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Advance praise for

The Art of Diplomacy

“A very original and interesting read about partnership and the important relationship between Canada and the United States. The Heymans model what it means to be progressive in politics.”

Former Prime Minister JEAN CHRÉTIEN, bestselling author of My Stories, My Times

“In this insightful and heartfelt recollection of their years in Canada, Bruce and Vicki Heyman give us a behind-the-scenes look at what diplomacy is really about: relationships. In these tumultuous times, The Art of Diplomacy is testament to the importance of listening to and learning from our allies.”

DAVID AXELROD, former senior advisor to President Barack Obama, CNN senior political commentator

“The Heymans blew into Ottawa in 2014 in a gust of spring Obama wind and left in the winter of 2017, as the chills of a new era were settling in. Their takes on diplomacy and the ties and tensions between Canada and the United States are as entertaining as they are informative.”

BEVERLEY MCLACHLIN, former Chief Justice of Canada

“With their warmth and openness, Bruce and Vicki Heyman laid their path for diplomacy. As you read this book, you will also get to know Bruce and Vicki, and realize that their true belief in tact and diplomacy deserves emulation.”

NATIONAL CHIEF PERRY BELLEGARDE and VALERIE BELLEGARDE

“Bruce and Vicki Heyman were highly regarded envoys from the United States to Canada. As ambassador, Bruce Heyman made a powerful contribution in the improvement of the Canada-U.S. relationship. The work he and Vicki undertook in communities across Canada will be favorably remembered by Canadians for years to come. This excellent book recounts significant moments in their Canadian odyssey.”

Former Prime Minister BRIAN MULRONEY

“An engaging account of the Heymans’ sojourn in and beyond the Canadian capital, and a reminder that both politics and the personal touch matter in diplomacy. Their love of Canada, arts, and the job (which they viewed as a joint assignment) shines through.”

CHARLOTTE GRAY, bestselling author of The Promise of Canada

“Not only is this book a primer on best practices in international diplomacy, it’s equally a lesson on how to keep relationships rich, shared, and alive, whether the relationship is between countries or a husband and a wife.”

EDWARD BURTYNSKY, artist and photographer

“Bruce and Vicki Heyman are consummate diplomats. This book is an excellent read and a testament to the people in both countries who work to build the most successful bilateral relationship in the world.”

GERALD BUTTS, former Principal Secretary to Prime Minister Trudeau

“The Heymans write beautifully of their time serving our nation as a true ambassadorial team to Canada—which they were in every sense of the word. . . . They share stories of their hands-on and tireless efforts to build bonds of friendship and partnership with our neighbors to the north.”

PENNY PRITZKER, former U.S. Secretary of Commerce, chairman of PSP Partners

“The Heymans’ testimony is eloquent. To this day, they remain great advocates for the relationship between our two countries.”

MICHAËLLE JEAN, former Governor General of Canada

“A great read. Diplomacy between our two countries is needed now more than ever. The Heymans are an important reminder of how the art of diplomacy and friendship are practiced. A blueprint on protecting shared values and the most important relationship we have.”

RICK MERCER, bestselling author of Final Report

“In addition to giving us an inside look into a world most of us would never see, this remarkable book lets us look at ourselves in a new way. To paraphrase Robbie Burns, it’s a great blessing to see ourselves as others see us, and the Heymans show us just how extraordinary this nation is. In difficult times, this is a refreshing reminder of the great promise of Canada.”

NAHEED NENSHI, mayor of Calgary

“I got to know Bruce during his time as ambassador to Canada, and he and Vicki served our country with grace and did a lot of good during their post in Canada. At a time when U.S. diplomacy appears to have gone temporarily out of style, Bruce and Vicki have penned of day in, day out foreign relations and the vital significance of America’s relationship with Canada. It’s a timely account of the importance of our northern friend, ally, and partner.”

AMY KLOBUCHAR, Minnesota’s senior U.S. Senator

“A fascinating glimpse into how personal relations in diplomacy can leverage national and common interests . . . The Heymans arrived in Canada as unknown guests but left as great friends of our city, country, and most importantly, our citizens.”

JIM WATSON, mayor of Ottawa

“Bruce and Vicki Heyman have given us more than a vivid memoir—they’ve also reminded us what good diplomacy and politics can be all about.”

BOB RAE, former Premier of Ontario, bestselling author of What’s Happened to Politics?

