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NEW YORK STATE AMERICAN LE-

GION AUXILIARY DEPARTMENT 
PRESIDENT ANN GEER 

HON. CHRISTOPHER P. GIBSON 
OF NEW YORK 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Mr. GIBSON. Mr. Speaker, I rise today on 
behalf of the people of New York’s 20th Dis-
trict to express our sincere appreciation for the 
continued hard work, dedication, and contribu-
tions made to our communities by New York 
State American Legion Auxiliary Department 
President Ann Geer. 

Department President Geer has worked tire-
lessly for over 30 years to serve and protect 
our veterans’ interests. As a 24-year veteran 
of the United States Army, I am personally 
humbled and appreciative of all the work that 
Ann has done. She has been active since 
1981 in the Joyce-Bell Unit located in Otsego 
County, which she was able to join due to her 
husband Stephen’s honorable service during 
the Vietnam era. After only a short period of 
time, Ann became the Unit President in 1982, 
a position she served for six years. 

Ann’s leadership and incredible dedication 
resulted in her being selected for every major 
committee and office position at the unit and 
county level until being elected as full Depart-
ment President on July 16, 2011. She has 
since served with honor and distinction, lead-
ing the New York Department at a national 
level while continuing to serve at the local and 
State levels. 

Beyond her service to our military men and 
women and veterans, Ann has been an active 
member of the Unadilla, NY community for the 
past 31 years. Ann raised her two sons while 
helping hundreds of other children through her 
career in education. As a dedicated volunteer 
and community leader, she was a founding 
member of the Recreation Commission and is 
active in the Sidney Community Band, in the 
Academic Team at Unatego High School, and 
has served on the Unadilla Community Foun-
dation Board. 

For these reasons, I am glad to stand today 
in recognition of NYS American Legion Auxil-
iary Department President Ann Geer’s service 
in Otsego County, New York State, and 
across our country. I am honored to be given 
the opportunity to acknowledge her dedication 
to our community and especially our veterans. 
We all owe her a debt of gratitude and appre-
ciation. 

f 

HONORING ANNE MITCHELL 
FELDER 

HON. CORRINE BROWN 
OF FLORIDA 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Ms. BROWN of Florida. Mr. Speaker, on be-
half of the constituents of the Third Congres-
sional District of Florida and myself, I rise now 
to offer my heartfelt condolences and pay spe-
cial tribute to the life of, Ms. Anne Mitchell 
Felder, a woman of many talents and pas-
sions, who honorably served our country in 
The United States Army, and who worked as 
an educator and was a faithful servant to her 
community and church. Anne Mitchell Felder 

was a hero, humanitarian, community leader 
and friend. 

We are inspired when we recall the accom-
plishments of a woman whose lifetime of serv-
ice and dedication served many and whose 
lasting influence changed the lives of those 
around her. Beginning her career as an edu-
cator at Lincoln High, in Bradenton, Florida for 
six years, Anne Mitchell Felder went on to 
serve in The United States Army’s, Women’s 
Army Corps (WAC), where she became a 
medical laboratory technician at the Reception 
Center in Ft. Benning, Georgia. A recipient of 
the WAC three-year Service Ribbon, Good 
Conduct Medal, the Army Commendation Rib-
bon, and Victory Pin, Ms. Felder was a hero. 
She returned to civilian life to follow her pas-
sion of educating the young minds of tomor-
row by teaching at Jones High School for over 
22 years, teaching mathematics, serving as 
Guidance Counselor and later as Dean of Stu-
dents. A religious woman who remained active 
in her church, The New Covenant Baptist 
Church of Orlando, Ms. Felder was secretary 
to the Charter Trustee Ministry from 1992– 
1996 and most recently a member of District 
Five and the Sanctuary Sunday School Class. 

