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When I applied to the Henry M. Jackson Leadership Fellows Program, 
I sought more than mentorship – I wanted to see how someone from 
Everett could make place, power, and principle cohere. The Foundation’s 
own Nature of Leadership describes Jackson’s work as marrying “science 
and art” – skills learned, character tested. That phrase stayed with me. I 
entered the Fellowship feeling I hadn’t been seen, I wasn’t sure politics 
was the place for me; I asked what Scoop’s leadership might teach me 
about whether I belonged in politics.

Upon joining the Jackson Fellowship, I did so as the first Black woman elected to the 
state legislature in nearly twenty years, the only mother serving with children under 
five, and someone shaped by the very systems I now endeavored to reform through 
legislation. My professional journey is informed by an understanding of systemic 
power – power that profoundly impacts the opportunities available to children 
whose backgrounds mirror my own. I entered my public service role driven by 
purpose but also aware of the frustrations inherent in serving in institutions not built 
by me, for me, or with my inclusion in mind, continually seeking mentorship from 
those who comprehend the complex intersection between service and belonging.

My decision to participate in the Jackson Fellowship was not borne out of a 
sense of belonging in politics; rather, it was motivated by the opposite. During my 
second term in the Washington State House, I experienced increasing challenges 
– not solely due to partisanship, but because bipartisanship, a principle esteemed 
during my studies at Washington State University, seemed increasingly underval-

ued in a climate marked by division. I remained committed to 
the idea that public service in a ‘representative democracy’ 
should prioritize constituents over political affiliation.

The fellowship presented an opportunity to evaluate 
whether true inclusion was attainable within political institu-
tions that often subtly implied otherwise. I dedicated my time 
to exploring the legacy of Scoop Jackson, one of Washington 
State’s most influential senators, seeking insights into effec-
tive political leadership.

In the absence of direct mentorship from Senator 
Jackson, I engaged with his former staff, family members, 
policy work, and literature surrounding his career. Through 
this comprehensive approach, I aimed to discern whether my 
experiences and aspirations resonated with those of a legis-
lator whose impact remains significant.

Today, each entrance into the Capitol rotunda evokes a 
sense of reflection – the marble floors serve as a testament 
to the footsteps of leaders past and present. Among these 
echoes are those of Henry Martin Jackson, known as “Scoop,” 
whose political career spanned several decades, and whose 
legacy continues to shape Washington State.

While my identity as an Afro-Latina woman distinguishes 
my path from that of Senator Jackson, our shared workplace and responsibilities 
prompt a fundamental inquiry: What constitutes meaningful public service?

This paper seeks to explore, through engagement with Scoop Jackson’s legacy 
and self-reflection, the enduring questions: 

What is the measure of service, and who truly belongs?
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Origins: Learning the Room 
Jackson’s origin story is almost cinematic: the son of Norwegian immigrants in a 
working-class port town, the county prosecutor who leapt to Congress at twenty-
eight, then to the U.S. Senate as a consummate legislator. The nickname, the 
ascent, the endurance – he embodied a form of civic 
legitimacy rooted in place, labor, and industry.

My origin story is different. My first credential in the 
Capitol was not pedigree; it was endurance. Growing 
up the daughter of a single mother who struggled with 
drug addiction and alcoholism, in and out of foster care 
at an early age, homeless in my teens, I learned at an 
early age that it was people in places like Olympia and 
DC who would decide whether I had food to eat, a roof 
over my head, or clothes on my back.

When I became a legislator, I learned quickly that 
political rooms have a temperature. For some people, 
the room warms to greet them. For others, it waits – 
cold and watchful – for proof that we belong.

Scoop inherited rooms that assumed his 
competence.

