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Chairman. Colonel. Dean. Authentic. 
Patriotic. Semper fi. Fearless. Keen. 
Optimistic. Jovial. With an unforget-
table glint in his eyes. Alive. Devoted 
husband to Joyce, and proud and car-
ing father and grandfather. 

To his family, we send our deepest 
sympathy and our abiding prayers and 
friendship. 

Son of Johnstown. Rough hewn. Bat-
tle tested. Two Purple Hearts. A 
Bronze Star. Not blow dried nor cos-
metic. Fiercely loyal to his district 
and Pennsylvania. In command. Ex-
traordinarily hard working. Kept Ma-
rine hours, rising early, arriving early. 
Always building others. Trusted. Never 
gave a word he would break. If he said, 
I’ll talk to you about it later, the sub-
ject was closed before you knew it. 
Acute judge of character. Revered 
counselor to dozens and dozens and 
dozens of Members and friends. In few 
golden but choice words, he advised, 
critiqued, led. 

Don’t mess with him. Absolutely 
loved politics. A ticket maker and ana-
lyzer. Lots of real friends. Some really 
cruel enemies. Always had a good word. 
An author. Well-traveled, too, often to 
war zones. Visited the wounded and 
bore that pain close to his heart. 

New ideas and insights captivated 
him. Razor sharp mind. Don’t tangle 
with him unless you know your sub-
ject. Memory that could recall votes 10 
years ago, and who voted which way. 
Master of the rules. Wielded the gavel 
with authority and certitude. Atten-
tive to the floor at all times, even 
when you thought he wasn’t paying at-
tention. Possessed all the attributes to 
be Speaker, except he came from the 
working class of people and didn’t hail 
from a financial or government en-
clave. 

Madam Speaker, he instinctively 
knew how to build a majority. He had 
lived war, and his heart was always 
with the soldier. 

A giant tree has fallen in the forest. 
A lion is now at rest. How fortunate we 
are to cherish his friendship and serv-
ice. America’s defense is the best in the 
world because Chairman Jack Murtha 
lived to leave that legacy. 

The passing from this life of legendary 
Pennsylvania Congressman and Defense Ap-
propriations Chairman and Marine Colonel 
John P. ‘‘Jack’’ Murtha truly represents a seis-
mic shift in our Nation’s history. His acumen, 
brass-tacks style and man-of-his-word reputa-
tion are so rare. 

As the longest-serving woman in the current 
U.S. House of Representatives, I came to 
know Jack Murtha well, serving with him 28 
years. In early February he became the long-
est-serving Congressman in Pennsylvania his-
tory. He took it upon himself to guide young 
Members of Congress, particularly if their dis-
tricts mimicked the hardscrabble nature of his 
own. 

As representative of the Ninth Congres-
sional District of Ohio, which extends along 
the Lake Erie shoreline from Toledo almost to 

Cleveland, I had invited Jack to our job-chal-
lenged region many times. In fact, he was 
scheduled to open the national rifle matches 
at Camp Perry this spring. 

Jack Murtha was legendary. He never forgot 
where he came from. He tirelessly served his 
district and his constituents. He grew to serve 
our Nation and his reach was global. No one 
had his grasp of our Nation’s defense or his 
dexterity at ushering the complicated defense 
appropriations bill, the largest in Congress, 
with nearly unanimous bipartisan support. 

Jack put the soldier first. His unheralded vis-
its to military hospitals to visit the sick and 
wounded were not designed as photo ops but 
as heartfelt expressions of appreciation for 
those who served on the front lines and sac-
rificed for us. Every soldier knew he under-
stood. 

Each branch of the service, plus the Re-
serve and National Guard, owes Jack Murtha 
a debt of gratitude. He was indefatigable in 
their cause. In Toledo, our 180th F–16 Fighter 
Wing is genuinely the best in the world. Why? 
Because Jack Murtha helped to build its capa-
bility. I daresay he attended to all 435 con-
gressional districts with the same diligence. 