A woman for whom education was impor-
tant, Anne Mitchell Felder received an Asso-
ciate of Arts degree from Bethune-Cookman 
College; a Bachelor of Arts degree from Flor-
ida Agricultural and Mechanical College; a 
Master of Science Degree from Florida Agri-
cultural and Mechanical University; and stud-
ied at Columbia University in New York. And, 
she was a member of Kappa Delta Pi, an hon-
orary society for students in education. She 
also understood and valued her obligation and 
duty to serve our society and those in need 
and did so through Delta Sigma Theta Soror-
ity, Incorporated where she was a Golden Life 
Member, a 60Years-Plus Member, and a char-
ter president of the Orlando Alumnae Chapter, 
who enjoyed the status of a Delta Dear. 

The life of Anne Mitchell Felder was one of 
accomplishment and service. We are aware 
that a life well lived is a life well shared. As an 
educator and hero, she gave of her talents 
and gifts to benefit the community, the nation, 
and her family. In her passing, we pay tribute 
to an exceptional leader whose courage, 
strength, and love of her community left an in-
delible legacy for future generations. She will 
be remembered and respected because she 
had an awesome gift of teaching and pro-
viding love and support to those who knew 
her. We offer our prayers for her immediate 
family and host of loving relatives and friends 
whose lives have been forever changed by 
this exceptional woman. We thank our Heav-
enly Father for allowing us to be blessed with 
the time spent with Anne Mitchell Felder, our 
friend, mother, sister, and hero. 

Anne Mitchell Felder is survived by her 
daughter Vicki-Elaine Felder, and brother 
Thomas Watson Mitchell. 

f 

OUR UNCONSCIONABLE NATIONAL 
DEBT 

HON. MIKE COFFMAN 
OF COLORADO 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Mr. COFFMAN of Colorado. Mr. Speaker, 
on January 20, 2009, the day President 

Obama took office, the national debt was 
$10,626,877,048,913.08. 

Today, it is $15,875,734,673,516.05. We’ve 
added $5,248,857,624,602.97 to our debt in 
just over 3 years. This is debt our nation, our 
economy, and our children could have avoided 
with a balanced budget amendment. 

On this day in 1945, President Harry Tru-
man, Soviet leader Joseph Stalin and British 
Prime Minister Winston Churchill met at the 
opening of the Potsdam Conference. We must 
balance the budget so that we may continue 
to meet and lead other great world powers. 

f 

RECOGNIZING THE LEADERSHIP 
OF DR. DON BERWICK 

HON. FORTNEY PETE STARK 
OF CALIFORNIA 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Mr. STARK. Mr. Speaker, Don Berwick was 
Acting Administrator of the Centers for Medi-
care and Medicaid Services for President 
Obama. Unfortunately, the minority party in 
the U.S. Senate was able to prevent him from 
being confirmed into the post and so he was 
forced to leave at the end of 2011. 

I’ve copied below a recent commencement 
address at Harvard Medical School by Dr. 
Berwick. 

If Dr. Berwick doesn’t embody the spirit we 
want for our medical professionals—as well as 
our public servants—I don’t know who does. 

I urge my colleagues to read this speech. 
Driving people like Dr. Berwick out of public 
service is not something of which anyone 
should be proud. 

[From JAMA, June 27, 2012] 
TO ISAIAH 

(By Donald M. Berwick, MD, MPP) 
THANK YOU FOR LETTING ME SHARE 

THIS GLORIOUS DAY with you and your 
loved ones. Feel good. Feel proud. You’ve 
earned it. 

In preparation for today, I asked your dean 
of students what she thinks is on your mind. 
So, she asked you. The word you used—many 
of you—was this one: Worried. You’re wor-
ried about the constant change around you, 
uncertain about the future of medicine and 
dentistry. Worried about whether you can 
make a decent living. You’ve boarded a boat, 
and you don’t know where it’s going. 

I can reassure you. You’ve made a good 
choice—a spectacularly good choice. The ca-
reer you’ve chosen is going to give you many 
moments of poetry. My favorite is the mo-
ment when the door closes—the click of the 
catch that leaves you and the patient to-
gether in the privacy—the sanctity—of the 
helping relationship. Doors will open too. 
You’ll find ways to contribute to progress 
that you cannot possibly anticipate now, any 
more than I could have dreamed of standing 
here when I was sitting where you are 40 
years ago. 