“There are no greater defenders of the Canada-U.S. relationship than Vicki and Bruce Heyman. Their stories remind us how we truly are each other’s best friends. The Art of Diplomacy comes at a critical moment in the relationship and exposes the connective tissue between our two countries in clear and at times surprising ways.”

PETER MANSBRIDGE

“This book is like a warm living room in a political world where winter seems to be coming. It reminds us that the fireplace keeps us warm and safe, not fences, walls, or fists.”

RUFUS WAINWRIGHT, singer and songwriter, and JÖRN WEISBRODT, arts administrator

“Vicki and Bruce remind us how to be good neighbors and great friends. They are more than just ambassadors for America, they are an example for the entire world.”

SÉAN MCCANN, singer and songwriter

“This book is a gift. . . . It comes from the Heymans’ hearts and reflects their core belief that the work of an individual is the work of a couple, is the work of a family, is the work of a community, a country, and beyond.”

ERIC FISCHL, artist
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To our family—those who provided the path and those who will lead us forward


The world needs more Canada.

—President Barack Obama in an address to Canada’s Parliament, 2016



Introduction


We Are Family, No Matter What

Relationships between countries are no different from relationships between people. They take work and commitment. They are based on honesty and trust. When that trust breaks, the relationship will show the signs of stress. And if those stresses become too grievous, the relationship will suffer. No one wants that.

In relationships, we strive for harmony and peaceful co-existence, even if we are different; even if we disagree. When it comes to international relationships, I can think of few better than the one shared between Canada and the United States of America. I care deeply about that bond. It’s very important to me and to so many American citizens. I know, too, that it’s a relationship of deep importance to many Canadians.

But before I go any further, I’d like to properly introduce myself. My name is Bruce Heyman. I served as American ambassador to Canada from April 2014 to January 2017.

I also want to introduce my wife and co-author, Vicki Heyman. There’s no such thing as a co-ambassador, but if there were, she would have deserved that title and probably many more besides. For three wonderful years, we worked side by side as American political and cultural envoys to the incredible country of Canada, and during those unforgettable years, we grew to love its people, its heritage, its history, its landscape, and, above all, its values. One thing is for certain: Canada—and Canadians—changed us for the better. The experience of living there and learning from its citizens has enriched us in profound ways.

That’s all fine and good, you may be thinking, but why write a book about it? And to what end? Let me explain.

We are at a key moment in the history between our two countries. As friends, allies, partners, and neighbors, no two countries have it better than Canada and the United States. We share the world’s longest non-militarized border. There is no wall between us—yet—and it is our sincerest hope and belief that there will never be one. We have protected each other through the North American Aerospace Defense Command (NORAD) for six decades. Together, as members of the North Atlantic Treaty Organization (NATO), we have assisted in the safeguarding of Europe. Annual trade between Canada and the United States exceeds U.S. $670 billion. Both of our countries should be tremendously proud to have been part of the world’s largest trilateral trade relationship, the North American Free Trade Agreement (NAFTA), and to have negotiated a new trade deal, the United States–Mexico–Canada Agreement (USMCA), which should cement our trade partnership in the future. Through trade, Canada supports millions of U.S. jobs, a fact that I know for certain many Americans sincerely appreciate—although I’m not always certain this message is making its way across the forty-ninth parallel.

As friends and neighbors, our relationship has always been the envy of the world, and rightly so. Canada is—and hopefully always will be—our best friend, reliably by our side throughout times of prosperity but also through war and conflict, economic struggles and political upheavals. As countries, you can’t select your neighbor, but you can select who will be your most trusted friend and ally. Americans have chosen well. We’ve chosen Canada.

As Americans, we currently have a leader, President Donald Trump, who is systematically poisoning this most important relationship with our closest neighbor. It has taken generations of work and commitment to build such a strong, familial bond, and now that relationship is under stress. It is in peril. Trust and honesty are being eroded through lies and intimidation. The president and his administration are consistently threatening the relationship with our foremost ally while at the same time ignoring other countries that are intent on doing us harm.

During my years as ambassador, the most important lesson I learned about Canada-U.S. relations was this:

We are family, no matter what.

Vicki and I learned this every day, through countless experiences with Canadians from coast to coast to coast.

We learned it when we met with Indigenous peoples in the North who taught us to treat the land—and each other—as sacred.

We learned it when we were welcomed to Canada in two official languages.