I enter rooms that require proof of mine.
That difference matters. It shapes not only who 

speaks and who is heard, but what qualifies as “public 
business.” Jackson’s Washington was forged in mills, 
shipyards, and factories; mine is forged there too – 
but also in neighborhoods bearing the heaviest environmental burdens, in the rural 
communities discouraged by dwindling economic opportunity, in classrooms where 
the future is often rationed, and in small businesses held together by grit and grace.

What Scoop and I share is a faith that institutions can be made to serve – that 
government, for all its flaws, can still be a force for good.

As Robert Kaufman observed in Henry M. Jackson: A Life in Politics (2000), 
Jackson’s influence was less about oration than about presence. He built power 
through relationships by remembering names, stories, and small details that turned 
constituents into allies. Relational politics was his quiet genius and how he com-
manded the room.

In my world, those same instincts are radical. To lead relationally as a woman 
of color is to insist we are on equal footing, that empathy and strategy are not 
opposites, but instruments of the same craft: governance. Yet for me, being in the 
room is not to command it, but to comfort it. Never be too loud. Never be too bold. 
Never be too much. When you are one of a few or the only ones in the room, the 
rules are different.

The Big Tent – and What It Takes to Hold It Up
However, learning to belong in the room taught me that presence is only the 
beginning; the harder work is expanding the space so others can belong, too. 
That’s what the big tent of our Party demands – not just entry, but architecture.

Scoop’s domestic politics drew strength from New Deal and Great Society lib-
eralism – organized labor, infrastructure, public lands, social programs – and from 
a practical, chair-level understanding of how to move hard things through the U.S. 
Senate. He built coalitions across constituencies that do not always like each other.
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I admire that. I need that. I also know something he did not have to manage: how 
a coalition shifts when race, gender, and place are not politely bracketed off. When I 
convene labor, small business, environmentalists, and community advocates, I cannot 
pretend that “consensus” is value neutral. In my practice, bipartisanship is not the art 
of sanding off difference; it is the discipline of naming who benefits, who bears, who 
decides, and who counts – and then refusing to move forward until those answers 
are honest.

Jackson’s tent was wide because he insisted on listening deeply – not only to 
the powerful but to the unheard. The Nature of Leadership recounts that he walked 
the Senate hallways, stopping to talk to farmers, labor leaders, scientists, and skep-
tics. He believed access was part of legitimacy. I want that, too. But in my ecosys-
tem, listening is read through identity frames. I cannot simply pause in hallways; I 
must break into them.

As I reflect on Jackson’s talent for holding a tent up in high wind; my test is 
whether everyone under it is actually dry.

In Scoop (1975), P. Ognibene records an internal staff memo where Jackson 
rebuffed a lobby group demanding exclusion from a resource negotiation – his note 
read: “The tent must include the lands people, not exclude them.” That insistence, 
in a moment when he was pressed by industry backers, became one of his internal 
guardrails. In my coalition work, I often hear the opposite pressure from advocates: 
“Let’s keep this narrow to move fast.” The temptation is real. But Jackson’s mid-ca-
reer posture reminds me: inclusion is not a luxury; it is a covenant I refuse to break.

Kaufman (2000) reminds us 
that Jackson’s “big tent” politics 
also came with the constant 
scrutiny of proximity to power. 
His close relationship with 
Boeing – a company central to 
Washington’s economic identity 
– earned him both admiration 
and suspicion, the enduring quip 
labeling him “the senator from 
Boeing” a shorthand for the 
risks of industrial alliance. Yet 
Kaufman also notes Jackson’s 
consistent advocacy for public or 
regulated control of utilities and 
energy systems, arguing that 

essential resources belonged first to the people, not to corporate shareholders.
That duality – working alongside industry while defending the public’s stake 

in its outputs – embodies the tightrope of real governance. In my own work on the 
House Consumer Protection and Business committee, I feel that tension daily: bal-
ancing partnership with private enterprise against the duty to ensure that power, in 
every sense of the word, remains accountable to the communities and consumers it 
is meant to serve. But in an era of anti-capitalism and anti-corporations on one end 
and anti-DEI and anti-inclusion on the other, now more than ever, Scoop’s focus 
on equitable inclusion of everyone impacted by policy seems like a “best practice” 
from beyond.

