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Socrates

399 BCE

The Apology

by Plato

I do not know, men of Athens, how my
accusers affected you; as for me, I was almost
. carriedaway inspite of myself, sopersuasively
did they speak. And yet, hardly anything of
what they said is true. Of the many lies they
told, one in particular surprised me, namely
that you should be careful not to be deceived
by anaccomplished speaker like me. That they
were not ashamed to be immediately proved
wrong by the facts, when I show myself not to
be an accomplished speaker at all, that 1
thought was most shameless on their
part—unless indeed they call an accomplished
speaker the man who speaks the truth. If they
mean that, I would agree that I am an orator,
but not after their manner, for indeed, as1 say, practically nothing they said was true. From me you
will hear the whole truth, though not, by Zeus, gentlemen, expressed in embroidered and stylized
phrases like theirs, but things spoken at random and expressed in the first words that come to mind,
for I put my trust in the justice of what I say, and let none of you expect anything else. It would
not be fitting at my age, as it might be for a young man, to toy with words when I appear before
you.

One thing I do ask and beg of you, gentlemen: if you hear me making my defence in the same
kind of language as Iam accustomed to use in the market place by the bankers' tables, where many
of you have heard me, and elsewhere, do not be surprised or create a disturbance on that account.
The position is this: this is my first appearance in a lawcourt, at the age of seventy; I am therefore
simply a stranger to the manner of speaking here. Just as if I were really a stranger, you would
certainly excuse me if I spoke in that dialect and manner in which I had been brought up, so too
my present request seems a just one, for you to pay no attention to my manner of speech—be it
better or worse—but to concentrate your attention on whether what I say is just or not, for the
excellence of a judge lies in this, as that of a speaker lies in telling the truth.

It is right for me, gentlemen, to defend myself first against the first lying accusations made
against me and my first accusers, and then against the later accusations and the later accusers.
There have been many who have accused me to you for many years now, and none of their
accusations are true. These I fear much more than fear Anytus and his friends, though they too
are formidable. These earlier ones, however, are more so, gentlemen; they got hold of most of you
from childhood, persuaded you and accused me quite falsely, saying that there is a man called
Socrates, a wise man, a student of all things in the sky and below the earth, who makes the worse
argument the stronger. Those who spread that rumour, gentlemen, are my dangerous accusers, for
their hearers believe that those who study these things do not even believe in the gods. Moreover,
these accusers are numerous, and have been at it a long time; also, they spoke to you at an age
when you would most readily believe them, some of you being children and adolescents, and they
won their case by default, as there was no defence.

Sacrates, Roman mural 1" century

17

18



Introduction to Western Philosophy The Apology-

What is most absurd in all this is that one cannot even know ormention their names unless one
of them is a writer of comedies. Those who maliciously and slanderously persuaded you—who  d
also, when persuaded themselves then persuaded others—all those are most difficult to deal with:
one cannot bring one of them into court or refute him; one must simply fight with shadows, as it
were, in making one's defence, and cross-examine when no one answers. I want you to realize too
that my accusers are of two kinds: those who have accused me recently, and the old ones I
mention; and to think that I must first defend myself against the latter, for you have also heard their
accusations first, and to a much greater extent than the more recent. e

Very well then. I must surely defend myself and attempt to uproot from your minds in so short
a time the slander that has resided there so long. I wish this may happen, ifit is in any way better /9
for you and me, and that my defence may be successful, but I think this is very difficult and I am
fully aware of how difficult it is. Even so, let the matter proceed as the god may wish, but I must
obey the law and make my defence.

Let us then take up the case from its beginning. What is the accusation from which arose the
slander in which Meletus trusted when he wrote out the charge against me? What did they say b
when they slandered me? I must, as if they were my actual prosecutors, read the affidavit they
would have swom. It goes something like this: Socrates is guilty of wrongdoing in that he busies
himself studying things in the sky and below the earth; he makes the worse into the stronger
argument, and he teaches these same things to others. You have seen this yourselves in the comedy
of Aristophanes, a Socrates swinging about there, saying he was walking on air and talkingalot ¢
of other nonsense about things of which I know nothing at all. I do not speak in contempt of such
knowledge, if someone is wise in these things—Ilest Meletus bring more cases against me—but,
gentlemen, I have no part in it, and on this point I call upon the majority of you as witnesses. |
think it nght that all those of you who have heard me conversing, and many of you have, should
tell each other if anyone of you has ever heard me discussing such subjects to any extentat all. 4
From this you will leam that the other things said about me by the majority are of the same kind.

Not one of them is true. And if you have heard from anyone that I undertake to teach people
and charge a fee for it, that is not true either. Yet I think it a fine thing to be able to teach people e
as Gorgias of Leontini does, and Prodicus of Ceos, and Hippias of Elis.' Each of these men can
go to any city and persuade the young, who can keep company with anyone of their own fellow-
citizens they want without paying, to leave the company of these, to join with themselves, pay 20
them a fee, and be grateful to them besides. Indeed, I learned that there is another wise man from
Paros who is visiting us, for I met a man who has spent more money on Sophists than everybody
else put together, Callias, the son of Hipponicus. So I asked him—he has two sons—"Callias," 1
said, "if your sons were colts or calves, we could find and engage a supervisor for them who would
make them excel in their proper qualities, some horse breeder or farmer. Now since theyaremen, b
whom do you have in mind to supervise them? Who is an expert in this kind of excellence, the
human and social kind? I think you must have given thought to this since you have sons. Is there
such a person," I asked, "or is there not?" "Certainly there is," he said. "Who is he?" I asked,
"What 1s his name, where is he from? and what is his fee?" "His name, Socrates, is Evenus, he
comes from Paras, and his fee is five minas." Ithought Evenus a happy man, if hereally possesses ¢
this art, and teaches for so moderate a fee. Certainly I would pride and preen myself'if I had this
knowledge, but I do not have it, gentlemen.

One of you might perhaps interrupt me and say: "But Socrates, what is your occupation? From
where have these slanders come? For surely if you did not busy yourselfwith something out of the
common, all these rumours and talk would not have arisen unless you did something other than

1. These were all well-known Sop hists
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most people. Tell us what it is, that we may not speak madvisedly about you." Anyone who says  d
that seems to be nght, and I will try to show you what has caused this reputation and slander.
Listen then. Perhaps some of you will think I am jesting, but be sure that all that I shall say is true.
What has causedmy reputation is none other than a certam kind of wisdom. What kind of wisdom?
Human wisdom, perhaps. It may be that I really possess this, while those whom I mentioned just
now are wise with a wisdom more than human; else I cannot explain it, for I certainly do not e
possess it, and whoever says I do is lying and speaks to slander me. Do not create a disturbance,
gentlemen, even if you think I am boasting, for the story I shall tell doesnot originate with me, but
I will refer you to a trustworthy source. I shall call upon the god at Delphi as witness to the
existence and nature of my wisdom, if it be such. You know Chairephon. He was my friend from
youth, and the friend of most of you, ashe shared yourexile and your return. You surely knowthe 27
kind of man he was, how impulsive in any course of action. He went to Delphi at one time and
ventured to ask the oracle—as I say, gentlemen, do not create a disturbance—he asked i1f any man
was wiser than I, and the Pythian replied that no one was wiser. Chairephon is dead, but his
brother will testify to you about this.
Consider that I tell you this because I would inform you about the origin of the slander. When
I heard of this reply I asked myself: "Whate ver does the god mean? Whatis hisriddle? I amvery b
conscious that I am not wise at all; what then does he mean by saying that I am the wisest? For
surely he does not lie; itis not legitimate for him to do so." Fora long time I was at aloss as to his
meaning; then I very reluctantly tumed to some such investigation as this: I went to one of those
reputed wise, thinking that there, if anywhere, I could refute the oracle and say to it: "This man
is wiser than I, but you said I was." Then, when I examined this man—there is no need for me to
tell you his name, he was one of our public men—my experience was something like this: I ¢
thought that he appeared wise to many people and especially to himself, but he was not. I then
tried to show him that he thought himself wise, but that he was not. As a result he came to dislike
me, and so did many of the bystanders. So I withdrew and thought to myself: "l am wiserthanthis 4
man; it is likely that neither of us knows anything worthwhile, but he thinks he knows something
when he does not, whereas when I do not know, neither do I think I know; so I am likely to be
wiser than he to this small extent, that I do not think I know what I do not know." After this I
approached another man, one of those thought to be wiser than he, and I thought the same thing,
and so I came to be disliked both by him and by many others. e
After that I proceeded systematically. I realized, to my sorrow and alarm, that I was getting
unpopular, but I thought that I must attach the greatest importance to the god's oracle, so I must
go to all those who had any reputation for knowledge to examine its meaning. And by the dog,
gentlemen of the jury—for I must tell you the truth—I experienced something like this: in my
investigation in the service of the god I found that those who had the highest reputation were
nearly the most deficient, while those who were thought to be inferior were more knowledgeable.
I must give you an account of my journeyings as if they were labours I had undertaken to prove
the oracle irefutable. After the politicians, I went to the poets, the writers of tragedies and
dithyrambs and the others, intending in their case to catch myself being more ignorant then they.
So I took up those poems with which they seemed to have taken most trouble and asked them what
they meant, in order that I might at the same time leam something from them. Iam ashamedtotell 5
you the truth, gentlemen, but I must. Almost all the bystanders might have explamned the poems
better than their authors could. I soon realized that poets do not compose therr poems with
knowledge, but by some inbom talent and by inspiration, like seers and prophets who also say
many fine things without any understanding of what they say. The poets seemed tome tohavehad ¢
asimilar experience. At the same time I saw that, because of their poefry, they thought themselves
very wise men in other respects, which they were not. So there again I withdrew, thinking that I
had the same advantage over them as I had over the politicians.

—
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Finally I went to the craftsmen, for Iwas conscious ofknowingpractically nothing, and I knew  d
that I would find that they had knowledge of many fine things. In this I was not mistaken; they
knew things I did not know, and to that extent they were wiser than 1. But, gentlemen of the jury,
the good craftsmen seemed to me to have the same fault as the poets: each of them, because of his
success at his craft, thought himself very wise in other most important pursuits, and this error of
theirs overshadowed the wisdomthey had, so that I asked myself, on behalf of the oracle, whether
I should prefer to be as I am, with neither therr wisdom nor their ignorance, or to have both. The ¢
answer | gave myselfand the oracle was that it was to my advantage to be as I am.

As aresult of this investigation, gentlemen of the jury, I acquired much unpopularity, of a kind that

is hard to deal with and is a heavy burden; many slanders came fromthese people and a reputaion 23
for wisdom, for in each case the bystanders thought that I myself possessed the wisdom that I
proved that my interlocutor did not have. What is probable, gentlemen, is that in fact the god is

wise and that his oracular response meant that human wisdom is worth little or nothing, and that
when he says this man, Socrates, he is using my name as an example, as if he said: "This man
among you, mortals, is wisest who, like Socrates, understands that his wisdom is worthless." So b
even now I continue this investigation as the god bade me—and 1 go around seeking out anyone,
citizen or stranger, whom I think wise. Then if I do not think he is, I come to the assistance of the

god and show him that he is not wise. Because of this occupation, I do not have the leisure to
engage in public affairs to any extent, nor indeed to look after my own, but I live in great poverty
because of my service to the god.

Furthermore, the young men who follow me around of their own free will, those who have
most leisure, the sons of the very rich, take pleasure in heaning people questioned; they themselves ¢
often imitate me and try to question others. I think they find an abundance of men who believe they
have some knowledge but know little or nothing. The result is that those whom they question are
angry, not with themselves but with me. They say: "That man Socrates is a pestilential fellow who
corrupts the young." If one asks them what he does and what he teaches to corrupt them, theyare  d
silent, as they do not know, but, so as not to appear at a loss, they mention those accusations that
are available agamst all philosophers, about "things in the sky and things below the earth,"” about
"not believing in the gods" and "making the worse the stronger argument;” they would not want
to tell the truth, I'm sure, that they have been proved to lay claim to knowledge when they know
nothing. These people are ambitious, violent and numerous; they are continually and convincingly
talking about me; they have been filling your ears for a long time with vehement slanders against
me. From them Meletus attacked me, and Anytus and Lycon, Meletus being vexed on behalf of e
the poets, Anytus on behalf of the craftsmen and the politicians, Lycon on behalf of the orators,
so that, as I started out by saying, I should be surprised if I could nd you of so much slander in so
short a time. That, gentlemen of the jury, is the truth for you. I have hidden or disguised nothing. 24
I know well enough that this very conduct makes me unpopular, and this is proof that what I say
is frue, that such is the slander against me, and that such are its causes. If you look into this either
now or later, this is what you will find. b

Let this suffice as a defence agamst the charges of my earlier accusers. After this Ishall ry
to defend myself against Meletus, that good and patriotic man, as he says he is, and my later
accusers. As these are a different lot of accusers, let us again take up their sworn deposition. It
goes something like this: Socrates is guilty of corrupting the youngand of not believing inthe gods
m whom the city believes, but in other new spiritual things. Such is their charge. Let us examine
it point by point. c

He says that I am guilty of corrupting the young, but Isay that Meletus is guilty of dealing
frivolously with serious matters, of irresponsibly bringing people into court, and of professing to
be seriously concerned with things about none of which he has ever cared, and I shall try to prove

0
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that this is so. Come here and tell me, Meletus. Surely you consider it of the greatest importance  d
that our young men be as good as possible? —Indeed I do.

Come then, tell the jury who improves them. You obviously know, in view of your concern.

You say you have discovered the one who corrupts them, namely me, and you bring me here and
accuse me to the jury. Come, inform the jury and tell them who it is. You see, Meletus, that you
are silent and know not what to say. Does this not seem shameful to you and a sufficient proof of
what I say, that you have not been concerned with any of this? Tell me, my good sir, who improves
our young men? —The laws. e

That is not what I am asking, but what person who has knowledge of the laws to begin
with?—These jurymen, Socrates.

How do you mean, Meletus? Are these able to educate the young and improve
them?—Certainly.

All of them, or some but not others?—All of them.

Very good, by Hera. You mention a great abundance of benefactors. But what about the
audience? Do they improve the young or not?—They do, too. 25

What about the members of Council?—The Councillors, also.

But, Meletus, what about the assembly? Do members of the assembly corrupt the young, or
do they all improve them?—They improve them.

All the Athenians, it seems, make the young into fine good men, except me, and I alone corrupt
them. Is that what you mean?—That is most definitely what I mean.

You condemn me to a great misfortune. Tell me: does this also apply to horses do you think? b
That all men improve them and one individual corrupts them? Or is quite the contrary true, one
individual is able to improve them, or very few, namely the horse breeders, whereas the majority,
if they have horses and use them, corrupt them? Is that not the case, Meletus, both with horses and
all other animals? Of course itis, whether you and Anytus say so or not. It would be a very happy
state of affairs if only one person corrupted our youth, while the others improved them.

You have made it sufficiently obvious, Meletus, that you have never had any concem forour ¢
youth; you show your indifference clearly; that you have given no thought to the subjects about
which you bring me to trial.

And by Zeus, Meletus, tell us also whether it is better for a man to live among good or wicked
fellow-citizens. Answer, my good man, for lam not asking a difficult question. Do not the wicked
do some harm to those who are ever closest to them, whereas good people benefit
them?—Certainly.

And does the manexist who would rather be harmed than benefited by his associates? Answer, d
my good sir, for the law orders you to answer. Is there any man who wants to be harmed? —Of
course not.

Come now, do you accuse me here of corrupting the young and making them worse
deliberately or unwillingly?—Deliberately.

What follows, Meletus? Are you so much wiser at your age than I am at mine that you
understand that wicked people always do some harm to their closest neighbors while good people ¢
do them good, but I have reached such a pitch of ignorance that I do not realize this, namely that
if I make one of my associates wicked I run the nisk of being harmed by him so that Ido such a
great evil deliberately, as you say? I do not believe you, Meletus, and I do not think anyone else 26
will. Either Ido not corrupt the young or, if I do, it is unwillingly, and you are lying in either case.

Now if I corrupt them unwillingly, the law does not require you to bring people to court for such
unwilling wrongdoings, but to get hold of them privately, to instruct them and exhort them; for
clearly, if I leam better, I shall cease to do what I am doing unwillingly. You, however, have
avoided my company and were unwilling to instruct me, but you bring me here, where the law
requires one to bring those who are in need of punishment, not of instruction.

/
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And so, gentlemen of the jury, what I said is clearly true: Meletus has never been at all b
concerned with these matters. Nonetheless tell us, Meletus, how you say that I corrupt the young;
or is it obvious from your deposition that itis by teaching them not to believe in the gods in whom
the city believes but in other new spinitual things? Is this not what you say I teach and so corrupt
them? —That is most certainly what I do say.
Then by those very gods about whom we are talking, M eletus, make this clearer to me and to
the jury: I cannot be sure whether you mean thatI teach the belief that there are some gods—and
therefore I myself believe that there are gods and am not altogether an atheist, nor am I guiltyof ¢
that—not, however, the gods in whom the city believes, but others, and that this is the charge
against me, that they are others. Or whether you mean that I do notbelieve in gods at all, and that
this 1s what I teach to others. —This is what I mean, that you do not believe in gods at all.
You are a strange fellow, Meletus. Why do you say this? Do Inot believe, as other men do,
that the sun and the moon are gods?—No, by Zeus, jurymen, for he says that the sun is stone,and 4
the moon earth.
My dear Meletus, do you think you are prosecuting Anaxagoras? Are you so contemptuous
of the jury and think them so ignorant of letters as not to know that the books of Anaxagoras of
Clazomenae are full of those theories, and further, that the young men learn from me what they
can buy from time to time for a drachma, at most, in the bookshops, and ridicule Socrates if he
pretends that these theories are his own, especially as they are so absurd? Is that, by Zeus, what ¢
you think of me, Meletus, thatI do not believe that there are any gods? —That is what I say, that
you do not believe in the gods at all.
You cannot be believed, Meletus, even, I think, by yourself. The man appears to me,
gentlemen of the jury, highly insolent and uncontrolled. He seems to have made this deposition
out of insolence, violence and youthful zeal. He is like one who composed a riddle and is trying
it out: "Will the wise Socrates realize that I am jesting and contradicting myself, or shall I deceive
him and others?" I think he contradicts himself in the affidavit, as if he said: "Socrates is guiltyof 27
not believing in gods but believing in gods," and surely that is the part of a jester!
Examine with me, gentlemen, how he appears to contradict himself, and you, Meletus, answer
us. Remember, gentlemen, what Iasked you when I began, not to create a disturbance if I proceed
in my usual manner. b
Does any man, Meletus, believe in human activities who does not believe in humans? Make
him answer, and not again and again create a disturbance. Does any man who does not believe in
horses believe in horsemen's activities? Or in flute-playing activities but not in flute-players? No,
my good sir, no man could. If you are not willing to answer, I will tell you and the jury. Answer
the next question, however. Does any man believe in spinitual activities who does not believe in
spirits?—No one. c
Thank you for answering, if reluctantly, when the jury made you. Now you say that I believe
i spiritual things and teach about them, whether new or old, but at any rate spinitual things
according to what you say, and to this you have sworn in your deposition. But if I believe in
spiritual things I must quite mevitably believe in spirits. Is that not so? Itis indeed. I shall assume
that you agree, as you do not answer. Do we not believe spirits to be either gods or the children
of gods? Yes or no?—Of course. d
Then since I do believe in spinits, as you admit, if spinits are gods, this is what I mean when
I say you speak in iddles and in jest, as you state that I do not believe in gods and then again that
I do, since I do believe inspririts. If on the other hand the spirits are children of the gods, bastard
children of the gods by nymphs or some other mothers, as they are said to be, what man would
believe children of the gods to exist, but not gods? That would be justas absurd as to believe the
young of horses and asses, namely mules, to exist, but not to believe in the existence of horsesand ¢
asses. You must have made this deposition, Meletus, either to test us or because you were at a loss
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to find any true wrongdoing of which to accuse me. There is no way in which you could persuade
anyone ofeven small intelligence that it is possible for one and the same man to believe in spiritual
but not also in divine things, and then again for that same man to believe neither in spirits nor in
gods nor in heroes. 28
I do not think, gentlemen of the jury, that it requires a prolonged defence to prove that Iam
not guilty of the charges in Meletus' deposition, but this is sufficient. On the other hand, you know
that what I said earlier is true, that I am very unpopular with many people. This will be my
undoing, if I am undone, not Meletus or Anytus but the slanders and envy of many people. This
has destroyed many other good men and will, I think, continue to do so. There is no danger that b
it will stop at me.
Someone might say: 'Are you not ashamed, Socrates, to have followed the kind of occupation
that has led to your being now in danger of death?” However, I should be right to reply to him:
"You are wrong, sir, if you think that aman who isany good at all should take into account the risk
of life or death; he should look to this only in his actions, whether what he does is right or wrong,
whether he is acting like a good or a bad man." According to your view, all the heroes who died
at Troy were inferior people, especially the son of Thetis® who was so contemptuous of danger ¢
compared with disgrace. When he was eager to kill Hector, his goddess mother wamed him, as |
believe, in some such words as these: "My child, if you avenge the death of your comrade,
Patroclus, and you kill Hector, you will die yourself, for your death is to follow immediately after
Hector's." Heaning this, he despised death and danger and was much more afraid to live a coward
who did not avenge his friends. "Let me die at once," he said, "when once I have given the d
wrongdoer his deserts, rather than remain here, a laughing-stock by the curved ships, a burden
upon the earth." Do you think he gave thought to death and danger?
This is the truth of the matter, gentlemen of the jury: wherever a man has taken a position that
he believes to be best, or has been placed by his commander, there he must I think remain and face
danger, without a thought for death or anything else, rather than disgrace. It would have been a
dreadful way to behave, gentlemen of the jury, if, at Potidaca, Amphipolis and Delium, I had, at
the risk of death, like anyone else, remained at my post where those you had electedto command e
had ordered me, and then, when the god ordered me, as I thought and believed, to live "the life of
aphilosopher, to examine myself and others, Ihad abandoned my post for fear of death or anything
else. That would have been a dreadful thing, and then I might truly have justly been brought here
for not believing that there are gods, disobeying the oracle, fearing death, and thinking I was wise 29
when I was not. To fear death, gentlemen, is no other than to think oneself }wise when one 1s not,
to think one knows what one does not know. No one knows whether death may not be the greatest
of all blessings for a man, yet men fear it as if they knew that it is the greatest of evils. And surely
it is the most blameworthy ignorance to believe that one knows what one does not know. It is
perhaps on this point and in this respect, gentlemen, that I differ from the majonity of men, andif 5
I were to claim that I am wiser than anyone in anything, it would be in this that as I have no
adequate knowledge of things in the underworld, so Ido not think Thave. Ido know, however, that
it is wicked and shameful to do wrong, to disobey one's superior, be he god or man. I shall never
fear or avoid things of which I do not know, whether they may not be good rather than things that
I know to be bad. Even if you acquitted me now and did not believe Anytus, who said to you that
either I should not have been brought here in the first place, or that now I am here, you camnot ¢
avoid executingme, forif Ishould be acquitted, your sons would practise the teachings of Socrates
and all be thoroughly corrupted; if you said to me in this regard: "Socrates, we do not believe
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Anytus now; we acquit you, but only on condition that you spend no more time on this
mvestigation and do not practise philosophy, and if you are caught doing so you will die;" if, as

I say, you were to acquit me on those terms, I would say to you: "Gentlemen of the jury, lam 4
grateful and I am your friend, but I will obey the god rather than you, and as long as I draw breath

and am able, I shall not cease to practise philosophy, to exhort you and in my usual way to point

out to anyone of you whom I happen to meet: Good Sir, you are an Athenian, a citizen of the
greatest city with the greatest reputation for both wisdom and power; are you not ashamed of your
eagerness to possess as much wealth, reputation and honours as possible, while you do not care

for nor give thought to wisdom or truth or the best possible state of your soul?" Then, ifone of you e
disputes this and says he does care, I shall not let him go at once or leave him, but I shall question

him, examine him and test him, and if I do not think he has attained the goodness that he says he

has, I shall reproach him because he attaches little importance to the most important things and
greater importance to inferior things. I shall treat in this way anyone I happen to meet, young and

old, citizen and stranger, and more so the citizens because you are more kindred to me. Be sure 30
that this is what the god orders me to do, and I think there is no greater blessing for the city than

my service to the god. For I go around doing nothing but persuading both young and old among
younot to care for your body or your wealth in preference to or as strongly as for the best possible

state of your soul, as I say to you: "Wealth does not bring about excellence, but excellence makes b
wealth and everything else good for men, both individually and collectively."