We learned it when Prime Minister Justin Trudeau and Sophie Grégoire Trudeau shared with us their dedication to improve the lives of all Canadians and to protect the environment, human rights, and freedoms.

We learned it from the thousands of Canadians who sponsored Syrian refugees and welcomed them into their homes and communities.

We learned it from the people of Gander, Newfoundland, who opened their homes and hearts to thousands of stranded U.S. travelers in the days after 9/11.

We learned it in soup kitchens where we experienced so much kindness and appreciation from newcomers to Canada who had so little.

We learned it from an old fisherman in Peggy’s Cove, Nova Scotia, who held colorful starfish in his hands and lamented that they were disappearing from the sea.

We learned it from the tens of thousands of vibrant young Canadians who participated in annual WE Day events, engaging in charitable and community service to help others less fortunate than them.

We learned it when we visited the Peace Arch, a monument on the border between Washington State and British Columbia. “We are children of a common mother” reads the inscription on the American side. The Canadian side reads, “Brethren dwelling together in unity.”

Family. We are family no matter what—whether we’re north of the border or south of it, and regardless of our differences.

This book is narrated by two voices: mine and Vicki’s. Some chapters are told through her perspective, while others are told through mine. This is, after all, a book about relationships and points of view, about respect and roles, and about the personal blending into the political. In some ways, a marriage is not unlike a relationship between two countries. In a marriage, you need to know when to walk side by side, when to lead and when to follow, when to push and when to pull, when to speak and when to listen, when to support and when to challenge. The success of bilateral relations—again, not unlike a marriage—depends upon the delicate dance between partners. It’s a dance that requires respect and empathy.

And to carry this further, no two countries are alike. Neither are spouses. As they say, opposites attract. Vicki and I are very different from each other. And yet we shared the same goals as we approached our diplomatic mission: to strengthen the relationship between Canada and the United States, and to contribute to a long-lasting friendship that will withstand the test of time. I made my contribution by working within the realm of politics to promote bilateral trade, to responsibly balance energy needs with environmental sustainability, to enhance the border experience for travelers, and to promote national security across North America. Vicki, meanwhile, made her contribution through her unfailing ability to connect to people on a human level, through culture and the arts, and through building community.

I’m often asked what an ambassador does, and the truth is that each one operates in his or her own way. Vicki and I chose to operate as a couple—“two for one,” as then Vice President Joe Biden told the crowd at the U.S. State Department at my swearing-in ceremony. In the end, we decided it would be best for me to accept the official post and for Vicki to do her work in the community. Barack and Michelle Obama knew intimately what it meant to work as a couple toward a shared goal, and in those early days in Chicago, when Vicki and I supported the first Obama presidential campaign we saw—and very much respected—how they both went about their work in different ways but always to the same end.

So here, in my estimation, is what an ambassador does. In essence, the United States ambassador to Canada represents the president of the United States, and, in my case, that was President Obama. I was to protect and promote American interests while acting as a conduit to Washington for any Canadian concerns. I was, in effect, the middleman between two countries. The post entailed a fair share of welcoming visitors, shaking hands, and giving speeches, but it also involved many important files and portfolios, including sensitive communications between the two countries regarding defense, trade, border issues, commerce and foreign affairs, and a variety of geopolitical issues. I was also in charge of seven consulates throughout Canada providing services to Americans, Canadians, and foreign visitors from around the world.

I finished my term of office on January 20, 2017. I had come to think of Canada as my home away from home. Both Vicki and I struggled with leaving and returning to the United States, a country that politically was looking like a very different place from the one we’d left just three years before. I can’t help but fondly recall Vicki’s final tweets from Ottawa on the day before we were leaving:

At 8:15 p.m.: “Many thanks. We feel such a part of the Ottawa community. It’s very hard to say good-bye.”

At 8:16: “We are leaving a bit of our hearts with you!”

At 8:20: “#Canada what a spectacular country . . . Thanks for sharing your stories, land, and hearts with us.”

Since returning home to the United States, Vicki and I have watched as our forty-fifth president, Donald Trump, has threatened our trade relationship with Canada; as disputes have arisen over steel and aluminum tariffs; as our bilateral relationship has been strained by discriminatory travel bans; and as refugees have fled America and sought safety in Canada because of the current administration’s reckless approach to immigration and asylum seekers.