Jackson’s tent was built for inclusion within the terms of his time; mine 
must stretch to include those his era overlooked and those who come after me. 
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Belonging, I’ve learned, is not about comfort. It’s about commitment – to stay in 
the room long enough to make the room better. But belonging isn’t only social; it’s 
structural – written into the procedures that decide who gets heard.

While coalition keeps the work alive, process gives it shape. What I learned 
next, from Scoop and from the laws that bear his imprint, is that fairness has to be 
engineered, not assumed.

Procedure and Justice: NEPA, Then and Now
Jackson helped midwife the procedural backbone of modern environmental 
governance. In 1969, after introducing the bill the previous February, he 
shepherded the National Environmental Policy Act (NEPA) through the Senate 
Interior and Insular Affairs Committee and on to the floor; it became law on January 
1, 1970. NEPA asked agencies to slow down, disclose impacts, and reckon with 
consequences before they built, mined, or paved. It did not guarantee a “just” 
answer, but it made the question harder to ignore. In congressional language 
from that period, Jackson framed it as laying a framework so “present and future 
generations” could live in an environment safe for mental and physical well-being.

That matters to me. The procedural tools Scoop helped create are the tools I 
reach for today. But procedure without equity is a gavel that never strikes. In the 
neighborhoods I represent, environmental harm is not theoretical, it is chronic. NEPA 
asks what will happen; justice asks to whom it is happening and who gets to repair 
it. My job is to braid the two: use Scoop’s rigor to make the work slower and smarter 
and then insist that the final answer lands where the harms have landed longest.

In practice, that looks like insisting on equity scoring alongside environmental 
review, targeting benefits to overburdened communities, and structuring procure-
ment so the money flows to the neighborhoods long treated as extraction sites. 
NEPA taught agencies to listen to the land; justice requires that they listen to the 
people who live on it.

Ognibene (1975) describes Jackson push-
ing back in committee against secret internal 
amendments to environmental legislation, 
insisting that every change be disclosed 
in open hearings – a procedural ethic he 
claimed was essential to legitimacy. The 
Foundation publication notes that Jackson 
once declined to move a bill to the floor when 
opponents were absent – even though the 
vote would’ve benefited him. He refused 
advantage when fairness demanded delay.

These stories underscore that procedural 
justice was not optional; it was a habit of 
character. When I ask for “equity addenda,” I 
claim that same legacy: fairness even when the gains seem slow. That is the ethos 
I promote, invoking a Jacksonian standard for transparency and accountability, not 
just liberal aesthetics. If NEPA showed how Jackson built fairness into process, his 
foreign policy revealed how he built conscience into power. Both were expressions 
of the same belief: that service without integrity is just administration.
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The Hawk with a Heart: Security, Power, and  
How Strength Is Read
If Scoop was a domestic liberal, he was also a Cold War hawk. He pressed for 
robust defense spending, resisted détente when he thought it surrendered 
leverage, and tied U.S. economic policy to human rights abroad. His hawkish 
stance drew an antiwar primary challenge in 1970 from Carl Maxey, a civil-rights 
attorney who made Vietnam – and Jackson’s posture – a moral referendum. 
Jackson won easily and then won the general election by a record margin that Fall.

I study that paradox often. There is something admirable – and dangerous – 
about the ease with which “strength” becomes a synonym for militarized answers. In 
my work, security is community safety, climate resilience, critical infrastructure, fair 
enforcement, and trust. But I also know how “strength” gets read when it comes from 
a woman of color: as anger if I am direct, as naiveté if I am careful, as partisanship if I 
insist on dignity. Scoop’s authority was presumed; mine is proved and then reproved.

