in grade school, 
as it did, I suspect, for everyone in my 
generation. It animated my interest, as 
I said, and my anger. I was not merely 
intellectually repelled by what was 
going on in the South particularly at 
the time, I was, as is probably a legiti-
mate criticism of me, angry about it 
and outraged about it. 

The idea that I would come to the 
Senate at age 29—to be precise, I got 
elected at age 29; by the time I got 
sworn in, I turned 30—and 2 years later 
to be serving on a committee with J. 
Strom Thurmond, him the most senior 
Republican and me the most junior not 
only Democrat but junior member of 
the committee. Over the next 28 years 
he and I would become friends. He and 
I would, in some instances, have an in-
timate relationship. 

The idea that my daughter, who is 
now a 22-year-old grown woman, would, 
to this day, in her bedroom, have one 
picture sitting on her dresser of all the 
pictures she has since she was a child. 
From the moment she was born—her 
father was a Senator and her entire life 
I have been a Senator—she has had the 
privilege of being able to meet Sen-
ators and Presidents and kings and 
queens. She has one picture sitting on 
her bureau. It startled me when I real-
ized it the other night. She does not 
live at home. She, like all young peo-
ple, is on her own. It is a picture of her 
and Strom Thurmond, taken when she 
was 9 years old, sitting on her desk. 

If you had told me—first off, if you 
had told me when I was 20 years old I 
was going to have a child, that would 
have been hard to believe. But if you 
told me when I was 29 years old—when 
I did have two children—that one of my 
children, as I approached the Senate 
roughly 30 years later, would have a 
childhood picture of her or him in 
Strom Thurmond’s office, standing 
next to his desk with his arm around 
her, and it was kept on her bureau, I 
would have said: You have insulted me. 
Don’t do that. 

The only point I want to make today, 
as I do not intend at this moment to 
attempt to eulogize Strom, is that I 
think one of the incredible aspects of 
our democracy—even more precisely, 
our Government, our governmental 
system—that is lost today on so many 
is it has built into it the mechanisms 
that allow you not only to see the 
worst in what you abhor and fight it 
but see the best in people with whom 
you have very profound philosophic 
disagreement. 

VerDate Jan 31 2003 04:58 Jun 28, 2003 Jkt 019060 PO 00000 Frm 00009 Fmt 0637 Sfmt 0634 E:\CR\FM\G27JN6.017 S27PT1



CONGRESSIONAL RECORD — SENATES8828 June 27, 2003
There is an old expression: Politics 

makes strange bedfellows. That is read 
today by most young people, or anyone 
who hears it, as meaning what it 
maybe initially meant: that they are 
strange bedfellows because people need 
things from each other, and they com-
promise. So you end up being aligned 
with someone with whom you disagree, 
out of self-interest. 

But the majesty of this place in 
which I stand—this Senate, the floor of 
this place, the floor of the Senate at 
this moment—is it has another impact 
on people I do not think many histo-
rians have written very well about, and 
I think it is almost hard to understand, 
even harder to articulate; and that is, 
it produces relationships that are a 
consequence of you looking at the best 
in your opponent, the best in the peo-
ple with whom you serve, the best 
about their nature. 

I remember, as a young Senator—I 
guess I was 31—wandering on the floor 
one day. New Senators will not like 
what I am about to say, but when you 
are a newer Senator, you have less hec-
tic Senate responsibilities than you do 
when you are a more senior Senator. 
You are no less important. But being 
chairman of a committee gives you the 
honor of turning your lights on and 
turning them off, meaning you are the 
first and last there. When you are not 
a senior Member, you are not required 
to do that as much. 

So I was wandering literally onto the 
floor, like my friend from Montana just 
has, and there was a debate going on. 

(Mr. BURNS assumed the chair.) 
Mr. BIDEN. One of my colleagues, 

who also became a friend, was railing 
against something I felt very strongly 
about. And at the time, because of the 
circumstance in which I got here, I was 
meeting regularly, once a week, with 
one of the finest men I ever knew, the 
then-majority leader Senator Mike 
Mansfield. 

When I got here, between the date I 
got elected and the date I arrived, my 
wife and daughter were killed in an 
automobile accident and I was not 
crazy about being here. Senator Mans-
field, being the great man he was, took 
on the role of sort of a Dutch uncle. He 
would tell me what my responsibility 
was and why I should stay in the Sen-
ate. 