My formal role as ambassador has ended, and yet, in some ways, I feel it is just beginning. It is our duty as citizens to speak up about the importance of strong Canada-U.S. relations and to remind citizens of both our countries about all that we have in common. This book is about relationships. It’s a love letter to Canada, our neighbor and best friend. In these pages, Vicki and I have united our voices to speak loudly about our affection for Canada and Canadians. We continue to be very optimistic about the U.S.-Canada relationship. Ordinary citizens have kept this relationship strong for centuries. And no one person has the power to change that.

We want to build bridges, not walls, because as the poet Robert Frost knew well, good fences do not make good neighbors. It’s time for all of us to come together, take a stand, and work together for unity and positive change.

Let’s embark upon this journey, as neighbors, as family, and as good citizens of the world.
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Yes We Can

Vicki

How does a person give?

How do we give as individuals? As communities? As families? As countries? How do we make a contribution and leave the world a better place?

The idea of repairing the world—the Jewish teaching of tikkun olam—is an essential part of who I am. It’s part of my history and my belief system; it’s in my DNA. All human activities are opportunities for tikkun olam. No matter who you are—child or adult, businessperson or artist, caregiver or activist—you have the potential to make a lasting, positive impact. And don’t we need this now more than ever? Now is the time for all of us to work together to repair the world.

Bruce and I are different in many respects—he’s a morning person, I am not; I stew, whereas he compartmentalizes; I love vegetables, while he’s a carnivore—but we are most certainly the same when it comes to our community engagement. We feel the same call to action, to giving back. We see this as our duty as citizens. We, like so many others, want to make the world a better place. After all, we’re both tremendously fortunate people. We were blessed with good parents. We were born in a country that upholds human rights. We were able to pursue higher education and to enjoy freedoms that are only a dream for many living in less fortunate corners of the world.

It is said that giving is the gift that keeps on giving. When you give back—to your friends, neighbors, community, country—you, too, receive a gift. Your character is strengthened. Your understanding of the world grows, and you become more empathetic. When you give, you’re contributing to making the world a place you want to live in. You’re advocating for what you believe is important, and you’re also working for and with those who may not have a voice or a forum to speak out safely.

In early 2006 I was a forty-nine-year-old mother of three. I was no stranger to philanthropy and community service. As a volunteer, I’d dedicated decades to fund-raising for Ann & Robert H. Lurie Children’s Hospital of Chicago. I was appalled that hundreds of thousands of people in my city had no health care coverage, and doubly appalled that many of them were kids. I became keenly aware that we needed a better health care system for our nation.

I worked countless hours raising funds for child advocacy, surgery, a new emergency heliport transport center, and more. I also supported youth education programs in the Chicago area: after-school tutoring, music enrichment for underserved community youth, and university and community college scholarship programs.

My own children were growing up fast. My oldest child, David, was in his third year at Stanford University, and my daughters, Liza and Caroline, were teens with a good sense of direction and purpose. Bruce was thriving in his investment management career and was a partner at the investment banking firm Goldman Sachs. All was well in our world.

This meant I had increasing time to engage in community service. There was no question of me not offering some kind of service. Volunteer work, charitable endeavor, philanthropy—call it what you will—it’s what energizes me.

To date, my efforts had been focused at a local level, working in children’s health care and education in my Chicago community. The thought of achieving change at the national level or working on a presidential campaign was not in the cards—at least not yet.

As for Bruce, he had philanthropic and political instincts from a very young age, but they were never firmly fixed along party lines. He was drawn to individuals who had a mission; who wanted to make a difference in their communities. When he was twelve years old, he stood on a downtown street corner in his hometown of Dayton, Ohio, handing out pamphlets in support of a Democrat running for Senate. Two years later, at the age of fourteen, he put his support behind President Richard Nixon, who was seeking re-election in 1972, only to be mortified by Nixon’s failure to lead with honesty and integrity—two values that are fundamental to Bruce’s character. It wasn’t until decades later, in 2007, that he took up political work again, working alongside me on Barack Obama’s first campaign for president.

Obama’s efforts were becoming increasingly known to the community in the late nineties and early two thousands, although we did not know him personally then. Starting in community organizing in Chicago, he went on to become a three-term Illinois state senator. He immersed himself in the neighborhoods, working to help those who needed it most. You don’t often see that in politics.

