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It is a special gift to be welcomed to this podium by John Schmidt.  Thank you, John.

Thank you so much for the warm welcome and good evening.  
What a special privilege to be asked to be a part of BPI’s 40th anniversary.  Thank you for that.  It’s a treat to be back in Chicago for any reason, but especially for this.

And I am glad to be in the company of so many friends!  
Congratulations to all of the deserving award recipients, and a special shout out to 

· Marca Bristo, with whom I worked on so many ability rights issues at DOJ,

· Kim Anderson, who was there at Winston & Strawn when I had my first law job there in the summer of 1980,

· Ron Gryzwinski, who has done such marvelous things in Chicago and around the world with Shore Bank, where my grandfather swept the floors and was so much more for nearly 60 years, and 

· The extraordinary Abner Mikva, whose esteem was already larger than life in my own mind before he introduced me to a skinny young lawyer with a funny name called Barack back in 1996.
It is wonderful to see you all.  

What an extraordinary time!  A few months ago, Americans went to the polls and elected a young and gifted Black lawyer and statesman to be President of the United States.  I cannot express the pride it gives me to see the enthusiasm and hope people around the country and around the world have for our new leadership.  
I don’t know how many of you were there in Washington on Inauguration Day.  But the view from the platform out over the Mall was a thing I will not soon forget.  Two million people visited Washington for the occasion, and there was not a single incident.  Only joy and solemnity and hope.  Change has come indeed.
All of us have moments that we will remember as confirming that change is afoot.  One moment I especially enjoyed was at a dinner for governors at the White House in February.  Now, governors get invited to the White House every February for a very formal and elegant evening, each of which follows a certain pattern.  First, there is a reception.  Then a receiving line where we and our spouses have our photographs taken with the President and First Lady.  Then a multi-course dinner in the State Dining Room.  Then entertainment in the East Room.  
The previous occasions with President and Mrs. Bush were no less elegant.  But we tended to move through all that and be back in the cars by 9:15.  This year, there was an electricity about the occasion.  This year, after dinner, when we moved into the East Room, there was Earth Wind and Fire.  When the slow dance started, the universal signal that the evening is at an end, the President leaned over to me and said, “Deval, this is when we make our move.”  That’s when I knew that things had changed!
And yet the real work has just begun.  Because in truth the people on that Mall in January knew that America did not change just because Barack Obama was elected president, any more than Massachusetts changed just because I was elected Governor.  You know that, too.  And so, by the way, does the President.  

Yes, we have the right leader for the change we want, and that is vital.  But the sweat and toil and setbacks and heartbreak of lasting change is just starting.  Because of the scope of change we voted for and the nature of change itself, an uneven and sometimes bumpy road lies ahead.  And so we had better be clear about where we are going.
I see that journey in very personal terms.  

Our youngest daughter, Katherine, graduated from high school a couple of years ago.  Sitting at her graduation, I couldn’t help but reflect on the difference between her journey to that milestone, and my own. 
I grew up on welfare on the South Side – in my grandparents’ two-bedroom tenement at 54th and Wabash.  I shared a room and a set of bunk beds with my mother and sister, so we would rotate from the top bunk to the bottom bunk to the floor, every third night on the floor.  I went to overcrowded, sometimes violent public schools.  I can’t think of a time when I didn’t enjoy reading, but I don’t remember actually ever owning a book as a child.  I got my break in 1970 when I went to Massachusetts on a scholarship to boarding school.  For me, that was like landing on a different planet.

Now, our daughter Katherine, by contrast, has always had her own room -- most of that time in a house in a leafy neighborhood outside of Boston where I used to deliver newspapers as a student in boarding school.  By the time she got to high school, she had already traveled on four continents, knew how to use and pronounce a “concierge,” and had shaken hands in the White House with the President of the United States.
When Katherine was in kindergarten, her class was studying the changes in the seasons.  And her homework assignment was to describe to mom and dad the four seasons.  So, she proceeded to describe to us, in accurate detail, her several visits to the Four Seasons Hotel in Washington, DC.  “First you drive up and the doorman takes your car!”  Five years old!
One generation.  One generation and the circumstances of my life and family were profoundly transformed.  And though that story is not told as often as we’d like, it’s told more often in this country than any other place on earth.  That is the American story.  That is who we are.   
Ours is that simple idea that through hard work, tenacity, preparation and faith each of us has a chance at the American story.  
Well that American story is at risk today.  More and more families are working harder and still losing ground.  Many more have lost their jobs, their way and their hope.  Plans are disrupted.  Dreams are broken.  Every individual, family, not-for-profit or business in nearly every corner of the country is hurting or worried.  The poor are in terrible shape and have been for some time.  Now the middle class are one paycheck away, one serious illness away from being poor and deeply anxious about it.  
Together, we can change that.  And by the way we’ve done it before.
In an earlier generation, facing dangers abroad and widespread suffering at home, our leaders responded with more than new policies.  They summoned American aspirations and called on a generation to serve and to sacrifice.  And that generation, what we now call “Greatest Generation,” fought and won the war; built the federal highway system and great public universities and other institutions; expanded the middle class; and ignited the civil rights revolution.  That generation — through their service and their sacrifice — made it possible for many of us to live the American story.
We need to renew our commitment to the American story today.  Because the change we want is worthy.