But look, I won’t lie; I’m worried too. I 
went to Washington to lead the Centers for 
Medicare & Medicaid Services, full of hope 
for our nation’s long-overdue journey toward 
making health care a human right here, at 
last. In lots of ways, I wasn’t disappointed. I 
often saw good government and the grandeur 
of democracy—both alive, even if not at the 
moment entirely well. 

But, like you, I also found much that I 
could not control—a context torn apart by 
antagonisms—too many people in leadership, 
from whom we ought to be able to expect 
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more, willing to bend the truth and rewrite 
facts for their own convenience. I heard irre-
sponsible, cruel, baseless rhetoric about 
death panels silence mature, compassionate, 
scientific inquiry into the care we all need 
and want in the last stages of our lives. I 
heard meaningless, cynical accusations 
about rationing repeated over and over again 
by the same people who then unsheathed 
their knives to cut Medicaid. I watched fear 
grow on both sides of the political aisle—fear 
of authentic questions, fear of reasoned de-
bate, and fear of tomorrow morning’s head-
lines—fear that stifled the respectful, civil, 
shared inquiry upon which the health of de-
mocracy depends. 

And so, HSDM and HMS Class of 2012, I’m 
worried too. I too wonder where this boat is 
going. 

There is a way to get our bearings. When 
you’re in a fog, get a compass. I have one— 
and you do too. We got our compass the day 
we decided to be healers. Our compass is a 
question, and it will point us true north: 
How will it help the patient? 

This patient has a name. It is ‘‘Isaiah.’’ He 
once lived. He was my patient. I dedicate 
this lecture to him. 

You will soon learn a lovely lesson about 
doctoring; I guarantee it. You will learn that 
in a professional life that will fly by fast and 
hard, a hectic life in which thousands of peo-
ple will honor you by bringing to you their 
pain and confusion, a few of them will stand 
out. For reasons you will not control and 
may never understand, a few will hug your 
heart, and they will become for you touch 
points—signposts—like that big boulder on 
that favorite hike that, when you spot it, 
tells you exactly where you are. If you allow 
it—and you should allow it—these patients 
will enter your soul, and you will, in a way 
entirely right and proper, love them. These 
people will be your teachers. 

Isaiah taught me. He was 15 when I met 
him. It was 1984, and I was the officer of the 
day—the duty doctor in my pediatric prac-
tice at the old Harvard Community Health 
Plan. My nurse practitioner partner pointed 
to an exam room. ‘‘You better get in there,’’ 
she said. ‘‘That kid is in pain.’’ 

He was in pain. Isaiah was a tough-looking, 
inner-city kid. I would have crossed the 
street to avoid meeting him alone on a 
Roxbury corner at night. I’m not proud of 
that fact, but I admit it. But here on my ex-
amining table he was writhing, sweating in 
pain. He was yelling obscenities at the air, 
and, when I tried to examine him, he yelled 
them at me. ‘‘Don’t you f–––––g touch me! Do 
something!’’ 

I didn’t figure out what was going on that 
afternoon. Nothing made sense. I diagnosed, 
illogically, a back sprain, and I sent him 
home on analgesics. Then, that evening, the 
report came: an urgent call from the lab. Isa-
iah didn’t have a back sprain; he had acute 
lymphoblastic leukemia. And we didn’t have 
his phone number. 

The police helped track him down that 
night, to a lonely three-decker, third floor, a 
solitary house in a weedy lot on Sheldon 
Street in the heart of Roxbury. Isaiah lived 
there with his mother, brothers, and his 
mother’s foster children. 

What followed was the best of care . . . the 
glory of biomedical science came to Isaiah’s 
service. Chemotherapy started, and he went 
predictably into remission. But we knew 
that ALL in a black teenager behaves badly. 
Unlike in younger kids, cure was unlikely. 
He would go into remission for a while, but 
the cancer would come back and it would 
kill him. Three years later, he relapsed. 