The lesson I borrow from him is not posture, but presence. Speak with convic-
tion. Do the homework. Take the hard vote. And use power to protect rights, not to 
erode them.

In Scoop, Ognibene recounts a 1974 foreign policy speech in which Jackson 
drew a line: he rejected “soft peace” that ties us to tyrants. But even then, 
Ognibene notes he paused mid-sentence to acknowledge dissent. He balanced 
moral clarity with political humility. In my committee debates on policing reform 
and consumer protection, I try to channel that posture: name the stakes steeply but 
leave the path partly open for dialogue. Strength should invite – not silence.

Every policy debate is, at its heart, a test of who belongs in the promise of 
democracy. I strive to make sure everyone has voice in the discussion.

Before I ever held elected office, I 
saw national security from the inside 
out. Working on military and veterans’ 
affairs for Senator Patty Murray and later 
leading defense and military sector work 
at the Washington State Department 
of Commerce under Governor Jay 
Inslee taught me that “security” is not 
an abstraction – it’s a livelihood, a local 
economy, a family waiting for stability 
on both ends of a deployment. I learned 
how federal defense policy ripples 
through state budgets, classrooms, and 
small towns built around bases, and how 
the rhetoric of readiness can eclipse the 
human toll of service.

Those years also deepened my respect for the complexity Scoop understood 
so well: that strength and compassion are not opposites, but twin obligations of 
leadership. Jackson believed in a strong America because he believed democracy 
was worth defending; I carry that belief forward by insisting that defense includes 
care for the people who serve, the communities that host them, and the civilians 
whose futures depend on whether we can convert power into peace.
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Jackson’s understanding of security evolved from the Cold War’s geopolitics to 
a broader defense of democracy itself. In a 1979 address in Jerusalem,  
he warned:

“I believe that international terrorism is a modern form 
of warfare against liberal democracies. I believe that the 
ultimate but seldom stated goal of these terrorists is to 
destroy the very fabric of democracy. I believe that it is 
both wrong and foolhardy for any democratic state to 
consider international terrorism to be ‘someone else’s’ 
problem.... Liberal democracies must acknowledge that 
international terrorism is a ‘collective problem.’”

(Jackson, 1979, as cited in Wolfowitz, 2002,  
Defending the ‘Ancient Dream of Freedom’, JINSA.org)

Jackson’s words predated the global consensus on counterterrorism by 
decades, but their real insight transcends terrorism itself: democracies decay when 
they outsource responsibility.

Today, I hear a domestic echo of that 
warning. When inequity, polarization, 
or disenfranchisement are treated as 
“someone else’s problem,” democracy 
erodes from within. The collective prob-
lem of my era is not foreign aggression 
– it is the slow corrosion of belonging. 
My charge is to defend the same “fabric 
of democracy” Jackson spoke of, by 
ensuring every thread – every commu-
nity – remains woven in.

The Nature of Leadership text 
emphasizes that Jackson absorbed new 
information and revised old positions. 
During the energy crisis, he supported natural gas deregulation after reassessing 
market dynamics. “Let the facts lead to the conclusion,” he once said. That evo-
lution is critical: it means that a “hawk” can grow – not betray. In my own work on 
state security, policing, and infrastructure resilience, I strive to lead with that same 
humility: grounded in principle, open to correction.

Kaufman’s analysis of Jackson’s foreign policy evolution reveals that his 
so-called “hawkishness” was never static – it flexed with circumstance, evidence, 
and conscience. In debates over détente and the Strategic Arms Limitation Talks 
(SALT), Jackson’s insistence on “linkage” between U.S. diplomacy, defense, and 
human rights was not ideological rigidity but an adaptive strategy to hold adversar-
ies accountable.

