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Reverend Gilmore, thank you for that warm introduction.  Good morning, it’s so good to be with you all today.  

As my time as Governor winds down, I've had some time to reflect on the last 10 years of my life, 2 in the first campaign and 8 as Governor of Massachusetts.  I have sometimes wondered whether the work my Administration and I have embarked upon has made a real difference in the lives of the people we serve.  I’m sure there have been times in your own professional and personal lives when you have wondered the same thing. 

	I would like to offer two stories to help illustrate this point. 

In 2010, my Administration set out to reform the Criminal Offender Record Information system, also known as CORI. With the help of the Legislature and advocates, we were able to craft a good bill that made meaningful reforms in Massachusetts.  When the bill was complete, we hosted a signing ceremony in a packed, un-air conditioned building on what felt like the hottest day in the history of time.  In the pandemonium and excitement after I signed the bill, a man handed me his cell phone as asked me to speak with his friend. The voice at the other end of the line thanked me for signing this bill, and said it would make a difference in his life. I said thank you, handed the phone back, and thought nothing more of it.

Last month, I was out in Springfield for an event. We arrived early, which sometimes happens in this line of work, and went to a new burger place down the street and ordered take out.  It was a little before the lunch hour, so the restaurant wasn’t busy.  The troopers and I were waiting for our food near the front of the restaurant when a man in chef’s togs walked past. He stopped, and did a double take; a move that I attribute to being taller on television.  The man said, “Are you Governor Patrick?” I said yes, and then the man asked me, “Do you remember signing CORI reform?” “Yes,” I said.  “Do you remember speaking to a man on a cell phone?”  “As a matter of fact, I do,” I replied.  He said, “I am that man, I was sitting in prison when you took that call, but got out on account of CORI reform, and got this job.”  Today, that man is the executive chef at that restaurant. 

There are so many specific things that I am proud of, so many things my Administration has accomplished.  There are statistics to prove the results and there are awards and accolades to recognize the excellent work that the members of my Administration have put on the books.  But, that day reminded me, as I have been reminded countless times before, that it is important to look beyond the individual statistics and accomplishments to understand what ties it all together. What was the unifying principle, the thing that explains not just what we accomplished but why?

The “Why” is that there are human souls behind the policy choices that we make in government.  There are people behind the affordable housing line-item, and people whose lives will be affected whether we choose to invest in infrastructure projects.  Government and faith leaders must see all people: the mighty as well as the meek.  So I ask you: are we going to be about seeing everybody?  And the justice everybody is striving for, and hungering for?  Are we going to be about affirmatively lifting people, giving them the tools to imagine a different future and then to reach for it?  Are we going to be about the kind of community, and state and country our forefathers fought to create and have every possibility to be?  

Some of you might know that I grew up in the South Side of Chicago.  I heard Dr. Martin Luther King speak once in those years.  He was addressing a crowd in a park somewhere on the South Side and my mother took my sister and me to hear him.  

I think I was about 6 or 7 years old.  Candidly, I don’t remember a single word he said.  But I do remember what it felt like.  I remember the deep solemnity of the occasion.  I remember how at that moment I felt connected to all those other people in that park – people like me of limited means but limitless hope.  I remember feeling the power of that hope -- how it gave shape and purpose to the lives we were all trying to lead.  Still does.

As I have come over the years to read his writings and listen to his speeches, I am struck by how often he spoke of service.  Like Christ himself, King understood servant leadership.  His was a model of selfless leadership, of humility, of “outwardness.”  The “Beloved Community” Dr. King envisioned, and helped lead us to, was a place where people took responsibility for each other, where we turned to each other rather than on each other.  As he put it: “Life’s most persistent and urgent question is: ‘What are you doing for others?’”

