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Introduction



In order to achieve everything we want to achieve, we have to stand up for what we believe in again. Standing up for what we believe means standing together. Restoring the American community is not something that can be done from a podium, or by any person, whether or not he or she is a candidate for public office; it is a goal that requires the active participation in our communities by each of us.

President Bush said time and time again in 2000 that he was “a uniter, not a divider,” yet nothing could be further from the truth. His has been a policy of domestic division, and he has sought to advance his political agenda by dividing the American people by race, by gender, by sexual orientation, and by income. Dividing the American people against ourselves is not a sound foundation for governing; and in the end, if we allow such tactics of division to continue, we will not only have lost ground on the issues that we care about, we will have lost a fundamental characteristic of what it means to be an American—the notion that we are all in this together.

 

On June 23, 2003, as I took the stage on Church Street in downtown Burlington to announce my presidential campaign, I was buoyed by the presence of so many family members, friends, and colleagues. I was thrilled that Vermont’s Senators Pat Leahy and Jim Jeffords were there, too. Senators Leahy and Jeffords are terrific people. Pat is one of the consciences of the Senate; as chair of the Judiciary Committee, he fended off a number of inappropriate judicial nominees; he also was responsible for including “sunset clauses” in some of the more onerous parts of the Patriot Act.

Jim Jeffords became a national legend for his willingness to stand up to the president’s radical agenda. When Jim left the Republican Party, largely out of frustration with the president’s failure to fulfill his promises on education, he exhibited a true Vermont trait—the willingness to do what is right, even when faced with the toughest opposition.

On that stunning early-summer day, I stood in front of more than thirty thousand Americans who had gathered in Burlington and, via the Internet, across the country. Much had changed in the year since I had first begun to travel around the country, listening to the concerns of my fellow Americans, understanding our shared fears, hopes, and aspirations. In many ways, that speech on June 23 was the culmination of what I had learned in a year of listening to the American people.

We were united that day in Vermont and throughout America, and we have been united in common cause and in ever-greater numbers since June 23. Our cause is the Great American Restoration—the restoration of our ideals, of our communities, and of our nation’s traditional role as a beacon of hope in the world. All of these have been endangered by the policies of the Bush administration, but the people of America have extraordinary power, and when the American people work together, in common cause, there is nothing that we cannot achieve.
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My family comes from Sag Harbor, New York. Our roots in America are very deep; they can be traced back to the eighteenth century. One of my ancestors on my father’s mother’s side was a whaling captain named Benjamin Huntting. Huntting’s daughter married Joseph Fahys, who had come over from France without a penny. Eventually Fahys, my great-great-grandfather, started a watchcase factory, which remains in Sag Harbor to this day. Huntting’s place is also still standing—it is now a whaling museum. Later, my grandfather became the first mayor of the town of North Haven, New York.

My father’s side of the family has been in the brokerage business in New York City for many years. My father, Howard Brush Dean, Jr., worked for a company called Harris, Upham for twenty-five years, until he left to work for Reynolds and Company, which was taken over by Dean Witter in 1978. (There was no relation—“Dean” was Witter’s first name.) My mother is Andrée Maitland Dean. Her grandfather, a Catholic, came to this country from Scotland at a very young age. My heritage has always been important to me: My daughter Anne’s middle name is Huntting; my son Paul’s is Maitland.

I was born in 1948 at the old Doctors’ Hospital in Manhattan, the eldest of four boys. My brother Charlie was born in 1950, and Jim and Bill came along in 1954 and 1955, respectively.

Eventually, my mother’s four boys became four teenagers (on top of my father, who was sometimes a teenager at heart). When we got into trouble, we turned to my mother first. If it was something serious, my father was told, but he rarely got mad. Driving, I once took a gravel curve at thirty miles an hour and ran into a pine tree. I was upset, but my father was terrific. “These things happen,” he said. On disciplinary matters, however, he ruled the roost with a firm hand.