As Kaufman notes, Jackson did not invent the idea of linkage on a whim; it 
was a principle tested and refined across decades of diplomatic experience. His 
signature Jackson-Vanik Amendment embodied that balance – using trade not 
merely as an economic instrument but as moral leverage. I see a parallel in my own 
policymaking: flexibility is not betrayal when it is rooted in purpose. Like Jackson, I 
believe adaptation can be a form of integrity when it aligns principle with practice 
and power with accountability.
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Jackson’s hawkishness was never just about force; it was about influence. He 
believed that real power meant aligning the tools of government: trade, aid, and 
diplomacy, with the moral purpose of democracy. Working on veterans & military 
affairs for Senator Murray and later for Governor Inslee reinforced the idea that 
national service has its own kind of belonging, a shared mission that can bind even 
people who disagree. Scoop understood that belonging, too: the kind grounded in 
duty, not ideology, and rooted in integrity.

Jackson – Vanik and the Ethics of Leverage
One of Jackson’s most enduring intellectual contributions is the idea that trade 
can carry moral freight. The Jackson–Vanik Amendment (1974) conditioned normal 
trade relations for non-market economies on freedom of emigration – a direct 
response to Soviet exit restrictions and “head taxes” that effectively punished 
people, often Jews, for leaving. The basic logic was simple: rights matter, and the 
United States should wield its market access accordingly.

I see an echo of that principle in state-level tools we use now: tying public 
dollars to labor compliance, community benefits, and supplier diversity; requiring 
equity outcomes as part of economic development; screening investments to avoid 
complicity in harm. The scale is different, but the ethical muscle is similar. Leverage 
is not a threat; it is an alignment of values with resources.

Where we diverge is vantage point. 
Jackson’s frame was geopolitical; mine is 
neighborhood-forward. But the aspiration 
is the same: public power should serve 
human dignity.

As Jackson explained in 1974, “When 
we have something we feel strongly 
about…it is international law now, the 
right to leave a country freely and return 
freely…we should put that issue of prin-
ciple on the table knowing that the 
Russians are not going to agree to it” 
(CNN Cold War, Ep. 16, 1998).

That insistence on naming principle 
even when it will not prevail shaped the 

Jackson–Vanik Amendment’s moral logic – and it informs my own approach to 
embedding equity standards in public investment. Principles that are hard to pass 
are often the ones most worth putting on the table. But even the most principled 
use of power carries risk. The same leverage that can advance justice can also 
invite suspicion – and Jackson knew that better than most.

Turning values into policy is one kind of challenge; keeping power from con-
suming those values is another. Jackson’s story, especially his closeness with 
Boeing, is a reminder that ethics and influence live in constant negotiation.

Growth, Boeing, and the Perils of Capture
Washington’s political economy has always wrestled with the gravitational pull of its 
biggest employers. For Jackson, that meant being praised – and sometimes criticized 
– as too close to Boeing. An oft-quoted jab labeled him “the senator from Boeing,” 
encapsulating a larger anxiety about industrial dependence and political capture.
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I do not live in Jackson’s era, but I live with its consequences. When a single 
firm, or a single sector, becomes the default answer to “jobs,” communities pay the 
price of volatility and uneven voice. My work is to build an economy that is resilient 
because it is inclusive: clean energy and small manufacturers, union apprentice-
ships and community-owned infrastructure, public-private partnerships that do not 
privatize the gains and socialize the losses. The test is not whether we bring jobs 
home – that remains essential. The test is whether our people can afford to live 
where the jobs are, breathe clean air while doing them, and build wealth that stays.

Managing influence and pursuing power draw on the same muscles – judg-
ment, restraint, and courage. Jackson’s next chapter, his run for the presidency, 
showed just how costly it can be when timing and conviction fall out of rhythm. 
Power invites loyalty; ambition tests it. Jackson’s presidential bids revealed not a 
failure of will, but a collision between conviction and circumstance – a collision I’ve 
felt in my own career.

