Lunch on the House

by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC  -  With all the buzz about Congressmen and pages, I thought it apropos to check it out for myself.  I accepted an invitation from a member of Congress from Indiana to have lunch with him in the Capitol.

I had never met this fellow, nor did I have any reason to know him.  His invitation came at the request of my cousin.  She lives in his Congressional district, and, more importantly, is married to an “influential person.”  [code word for “has big bucks and periodically throws some at fawning politicians.”]

We took the Metro (DC’s subway system) to a station literally 30 steps from the Cannon House Office Building, where we passed through security relatively easily.  We did not have to take off our shoes, and I probably could have brought in all the shampoo and conditioner I wanted.  By airline standards, it was a walk in the park.

The Cannon House Office Building is something of a relic, and not a particularly well-kept one.  The hallways are dark and dank, and rather barren.  Walking down the 5th floor hallway, I felt as if I were in a prison, with Congressional offices taking the place of cells.  The offices were marked with identical nameplates, listing the Congressperson’s name and state.  Two flags flanked the entrance, one the U.S. flag, and the other the appropriate state flag.

Becky, the Congressman’s Executive Assistant, had been awaiting our arrival.  She explained that her boss was currently on the House floor for a series of votes, but would soon meet us on the Capitol steps for a photo op.  We proceeded to make the small talk that people who have never met make.  I took the opportunity to look around the office.  It was very small, but nicely decorated with Indiana memorabilia.   A man in his early 20’s, Tom, was manning the phone, but no calls came in during our chat.

In about 20 minutes, the Congressman telephoned Becky to say that voting was completed, so we were dispatched with young Tom to meet him on the Capitol steps.  A photographer was waiting there.  She had just taken another Congressman’s photo with a group of his constituents, and we were next.  After the photo with the Capitol in the background, we were ushered inside through a much more stringent security checkpoint and were soon in the Congressional Dining Room.

Lunch was superb, and was served by a host of older, but very attentive waiters.  Out of a sense of tradition, I ordered the famous Senate bean soup, and a main course of crab cakes.  We chatted politics throughout the meal; the Congressman was very candid and informed on every issue we discussed.  He was obviously worried about his upcoming re-election battle (he is a first-term Republican in a heavily Democratic district).  The mood was not unlike the Last Supper. 

Following lunch, we shook hands goodbye and began a tour of the Capitol with Tom as our guide.  We passed several of the more famous (or infamous) members of Congress (e.g., Tom DeLay) in the hallways. We ended up in the gallery watching our House of Representatives “in action.”  There were only three members of Congress present, one at the podium, and two debating - a Republican from Wisconsin, and a Democrat from New York.  Looking at the electronic voting board, I noted that there are 8 Davis’s in the House, far outdistancing 4 Johnson’s and 3 Bishops. I did see a few teenage pages scurrying about on the floor of the House below, but, thankfully, none appeared to be sending or receiving instant messages.  

After about 30 minutes watching partisan bickering, we opted to leave, and headed back to the Metro.  So thanks, America, for the free lunch.  The crab cakes were great!

I thought you might like to know.
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