And then, without my knowing it, 
really, at the time—looking back, it is 
crystal clear—he would ask me to come 
and meet with him in his office once a 
week and talk about what I was doing. 
But he acted sort of like he was the 
principal and I was the young teacher, 
and I was coming to tell him how my 
classes were going. But, really, it was 
just to take my pulse and see how I was 
doing. 

Anyway, I walked on the floor one 
day, and a particular friend of mine, 
Jesse Helms—he has become a close 
friend, God love him. He is in North 
Carolina now in retirement—he was 
going on about something I had a very 
serious disagreement with. 

I walked into Senator Mansfield’s of-
fice—which was out that door—and I 
sat down with him. He said: How is it 
going? And I began to rail about how 
could this Senator say such and such a 
thing? It had to do with the Americans 
with Disabilities Act or what was being 
discussed then. And Senator Mansfield, 
in his way, just let me go on, and then 
he said: Joe—I will not bore you with 
the whole story. This relates to 
Strom—he said: Joe, you should under-
stand one thing. And he told me the 
story about Harry Truman.

When Harry Truman first got to the 
Senate—I will paraphrase this—he 
wrote back to his wife Bess and said: I 
can’t believe I am here. I can’t believe 
how I got here with all these great 
men. 

Apparently, not long thereafter, he 
wrote back to Bess and said he couldn’t 
understand how all these other guys 
got here. 

Well, he told me that story. And he 
said: Let me tell you, every single soli-
tary man and woman with whom you 
will serve in the Senate has something 
very special that their constituency 
sees in them. And your job is to look 
for that. 

I can’t imagine anybody saying that 
today, can you? I can’t imagine, in this 
raw political environment we are in, 
somebody having the insight Mike 
Mansfield had and telling a novitiate, 
if you will, a new, young Senator, that 
part of my job was to look for that 
thing in my colleague, a colleague with 
whom I have a bitter disagreement, to 
look for that thing in him that his con-
stituency recognized which was special 
and sent him here. 

Maybe subconsciously, because of 
that, I became one of Strom Thur-
mond’s close friends and, as his AA will 
tell you, one of his protectors, espe-
cially as he got older. Mike Mansfield 
was right. I never called Mike Mans-
field ‘‘Mike.’’ I am standing here as a 
senior Senator saying Mike Mansfield. 
I never called him Mike until the day 
he died. I called him Mr. Leader. And 
Strom Thurmond had a very special 
piece of him that his constituents saw 
that had nothing to do with the most 
celebrated aspects of his career. 

The most celebrated aspects of his 
career were the ones I abhor the most: 
The filibuster to fight civil rights and 
to keep black Americans in the shadow 
of white Americans or signing the 
Southern Manifesto. 

It is funny—I say to my friend from 
Montana—I actually got tied up with a 
lot of Southerners. 

Senator John Stennis became my 
friend. I had his office. I have the table 
he presented to me in the conference 
room that had been Richard Russell’s, 
upon which—I am told—the Southern 
Manifesto was signed. I might note par-
enthetically, if you all know John 
Stennis, he talked at you like this all 
the time. He would hold his hand like 
this. When I was looking through his 
office, when he was leaving, to see 
whether I could take his office because 

of my seniority, he reminded me of the 
first time I came by his office as a 
young Senator to pay my respects, 
which was a tradition then. And I sat 
down at that conference table which he 
used as his office desk. 

He patted the leather chair next to 
me. He said: Sit down. He said: What 
made you run for the Senate? After 
congratulating me. 

And like a darn fool I told him the 
exact truth. I said: Civil rights, sir. 

As soon as I said it, I could feel the 
beads of sweat pop out on my head, my 
underarms get damp. Why am I telling 
this old segregationist that the reason 
was civil rights? That is not a very 
auspicious way to start off a relation-
ship. 

He looked at me and said: Good. 
Good. Good. 

That was the end of the conversation. 
Over the intervening years, we served 

18 years. We shared a hospital room in 
Walter Reed for 3 months. He was in 
there, and I was. He became supportive 
of me in my effort to run for President 
back in the 1980s. We became good 
friends. But 18 years later, when I came 
back to look at his office to see wheth-
er or not I would take his office be-
cause it was a more commodious space, 
I walked into the office. It was during 
that interregnum period after the Pres-
idential election. President Bush was 
about to take office. There had been 
this transition. 