One dinner was about to change the course of our lives in a dramatic way and pull us toward political involvement. It was February 2006, and Barack Obama had been the junior U.S. senator from Illinois for just over a year. Bruce and our son had met him briefly a couple of years earlier in Chicago when he was running for Senate. Obama shook hands that day with about thirty or forty people. In his remarks, he talked about the future of the country and referenced youth specifically. He cared deeply about the younger generation. He wanted to hear their ideas and concerns about the future and make them partners in finding solutions to pressing problems. He delivered his message with honesty and grace. He remembered people’s names. He addressed them individually and answered questions directly. Bruce was impressed.

On a February night in 2006, we sat down to dinner with him. It was an intimate party—about ten people. Michelle, Barack told us, was at home with the girls. We listened carefully to everything he had to say. He was just forty-four years old.

Both Bruce and I were drawn to Obama’s authenticity. He was smart, inclusive, and his vision for our country aligned with ours. In his eyes, there were no red states or blue states, just the United States. We started talking about a wide range of issues that Americans were facing: affordable health care, the environment, access to education, and equality. After my decades of work with the children’s hospital, health care had become very personal for me, and it was clearly important to him as well.

Obama painted a picture where no problem was insurmountable. His ideas were clear, realistic, and practical. He was not part of the establishment—we as a country had experienced two Bush presidents in the White House and were potentially about to have two Clintons. We wanted a fresh voice and style of leadership; someone from a new generation with a vision for what a diverse, inclusive, and equitable America could be.

“We can bring people together to tackle our greatest challenges,” he said. And somehow, when he said it, it wasn’t idealism—it was concrete and possible. The conversation was so engaging that hours flew by.

After dinner, Bruce and I got into our car, and we just sat there.

“Wow,” I said. “He’s amazing.”

“He has heart and sensitivity and humanity,” Bruce said. “He has both emotional intelligence and brainpower. Lots of politicians can stir emotions and rouse a crowd, but this guy is different.”

“You know,” I said, “Senator Obama should run for president of the United States.”

“If he runs, I’m in,” Bruce said.

“Me too.”

And that’s how it began.



Obama declared his intention to run for president in Springfield, Illinois, on February 10, 2007, almost exactly one year after our dinner. Later that evening, he came back to Chicago to celebrate with a small group of friends and supporters, including Bruce and me. We were thrilled. Bruce and I devoted ourselves to his campaign. Many thought his bid was an incredible long shot—he was young, he was African American, he was new to the national political scene, and let’s not forget his name, Barack Hussein Obama, which, in America, was a barrier in and of itself. Still, ever since meeting him at dinner, we felt he could win. I remember listening to Michelle Obama as she spoke that evening along with Barack.

“Bruce,” I said, “she’s as remarkable as he is.”

“You’re right. She is.”

Previous to meeting Michelle, I’d been asked by our friend Phil Murphy, the current governor of New Jersey but then the Democratic National Committee finance chair, to host a breakfast with female leaders to discuss the upcoming presidential campaign. I gathered eighty women—activists, philanthropists, and cultural and business leaders—in our Chicago home and posed this question to them: “All of us in this room have the time, treasure, and talent to engage in changing our country and our government. I’m ready to jump in with both feet—will you join me?”

It was with those words and at that moment that I connected the dots. My political involvement could be an extension of my community engagement and philanthropy. It would be tikkun olam. We’d all been working as community leaders, advocating for the causes we believed in—health care, education, the environment, the arts—but to leverage the work we’d been doing as individuals and organizations, we needed a president who would amplify and support this work.

In May 2007 I received a call from a senior member of the Obama team asking if Bruce and I would host a campaign fund-raising event for the senator at our home. When I told Bruce about the request, he looked at me with his head cocked to one side.

“Uh-oh,” he said. “Your right eyebrow is arching, and you’ve got that big smile on your face—the one that means trouble.”

That’s what happens in a good marriage. You know how to read each other’s facial expressions, and you know what your spouse is thinking even before he or she says it out loud. Bruce realized I was determined to do this and that I would not back down, and I knew that he would be in lockstep with me the whole way.

“We’re going to do some fund-raising and friend-raising for this campaign,” I said.

“Time to fasten our seat belts,” he replied, which had the desired effect of encouraging me all the more.