Now if by saying this I corrupt the young, this advice must be harmful, but if anyone says that
I give different advice, he is talking nonsense. On this point I would say to you, gentlemen of the
jury: "Whether you believe Anytus or not, whether you acquit me or not, do so on the
understanding that this is my course of action, even if I am to face death many times." Donot ¢
create a disturbance, gentlemen, but abide by my request not to cry out at what I say but to listen,
for I think it will be to your advantage to listen, and I am about to say other things at which you
will perhaps cry out. By no means do this. Be sure that if you kill the sort of man I say I am, you
will not harm me more than yourselves. Neither Meletus nor Anytus can harm me in any way; he
could not harm me, for I do not think it is permitted that a better man be harmed by a worse;
certainly he might kill me, or perhaps banish or disfranchise me, which he and maybe others think 4
to be great harm, but I do not think so. I think he is doing himself much greater harm doing what
he is doing now, attempting to have a man executed unjustly. Indeed, gentlemen of the jury, I am
far from making it defence now on my own behalf, as might be thought, but on yours, to prevent
you from wrongdoing by mistreating the god's gift to you by condemning me; for if you killme ¢
you will not easily find another like me. Iwas attached to this city by the god—though it seems
a ndiculous thing to say—as upon a great and noble horse which was somewhat sluggish because
of its size and needed to be stirred up by a kind of gadfly. It is to fulfill some such function that
I believe the god has placed me in the city. I never cease to rouse each and everyone of you, to
persuade and reproach you all day long and everywhere I find myself in your company.

Another such man will not easily come to be among you, gentlemen, and if you believeme you 37
will spare me. You might easily be annoyed with me as people are when they are aroused from a
doze, and strike out at me; if convinced by Anytus you could easily kill me, and then you could
sleep on for the rest of your days, unless the god, in his care for you, sent you someone else. That
Tamthekind of person to be a gift of the god to the city you might realize from the fact that it does
not seem like human nature for me to have neglected all my own affairs and to have tolerated this
neglect now for so many years while I was always concemed with you, approaching eachoneof b
you like a father or an elder brother to persuade you to care for virtue (arere). Now if I profited
from this by charging a fee for my advice, there would be some sense to it, but you can see for
yourselves that, for all their shameless accusations, my accusers have not been able in their
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impudence to bring forward a witness to say that I have ever received a fee oreverasked forone. ¢
I, on the other hand, have a convincing witness that I speak the truth, my poverty.

It may seem strange that while I go around and give this advice privately and interfere in
private affairs, I do not venture to go to the assembly and there advise the city. You have heard me
give the reason for this in many places. I have a divine or spinitual sign which Meletus has
nidiculed in his deposition. This began when I was a child. It is a voice, and whenever it speaks it
turns me away from something I am about to do, but it never encourages me to do anything. This 4
is what has prevented me from taking part in public affairs, and I think it was quite right to prevent
me. Be sure, gentlemen of the jury, that if Thad long ago attempted to take part in politics, I should
have died long ago, and benefited neither you nor myself. Do not be angry with me for speaking
the truth; no man will survive who genuinely opposes you or any other crowd and prevents the
occurrence of many unjust and illegal happenings in the city. A man who really fights for justice e
must lead a private, not a public, life if he is to survive for even a short time.

I shall give you great proofs of this, not words but what you esteem, deeds. Listen to what 32
happened to me, that you may know that I will not yield to any man contrary to what is right, for
fear of death, even if I should die at once for not yielding. The things I shall tell you are
commonplace and smack of the lawcourts, but they are true. I have never held any other office in
the city, but I served asa member of the Council, and our tribe Antiochis was presiding at the time
when you wanted to try as a body the ten generals who had failed to pick up the survivors of the
naval battle.’ This was illegal, as you all recognized later. I was the only member of the presidng 5
committee to oppose your doing something contrary to the laws, and I voted against it. The orators
were ready to prosecute me and take me away; and your shouts were eggingthem on, but Ithought
Ishould run any risk on the side of law and justice rather than join you, for fear of prison or death,
when you were engaged in an unjust course.

This happened when the city was still a democracy. When the oligarchy was established, the
Thirty* summoned me to the Hall, along with four others, and ordered us to bring Leon from ¢
Salamis, that he might be executed. They gave many such orders to many people, in order to
implicate as many as possible in their guilt. Then I showed again, not in words but in action, that,
if it were not rather vulgar to say so, death is something I couldn't care less about, but that my
whole concern is not to do anything unjust or impious. That government, powerful as it was,did 4
not frighten me into any wrongdoing. When we left the Hall, the other four went to Salamis and
brought in Leon, but I went home. I might have been put to death for this, had not the govemment
fallen shortly afterwards. There are many who will witness to these events.

Do you think I would have survived all these years if I were engaged in public affairs and, e
acting as a good man must, came to the help of justice and considered this the most important
thing? Far from it, gentlemen of the jury, nor would any other man. Throughout my life, in any
public activity I may have engaged in, Iam the same man as I am i private life. I have never come
to an agreement with anyone to act unjustly, neither with anyone else nor with anyone of those
who they slanderously say are my pupils. I have never been anyone's teacher. If anyone, youngor 33
old, desires to listen to me when I am talking and dealing with my own concems, I have never
begrudged this to anyone, but I do not converse when I receive a fee and not when Ido not. Iam
equally ready to question the rich and the poor if anyone is willing to answer my questions and

3. This was the battle of Arginusae (south of Lesbos) in 406 BC., the last Athenian victory of the war.
A violent storm prevented the Athenians from rescuing the survivors. For this they were tried in Athens and
sentenced to death by the assembly.
4. This was the harsh oligarchy that was set up after the final defeat of Athensin 404 BC. and that ruled
Athens for some nine months in 404-3 before the democracy was restored.
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listen to what I'say. And I cannot justly be held responsible for the good or bad conduct of these
people, as I never promised to teach them anything and have not done so. If anyone says that he
has leamed anything from me, or that he heard anything privately that the others did not hear, be
assured that he is not telling the truth.

Why then do some people enjoy spending considerable time in my company? You have heard
why, gentlemen of the jury, I have told you the whole truth. They enjoy hearing those being
questioned who think they are wise, but are not. And thisis not unpleasant. To do thishas, as Isay, ¢
been enjoined upon me by the god, by means of oracles and dreams, and in every other way that
a divine manifestation has ever ordered a man to do anything. This is true, gentlemen, and can
easily be established.

If T corrupt some young men and have corrupted others, then surely some of them who have
grown older and realized that I gave them bad advice when they were young should now
themselves come up here to accuse me and avenge themselves. If they were unwilling to doso 4
themselves, then some of their kindred, their fathers or brothers or other relations should recall it
now if their family had been harmed by me. I see many of these present here, first Crito, my
contemporary and fellow demesman, the father of Critoboulos here; next Lysanias of Sphettus, the
father of Aeschines here; also Antiphon the Cephisian, the father of Epigenes; and others whose
brothers spent their time in this way; Nicostratus, the son of Theozotides, brother of Theodotus,
and Theodotus has died so he could not influence him; Paralios here, son of Demodocus, whose ¢
brother was Theages; there is Adeimanttls, son of Anston, brother of Plato here; Acantidorus,
brother of Apollodorus here.

I could mention many others, some one of whom surely Meletus should have brought in as
witness in his own speech. If he forgot to do so, then let him do it now; I will yield time if he has 34
anything of the kind to say. You will find quite the confrary, gentlemen. These men are all ready
to come to the help of the corruptor, the man who has harmed their kindred, as Meletus and Anytus
say. Now those who were corrupted might well have reason to help me, but the uncorrupted, their
kindred who are older men, have no reason to help me except the right and proper one, that they
know that Meletus is lying and that I am telling the truth.

Very well, gentlemen of the jury. This, and maybe other similar things, is what  havetosay b
in my defence. Perhaps one of you might be angry as he recalls that when he himself stood tral
on a less dangerous charge, he begged and pleaded and implored the jury with many tears, that he
brought his children and many of his friends and family into court to arouse as much pity as he
could, but that I do none of these things, even though I may seem to be running the ultimate risk.
Thinking of this, he might feel resentful toward me and, angry about this, cast his vote in anger. ¢
If there is such a one among you—I do not deem there s, but if there is—I think it would be right
to say in reply: My good sir, I too have a household and, in Homer's phrase, I am not bom "from
oak or rock” but from men, so that I have a family, indeed three sons, gentlemen of the jury, of
whom one is an adolescent while two are children. Nevertheless, I will not beg you to acquitme 4
by bringing them here. Why do I do none of these things? Not through arrogance, gentlemen, nor
through lack of respect for you. Whether I am brave in the face of death is another matter, but with
regard to my reputation and yours and that of the whole city, it does not seem right to me to do
these things, especially at my age and with my reputation. For it is generally believed, whether it
be true or false, that in certain respects Socrates is superior to the majority of men. Now if those e
of you who are considered superior, be it in wisdom or courage or whatever other virtue makes
them so, are seen behaving like that, it would be a disgrace. YetI have often seen them do this sort
of thing when standing trial, men who are thought to be somebody, doing amazing things as ifthey
thought it a terrible thing to die, and as if they were to be immortal if you did not execute them. 35
I think these men bring shame upon the city so that a stranger, too, would assume that those who
are outstanding in virtue among the Athenians, whom they themselves select from themselves to
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Pericles

431-404 BCE

ART HUMANITIES: PRIMARY SOURCE READER
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Thucydides, "Funeral
Oration of Pericles"

EXCERPT FROM HISTORY OF THE PELOPONNESIAN WAR, 5TH CENTURY B.C.

Thucydides, one of the most important Greek writers of the period during which the Parthenon
was constructed, is the author of a history of the war between Athens and Sparta (the so-called
Peloponnesian War, 431-404 BCE). As an Athenian general, Thucydides was a first-hand
witness 1o the conflict. His history, an incomplete work in eight books, includes a famous
speech by the statesman Pericles, one of the most prominent leaders of the Athenian
democracy. The speech is a funeral oration, delivered during public ceremonies the winter after
the beginning of the war 1o honor soldiers killed in the first campaign. As a tribute o the fallen,
Pericles praises the city of Athens as the embodiment of the ideals Athenian soldiers died to
defend. To the grieving populace, he says. “| would have you day by day fix your eyes upon
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the greatness of Athens." alluding at least in part to the city’s massive religious sanctuary,
whose centerpiece was the Parthenon. Set high above the city on the Acropolis plateau, this
temple to Athena had been inaugurated in 432, only one year before the outbreak of war. The
Parthenon and its lavish sculptural decoration transformed the Acropolis into a celebration of
Athenian civic principles and pride; it was in many ways a political monument as well as a
religious center.

The Greek world of the 5th century BCE was divided into more or less autonomous city-states,
of which Athens and Sparta were among the most powerful and feared. While the strength and
discipline of the Spartan land army is legendary even today, the Athenians, with their enormous
fleet, held a decided advantage at sea. Around these two powers gathered an ever-shifting
kaleidoscope of allies; battles were fought on many fronts throughout the Greek mainland,
among the Aegean islands, and at sites as far distant as Sicily. Pericles himself succumbed to
the plague which swept Athens only a few years after he delivered this funeral oration. After
twenty-seven years of war, the city was eventually starved into submission. Though the
Athenians soon threw off the Spartan yoke, they never regained the old confidence described
so eloquently by Pericles and given such splendid visual form by the monuments of the

Acropolis.

34. During the same winter, in accordance with an old national custom, the funeral of those
who first fell in this war was celebrated by the Athenians at the public charge. The ceremony is
as follows: Three days before the celebration they erect a tent in which the bones of the dead
are laid out, and every one brings to his own dead any offering which he pleases. At the time of
the funeral the bones are placed in chests of cypress wood, which are conveyed on hearses;
there is one chest for each tribe. They also carry a single empty litter decked with a pall for all
whose bodies are missing, and cannot be recovered after the battle. The procession is
accompanied by any one who chooses, whether citizen or stranger, and the female relatives of
the deceased are present at the place of interment and make lamentation. The public sepulchre
is situated in the most beautiful spot outside the walls; there they always bury those who fall in
the war; only after the battie of Marathon the dead, in recognition of their pre-eminent valour,
were interred on the field. When the remains have been laid in the earth, some man of known
ability and high reputation, chosen by the city, delivers a suitable oration over them; after which

the people depart. Such is the manner of interment; and the ceremony was repeated from time
to time throughout the war. Over those who were the first buried Pericles was chosen to speak.
Al the fitting moment he advanced from the sepulchre to a lofty stage, which had been erected
in order that he might be heard as far as possible by the multitude, and spoke as follows:

35. “Most of those who have spoken here before me have commended the lawgiver who added
this oration to our other funeral customs; it seemed to them a worthy thing that such an honour
should be given at their burial to the dead who have fallen on the field of battle. But | should
have preferred that, when men's deeds have been brave, they should be honoured in deed
only, and with such an honour as this public funeral, which you are now witnessing. Then the
reputation of many would not have been imperilled on the eloquence or want of eloquence of
one, and their virtues believed or not as he spoke well or ill. For it is difficult to say neither oo
little nor too much; and even moderation is apt not to give the impression of truthfulness. The
friend of the dead who knows the facts is likely to think that the words of the speaker fall short
of his knowledge and of his wishes; another who is not so well informed. when he hears of
anything which surpasses his own powers, will be envious and will suspect exaggeration.
Mankind are tolerant of the praises of others so long as each hearer thinks that he can do as
well or nearly as well himself, but, when the speaker rises above him, jealousy is aroused and
he begins 1o be incredulous. However, since our ancestors have set the seal of their approval
upon the practice, | must obey, and to the utmost of my power shall endeavour to satisfy the
wishes and beliefs of all who hear me.
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36. “I will speak first of our ancestors, for it is right and seemly that now, when we are
lamenting the dead, a tribute should be paid to their memory There has never been a time
when they did not inhabit this land, which by their valour they have handed down from
generation to generation, and we have received from them a free state. But if they were worthy
of praise, still more were our fathers who added to their inheritance, and after many a struggle
transmitted to their sons this great empire. And we ourselves assembled here to-day, who are
still most of us in the vigour of life, have carried the work of improvement further, and have
richly endowed our city with all things, so that she is sufficient for herself both in peace and
war. Of the military exploits by which our various possessions were acquired, or of the energy
with which we or our fathers drove back the tide of war, Hellenic or Barbarian, | will not speak;
for the tale would be long and is familiar to you. But before | praise the dead, | should like to
point out by what principles of action we rose to power, and under what institutions and through
what manner of life our empire became great. For | conceive that such thoughts are not
unsuited to the occasion, and that this numerous assembly of citizens and strangers may
profitably listen to them.

37. “Our form of government does not enter into rivalry with the institutions of others. We do not
copy our neighbours, but are an example to them. It is true that we are called a democracy, for
the administration is in the hands of the many and not of the few. But while the law secures
equal justice to all alike in their private disputes, the claim of excellence is also recognised; and
when a citizen is in any way distinguished, he is preferred to the public service, not as a matter
of privilege, but as the reward of merit. Neither is poverty a bar, but a man may benefit his
country whatever be the obscurity of his condition. There is no exclusiveness in our public life,
and in our private intercourse we are not suspicious of one another, nor angry with our
neighbour if he does what he likes; we do not put on sour looks at him which, though harmless,
are not pleasant. While we are thus unconstrained in our private intercourse, a spirit of
reverence pervades our public acts; we are prevented from doing wrong by respect for the
authorities and for the laws, having an especial regard to those which are ordained for the
protection of the injured as well as to those unwritten laws which bring upon the transgressor of
them the reprobation of the general sentiment.

38. “And we have not forgotten to provide for our weary spirits many relaxations from toil, we
have regular games and sacrifices throughout the year; our homes are beautiful and elegant;
and the delight which we daily feel in all these things helps to banish melancholy. Because of
the greatness of our city the fruits of the whole earth flow in upon us; so that we enjoy the
goods of other countries as freely as of our own.

39. “Then, again, our military training is in many respects superior to that of our adversaries.
Our city is thrown open to the world, and we never expel a foreigner or prevent him from seeing

or learing anything of which the secret if revealed to an enemy might profit him. We rely not
upon management or trickery, but upon our own hearts and hands. And in the matter of
education, whereas they from early youth are always undergoing laborious exercises which are
to make them brave, we live at ease, and yet are equally ready to face the perils which they
face." And here is the proof. The Lacedaemonians come into Attica not by themselves, but with
their whole confederacy following; we go alone into a neighbour's country; and although our
opponents are fighting for their homes and we on a foreign soil, we have seldom any difficulty
in overcoming them. Our enemies have never yet felt our united strength; the care of a navy
divides our attention, and on land we are obliged to send our own citizens everywhere. But
they, if they meet and defeat a part of our army, are as proud as If they had routed us all, and
when defeated they pretend to have been vanquished by us all.

40. “If then we prefer 1o meet danger with a light heart but without laborious training, a courage
which is gained by habit and not enforced by law, are we not greatly the gainers? Since we do
not anticipate the pain, although, when the hour comes, we can be as brave as those who
never allow themselves to rest; and thus too our city is equally admirable in peace and in war.
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For we are lovers of the beautiful, yet simple in our tastes, we cultivate the mind without loss of
manliness. Wealth we employ, not for talk and ostentation, but when there is a real use for it.
To avow poverty with us is no disgrace,; the true disgrace is in doing nothing to avoid it. An
Athenian citizen does not neglect the state because he takes care of his own household; and
even those of us who are engaged in business have a very fair idea of politics. We alone
regard a man who takes no interest in public affairs, not as a harmless, but as a useless
character; and if few of us are originators, we are all sound judges of a policy. The great
impediment to action is, in our opinion, not discussion, but the want of that knowledge which is
gained by discussion preparatory to action. For we have a peculiar power of thinking before we
act and of acting too, whereas other men are courageous from ignorance but hesitate upon
reflection. And they are surely 1o be esteemed the bravest spirits who, having the clearest
sense both of the pains and pleasures of

life, do not on that account shrink from danger. In doing good, again, we are unlike others; we
make our friends by conferring, not by receiving favours. Now he who confers a favour is the
firmer friend, because he would fain by kindness keep alive the memory of an obligation; but
the recipient is colder in his feelings, because he knows that in requiting another's generosity
he will not be winning gratitude but only paying a debt. We alone do good to our neighbours not
upon a calculation of interest but in the confidence of freedom and in a frank and fearless spirit.
41. To sum up: | say that Athens is the school of Hellas, and that the individual Athenian in his
own person seems to have the power of adapting himself to the most varied forms of action
with the utmost versatility and grace. This is no passing and idle word, but truth and fact; and
the assertion is verified by the position to which these qualities have raised the state. For in the
hour of trial Athens alone among her contemporaries is superior to the report of her. No enemy
who comes against her is indignant at the reverses which he sustains at the hands of such a
city, no subject complains that his masters are unworthy of him. And we shall assuredly not be
without witnesses; there are mighty monuments of our power which will make us the wonder of
this and of succeeding ages; we shall not need the praises of Homer or of any other panegyrist
whose poetry may please for the moment, although his representation of the facts will not bear
the light of day. For we have compelled every land and every sea to open a path for our valour,
and have everywhere planted eternal memorials of our friendship and of our enmity. Such is
the city for whose sake these men nobly fought and died; they could not bear the thought that
she might be taken from them; and every one of us who survive should gladly toil on her behalf.
42. “| have dwelt upon the greatness of Athens because | want to show you that we are
contending for a higher prize than those who enjoy none of these privileges, and to establish by
manifest proof the merit of the men whom | am now commemorating. Their loftiest praise has
been already spoken. For in magnifying the city | have magnified them, and men like them
whose virtues made her glorious. And of how few Hellenes can it be said as of them, that their
deeds when weighed in the balance have been found equal to their fame! Methinks that a
death such as theirs has been gives the true measure of a man's worth; it may be the first
revelation of his virtues, but is at any rate their final seal. For even those who come short in
other ways may justly plead the valour with which they have fought for their country; they have

blotted out the evil with the good, and have benefited the state more by their public services
than they have injured her by their private actions. None of these men were enervated by
wealth or hesitated to resign the pleasures of life; none of them put off the evil day in the hope,
natural to poverty, that a man, though poor, may one day become rich. But, deeming that the
punishment of their enemies was sweeter than any of these things, and that they could fall in
no nobler cause, they determined at the hazard of their lives to be honourably avenged, and to
leave the rest. They resigned to hope their unknown chance of happiness; but in the face of
death they resolved to rely upon themselves alone. And when the moment came they were
reminded to resist and suffer, rather than to fly and save their lives; they ran away from the
word of dishonour, but on the battie-field their feet stood fast, and in an instant, at the height of
their fortune, they passed away from the scene, not of their fear, but of their glory.

43. “Such was the end of these men; they were worthy of Athens, and the living need not desire
to have a more heroic spirit, although they may pray for a less fatal issue. The value of such a
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spirit is not to be expressed in words. Any one can discourse to you for ever about the
advantages of a brave defence, which you know already But instead of listening to him | would
have you day by day fix your eyes upon the greatness of Athens, until you become filled with
the love of her; and when you are impressed by the spectacie of her glory, reflect that this
empire has been acquired by men who knew their duty and had the courage to do it, who in the
hour of conflict had the fear of dishonour always present to them, and who, if ever they failed in
an enterprise, would not allow their virtues to be lost to their country, but freely gave their lives
to her as the fairest offering which they could present at her feast. The sacrifice which they
collectively made was individually repaid to them; for they received again each one for himself
a praise which grows not old, and the noblest of all sepuichers -- | speak not of that in which
their remains are laid, but of that in which their glory survives, and is proclaimed always and on
every fitting occasion both in word and deed. For the whole earth is the sepulchre of famous
men; not only are they commemorated by columns and inscriptions in their own country, but in
foreign lands there dwells also an unwritten memorial of them, graven not on stone but in the
hearts of men. Make them your examples, and, esteeming courage to be freedom and freedom
to be happiness, do not weigh too nicely the perils of war. The unfortunate who has no hope of
a change for the better has less reason to throw away his life than the prosperous who, if he
survive, is always liable to a change for the worse, and to whom any accidental fall makes the
most serious difference. To a man of spirit, cowardice and disaster coming together are far
more better than death striking him unperceived at a time when he is full of courage and
animated by the general hope.

44. “Wherefore | do not now commiserate the parents of the dead who stand here; | would
rather comfort them. You know that your life has been passed amid manifold vicissitudes; and
that they may be deemed fortunate who have gained most honour, whether an honourable
death like theirs, or an honourable sorrow like yours, and whose days have been so ordered
that the term of their happiness is likewise the term of their life. | know how hard it is to make
you feel this, when the good fortune of others will too often remind you of the gladness which
once lightened your hearts. And sorrow is felt at the want of those blessings, not which a man
never knew, but which were a part of his life before they were taken from him. Some of you are
of an age at which they may hope to have other children, and they ought to bear their sorrow
better; not only will the children who may hereafter be born make them forget their own lost
ones, but the city will be doubly a gainer. She will not be left desolate, and she will be safer.
For a man's council cannot have equal weight or worth, when he alone has no children to risk
in the general danger. To those of you who have passed their prime, | say: "Congratulate
yourselves that you have been happy during the greater part of your days; remember that your
life of sorrow will not last long, and be comforted by the glory of those who are gone. For the
love of honour alone is ever young, and not riches, as some say, but honour is the delight of
men when they are old and useless."

45. “To you who are the sons and brothers of the departed, | see that the struggle to emulate
them will be an arduous one. For all men praise the dead, and, however pre-eminent your
virtue may be, hardly will you be thought, | do not say to equal, but even to approach them. The
living have their rivals and detractors, but when a man is out of the way, the honour and
good-will which he receives is unalloyed. And, if | am to speak of womanly virtues to those of
you who will henceforth be widows, let me sum them up in one short admonition: To a woman
not to show more weakness than is natural to her sex is a great glory, and not to be talked
about for good or for evil among men.

46. “| have paid the required tribute, in obedience to the law, making use of such fitting words
as | had. The tribute of deeds has been paid in part; for the dead have been honourably
interred, and it remains only that their children should be maintained at the public charge until
they are grown up: this is the solid prize with which, as with a garland, Athens crowns her sons
living and dead, after a struggle like theirs. For where the rewards of virtue are grealest, there
the nobleet citizens are enlicted in the cervice of the etate. And now, when you have duiy
lamented, every one his own dead, you may deparl.”