Anyway, I said to his secretary of 
many years—I am embarrassed, I can’t 
remember her first name. I think it 
may have been Mildred. He was in the 
Senate 42 years, maybe 43—is the 
chairman in? 

She said: Senator, you can go right 
into his office. 

I walked in. He was sitting in the 
same spot he was 18 years earlier. Only 
this time in a wheelchair with an am-
putated leg was John Stennis. I said: 
Mr. Chairman, I apologize. 

He said: Come in, sit down. Sit down. 
He patted the chair. I sat down. He 
startled me. He said: You all remember 
the first time you came to see me, JOE? 

I had not. And he reminded me. I 
looked at him and he recited the story. 
And I said: I was a pretty smart fellow, 
wasn’t I, Mr. Chairman? 

And he said: I wanted to tell you 
something then and I am going to tell 
you now. He said: You are going to 
take my office, aren’t you? 

I said: Yes, sir, Mr. Chairman. 
He caressed that table—it was a big 

mahogany table about half the size of 
the table in the cabinet room—as if it 
was an animate object. He said: Do you 
see this table, JOE? 

I said: Yes, Mr. Chairman. 
He said: This table was the flagship 

of the Confederacy from 1954 to 1968. He 
said: Senator Russell would have us 
every Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday—I 
forget what day—and we would have 
lunch here. He said: Everybody had a 
drawer. And he opened one of the draw-
ers. He said: We planned the demise of 
the civil rights movement at this table. 
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He said: It is time now that this table 
go from the table of a man against civil 
rights to the table owned by a man for 
civil rights. I give you my word on 
that. 

I was moved by that. I looked at him, 
and he said: One more thing, JOE, be-
fore you leave. He said: The civil rights 
movement did more to free the white 
man than it did the black man. 

And I said: How is that, Mr. Chair-
man? 

None of you here are old enough to 
remember him, but again the way he 
talked, he went like this, he said: It 
freed my soul. It freed my soul. 

The point I want to make that I am 
grappling with here is the men and 
women who serve here, and Strom 
Thurmond in particular, actually 
change. They actually grow. They ac-
tually, because of the diverse views 
that are here and the different geog-
raphy represented, if you are here long 
enough, it rubs against you. It sort of 
polishes you. Not in the way of polish 
meaning smooth, but polishes you in 
the sense of taking off the edges and 
understanding the other man’s perspec-
tive. 

I believe Strom Thurmond was a cap-
tive of his era, his age, and his geog-
raphy.

I do not believe Strom Thurmond at 
his core was racist. But even if he had 
been, I believe that he changed, and the 
news media says he changed, they 
think, out of pure opportunism. I be-
lieve he changed because the times 
changed, life changed. He worked with, 
he saw, he had relationships with peo-
ple who educated him, as well as I have 
been educated. 

Hubert Humphrey wrote a book—and 
I had the great honor of serving with 
him—called ‘‘The Education of a Pub-
lic Man.’’ I watched Strom Thurmond 
as the percentage of his staff increased 
in terms of black representation. He 
and I were chairmen, or cochairmen, of 
the Judiciary Committee for almost 
two decades—16 years I believe. I 
watched him. He would lean over to me 
in the middle of a hearing because we 
had a genuine trust and say: Joe, what 
did they mean by that? 

I will never forget we were holding a 
hearing on a Supreme Court Justice, 
and at the end the last group of wit-
nesses we had—we had six witnesses—
included a young man representing the 
gay and lesbian task force. He was 
chairing and I was the only one with 
him because the hearing was already 
finished and these were people coming 
to register opposition or support. They 
ranged from all kinds of groups that 
were before us—extremely conservative 
ones and liberal ones—to give every-
body their say. Everybody on the com-
mittee knew it was basically over. Be-
cause of being the ranking Democrat or 
ranking Republican or the chairman, 
you have to be there. 

I will never forget sitting next to him 
and he leaned over and said: What is he 
saying? This young man was explaining 
the point of view of why, in fact, to be 

gay was not to be in any way mal-
adjusted. But Strom came from an era 
and a time that was different, so he 
looked at the young man and he said: 
Have you received psychiatric help, 
son? 