I drove to his apartment one evening in 
1987 and sat with Isaiah and his graceful, dig-
nified mother around a table with a plastic 
red-checkered tablecloth and explained the 

only option we knew for possible cure—a 
bone marrow transplant, not when he felt 
sick, but now, at the first sign of relapse, 
when he was still feeling fine. He was feeling 
fine, and I was there to propose treatment 
that might kill him. 

They didn’t hesitate. Isaiah wanted to live. 
He got his transplant, from his brother. His 
course was stormy, admission after admis-
sion followed, then chronic complications of 
his transplant—diabetes and asthma. His 
Children’s Hospital medical record that year 
took up five four-inch-thick volumes. But he 
got through. Isaiah was cured. 

We became very close, Isaiah and I, 
through this time and for years after—long 
conversations about his life, his hopes, his 
worries. He always asked me about my kids. 
And his mother, close, as well. An angel—a 
tough angel raised by her sharecropper 
grandfather on a North Carolina farm, who 
read Isaiah the not act when she had to and 
who fiercely protected him—and who, during 
the darkest times of his course, continued to 
tend her ten foster children, as well as her 
own. 

I came to know Isaiah well, but it wouldn’t 
be quite right to call us friends—our worlds 
were too far apart—different galaxies. But 
my respect and affection for Isaiah grew and 
grew. His courage. His insight. His gen-
erosity. 

But there is more to tell. 
Isaiah smoked his first dope at age 5. He 

got his first gun before 10, and, by 12, he had 
committed his first armed robbery; he was 
on crack at 14. Even on chemotherapy, he 
was in and out of police custody. For months 
after his transplant he tricked me into extra 
prescriptions for narcotics, which he hoarded 
and probably sold. Two of his five brothers 
were in jail—one for murder; and, two years 
into Isaiah’s treatment, a third brother was 
shot dead—a gun blast through the front 
door—in a drug dispute. 

Isaiah didn’t finish school, and he had no 
idea of what to do for legitimate work. He 
got and lost job after job for not showing up 
or being careless. His world was the street 
corner and his horizon was only one day 
away. He saw no way out. He hated it, but he 
saw no way out. He once told me that he 
thought his leukemia was a blessing, because 
at least while he was in the hospital, he 
couldn’t be on the streets. 

And Isaiah died. One night, 18 years after 
his leukemia was cured, at 37 years of age, 
they found him on a street corner, breathing 
but brain-dead from a prolonged convulsion 
from uncontrolled diabetes and even more 
uncontrolled despair. 

Isaiah tried to phone me just before that 
fatal convulsion. He had my home number, 
and I still have the slip of paper on which my 
daughter wrote, ‘‘Isaiah called. Please call 
him back.’’ I never did. He would have said, 
‘‘Hi, Dr Berwick. It’s Isaiah. I’m really sick. 
I can’t take it. I don’t know what to do. 
Please help me.’’ Because that is what he 
often said. 

Isaiah spent the last two years of his life in 
a vegetative state in a nursing home where I 
sometimes visited him. At his funeral, his 
family asked me to speak, and I could think 
of nothing to talk about except his courage. 

Isaiah, my patient. Cured of leukemia. 
Killed by hopelessness. 

I bring Isaiah today as my witness to two 
duties; you have both. It’s where your com-
pass points. 

First, you will cure his leukemia. You will 
bring the benefits of biomedical science to 
him, no less than to anyone else. Isaiah’s 
poverty, his race, his troubled life-line—not 
one of these facts or any other fact should 
stand in the way of his right to care—his 
human right to care. Let the Supreme Court 
have its day. Let the erratics and vicissi-

tudes of politics play out their careless 
games. No matter. Health care is a human 
right; it must be made so in our nation; and 
it is your duty to make it so. Therefore, for 
your patients, you will go to the mat, and 
you will not lose your way. You are a physi-
cian, and you have a compass, and it points 
true north to what the patient needs. You 
will put the patient first. 