Our Guard and Reserve units were modern-
ized with improved pay and benefits because 
he knew their importance: he advised America 
cannot conduct successful operations without 
them. America’s blood supply is more robust 
and deliverable because he fought for it. New 
weapons, materiel, and technologies are un-
derway in every service branch because Jack 
knew that some generals tend to fight the last 
war, so he purposely worked in the future. 

Jack Murtha respected the awesome power 
of the U.S. military, but he also knew its limits. 

I have never served in Congress when Jack 
Murtha wasn’t here. Properly, a U.S. flag has 
been placed on his chair in the ‘‘Pennsylvania 
Corner,’’ where he anchored his work on the 
floor of the House of Representatives and will 
remain unoccupied by those who held him in 
esteem. His knowledge, leadership, measure, 
and tutelage remain timeless gifts to those 
who shared his path. 

As the first Democratic woman to serve on 
the defense subcommittee of Appropriations, I 
can attest it would never have happened but 
for his support and encouragement. For his 
faith in me, I shall always be in his debt as I 
try to emulate his acuity, range and concern. 

We, his subcommittee colleagues, who had 
the privilege of serving most closely with this 
giant of a man, shall miss him greatly. 

When my constituents ask me to describe 
him, here is what I say in his cadence: Jack. 
Authentic. Patriotic. Man of the House. Marine. 
Chairman. Colonel. Dean. Semper fi. Fearless. 
Keen. Optimistic. Jovial. With an unforgettable 
glint in his eyes. Alive. Devoted husband to 
Joyce and proud and caring father and grand-
father. Son of Johnstown. Rough hewn. Battle 
Tested. 2 Purple Hearts. A Bronze Star. Not 
blow dried nor cosmetic. Fiercely loyal to his 
district and Pennsylvania. In command. Ex-
traordinarily hard working. Kept Marine hours, 
rising early, arriving early. Always building oth-
ers. Trusted. Never gave a word he would 
break. If he said, I’ll talk to you about it later, 
the subject was closed before you knew it. 
Acute judge of character. Revered counselor 
to dozens and dozens of Members and 

friends. In few golden but choice words, he 
advised, critiqued, led. Defended his sub-
committee’s prerogatives. 

Don’t mess with him. Absolutely loved poli-
tics. A ticket maker and analyzer. Lots of real 
friends. Some really cruel enemies. Always 
had a good word. Liked bright colors on oth-
ers. Extraordinarily gifted. Well read. An au-
thor. Well traveled too, often to war zones. 
Visited the wounded and bore that pain close 
to his heart. 

Quite curious. New ideas and insights cap-
tivated him. Capable of independent views. 
Razor sharp mind. Don’t tangle with him un-
less you know your subject. Memory that 
could recall votes from 10 years ago, and who 
voted which way. Master of the Rules. Wield-
ed the gavel with authority and certitude. At-
tentive to the Floor at all times even when you 
thought he wasn’t paying attention. A coach. 
Possessed all the attributes to be Speaker, 
except he came from the working class of 
people and didn’t hail from a financial or gov-
ernment enclave. 

Not a trust fund baby nor into the cocktail 
circuit. Self made. Fair. Precise. Garrulous. 
Politically savvy. Strong, Unflinching. Always 
humorous, throwing his head back with a sin-
cere laugh, and ‘‘is that so?’’ A brusque man-
ner that didn’t suffer fools gladly. Regularly 
reached across the aisle. Consistently passed 
his bills with nearly unanimous support. He in-
stinctively knew how to build a majority. 

Lived war. Heart always with the soldier. 
Loyal disciple of Speaker Tip O’Neill and the 
common man. Soul buddies with twinkles in 
their eyes. Cussing occasionally. But a good 
word always. A giant tree has fallen in the for-
est. A lion is now at rest. How fortunate are 
we who cherish his friendship and service. We 
loved him and will deeply miss him. America’s 
defense is the best in the world because 
Chairman Jack Murtha lived to leave that leg-
acy. 

f 

HONORING THE LIFE OF 
CHAIRMAN JOHN MURTHA 

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Under a 
previous order of the House, the gentle-
woman from New York (Mrs. LOWEY) is 
recognized for 5 minutes. 