“Ambition, Missteps, and Timing”
Kaufman’s critique of Jackson’s presidential bid reveals the perils of ambition 
outpacing the political moment. Jackson’s national aspirations in 1972 and 1976 
were grounded in conviction, but Kaufman notes that his timing collided with a 
Democratic Party rapidly realigning around Vietnam fatigue, generational change, 
and ideological fracture. His overreach was not hubris so much as misread context, 
a reminder that even seasoned leaders can find themselves out of sync with their 
own coalition.

I think often of that lesson when reflecting 
on my own experience running for Congress – 
the first Black woman in Washington State to 
do so. A few weeks after I announced, another 
Black woman entered the race, followed by 
seventeen other people, each competing in a 
moment already teetering between crisis and 
reckoning. We campaigned through the onset 
of COVID-19, through the murder of George 
Floyd, through the summer streets of protest 
that made every speech, handshake, and 
headline feel like history’s draft notes.

I lost that race. But what I gained was clarity about how real politics is played 
– the quiet calculations, the visible courage, the absence of institutional support 
when agendas shift, and the endurance it takes to stay true to yourself anyway. 
Losing that race taught me that belonging isn’t bestowed by winning; it’s built by 
showing up, even when the room votes against you. Jackson understood that 
kind of political acuity: the discipline to read the room, the humility to recover from 
missteps, and the wisdom to know that loss, too, can be a form of learning. His near 
misses on the national stage remind me that timing is as much a teacher as triumph, 
and that integrity, even in defeat, is its own kind of victory.

The lessons of ambition are inward-facing; the lessons of bipartisanship are 
outward-facing. Together they form the core of public service: self-knowledge and 
shared work. If Jackson’s presidential runs revealed the cost of misreading the 
political moment, his Senate career showed the opposite: a rare ability to read the 
room, bridge divides, and make durable deals across the aisle.
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Bipartisanship, Reimagined
Jackson’s reputation for bipartisan craftsmanship was earned in committee rooms 
where he made complex deals on energy and lands, often bridging Democrats 
and Republicans who trusted his command of the details. That skill set is still the 
currency of durable governance.

But bipartisanship is not an end state; it is a method. The question is: Toward 
what? I do not aspire to the photo that says “we came together” if it took silencing 
the people who brought us to the table. My rule of thumb is simple: I will cross the 
aisle for outcomes that protect dignity, expand access, and deliver real material 
improvements – especially in communities that have waited longest. I will not cross 
it to varnish harm.

In practice, that means entering negotiations with 
a clear set of non-negotiables, a transparent account-
ing of who benefits and who bears, and a willingness 
to say “no” politely and firmly when a deal preserves 
only the comfort of the powerful. It also means honor-
ing good-faith partners on the other side who share 
the discipline of facts and the courage to back prog-
ress even when the press release is complicated.

Jackson’s faith in bipartisanship was grounded in 
a time when disagreement still assumed shared facts. 
In 2025, that covenant feels more fragile. I still believe 
in reaching across the aisle, but I also know that for 

people like me, partnership now carries a different kind of risk – the risk of being 
asked to compromise not just policy, but identity.

Identity and the Price of Access
Scoop’s authority traveled easily in rooms designed for him. That is not a critique; 
it is a description of American institutions in his era. He faced opposition on 
policy grounds – from the antiwar left, from conservationists who thought he 
compromised too much, from colleagues who shared neither his hawkishness nor 
his appetite for grand projects – but he did not have to explain his presence.

Jackson’s moral stature was not simply presumed; it was lived. The Jackson 
Foundation describes how he declined certain trips, insisted on high ethical stan-
dards, entrusted his speech honoraria to a trust anonymously. That consistent 
restraint built moral capital few questioned. My role demands that I build that cap-
ital wholly in public view, how I spend, who I trust, what I defend, all under a lens 
that never gives me default trust.

My experience is different. I carry intersecting identities that reshape the con-
versation the moment I enter it. That has a cost: the labor of disproving stereotypes, 
the calculations about when to speak and when to let the coalition speak, the scru-
tiny that attaches not only to my votes but to my tone. It also has a gift: the clarity 
that comes from lived proximity to the people policy too often treats abstractly.