But that is not enough. Isaiah’s life and 
death testify to a further duty, one more 
subtle—but no less important. Maybe this 
second is not a duty that you meant to em-
brace; you may not welcome it. It is to cure, 
not only the killer leukemia; it is to cure the 
killer injustice. 

Antoine de Saint-Exupéry wrote, ‘‘To be-
come a man is to be responsible; to be 
ashamed of miseries that you did not cause.’’ 
I say this: To profess to be a healer, that is, 
to take the oath you take today, is to be re-
sponsible; to be ashamed of miseries that 
you did not cause. That is a heavy burden, 
and you did not ask for it. But look at the 
facts. 

In our nation—in our great and wealthy 
nation—the wages of poverty are enormous. 
The proportion of our people living below the 
official poverty line has grown from its low 
point of 11% in 1973 to more than 15% today; 
among children, it is 22%—16.4 million; 
among black Americans, it is 27%. In 2010, 
more than 46 million Americans were living 
in poverty; 20 million, in extreme poverty— 
incomes below $11 000 per year for a family of 
four. One million American children are 
homeless. More people are poor in the United 
States today than at any other time in our 
nation’s history; 1.5 million American house-
holds, with 2.8 million children, live here on 
less than $2 per person per day. And 50 mil-
lion more Americans live between the pov-
erty line and just 50% above it—the near- 
poor, for whom, in the words of the Urban In-
stitute, ‘‘The loss of a job, a cut in work 
hours, a serious health problem, or a rise in 
housing costs can quickly push them into 
greater debt, bankruptcy’s brink, or even 
homelessness.’’ For the undocumented immi-
grants within our borders, it’s even worse. 

For all of these people, our nation’s com-
mitment to the social safety net—the por-
tion of our policy and national investment 
that reaches help to the disadvantaged—is 
life’s blood. And today that net is fraying— 
badly. In 2010, 20 states eliminated optional 
Medicaid benefits or decreased coverage. 
State Social Services Block Grants and Food 
Stamps are under the gun. Enrollment in the 
TANF program—Temporary Assistance to 
Needy Families—has lagged far behind the 
need. Let me be clear: the will to eradicate 
poverty in the United States is wavering—it 
is in serious jeopardy. 

In the great entrance hall of the building 
where I worked at CMS—the Hubert Hum-
phrey Building, headquarters of the Depart-
ment of Health and Human Services—are 
chiseled in massive letters the words of the 
late Senator Humphrey at the dedication of 
the building in his name. He said, ‘‘The 
moral test of government is how it treats 
people in the dawn of life, the children, in 
the twilight of life, the aged, and in the 
shadows of life, the sick, the needy, and the 
handicapped.’’ 

This is also, I believe, the moral test of 
professions. Those among us in the shad-
ows—they do not speak, not loudly. They do 
not often vote. They do not contribute to po-
litical campaigns or PACs. They employ no 
lobbyists. They write no op-eds. We pass by 
their coin cups outstretched, as if invisible, 
on the corner as we head for Starbucks; and 
Congress may pass them by too, because 
they don’t vote, and, hey, campaigns cost 
money. And if those in power do not choose 
of their own free will to speak for them, the 
silence descends. 
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Isaiah was born into the shadows of life. 

Leukemia could not overtake him, but the 
shadows could, and they did. 

I am not blind to Isaiah’s responsibilities; 
nor was he. He was embarrassed by his fail-
ures; he fought against his addictions, his 
disorganization, and his temptations. He 
tried. I know that he tried. To say that the 
cards were stacked against him is too glib; 
others might have been able to play his hand 
better. I know that; and he knew that. 

But to ignore Isaiah’s condition not of his 
choosing, the harvest of racism, the frailty 
of the safety net, the vulnerability of the 
poor, is simply wrong. His survival depended 
not just on proper chemotherapy, but, equal-
ly, on a compassionate society. 

