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Gulf of Mexico Energy Security Act
will be allocated among the four gulf
producing States of Texas, Louisiana,
Alabama, and Mississippi to each state
in amounts based on a formula estab-
lished by the Secretary by regulation—
that are inversely proportional to the
respective distances between the point
on the coastline of each gulf producing
State that is closest to the geographic
center of the applicable leased tract
and the geographic center of the leased
tract. Thus, for each lease, the Depart-
ment of the Interior will determine the
distance from the center of that lease
to the nearest point on the coast of
each of the four producing states and
allocate the qualified revenues derived
from that lease according their respec-
tive distances with the farthest getting
the least and the closest getting the
most, but with none receiving less than
10 percent.

A detailed example will help to illus-
trate how this will work in practice.
Imagine that OCS lease A that is pro-
ducing $10,000 in qualified—shared—
revenues each year. The distance from
lease A to the nearest points in the
four gulf producing States is: 260 miles
to Texas, 80 miles to Louisiana, 100
miles to Mississippi, and 90 miles to
Alabama. The sum of these distances is
530 miles. The inverse proportion of the
distance from the lease to each State’s
shore is: for Texas 530/260, for Lou-
isiana 530/80, for Mississippi 530/90.
Therefore, the States revenues from
that lease would be allocated as fol-
lows: 10 percent or $1,000 for Texas, 33
percent or $3,300 for Louisiana, 27 per-
cent or $2,700 for Mississippi, and 30
percent or $3,000 for Alabama. In this
example Texas is precisely far enough
away to receive 10 percent of the total
under the formula. However, if Texas
were somewhat farther away, it would
still receive 10 percent of the total be-
cause of the provision in S. 3711 that
guarantees a minimum share to each
gulf producing State.

This process is repeated for every
new lease located in the areas opened
for leasing by this legislation. The to-
tals for each state are added up. 20 per-
cent of each state’s allocable share and
is disbursed directly to coastal coun-
ties, parishes or political subdivisions
in the manner outlined under section
384 of the Energy Policy Act of 2006,
Public Law 109-58.

Under the legislation, the Gulf en-
ergy producing States of Texas, Lou-
isiana, Alabama, and Mississippi will
37.56 percent of the receipts that derive
from new leasing in areas of the Gulf of
Mexico where oil and gas production
occurred prior to enactment. Those re-
ceipts will be allocated among the
states based on the amount of leasing
and oil and natural gas production that
has taken place over historically off
each State’s coast. The more leasing
and production of oil and gas that has
occurred off your coast, the greater
your share of these receipts will be.

The task of determining each State’s
share is not an easy one. The MMS will
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examine every lease tract in the cen-
tral and western Gulf of Mexico, deter-
mine the revenues derived from its
leasing and any ensuring production
and add up the totals for each tract.
Then, the MMS will determine the dis-
tance from the center of every lease
tract that has been let since October 1,
1982, to the nearest point on the coast
of each of the four producing States.

Then the MMS will divide the total
revenues generated by each lease by
the proportional according to their re-
spective distances, allotting the least
to the farthest, and the most to the
closest, but with none allotted less
than 10 percent.

After completing this exercise, the
MMS will total up the amount allotted
to each State. Each State’s total will
determine the proportional share of the
new revenues from the gulf leases from
areas where leasing has been allowed.

Again, an example may help to clar-
ify what is an admittedly complex for-
mula: Imagine that 500 leases in this
area had cumulatively produced $100
million since 1982. Then imagine MMS
going through the process outlined
above with each of these leases. When
all is settled, Louisiana would be allot-
ted $50 million, Texas $25 million, Mis-
sissippi and Alabama would both be al-
lotted $12.5 million. Those allotments
then become each State’s propor-
tionate share—Louisiana’s allotment
was b0 percent of the total, so Lou-
isiana would receive 50 percent of the
shared revenues from every new lease
located in the already-opened areas
after the date of S. 3711’s enactment.
Texas would receive 25 percent, Ala-
bama 12.5 percent, and so on. Each
year, each gulf State’s allocation will
be adjusted by the amount of leasing
and production that took place near its
shore in the preceding calendar year.

And, as with the revenues shared
from newly opened areas, at the end of
each year, the totals for each State are
tallied and 20 percent of each State’s
allocable share is disbursed directly to
coastal counties, parishes or political
subdivisions in the manner outlined
under section 384 of the Energy Policy
Act of 2006, Public Law 109-58.