When I stand in committee and say that equity is not a decorative word, I am 
speaking as a legislator accountable to all of my constituents – and as someone 
who knows in my bones what it means to be misread by systems. I do not want 
special treatment; I want accurate treatment.

Scoop inherited moral weight; I must earn it every day.
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What’s remarkable about Ognibene’s treatment is how little he mentions race 
– even when Jackson crossed paths with civil rights debates. That erasure is itself 
a historical artifact: in his era, whiteness was invisible in mainstream biography. My 
insertion: I counter that erasure. Where Ognibene assumes colorlessness, I insist 
color is material. My presence disrupts the default; I write difference into rooms that 
historically refused it.

Kaufman underscores that Jackson’s reputation for integrity was nearly unas-
sailable – he neither drank nor smoked, avoided scandal, and carried himself with 
a disciplined restraint that became part of his political armor. That personal com-
portment earned him an inheritance of moral capital; his credibility was presumed 
before he spoke. I often think about what it means to lead without that cushion.

As a Black woman in politics, my every action is measured against stereotypes 
I did not author, and my legitimacy is not granted but continually negotiated. Where 
Jackson’s steadiness reinforced the trust, he already possessed, mine must man-
ufacture trust in systems still learning to see me as a rightful participant. The labor 
is constant: to show composure without erasure, conviction without threat, and vul-
nerability without consequence. Jackson’s example reminds me that moral author-
ity is a kind of currency – but for some of us, earning it costs more, takes longer, 
and requires spending it wisely just to stay in the room.

Belonging, for me, is not about being invited, it’s about being unignored. 
Serving in this body as a woman of color means deciding every day what traditions 
to honor and which to transform. Jackson’s example gives me both a compass and 
a challenge: to keep the rigor and refuse the limits.

What I Keep, What I Refuse
From Jackson I keep the discipline of institutional craftsmanship: build processes 
that outlast personalities; write laws that anticipate unintended consequences; 
steward public lands and public dollars as if they belong to your neighbors – 
because they do. From Jackson I also keep the courage to use leverage ethically, 
whether on human rights abroad or human dignity at home.

Belonging is not a feeling. It’s a fight.
Scoop belonged easily; I belonged insistently.
What I refuse is the idea that “security” requires silencing dissent, or that 

“growth” requires accepting sacrifice zones, or that “bipartisanship” requires placing 
equity last. Those habits made sense to many in Jackson’s time; many still defend 
them now. But the measure of service in my era includes repair. The people most 
harmed by yesterday’s prosperity should not be asked to wait politely for tomorrow’s.

So, I propose a Washington doctrine for the 2030s – one I think Scoop might 
recognize even if he argued with my emphases:

1. �Procedural + Equity Governance Every major policy should have both 
an environmental and an equity impact assessment, with transparent 
scoring and community-informed mitigation and benefits. That’s why I 
was proud to introduce the HEAL Act in WA (HB2009, 2019).

2. �Distributive Justice as Design Principle Target investment to 
communities that have shouldered disproportionate harm or been 
excluded from past benefits – urban and rural. This is why I focused 
equity amendments to the Recycling Reform Act (E2SSB 5284, 2025) 
that ensured both integrated efforts for overburdened communities 
and brought the votes necessary to pass the legislation.
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3. �Recognition and Belonging Representation is not a garnish; it is a 
condition for accuracy. Decision-making bodies should reflect the 
people whose lives they shape. I was proud to vote for HB1541, 2023 
to ensure this effort was integrated across our government systems.

4. �Repair and Accountability Budget language should include metrics for 
repair where harm has been done, not just “forward-looking” plans that 
leave the past unpriced. As the Chair of the Legislative Black Caucus, we 
fought to ensure funding for public safety and police accountability, to 
retain funding for the Community Reinvestment Account, the Covenant 
Homeownership Account, and the Social Equity in Cannabis efforts.