I am not sure when the moral test was put 
on hold; when it became negotiable; when 
our nation in its political discourse decided 
that it was uncool to make its ethics explicit 
and its moral commitments clear—to the 
people in the dawn, the twilight, and the 
shadows. But those commitments have never 
in my lifetime been both so vulnerable and 
so important. 

You are not confused; the world is. You 
need not forget your purpose, even if the 
world does. Leaders are not leaders who per-
mit pragmatics to quench purpose. Your pur 
pose is to heal, and what needs to be healed 
is more than Isaiah’s bone marrow; it is our 
moral marrow—that of a nation founded on 
our common humanity. My brother, a retired 
schoolteacher, tells me that he always gets 
goose bumps when he reads this phrase: ‘‘We, 
the people . . . We—you, and me, and Isa-
iah—inclusive. 

It is time to recover and celebrate a moral 
vocabulary in our nation—one that speaks 
without apology or hesitation of the right to 
health care—the human right—and, without 
apology or hesitation, of the absolute 
unacceptability of the vestiges of racism, the 
violence of poverty, and blindness to the 
needs of the least powerful among us. 

Now you don your white coats, and you 
enter a career of privilege. Society gives you 
rights and license it gives to no one else, in 
return for which you promise to put the in-
terests of those for whom you care ahead of 
your own. That promise and that obligation 
give you voice in public discourse simply be-
cause of the oath you have sworn. Use that 
voice. If you do not speak, who will? 

If Isaiah needs a bone marrow transplant, 
then, by the oath you swear, you will get it 
for him. But Isaiah needs more. He needs the 
compassion of a nation, the generosity of a 
commonwealth. He needs justice. He needs a 
nation to recall that, no matter what the 
polls say, and no matter what happens to be 
temporarily convenient at a time of political 
combat and economic stress, that the moral 
test transcends convenience. Isaiah, in his 
legions, needs those in power—you—to say to 
others in power that a nation that fails to 
attend to the needs of those less fortunate 
among us risks its soul. That is your duty 
too. 

This is my message from Isaiah’s life and 
from his death. Be worried, but do not for 
one moment be confused. You are healers, 
every one, healers ashamed of miseries you 
did not cause. And your voice—every one— 
can be loud, and forceful, and confident, and 
your voice will be trusted. In his honor—in 
Isaiah’s honor—please, use it. 

Donald M. Berwick, MD, MPP 

NAVY CAPTAIN HENRY 
DOMERACKI 

HON. JOHN R. CARTER 
OF TEXAS 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Mr. CARTER. Mr. Speaker, I would like to 
take this opportunity to honor United States 
Navy Captain Henry Domeracki. Captain 
Domeracki has made countless sacrifices 
throughout his 36 years of dedicated service 
to the defense of our great nation. He is an 
American hero who has received numerous 
medals and recognitions for his dedicated 
service. As such, I am proud of his achieve-
ments and congratulate him on his recent re-
tirement. 

Captain Domeracki was recalled to active 
duty during the Gulf War in 1991, and served 
as a Counter-Terrorism Officer/Agent in Eu-
rope for six months. In 2004, he was mobi-
lized again for Operation Iraqi Freedom and 
served as the Chief of Operations for the Coa-
lition Provisional Authority—Baghdad Central 
in Baghdad, Iraq. During this time, Captain 
Domeracki built the financial structure for the 
Baghdad Provincial government and reestab-
lished financial operations for the City of 
Baghdad. He aided in rebuilding the country of 
Iraq by managing over $100 million in busi-
ness development projects and capital outlays. 

In 2009, he was mobilized to fill the U.S. 
Army Civil Affairs’ billet. He served as the 
Chief of Operations for the Multi-National 
Forces Iraq—Civil Military Operations Direc-
torate and was in charge of the development 
and vocational training programs and projects 
for the entire country of Iraq. Captain 
Domeracki’s actions also enabled thousands 
of militia-aged Iraqis to be employed. He was 
able to facilitate this through personally coordi-
nating three international conferences and 
over $2.1 billion in private sector funds from 
companies in the United Arab Emirates. These 
funds were invested in business development 
projects in the various regions of Iraq and en-
abled the building of ten vocational training 
schools with over 10,000 students enrolled. 
Additionally, over 70 agri-businesses and co- 
operatives, ranging from commercial milk 
processing to date production, and industrial- 
level honey processing, were created through 
these efforts. 