47. Such was the order of the funeral celebrated in this winter, with the end of which ended the
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first year of the Peloponnesian War. As soon as summer returned, the Peloponnesian army,
comprising as before two thirds of the force of each confederate state, under the command of
the Lacedaemonian king Archidamus, the son of Zeuxidamus, invaded Attica, where they
established themselves and ravaged the country. They had not been there many days when
the plague broke out at Athens for the first time. A similar disorder is said to have previously
smitten many places, particularly Lemnos, but there is no record of such a pestilence occurring
elsewhere, or of so great a destruction of human life. For a while physicians, in ignorance of the
nature of the disease, sought to apply remedies; but it was in vain, and they themselves were
among the first victims, because they often came into contact with it. No human art was of any
avail, and as to supplications in temples, enquiries of oracles, and the like, they were utterly
useless, and at last men were overpowered by the calamity and gave them all up.

NOTES

1. Or, “perils such as our strength can bear”; or “perils which are enough to daunt us.”

Thucydides' *Funeral Oration of Pericles” from History of the Peloponnesian War was translated
by Benjamin Jowett. Clarendon Press, 1900.
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“Speech to the Troops at Tilbury”
Elizabeth I
1588
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The Speech to the Troops at Tilbury was delivered in August 1588 by Queen Elizabeth I of
England to the land forces earlier assembled at Tilbury in Essex in preparation of repelling the
expected invasion by the Spanish Armada. Prior to the speech the Armada had been driven from
the Strait of Dover in the Battle of Gravelines eleven days earlier, and had by now rounded
Scotland on its way home, but troops were still held at ready in case the Spanish army of
Alexander Farnese, the Duke of Parma, might yet attempt to invade from Dunkirk: two days later
they were discharged. On the day of the speech, the Queen left her bodyguard before the fort at
Tilbury and went among her subjects with an escort of six men.

Queen Elizabeth I's Speech to the Troops at Tilbury, 1588

My loving people,

We have been persuaded by some that are careful of our safety, to take heed how we commit
ourselves to armed multitudes, for fear of treachery; but I assure you I do not desire to live to
distrust my faithful and loving people. Let tyrants fear, | have always so behaved myself that,
under God, I have placed my chiefest strength and safeguard in the loyal hearts and good-will of
my subjects; and therefore | am come amongst you, as you see, at this time, not for my recreation
and disport, but being resolved, in the midst and heat of the battle, to live and die amongst you
all; to lay down for my God, and for my kingdom, and my people, my honour and my blood,
even in the dust. [ know I have the body but of a weak and feeble woman; but I have the heart
and stomach of a king, and of a king of England too, and think foul scorn that Parma or Spain, or
any prince of Europe, should dare to invade the borders of my realm; to which rather than any
dishonour shall grow by me, I myself will take up arms, I myself will be your general, judge, and
rewarder of every one of your virtues in the field. I know already, for your forwardness you have
deserved rewards and crowns; and We do assure you in the word of a prince, they shall be duly
paid you. In the mean time, my lieutenant general shall be in my stead, than whom never prince
commanded a more noble or worthy subject; not doubting but by your obedience to my general,
by your concord in the camp, and your valour in the field, we shall shortly have a famous victory

over those enemies of my God, of my kingdom, and of my people.
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“St. Crispin’s Day Speech”

Shakespeare, Henry V
1599

“St. Cripin’s Day Speech”, Shakespeare, Henry V
Enter the KING

WESTMORELAND. O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work to-day!

KING. What's he that wishes so?

My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin;
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow

To do our country loss; and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God's will! | pray thee, wish not one man more,
By Jove, | am not covetous for gold,

Nor care | who doth feed upon my cost;

[t yearns me not if men my garments wear;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires.
But if it be a sin to covet honour,

[ am the most offending soul alive.
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No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England.
God's peace! I would not lose so great an honour

As one man more methinks would share from me
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more!
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,

Let him depart; his passport shall be made,

And crowns for convoy put into his purse;

We would not die in that man's company

That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is call'd the feast of Crispian.

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,
And say 'To-morrow is Saint Crispian.’

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,
And say 'These wounds I had on Crispian's day.’
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot,

But he'll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names,
Familiar in his mouth as household words-

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester-
Be in their flowing cups freshly rememb'red.

This story shall the good man teach his son;
And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,
From this day to the ending of the world,
But we in it shall be remembered-

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me

Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition;

And gentlemen in England now-a-bed

Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.
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“Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death”

Patrick Henry
1775

“GIVE ME LIBERTY, OR

on the Rights of

Patrick Henry’s “Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death” Speech
2:31 min.

The question before the House is one of awful moment to this country. For my
own part, | consider it as nothing less than a question of freedom or slavery; should |
keep back my opinions at such a time, through fear of giving offense, | should consider
myself as guilty of treason towards my country.

Mr. President, it is natural to man to indulge in the illusions of hope. [But] Is this
the part of wise men, engaged in a great struggle for liberty? Are we disposed to be of
the number of those who, having eyes, see not, and, having ears, hear not, the things
which so nearly concern their salvation? For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it may
cost, | am willing to know the whole truth; to know the worst, and to provide for it.
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| know of no way of judging of the future but by the past. And judging by the past,
| wish to know what there has been in the conduct of the British ministry for the last ten
years to justify those hopes with which gentlemen have been pleased to comfort
themselves and the House. Is it that insidious smile with which our petition has been
lately received? Trust it not, sir. Suffer not yourselves to be betrayed with a kiss. Ask
yourselves, are fleets and armies necessary to a work of love and reconciliation? Let us
not deceive ourselves, sir. These are the implements of war and subjugation; the last
arguments to which kings resort. | ask gentlemen, sir, Has Great Britain any enemy, in
this quarter of the world, to call for all this accumulation of navies and armies? No, sir,
she has none. They are meant for us: they can be meant for no other. And what have
we to oppose to them?

Shall we try argument? Sir, we have been trying that for the last ten years. Sir,
we have done everything that could be done to avert the storm which is now coming on.
We have petitioned; we have remonstrated; we have supplicated; we have prostrated
ourselves before the throne, and have implored its interposition to arrest the tyrannical
hands of Parliament.

Our petitions have been slighted; our remonstrance’s have produced additional
violence and insult; our supplications have been disregarded; and we have been
spurned, with contempt, from the foot of the throne! In vain, after these things, may we
indulge the fond hope of peace and reconciliation? There is no longer any room for
hope. If we wish to be free, we must fight! | repeat it, sir, we must fight! An appeal to
arms and to the God of hosts is all that is left us!

Itis in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. The war is actually begun! Our brethren
are already in the field! Why stand we here idle? Is life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to
be purchased at the price of chains and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty God! | know not
what course others may take; but as for me, give me liberty or give me death!
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“Ain’t I A Woman?”

Sojourner Truth

1851
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Sojourner Truth (1797-1883): Ain't I A Woman?
Delivered 1851
Women's Convention, Akron, Ohio

Well, children, where there is so much racket there must be something out of kilter. I think that
'twixt the negroes of the South and the women at the North, all talking about rights, the white
men will be in a fix pretty soon. But what's all this here talking about?

That man over there says that women need to be helped into carriages, and lifted over ditches,
and to have the best place everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carriages, or over mud-
puddles, or gives me any best place! And ain't I a woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! | have
ploughed and planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And ain't I a woman?
I could work as much and eat as much as a man - when I could get it - and bear the lash as well!
And ain't I a woman? I have borne thirteen children, and seen most all sold off to slavery, and
when I cried out with my mother’s grief, none but Jesus heard me! And ain't I a woman?

Then they talk about this thing in the head; what's this they call it? [member of audience
whispers, "intellect"] That's it, honey. What's that got to do with women's rights or negroes'
rights? If my cup won't hold but a pint, and yours holds a quart, wouldn't you be mean not to let
me have my little half measure full?

Then that little man in black there, he says women can't have as much rights as men, 'cause
Christ wasn't a woman! Where did your Christ come from? Where did your Christ come from?
From God and a woman! Man had nothing to do with Him.

If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn the world upside down all alone,
these women together ought to be able to turn it back , and get 1t right side up again! And now

they 1s asking to do it, the men better let them.

Obliged to you for hearing me, and now old Sojourner ain't got nothing more to say.
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“The Hypocrisy of American Slavery”
Frederick Douglass
1852

e Ay

Fredenck Douglass:
The Hypocnisy of American Slavery,
July 4, 1852

Frederick Douglass (1817-1893), born a slave in Maryland, became the best known Black
American leader of the 19th cemtury. The first half of his life, afier his escape from slavery in
1838, was spent in the abolition movement. Later he served in a number of positions, inlcuding
US ambassador to Haiti. His 1845 awobiography, The Narrative of the Life of Frederick
Douglass: an American Slave was a major influence on debate, although to escape re-
enslavement, Douglass had to leave the US to seek refuge in England. With financial help from
English Quakers, Douglass purchased his own freedom from his former owners and returned in
1847 as a free man. From Rochester, New York, he published the abolitionist paper The North
Star, and helped escaped into Canada. In 1852, , invited to give speech in Rochester, Douglass
delivered the following indictment of a a nation celebrating freedom and independence, while
keeping slaves. Fellow citizens, pardon me, and allow me to ask, why am | called upon to speak
here today? What have [ or those | represent to do with your national independence? Are the
great principles of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of
Independence, extended 1o us? And am |, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to
the national altar, and to confess the benefits, and express devout gratitude for the blessings
resulting from your independence to us?

Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully
retumed to these questions. Then would my task be light, and my burden casy and delightful. For
who is there so cold that a nation's sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and dead to
the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits? Who so
stolid and selfish that would not give his voice to swell the hallelujahs of a nation's jubilee, when
the chains of servitude had been tom from his limbs? [ am not that man. In a case like that, the
dumb might eloquently speak, and the "lame man leap as an hart.”
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But such is not the state of the case. | say it with a sad sense of disparity between us. I am not
included within the pale of this glorious anniversary! Your high independence only reveals the
immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you this day rejoice are not enjoyed
in common. The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity, and independence bequeathed by
your fathers is shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that brought life and healing to you has
brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth of July is yours, not mine. You may rejoice, I must
mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated temple of liberty, and call upon him to
join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious irony. Do you mean,
citizens, to mock me, by asking me to speak today? If so, there is a parallel to your conduct. And
let me warn you, that it is dangerous to copy the example of a nation (Babylon) whose crimes,
towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of the Almighty, burying that nation in
irrecoverable ruin.

Fellow citizens, above your national, tumultuous joy, I hear the mournful wail of millions, whose
chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, are today rendered more intolerable by the jubilant shouts
that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not remember those bleeding children of sorrow this day,
"may my right hand forget her cunning, and may my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth!"

To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs and to chime in with the popular theme would
be treason most scandalous and shocking, and would make me a reproach before God and the
world.

My subject, then, fellow citizens, 1s "Amencan Slavery.” [ shall see this day and its popular
characteristics from the slave's point of view. Standing here, identified with the American
bondman, making his wrongs mine, I do not hesitate to declare, with all my soul, that the
character and conduct of this nation never looked blacker to me than on this Fourth of July.

Whether we tumn to the declarations of the past, or to the professions of the present, the conduct
of the nation seems equally hideous and revolting. America is false to the past, false to the
present, and solemnly binds herself to be false to the future. Standing with God and the crushed
and bleeding slave on this occasion, I will, in the name of humanity, which is outraged, in the
name of liberty, which is fettered, in the name of the Constitution and the Bible, which are
disregarded and trampled upon, dare to call in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis |
can command, everything that serves to perpetuate slavery -- the great sin and shame of
America! "l will not equivocate - | will not excuse.” | will use the severest language | can
command, and yet not one word shall escape me that any man, whose judgment is not blinded by
prejudice, or who is not at heart a slave-holder, shall not confess 1o be right and just.
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But I fancy I hear some of my audience say it is just in this circumstance that you and your
brother Abolitionists fail to make a favorable impression on the public mind. Would you argue
more and denounce less, would you persuade more and rebuke less, your cause would be much
more likely to succeed. But, [ submit, where all is plain there is nothing to be argued. What point
in the anti-slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject do the people
of this country need light? Must I undertake to prove that the slave is a man? That point is
conceded already. Nobody doubits it. The slave-holders themselves acknowledge it in the
enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish disobedience on
the part of the slave. There are seventy-two crimes in the State of Virginia, which, if committed
by a black man (no matter how ignorant he be), subject him to the punishment of death; while
only two of these same crimes will subject a white man to like punishment.

What is this but the acknowledgment that the slave is a moral, intellectual, and responsible
being? The manhood of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in the fact that Southern statute
books are covered with enactments, forbidding, under severe fines and penalties, the teaching of
the slave to read and write. When you can point to any such laws in reference to the beasts of the
field, then I may consent to argue the manhood of the slave. When the dogs in your streets, when
the fowls of the air, when the cattle on your hills, when the fish of the sea, and the reptiles that
crawl, shall be unable to distinguish the slave from a brute, then I will argue with you that the
slave is a man!

For the present it is enough to affirm the equal manhood of the Negro race. Is it not astonishing
that, while we are plowing, planting, and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical tools, erecting
houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of brass, iron, copper, silver, and
gold: that while we are reading, writing, and ciphering, acting as clerks, merchants, and

secretanies, having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors, editors, orators, and
teachers; that we are engaged in all the enterprises common to other men -- digging gold in
California, captuning the whale in the Pacific, feeding sheep and cattle on the hillside, living,
moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as husbands, wives, and children, and
above all, confessing and worshipping the Christian God, and looking hopefully for life and
immortality beyond the grave -- we are called upon to prove that we are men?

Would you have me argue that man is entitled to liberty? That he is the rightful owner of his own
body? You have already declared it. Must | argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a question
for republicans? Is it to be scttled by the rules of logic and argumentation, as a matter beset with
great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice, hard to understand?
How should I look today in the presence of Americans, dividing and subdividing a discourse, to
show that men have a natural nght to freedom, speaking of it relatively and positively, negatively
and affirmatively? To do so would be to make myself ndiculous, and to offer an insult to your
understanding. There is not a man beneath the canopy of heaven who does not know that slavery
is wrong for him.
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What! Am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work
them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them
with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, to hunt them with
dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their flesh,
to starve them into obedience and submission to their masters? Must I argue that a system thus
marked with blood and stained with pollution is wrong? No - I will not. I have better
employment for my time and strength than such arguments would imply.

What, then, remains to be argued? Is it that slavery is not divine: that God did not establish it;
that our doctors of divinity are mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which is
inhuman cannot be divine. Who can reason on such a proposition? They that can, may - I cannot.
The time for such argument is past.

At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needed. Oh! had [ the ability,
and could I reach the nation's ear, I would today pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule,
blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it is not light that is needed. but fire;
it is not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the earthquake.
The feeling of the nation must be quickened: the conscience of the nation must be roused; the
propriety of the nation must be startled: the hypocrisy of the nation must be exposed: and its
crimes against God and man must be denounced.

What to the American slave is your Fourth of July? I answer, a day that reveals to him more than
all other days of the year, the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant victim. To
him your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty an unholy license; your national greatness,
swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your shouts of liberty and
equality, hollow mock: your prayers and hymns, your sermons and thanksgivings, with all your
religious parade and solemnity, are to him mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and

hvpocrisy - a thin veil to cover up crimes which would diserace a nation of savages. There is not
a nation of the earth guilty of practices more shocking and bloody than are the people of these
United States at this very hour.

Go search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of the Old World,
travel through South America, search out every abuse and when you have found the last, lay your
facts by the side of the everyday practices of this nation, and you will say with me that, for
revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a rival.

Frederick Douglass - July 4, 1852
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“What to the Slave is Fourth of July?”

Frederick Douglass
1852

FREDERICK DOUGLASS'S "FOURTH OF JULY” SPEECH (1852)
July 5, 1852
Mr, President, Friends and Fellow Citizens:

He who could address this audience without a quailing sensation, has stronger nerves than I
have. I do not remember ever to have appeared as a speaker before any assembly more
shrinkingly, nor with greater distrust of my ability, than I do this day. A feeling has crept over
me, quite unfavorable to the exercise of my limited powers of speech. The task before me is
one which requires much previous thought and study for its proper performance. I know that
apologies of this sort are generally considered flat and unmeaning. I trust, however, that mine
will not be so considered. Should I seem at ease, my appearance would much misrepresent
me. The little experience I have had in addressing public meetings, in country school houses,
avalls me nothing on the present occasion.

The papers and placards say, that [ am to deliver a 4th July oration. This certainly, sounds
large, and out of the common way, for me. It is true that I have often had the privilege to
speak in this beautiful Hall, and to address many who now honor me with their presence. But
neither their familiar faces, nor the perfect gage I think 1 have of Corinthian Hall, seems to
free me from embarrassment.
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The fact is, ladies and gentlemen, the distance between this platform and the slave plantation,
from which I escaped, is considerable—and the difficulties to be overcome in getting from the
latter to the former, are by no means slight. That I am here today, is, to me, a matter of
astonishment as well as of gratitude. You will not, therefore, be surprised, if in what I have to
say, I evince no elaborate preparation, nor grace my speech with any high sounding exordium.
With little experience and with less learning, I have been able to throw my thoughts hastily
and imperfectly together; and trusting to your patient and generous indulgence, I will proceed
to lay them before you.

This, for the purpose of this celebration, is the 4th of July. It is the birthday of your National
Independence, and of your political freedom. This, to you, is what the Passover was to the
emancipated people of God. It carries your minds back to the clay, and to the act of your
great deliverance; and to the signs, and to the wonders, associated with that act that day.
This celebration also marks the beginning of another year of your national life; and reminds
you that the Republic of America is now 76 vears old. I am glad, fellow-citizens, that your
nation is so young. Seventy-six years, though a good old age for a man, is but a mere speck
in the life of a nation. Three score years and ten is the allotted time for individual men; but
nations number their years by thousands. According to this fact, you are, even now only in the
beginning of you national career, still lingering in the period of childhood. I repeat, I am glad
this is so. There is hope in the thought, and hope is much needed, under the dark clouds
which lower above the horizon. The eye of the reformer is met with angry flashes, portending
disastrous times; but his heart may well beat lighter at the thought that America is younq, and
that she is still in the impressible stage of her existence. May he not hope that high lessons of
wisdom, of justice and of truth, will yet give direction to her destiny? Were the nation older,
the patriot's heart might be sadder, and the reformer’s brow heavier. Its future might be
shrouded in gloom, and the hope of its prophets go out in sorrow. There is consolation in the
thought, that America is young. Great streams are not easily turned from channels, worn deep
in the course of ages. They may sometimes rise in quiet and stately majesty, and inundate the
land, refreshing and fertilizing the earth with their mysterious properties. They may also rise
in wrath and fury, and bear away, on their anary waves, the accumulated wealth of years of
toil and hardship. They, however, gradually flow back to the same old channel, and flow on as
serenely as ever. But, while the river may not be turned aside, it may dry up, and leave
nothing behind but the withered branch, and the unsightly rock, to howl! in the abyss-sweeping
wind, the sad tale of departed glory. As with rivers so with nations.

Fellow-citizens, I shall not presume to dwell at length on the associations that duster about
this day. The simple story of it is, that, 76 vears 3qo, the people of this country were British
subjects. The style and title of your “sovereign people” (in which you now glory) was not then
bormn. You were under the British Crown, Your fathers esteemed the English Government as
the home government and England as the fatherland. This home government, you know,
although a considerable distance from your home, did, in the exercise of its parental
prerogatives, impose upon its colonial children, such restraints, burdens and limitations, as, in
its mature judgment, it deemed wise, right and proper.

But, your fathers, who had not adopted the fashionable idea of this day, of the infallibility of
qovernment, and the absolute character of its acts, presumed to differ from the home
government in respect to the wisdom and the justice of some of those burdens and restraints.
They went so far in their excitement as to pronounce the measures of government unjust,
unreasonable, and oppressive, and altogether such as ought not to be quietly submitted to. I
scarcely need say, fellow-citizens, that my opinion of those measures fully accords with that of
your fathers. Such a declaration of agreement on my part, would not be worth much to
anybody. It would, certainly, prove nothing, as to what part I might have taken, had I lived
during the great controversy of 1776. To say now that America was right, and England wronq,
is exceedingly easy. Everybody can say it; the dastard, not less than the noble brave, can
flippantly discant on the tyranny of England towards the American Colonies. It is fashionable
to do s0; but there was a time when, to pronounce against England, and in favor of the cause
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of the colonies, tried men's souls. They who did so were accounted in their day, plotters of
mischief, agitators and rebels, dangerous men. To side with the right, against the wrong, with
the weak against the stronq, and with the oppressed aqainst the oppressor! here lies the
merit, and the one which, of all others, seems un fashionable in our day. The cause of liberty
may be stabbed by the men who glory in the deeds of your fathers. But, to proceed.

Feeling themselves harshly and unjustly treated, by the home government, your fathers, like
men of honesty, and men of spirit, earnestly sought redress. They petitioned and
remonstrated; they did so in a decorous, respectful, and loyal manner. Their conduct was
wholly unexceptionable. This, however, did not answer the purpose. They saw themselves
treated with sovereign indifference, coldness and scorn. Yet they persevered. They were not
the men to look back.

As the sheet anchor takes a firmer hold, when the ship is tossed by the storm, so did the
cause of your fathers grow stronger, as it breasted the chilling blasts of kingly displeasure.
The greatest and best of British statesmen admitted its justice, and the loftiest eloquence of
the British Senate came to its support. But, with that blindness which seems to be the
unvarying characteristic of tyrants, since Pharaoh and his hosts were drowned in the Red sea,
the British Government persisted in the exactions complained of.

The madness of this course, we believe, is admitted now, even by England; but, we fear the
lesson is wholly lost on our present rulers.

Oppression makes a wise man mad. Your fathers were wise men, and if they did not go mad,
they became restive under this treatment. They felt themselves the victims of grievous
wrongs, wholly incurable in their colonial capacity. With brave men there is always a remedy
for oppression. Just here, the idea of a total separation of the colonies from the crown was
born! It was a startling idea, much more so, than we, at this distance of time, regard it. The
timid and the prudent (as has been intimated) of that day, were, of course, shocked and
alarmed by it.

Such people lived then, had lived before, and will, probably, ever have a place on this planet;
and their course, in respect to any great change, (no matter how great the good to be
attained, or the wrong to be redressed by it,) may be calculated with as much precision as can
be the course of the stars. They hate all changes, but silver, qold and copper change! Of this
sort of change they are always strongly in favor.

These people were called tories in the days of your fathers; and the appellation, probably,
conveyed the same idea that is meant by a more modern, though a somewhat less
euphonious term, which we often find in our papers, applied to some of our old politicians.

Their opposition to the then dangerous thought was earnest and powerful; but, amid all their
terror and affrighted vociferations against it, the alarming and revolutionary idea moved on,
and the country with it.

On the 2d of July, 1776, the old Continental Congress, to the dismay of the lovers of ease, and
the worshippers of property, clothed that dreadful idea with all the authority of national
sanction. They did so in the form of a resolution; and as we seldom hit upon resolutions,
drawn up in our day, whose transparency is at all equal to this, it may refresh your minds and
help my story if I read it.

Resolved, That these united colonies are, and of right, ought to be free and Independent
States; that they are absolved from all allegiance to the British Crown; and that all political
connection between them and the State of Great Britain is, and ought to be, dissolved.
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Citizens, your fathers Made good that resolution. They succeeded; and today you reap the
fruits of their success. The freedom gained is yours; and you, therefore, may properly
celebrate this anniversary. The 4th of July is the first great fact in your nation's history—the
very ring-bolt in the chain of your yet undeveloped destiny.

Pride and patriotism, not less than gratitude, prompt you to celebrate and to hold it in
perpetual remembrance. I have said that the Declaration of Independence is the RINGBOLT to
the chain of your nation's destiny; so, indeed, I reqgard it. The principles contained in that
instrument are saving principles. Stand by those principles, be true to them on all occasions,
in all places, against all foes, and at whatever cost.

From the round top of your ship of state, dark and threatening clouds may be seen. Heavy
billows, like mountains in the distance, disclose to the leeward huge forms of flinty rocks! That
bolt drawn, that chain, broken, and all is lost. Cling to this day—cling to it, and to its
principles, with the grasp of a storm-tossed mariner to a spar at midnight.

The coining into being of a nation, in any circumstances, is an interesting event. But, besides
general considerations, there were peculiar circumstances which make the advent of this
republic an event of special attractiveness.

The whole scene, as I look back to it, was simple, dignified and sublime.

The population of the country, at the time, stood at the insignificant number of three millions.
The country was poor in the munitions of war. The population was weak and scattered, and
the country a wilderness unsubdued. There were then no means of concert and combination,
such as exist now. Neither steam nor lightning had then been reduced to order and discipline.
From the Potomac to the Delaware was a journey of many days. Under these, and
innumerable other disadvantages, your fathers declared for liberty and independence and
triumphed.