That doctrine is not a repudiation of Jackson’s legacy. It is an expansion – an 
insistence that the measure of service includes both the bridge and the people who 
live beneath it.

Legacy is a dialogue, not a monument. When I think about what I’ve kept from 
Jackson’s example and what I’ve refused, I find myself reaching for the conversa-
tion we never had but somehow, keep having anyway. After years of studying his 
work, I find myself wanting to talk to him, not as a senator or a scholar, but as one 
public servant to another. Because in the end, every lesson I’ve kept from Jackson 
still leaves one question: what would he say to me now?

A Conversation Across Time
If I could invite Scoop to coffee in Everett, I’d ask him what he feared most when he 
decided to invest in the environmental state, when he tied trade to human rights, 
when he defended spending that he believed protected the nation. I imagine he 
would say some version of this: I feared the costs of not acting more than the costs 
of acting. On that we agree.

I would tell him what I fear: that our institutions will mistake movement for prog-
ress, and civility for justice. That the talented, exhausted people doing the work will 
leave because we make it too hard to belong. That we will forget that democracy is 
not only the system we defend but the culture we practice.

I would also tell him what gives me 
hope: young leaders who insist that the data 
match the rhetoric; community elders whose 
wisdom is a perimeter; colleagues who 
cross pressure from their own side to get a 
harder, better thing done; staff who make 
a second draft that saves the bill. And the 
dome itself – an architectural promise that 
the people can see their government and 
be seen by it.

Our imagined conversation ends where 
all public service begins: with accountability 
to the people who sent us. Jackson found 
his measure of service in building institu-

tions that could endure. Mine is making sure they still deserve to. So, when the con-
versation in my mind quiets, what stays with me isn’t his voice but his example, the 
reminder that public service is never finished, only inherited. That realization brings 
me back to the question that began this reflection: what is the measure of service?
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Conclusion: The Measure of Service
I didn’t expect to find myself learning from a man who never met anyone like 
me. But the more I studied him, the more I saw that belonging, too, can be an 
inheritance – not because he imagined me in it, but because he built an institution 
sturdy enough to hold me when I arrived.

Kaufman writes that Jackson’s legacy endures not only through the policies he 
authored but through the protégés he mentored and the institutional frameworks 
he strengthened – his influence embedded in the architecture of governance itself. 
That longevity is the truest measure of service: building systems sturdy enough 
to outlast any one leader. The Nature of Leadership frames Jackson’s influence as 
enduring: policies, institutions, and norms outliving the man. That is the very scaf-
folding of belonging.

My “Scoop-plus” doctrine is not a rebellion; it’s a continuation – carving space 
inside the systems he shaped so that future leaders, especially those like me, might 
enter not as outsiders, but as heirs. He built and benefited, even from the broken 
parts; it’s my responsibility to make sure those broken parts get sanded down and 
smoothed over.

When I began this fellowship, I wasn’t sure what a dead white man could teach 
me about being a woman of color in politics. But Scoop did teach me; through the 
architecture he built, the laws he shaped, the democracy he defended and the 
persistence with which he believed institutions could bend toward good. His life 
reminded me that belonging in public service isn’t granted; it’s practiced.

Scoop built the bridge. My task is to widen it.
He built systems for service; I fight to make them spaces of belonging.
The measure of service I’ve learned is not just what we build, but who we build 

it for – and who finally feels at home when they walk 
beneath its dome.

When I look up into the rotunda, I think of two 
different lifetimes of service and one shared jurisdic-
tion: the people of Washington.

Scoop’s measure of service was building institu-
tions that could do big things.

Mine is ensuring those institutions deliver a just 
share of the good to those who have been asked, 
again and again, to carry more than their share of 
the burden.

His footsteps are in the stone.
Now mine are, too.
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