In conjunction with his military achieve-
ments, Captain Domeracki has thirty-two years 
of municipal government management experi-
ence and has served as the Chief Financial 
Officer of the Texas Municipal League Inter-
governmental Risk Pool for the past twenty 
years. 

Captain Domeracki’s awards include the 
Bronze Star, Defense Meritorious Service 
Medal (3rd Award), Meritorious Service Medal 
(4th Award), Joint Service Commendation 
Medal, Navy & Marine Corps Commendations 
Medals (3rd Award), Army Commendation 
Medal, Navy and Marine Corps Achievement 
Medal (3rd Award), Army Achievement Medal 
and the Combat Action Ribbon. 

Mr. Speaker, thank you for the opportunity 
to recognize this great American. His selfless 
service and duty to this country are an inspira-
tion to us all. 

IN HONOR OF THE SIGNIFICANT 
CONTRIBUTIONS OF TAMARA 
ZAHN TO THE CITY OF INDIAN-
APOLIS 

HON. ANDRÉ CARSON 
OF INDIANA 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Mr. CARSON of Indiana. Mr. Speaker, today 
I rise to express my gratitude to Tamara Zahn 
for her considerable achievements over the 
past two decades as President of Indianapolis 
Downtown, Inc. Her vision, leadership and tire-
less determination have helped transform 
downtown Indianapolis into a first-class des-
tination for visitors and Hoosiers alike. 

Our ‘‘Hoosier Hospitality,’’ in combination 
with our well-deserved reputation as a premier 
location for sports fans, has made the City of 
Indianapolis a model for other municipalities 
looking to rejuvenate their image and grow 
their local economy. 

Under the tenure of Tamara Zahn, our city 
has witnessed unprecedented growth and a 
staggering transformation of downtown Indian-
apolis. Our once sleepy, urban center is now 
an attractive and pedestrian friendly destina-
tion, complete with highly-regarded attractions 
like the Indianapolis Cultural Trail, Victory 
Field, White River State Park, and the Eiteljorg 
Museum, along with first-class accommoda-
tions for visitors on any budget. Ms. Zahn’s 
ability to communicate her vision helped make 
the construction of world-class facilities like 
Lucas Oil Stadium, Circle Center Mall, and the 
Indiana Convention Center a reality. 

Tamara Zahn was one of the principal driv-
ers of this remarkable transformation. Over the 
past 19 years, she has galvanized the respec-
tive talents and resources of private enterprise 
and federal, state, and local officials for the 
purpose of revitalizing our city. 

Ms. Zahn’s incredible success is testament 
to her skill and vision as an urban planner, 
leader and innovator. Her considerable 
achievements have not gone unrecognized. 
She has been named one of the ‘‘Most Influ-
ential Women in Indianapolis’’ and was award-
ed the prestigious Sagamore of the Wabash 
award. 

Today, I ask my colleagues to join me in 
honoring Tamara Zahn for her exceptional 
service to Indianapolis. 

f 

IN RECOGNITION OF THE 100TH AN-
NIVERSARY OF WEST TECH HIGH 
SCHOOL 

HON. DENNIS J. KUCINICH 
OF OHIO 

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 

Tuesday, July 17, 2012 

Mr. KUCINICH. Mr. Speaker, I rise today in 
recognition of the 100th anniversary of West 
Tech High School. 

West Tech opened its doors to 224 students 
on February 15, 1912. In 1931, with an enroll-
ment of 4,000 students, West Tech was distin-
guished as the largest school in all of Ohio. 
West Tech graduated more than 40,000 stu-
dents between 1912 and 1995, when it closed 
as an operational high school. 

West Tech is known for offering the first 
driver’s education classes and the first auto 
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