Now, everybody in that room who 
was under the age of 40 laughed and 
thought he was being a wise guy. He 
was serious. 

He leaned over to me and he said: 
Joe, why do they call it ‘‘gay’’? 

He wasn’t being snide. He literally, 
at 91 years old, didn’t understand that. 
I guess it must not have been 
Rehnquist. It must have been someone 
later. He did not understand. Remem-
ber, this man was over 100 years old. He 
came from the Deep South. People 
from the far North don’t understand ei-
ther. But he came from an environ-
ment that was so different. But in this 
place, over time, he had the ability, 
without even knowing it, to apply 
Mike Mansfield’s standard, which was 
to look at the other guy or woman and 
try to figure out what is the good thing 
about them that caused their people to 
send them here, with all their warts, 
foibles and faults. 

I deem it a privilege to have become 
his friend. We were equals in the sense 
that our vote counted the same. Our 
influence on some issues was the same. 
But I am 60 and he was 100. There was 
always a 40-year chasm between us. I 
could say things to Strom and be irrev-
erent with him. I could grab him by the 
arm and say: Strom, don’t—which I 
would not have been able to do if there 
had been a 10-year difference. I was like 
the kid. It is strange—I find it strange 
even talking about it—how this rela-
tionship that started in stark adver-
sarial confrontation ended up being as 
close as it was, causing Strom Thur-
mond to ask his wife whether I would 
deliver a eulogy for him. I don’t fully
understand it, but I do know it is some-
thing about this place, these walls, this 
Chamber, and something good about 
America, something good about our 
system, and it is something that is 
sorely needed—to look in the eyes of 
your adversary within our system and 
look for the good in him, and not just 
the part that you find disagreeable or, 
in some cases, abhorrent. 

I will end on a more humorous note. 
I had the privilege of being asked to be 
one of the four people to speak at his 
90th birthday party. The other people 
were George Mitchell, then majority 
leader, a fine man; Bob Dole; and Rich-
ard Milhouse Nixon. It was before a 
crowd of a thousand or more people, 
black tie, here in Washington. It was 
quite an event. It kind of shocked ev-
erybody that I was asked to be one of 
the speakers. It shocked me to be seen 
with Richard Milhouse Nixon, even 
though he was President when I arrived 
here. 

I did some research about Strom to 
find out about his background before I 
did this tribute on his 90th birthday—a 
combination tribute and roast. You 
know what I found? I found a lead edi-

torial—I don’t have it now—from the 
year 1947 or 1948 from the New York 
Times, and the title, if memory serves 
me correct, is something like ‘‘The 
Hope of the South.’’ It was about 
Strom Thurmond. The New York 
Times, the liberal New York Times, in 
the late forties—it must have been 
1947—wrote about this guy, Strom 
Thurmond, a public official in South 
Carolina, who got himself in trouble 
and lost a primary because he was too 
empathetic to African-Americans be-
cause when he was a presiding judge, 
he started an effort statewide in South 
Carolina that tried to get better text-
books and materials into black schools, 
and he tutored young blacks and set up 
an organization to tutor and teach 
young blacks how to read. Strom Thur-
mond. Strom Thurmond. I think it was 
in 1946 or 1947. The essence of the edi-
torial was that this is ‘‘the hope of the 
South.’’ In the meantime, he got beat 
by a sitting Senator for being ‘‘weak 
on race.’’

I think Strom Thurmond learned the 
wrong political lesson from that and 
decided no one would ever get to the 
right of him on this issue again. But I 
also was sitting next to him when he 
voted for the extension of the Voting 
Rights Act. 

The only point I want to make is, 
people change, people grow, and people 
react to crises in different ways. I 
choose to remember Strom Thurmond 
in his last 15 years as Senator rather 
than choose to remember him when he 
started his career. 

I do not choose that just as a matter 
of convenience. I choose that because I 
believe men and women can grow. I be-
lieve John Stennis meant it when he 
said the civil rights movement saved 
his soul. I believe Strom Thurmond 
meant it when he hired so many Afri-
can Americans, signed on to the exten-
sion of the Voting Rights Act, and 
voted for the Martin Luther King holi-
day. 