Starting in 2017, this legislation
would provide additional direct spend-
ing authority encompassing 50 percent
of the receipts derived from new OCS
oil and gas leases, purchased after the
date of enactment, in the areas of the
Central and Western Gulf of Mexico
that were made available by the 2002—
2007 Proposed Final Outer Continental
Shelf Oil and Gas Leasing Program. Be-
ginning in 2016, the bill would limit
total direct spending under the bill in
any year to no more than the sum of
the receipts from the new areas plus
$500 million.

Additionally, the Gulf of Mexico En-
ergy Security Act will offer monetary
credits to firms that hold OCS leases
located in areas that will be subject to
the temporary moratorium on new
leasing activity near Florida. These
credits may be used for the purchase of
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a new lease in the Gulf of Mexico. The
credits will be equal to the sum of the
original bonus bid paid for the held
lease and the rentals paid for the lease
as of the date that the lessee notifies
the Secretary of the Interior of the de-
cision to exchange the lease or leases.
Based on information from the Depart-
ment of the Interior, the Congressional
Budget Office has estimated that those
credits would be worth $84 million and
would be redeemed soon after they
were made available.

In general, revenues shared with the
coastal energy producing States under
the Gulf of Mexico Energy Security
Act should be treated in exactly the
same ways as are revenues shared with
States under the Mineral Lands Leas-
ing Act 30 U.S.C. Sec. 181-287. These
funds are not grants by any definition.
Rather, they constitute income for the
State—simply the State’s fair share of
revenues generated seaward of its
coast. States have, in at least two oc-
casions; used funds provided under the
Mineral Lands Leasing Act as cost-
share for other Federal programs. At
this time in Louisiana’s recovery, I en-
vision this as a very much needed ave-
nue for the State of Louisiana, as its
citizens regain their feet following the
destruction of Hurricanes Katrina and
Rita.

Mr. President, I suggest the absence
of a quorum.

The PRESIDING OFFICER. The
clerk will call the roll.

The legislative clerk proceeded to
call the roll.

Mr. FRIST. Mr. President, I ask
unanimous consent that the order for
the quorum call be rescinded.

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Without
objection, it is so ordered.

——
TRIBUTE TO SUSAN BUTCHER

Mr. STEVENS. Mr. President, this
past August, Alaska lost a great hero
and the Stevens family lost a cherished
friend. Susan Butcher was the four-
time Iditarod Trail Sled Dog Race
Champion and the first and only
woman to mush her team to the sum-
mit of Mt. McKinley—with her friend
and Iditarod race founder, Joe
Redington, Sr. She is the reason we say
“Alaska—where men are men and
women win the Iditarod.” Susan left
behind her husband David Monson and
daughters Tekla and Chisana, and
friends and admirers everywhere.

In the solitude of the unforgiving
Arctic terrain, this tough, focused, in-
telligent woman traveled and ran many
thousands of miles with her dog teams
over the years—a distance greater than
a trip around the world. In David’s
words, she was the most driven woman
on the face of this earth.

Susan’s skill as a musher was
matched only by her great and abiding
love for her dogs. If her dogs were
happy, Susan was happy.

Whether on the trail or at home,
Susan always took care of her huskies
before tending to her own needs. With
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only her ax and a parka, she once fend-
ed off a moose attacking her team
along the trail. The moose killed two
dogs and stomped 13 others. In another
harrowing experience, she was rescued
by her dogs when her sled broke
through the ice on a remote river in
the Wrangell Mountains. After that es-
cape, Susan said she looked at every
moment of her life as a gift. Susan did
it all—living a life without many re-
grets and always great humor.

Susan was blessed with a wonderful
partner when she married fellow
musher and lawyer David Monson. He
gave her the love, laughter and relent-
less support that carried her through
their years together. They expanded
their family beyond their 100 huskies
with the birth of their daughters Tekla
and Chisana. Susan embraced mother-
hood with even greater passion, energy
and devotion than she had in her life as
a musher. And the girls blossomed in a
home and cabin filled with books,
music, Native Alaskan culture, and, of
course, dogs.