The change we want recognizes health care as a public good and assures health care that is both accessible and affordable.

The change we want is for an economy that expands opportunity out, not just up.

The change we want is for schools that ignite a love of learning in every kid and that honor and support teachers.

The change we want is for a planet that is healed, and streets that are safe, and people who are adequately fed, clothed and housed.

The change we want is for our leadership abroad to derive from keeping faith with our values here at home.

The change we want is for people to believe again that no challenge is beyond our capacity to care about and to solve.

Change is not selling tax cuts as sound fiscal policy when our roads and bridges are falling apart; not offering empty slogans like “tough on crime” in place of smart policies that actually bring peace to city streets.

Change is letting new voices and new wisdom come to the table to influence the direction of our common future, opening up debate even on tough and difficult issues so that somebody else’s better idea has a chance.

Change is saying “enough” to cynicism and “yes” to hope.

Change is never easy and rarely quick.  But the urgency of the need compels us to come together.  

When I was growing up on the South Side of Chicago in the ’50s and ’60s, everything was broken.  Everything.  Playgrounds, schools, families and lives — all broken.  But we had a community.  
Because those were days when every child was under the jurisdiction of every single adult on the block.  If you messed up in front of Ms. Jones’ stoop, she would go upside your head as if you were hers -- and then call home by the way, so you would get it twice.  
What those adults were trying to get across to us was that they had a stake in us.  They wanted us to understand that membership in a community is seeing the stake that each of us has in our neighbor’s dreams and struggles, as well as our own.
President Obama has challenged us all to rebuild our national community.  To focus not on the things that tear us apart, but on those that bring us together; not on the right and the left, but on right and wrong; not on yesterday, but tomorrow.  These are the possibilities Barack Obama asks us to reach for.  This is the leadership he offers.  Not because government can solve every problem in everybody’s life; but because “government,” as Barney Frank likes to say, “is simply the name we give to the things we choose to do together.”
Now this will not be easy.  Let’s not kid ourselves, this will not be easy.  The status quo is a powerful force.  And a lot of people, including frankly some among us in the struggle for social justice, would rather not have anybody really rock certain boats.  If we want the leadership our times demand, we are going to have to work for it.  We are going to have to ask partisans and non-partisans, the mighty and the meek, all and every one among us to take a chance, not on our marvelous new administration, but on our own aspirations for a renewed American story.  We are going to have to put our cynicism down and our hopelessness aside, and learn to say again, like that Greatest Generation, “Yes, we can.”
Americans are ready, even in the unexpected corners of our country, to serve and to sacrifice.  
I visited the high school in Brockton, Massachusetts recently.  4100 young people attend that school, the largest in our Commonwealth.  Sixty-four percent are on the free lunch program.  For nearly half, English is a foreign language.  I went to the school to announce some of the stimulus funding for education and arranged to meet beforehand with about a dozen parents of special needs students.  I sat with about a dozen of them in the school library, surrounded by members of the student council who had come to observe.  At first we talked about programs and policies and information, but soon the conversation got personal, and one mother asked me to imagine what it is like to have a child in school who has no friends.  Her child’s learning issues were such that other kids just shunned him because he was different.
At that point, one of the student council members raised her hand and said, “I would be happy to be your child’s buddy here in the school.”
Another parent then said, “Well, that’s nice, but my child is in the grammar school.”  Whereupon another student raised her hand and said, “Why don’t we have a program where high school students can be buddies for special needs kids in whatever Brockton school they attend?”  

The school superintendent had a natural reaction, which was to worry aloud about how he could pay for something like that.  He would try, but in these times of scarce resources, he said he wasn’t sure he could.  To which the student council president replied, “We don’t have to be paid.  This is our community.”  His message was plain and powerful: If there is a need, send me.”
My point is that even in the bleakest places, young people still look for a reason to hope.  There is a new generation, much like an earlier one, that understands the need for service and sacrifice.  We have that kind of leadership now in America.  Are we ready as citizens to respond?
If you want the change our country yearns for, if you want to bring the best that we have and the best that we are to a renewed American cause, if you want more than successful campaigns, but renewal of the American dream, then let’s join hands as one American community and go to work.  Because if we do, I am certain that our best days are ahead.
God bless you all and thank you very much. 
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