Fellow Citizens, I am not wanting in respect for the fathers of this republic. The signers of the
Declaration of Independence were brave men. They were great men too—great enough to give
fame to a great age. It does not often happen to a nation to raise, at one time, such a number
of truly great men. The point from which I am compelled to view them is not, certainly the
most favorable; and yet I cannot contemplate their great deeds with less than admiration.
They were statesmen, patriots and heroes, and for the good they did, and the principles they
contended for, I will unite with you to honor their memory.

They loved their country better than their own private interests; and, though this is not the
highest form of human excellence, all will concede that it is a rare virtue, and that when it is
exhibited, it ought to command respect. He who will, intelligently, lay down his life for his
country, is a man whom it is not in human nature to despise. Your fathers staked their lives,
their fortunes, and their sacred honor, on the cause of their country. In their admiration of
liberty, they lost sight of all other interests.

They were peace men; but they preferred revolution to peaceful submission to bondage. They
were quiet men; but they did not shrink from agitating against oppression. They showed
forbearance; but that they knew its limits. They believed in order; but not in the order of
tyranny. With them, nothing was "settled” that was not right. With them, justice, liberty and
humanity were “final;” not slavery and oppression. You may well cherish the memory of such
men. They were great in their day and generation. Their solid manhood stands out the more
as we contrast it with these degenerate times.
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How circumspect, exact and proportionate were all their movements! How unlike the
politicians of an hour! Their statesmanship looked beyond the passing moment, and stretched
away in strength into the distant future. They seized upon eternal principles, and set a
glorious example in their defence. Mark them!

Fully appreciating the hardships to be encountered, firmly believing in the right of their cause,
honorably inviting the scrutiny of an on-looking world, reverently appealing to heaven to
attest their sincerity, soundly comprehending the solemn responsibility they were about to
assume, wisely measuring the terrible odds against them, your fathers, the fathers of this
republic, did, most deliberately, under the inspiration of a glorious patriotism, and with a
sublime faith in the great principles of justice and freedom, lay deep, the corner-stone of the
national super-structure, which has risen and still rises in grandeur around you.

Of this fundamental work, this day is the anniversary. Our eyes are met with demonstrations
of joyous enthusiasm. Banners and penants wave exultingly on the breeze. The din of
business, too, is hushed. Even mammon seems to have quitted his grasp on this day. The ear-
piercing fife and the stirring drum unite their accents with the ascending peal of a thousand
church bells. Prayers are made, hymns are sung, and sermons are preached in honor of this
day; while the quick martial tramp of a great and multitudinous nation, echoed back by all the
hills, valleys and mountains of a vast continent, bespeak the occasion one of thrilling and
universal interest—a nation's jubilee.

Friends and citizens, I need not enter further into the causes which led to this anniversary.
Many of you understand them better than I do. You could instruct me in regard to them. That
is a branch of knowledge in which you feel, perhaps, a much deeper interest than your
speaker. The causes which led to the separation of the colonies from the British crown have
never lacked for a tongue. They have all been taught in your common schools, narrated at
your firesides, unfolded from your pulpits, and thundered from your legislative halls, and are
as familiar to you as household words. They form the staple of your national poetry and
eloquence.

I remember, also, that, as a people, Americans are remarkably familiar with all facts which
make in in their own favor. This is esteemed by some as a national trait—perhaps a national
weakness. It is a fact, that whatever makes for the wealth or for the reputation of Americans,
and can be had cheap! will be found by Americans. I shall not be charged with slandering
Americans, if I say I think the Americans can side of any question may be safely left in
American hands.

I leave, therefore, the great deeds of your fathers to other gentlemen whose claim to have
been regularly descended will be less likely to be disputed than mine!

The Present

My business, if I have any here today, is with the present. The accepted time with God and his
cause is the ever-living now.

"Trust no future, however pleasant, Let the dead past bury its dead; Act, act in the living
present, Heart within, and God overhead.”

We have to do with the past only as we can make it useful to the present and to the future. To
all inspiring motives, to noble deeds which can be gained from the past, we are welcome. But
now is the time, the important time. Your fathers have lived, died, and have done their work,
and have done much of it well. You live and must die, and you must do your work. You have
no right to enjoy a child's share in the labor of your fathers, unless your children are to be
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blest by your labors. You have no right to wear out and waste the hard-earned fame of your
fathers to cover your indolence. Sydney Smith tells us that men seldom eulogize the wisdom
and virtues of their fathers, but to excuse some folly or wickedness of their own. This truth is
not a doubtful one. There are illustrations of it near and remote, ancient and modern. It was
fashionable, hundreds of years ago, for the children of Jacob to boast, we have "Abraham to
our father,” when they had long lost Abraham's faith and spirit. That people contented
themselves under the shadow of Abraham's great name, while they repudiated the deeds
which made his name great. Need I remind you that a similar thing is being done all over this
country today? Need I tell you that the Jews are not the only people who built the tombs of
the prophets, and garnished the sepulchres of the righteous? Washington could not die till he
had broken the chains of his slaves. Yet his monument is built up by the price of human blood,
and the traders in the bodies and souls of men, shout, "We have Washington to ‘our father.’
Alas! that it should be so; yet so it is.

"The evil that men do, lives after them, The good is oft interred with their bones.”

Fellow-citizens, pardon me, allow me to ask, why am I called upon to speak here today? What
have I, or those I represent, to do with your national independence? Are the great principles
of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of Independence,
extended to us? and am I, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to the national
altar, and to confess the benefits and express devout gratitude for the blessings resulting from
your independence to us?

Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully
returned to these questions! Then would my task be light, and my burden easy and delightful.
For who is there so cold, that a nation's sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and
dead to the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits?
Who so stolid and selfish, that would not give his voice to swell the halleluiahs of a nation's
jubilee, when the chains of servitude had been torn from his limbs? I am not that man. In a
case like that, the dumb might eloquently speak, and the "lame man leap as an hart.”

But, such is not the state of the case. I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us. I
am not included within the pale of this glorious anniversary! Your high independence only
reveals the immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you, this day, rejoice,
are not enjoyed in common. The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity and
independence, bequeathed by your fathers, is shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that
brought life and healing to you, has brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth July is vours,
not mine. You may rejoice, I must mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated
temple of liberty, and call upon him to join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery
and sacrilegious irony. Do you mean, citizens, to mock me, by asking me to speak today? If
so, there is a parallel to your conduct. And let me warn you that it is dangerous to copy the
example of a nation whose crimes, towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of
the Almighty, burying that nation in irrecoverable ruin! I can today take up the plaintive
lament of a peeled and woe-smitten people!

"By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down. Yea! we wept when we remembered Zion. We
hanged our harps upon the willows in the midst thereof. For there, they that carried us away
captive, required of us a song; and they who wasted us required of us mirth, saying, Sing us
one of the songs of Zion. How can we sing the Lord's song in a strange land? If I forget thee,
O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning. If I do not remember thee, let my tongue
cleave to the roof of my mouth.”

Fellow citizens; above your national, tumultuous joy, I hear the mournful wail of millions!
whose chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, are, today, rendered more intolerable by the
jubilee shouts that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not faithfully remember those bleeding
children of sorrow this day, "may my right hand forget her cunninq, and may my tonque
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cleave to the roof of my mouth!” To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs, and to
chime in with the popular theme, would be treason most scandalous and shocking, and would
make me a reproach before God and the world. My subject, then, fellow-citizens, is AMERICAN
SLAVERY. I shall see, this day, and its popular characteristics, from the slave's point of view.
Standing, there, identified with the American bondman, making his wrongs mine, I do not
hesitate to declare, with all my soul, that the character and conduct of this nation never
looked blacker to me than on this 4th of July! Whether we turn to the declarations of the past,
or to the professions of the present, the conduct of the nation seems equally hideous and
revolting. America is false to the past, false to the present, and solemnly binds herself to be
false to the future. Standing with God and the crushed and bleeding slave on this occasion, I
will, in the name of humanity which is outraged, in the name of liberty which is fettered, in the
name of the constitution and the Bible, which are disregarded and trampled upon, dare to call
in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis I can command, everything that serves to
perpetuate slavery—the great sin and shame of America! "I will not equivocate; I will not
excuse;"” I will use the severest language I can command; and yet not one word shall escape
me that any man, whose judgment is not blinded by prejudice, or who is not at heart a
slaveholder, shall not confess to be right and just.

But I fancy I hear some one of my audience say, it is just in this circumstance that you and
your brother abolitionists fail to make a favorable impression on the public mind. Would you
argue more, and denounce less, would you persuade more, and rebuke less, your cause would
be much more likely to succeed. But, I submit where all is plain there is nothing to be arqued.
What point in the anti-slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject
do the people of this country need light? Must I undertake to prove that the slave is a man?
That point is conceded already. Nobody doubts it. The slave-holders themselves acknowledge
it in the enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish
disobedience on the part of the slave. There are seventy-two crimes in the State of Virginia,
which, if committed by a black man (no matter how ignorant he be), subject him to the
punishment of death; while only two of the same crimes will subject a white man to the like
punishment. What is this but the acknowledgement that the slave is a moral, intellectual and
responsible being. The manhood of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in the fact that
Southern statute books are covered with enactments forbidding, under severe fines and
penalties, the teaching of the slave to read or to write. When you can point to any such laws,
in reference to the beasts of the field, then I may consent to argue the manhood of the slave.
When the dogs in your streets, when the fowls of the air, when the cattle on your hills, when
the fish of the sea, and the reptiles that crawl, shall be unable to distinquish the slave from a
brute, then will I argue with you that the slave is a man .

For the present, it is enough to affirm the equal manhood of the negro race. Is it not
astonishing that, while we are ploughing, planting and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical
tools, erecting houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of brass, iron,
copper, silver and gold; that, while we are reading, writing and cyphering, acting as clerks,
merchants and secretaries, having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors,
editors, orators and teachers; that, while we are engaged in all manner of enterprises
common to other men, digging gold in California, capturing the whale in the Pacific, feeding
sheep and cattle on the hillside, living, moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as
husbands, wives and children, and, above all, confessing and worshipping the Christian's God,

and looking hopefully for life and immortality beyond the grave, we are called upon to prove
that we are men!

Would you have me arque that man is entitled to liberty? that he is the rightful owner of his
own body? You have already declared it. Must I argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a
question for Republicans? Is it to be settled by the rules of logic and argumentation, as a
matter beset with great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice,
hard to be understood? How should I look today, in the presence of Americans, dividing, and
subdividing a discourse, to show that men have a natural right to freedom? speaking of it
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relatively, and positively, negatively, and affirmatively. To do so, would be to make myself
ridiculous, and to offer an insult to your understanding. There is not a man beneath the
canopy of heaven, that does not know that slavery is wrong for him.

What, am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work
them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them
with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, to hunt them with
dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their
flesh, to starve them into obedience and submission to their masters? Must I argue that a
system thus marked with blood, and stained with pollution, is wrong? No I will not. I have
better employment for my time and strength, than such arguments would imply.

What, then, remains to be arqued? Is it that slavery is not divine; that God did not establish
it; that our doctors of divinity are mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which is
inhuman, cannot be divine! Who can reason on such a proposition? They that can, may; I
cannot. The time for such argument is past.

At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needed. O! had I the ability,
and could I reach the nation's ear, I would, to day, pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule,
blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it is not light that is needed, but
fire; it is not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the
earthquake. The feeling of the nation must be quickened; the conscience of the nation must
be roused; the propriety of the nation must be startled; the hypocrisy of the nation must be
exposed; and its crimes against God and man must be proclaimed and denounced.

What, to the American slave, is your 4th of July? I answer: a day that reveals to him, more
than all other days in the year, the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant
victim. To him, your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty, an unholy license; your
national greatness, swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your
denunciations of tyrants, brass fronted impudence; your shouts of liberty and equality, hollow
mockery; your pravers and hymns, your sermons and thanksgivings, with all your religious
parade, and solemnity, are, to him, mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and hypocrisy—
a thin veil to cover up crimes which would disgrace a nation of savages. There is not a nation
on the earth guilty of practices, more shocking and bloody, than are the people of these
United States, at this very hour.

Go where you may, search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of
the old world, travel through South America, search out every abuse, and when you have
found the last, lay your facts by the side of the every day practices of this nation, and you will
say with me, that, for revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a
rival.

The Internal Slave Trade

Take the American slave-trade, which we are told by the papers, is especially prosperous just
now. Ex-Senator Benton tells us that the price of men was never higher than now. He
mentions the fact to show that slavery is in no danger. This trade is one of the peculiarities of

American institutions. It is carried on in all the large towns and cities in one half of this
confederacy; and millions are pocketed every year, by dealers in this horrid traffic. In several
states, this trade is a chief source of wealth. It is called (in contradistinction to the foreign
slave-trade) “the internal slave-trade.” It is, probably, called so, too, in order to divert from it
the horror with which the foreign slave-trade is contemplated. That trade has long since been
denounced by this government, as piracy. It has been denounced with burning words, from
the high places of the nation, as an execrable traffic. To arrest it, to put an end to it, this
nation keeps a squadron, at immense cost, on the coast of Africa. Every-where, in this
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country, it is safe to speak of this foreign slave-trade, as a most inhuman traffic, opposed
alike to the laws of God and of man. The duty to extirpate and destroy it, is admitted even by
our DOCTORS OF DIVINITY. In order to put an end to it, some of these last have consented
that their colored brethren (nominally free) should leave this country, and establish
themselves on the western coast of Africa! It is, however, a notable fact, that, while so much
execration is poured out by Americans, upon those engaged in the foreign slave-trade, the
men engaged in the slave-trade between the states pass without condemnation, and their
business is deemed honorable.

Behold the practical operation of this internal slave-trade, the American slave-trade, sustained
by American politics and American religion. Here you will see men and women, reared like
swine, for the market. You know what is a swine-drover? I will show you a man-drover. They
inhabit all our Southern States. They perambulate the country, and crowd the highways of the
nation, with droves of human stock. You will see one of these human flesh jobbers, armed
with pistol, whip and bowie-knife, driving a company of a hundred men, women, and children,
from the Potomac to the slave market at New Orleans. These wretched people are to be sold
singly, or in lots, to suit purchasers. They are food for the cotton-field, and the deadly sugar-
mill. Mark the sad procession, as it moves wearily along, and the inhuman wretch who drives
them. Hear his savage yells and his blood-chilling oaths, as he hurries on his affrighted
captives! There, see the old man, with locks thinned and gray. Cast one glance, if you please,
upon that young mother, whose shoulders are bare to the scorching sun, her briny tears
falling on the brow of the babe in her arms. See, too, that girl of thirteen, weeping, yes!
weeping, as she thinks of the mother from whom she has been torn! The drove moves tardily.
Heat and sorrow have nearly consumed their strength; suddenly you hear a quick snap, like
the discharge of a rifle; the fetters clank, and the chain rattles simultaneously; your ears are
saluted with a scream, that seems to have torn its way to the centre of your soul! The crack
you heard, was the sound of the slave-whip; the scream you heard, was from the woman you
saw with the babe. Her speed had faltered under the weight of her child and her chains! that
gash on her shoulder tells her to move on. Follow this drove to New Orleans. Attend the
auction; see men examined like horses; see the forms of women rudely and brutally exposed
to the shocking gaze of American slave-buyers. See this drove sold and separated for ever;
and never forget the deep, sad sobs that arose from that scattered multitude. Tell me citizens,
WHERE, under the sun, you can witness a spectacle more fiendish and shocking. Yet this is but
a glance at the American slave-trade, as it exists, at this moment, in the ruling part of the
United States.

I was born amid such sights and scenes. To me the American slave-trade is a terrible reality.
When a child, my soul was often pierced with a sense of its horrors. I lived on Philpot Street,
Fell's Point, Baltimore, and have watched from the wharves, the slave ships in the Basin,
anchored from the shore, with their cargoes of human flesh, waiting for favorable winds to
waft them down the Chesapeake. There was, at that time, a grand slave mart kept at the
head of Pratt Street, by Austin Woldfolk. His agents were sent into every town and county in
Maryland, announcing their arrival, through the papers, and on flaming “"hand-bills,” headed
CASH FOR NEGROES. These men were generally well dressed men, and very captivating in
their manners. Ever ready to drink, to treat, and to gamble. The fate of many a slave has
depended upon the turn of a single card; and many a child has been snatched from the arms
of its mother, by bargains arranged in a state of brutal drunkenness.

The flesh-mongers gather up their victims by dozens, and drive them, chained, to the general
depot at Baltimore. When a sufficient number have been collected here, a ship is chartered,

for the purpose of conveying the forlorn crew to Mobile, or to New Or-leans. From the slave
prison to the ship, they are usually driven in the darkness of night; for since the anti-slavery
agitation, a certain caution is observed.

In the deep still darkness of midnight, I have been often aroused by the dead heavy footsteps,
and the piteous cries of the chained gangs that passed our door. The anguish of my boyish
heart was intense; and I was often consoled, when speaking to my mistress in the morning, to
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hear her say that the custom was very wicked; that she hated to hear the rattle of the chains,
and the heart-rending cries. I was glad to find one who sympathized with me in my horror.

Fellow-citizens, this murderous traffic is, to-day, in active operation in this boasted republic. In
the solitude of my spirit, I see clouds of dust raised on the highways of the South; I see the
bleeding footsteps; I hear the doleful wail of fettered humanity, on the way to the slave-
markets where the victims are to be sold like horses, sheep, and swine, knocked off to the
highest bidder. There I see the tenderest ties ruthlessly broken, to gratify the lust, caprice and
rapacity of the buyers and sellers of men. My soul sickens at the sight.

"Is this the land your Fathers loved, The freedom which they toiled to win? Is this the earth
whereon they moved? Are these the graves they slumber in?”

But a still more inhuman, disgraceful, and scandalous state of things remains to be presented.

By an act of the American Congress, not yet two years old, slavery has been nationalized in its
most horrible and revolting form. By that act, Mason & Dixon's line has been obliterated; New
York has be-come as Virginia; and the power to hold, hunt, and sell men, women and children,
as slaves, remains no longer a mere state institution, but is now an institution of the whole
United States. The power is co-extensive with the star-spangled banner, and American
Christianity. Where these go, may also go the merciless slave-hunter. Where these are, man is
not sacred. He is a bird for the sportsman's gun. By that most foul and fiendish of all human
decrees, the liberty and person of every man are put in peril. Your broad republican domain is
hunting ground for men. Not for thieves and robbers, enemies of society, merely, but for men
guilty of no crime. Your law-makers have commanded all good citizens to engage in this
hellish sport. Your President, your Secretary of State, your lords, nobles, and ecclesiastics,
enforce, as a duty you owe to your free and glorious country, and to your God, that you do
this accursed thing. Not fewer than forty Americans, have, within the past two years, been
hunted down, and, without a moment's warning, hurried away in chains, and consigned to
slavery, and excruciating torture. Some of these have had wives and children, dependent on
them for bread; but of this, no account was made. The right of the hunter to his prey, stands
superior to the right of marriage, and to all rights in this republic, the rights of God included!
For black men there are neither law, justice, humanity, nor religion.

The Fugitive Slave Law makes MERCY TO THEM, A CRIME; and bribes the judge who tries
them. An American JUDGE GETS TEN DOLLARS FOR EVERY VICTIM HE CONSIGNS to slavery,
and five, when he fails to do so. The oath of any two villains is sufficient, under this hell-black
enactment, to send the most pious and exemplary black man into the remorseless jaws of
slavery! His own testimony is nothing. He can bring no witnesses for himself. The minister of
American justice is bound, by the law to hear but one side; and that side, is the side of the
oppressor. Let this damning fact be perpetually told. Let it be thundered around the world,
that, in tyrant-killing, king-hating, people-loving, democratic, Christian America, the seats of
justice are filled with judges, who hold their offices under an open and palpable bribes, and
are bound, in deciding in the case of a man's liberty, to hear only his accusers!

In glaring violation of justice, in shameless disregard of the forms of administering law, in
cunning arrangement to entrap the defenceless, and in diabolical intent, this Fugitive Slave
Law stands alone in the annals of tyrannical legislation. I doubt if there be another nation on
the globe, having the brass and the baseness to put such a law on the statute-book. If any
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man in this assembly thinks differently from me in this matter, and feels able to disprove my
statements, I will gladly confront him at any suitable time and place he may select.

Religious Liberty

I take this law to be one of the grossest infringements of Christian Liberty, and, if the
churches and ministers of our country were not stupidly blind, or most wickedly indifferent,
they, too, would so regard it.

At the very moment that they are thanking God for the enjoyment of civil and religious liberty,
and for the right to worship God according to the dictates of their own consciences, they are
utterly silent in respect to a law which robs religion of its chief significance, and makes it
utterly worthless to a world lying in wickedness. Did this law concern the "mint, anise and
cummin,”—abridge the right to sing psalms, to partake of the sacrament, or to engage in any
of the ceremonies of religion, it would be smitten by the thunder of a thousand pulpits. A
general shout would go up from the church, demanding repeal, repeal, instant repeal! And it
would go hard with that politician who presumed to solicit the votes of the people without
inscribing this motto on his banner. Further, if this demand were not complied with, another
Scotland would be added to the history of religious liberty, and the stern old covenanters
would be thrown into the shade. A John Knox would be seen at every church door, and heard
from every pulpit, and Fillmore would have no more quarter than was shown by Knox, to the
beautiful, but treacherous Queen Mary of Scotland. The fact that the church of our country,
(with fractional exceptions,) does not esteem “the Fugitive Slave Law" as a declaration of war
against religious liberty, implies that that church regards religion simply as a form of worship,
an empty ceremony, and not a vital principle, requiring active benevolence, justice, love and
good will towards man. It esteems sacrifice above mercy; psalm-singing above right doing;
solemn meetings above practical righteousness. A worship that can be conducted by persons
who refuse to give shelter to the houseless, to qgive bread to the hunary, clothing to the
naked, and who enjoin obedience to a law forbidding these acts of mercy, is a curse, not a
blessing to mankind. The Bible addresses all such persons as “"scribes, pharisees, hypocrites,
who pay tithe of mint, anise, and cumin, and have omitted the weightier matters of the law,
judgment, mercy and faith.”

The Church Responsible

But the church of this country is not only indifferent to the wrongs of the slave, it actually
takes sides with the oppressors. It has made itself the bulwark of American slavery, and the
shield of American slave-hunters. Many of its most eloquent Divines, who stand as the very
lights of the church, have shamelessly given the sanction of religion, and the bible, to the
whole slave system. They have taught that man may, properly, be a slave; that the relation of
master and slave is ordained of God; that to send back an escaped bondman to his master is
clearly the duty of all the followers of the Lord Jesus Christ; and this horrible blasphemy is
palmed off upon the world for Christianity.

For my part, I would say, welcome infidelity! welcome atheism! welcome anything! in
preference to the qospel, as preached by those Divines! They convert the very name of
religion into an engine of tyranny, and barbarous cruelty, and serve to confirm more infidels,
in this age, than all the infidel writings of Thomas Paine, Voltaire, and Bolingbroke, put
together, have done? These ministers make religion a cold and flinty-hearted thing, having
neither principles of right action, nor bowels of compassion. They strip the love of God of its
beauty, and leave the throne of religion a huge, horrible, repulsive form. It is a religion for
oppressors, tyrants, man-stealers, and thugs. It is not that "pure and undefiled religion” which
is from above, and which is "first pure, then peaceable, easy to be entreated, full of mercy and
good fruits, without partiality, and without hypocrisy.” But a religion which favors the rich
against the poor; which exalts the proud above the humble; which divides mankind into two
classes, tyrants and slaves; which says to the man in chains, stay there; and to the oppressor,
oppress on; it is a religion which may be professed and enjoyed by all the robbers and
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enslavers of mankind; it makes Gnd a respecter of persnns, denies his fatherhond of the race,
and tramples in the dust the great truth of the brotherhood of man. All this we affirm to be
true of the popular church, and the popular worship of our land and nation—a religion, a
church and a worship which, on the authority of inspired wisdom, we pronounce to be an
abomination in the sight of God. In the language of Isaiah, the American church might be well
addressed, "Bring no more vain oblations; incense is an abomination unto me: the new moons
and Sabbaths, the calling of assemblies, I cannot away with it is iniquity, even the solemn
meeting. Your new moons, and your appointed feasts my soul hatest. They are a trouble to
me; I am weary to bear them; and when ye spread forth your hands I will hide mine eyes
from you. Yea! when ye make many prayers, I will not hear. YOUR HANDS ARE FULL OF
BLOOD; cease to do evil, learn to do well; seek judgment; relieve the oppressed; judge for the
fatherless; plead for the widow."”

The American church is guilty, when viewed in connection with what it is doing to uphold
slavery; but it is superlatively guilty when viewed in connection with its ability to abolish
slavery.