In December 2005, Susan was diag-
nosed with leukemia and began the
toughest fight of her life. At the time,
her husband David said ‘“We’re going to
do everything we can to make sure she
has the best care. She does have the
best attitude. Someone said this might
be a tough disease, but this leukemia
hasn’t met Susan Butcher yet.”
Throughout her treatment in Seattle,
Susan actively campaigned to help oth-
ers by increasing donations to the Na-
tional Marrow Donor Program and sup-
port for leukemia and lymphoma re-
search.

Over the past 20 years, Susan often
traveled to Washington—bunking with
our family—sled dogs, cat, kids and all.
Presidents Reagan and George Bush,
Sr., invited her and her lead dogs to
the White House. She drove her team
in the inaugural parades—the last time
in 2001, with both her daughters in the
sled. With her lead dog, Granite, she
was welcomed by Justice Sandra Day
O’Connor to her Supreme Court cham-
bers, and to the Pentagon by her friend
General Colin Powell, then chairman of
the Joint Chiefs of Staff.

Susan had a gift for inspiring others
to never give up, to test their limits, to
see their way through to the finish
line, and to always try the path less
traveled. It is no wonder her favorite
poem reflected her New England
roots—Robert Frost’s ‘“The Road Not
Taken.”

On a winter day in 1994, near her
home in Eureka, AK, the reporter Skip
Hollandsworth watched Susan and her
dogs: ‘‘She whispers a command, and in
unison the dogs pull forward. The sled
slips across the snow. Soon, Butcher
and her dogs are like a mirage in the
distance. A few moments later, the
cold, silent land swallows them up.”
“Sometimes when she leaves,” David
says, ‘I wonder if she ever wants to re-
turn home.”

Some day in the years ahead, Susan
and David’s beautiful daughters Tekla
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and Chisana will graduate from high
school. We hope they and their friends
will find the same inspiration to chal-
lenge themselves as Susan’s words in-
stilled in our daughter Lily’s Holton
Arms class in 1999.

Mr. President, Alaska lost one of its
brightest stars when Susan Butcher
passed away. We will always remember
this remarkable and courageous
woman.

I ask unanimous consent that Ms.
Butcher’s commencement address to
the Holton Arms School be printed in
the RECORD.

There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the
RECORD, as follows:

THE HOLTON-ARMS SCHOOL COMMENCEMENT

ADDRESS—JUNE 1999

Thank you very much. I'm very honored
and excited to be speaking here today. And
thank you to the class for asking me. It’s es-
pecially exciting for me to be here because of
my great friend, Lily Stevens, who I watched
grow up since she was just a tiny little girl.

I certainly would be surprised to hear if
any of you were going to follow me in my
chosen occupation as a dog musher. So I
don’t think that’s why you have asked me
here. I live in Alaska about a hundred miles
south of the Arctic Circle. I own a hundred
dogs, and I travel about 6,000 miles a year by
sled and dog team. So my life is very dif-
ferent from what we see here. I thought,
when I was asked to speak on achievement,
that it would be easy to do. But getting to
the soul of what motivates a person to excel
cuts to the core of each person’s dreams, de-
sires and beliefs. Sometimes it goes beyond
words. So I will speak for myself, and try
and tell you how and why things have
worked for me.

It’s really exciting to see such youth and
promise before me. And it certainly takes
me back to my high school graduation in
1972, when I was in Cambridge, Massachu-
setts. I was very good in math and sciences.
But I am dyslexic, so I struggled very hard in
school. My strong loves were the wilderness,
animals, science, and sports. I had a hobby
for the last couple of years of working with
my two Alaskan huskies, trying to teach
them to be sled dogs. I feel that I was very
lucky because even at that young age, I
knew my true passion. It was to live in the
wilderness and work with animals. But what
sort of a career was that? So I started with
veterinary medicine, which I also loved. I
moved to Colorado where I went on with fur-
ther schooling, and to enhance my career. By
then, my mushing was becoming more than
just a hobby. I had eight dogs and was start-
ing to run in smaller races.

In those days though, the Iditarod race
didn’t even exist. There was no such thing as
a professional musher. And yet my dream
still was to go and live in the wilderness
with my dogs. Shortly after I turned 20, the
Iditarod was run for the first time, and I said
‘“‘that’s for me.” I packed up my dogs, my
cats, and my Volkswagen Bug, and I drove up
to Alaska—all my belongings and against all
parental advice, but not without their bless-
ings—I lived way out in bush Alaska, teach-
ing myself the art of dog mushing. Still at
that time I had no clue that I was going to
be able to make this passion into a career
and a livelihood. In the summers I supported
myself working on a musk ox farm and
through fishing for salmon.