I grew up in a community like that.  I lived in a 2-bedroom tenement with my grandparents, my mother and sister and various other relatives who came and went.  My mother, my sister and I shared one of those bedrooms and a set of bunk beds; we rotate from the top to the bottom to the floor, every third night on the floor.  In the 50s and the 60s, over on Wabash Avenue, everything was broken.  Broken playgrounds, broken sidewalks, broken families.  There was a lot we didn’t have.  But one thing we did have was a strong sense of community, the kind where every child was under the jurisdiction of every adult on the block.  If you messed up in front of Ms. Jones, she would go upside your head – and then call home.  So you’d get it twice.

And it’s because of that sense of community that a poor kid on welfare from the south side of Chicago could imagine one day serving as Governor. 

I know that we in government and faith communities can’t solve every problem in everyone’s lives, but we have a role to play in helping people help themselves. 

Because faith teaches us that we should not only look within.  It teaches us that we can make a difference: reaching people in their darkest hour, helping the poor struggling to keep their heads above water, supporting those who have lost not just their way but their self-confidence.

I believe that we will one day have to answer for our actions -- and our inactions.  

I will leave you with this final story.  Earlier this summer the Obama Administration asked states if we could offer temporary shelter to the poor, desperate children stranded on our southern border. Feelings around this ran hot, and I understand that.  Because feelings around immigration run hot, I get that.  But to me, accepting the challenge to temporarily shelter these poor children was an act of patriotism, and most importantly of faith.  

We are a great Nation.  Unlike any other superpower, America's power, to paraphrase a great man, comes from giving, not from taking.  America, and Massachusetts in particular, has given sanctuary to desperate children for centuries.  We have rescued Irish children from famine, Russian and Ukrainian children from religious persecution, Cambodian children from genocide, Haitian children from earthquakes, Sudanese children from civil war, and New Orleans children from Hurricane Katrina.  Once, in 1939, we turned our backs on Jewish children fleeing the Nazis, and it remains a blight on our national reputation.  The point is that this good Nation is great when we open our doors and our hearts to needy children, and diminished when we don't.

I knew it was not going to be easy, and not everyone was going to agree.  I experienced something in the wake of that that I want to share with you. 

I had a free morning, not long ago, over a weekend and my wife Diane gave me a list of errands to run at the local Home Depot.  I thought that since it was early in the morning I shouldn’t bother with notifying the troopers (they don’t like it when I say that by the way.)  I knew exactly which aisle everything was in, and I would just be in and out very quick. So, I jumped in the car in my t-shirt, jeans, and flip-flops.  I had a ball cap on and a pair of dark glasses – my go to disguise.  In the very first aisle I was outed by the manager: “Governor Patrick, welcome to Home Depot” he said. 

I had seven other encounters, all of them on the same subject.  

I encountered a man in the checkout line who was angry. Now he wasn’t rude, wasn’t inappropriate, he was just angry and more importantly, he was loud.  He said, “Governor, I couldn’t disagree with you more about your offer to these children.” He said, “My own wife is an immigrant, she came here legally, that’s the way it ought to be, I want you to know that I think you are wrong.”  I thanked him for his feedback, but it was clear to everyone in the checkout line who was mad at whom. 

In the six other encounters, someone came up and whispered to me, “Governor, I’m with you”, “Governor you’re doing the right thing”, “Governor, thank you for doing right by those children”. 

Why is it that people whisper the good, and shout in anger?  I am here to tell you that it is time for us to shout for justice, to shout for compassion, and to shout for love.  Let’s make sure that we don’t just go to church, and to houses of worship on holy days and talk about goodness and then not follow through on that goodness in our everyday lives, in our policy and in our service.

I believe that we will one day have to answer for our actions -- and our inactions.  My faith teaches that "if a stranger dwells with you in your land, you shall not mistreat him," but rather "love him as yourself; for you were strangers in the land of Egypt."  (Lev. 19:33-34).  We are admonished to take in the stranger, for "inasmuch as you did it to one of the least of these," Christ tells us, "you did it to Me." (Matthew 25:43, 45).  Every major faith tradition on earth charges its followers to treat others as we ourselves wish to be treated. 

I don’t know what good there is in faith if we can’t and won’t turn to it in moments of human need. Thank you, and god bless. 
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