Although I was born in New York and went to school in the city until I was thirteen, I feel I really grew up in East Hampton on eastern Long Island. East Hampton had its wealthy people from the city who’d come up in the summer, but there were people of every background living there throughout the year. When I was growing up, there were more potato farms than second homes there; Long Island potatoes used to rival those from Maine and Idaho. Every once in a while, we’d sneak a potato or two out of a farmer’s field, just to say we’d done it.

Television was never a factor in our upbringing. The only station we could get was Channel 8 out of New Haven, Connecticut, and even that was too fuzzy to watch. Back in New York, we were allowed only one half hour per night. I watched The Three Stooges (which my father loved) and some Abbott & Costello, but not much was permitted beyond that. I remember that a movie at the Edwards Theater on Main Street in East Hampton cost a quarter if you were under twelve.

For us, it was an idyllic childhood. We were outdoors most of the time. We rode our bikes everywhere and nobody thought anything of it. We spent a lot of time at the beach and around the local duck pond. We went to Montauk on the very eastern end of Long Island and fished for bluefish. In the summer, in particular, the family spent a lot of time on the water, out on Gardiner’s Bay, for instance, where we looked for blowfish and striped bass.

The four Dean boys played sports whenever we could. There were always a lot of cousins around, and we played endless pickup games of one kind or another—touch football, basketball, softball, and especially ice hockey. We had a large pond behind our house, and in the winter, we’d get up at 8:30 and be on the ice by 9:30. Other than the time it took for a quick lunch, we’d stay on the ice until dark.

In the summers when I got a little older, we went sailing, we went to local boys’ club camps, and played baseball. Once we were eighteen, we could indulge in lazy days of “Baseball and Ballantine.” We’d buy some beer and put it in a garbage can of ice and play softball all day long. If you hit somebody’s beer with a batted ball, it was an automatic out.

My father was a great role model to his sons. He had friends from all walks of life and was a very down-to-earth person. He belonged to the Maidstone Club, a very exclusive club in East Hampton, but he spent his winters shooting coot with his local childhood friends.

Even though he did very well in business, my father was extremely careful with his finances. We were the only kids on the baseball team who didn’t have uniforms (my father thought a uniform was a waste of money because a kid would just grow out of it). We were given an allowance—25 cents a week to start with. When we got to be ten, he switched us to $1 a month. At the time, we thought that was a raise.

 

From the age of thirteen, I attended St. George’s School in Newport, Rhode Island. The school has an incredibly beautiful setting, up on a hill overlooking the Atlantic Ocean. I was happy to get away from the city. It was a chance to play the sports we enjoyed on Long Island all year round.

Although I loved hockey, it turned out that pond hockey is not really enough to make you into a good hockey player, no matter how much of it you play. You’ve really got to come up in the youth hockey programs, as my own kids did from the age of five. Games on the pond don’t have any rules, and we had two rocks at either end of the ice surface to serve as goals. When I got to the ninth grade, I started lifting weights, developed a lot of strength, and decided I’d try out for wrestling instead.

The two subjects I loved at school were science and history, and I had wonderful teachers in both. I was taught United States history by Bill Schenck, who lives in upstate New York now and must be eighty-something years old. He is a good Democrat, I might add, and he taught me well.

 

Many of my favorite childhood memories are centered around the time we spent as a family on Long Island. Eastern Long Island is exquisitely beautiful on clear blue summer days, but I always loved being there in the winter when it wasn’t quite so crowded. There is an extraordinary landscape that melts into the seascape; it is bleak in a very beautiful way.

I will always feel connected to the sea. Even though I love Vermont and have lived there most of my adult life, every time I go to East Hampton, I smell the ocean, and I feel like I’m home again. My childhood in Long Island made Vermont a natural fit for me. At heart, I’m a country person.
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My father had what can best be described as an enormous personality. He was incredibly charismatic and also incredibly strong-minded. As they say in politics, he could suck all the oxygen out of a room. He and I had as complicated a relationship as he had with his own father, another magnetic and well-regarded individual who was a hard act to follow.