I can only say that when I reached Alaska
and was working out there, I knew this was
perfect for me. I was content in my soul. I
knew that I had found my dream. The rela-
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tionship that I was able to develop with my
dogs was deeper and stronger than anything
that I could have possibly imagined. Perhaps
I can describe that to you a little bit in this
story. I worked very hard to try and develop
a trust with each one of my dogs individ-
ually. And a number of years ago, when I was
with my dog team in the Wrangell Moun-
tains and I traveling on a trail that I had
been using all year long that crossed a frozen
river, my lead dog at the time kept veering
off to the right. I kept calling her back to
the left, telling her ‘haw’’—that’s the com-
mand we use. But she kept going off to the
right. She had never disobeyed me before, so
I couldn’t understand. So I let her have her
lead, and just as she pulled myself and the
team off to the side of the trail, the entire
river collapsed. She had a sixth sense that
saved us from drowning. It’s this mutual
trust—mine and their guidance, and their
ability and instinct in the wilderness—that
has not only gotten us to the finish line
many times, but has also saved our lives.

Success did not come easy for me at all. I
struggled for many years with barely enough
money to feed myself and my dog team. I
was working seven days a week, at least
twelve-hour days, trying to train myself and
the dogs for the races. I did fairly well in
many of the races that I entered, but it took
me nine years before I was able to win. I
lived alone for nine years in a 16" x 19" log
cabin. Today my husband and I have built
quite a complex, and we have a couple of die-
sel generators now. But back then I had
nothing. I had no electricity, no phone. I
hauled my water from the creek, and I had
very few neighbors. In fact, there were only
eight people in 2,500 square miles. So this
was my childhood dream come true!

I was absolutely dedicated to the care and
the training of my dogs. All my focus was on
becoming the best long-distance sled dog
racer in the world. I had put together a great
team that was very fast and well cared for.
But I kept coming in second in more races
than I cared to remember. Clearly, some es-
sential element was missing. It was vision—
the winning spirit. I didn’t actually see my-
self as a winner. I believed wholeheartedly
that someday I would win the Iditarod, but I
didn’t see myself as a winner today. I often
finished with the strongest, fastest team—in
second place. I often finished an hour or—in
two instances, a split second—behind some-
body else. In 1986, I learned how to pull to-
gether. I told myself that not only could I
win, but that I deserved to win, and that I
would win today. I saw myself crossing the
finish line, and I lived and breathed that vi-
sion for a year. I told myself the 1986 race
was mine. I was able to hold that image elev-
en days into the Iditarod, when with just 44
miles to go, I was neck-and-neck in a sprint
for the finish with a musher named Joe
Gamey. I had slept less than 20 hours in 12
days. I had run up every hill between An-
chorage and Nome. I was exhausted. Joe
made a big push and he passed me, gaining a
2-minute advantage. I was demoralized. I
said to myself, “Well, I guess second place
isn’t that bad.”” But then, through the blur of
fatigue, I again saw myself winning the race.
I got off my sled and I ran, pumped with one
leg, and pushed the sled until I was able to
pass Joe and win my first Iditarod. Once I
learned that lesson, I won a lot of races.

I quit fishing and musk ox farming, and I
dedicated myself solely to my dogs all year
‘round. To maintain consistency and excel-
lence, you are always looking over the hori-
zon, past the finish line, to the next race and
the next record time. I found that it wasn’t
enough to just say to myself “Well, I want to
win again.” I had to reach deep within and
challenge myself. No racer had ever run in
four long-distance races in a year. So in 1990
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I decided to try to attempt to run in five. I
set my goal to win all of them, and to win
them in record time. All of these were be-
tween 300 and 1,100 miles in length. And some
of them were as close as just five days apart.
I ended up winning four in record time and
coming in a close second in the fifth. So I
didn’t reach my ultimate goal, but by chal-
lenging myself like that I was able to set
four new world records. I try to examine
each race that I run, even the ones that I
have won, to see what little steps I can take
to keep getting better.