The sin of which it is guilty is one of omission as well as of commission. Albert Barnes but
uttered what the common sense of every man at all observant of the actual state of the case
will receive as truth, when he declared that "There is no power out of the church that could
sustain slavery an hour, if it were not sustained in it."”

Let the religious press, the pulpit, the Sunday school, the conference meeting, the great
ecclesiastical, missionary, bible and tract associations of the land array their immense powers
against slavery, and slave-holding; and the whole system of crime and blood would be
scattered to the winds, and that they do not do this involves them in the most awful
responsibility of which the mind can conceive.

In prosecuting the anti-slavery enterprise, we have been asked to spare the church, to spare
the ministry; but how, we ask, could such a thing be done? We are met on the threshold of
our efforts for the redemption of the slave, by the church. and ministry of the country, in
battle arrayed against us; and we are compelled to fight or flee. From what quarter, I beg to
know, has proceeded a fire so deadly upon our ranks, during the last two years, as from the
Northern pulpit? As the champions of oppressors, the chosen men of American theology have
appeared—men, honored for their so called piety, and their real learning. The LORDS of
Buffalo, the SPRINGS of New York, the LATHROPS of Auburn, the COXES and SPENCERS of
Brooklyn, the GANNETS and SHARPS of Boston, the DEWEYS of Washington, and other great
religious lights of the land, have, in utter denial of the authority of Him, by whom they
professed to be called to the ministry, deliberately taught us, against the example of the
Hebrews, and against the remonstrance of the Apostles, they teach that we ought to obey
man's law before the law of God.

My spirit wearies of such blasphemy; and how such men can be supported, as the "standing
types and representatives of Jesus Christ,” is a mystery which I leave others to penetrate. In
speaking of the American church, however, let it be distinctly understood that I mean the
great mass of the religious organizations of our land. There are exceptions, and I thank God
that there are. Noble men may be found, scattered all over these Northern States, of whom
Henry Ward Beecher, of Brooklyn, Samuel J. May, of Syracuse, and my esteemed friend on
the platform, are shining examples; and let me say further, that, upon these men lies the duty
to inspire our ranks with high religious faith and zeal, and to cheer us on in the great mission
of the slave's redemption from his chains.

Religion in England and Religion in America

One is struck with the difference between the attitude of the American church towards the
anti-slavery movement, and that occupied by the churches in England towards a similar
movement in that country. There, the church, true to its mission of ameliorating, elevating,
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and improving the condition of mankind, came forward promptly, bound up the wounds of the
West Indian slave, and restored him to his liberty. There, the question of emancipation was a
high religious question. It was demanded, in the name of humanity, and according to the law
of the living God. The Sharps, the Clarksons, the Wilberforces, the Buxtons, the Burchells and
the Knibbs, were alike famous for their piety, and for their philanthropy. The anti-slavery
movement there, was not an anti-church movement, for the reason that the church took its
full share in prosecuting that movement: and the anti-slavery movement in this country will
cease to be an anti-church movement, when the church of this country shall assume a
favorable, instead of a hostile position towards that movement.

Americans! your republican politics, not less than vour republican religion, are flagrantly
inconsistent. You boast of your love of liberty, your superior civilization, and your pure
Christianity, while the whole political power of the nation, (as embodied in the two great
political parties, is solemnly pledged to support and perpetuate the enslavement of three
millions of your countrymen. You hurl your anathemas at the crowned headed tyrants of
Russia and Austria, and pride yourselves on your Democratic institutions, while you yourselves
consent to be the mere tools and body-guards of the tyrants of Virginia and Carolina. You
invite to your shores fugitives of oppression from abroad, honor them with banquets, greet
them with ovations, cheer them, toast them, salute them, protect them, and pour out your
money to them like water; but the fugitives from your own land, you advertise, hunt, arrest,
shoot and kill. You glory in your refinement, and your universal education; yet you maintain a
system as barbarous and dreadful, as ever stained the character of a nation—a system begun
in avarice, supported in pride, and perpetuated in cruelty. You shed tears over fallen Hungary,
and make the sad story of her wrongs the theme of your poets, statesmen and orators, till
your gallant sons are ready to fly to arms to vindicate her cause against her oppressors; but,
in regard to the ten thousand wrongs of the American slave, you would enforce the strictest
silence, and would hail him as an enemy of the nation who dares to make those wrongs the
subject of public discourse! You are all on fire at the mention of liberty for France or for
Ireland; but are as cold as an iceberg at the thought of liberty for the enslaved of America.
You discourse eloguently on the dignity of labor; yet, you sustain a system which, in its very
essence, casts a stigma upon labor. You can bare your bosom to the storm of British artillery,
to throw off a three-penny tax on tea; and yet wring the last hard earned farthing from the
grasp of the black laborers of your country. You profess to believe “that, of one blood, God
made all nations of men to dwell on the face of all the earth,” and hath commanded all men,
everywhere to love one another; yet you notoriously hate, (and glory in your hatred,) all men
whose skins are not colored like your own. You declare, before the world, and are understood
by the world to declare, that you “hold these truths to be self evident, that all men are created
equal; and are endowed by their Creator with certain, inalienable rights; and that, among
these are, life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness”; and yet, you hold securely, in a
bondage, which according to your own Thomas Jefferson, “is worse than ages of that which
your fathers rose in rebellion to oppose,” a seventh part of the inhabitants of your country.

Fellow-citizens! I will not enlarge further on your national inconsistencies. The existence of
slavery in this country brands your republicanism as a sham, your humanity as a base
pretence, and your Christianity as a lie. It destroys your moral power abroad it corrupts your
politicians at home. It saps the foundation of religion; it makes your name a hissing, and a
bye-word to a mocking earth. It is the antagonistic force in your government, the only thing
that seriously disturbs and endangers your Union. It fetters your progress; it is the enemy of
improvement, the deadly foe of education; it fosters pride; it breeds insolence; it promotes
vice; it shelters crime; it is a curse to the earth that supports it; and yet, you cling to it, as if it
were the sheet anchor of all your hopes. Oh! be warmed! be wamed! a horrible reptile is coiled
up in your nation's bosom; the venomous creature is nursing at the tender breast of your
yvouthful republic; for the love of God, tear away, and fling from you the hideous monster, and
let the weight of twenty millions, crush and destroy it forever!

The Constitution
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But it is answered in reply to all this, that precisely what I have now denounced is, in fact,
quaranteed and sanctioned by the Constitution of the United States; that, the right to hold,
and to hunt slaves is a part of that Constitution framed by the illustrious Fathers of this
Republic. Then, I dare to affirm, notwithstanding all I have said before, your fathers stooped,
basely stooped. "To palter with us in a double sense: And keep the word of promise to the ear,
But break it to the heart.”

And instead of being the honest men I have before declared them to be, they were the veriest
imposters that ever practiced on mankind. This is the inevitable conclusion, and from it there
is no escape; but I differ from those who charge this baseness on the framers of the
Constitution of the United States. It is a slander upon their memory, at least, so I believe.
There is not time now to argue the constitutional question at length; nor have I the ability to
discuss it as it ought to be discussed. The subject has been handled with masterly power by
Lysander Spooner, Esq., by William Goodell, by Samuel E. Sewall, Esq., and last, though not
least, by Gerritt Smith, Esq. These gentlemen have, as I think, fully and clearly vindicated the
Constitution from any design to support slavery for an hour.

Fellow-citizens! there is no matter in respect to which, the people of the North have allowed
themselves to be so ruinously imposed upon, as that of the pro-slavery character of the
Constitution. In that instrument I hold there is neither warrant, license, nor sanction of the
hateful thing; but interpreted, as it ought to be interpreted, the Constitution is a GLORIOUS
LIBERTY DOCUMENT. Read its preamble, consider its purposes. Is slavery among them? Is it
at the gateway? or is it in the temple? it is neither. While I do not intend to argue this
question on the present occasion, let me ask, if it be not somewhat singular that, if the
Constitution were intended to be, by its framers and adopters, a slave-holding instrument,
why neither slavery, slaveholding, nor slave can anywhere be found in it. What would be
thought of an instrument, drawn up, legally drawn up, for the purpose of entitling the city of
Rochester to a track of land, in which no mention of land was made? Now, there are certain
rules of interpretation, for the proper understanding of all legal instruments. These rules are
well established. They are plain, common-sense rules, such as you and I, and all of us, can
understand and apply, without having passed years in the study of law. I scout the idea that
the question of the constitutionality, or unconstitutionality of slavery, is not a question for the
people. I hold that every American citizen has a right to form an opinion of the constitution,
and to propagate that opinion, and to use all honorable means to make his opinion the
prevailing one. With out this right, the liberty of an American citizen would be as insecure as
that of a Frenchman. Ex-Vice-President Dallas tells us that the constitution is an object to
which no American mind can be too attentive, and no American heart too devoted. He further
says, the constitution, in its words, is plain and intelligible, and is meant for the home-bred,
unsophisticated understandings of our fellow-citizens. Senator Berrien tells us that the
Constitution is the fundamental law, that which controls all others. The charter of our liberties,
which every citizen has a personal interest in understanding thoroughly. The testimony of
Senator Breese, Lewis Cass, and many others that might be named, who are everywhere
esteemed as sound lawyers, so regard the constitution. I take it, therefore, that it is not
presumption in a private citizen to form an opinion of that instrument.

Now, take the constitution according to its plain reading, and I defy the presentation of a
single proslavery clause in it. On the other hand it will be found to contain principles and
purposes, entirely hostile to the existence of slavery.

I have detained my audience entirely too long already. At some future period I will gladly avail
myself of an opportunity to give this subject a full and fair discussion.

Allow me to say, in conclusion, notwithstanding the dark picture I have this day presented, of
the state of the nation, I do not despair of this country. There are forces in operation, which
must inevitably, work the downfall of slavery. "The arm of the Lord is not shortened,” and the
doom of slavery is certain.
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I, therefore, leave off where I began, with hope. While drawing encouragement from “the
Declaration of Independence,” the great principles it contains, and the genius of American
Institutions, my spirit is also cheered by the obvious tendencies of the age. Nations do not
now stand in the same relation to each other that they did ages ago. No nation can now shut
itself up, from the surrounding world, and trot round in the same old path of its fathers
without interference. The time was when such could be done. Long established customs of
hurtful character could formerly fence themselves in, and do their evil work with social
impunity. Knowledge was then confined and enjoyed by the privileged few, and the multitude
walked on in mental darkness. But a change has now come over the affairs of mankind.
Walled cities and empires have become unfashionable. The arm of commerce has borne away
the gates of the strong city. Intelligence is penetrating the darkest corners of the globe. It
makes its pathway over and under the sea, as well as on the earth. Wind, steam, and
lightning are its chartered agents. Oceans no longer divide, but link nations together. From
Boston to London is now a holiday excursion. Space is comparatively annihilated. Thoughts
expressed on one side of the Atlantic, are distinctly heard on the other.

The far off and almost fabulous Pacific rolls in grandeur at our feet. The Celestial Empire, the
mystery of ages, is being solved. The fiat of the Almighty, "Let there be Light,” has not yet
spent its force. No abuse, no outrage whether in taste, sport or avarice, can now hide itself
from the all-pervading light. The iron shoe, and crippled foot of China must be seen, in
contrast with nature. Africa must rise and put on her yet unwoven garment. "Ethiopia shall
stretch out her hand unto God.” In the fervent aspirations of William Lloyd Garrison, I say, and
let every heart join in saying it:

God speed the year of jubilee The wide world o'er! When from their galling chains set free, Th'
oppress'd shall vilely bend the knee, And wear the yoke of tyranny Like brutes no more. That
year will come, and freedom's reign, To man his plundered rights again Restore. God speed
the day when human blood Shall cease to flow! In every clime be understood, The claims of
human brotherhood, And each return for evil, good, Not blow for blow; That day will come all
feuds to end, And change into a faithful friend Each foe. God speed the hour, the glorious
hour, When none on earth Shall exercise a lordly power, Nor in a tyrant's presence cower; But
all to manhood's stature tower, By equal birth! THAT HOUR WILL COME, to each, to all, And
from his prison-house, the thrall Go forth. Until that year, day, hour, arrive, With head, and
heart, and hand I'll strive, To break the rod, and rend the gyve, The spoiler of his prey deprive
So witness Heaven! And never from my chosen post, Whate'er the peril or the cost, Be driven.
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Transcript of the Gettysburg Address- Resource

Transcription of the Gettysburg Address delivered at the dedication of the Cemetery at
Gettysburg.

Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation,
conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so
conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle field of that war.
We have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here
gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do
this.

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate—we can not consecrate—we can not hallow—this
ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our
poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here,
but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to
the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather
for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us—that from these honored
dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of
devotion—that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain—that this
nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom—and that government of the people, by
the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.

Abraham Lincoln.

November 19, 1863.
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“Women’s Right to Suffrage”
Susan B. Anthony
1873

On Women's Right to Vote
Susan B. Anthony (1873)

Friends and fellow citizens: | stand before you tonight under indictment for the alleged
crime of having voted at the last presidential election, without having a lawful right to
vote. It shall be my work this evening to prove to you that in thus voting, | not only
committed no crime, but, instead, simply exercised my citizen's rights, guaranteed to me
and all United States citizens by the National Constitution, beyond the power of any
state to deny.

The preamble of the Federal Constitution says:

"We, the people of the United States, in order to form a more perfect union, establish
justice, insure domestic tranquillity, provide for the common defense, promote the
general welfare, and secure the blessings of liberty to ourselves and our posterity, do
ordain and establish this Constitution for the United States of America.”

It was we, the people; not we, the white male citizens; nor yet we, the male citizens; but
we, the whole people, who formed the Union. And we formed it, not to give the
blessings of liberty, but to secure them; not to the half of ourselves and the half of our
posterity, but to the whole people - women as well as men. And it is a downright
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'mockerif to talk to women of their enjoyment of the blessings of liberty while tf\ey are
denied the use of the only means of securing them provided by this democratic-
republican government - the ballot.

For any state to make sex a qualification that must ever result in the disfranchisement of
one entire half of the people, is to pass a bill of attainder, or, an ex post facto law, and is
therefore a violation of the supreme law of the land. By it the blessings of liberty are
forever withheld from women and their female posterity.

To them this government has no just powers derived from the consent of the governed.
To them this government is not a democracy. It is not a republic. It is an odious
aristocracy; a hateful oligarchy of sex; the most hateful aristocracy ever established on
the face of the globe; an oligarchy of wealth, where the rich govern the poor. An
oligarchy of learning, where the educated govemn the ignorant, or even an oligarchy of
race, where the Saxon rules the African, might be endured; but this oligarchy of sex,
which makes father, brothers, husband, sons, the oligarchs over the mother and sisters,
the wife and daughters, of every household - which ordains all men sovereigns, all
women subjects, carries dissension, discord, and rebellion into every home of the
nation.

Webster, Worcester, and Bouvier all define a citizen to be a person in the United States,
entitled to vote and hold office.

The only question left to be settled now is: Are women persons? And | hardly believe
any of our opponents will have the hardihood to say they are not. Being persons, then,
women are citizens; and no state has a right to make any law, or to enforce any old law,
that shall abridge their privileges or immunities. Hence, every discrimination against
women in the constitutions and laws of the several states is today null and void,
precisely as is every one against Negroes.
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Atlanta Compromise Speech
Booker T. Washington (1895)

Mr. President and Gentlemen of the Board of Directors and Citizens:

One-third of the population of the South Is of the Negro race. No enterprise seeking the material, civil, or
moral welfare of this section can disregard this element of our population and reach the highest success. | but
convey to you, Mr. President and Directors, the sentiment of the masses of my race when | say that in no way
have the value and manhood of the American Negro been more fittingly and generously recognized than by
the managers of this magnificent Exposition at every stage of its progress. It Is a recognition that will do more
to cement the friendship of the two races than any occurrence since the dawn of our freedom.

Not only this, but the opportunity here afforded will awaken among us a new era of industrial progress.
Ignorant and inexperienced, it is not strange that in the first years of our new ke we began at the top instead
of at the bottom; that a seat in Congress or the state legislature was more sought than real estate or Industrial
skill; that the political convention or stump speaking had more attractions than starting a dairy farm or truck
garden,

A ship lost at sea for many days suddenly sighted a friendly vessel. From the mast of the unfortunate vessel
was seen a signal,“Water, water; we die of thirst!” The answer from the friendly vessel at once came back,
“Cast down your bucket where you are.” A second time the signal, “Water, water; send us water!” ran up from
the distressed vessel, and was answered, “Cast down your bucket where you are.” And a third and fourth
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signal for water was answered, "Cast down your bucket where you are.” The captain of the distressed vessel,
at last heeding the injunction, cast down his bucket, and it came up full of fresh, sparkling water from the
mouth of the Amazon River. To those of my race who depend on bettering their condition in a foreign land or
who underestimate the importance of cultivating friendly relations with the Southern white man, who is their
next-door neighbor, | would say: “Cast down your bucket where you are” - cast it down in making friends in
every manly way of the people of all races by whom we are surrounded.

Cast it down in agriculture, mechanics, in commerce, in domestic service, and in the professions. And in this
connection it is well to bear in mind that whatever other sins the South may be called to bear, when it comes
to business, pure and simple, it is in the South that the Negro is given a man’s chance in the commercial world,
and in nothing is this Exposition more eloquent than in emphasizing this chance. Our greatest danger is that in
the great leap from slavery to freedom we may overlook the fact that the masses of us are to live by the
productions of our hands, and fail to keep in mind that we shall prosper in proportion as we learn to dignify
and glorify common labour, and put brains and skill into the common occupations of life; shall prosper in
proportion as we learn to draw the line between the superficial and the substantial, the ornamental gewgaws
of life and the useful. No race can prosper till it learns that there is as much dignity in tilling a field as in writing
a poem. It is at the bottom of life we must begin, and not at the top. Nor should we permit our grievances to
overshadow our opportunities.

To those of the white race who look to the incoming of those of foreign birth and strange tongue and habits
for the prosperity of the South, were | permitted | would repeat what | say to my own race,"Cast down your
bucket where you are.” Cast it down among the eight millions of Negroes whose habits you know, whose
fidelity and love you have tested in days when to have proved treacherous meant the ruin of your firesides.
Cast down your bucket among these people who have, without strikes and labour wars, tilled your fields,
cleared your forests, builded your railroads and cities, and brought forth treasures from the bowels of the
earth, and helped make possible this magnificent representation of the progress of the South. Casting down
your bucket among my people, helping and encouraging them as you are doing on these grounds, and to
education of head, hand, and heart, you will find that they will buy your surplus land, make blossom the waste
places in your fields, and run your factories. While doing this, you can be sure in the future, as in the past, that
you and your families will be surrounded by the most patient, faithful, law-abiding, and unresentful people
that the world has seen. As we have proved our loyalty to you in the past, in nursing your children, watching
by the sick-bed of your mothers and fathers, and often following them with tear-dimmed eyes to their graves,
so in the future, in our humble way, we shall stand by you with a devotion that no foreigner can approach,
ready to lay down our lives, if need be, in defense of yours, interlacing our industrial, commercial, civil, and
religious life with yours in a way that shall make the interests of both races one. In all things that are purely
social we can be as separate as the fingers, yet one as the hand in all things essential to mutual progress.

There Is no defense or security for any of us except in the highest intelligence and development of all. If
anywhere there are efforts tending to curtail the fullest growth of the Negro, let these efforts be turned into
stimulating, encouraging, and making him the most useful and intelligent citizen. Effort or means so invested
will pay a thousand per cent interest. These efforts will be twice blessed —blessing him that gives and him that
takes. There is no escape through law of man or God from the inevitable:

The laws of changeless justice bind Oppressor with oppressed;

And close as sin and suffering joined We march to fate abreast...
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Nearly sixteen millions of hands will aid you in pulling the load upward, or they will pull against you the load
downward. We shall constitute one-third and more of the ignorance and crime of the South, or one-third [of]
its intelligence and progress; we shall contribute one-third to the business and industrial prosperity of the
South, or we shall prove a veritable body of death, stagnating, depressing, retarding every effort to advance
the body politic.

Gentlemen of the Exposition, as we present to you our humble effort at an exhibition of our progress, you
must not expect overmuch. Starting thirty years ago with ownership here and there in a few quilts and
pumpkins and chickens (gathered from miscellaneous sources), remember the path that has led from these to
the inventions and production of agricultural implements, buggies, steam-engines, newspapers, books,
statuary, carving, paintings, the management of drug stores and banks, has not been trodden without contact
with thorns and thistles. While we take pride in what we exhibit as a result of our independent efforts, we do
not for a moment forget that our part in this exhibition would fall far short of your expectations but for the
constant help that has come to our educational life, not only from the Southern states, but especially from
Northern philanthropists, who have made their gifts a constant stream of blessing and encouragement.

The wisest among my race understand that the agitation of questions of social equality is the extremest folly,
and that progress in the enjoyment of all the privileges that will come to us must be the result of severe and
constant struggle rather than of artificial forcing. No race that has anything to contribute to the markets of the
world is long in any degree ostracized. It is important and right that all privileges of the law be ours, but itis
vastly more important that we be prepared for the exercise of these privileges. The opportunity to earn a
dollar in a factory just now is worth infinitely more than the opportunity to spend a dollar in an opera-house.

In conclusion, may | repeat that nothing in thirty years has given us more hope and encouragement, and
drawn us so near to you of the white race, as this opportunity offered by the Exposition; and here bending, as
it were, over the altar that represents the results of the struggles of your race and mine, both starting
practically empty-handed three decades ago, | pledge that in your effort to work out the great and intricate
problem which God has laid at the doors of the South, you shall have at all times the patient, sympathetic help
of my race; only let this be constantly in mind, that, while from representations in these buildings of the
product of field, of forest, of mine, of factory, letters, and art, much good will come, yet far above and beyond
material benefits will be that higher good, that, let us pray God, will come, in a blotting out of sectional
differences and racial animosities and suspicions, in a determination to administer absolute justice, in a willing
obedience among all classes to the mandates of law. This, coupled with our material prosperity, will bring into
our beloved South a new heaven and a new earth.
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MARY CHURCH TERRELL

What It Means to be Colored in the
Capital of the United States

Washington, D.C., October 10, 1906

ASHINGTON, D.C., has been called “The Colored Man’s

Paradisc.” Whether this sobriquet was given to the na-
tional capital in bitter irony by a member of the handicapped
race, as he reviewed some of his own persecutions and rebuffs,
or whether it was given immediately after the war by an ex-
slave-holder who for the first time in his life saw colored people
walking about like freemen, minus the overseer and his whip,
history saith not. It is certain that it would be difficult to find a
worse misnomer for Washington than “The Colored Man’s
Paradisc™ if so prosaic a consideration as veracity is to deter-
minc the appropriateness of a name.

For fifteen years I have resided in Washington, and while it
was far from being a paradisc for colored people, when 1 first
touched these shores, it has been doing its level best ever since
to make conditions for us intolerable. As a colored woman 1
might enter Washington any night, a stranger in a strange land,
and walk miles without finding a place to lay my head. Unless
I happened to know colored people who live here or ran across
a chance acquaintance who could recommend a colored
boarding-house to me, I should be obliged to spend the entire
night wandering about. Indians, Chinamen, Filipinos, Japanesc
and representatives of any other dark race can find hotel ac-
commodations, if they can pay for them. The colored man alone
is thrust out of the hotels of the national capital like a leper.

As a colored woman I may walk from the Capitol to the
White House, ravenously hungry and abundantly supplied with
moncy with which to purchase a meal, without finding a single
restaurant in which I would be permitted to take a morsel of
food, if it was patronized by white people, unless I were willing
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to sit behind a screen. As a colored woman I cannot visit the
tomb of the Father of this country, which owes its very exis-
tence to the love of freedom in the human heart and which
stands for equal opportunity to all, without being forced to sit
in the Jim Crow section of an clectric car which starts from the
very heart of the city—midway between the Capitol and the
White House. If I refuse thus to be humiliated, I am cast into
jail and forced to pay a fine for violating the Virginia laws. Every
hour in the day Jim Crow cars filled with colored people, many
of whom are intelligent and well to do, enter and leave the na-
tional capital.

As a colored woman I may enter more than one white church
in Washington without recciving that welcome which as a hu-
man being I have a right to expect in the sanctuary of God.
Sometimes the color blindness of the usher takes on that pecu-
liar form which prevents a dark face from making any impres-
sion whatsocver upon his retina, so that it is impossible for him
to sce colored people atall. If he is not so afflicted, after keeping
a colored man or woman waiting a long time, he will ungra-
ciously show these dusky Christians who have had the temerity
to thrust themselves into a temple where only the fair of face
arc expected to worship God to a scat in the rear, which is
named in honor of a certain personage, well known in this
country, and commonly called Jim Crow.