Mrs. LOWEY. Madam Speaker, I rise 
to pay tribute to the life of our dear 
friend and colleague, Chairman Jack 
Murtha. Jack was truly an all-Amer-
ican, a committed public servant, deco-
rated veteran of war, small business-
man, devoted husband and father and 
grandfather. 

Many have recalled tonight and in re-
cent weeks his service on the front 
lines of combat. His experience in the 
military made him a lifelong advocate 
for our men and women in uniform and 
a compass for this body when it came 
to making some of the toughest issues 
we face, those related to the defense of 
the United States. 

Jack Murtha exercised his power to 
protect the country he loved, taking 
seriously the trust of his constituents 
and his responsibility to the American 
people. 
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I learned so much from Jack Murtha. 
I witnessed firsthand and benefited 
from his expertise on military strat-
egy, intelligence, and foreign policy. 
His compassion and commitment to do 
what was right were equally impres-
sive. On his broad shoulders, he carried 
a great burden to not only provide for 
our troops and their security but to en-
sure that we have made this world a 
better place, a safer place, including 
for innocent civilians in war zones and 
vulnerable societies around the world. 
And with a heavy heart he regularly 
gave his time to lift the spirits of men 
and women recovering from injuries in 
battles, sharing with them the appre-
ciation of a grateful Nation. 

Finally, I would like to note his dedi-
cation to a goal we shared: Alleviating 
cancer, especially those unique to 
women. He not only worked to help 
adapt military technology to aid in the 
treatment of cancer, he and his loving 
wife, Joyce, have supported initiatives 
to directly support breast cancer pa-
tients and survivors. 

Jack was a giant among men. He was 
tough, he was smart, he was committed 
to this great institution. His lifelong 
service to our country will be missed. 

Rest in peace, my dear friend. I will 
miss him. 

f 

IN TRIBUTE TO REPRESENTATIVE 
JOHN P. MURTHA OF PENNSYL-
VANIA 

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Under a 
previous order of the House, the gen-
tleman from New Jersey (Mr. ROTH-
MAN) is recognized for 5 minutes. 

Mr. ROTHMAN of New Jersey. 
Madam Speaker, I’ve been in Congress 
now—this is my 14th year. 

A lot of people don’t know about the 
quality of some of the people who are 
here in the Congress. A lot of people in 
this country find it funny to ridicule 
elected officials in general—Members 
of Congress in particular. 

I am going to talk to you about a 
great American, a great human being. 
But there are many others like him, in 
a sense, with the patriotism and grace 
and greatness that he possessed. 

Grace, generosity, and greatness: 
Jack Murtha. This was my fourth year 
serving on Mr. Murtha’s defense sub-
committee, and I was wondering how 
this giant of a man—physical giant, 
powerful, legislatively powerful man, 
would accept this guy from Jersey on 
his subcommittee. But he had such 
grace. He welcomed me with great ci-
vility and gentility. He was tough. He 
was so generous to me. He was gen-
erous to everyone on the committee. 

He believed in bipartisanship abso-
lutely, completely and totally, espe-
cially when it came to the security of 
our beloved country, the United States 
of America. So he took the best ideas 
from wherever they came—Democrat, 

Republican, liberal, or conservative. He 
just wanted what was best for America. 

To talk about generosity, he even let 
me, a New Jersey guy, into the Penn-
sylvania corner. I was tickled by it. I 
was honored. For most of my years 
here when I was not on his sub-
committee, I would see him over there 
in his corner, and I would see the peo-
ple flocking around him from Pennsyl-
vania and elsewhere, coming as if truly 
just to get an audience with just a 
great man, a great human being, to get 
advice, to get direction, to get support. 
He always made you feel as if he was 
interested in your point of view. 

He asked me what books I read. When 
I told him, he said, I want to read that 
book, and he did. He made you feel like 
you were making a contribution. 

The greatness of Jack Murtha—aside 
from being a great husband and father 
and war hero and devoted representa-
tive of the people of Johnstown and his 
congressional district—part of his 
greatness was his expectations, his ex-
pectations about what it meant to be 
an American, someone committed to 
equal justice, equal opportunity, and 
integrity. His integrity was unques-
tioned and unquestionable. 