Let me speak now of failure, because I
have had very many of them and each one of
you will. It’s how you deal with these fail-
ures and your setbacks that’s the most im-
portant thing. In 1991, I was at the top of my
game. My team was said to be the best team
in the history of the Iditarod that year. I ran
a very aggressive race. Mother Nature threw
every curve at me and my team that she pos-
sibly could. For over 500 miles, me and my
team broke trail through storms, leading all
the other mushers, until we finally reached
the village of White Mountain an hour in
front of our next competitor. We were only
77 miles from Nome. The awesome power of
nature is very humbling and it must be re-
spected. I went out first into an Arctic bliz-
zard for six hours, losing the trail, regaining
the trail, searching to make it through to
Nome and win another race, until finally I
knew that I could ask my team for no more.
Because I continually challenge myself to
win, I know that sometimes I must fail. As I
tried to become the best, I know that there
will be setbacks along the way. This is the
essence of competition—that there will be
both winners and losers. But I have learned
at looking at losing, it’s just another step to
attaining my final goal. Many times, the
pain of failure is very raw for me. But I have
great faith in myself, that I will turn my de-
feats into something positive. I have learned
many valuable lessons from my defeats. But
I think the best thing was summed up in the
words of an old Athabaskan Indian. He told
me, ‘“‘There are many hard things in life, but
there is only one sad thing. And that is giv-
ing up.” So I know that in the future, I will
continue to try very hard, and in the end—I
will prevail.

Adversity is a very large part of life, and
learning to overcome it can be very difficult.
When I started racing, I believed that I
would win when I made everything run per-
fectly, when I was able to train all year
round, when I didn’t get lost or break my
sled. So when I would have trouble, I
wouldn’t completely give up, but I would
often settle for second place. Now I know
that winning is overcoming adversity. I
don’t win because I run a perfect race. I win
because I deal with the problems that the
dogs and I encounter better than my fellow
competitors.

I have actually learned to love adversity.
In 1988, I had every type of trouble that you
could ask for. My sled broke five times. I got
lost and I ran into ground storms of 80 miles
an hour as I crossed the frozen Bering Sea. I
could hardly see my lead dog in front of me,
let alone the next trail marker. But I won
the race despite all the problems the dogs
and I encountered. We finished fourteen
hours in front of the second place musher,
who couldn’t make it through the storm. So
I learned that no matter what the obstacles,
I always had the chance of winning and
should never give up.

It is true that I raced in a totally male-
dominated sport. I was a pioneer for women
in long-distance racing. But you won’t hear
me talking very much about that. I think
the most important thing was that I saw no
gender barriers. And anyone who tried to put
me in that box and say, ‘‘well, Susan is the
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best woman racer,” I would quickly correct
them. I was not a woman racer, I was a
racer. It was my plan to be the best musher,
and I did that.

Perhaps I have been able to say something
here today that will strike a chord with each
of you, or some of you. Many of my lessons
have been learned from my heroes—my dogs.
I'd like to share the story of one of my ani-
mals. Twenty years ago, I had a puppy born
to my kennel, who didn’t look like he was
going to be much of a dog. He had a very
poor hair coat. He had cowhocked legs,
which is basically knock-knees in the back
end, and he had no confidence whatsoever.
Most mushers would have given up on this
puppy and just sold him to someone as a pet
dog. But on my runs in the woods with he
and his littermates, I saw a special spark in
this dog that was not yet ignited. It was a
challenge that I couldn’t resist to try and
make him into a champion sled dog. So I
worked with him very hard physically to
bring him around, through special nutrition
and training. But mostly I concentrated on
his lack of confidence. I gave him a strong
name—Granite. He soon learned to draw
from my strength and confidence, and we be-
came a very powerful team. Granite grew
into a 58-pound, deep-chested dog who com-
pensated for his cow-hocked legs with a very
powerful gait. All that extra work paid off
because he not only turned into a good sled
dog, but a great leader. He ended up leading
me to victory in the 1986 and 1987 Iditarods,
both of those in record time, along with
countless other races between 300-500 miles
in length. In October of 1987 while we were
training for what we hoped would be his
third consecutive victory, he became very
seriously ill. I had to rush him down to An-
chorage to a veterinary hospital to try and
save his life. We set up a cot next to his ken-
nel so that I could sleep with him there, day
and night, tending him and willing him to
live. After two weeks, the veterinarians told
me I could take him home, but that he was
never going to be able to run again, that he
had permanent damage to his heart and liver
and Kkidneys along with damage to the
hypothalamus in the brain, which controls
body temperature. But Granite had grown to
be a magnificent canine athlete who loved to
run and race, and all the dogs loved competi-
tion. They understand when they have won.
They have as much pride as any human ath-
lete. Granite was determined to get back on
the team. Every time I would take other
dogs out on runs, he would cry and howl,
wishing that he could go out with us. Slowly
but surely, his test results started showing
improvements that the veterinarians were
astounded at. They decided to let him start
training with me and the puppies on little 2-
mile runs. He soon advanced to running with
the yearlings on 10-mile runs. And finally, by
January, he was once again running with the
main team, and the veterinarians okayed
him for a 200-mile race. He towed that young
team to record-setting victory. Then, 1%
months later he went on to do the impos-
sible. He led me to victory in the Iditarod.
And he did it by pulling me through a blind-
ing snow storm that stopped all my competi-
tors. So we finished 14 hours in front of the
second place musher, as I told you—through
that storm. That made Granite the only lead
dog ever to win three consecutive Iditarods.