When he was seventeen, my father went to Yale. He had a great time, flunked freshman chemistry twice, and never graduated. He used to enjoy telling the story of how he got a 55 in chemistry, which meant he had to repeat his freshman year. The next year, he got a 50; his Yale career was over. The Second World War intervened, and he never went back to college.

Because he’d had diphtheria when he was a child and had a tracheostomy for a long time, my father couldn’t join the army. Instead, he went to work for Pan American, running freight operations supplying Allied troops in North Africa and spending a lot of time in places like Nigeria and the Sudan. He then worked in India as a logistics manager helping to resupply the Chinese nationalists who were holding out against Japan. After the Japanese cut the Burma Road, the only way to get material to the nationalists was by air. This was called “flying the hump,” the “hump” being the Himalayas. Later, my father went to China, working with Chinese nationalists against the Communists as they were conquering the country.

In 1946, Dad came back to the States; my grandfather was very sick and died in 1950. Suddenly, my father had to make some money. He was twenty-seven and married with one child—me—and another one on the way. He felt an enormous amount of responsibility for us, his own mother, and his sisters.

 

My parents encouraged me to get out of the house at a relatively early age. In the summers, this meant getting a job. My first summer job was as a counselor at a sailing camp at age fourteen. I was paid in French fries and hamburgers.

When I was sixteen, I worked with two other teenagers on the Big B cattle ranch near Belle Glade, Florida, which is a town eighty miles northwest of Miami on the southeast shore of Lake Okeechobee. We were two sixteen-year-olds and a fifteen-year-old out on our own in the world, for the summer at least. The three of us lived in a little apartment above the ranch office, and we worked ten hours a day, six and a half days a week, earning $1.15 an hour for the first six days and $1.25 on Sunday—at that time, Florida agricultural minimum wage.

Most of the time, we worked clearing land for the cattle ranch. On Sundays, our job was to spot the planes that were dusting crops or killing weeds. We’d stand on either end of a field holding poles to guide the prop plane as it swooped down and sprayed. I remember feeling the cool mist of the herbicide on my bare chest as the plane went over. At the time, we thought nothing of it.

Everybody else working the ranch was Cuban. Castro had nationalized the ranches in Cuba, and these workers had come to America, dropping down a notch in status in the process. The owner of a ranch in Cuba was the manager of the ranch in Florida, the forklift operator in Florida had been the manager in Cuba, and the ranch hand in Florida had been the forklift operator in Cuba. The manager was the only one who spoke any English, so we learned to speak some Spanish (a lot of which could not be repeated in polite company, as I learned a little too late).

Another year, I worked in the back office of a brokerage house on Wall Street. In the summer, the family moved out to Long Island while my father stayed in the city to work. When we got to be old enough, each of the Dean boys worked summers in the city and lived with my father. He liked having us around. In those days, the financial services industry was not yet computerized, and my brothers and I helped keep track of the voluminous paper records.

When I graduated from high school, my father wanted me to take an extra year before I went to college, as he wished he had done himself. I followed his advice and got an English-Speaking Union scholarship to a boys’ boarding school in England.

It was a great experience, but I found the restrictive reputation of English public schools to be well earned. I enjoyed the English dry sense of humor, but a British public school is pretty cruel and the rules are strict. When I was in England, I played rugby and basketball. At home, I was by no means a good basketball player, but in the land of “football” and cricket, I was Jerry West and Pete Maravich.

This time abroad did give me the opportunity to travel, which I’ve never forgotten. I went to Tunisia for Christmas, and visited Corsica and Sardinia. A group of us drove in a Land Rover to Istanbul through Bulgaria and Yugoslavia in the spring of 1967.

To go off on my own for thirteen months at age seventeen was an eye-opening experience, and I thank my parents and the English-Speaking Union for it.