Unless I am willing to engage in a few menial occupations, in
which the pay for my services would be very poor, there is no
way for me to carn an honest living, if I am not a trained nurse
or a dressmaker or can secure a position as teacher in the pub-
lic schools, which is exceedingly difficult to do. It matters not
what my intellectual attainments may be or how great is the
need of the services of a competent person, if I try to enter
many of the numerous vocations in which my white sisters are
allowed to engage, the door is shut in my face.

From onc Washington theater I am excluded altogether. In
the remainder certain scats are set aside for colored people,
and it is almost impossible to secure others. I once telephoned
to the ticket scller just before a matinee and asked if a necat-
appearing colored nurse would be allowed to sit in the parquet
with her little white charge, and the answer rushed quickly and

positively thru the receiver—NO. When I remonstrated a bit
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and told him that in some of the theaters colored nurses were
allowed to sit with the white children for whom they cared, the
ticket seller told me that in Washington it was very poor policy
to employ colored nurses, for they were excluded from many
places where white girls would be allowed to take children for
pleasure.

If I possess artistic talent, there is not a single art school of
repute which will admit me. A few years ago a colored woman
who possessed great talent submitted some drawings to the
Corcoran Art School, of Washington, which were accepted by
the committee of awards, who sent her a ticket entitling her to
a course in this school. But when the committee discovered that
the young woman was colored, they declined to admit her,
and told her that if they had suspected that her drawings had
been made by a colored woman, they would not have examined
them at all. The efforts of Frederick Douglass and a lawyer of
great repute who took a keen interest in the affair were un-
availing. In order to cultivate her talent this young woman was
forced to leave her comfortable home in Washington and incur
the expense of going to New York. Having entered the
Woman’s Art School of Cooper Union, she graduated with
honor, and then went to Paris to continue her studies, where
she achieved signal success and was complimented by some of
the greatest living artists in France.

With the exception of the Catholic University, there is not a
single white college in the national capital to which colored
people are admitted, no matter how great their ability, how lofty
their ambition, how unexceptionable their character or how
great their thirst for knowledge may be.

A few years ago the Columbian Law School admitted colored
students, but in deference to the Southern white students the
authorities have decided to exclude them altogether.

Some time ago a young woman who had alrcady attracted
some attention in the literary world by her volume of short
storics answered an advertisement which appeared in a Wash-
ington newspaper, which called for the services of a skilled ste-
nographer and expert typewriter. It is unnecessary to state the
rcasons why a young woman whose literary ability was so great
as that possessed by the one referred to should decide to carn

moncy in this way. The applicants were requested to send spec-
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imens of their work and answer certain questions concerning
their experience and their speed before they called in person.
In reply to her application the young colored woman, who, by
the way, is very fair and attractive indeed, received a letter from
the firm stating that her references and experience were the
most satisfactory that had been sent and requesting her to call.
When she presented herself there was some doubt in the mind
of the man to whom she was directed concerning her racial
pedigree, so he asked her point-blank whether she was colored
or white. When she confessed the truth the merchant expressed
great sorrow and deep regret that he could not avail himself of
the services of so competent a person, but frankly admitted
that employing a colored woman in his establishment in any
cxcept a menial position was simply out of the question.
Another young friend had an experience which, for some
rcasons, was still more disheartening and bitter than the one
just mentioned. In order to secure lucrative employment she
left Washington and went to New York. There she worked her
way up in onc of the largest dry goods stores till she was placed
as saleswoman in the cloak department. Tired of being scpa-
rated from her family, she decided to return to Washington,
fecling sure that, with her experience and her fine reccommen-
dation from the New York firm, she could casily secure em-
plovment. Nor was she overconfident, for the proprictor of one
of the largest dry goods stores in her native city was glad to se-
curce the services of a young woman who brought such hearty
credentials from New York. She had not been in this store very
long, however, before she called upon me one day and asked
me to intercede with the proprictor in her behalf] saying that
she had been discharged that afternoon because it had been dis-
covered that she was colored. When I called upon my voung
friecnd’s employer he made no cffort to avoid the issue, as I
fecared he would. He did not say he had discharged the young
saleswoman because she had not given satisfaction, as he might
casily have donc. On the contrary, he admitted without the
slightest hesitation that the young woman he had just dis-
charged was onc of the best clerks he had ever had. In the cloak
department, where she had been assigned, she had been a bril-
liant success, he said. “But I cannot keep Miss Smith in my
cmploy,” he concluded. “Are you not master of your own

Jd/



208 MARY CHURCH TERRELL

store?” I ventured to inquire. The proprictor of this store was a
Jew, and I felt that it was particularly cruel, unnatural and cold-
blooded for the representative of one oppressed and persecuted
race to deal so harshly and unjustly with a member of another.
I had intended to make this point when I decided to intercede
for my young friend, but when I thought how a reference to
the persecution of his own race would wound his feelings, the
words froze on my lips. “When I first heard vour friend was col-
ored,” he explained, “I did not believe it and said so to the
clerks who made the statement. Finally, the girls who had been
most pronounced in their opposition to working in a store with
a colored girl came to me in a body and threatened to strike.
‘Strike away,’ said I, ‘your places will be casily filled.” Then they
started on another tack. Delegation after delegation began to
file down to my office, some of the women my very best cus-
tomers, to protest against my employing a colored girl. More-
over, they threatened to boycott my store if I did not discharge
her at once. Then it became a question of bread and butter and
I viclded to the inevitable—that’s all. Now,” said he, con-
cluding, “if I lived in a great, cosmopolitan city like New York,
I should do as I pleased, and refuse to discharge a girl simply
because she was colored.” But I thought of a similar incident
that happened in New York. I remembered that a colored
woman, as fair as a lily and as beautiful as a Madonna, who was
the head saleswoman in a large department store in New York,
had been discharged, after she had held this position for years,
when the proprictor accidentally discovered that a fatal drop of
African blood was percolating somewhere thru her veins.

Not only can colored women secure no employment in the
Washington stores, department and otherwise, except as me-
nials, and such positions, of course, are few, but even as cus-
tomers they are not infrequently treated with discourtesy both
by the clerks and the proprictor himself. Following the trend
of the times, the senior partner of the largest and best depart-
ment store in Washington, who originally hailed from Boston,
once the home of William Lloyd Garrison, Wendell Phillips,
and Charles Sumner, if my memory serves me right, decided to
open a restaurant in his store. Tired and hungry after her
morning’s shopping a colored school teacher, whose relation

to her African progenitors is so remote as scarcely to be dis-
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cernible to the naked eye, took a scat at one of the tables in the
restaurant of this Boston store. After sitting unnoticed a long
time the colored teacher asked a waiter who passed her by if she
would not take her order. She was quickly informed that col-
ored people could not be served in that restaurant and was
obliged to leave in confusion and shame, much to the amuse-
ment of the waiters and the guests who had noticed the inci-
dent. Shortly after that a teacher in Howard University, onc of
the best schools for colored youth in the country, was similarly
insulted in the restaurant of the same store.

In one of the Washington theaters from which colored
people are excluded altogether, members of the race have been
viciously assaulted scveral times, for the proprictor well knows
that colored people have no redress for such discriminations
against them in the District courts. Not long ago a colored clerk
in onc of the departments who looks more like his paternal an-
cestors who fought for the lost cause than his grandmothers
who were the victims of the peculiar institution, bought a ticket
for the parquet of this theater in which colored people are
nowhere welcome, for himself and mother, whose complexion
is a bit swarthy. The usher refused to allow the young man to
take the scats for which his tickets called and tried to snatch
from him the coupons. A scuffle ensued and both mother and
son were cjected by force. A suit was brought against the pro-
prictor and the damages awarded the injured man and his
mother amounted to the munificent sum of one cent. One of
the teachers in the Colored High School reccived similar treat-
ment in the same theater.

Not long ago onc of my little daughter’s bosom friends fig-
urcd in onc of the most pathetic instances of which I have ever
heard. A gentleman who is very fond of children promised to
take six little girls in his neighborhood to a matince. It hap-
pened that he himself and five of his little friends were so fair
that they casily passed muster, as they stood in judgment before
the ticket seller and the ticket taker. Three of the little girls were
sisters, two of whom were very fair and the other a bit brown.
Just as this little girl, who happened to be last in the proces-
sion, went by the ticket taker, that argus-cved sophisticated
gentleman detected something which caused a deep, dark

frown to mantle his brow and he did not allow her to pass. “I
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gucss you have made a mistake,” he called to the host of this
theater party. “Those little girls,” pointing to the fair oncs,
“ma) be admitted, but this one,” designating the brown one,

“can’t.” But the colored man was quite equal to the emergency.
Fairly frothing at the mouth with anger, he asked the ticket
taker what he meant, what he was trying to insinuate about that
particular little girl. “Do you mcan to tell me,” he shouted in
rage, “that I must go clear to the Philippine Islands to bring this
child to the United States and then I can’t take her to the the-
ater in the National Capital?”™ The little ruse succeeded bril-
liantly, as he knew it would. “Beg your pardon,” said the ticket
taker, “don’t know what I was thinking about. Of course she
can goin.”

“What was the matter with me this afternoon? mother,”
asked the little brown girl innocently, when she mentioned the
affair at home. “Why did the man at the theater let my two sis-
ters and the other girls in and try to keep me out?” In relating
this incident, the child’s mother told me her little girl’s ques-
tion, which showed such blissful ignorance of the depressing,
cruel conditions which confronted her, completely unnerved
her for a time.

Altho white and colored teachers are under the same Board
of Education and the system for the children of both races is
said to be uniform, prejudice against the colored teachers in the
public schools is manifested in a varicty of ways. From 1870 to
1900 there was a colored superintendent at the head of the col-
ored schools. During all that time the directors of the cooking,
sewing, physical culture, manual training, music and art depart-
ments were colored people. Six years ago a change was inau-
gurated. The colored superintendent was legislated out of
office and the directorships, without a single exception, were
taken from colored teachers and given to the whites. There was
no complaint about the work done by the colored directors,
no more than is heard about every officer in every school. The
directors of the art and physical culture departments were par-
ticularly fine. Now, no matter how competent or superior the
colored teachers in our public schools may be, they know that
they can never rise to the height of a directorship, can never
hope to be more than an assistant and reccive the meager
salary therefor, unless the present regime is radically changed.
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Not long ago onc of the most distinguished kindergartners
in the country came to deliver a course of lectures in Washing-
ton. The colored teachers were cager to attend, but they could
not buy the coveted privilege for love or money. When they
appealed to the director of kindergartens, they were told that
the expert kindergartner had come to Washington under the
auspices of private individuals, so that she could not possibly
have them admitted. Realizing what a loss colored teachers had
sustained in being deprived of the information and inspiration
which these lectures afforded, one of the white teachers volun-
teered to repeat them as best she could for the benefit of her
colored co-laborers for half the price she herself had paid, and
the proposition was cagerly accepted by some.

Strenuous cfforts are being made to run Jim Crow street
cars in the national capital. “Resolved, that a Jim Crow law
should be adopted and enforced in the District of Columbia,”
was the subject of a discussion engaged in last January by the
Columbian Debating Socicty of the George Washington Uni-
versity in our national capital, and the decision was rendered in
favor of the affirmative. Representative Heflin, of Alabama, who
introduced a bill providing for Jim Crow street cars in the Dis-
trict of Columbia last winter, has just received a letter from the
president of the East Brookland Citizens” Association “in-
dorsing the movement for scparate street cars and sincercly
hoping that you will be successtul in getting this enacted into a
law as soon as possible.” Brookland is a suburb of Washington.

The colored laborer’s path to a decent livelihood is by no
means smooth. Into some of the trades unions here he is ad-
mitted, while from others he is excluded altogether. By the
union men this is denied, altho I am personally acquainted
with skilled workmen who tell me they are not admitted into
the unions because they are colored. But even when they are
allowed to join the unions they frequently derive little benefit,
owing to certain tricks of the trade. When the word passes
round that help is needed and colored laborers apply, they are
often told by the union officials that they have secured all the
men they needed, because the places are reserved for white
men, until they have been provided with jobs, and colored

men must remain idle, unless the supply of white men is too
small.
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I am personally acquainted with one of the most skilful la-
borers in the hardware business in Washington. For thirty years
he has been working for the same firm. He told me he could
not join the union, and that his employer had been almost
forced to discharge him, because the union men threatened to
boycott his store if he did not. If another man could have been
found at the time to take his place he would have lost his job,
he said. When no other human being can bring a refractory
chimney or stove to its senscs, this colored man is called upon
as the court of last appeal. If he fails to subdue it, it is pro-
nounced a hopeless case at once. And yet this expert workman
reccives much less for his services than do white men who can-
not compare with him in skill.

And so I might go on citing instance after instance to show
the varicty of ways in which our people are sacrificed on the al-
tar of prejudice in the Capital of the United States and how
almost insurmountable are the obstacles which block his path
to success. Early in life many a colored youth is so appalled by
the helplessness and the hopelessness of his situation in this
country that, in a sort of stoical despair he resigns himself to his
fate. “What is the good of our trying to acquire an education?
We can’t all be preachers, teachers, doctors and lawyers. Be-
sides those professions, there is almost nothing for colored
pcople to do but engage in the most menial occupations, and
we do not need an education for that.” More than once such
remarks, uttered by voung men and women in our public
schools who possess brilliant intellects, have wrung my heart.

It is impossible for any white person in the United States, no
matter how sympathetic and broad, to realize what life would
mcan to him if his incentive to ctfort were suddenly snatched
away. To the lack of incentive to cffort, which is the awful
shadow under which we live, may be traced the wreck and ruin
of scores of colored youth. And surcly nowhere in the world
do oppression and persecution based solely on the color of the
skin appecar more hateful and hideous than in the capital of the
United States, because the chasm between the principles upon
which this Government was founded, in which it still professes
to believe, and those which are daily practiced under the pro-

tection of the flag, yawns so wide and decp.
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“Ireland Unfree with Never be at Peace’

Patrick Pearse

1915

Patrick Pearse’s Graveside Oration at the Funeral of Jeremiah
O’Donovan Rossa, August 1915

‘A Ghaedheala,

Do hiarradh orma-sa labhairt indiu ar son a bhfuil cruinnighthe ar an lathair
so agus ar son a bhfuil beo de Chlannaibh Gaedheal, ag moladh an leomhain
do leagamar i gcré annso agus ag griosadh meanman na gcarad ata go bronach
ina dhiaidh. A chairde, na biodh bron ar éinne ata ina sheasamh ag an uaigh
so, acht biodh buidheachas againn inar gcroidhthibh do Dhia na ngras do
chruthuigh anam uasal aluinn Dhiarmuda Ui Dhonnabhdin Rosa agus thus ré
fhada dhé ar an saoghal so.

Ba chalma an fear thi, a Dhiarmuid. Is tréan d'fhearais cath ar son cirt do
chine, is ni beag ar fhuilingis; agus ni dhéanfaidh Gaedhil dearmad ort go
brath na breithe.
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Acht, a chairde, na biodh brén orainn, acht biodh misneach inar geroidhthibh
agus biodh neart inar gcuisleannaibh, 6ir tuigimis nach mbionn aon bhas ann
nach mbionn aiséirghe ina dhiaidh, agus gurab as an uaigh so agus as na
huaghannaibh ata inar dtimcheall éireochas saoirse Ghaedheal.

[T was asked to speak today on behalf of everyone gathered in this place and on behalf of all
living Gaels, to praise the lion that we have buried here and to give courage to the friends
who mourn him. Friends, let no one standing at this grave be sad; rather let our hearts be
thankful to the grace of Jesus, who created Jeremiah O'Donovan Rossa’s noble beautiful
spirit and who blessed him with a long life.

You were a splendid and brave man Jeremiah. Fiercely you waged war for the rights of your
race, and no small amount did you suffer; you will never be forgotten.

But, friends, let us not be sad, but let us have courage in our hearts and strength in our arms
for let us understand that after all death comes resurrection and that from this grave and the
graves surrounding us will rise the freedom of Ireland.]

It has been thought right, before we turn away from this place in which we
have laid the mortal remains of O'Donovan Rossa, that one among us should,
in the name of all, speak the praise of that valiant man, and endeavour to
formulate the thought and the hope that are in us as we stand around his
grave. And if there is anything that makes it fitting that I rather than some
other — I rather than one of the grey-haired men who were young with him
and shared in his labour and in his suffering — should speak here, it is perhaps
that I may be taken as speaking on behalf of a new generation that has been
re-baptised in the Fenian faith, and that has accepted the responsibility of
carrying out the Fenian programme. I propose to you, then, that here by the
grave of this unrepentant Fenian, we renew our baptismal vows; that, here by
the grave of this unconquered and unconquerable man, we ask of God, each
one for himself, such unshakable purpose, such high and gallant courage, such
unbreakable strength of soul, as belonged to O’'Donovan Rossa.

Deliberately here we avow ourselves, as he avowed himself in the dock,
Irishmen of one allegiance only. We of the Irish Volunteers, and you others
who are associated with us in to-day’s task and duty, are bound together and
must stand together henceforth in brotherly union for the achievement of the
freedom of Ireland. And we know only one definition of freedom: it is Tone’s
definition, it is Mitchel’s definition, it is Rossa’s definition. Let no man
blaspheme the cause that the dead generations of Ireland served by giving it
any other name and definition than their name and their definition.

64



We stand at Rossa’s grave not in sadness, but rather in exaltation of spirit that
it has been given to us to come thus into so close a communion with that brave
and splendid Gael. Splendid and holy causes are served by men who are
themselves splendid and holy. O’Donovan Rossa was splendid in the proud
manhood of him, splendid in the heroic grace of him, splendid in the Gaelic
strength and clarity and truth of him. And all that splendour and pride and
strength was compatible with a humility and a simplicity of devotion to
Ireland, to all that is olden and beautiful and Gaelic in Ireland, the holiness
and simplicity of patriotism of a Michael O’Cleary or of an Eoghan O'Growney.
The clear true eyes of this man, almost alone in his day, visioned Ireland as we
of to-day would surely have here — not free merely, but Gaelic as well; not
Gaelic merely, but free as well.

In a closer spiritual communion with him now than ever before, or perhaps
ever again; in spiritual communion with those of his day, living and dead, who
suffered with him in English prisons; in communion of spirit, too, with our
own dear comrades who suffer in English prisons to-day; and speaking on
their behalf as well as on our own, we pledge to Ireland our love, and we
pledge to English rule in Ireland our hate. This is a place of peace, sacred to
the dead, where men should speak with all charity and with all restraint; but I
hold it a Christian thing, as O'Donovan Rossa held it, to hate evil, to hate
untruth, to hate oppression — and, hating them, to strive to overthrow them.
Our foes are strong and wise and wary; but, strong and wise and wary as they
are, they cannot undo the miracles of God, who ripens in the hearts of young
men the seeds sown by the young men of a former generation. And the seeds
sown by the young men of ‘65 and '67 are coming to their miraculous ripening
to-day. Rulers and Defenders of Realms had need to be wary if they would
guard against such processes. Life springs from death; and from the graves of
patriot men and women spring living nations. The Defenders of this Realm
have worked well in secret and in the open. They think that they have pacified
Ireland. They think that they have purchased half of us and intimidated the
other half. They think that they have foreseen everything, think that they have
provided against everything; but the fools, the fools, the fools!- they have left
us our Fenian dead; and while Ireland holds these graves, Ireland unfree shall
never be at peace.’
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“A Room of One’s Own”

Virginia Woolf
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Virginia Woolf
A Room of One’s Own (1929)

ONE

But, you may say, we asked you to speak about women and fiction—what has that got to do
with a room of one’s own? I will try to explain. When you asked me to speak about women
and fiction I sat down on the banks of a river and began to wonder what the words meant.
They might mean simply a few remarks about Fanny Burney; a few more about Jane Austen;
a tribute to the Brontés and a sketch of Haworth Parsonage under snow; some witticisms if
possible about Miss Mitford; a respectful allusion to George Eliot; a reference to Mrs Gaskell
and one would have done. But at second sight the words seemed not so simple. The title
women and fiction might mean, and you may have meant it to mean, women and what they
are like; or it might mean women and the fiction that they write; or it might mean women and
the fiction that is written about them; or it might mean that somehow all three are inextricably
mixed together and you want me to consider them in that light. But when I began to consider
the subject in this last way, which seemed the most interesting, | soon saw that it had one fatal
drawback. I should never be able to come to a conclusion. I should never be able to fulfil what
1s, | understand, the first duty of a lecturer—to hand you after an hour’s discourse a nugget of
pure truth to wrap up between the pages of your notebooks and keep on the mantelpiece for
ever. All I could do was to offer you an opinion upon one minor point—a woman must have
money and a room of her own if she is to write fiction; and that, as you will see, leaves the
great problem of the true nature of woman and the true nature of fiction unsolved. I have
shirked the duty of coming to a conclusion upon these two questions—women and fiction
remain, so far as | am concerned, unsolved problems. But in order to make some amends [ am
going to do what I can to show you how I arrived at this opinion about the room and the
money. | am going to develop in your presence as fully and freely as I can the train of thought
which led me to think this. Perhaps if I lay bare the ideas, the prejudices, that lie behind this
statement you will find that they have some bearing upon women and some upon fiction. At
any rate, when a subject is highly controversial—and any question about sex is that—one
cannot hope to tell the truth. One can only show how one came to hold whatever opinion one
does hold. One can only give one’s audience the chance of drawing their own conclusions as

they observe the limitations, the prejudices, the idiosyncrasies of the speaker. Fiction here is
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likely to contain more truth than fact. Therefore I propose, making use of all the liberties and
licences of a novelist, to tell you the story of the two days that preceded my coming here—
how, bowed down by the weight of the subject which you have laid upon my shoulders, I
pondered it, and made it work in and out of my daily life. | need not say that what I am about
to describe has no existence; Oxbridge is an invention; so is Fernham; ‘I’ is only a convenient
term for somebody who has no real being. Lies will flow from my lips, but there may perhaps
be some truth mixed up with them; it is for you to seek out this truth and to decide whether
any part of it is worth keeping. If not, you will of course throw the whole of it into the

wastepaper basket and forget all about it.

Here then was I (call me Mary Beton, Mary Seton, Mary Carmichael or by any name you
please—it is not a matter of any importance) sitting on the banks of a river a week or two ago
in fine October weather, lost in thought. That collar I have spoken of, women and fiction, the
need of coming to some conclusion on a subject that raises all sorts of prejudices and
passions, bowed my head to the ground. To the night and left bushes of some sort, golden and
crimson, glowed with the colour, even it seemed burnt with the heat, of fire. On the further
bank the willows wept in perpetual lamentation, their hair about their shoulders. The river
reflected whatever it chose of sky and bridge and buming tree, and when the undergraduate
had oared his boat through the reflections they closed again, completely, as if he had never
been. There one might have sat the clock round lost in thought. Thought—to call it by a
prouder name than it deserved—nhad let its line down into the stream. It swayed, minute after
minute, hither and thither among the reflections and the weeds, letting the water lift it and
sink it, until—you know the little tug—the sudden conglomeration of an idea at the end of
one’s line: and then the cautious hauling of it in, and the careful laying of it out? Alas, laid on
the grass how small, how insignificant this thought of mine looked; the sort of fish that a good
fisherman puts back into the water so that it may grow fatter and be one day worth cooking
and eating. | will not trouble you with that thought now, though if you look carefully you may

find it for yourselves in the course of what | am going to say.

But however small it was, it had, nevertheless, the mysterious property of its kind—put back
into the mind, it became at once very exciting, and important; and as it darted and sank, and
flashed hither and thither, set up such a wash and tumult of ideas that it was impossible to sit
still. It was thus that | found myself walking with extreme rapidity across a grass plot.
Instantly a man’s figure rose to intercept me. Nor did I at first understand that the
gesticulations of a curious-looking object, in a cut-away coat and evening shirt, were aimed at
me. His face expressed horror and indignation. Instinct rather than reason came to my help; he

was a Beadle; | was a woman. This was the turf; there was the path. Only the Fellows and
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Scholars are allowed here; the gravel is the place for me. Such thoughts were the work of a
moment. As | regained the path the arms of the Beadle sank, his face assumed its usual
repose, and though turf is better walking than gravel, no very great harm was done. The only
charge I could bring against the Fellows and Scholars of whatever the college might happen
to be was that in protection of their turf, which has been rolled for 300 years in succession,

they had sent my little fish into hiding.