All of us will fall on hard times, and it’s
often hard to find the key to help us with our
problems. But if we can draw from our inner
strength and desires as Granite did, we can
overcome incredible odds. It’s always impor-
tant to look around us and see that there are
those whose problems are far greater than
ours. It’s important to take time to give
back to your community, to youth, and to
those less privileged. As I am now a mother
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and a dog sled racer, I have taken more time
to contemplate my past Iditarod years. So I
want to leave you with one last story that
sort of sums up what I think of my career.

I always felt that there was a division of
duties between myself and the dogs. The
dogs were definitely better in the wilderness,
such as being able to sense thin ice or where
there were wild animals around us, and help-
ing me through the storms. But I was better
when we were in Anchorage starting out and
there were cars and traffic lights and all
sorts of things in any of the villages, and I
was also better at strategy and under-
standing competition. In 1989 I was racing
towards the half-way point in the Iditarod.
They give you a prize of $5,000 for being the
first into that checkpoint, and nothing for
being second, so it’s quite coveted. Joe Run-
yon and myself were the best two teams in
the race that year, and we had been vying for
first place for miles. We had just left the
checkpoint of Ophir, and it was about a 90-
mile run over to the abandoned gold mine
town of Iditarod. Throughout the day, Joe
and I had passed each other. You have got to
imagine that these are just two mushers out
in the middle of nowhere, so when you pass
each other—even though you’re very com-
petitive with each other—you definitely
talk. And when you see each other and pass,
you will have a little conversation. So just
as it was getting dusk, I had put on my head-
light so that I could see through the dark-
ness—a battery-powered headlight, as had
Joe—he put his new young lead dog, Rambo,
up in lead. He came flying by me. He
stopped—I had out my map and compass. He
said, ‘“Where do you think we are?”’ I said, ‘I
think we have just passed the Deshka River.
Here it is on the map, so we must be about
five miles from the town of Iditarod.” He
said, “That’s what I’m thinking too,” and he
passed me. I was using my lead dog, Tolstoy,
at the time. I starting pumping with one leg
and encouraging my dogs, saying ‘‘Come on,
let’s get going.” They just were flat. They
were not going to pick up and go as fast as
Joe’s team. So I took Granite, who was in
the team, and I put him up in lead. I encour-
aged him, and I encouraged the rest of the
team. Still, they didn’t respond. Five miles
should have taken us about thirty minutes.
We went hour after hour after hour. Three
hours later, we were still on the trail. I could
see Joe’s headlight—it’s very hilly country
there—going up and down the hills, just a
little ways ahead of me. All of a sudden,
Granite turned around and he looked at me
and he went, “Now!” And he kicked it into
gear, all the dogs immediately responded to
him, and he passed Joe 100 yards from the
finish line at Iditarod and we won the half-
way prize. So I learned that not only do I not
know as much about the wilderness as my
dogs, but I don’t know anything about com-
petition. And it is my job to love the dogs,
care for them, feed them and nurture them,
and hold on for dear life.

So in parting, I want to say to each and ev-
eryone of Holton Arms’ 1999 graduating
class, I hope very dearly that each one of you
is able to find your dream. And when you
do—love it, nurture it, and hold on for dear
life.

————

REMEMBERING JOHN MARK
LACOVARA

Mr. STEVENS. Mr. President, it is
with sadness that I call to the atten-
tion of my colleagues the recent pass-
ing of one of our most loyal and hard-
working former Senate staff members,
John Mark Lacovara.

Mark, as he was called by his family
and friends, was part of a Capitol Hill
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