 

When it came time to choose a college, I looked to my father. Despite never graduating, he’d had a great time at Yale. Rather than send me on the official tour, my father took me on a tour of his own. His version featured such highlights as “Here’s where I rolled a shot put down the hall and knocked down the dean’s piano.” I later found out that he would have preferred for me to go to Williams College, but his stories made Yale irresistible.
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When I graduated from high school in 1966, the phenomenon of the sixties was still isolated in places like Berkeley, where the free speech movement had been under way for several years. But when I came back from England in the fall of ’67, the sixties were in full swing. George W. Bush graduated in ’68; his senior year was my freshman year. The gulf between our experiences was much larger, though; it was as if we were a generation apart.

Yale was undergoing dramatic changes. Under its pioneering dean of admissions R. Inslee Clark, the school was taking many more students from diverse backgrounds. The unofficial quota system for Jewish students was discontinued; more students were recruited from public schools. In 1969, women were admitted.

Kingman Brewster was the Yale University president who appointed Clark. Brewster was an extraordinarily deft president. He backed Clark in the face of alumni outrage over his curtailing of legacy admissions. He was also the only Ivy League president who kept his job in the late ’60s and early ’70s. Yale was relatively riot free, a testimony to Brewster’s diplomatic skills. He ended up as the ambassador to the Court of St. James’s (i.e., to the United Kingdom), which I think was very appropriate.

The new admissions policy helped make Yale into a great institution. It is one of the preeminent intellectual centers of America and not just because it provides an excellent education. There were probably twenty schools that were equally outstanding in the sixties but Yale became deeply committed to diversity and egalitarianism in a way that many other places were not at that time. I was profoundly influenced by the new environment.

 

My major at Yale was political science; I chose it mainly because I had some advance placements and didn’t need to sit through any introductory courses. I was lucky enough to be taught by some remarkable professors. I took an international relations course taught by William Foltz, who is still on the faculty as professor of African studies and political science, and who began my lifelong interest in international relations.

The Polish-born writer Jerzy Kosinski, the author of The Painted Bird and Being There, was one of my more unusual and extraordinary teachers. I remember his dry and biting sense of humor and also his piercing eyes. I took a lecture course and seminar from the controversial, and brilliant, law professor Charlie Reich who published The Greening of America in 1970. Yale had possibly the finest history department in America when I was there. I was taught by John Morton Blum, Robin Winks, and Gaddis Smith, all prominent historians. C. Vann Woodward was on the faculty as well.

Two of my political science professors had personal experience with the Eastern bloc. Frederick Barghoorn had been arrested and held as a spy by the Soviet authorities in Moscow in 1963, and Wolfgang Leonhard had been a Communist Party official in East Germany before defecting to the West. He was a very charismatic lecturer. Thirty-five years later, I can still hear Leonhard’s voice saying: “Pravda lies in such a way that not even the opposite is so.”

Yale was a place of brilliance at the center of intellectual ferment. I wasn’t ready to be a serious student, as my transcripts demonstrated. But I rarely missed a class, and my course load was more than what was required. When I achieved honors, it was because I loved the course and was willing to put in the time.

 

I had two African-American roommates my freshman year: Don Roman from Memphis, Tennessee, and Ralph Dawson from South Carolina. Each was one of the finest students in his segregated high school. Our fourth roommate was Joe Mancini, who was from rural Pennsylvania.

We’d play cards—bid whist usually. I’d go to bed first, at eleven or twelve, because I had an eight o’clock Spanish class. They’d keep playing and Ralph would go to bed at two or three. Don would then give up and crash at four. I’d wake up in the morning to go to my Spanish class, and Joe would be finishing up a hand of solitaire.

Ralph was a very charismatic young man, and he ended up as chairman of the black students’ alliance. There were perhaps forty black men in a class of a thousand, and our room became a center for the black students.