I just hope that we remember, 
Madam Speaker, when we think of this 
great, gracious, generous, gentle giant, 
Jack Murtha, we remember not only 
his expectations for himself, but we re-
member his expectations for each of us. 
He had it of his staff, he had it of his 
committee members, he had it of all of 
his colleagues of the House that we be-
have as true American patriots and 
leave America stronger, freer, more 
just, and a greater Nation—as great as 
he believed America to be. He de-
manded greatness from all of us and 
that we pass on that legacy for our 
country, our fellow countrymen and 
women, for generations to come. 

Thank you, Mr. Murtha, for all you 
have done for us, and we hope to repay 
all that you have done for us by giving 
back to our country and creating the 
kind of country that you fought so 
hard to make. 

We will never forget you, sir. Thank 
you. God bless you. 

f 

IN TRIBUTE TO REPRESENTATIVE 
JOHN P. MURTHA OF PENNSYL-
VANIA 

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Under a 
previous order of the House, the gen-
tleman from Iowa (Mr. BRALEY) is rec-
ognized for 5 minutes. 

Mr. BRALEY of Iowa. Madam Speak-
er, some people may wonder why I am 
standing here tonight, because almost 
everyone who’s spoken before me knew 
Jack Murtha longer and better than I 
did. 

But one of the things that I want to 
share with everyone who cares about 
Jack is my first meeting in his office, 
because Jack came to the door and 

greeted me, and as we were walking in, 
I looked up on the wall of his office and 
I saw that famous photograph that Joe 
Rosenthal took of the flag-raising on 
Iwo Jima, and it was signed by Joe 
Rosenthal. And I stopped the chair-
man, and I pointed it out to him, and I 
told him that my father landed at Iwo 
Jima the same days that those flags 
were raised. And in that instant, Jack 
Murtha became my friend for life. 

And we talked about the photograph, 
and I showed him that over the shoul-
der of those Marines on Mount 
Suribachi, you could see down on the 
shoreline on Green Beach LST–808, 
which was the landing ship tank that 
dropped my dad off on Iwo Jima 65 
years ago yesterday. 

And after that moment, any time I 
had a question or a concern or a prob-
lem that affected the men and women 
in my district or my State that served 
this country in uniform, I knew where 
to go, and I went to Jack Murtha. 

And one of the amazing things about 
how all of this unfolded is Jack and I 
had talked about this year being the 
65th anniversary of the invasion of Iwo 
Jima, and we talked about going there 
together. And unfortunately, because 
of his tragic loss of life, we never had 
that opportunity. 

And I think about that because my 
dad died 29 years ago, and so many 
things about him were like Jack. He 
landed as an 18-year-old farm boy from 
Iowa, and he saw horrible things in 
war. Like Jack, he saw one of his good 
friends vaporized by a shell burst, and 
I have read the story of that account 
by the commanding officer of the core 
artillery that my dad served under, 
Colonel John Letcher. 

One of the things that I did recently 
was I got a chance to tape the vet-
eran’s history interview of my cousin, 
Richard Braley, who, like my dad, was 
a Marine and served in Vietnam as an 
officer, just like Jack Murtha. And one 
of the things that is so special about 
people like my dad and my cousin and 
Jack Murtha is you never forget and 
you’re always faithful. 

So when my dad died 29 years ago, 
one of the most emotional things that 
happened was when my cousin flew all 
the way back from Hawaii so that 
someone would be at that small rural 
cemetery where he was buried to play 
taps, and he played it on his trumpet. 
And then he came up to me at the very 
end with tears in his eyes, and he said, 
I wonder if you could help. I brought 
this with me and I would like to put it 
in the casket. And I looked down and 
in his hand he had a small silver me-
dallion with the words ‘‘Semper 
Fidelis’’ on it. 

And when I heard these stories about 
Jack Murtha all afternoon long, one of 
the other things it reminded me of was 
how mad my mother used to get when 
my dad would stop and pick up hitch-
hikers, because she didn’t think it was 
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