Fund-raising is crucial to the early stages of a presidential campaign. Those funds are used to engage voters and to set a candidate apart from all the others. I had learned a few things about fund-raising through my years of community service in Chicago. One lesson was this: You cannot raise funds by yourself. You need to assemble like-minded people who will draw energy from those around them—energy that will sustain them over the long haul, even when requests for help fall on deaf ears. Another rule is that you cannot ask anyone for anything unless you have given it yourself. You need to have skin in the game.

Bruce and I set phase one of our Obama fund-raising campaign into motion in June 2007. We hosted a garden party at our home that drew one hundred and fifty guests, including Barack and Michelle, a coterie of Secret Service agents, and a few celebrities—one of them being the famed photographer Annie Leibovitz.

Our backyard was absolutely full, and there was Annie taking photographs of everyone. We raised substantial funds through a process I call the hive model: Bruce and I as co-chairs set a level for donations. Each couple present was then encouraged to invite other couples to write similar-sized checks. One honeycomb led to the creation of another and another, and in time, we had enough to assemble a sizeable hive.

Throughout the lead-up to the election, we helped gather our community around issues of the day; issues that were fundamental to Obama’s campaign and his vision for America. We canvassed, fund-raised, and worked the phones. Bruce and I lived and breathed politics during these days. That first campaign was poetry. It was characterized by hope for a new and brighter future. Chicago was deeply segregated at that time—and in many respects, still is today. But during the 2008 campaign, strong coalitions were built across racial and socioeconomic lines. All of us on Obama’s campaign team—women, men, young, old, rich, poor, black, white, brown, gay, straight—were working hard for something we believed in. At Obama headquarters, I was surrounded by people from varied backgrounds who looked so different from me yet shared so many of my beliefs. Bruce and I bonded with other like-minded people. We learned from them. We locked arms to change our country. When you make friends out of an idealistic vision, those friends are bound to you forever. We called these friends our Obama family, and the drumbeat of the campaign was “Yes we can.”

I remember watching Barack deliver his “A More Perfect Union” speech in Philadelphia on March 18, 2008, two and a half months into primary season. It was brave. It was important. It was necessary.

So Bruce and I didn’t just write checks and raise funds, we engaged with voters as phone-bankers and canvassers, trumpeting Obama as the best candidate, all the way from Illinois to the battleground states of Pennsylvania and Ohio. Canvassing in the modern era meant knowing a lot in advance about how a particular street or neighborhood was leaning. Thanks to data mining, campaign workers in the closest field office knew which households on any given street were leaning Democratic or Republican and which were sitting on the fence. Our job was to talk about the campaign and remind everyone we spoke with—regardless of his or her previous political affiliations—about the issues at hand, about Obama’s platform, and the need for Americans to take a stand by voting.
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With the future President and First Lady at our home during our fund-raiser. Annie Leibovitz was there (holding the camera, right) to record the special moment.
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We supported Senator Obama for president from day one. We put our heart, soul, and energy into that first campaign in 2008.





[image: Image]
We rallied at a July Fourth parade talking to anyone regardless of political affiliation about Obama’s platform and the importance of voting.



We embraced all the traditional and new electoral tactics. We also embraced Obama and everything he stood for. I had the sense in the first campaign that at some level, regardless of the outcome, history was being made. And nothing brought that home more than the first presidential debate held on September 26, 2008, in the Gertrude C. Ford Center for the Performing Arts at the University of Mississippi, in Oxford. I grew up in the South—Ashland, Kentucky—as did my mother. I am very proud of my family’s Jewish heritage and painfully aware of the discrimination that Jewish people have faced throughout history. Growing up in the South, I knew that the generations before me encountered signs that forbade “Jews and blacks.” Yes, there have been positive changes, but bigotry and racism, both subtle and overt, still characterize many communities in the United States to this day. We have a long way to go before we achieve true unity and equality.

The debate between Barack Obama and his Republican challenger, Arizona Senator John McCain, was at times refined, at other times rough and combative. But the very notion that an African American man would be on a stage in Mississippi vying for the position of president—that was incredibly inspiring. I had to pinch myself.

Tension filled the air—not just tension from that moment, but also historical tension. After all, this debate was taking place at the University of Mississippi, still known today as “Ole Miss,” a controversial nickname. It is said that slaves used this term for the wife of a plantation owner. And it was in Memphis, Tennessee, just a couple hours north of Ole Miss, that Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated forty years earlier, one day after delivering his famous “I’ve Been to the Mountaintop” speech in which he bravely raised the “issue of injustice” and proclaimed to the world, “We have an opportunity to make America a better nation.”