Today Ralph Dawson works for a major law firm in New York City as a labor lawyer, and Don Roman is a very successful estate planner in Atlanta. Joe Mancini dropped out after his freshman year, but later got his degree and is now a successful lawyer in Florida. We had a reunion in Atlanta in September 2003, the first time I’d seen Joe in twenty-five years.

 

When I was at Yale, the political discourse was dominated by ideas from the left. I was situated then where I’ve been ever since, in the center. I didn’t support the Vietnam War, but I certainly wasn’t a member of the Students for a Democratic Society, the radical movement that occupied the president’s office at Columbia in 1968 and spawned the Weathermen.

I have always felt comfortable in the middle; it’s where most reasonable solutions are found. One of the most troubling things about the Bush administration is its substitution of ideology for thought. In pursuit of dogmatic rigor, people are ignored. The far left was guilty of this during the sixties. Now the far right, through the Bush administration, seeks to impose its vision on a middle-of-the-road America.

 

I was a junior in college when the draft was instituted. I remember that I got number 143, which meant I would have most likely been sent to Vietnam had I passed the physical. I went to Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn for my exam; there were people of all shapes, sizes, colors, and dispositions, each standing around wearing nothing but their under-shorts.

In my junior year of high school, when I was running track, I began to develop back pain. It got to the point where I couldn’t run. Once in a while, after playing football, I couldn’t straighten up from my stance. I eventually went to an orthopedic surgeon, who told me I had a spondylosis—an unfused vertebra—in my back. My father introduced me to a young man who’d undergone surgery to try to correct the condition; he was out of commission for six months after the operation. It sounded like a horrible procedure, so I decided not to have the surgery.

Nowadays I lead a vigorous outdoor life, but I still get pain in my back and in my legs, particularly the left one. When I try walking after I’ve been sitting still, I’ll limp the first fifty yards or so. I can’t run much, except over short distances in airports.

My back condition meant that I was given a 1Y classification by the army. I could be drafted only in a time of national emergency, I suspect. The army didn’t want to have someone like me on their disability rolls. If I’d been drafted, I’d have gone to Vietnam, even though I was against the war. As it turned out, the war was to have a profound effect on my family.
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It seemed that all my friends were choosing to go to law school after they graduated from Yale. I chose Colorado instead. The summer after my sophomore year, I’d lived in Denver moving furniture, and I loved the place. At that time, I thought it didn’t matter what work you did, as long as you were happy where you lived.

I ended up with a job pouring concrete. One of the guys in the foundation company was a young man from New Mexico called T.J. He was much older than I was, at least twenty-five or twenty-six. After the company went under, he started in business for himself and he hired me. Pouring concrete was very hard work. My job was to oil heavy metal forms and assemble them in a giant jigsaw puzzle and tie rebar into the spaces between the forms. Then I bent the rebar and poured in the concrete over the top. After the concrete had hardened for a couple of days, the forms were taken down. I had also landed a job working the night shift washing dishes in a restaurant, so I was working sixteen-hour days.

I lived way up in a cabin in the mountains in a little place called Ashcroft, an old silver mining town about ten miles from Aspen. I came down the mountain only to work and ski. I skied for eighty days. I’d get up, ski all day, and go to work at four. All I did was work and ski, which was fine for a while because, Vermont aside, Colorado has the greatest skiing in the world.

Outwardly, my family was fairly understanding about what I was doing. It was usually easy to figure when my father disapproved of something, because he would descend into silences that were positively deafening. He was clearly disappointed when I left Yale and didn’t find a “real job.”

My sojourn in the mountains taught me one thing: I wasn’t cut out for a life in a resort community. After a visit with my brother Charlie in North Carolina, I planned to go to Bogotá, Colombia, where some friends were teaching English at a school. I missed the plane. I’ve taken many hundreds of flights in my life, and this is the only time that’s ever happened. I realized that there was a reason I missed the plane. I cut short my intended trip, went home, and decided to get to work.
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