What idea it had been that had sent me so audaciously trespassing | could not now remember.
The spirit of peace descended like a cloud from heaven, for if the spirit of peace dwells
anywhere, 1t i1s in the courts and quadrangles of Oxbridge on a fine October moming.
Strolling through those colleges past those ancient halls the roughness of the present seemed
smoothed away; the body seemed contained in a miraculous glass cabinet through which no
sound could penetrate, and the mind, freed from any contact with facts (unless one trespassed
on the turf again), was at liberty to settle down upon whatever meditation was in harmony
with the moment. As chance would have it, some stray memory of some old essay about
revisiting Oxbridge in the long vacation brought Charles Lamb to mind—Saint Charles, said
Thackeray, putting a letter of Lamb’s to his forehead. Indeed, among all the dead (I give you
my thoughts as they came to me), Lamb is one of the most congenial; one to whom one would
have liked to say, Tell me then how you wrote your essays? For his essays are superior even
to Max Beerbohm’s, I thought, with all their perfection, because of that wild flash of
imagination, that lightning crack of genius in the middle of them which leaves them flawed
and imperfect, but starred with poetry. Lamb then came to Oxbridge perhaps a hundred years
ago. Certainly he wrote an essay—the name escapes me—about the manuscript of one of
Milton’s poems which he saw here. It was Lycidas perhaps, and Lamb wrote how it shocked
him to think it possible that any word in Lycidas could have been different from what itis. To
think of Milton changing the words in that poem seemed to him a sort of sacrilege. This led
me to remember what I could of Lycidas and to amuse myself with guessing which word it
could have been that Milton had altered, and why. It then occurred to me that the very
manuscript itself which Lamb had looked at was only a few hundred yards away, so that one
could follow Lamb’s footsteps across the quadrangle to that famous library where the treasure
is kept. Moreover, | recollected, as I put this plan into execution, it is in this famous library
that the manuscript of Thackeray’s Esmond 1s also preserved. The critics often say that
Esmond 1s Thackeray’s most perfect novel. But the affectation of the style, with its imitation
of the eighteenth century, hampers one, so far as | can remember; unless indeed the
eighteenth-century style was natural to Thackeray—a fact that one might prove by looking at
the manuscript and seeing whether the alterations were for the benefit of the style or of the
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sense. But then one would have to decide what is style and what is meaning, a question
which—but here I was actually at the door which leads into the library itself. I must have
opened it, for instantly there issued, like a guardian angel bamring the way with a flutter of
black gown instead of white wings, a deprecating, silvery, kindly gentleman, who regretted in
a low voice as he waved me back that ladies are only admitted to the library if accompanied
by a Fellow of the College or furnished with a letter of introduction.

That a famous library has been cursed by a woman is a matter of complete indifference to a
famous library. Venerable and calm, with all its treasures safe locked within its breast, it
sleeps complacently and will, so far as I am concemed, so sleep for ever. Never will I wake
those echoes, never will I ask for that hospitality again, | vowed as I descended the steps in
anger. Still an hour remained before luncheon, and what was one to do? Stroll on the
meadows? sit by the nver? Certainly it was a lovely autumn moming; the leaves were
fluttering red to the ground; there was no great hardship in doing either. But the sound of
music reached my ear. Some service or celebration was going forward. The organ complained
magnificently as I passed the chapel door. Even the sorrow of Christianity sounded in that
serene air more like the recollection of sorrow than sorrow itself; even the groanings of the
ancient organ seemed lapped in peace. I had no wish to enter had I the right, and this time the
verger might have stopped me, demanding perhaps my baptismal certificate, or a letter of
introduction from the Dean. But the outside of these magnificent buildings is often as
beautiful as the inside. Moreover, it was amusing enough to watch the congregation
assembling, coming in and going out again, busying themselves at the door of the chapel like
bees at the mouth of a hive. Many were in cap and gown; some had tufts of fur on their
shoulders; others were wheeled in bath-chairs; others, though not past middle age, seemed
creased and crushed into shapes so singular that one was reminded of those giant crabs and
crayfish who heave with difficulty across the sand of an aquarium. As I leant against the wall
the University indeed seemed a sanctuary in which are preserved rare types which would soon
be obsolete if left to fight for existence on the pavement of the Strand. Old stories of old
deans and old dons came back to mind, but before I had summoned up courage to whistle—it
used to be said that at the sound of a whistle old Professor —— instantly broke into a
gallop—the venerable congregation had gone inside. The outside of the chapel remained. As
you know, its high domes and pinnacles can be seen, like a sailing-ship always voyaging
never arriving, lit up at night and visible for miles, far away across the hills. Once,
presumably, this quadrangle with its smooth lawns, its massive buildings and the chapel itself
was marsh too, where the grasses waved and the swine rootled. Teams of horses and oxen, |

thought, must have hauled the stone in wagons from far countries, and then with infinite
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labour the grey blocks in whose shade | was now standing were poised in order one on top of
another, and then the painters brought their glass for the windows, and the masons were busy
for centuries up on that roof with putty and cement, spade and trowel. Every Saturday
somebody must have poured gold and silver out of a leathemn purse into their ancient fists, for
they had their beer and skittles presumably of an evening. An unending stream of gold and
silver, I thought, must have flowed into this court perpetually to keep the stones coming and
the masons working; to level, to ditch, to dig and to drain. But it was then the age of faith, and
money was poured liberally to set these stones on a deep foundation, and when the stones
were raised, still more money was poured in from the coffers of kings and queens and great
nobles to ensure that hymns should be sung here and scholars taught. Lands were granted;
tithes were paid. And when the age of faith was over and the age of reason had come, still the
same flow of gold and silver went on; fellowships were founded; lectureships endowed; only
the gold and silver flowed now, not from the coffers of the king, but from the chests of
merchants and manufacturers, from the purses of men who had made, say, a fortune from
industry, and returned, in their wills, a bounteous share of it to endow more chairs, more
lectureships, more fellowships in the university where they had learnt their craft. Hence the
libraries and laboratories; the observatories; the splendid equipment of costly and delicate
instruments which now stands on glass shelves, where centuries ago the grasses waved and
the swine rootled. Certainly, as [ strolled round the court, the foundation of gold and silver
seemed deep enough; the pavement laid solidly over the wild grasses. Men with trays on their
heads went busily from staircase to staircase. Gaudy blossoms flowered in window-boxes.
The strains of the gramophone blared out from the rooms within. It was impossible not to
reflect—the reflection whatever it may have been was cut short. The clock struck. It was time

to find one’s way to luncheon.

It is a curious fact that novelists have a way of making us believe that luncheon parties are
mnvariably memorable for something very witty that was said, or for something very wise that
was done. But they seldom spare a word for what was eaten. It is part of the novelist’s
convention not to mention soup and salmon and ducklings, as if soup and salmon and
ducklings were of no importance whatsoever, as if nobody ever smoked a cigar or drank a
glass of wine. Here, however, I shall take the liberty to defy that convention and to tell you
that the lunch on this occasion began with soles, sunk in a deep dish, over which the college
cook had spread a counterpane of the whitest cream, save that it was branded here and there
with brown spots like the spots on the flanks of a doe. After that came the partridges, but if
this suggests a couple of bald, brown birds on a plate you are mistaken. The partridges, many

and various, came with all their retinue of sauces and salads, the sharp and the sweet, each in
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its order; their potatoes, thin as coins but not so hard; their sprouts, foliated as rosebuds but
more succulent. And no sooner had the roast and its retinue been done with than the silent
serving-man, the Beadle himself perhaps in a milder manifestation, set before us, wreathed in
napkins, a confection which rose all sugar from the waves. To call it pudding and so relate it
to rice and tapioca would be an insult. Meanwhile the wineglasses had flushed yellow and
flushed crimson; had been emptied; had been filled. And thus by degrees was lit, halfway
down the spine, which is the seat of the soul, not that hard little electric light which we call
brilliance, as it pops in and out upon our lips, but the more profound, subtle and subterranean
glow, which is the rich yellow flame of rational intercourse. No need to hurry. No need to
sparkle. No need to be anybody but oneself. We are all going to heaven and Vandyck is of the
company—in other words, how good life seemed, how sweet its rewards, how trivial this
grudge or that grievance, how admirable friendship and the society of one’s kind, as, lighting
a good cigarette, one sunk among the cushions in the window-seat.

If by good luck there had been an ash-tray handy, if one had not knocked the ash out of the
window in default, if things had been a little different from what they were, one would not
have seen, presumably, a cat without a tail. The sight of that abrupt and truncated animal
padding softly across the quadrangle changed by some fluke of the subconscious intelligence
the emotional light for me. It was as if some one had let fall a shade. Perhaps the excellent
hock was relinquishing its hold. Certainly, as I watched the Manx cat pause in the middle of
the lawn as if it too questioned the universe, something seemed lacking, something seemed
different. But what was lacking, what was different, I asked myself, listening to the talk? And
to answer that question I had to think myself out of the room, back into the past, before the
war indeed, and to set before my eyes the model of another luncheon party held in rooms not
very far distant from these; but different. Everything was different. Meanwhile the talk went
on among the guests, who were many and young, some of this sex, some of that; it went on
swimmingly, it went on agreeably, freely, amusingly. And as it went on I set it against the
background of that other talk, and as I matched the two together I had no doubt that one was
the descendant, the legitimate heir of the other. Nothing was changed; nothing was different
save only—here I listened with all my ears not entirely to what was being said, but to the
murmur or current behind it. Yes, that was it—the change was there. Before the war at a
luncheon party like this people would have said precisely the same things but they would
have sounded different, because in those days they were accompanied by a sort of humming
noise, not articulate, but musical, exciting, which changed the value of the words themselves.

Could one set that humming noise to words? Perhaps with the help of the poets one could. A
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book lay beside me and, opening it, | turned casually enough to Tennyson. And here I found

Tennyson was singing:

There has fallen a splendid tear

From the passion-flower at the gate.

She is coming, my dove, my dear;

She is coming, my life, my fate;

The red rose cries, “She is near, she is near’;
And the white rose weeps, ‘She is late’;
The larkspur listens, ‘I hear, | hear’;

And the lily whispers, ‘I wait.’

Was that what men hummed at luncheon parties before the war? And the women?

My heart 1s like a singing bird

Whose nest is in a water’d shoot;

My heart 1s like an apple tree

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit,
My heart 1s like a rainbow shell

That paddles in a halcyon sea;

My heart 1s gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me.
Was that what women hummed at luncheon parties before the war?

There was something so ludicrous in thinking of people humming such things even under
their breath at luncheon parties before the war that I burst out laughing, and had to explain my
laughter by pointing at the Manx cat, who did look a little absurd, poor beast, without a tail, in
the middle of the lawn. Was he really born so, or had he lost his tail in an accident? The
tailless cat, though some are said to exist in the Isle of Man, is rarer than one thinks. It is a
queer animal, quaint rather than beautiful. It is strange what a difference a tail makes—you
know the sort of things one says as a lunch party breaks up and people are finding their coats
and hats.

This one, thanks to the hospitality of the host, had lasted far into the aftemoon. The beautiful
October day was fading and the leaves were falling from the trees in the avenue as | walked
through it. Gate after gate seemed to close with gentle finality behind me. Innumerable

beadles were fitting innumerable keys into well-oiled locks; the treasure-house was being
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made secure for another night. After the avenue one comes out upon a road—I forget its
name—which leads you, if you take the right turning, along to Fernham. But there was plenty
of time. Dinner was not till half-past seven. One could almost do without dinner after such a
luncheon. It is strange how a scrap of poetry works in the mind and makes the legs move in
time to it along the road. Those words——

There has fallen a splendid tear
From the passion-flower at the gate.

She is coming, my dove, my dear——

sang in my blood as I stepped quickly along towards Headingley. And then, switching off into
the other measure, | sang, where the waters are chumed up by the weir:

My heart is like a singing bird
Whose nest is in a water’d shoot;
My heart is like an apple tree . . .

What poets, I cried aloud, as one does in the dusk, what poets they were!

In a sort of jealousy, I suppose, for our own age, silly and absurd though these comparisons
are, I went on to wonder if honestly one could name two living poets now as great as
Tennyson and Christina Rossetti were then. Obviously it is impossible, I thought, looking into
those foaming waters, to compare them. The very reason why that poetry excites one to such
abandonment, such rapture, is that it celebrates some feeling that one used to have (at
luncheon parties before the war perhaps), so that one responds easily, famihiarly, without
troubling to check the feeling, or to compare it with any that one has now. But the living poets
express a feeling that 1s actually being made and torn out of us at the moment. One does not
recognize it in the first place; often for some reason one fears it; one watches it with keenness
and compares it jealously and suspiciously with the old feeling that one knew. Hence the
difficulty of modern poetry; and it is because of this difficulty that one cannot remember more
than two consecutive lines of any good modern poet. For this reason—that my memory failed
me —the argument flagged for want of material. But why, I continued, moving on towards
Headingley, have we stopped humming under our breath at luncheon parties? Why has Alfred
ceased to sing

She is coming, my dove, my dear?

Why has Chnistina ceased to respond
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My heart is gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me?

Shall we lay the blame on the war? When the guns fired in August 1914, did the faces of men
and women show so plain in each other’s eyes that romance was killed? Certainly it was a
shock (to women in particular with their illusions about education, and so on) to see the faces
of our rulers in the light of the shell-fire. So ugly they looked—German, English, French—so
stupid. But lay the blame where one will, on whom one will, the illusion which inspired
Tennyson and Christina Rossetti to sing so passionately about the coming of their loves is far
rarer now than then. One has only to read, to look, to listen, to remember. But why say
‘blame’? Why, if it was an illusion, not praise the catastrophe, whatever it was, that destroyed
illusion and put truth in its place? For truth . . . those dots mark the spot where, in search of
truth, I missed the turning up to Fernham. Yes indeed, which was truth and which was
illusion, I asked myself. What was the truth about these houses, for example, dim and festive
now with their red windows in the dusk, but raw and red and squalid, with their sweets and
their bootlaces, at nine o’clock in the morning? And the willows and the river and the gardens
that run down to the river, vague now with the mist stealing over them, but gold and red in the
sunlight—which was the truth, which was the illusion about them? I spare you the twists and
tumns of my cogitations, for no conclusion was found on the road to Headingley, and I ask you
to suppose that | soon found out my mistake about the turning and retraced my steps to

Fernham.

As | have said already that it was an October day, I dare not forfeit your respect and imperil
the fair name of fiction by changing the season and describing lilacs hanging over garden
walls, crocuses, tulips and other flowers of spring. Fiction must stick to facts, and the truer the
facts the better the fiction—so we are told. Therefore it was still autumn and the leaves were
still yellow and falling, if anything, a little faster than before, because it was now evening
(seven twenty-three to be precise) and a breeze (from the southwest to be exact) had risen.
But for all that there was something odd at work:

My heart is like a singing bird

Whose nest is in a water’d shoot;

My heart is like an apple tree

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit—

perhaps the words of Christina Rossetti were partly responsible for the folly of the fancy—it

was nothing of course but a fancy—that the lilac was shaking its flowers over the garden
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walls, and the brimstone butterflies were scudding hither and thither, and the dust of the
pollen was in the air. A wind blew, from what quarter | know not, but it lifted the half-grown
leaves so that there was a flash of silver grey in the air. It was the time between the lights
when colours undergo their intensification and purples and golds bum in window-panes like
the beat of an excitable heart; when for some reason the beauty of the world revealed and yet
soon to perish (here I pushed into the garden, for, unwisely, the door was left open and no
beadles seemed about), the beauty of the world which is so soon to perish, has two edges, one
of laughter, one of anguish, cutting the heart asunder. The gardens of Fernham lay before me
in the spring twilight, wild and open, and in the long grass, sprinkled and carelessly flung,
were daffodils and bluebells, not orderly perhaps at the best of times, and now wind-blown
and waving as they tugged at their roots. The windows of the building, curved like ships’
windows among generous waves of red brick, changed from lemon to silver under the flight
of the quick spring clouds. Somebody was in a hammock, somebody, but in this light they
were phantoms only, half guessed, half seen, raced across the grass—would no one stop
her?—and then on the terrace, as if popping out to breathe the air, to glance at the garden,
came a bent figure, formidable yet humble, with her great forehead and her shabby dress—
could it be the famous scholar, could it be J——— H—— herself? All was dim, yet intense too,
as if the scarf which the dusk had flung over the garden were torn asunder by star or sword—
the flash of some terrible reality leaping, as its way is, out of the heart of the spring. For
youth——

Here was my soup. Dinner was being served in the great dining-hall. Far from being spring it
was in fact an evening in October. Everybody was assembled in the big dining-room. Dinner
was ready. Here was the soup. It was a plain gravy soup. There was nothing to stir the fancy
in that. One could have seen through the transparent liquid any pattern that there might have
been on the plate itself. But there was no pattern. The plate was plain. Next came beef with its
attendant greens and potatoes—a homely trinity, suggesting the rumps of cattle in a muddy
market, and sprouts curled and yellowed at the edge, and bargaining and cheapening, and
women with string bags on Monday moming. There was no reason to complain of human
nature’s daily food, seeing that the supply was sufficient and coal-miners doubtless were
sitting down to less. Prunes and custard followed. And if any one complains that prunes, even
when mitigated by custard, are an uncharitable vegetable (fruit they are not), stringy as a
miser’s heart and exuding a fluid such as might run in misers’ veins who have denied
themselves wine and warmth for eighty years and yet not given to the poor, he should reflect
that there are people whose charity embraces even the prune. Biscuits and cheese came next,
and here the water-jug was liberally passed round, for it is the nature of biscuits to be dry, and
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these were biscuits to the core. That was all. The meal was over. Everybody scraped their
chairs back; the swing-doors swung violently to and fro; soon the hall was emptied of every
sign of food and made ready no doubt for breakfast next moming. Down corridors and up
staircases the youth of England went banging and singing. And was it for a guest, a stranger
(for I had no more right here in Fernham than in Trinity or Somerville or Girton or Newnham
or Christchurch), to say, ‘“The dinner was not good,’ or to say (we were now, Mary Seton and
I, in her sitting-room), ‘Could we not have dined up here alone?” for if I had said anything of
the kind I should have been prying and searching into the secret economies of a house which
to the stranger wears so fine a front of gaiety and courage. No, one could say nothing of the
sort. Indeed, conversation for a moment flagged. The human frame being what it is, heart,
body and brain all mixed together, and not contained in separate compartments as they will be
no doubt in another million years, a good dinner is of great importance to good talk. One
cannot think well, love well, sleep well, if one has not dined well. The lamp in the spine does
not light on beef and prunes. We are all probably going to heaven, and Vandyck is, we hope,
to meet us round the next corner—that is the dubious and qualifying state of mind that beef
and prunes at the end of the day’s work breed between them. Happily my friend, who taught
science, had a cupboard where there was a squat bottle and little glasses—(but there should
have been sole and partridge to begin with)—so that we were able to draw up to the fire and
repair some of the damages of the day’s living. In a minute or so we were slipping freely in
and out among all those objects of curiosity and interest which form in the mind in the
absence of a particular person, and are naturally to be discussed on coming together again—
how somebody has married, another has not; one thinks this, another that; one has improved
out of all knowledge, the other most amazingly gone to the bad—with all those speculations
upon human nature and the character of the amazing world we live in which spring naturally
from such beginnings. While these things were being said, however, | became shamefacedly
aware of a current setting in of its own accord and camrying everything forward to an end of its
own. One might be talking of Spain or Portugal, of book or racehorse, but the real interest of
whatever was said was none of those things, but a scene of masons on a high roof some five
centuries ago. Kings and nobles brought treasure in huge sacks and poured it under the earth.
This scene was for ever coming alive in my mind and placing itself by another of lean cows
and a muddy market and withered greens and the stringy hearts of old men—these two
pictures, disjointed and disconnected and nonsensical as they were, were for ever coming
together and combating each other and had me entirely at their mercy. The best course, unless
the whole talk was to be distorted, was to expose what was in my mind to the air, when with
good luck it would fade and crumble like the head of the dead king when they opened the
coffin at Windsor. Briefly, then, I told Miss Seton about the masons who had been all those
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years on the roof of the chapel, and about the kings and queens and nobles bearing sacks of
gold and silver on their shoulders, which they shovelled into the earth; and then how the great
financial magnates of our own time came and laid cheques and bonds, | suppose, where the
others had laid ingots and rough lumps of gold. All that lies beneath the colleges down there, |
said; but this college, where we are now sitting, what lies beneath its gallant red brick and the
wild unkempt grasses of the garden? What force is behind that plain china off which we
dined, and (here it popped out of my mouth before I could stop it) the beef, the custard and
the prunes?

Well, said Mary Seton, about the year |860-—Oh, but you know the story, she said, bored, |
suppose, by the recital. And she told me—rooms were hired. Committees met. Envelopes
were addressed. Circulars were drawn up. Meetings were held; letters were read out; so-and-
so has promised so much; on the contrary, Mr —— won’t give a penny. The Saturday Review
has been very rude. How can we raise a fund to pay for offices? Shall we hold a bazaar? Can’t
we find a pretty girl to sit in the front row? Let us look up what John Stuart Mill said on the
subject. Can anyone persuade the editor of the —— to print a letter? Can we get Lady —— to
sign it? Lady —— is out of town. That was the way it was done, presumably, sixty years ago,
and it was a prodigious effort, and a great deal of time was spent on it. And it was only after a
long struggle and with the utmost difficulty that they got thirty thousand pounds together.' So
obviously we cannot have wine and partridges and servants carrying tin dishes on their heads,
she said. We cannot have sofas and separate rooms. ‘The amenities,” she said, quoting from

some book or other, ‘will have to wait.”

At the thought of all those women working year after year and finding it hard to get two
thousand pounds together, and as much as they could do to get thirty thousand pounds, we
burst out in scorn at the reprehensible poverty of our sex. What had our mothers been doing
then that they had no wealth to leave us? Powdering their noses? Looking in at shop
windows? Flaunting in the sun at Monte Carlo? There were some photographs on the mantel-
piece. Mary’s mother—if that was her picture—may have been a wastrel in her spare time
(she had thirteen children by a minister of the church), but if so her gay and dissipated life had
left too few traces of its pleasures on her face. She was a homely body; an old lady in a plaid

shawl which was fastened by a large cameo; and she sat in a basket-chair, encouraging a

! *We are told that we ought to ask for £30,000 at least. . . . It is not a large sum, considering that there is to be
but one college of this sort for Great Britamn, Ireland and the Colonies, and considening how casy it is to raise
immense sums for boys” schools. But considering how few people really wish women to be educated, 1t 15 a
good deal.’— LADY STEPHEN, Life of Miss Emily Davies.

“ Every penny which could be scraped together was set aside for building, and the amenities had to be
postponed. — R. STRACHEY, The Cause.
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spaniel to look at the camera, with the amused, yet strained expression of one who is sure that
the dog will move directly the bulb is pressed. Now if she had gone into business; had become
a manufacturer of artificial silk or a magnate on the Stock Exchange; if she had left two or
three hundred thousand pounds to Fernham, we could have been sitting at our ease tonight
and the subject of our talk might have been archaeology, botany, anthropology, physics, the
nature of the atom, mathematics, astronomy, relativity, geography. If only Mrs Seton and her
mother and her mother before her had learnt the great art of making money and had left their
money, like their fathers and their grandfathers before them, to found fellowships and
lectureships and prizes and scholarships appropriated to the use of their own sex, we might
have dined very tolerably up here alone off a bird and a bottle of wine; we might have looked
forward without undue confidence to a pleasant and honourable lifetime spent in the shelter of
one of the liberally endowed professions. We might have been exploring or writing; mooning
about the venerable places of the earth; sitting contemplative on the steps of the Parthenon, or
going at ten to an office and coming home comfortably at half-past four to write a little
poetry. Only, if Mrs Seton and her like had gone into business at the age of fifteen, there
would have been—that was the snag in the argument—no Mary. What, I asked, did Mary
think of that? There between the curtains was the October night, calm and lovely, with a star
or two caught in the yellowing trees. Was she ready to resign her share of it and her memories
(for they had been a happy family, though a large one) of games and quarrels up in Scotland,
which she 1s never tired of praising for the fineness of its air and the quality of its cakes, in
order that Fernham might have been endowed with fifty thousand pounds or so by a stroke of
the pen? For, to endow a college would necessitate the suppression of families altogether.
Making a fortune and bearing thirteen children—no human being could stand it. Consider the
facts, we said. First there are nine months before the baby is born. Then the baby is born.
Then there are three or four months spent in feeding the baby. After the baby is fed there are
certainly five years spent in playing with the baby. You cannot, it seems, let children run
about the streets. People who have seen them running wild in Russia say that the sight is not a
pleasant one. People say, too, that human nature takes its shape in the years between one and
five. If Mrs Seton, | said, had been making money, what sort of memories would you have
had of games and quarrels? What would you have known of Scotland, and its fine air and
cakes and all the rest of 1t? But it is useless to ask these questions, because you would never
have come into existence at all. Moreover, it is equally useless to ask what might have
happened if Mrs Seton and her mother and her mother before her had amassed great wealth
and laid it under the foundations of college and library, because, in the first place, to earn
money was impossible for them, and in the second, had it been possible, the law denied them

the right to possess what money they earned. It is only for the last forty-eight years that Mrs
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Seton has had a penny of her own. For all the centuries before that it would have been her
husband’s property—a thought which, perhaps, may have had its share in keeping Mrs Seton
and her mothers off the Stock Exchange. Every penny I earn, they may have said, will be
taken from me and disposed of according to my husband’s wisdom—perhaps to found a
scholarship or to endow a fellowship in Balliol or Kings, so that to earn money, even if |
could eam money, is not a matter that interests me very greatly. I had better leave it to my
husband.