All of these dismal chapters of American history were echoing in my mind as I watched Obama speak that night. He was the antidote. He was the future. He was hope.

Attending the event was a woman from Oxford, Mississippi. “Wow,” I said to her, “isn’t this an incredible historic moment? I’m so excited to be here witnessing this.”

Her mouth was pressed into a tight line. “Oh, yes,” she said. “I’m glad the debate is happening here. I’m sure they picked Ole Miss ’cause it’s such a beautiful place.”

Isn’t that the southern way? I thought. I sensed the southern code I knew all too well. Divert. Be nice. Sound harmless even if the underlying message may be quite different. I thought I knew what wasn’t being said directly by some at Ole Miss that day: that if you represent the status quo, change is scary, especially when it comes in the form of a person of color running for the highest office in the land.

It made me wonder as I sat there: Had we changed at all? Were we addressing our history? Were we ready to make amends? To move forward? To make a better, more inclusive country for ourselves and for our children?

In the car after the debate, I listened to the pundits on the radio examining the polling of independent voters. Fifty-one percent of those surveyed felt Obama had come out on top of the debate; thirty-eight percent thought McCain had won. Here’s what I felt: Obama had won just by being there.



On the historic night of November 4, 2008, Barack Hussein Obama was democratically elected the forty-fourth president of the United States. I was in Chicago’s sprawling Grant Park that night, with Bruce and our daughter Caroline right beside me. Caroline, then eighteen years old, was filled with hope. We embraced, a hug I will always remember.

“Mom, this is so exciting! I can’t believe this is really happening!” she exclaimed.

We were surrounded by friends, co-campaigners, and family. And when I say family, I mean it in a much bigger sense of the word. On that unseasonably warm evening, almost a quarter million people had gathered in the three-hundred-acre park—it spans a mile end to end—to hear Obama’s victory speech. I have never seen so many people in one place in my life.

The mood in the city was electric. Strangers were kissing one another, crying, screaming—even the police officers were dancing. Black people and white people were hugging one another, linking arms, celebrating together. It was as if the whole country had united in support of change, equality, and opportunity for all. People were so jubilant, and they were intent on staying up all night. This was the culmination of a dream, a dream that many Americans believed in, a dream that Dr. King had championed but wasn’t able to see realized.

People in the park had small TVs and radios, all tuned to election coverage. “If there is anyone out there,” said the president elect, “who still doubts that America is a place where all things are possible, who still wonders if the dream of our founders is alive in our time, who still questions the power of our democracy, tonight is your answer.”

Sí se puede. Yes we can.

Bruce and I were there as well in Washington, DC, on January 20, 2009, Inauguration Day. The weather was bitterly cold, but still the sun shone on the million or so people who had gathered at the National Mall. We watched as Obama took the oath of office of the president of the United States, his left hand resting on the same Bible that Abraham Lincoln had sworn on in 1861. I remember seeing in the throng a man with a jacket on which he’d written these words:

OBAMA FOR PRESIDENT. DONE.

While I felt a sense of achievement, Bruce and I knew that this was just the beginning. The road ahead for the Obamas would be incredibly demanding. Affordable health care, immigration reform, employment equity—not to mention the challenge of making these reforms at a time when the country was in the throes of a significant economic recession. Within moments, Obama would have to handle the most difficult economic trials that any president had faced since the Great Depression.



[image: Image]
With our daughter Caroline and over two hundred thousand others at Grant Park on November 4, 2008, we watched as Barack Hussein Obama was elected the 44th president of the United States.



What we did not know then was that we’d be called upon four years later to help him with his mission internationally. Our relationship with the Obamas would lead us on a new path that would bring us to a new country—one that Obama would say later the world needed more of.

That country has become dear to us.

That country is Canada.
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This jacket says it all. It took an entire community to make it happen. Yes we can.





Chapter   [image: Image]


Tell Me What You Know About Canada

Bruce

I, Bruce Heyman, am sixty years old as I write this, and I feel robust, healthy, and, yes, happy. I could stand to shed some weight from my middle, but that’s a pretty minor complaint. I feel profoundly grateful to have Vicki, the family we’ve created together, and the career I’ve had. And I’m not done yet. While I’m no longer the ambassador to Canada, I, like Vicki, am driven to give back. My three years in Canada were in some ways the best three years of my life, and I count my lucky stars that the posting came our way.
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