I choose to believe that he meant it 
because I find it hard to believe that in 
the so many decent, generous, and per-
sonal acts that he did for me that it did 
not come from a man who is basically 
a decent, good man, and the latter part 
of his career reflects that. 

I choose it not just because I am an 
optimist. I choose it not just because I 
want to believe it. I choose it not just 
because I believe there is a chemistry 
that happens in this body. I choose it 
because I believe basically in the good-
ness of human nature and it will win 
out, and I think it did in Strom. 

I will have more to say—or less to 
say but hopefully more succinctly and 
in a more articulate way—at his fu-
neral. 

I close by saying to Nancy, Strom, 
Jr., and all of his children, how much I 
cared about their father, how much, in 
a strange way, he taught me, and how 
much I hope he learned from those of 
us who disagreed so much with his pol-
icy on race. The human side of this can 
never be lost. They lost the blood of 
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their blood, bone of their bone. It was 
a tough time. But I am flattered that 
he asked me, and I just hope that I and 
others are worthy of his memory when 
we speak of him on Tuesday.

f 

WAR IN IRAQ 

Mr. BIDEN. Mr. President, I planned 
yesterday to be here today to speak 
about a totally different subject, and 
then we learned last evening what hap-
pened to Strom Thurmond. With the 
permission of my colleagues, I wish to 
move for a few minutes to a totally dif-
ferent subject, and that is the war in 
Iraq. I say ‘‘the war in Iraq’’ because 
there is still a war in Iraq. 

I returned from Baghdad on Tuesday 
with two of my distinguished Repub-
lican colleagues—Senators LUGAR and 
HAGEL. I came away with several im-
pressions that I want to pass on to my 
colleagues in the hope that it will give 
some additional information or insight. 
My impressions, although not stated in 
the same way by my two colleagues, 
Senators HAGEL and LUGAR, I am con-
fident are the same ones they had be-
cause we did a number of press con-
ferences and we talked at length. It 
was a 14-hour flight back. We are good 
friends, and we all agree on the essence 
of what I am about to say, although we 
have different emphasis on different 
points. Let me say what those primary 
impressions are and why I think there 
is such an urgency. 

First, there is still a war going on. It 
is more like a guerrilla war but there is 
a war. Meeting with our military 
troops, meeting with our generals, one 
told us: Every time I send a young man 
out on patrol on the streets of Baghdad 
in a humvee, I tell them: Treat it as if 
you are in battle. 

He told us how they know now that 
our young men and women are being 
targeted not by some random group of 
Islamists who are angry but by profes-
sionals, the leftover fedayeen, the Re-
publican Guard. Where did all these 
folks go? They went back into their 
communities. 

One colonel told us they know that 
people who are engaged in going after 
Americans are instructed in the fol-
lowing way: All our young men and 
women wear helmets and flack jackets. 
They are instructed when there is a 
disturbance to come out of the crowd. 
If they are going to try to kill one of 
our young men and women, there is a 
4-inch opening to do it; that is, space 
between the back of the helmet and the 
top of the bulletproof vest is where 
they aim to kill our soldiers. That is 
not the work of just random and irra-
tional people who are angry we are in 
their country. How well coordinated 
and how well organized it is they do 
not know, and I do not know, but there 
is still a war going on. 

The second impression I came back 
with is, what a remarkable group of 
people we have working in the toughest 
of conditions against the longest of 
odds to put Iraq back on its feet and 

back into the hands of the Iraqi people. 
I am not merely talking about our 
military, which has been celebrated 
with good reason and everybody knows; 
I am talking about our civilians. I am 
talking about Ambassador Bremer. I 
am talking about Ambassador Crocker. 
I am talking about Secretary Slocum. I 
am talking about the most talented 
group of people we have assembled, the 
people who have had incredible experi-
ence in Bosnia, in Kosovo, and in Af-
ghanistan in trying to stand up a po-
lice department. 

We spent an hour or more at the po-
lice training academy with men I know 
are the best in the world. I know be-
cause I spent so much time in the Bal-
kans and so much time dealing with 
the subject. I know they are the single 
best in the world. In fact, coinciden-
tally, one of them happens to be a 
former chief of police of the Newark 
Police Department in the town in 
which I attended college, the Univer-
sity of Delaware. These are incredibly 
talented people working under incred-
ibly difficult conditions, made more 
difficult, I am sad to say, by the in-
credible miscalculations this adminis-
tration is making about how to proceed 
in Iraq. 

Many of us on this floor—I am not 
unique—have pointed out that winning 
the war is only half the problem, the 
smaller half. Winning the peace is an 
astronomically difficult subject. As I 
say to my colleagues and anyone who 
asks, if the Lord Almighty came down 
and sat in this chair and agreed to give 
the President and those on the ground 
in Iraq the right answers to the next 20 
decisions they had to make, the next 50 
decisions they had to make, consequen-
tial decisions, we still only have, in my 
view, a 65-percent chance of getting it 
right.

That is how complicated Iraq is. That 
is how difficult this problem is. But it 
has been made much more difficult, 
frankly, by the wrong assumptions 
that were made by the administration. 
This is not second-guessing. These are 
things that, for a year before, many of 
us argued with them about. 

I supported us taking out that ty-
rant, but there seems to be a tone deaf-
ness right now, and that is that the ad-
ministration thought building the 
peace would be built upon three as-
sumptions they had, for which, in the 
hearings we held I never found any 
basis. One is, they expected to find a 
fully functioning bureaucracy when 
they got to Iraq, a literate country 
that would have in place for each of 
their departments—think of it in terms 
of the United States—their department 
of education, their department of pub-
lic works, their department of high-
ways, their department of security. We 
were told, with absolute certainty by 
the administration, that all we had to 
do was go in and decapitate the 
Baathists, that is the neo-Nazis who 
ran that country, and we would have 
this infrastructure ready to take over 
the running of their country. But it 
melted away. It is not there. 

The second assumption was we were 
told they expected to find an army in-
tact. Again, we decapitate the bad guys 
but there would be a standing army we 
could work with. That melted away. It 
does not exist, and to the extent it ex-
ists, it is engaged in guerrilla activity. 

The third assumption was we were 
going to find a police force in the coun-
try that once we took the bad apples 
out of—like we did, by the way, in Co-
lombia, helping them vet their na-
tional police—that we would have tens 
of thousands of police officers we could 
work with who were trained. There are 
none, and there never were any. 

The result has been massive problems 
in terms of getting basic services back 
and restoring security. We have seen 
looting and political sabotage against 
power, oil, and water plants, some or-
ganized resistance, which seems to be 
getting more organized. All of this is 
compounded by years of neglect by 
Saddam Hussein’s regime. Neither this 
administration nor any of us could 
have reasonably anticipated how badly 
he treated the infrastructure of his 
own country. It is not merely that he 
did not repair the infrastructure during 
the period when the embargo was on 
them, when they were operating under 
sanctions, but for 30 years. 

In fairness to the administration, no 
one knew how badly he had raped and 
pillaged his own country and infra-
structure. We knew what he did to his 
people but we did not know this. 

Ultimately, Iraqis need to do all 
these jobs: Administrate, be the army, 
be the police force, restore security, 
maintain security, but it is going to 
take a long time to do that. Mean-
while, we the international community 
should be filling the gaps, not we the 
United States alone. 

What is worse is we should have 
known better. We had extensive experi-
ence in the Balkans. We had consider-
able experience in Afghanistan, which 
is a failure, in my view. We had consid-
erable bipartisan testimony from ex-
perts on the left, right, and center, 
going back to July, that these prob-
lems would be protracted and they 
would be deep. I will never forget two 
leading generals, the former head of 
CENTCOM and former NATO director, 
testifying before our committee, and I 
remember the parallel they used.

They said we have this incredible 
military juggernaut which we have 
planned incredibly well and executed it 
incredibly well, but we should in tan-
dem be planning for the occupation of 
Iraq. There was virtually no planning, 
but that is water over the dam. 

That is not just me. Ask my Repub-
lican colleagues who deal with this. 
There was no planning. The question 
now, and my purpose today, is not to 
say, aha, look at the mistake you 
made, you did not listen. It is to say, 
let’s get over this. Now that we realize 
and the whole world understands these 
infrastructures do not exist, it is time 
to internationalize the effort. 

First, we need a significant infusion 
of military and civilian police to fill 
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