At any rate, whether or not the blame rested on the old lady who was looking at the spaniel,
there could be no doubt that for some reason or other our mothers had mismanaged their
affairs very gravely. Not a penny could be spared for ‘amenities’; for partridges and wine,
beadles and turf, books and cigars, libraries and leisure. To raise bare walls out of bare earth
was the utmost they could do.

So we talked standing at the window and looking, as so many thousands look every night,
down on the domes and towers of the famous city beneath us. It was very beautiful, very
mysterious in the autumn moonlight. The old stone looked very white and venerable. One
thought of all the books that were assembled down there; of the pictures of old prelates and
worthies hanging in the panelled rooms; of the painted windows that would be throwing
strange globes and crescents on the pavement; of the tablets and memorials and inscriptions;
of the fountains and the grass; of the quiet rooms looking across the quiet quadrangles. And
(pardon me the thought) I thought, too, of the admirable smoke and drink and the deep
armchairs and the pleasant carpets: of the urbanity, the geniality, the dignity which are the
offspring of luxury and privacy and space. Certainly our mothers had not provided us with
anything comparable to all this—our mothers who found it difficult to scrape together thirty
thousand pounds, our mothers who bore thirteen children to ministers of religion at St
Andrews.

So I went back to my inn, and as | walked through the dark streets I pondered this and that, as
one does at the end of the day’s work. | pondered why it was that Mrs Seton had no money to
leave us; and what effect poverty has on the mind; and what effect wealth has on the mind;
and I thought of the queer old gentlemen I had seen that moming with tufts of fur upon their
shoulders; and | remembered how if one whistled one of them ran; and I thought of the organ
booming in the chapel and of the shut doors of the library; and I thought how unpleasant it is
to be locked out; and I thought how it is worse perhaps to be locked in; and, thinking of the
safety and prosperity of the one sex and of the poverty and insecurity of the other and of the
effect of tradition and of the lack of tradition upon the mind of a writer, I thought at last that it
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was time to roll up the crumpled skin of the day, with its arguments and its impressions and
its anger and its laughter, and cast it into the hedge. A thousand stars were flashing across the
blue wastes of the sky. One seemed alone with an inscrutable society. All human beings were
laid asleep—prone, horizontal, dumb. Nobody seemed stirring in the streets of Oxbridge.
Even the door of the hotel sprang open at the touch of an invisible hand—not a boots was
sitting up to light me to bed, it was so late.
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“Farewell to Baseball Address”

Lou Gehrig
1939

Fans, for the past two weeks you have been reading about a bad break I got.
Yet today I consider myself the luckiest man on the face of the earth.

I have been 1n ballparks for seventeen years and have never received anything but
kindness and encouragement from you fans. Look at these grand men. Which of
you wouldn’t consider it the highlight of his career just to associate with them for
even one day?

Sure I’'m lucky.

Who wouldn’t consider it an honor to have known Jacob Ruppert? Also, the
builder of baseball’s greatest empire, Ed Barrow? To have spent six years with that
wonderful little fellow, Miller Huggins? Then to have spent the next nine years
with that outstanding leader, that smart student of psychology, the best manager in
baseball today, Joe McCarthy?

Sure I’'m lucky.

When the New York Giants, a team you would give your right arm to beat, and
vice versa, sends you a gift - that’s something. When everybody down to the
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groundskeepers and those boys in white coats remember you with trophies -- that’s
something.

When you have a wonderful mother-in-law who takes sides with you in squabbles
with her own daughter -- that’s something.

When you have a father and a mother who work all their lives so you can have an
education and build your body -- it’s a blessing.

When you have a wife who has been a tower of strength and shown more courage
than you dreamed existed -- that’s the finest I know.

So, I close in saying that I might have been given a bad break, but I've got an awful
lot to live for.
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“Blood, Toil, Tears, and Sweat”
Winston Churchill
1940

Winston Churchill’s first Speech to the House of Commons

13 May 1940
I beg to move,

That this House welcomes the formation of a Government representing the united and inflexible
resolve of the nation to prosecute the war with Germany to a victonious conclusion.

On Fniday evening last | received His Majesty's commussion to form a new Administration, It as the
evident wish and will of Parliament and the nation that this should be conceived on the broadest
possible basis and that it should include all parties, both those who supported the late Government
and also the parties of the Opposition.
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I have completed the most important part of this task. A War Cabinet has been formed of five
Members, representing, with the Opposition Liberals, the unity of the nation. The three party
Leaders have agreed to serve, either in the War Cabinet or in high executive office. The three
Fighting Services have been filled. It was necessary that this should be done in one single day, on
account of the extreme urgency and rigour of events. A number of other positions, key positions,
were filled yesterday, and I am submitting a further list to His Majesty to-night. I hope to complete
the appointment of the principal Ministers during to-morrow. the appointment of the other Ministers
usually takes a little longer, but I trust that, when Parliament meets again, this part of my task will
be completed. and that the administration will be complete in all respects.

I considered it in the public interest to suggest that the House should be summoned to meet today.
Mr. Speaker agreed, and took the necessary steps, in accordance with the powers conferred upon
him by the Resolution of the House. At the end of the proceedings today, the Adjournment of the
House will be proposed until Tuesday, 21st May, with, of course, provision for earlier meeting, if
need be. The business to be considered during that week will be notified to Members at the earliest
opportunity. I now invite the House, by the Motion which stands in my name, to record its approval
of the steps taken and to declare its confidence in the new Government.

To form an Administration of this scale and complexity is a serious undertaking in itself, but it must
be remembered that we are in the preliminary stage of one of the greatest battles in history, that we
are in action at many other points in Norway and in Holland, that we have to be prepared in the
Mediterranean, that the air battle is continuous and that many preparations, such as have been
indicated by my hon. Friend below the Gangway, have to be made here at home. In this crisis I hope

I may be pardoned if I do not address the House at any length today. I hope that any of my friends
and colleagues, or former colleagues, who are affected by the political reconstruction, will make
allowance, all allowance, for any lack of ceremony with which it has been necessary to act. I would
say to the House, as I said to those who have joined this government: "I have nothing to offer but
blood. toil, tears and sweat."

We have before us an ordeal of the most grievous kind. We have before us many, many long
months of struggle and of suffering. You ask, what is our policy? I can say: It is to wage war, by
sea, land and air, with all our might and with all the strength that God can give us; to wage war
against a monstrous tyranny, never surpassed in the dark, lamentable catalogue of human crime.

That 1s our policy. You ask, what i1s our aim? I can answer in one word: It is victory, victory at all
costs, victory in spite of all terror, victory, however long and hard the road may be: for without
victory, there is no survival. Let that be realised; no survival for the British Empire, no survival for
all that the British Empire has stood for, no survival for the urge and impulse of the ages, that
mankind will move forward towards its goal. But I take up my task with buoyancy and hope. I feel
sure that our cause will not be suffered to fail among men. At this time I feel entitled to claim the
aid of all, and I say, "come then, let us go forward together with our united strength.”
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“The Sinews of Peace (Iron Curtain Speech)”
Winston Churchill
1946
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The Sinews of Peace (Iron Curtain Speech)
by Winston S. Churchill
Westminister College, Fulton, Missouri
March 5, 1946

| am glad to come to Westminster College this afternoon, and am complimented
that you should give me a degree. The name "Westminster” is somehow familiar
to me. | seem to have heard of it before. Indeed, it was at Westminster that |
received a very large part of my education in politics, dialectic, rhetoric, and one
or two other things. In fact we have both been educated at the same, or similar,
or, at any rate, kindred establishments.

It is also an honor, perhaps almost unique, for a private visitor to be introduced to
an academic audience by the President of the United States. Amid his heavy
burdens, duties, and responsibilities - unsought but not recoiled from - the
President has traveled a thousand miles to dignify and magnify our meeting here
today and to give me an opportunity of addressing this kindred nation, as well as
my own countrymen across the ocean, and perhaps some other countries too.
The President has told you that it is his wish, as | am sure it is yours, that |
should have full liberty to give my true and faithful counsel in these anxious and
baffling times. | shall certainly avail myself of this freedom, and feel the more
right to do so because any private ambitions | may have cherished in my younger
days have been satisfied beyond my wildest dreams. Let me, however, make it
clear that | have no official mission or status of any kind, and that | speak only for
myself. There is nothing here but what you see.

| can therefore allow my mind, with the experience of a lifetime, to play over the
problems which beset us on the morrow of our absolute victory in arms, and to
try to make sure with what strength | have that what has been gained with so
much sacrifice and suffering shall be preserved for the future glory and safety of
mankind.

The United States stands at this time at the pinnacle of world power. It is a
solemn moment for the American Democracy. For with primacy in power is also
joined an awe-inspiring accountability to the future. If you look around you, you
must feel not only the sense of duty done but also you must feel anxiety lest you
fall below the level of achievement. Opportunity is here now, clear and shining for
both our countries. To reject it or ignore it or fritter it away will bring upon us all
the long reproaches of the after-time. It is necessary that constancy of mind,
persistency of purpose, and the grand simplicity of decision shall guide and rule
the conduct of the English-speaking peoples in peace as they did in war. We
must, and | believe we shall, prove ourselves equal to this severe requirement.
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When American military men approach some serious situation they are wont to
write at the head of their directive the words "over-all strategic concept.” There is
wisdom in this, as it leads to clarity of thought. What then is the over-all strategic
concept which we should inscribe today? It is nothing less than the safety and
welfare, the freedom and progress, of all the homes and families of all the men
and women in all the lands. And here | speak particularly of the myriad cottage or
apartment homes where the wage-earner strives amid the accidents and
difficulties of life to guard his wife and children from privation and bring the family
up in the fear of the Lord, or upon ethical conceptions which often play their
potent part.

To give security to these countless homes, they must be shielded from the two
giant marauders, war and tyranny. We all know the frightful disturbances in which
the ordinary family is plunged when the curse of war swoops down upon the
bread-winner and those for whom he works and contrives. The awful ruin of
Europe, with all its vanished glories, and of large parts of Asia glares us in the
eyes. When the designs of wicked men or the aggressive urge of mighty States
dissolve over large areas the frame of civilized society, humble folk are
confronted with difficulties with which they cannot cope. For them all is distorted,
all is broken, even ground to pulp.

When | stand here this quiet afternoon | shudder to visualize what is actually
happening to millions now and what is going to happen in this period when
famine stalks the earth. None can compute what has been called "the
unestimated sum of human pain.” Our supreme task and duty is to guard the
homes of the common people from the horrors and miseries of another war. We
are all agreed on that.

Our American military colleagues, after having proclaimed their "over-all strategic
concept” and computed available resources, always proceed to the next step -
namely, the method. Here again there is widespread agreement. A world
organization has already been erected for the prime purpose of preventing war,
UNO, the successor of the League of Nations, with the decisive addition of the
United States and all that means, is already at work. We must make sure that its
work is fruitful, that it is a reality and not a sham, that it is a force for action, and
not merely a frothing of words, that it is a true temple of peace in which the
shields of many nations can some day be hung up, and not merely a cockpit in a
Tower of Babel. Before we cast away the solid assurances of national
armaments for self-preservation we must be certain that our temple is built, not
upon shifting sands or quagmires, but upon the rock. Anyone can see with his
eyes open that our path will be difficult and also long, but if we persevere
together as we did in the two world wars - though not, alas, in the interval
between them - | cannot doubt that we shall achieve our common purpose in the
end.
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| have, however, a definite and practical proposal to make for action. Courts and
magistrates may be set up but they cannot function without sheriffs and
constables. The United Nations Organization must immediately begin to be
equipped with an international armed force. In such a matter we can only go step
by step, but we must begin now. | propose that each of the Powers and States
should be invited to delegate a certain number of air squadrons to the service of
the world organization. These squadrons would be trained and prepared in their
own countries, but would move around in rotation from one country to another.
They would wear the uniform of their own countries but with different badges.
They would not be required to act against their own nation, but in other respects
they would be directed by the world organization. This might be started on a
modest scale and would grow as confidence grew. | wished to see this done after
the First World War, and | devoutly trust it may be done forthwith.

It would nevertheless be wrong and imprudent to entrust the secret knowledge or
experience of the atomic bomb, which the United States, Great Britain, and
Canada now share, to the world organization, while it is still in its infancy. It would
be criminal madness to cast it adrift in this still agitated and un-united world. No
one in any country has slept less well in their beds because this knowledge and
the method and the raw materials to apply it, are at present largely retained in
American hands. | do not believe we should all have slept so soundly had the
positions been reversed and if some Communist or neo-Fascist State
monopolized for the time being these dread agencies. The fear of them alone
might easily have been used to enforce totalitarian systems upon the free
democratic world, with consequences appalling to human imagination. God has
willed that this shall not be and we have at least a breathing space to set our
house in order before this peril has to be encountered: and even then, if no effort
is spared, we should still possess so formidable a superiority as to impose
effective deterrents upon its employment, or threat of employment, by others.
Ultimately, when the essential brotherhood of man is truly embodied and
expressed in a world organization with all the necessary practical safeguards to
make it effective, these powers would naturally be confided to that world
organization.

Now | come to the second danger of these two marauders which threatens the
cottage, the home, and the ordinary people - namely, tyranny. We cannot be
blind to the fact that the liberties enjoyed by individual citizens throughout the
British Empire are not valid in a considerable number of countries, some of which
are very powerful. In these States control is enforced upon the common people
by various kinds of all-embracing police governments. The power of the State is
exercised without restraint, either by dictators or by compact oligarchies
operating through a privileged party and a political police. It is not our duty at this
time when difficulties are so numerous to interfere forcibly in the internal affairs of
countries which we have not conquered in war. But we must never cease to
proclaim in fearless tones the great principles of freedom and the rights of man
which are the joint inheritance of the English-speaking world and which through
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Magna Carta, the Bill of Rights, the Habeas Corpus, trial by jury, and the English
common law find their most famous expression in the American Declaration of
Independence.

All this means that the people of any country have the right, and should have the
power by constitutional action, by free unfettered elections, with secret ballot, to
choose or change the character or form of government under which they dwell;
that freedom of speech and thought should reign; that courts of justice,
independent of the executive, unbiased by any party, should administer laws
which have received the broad assent of large majorities or are consecrated by
time and custom. Here are the title deeds of freedom which should lie in every
cottage home. Here is the message of the British and American peoples to
mankind. Let us preach what we practice - let us practice - what we preach.

| have now stated the two great dangers which menace the homes of the people:
War and Tyranny. | have not yet spoken of poverty and privation which are in
many cases the prevailing anxiety. But if the dangers of war and tyranny are
removed, there is no doubt that science and co-operation can bring in the next
few years to the world, certainly in the next few decades newly taught in the
sharpening school of war, an expansion of material well-being beyond anything
that has yet occurred in human experience. Now, at this sad and breathless
moment, we are plunged in the hunger and distress which are the aftermath of
our stupendous struggle; but this will pass and may pass quickly, and there is no
reason except human folly or sub-human crime which should deny to all the
nations the inauguration and enjoyment of an age of plenty. | have often used
words which | learned fifty years ago from a great Irish-American orator, a friend
of mine, Mr. Bourke Cockran. "There is enough for all. The earth is a generous
mother; she will provide in plentiful abundance food for all her children if they will
but cultivate her soil in justice and in peace." So far | feel that we are in full
agreement. Now, while still pursuing the method of realizing our overall strategic
concept, | come to the crux of what | have traveled here to say. Neither the sure
prevention of war, nor the continuous rise of world organization will be gained
without what | have called the fraternal association of the English-speaking
peoples. This means a special relationship between the British Commonwealth
and Empire and the United States. This is no time for generalities, and | will
venture to be precise. Fraternal association requires not only the growing
friendship and mutual understanding between our two vast but kindred systems
of society, but the continuance of the intimate relationship between our military
advisers, leading to common study of potential dangers, the similarity of weapons
and manuals of instructions, and to the interchange of officers and cadets at
technical colleges. It should carry with it the continuance of the present facilities
for mutual security by the joint use of all Naval and Air Force bases in the
possession of either country all over the world. This would perhaps double the
mobility of the American Navy and Air Force. It would greatly expand that of the
British Empire Forces and it might well lead, if and as the world calms down, to
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important financial savings. Already we use together a large number of islands;
more may well be entrusted to our joint care in the near future.

The United States has already a Permanent Defense Agreement with the
Dominion of Canada, which is so devotedly attached to the British
Commonwealth and Empire. This Agreement is more effective than many of
those which have often been made under formal alliances. This principle should
be extended to all British Commonwealths with full reciprocity. Thus, whatever
happens, and thus only, shall we be secure ourselves and able to work together
for the high and simple causes that are dear to us and bode no ill to any.
Eventually there may come - | feel eventually there will come - the principle of
common citizenship, but that we may be content to leave to destiny, whose
outstretched arm many of us can already clearly see.

There is however an important question we must ask ourselves. Would a special
relationship between the United States and the British Commonwealth be
inconsistent with our over-riding loyalties to the World Organization? | reply that,
on the contrary, it is probably the only means by which that organization will
achieve its full stature and strength. There are already the special United States
relations with Canada which | have just mentioned, and there are the special
relations between the United States and the South American Republics. We
British have our twenty years Treaty of Collaboration and Mutual Assistance with
Soviet Russia. | agree with Mr. Bevin, the Foreign Secretary of Great Britain, that
it might well be a fifty years Treaty so far as we are concerned. We aim at
nothing but mutual assistance and collaboration. The British have an alliance
with Portugal unbroken since 1384, and which produced fruitful results at critical
moments in the late war. None of these clash with the general interest of a world
agreement, or a world organization; on the contrary they help it. "In my father's
house are many mansions.” Special associations between members of the
United Nations which have no aggressive point against any other country, which
harbor no design incompatible with the Charter of the United Nations, far from
being harmful, are beneficial and, as | believe, indispensable.

| spoke earlier of the Temple of Peace. Workmen from all countries must build
that temple. If two of the workmen know each other particularly well and are old
friends, if their families are inter-mingled, and if they have "faith in each other's
purpose, hope in each other's future and charity towards each other's
shortcomings” - to quote some good words | read here the other day - why
cannot they work together at the common task as friends and partners? Why
cannot they share their tools and thus increase each other's working powers?
Indeed they must do so or else the temple may not be built, or, being built, it may
collapse, and we shall all be proved again unteachable and have to go and try to
learn again for a third time in a school of war, incomparably more rigorous than
that from which we have just been released. The dark ages may return, the
Stone Age may return on the gleaming wings of science, and what might now
shower immeasurable material blessings upon mankind, may even bring about
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its total destruction. Beware, | say; time may be short. Do not let us take the
course of allowing events to drift along until it is too late. If there is to be a
fraternal association of the kind | have described, with all the extra strength and
security which both our countries can derive from it, let us make sure that that
great fact is known to the world, and that it plays its part in steadying and
stabilizing the foundations of peace. There is the path of wisdom. Prevention is
better than cure.

A shadow has fallen upon the scenes so lately lighted by the Allied victory.
Nobody knows what Soviet Russia and its Communist international organization
intends to do in the immediate future, or what are the limits, if any, to their
expansive and proselytizing tendencies. | have a strong admiration and regard
for the valiant Russian people and for my wartime comrade, Marshal Stalin.
There is deep sympathy and goodwill in Britain - and | doubt not here also -
towards the peoples of all the Russias and a resolve to persevere through many
differences and rebuffs in establishing lasting friendships. We understand the
Russian need to be secure on her western frontiers by the removal of all
possibility of German aggression. We welcome Russia to her rightful place
among the leading nations of the world. We welcome her flag upon the seas.
Above all, we welcome constant, frequent and growing contacts between the
Russian people and our own people on both sides of the Atlantic. It is my duty
however, for | am sure you would wish me to state the facts as | see them to you,
to place before you certain facts about the present position in Europe.

From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic, an iron curtain has descended
across the Continent. Behind that line lie all the capitals of the ancient states of
Central and Eastern Europe. Warsaw, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, Budapest,
Belgrade, Bucharest and Sofia, all these famous cities and the populations
around them lie in what | must call the Soviet sphere, and all are subject in one
form or another, not only to Soviet influence but to a very high and, in many
cases, increasing measure of control from Moscow. Athens alone - Greece with
its immortal glories - is free to decide its future at an election under British,
American and French observation. The Russian-dominated Polish Government
has been encouraged to make enormous and wrongful inroads upon Germany,
and mass expulsions of millions of Germans on a scale grievous and
undreamed-of are now taking place. The Communist parties, which were very
small in all these Eastern States of Europe, have been raised to pre-eminence
and power far beyond their numbers and are seeking everywhere to obtain
totalitarian control. Police governments are prevailing in nearly every case, and
so far, except in Czechoslovakia, there is no true democracy. Turkey and Persia
are both profoundly alarmed and disturbed at the claims which are being made
upon them and at the pressure being exerted by the Moscow Government. An
attempt is being made by the Russians in Berlin to build up a quasi-Communist
party in their zone of Occupied Germany by showing special favors to groups of
left-wing German leaders. At the end of the fighting last June, the American and
British Armies withdrew westwards, in accordance with an earlier agreement, to a
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depth at some points of 150 miles upon a front of nearly four hundred miles, in
order to allow our Russian allies to occupy this vast expanse of territory which
the Western Democracies had conquered.

If now the Soviet Government tries, by separate action, to build up a pro-
Communist Germany in their areas, this will cause new serious difficulties in the
British and American zones, and will give the defeated Germans the power of
putting themselves up to auction between the Soviets and the Western
Democracies. Whatever conclusions may be drawn from these facts - and facts
they are - this is certainly not the Liberated Europe we fought to build up. Nor is it
one which contains the essentials of permanent peace.

The safety of the world requires a new unity in Europe, from which no nation
should be permanently outcast. It is from the quarrels of the strong parent races
in Europe that the world wars we have witnessed, or which occurred in former
times, have sprung. Twice in our own lifetime we have seen the United States,
against their wishes and their traditions, against arguments, the force of which it
is impossible not to comprehend, drawn by irresistible forces, into these wars in
time to secure the victory of the good cause, but only after frightful slaughter and
devastation had occurred. Twice the United States has had to send several
millions of its young men across the Atlantic to find the war; but now war can find
any nation, wherever it may dwell between dusk and dawn. Surely we should
work with conscious purpose for a grand pacification of Europe, within the
structure of the United Nations and in accordance with its Charter. That | feel is
an open cause of policy of very great importance .

In front of the iron curtain which lies across Europe are other causes for anxiety.
In ltaly the Communist Party is seriously hampered by having to support the
Communist-trained Marshal Tito's claims to former Italian territory at the head of
the Adriatic. Nevertheless the future of Italy hangs in the balance. Again one
cannot imagine a regenerated Europe without a strong France. All my public life |
have worked for a strong France and | never lost faith in her destiny, even in the
darkest hours. | will not lose faith now. However, in a great number of countries,
far from the Russian frontiers and throughout the world, Communist fifth columns
are established and work in complete unity and absolute obedience to the
directions they receive from the Communist center. Except in the British
Commonwealth and in the United States where Communism is in its infancy, the
Communist parties or fifth columns constitute a growing challenge and peril to
Christian civilization. These are somber facts for anyone to have to recite on the
morrow of a victory gained by so much splendid comradeship in arms and in the
cause of freedom and democracy; but we should be most unwise not to face
them squarely while time remains.

The outlook is also anxious in the Far East and especially in Manchuria. The
Agreement which was made at Yalta, to which | was a party, was extremely
favorable to Soviet Russia, but it was made at a time when no one could say that
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the German war might not extend all through the summer and autumn of 1945
and when the Japanese war was expected to last for a further 18 months from
the end of the German war. In this country you are all so well-informed about the
Far East, and such devoted friends of China, that | do not need to expatiate on
the situation there.

| have felt bound to portray the shadow which, alike in the west and in the east,
falls upon the world. | was a high minister at the time of the Versailles Treaty and
a close friend of Mr. Lloyd George, who was the head of the British delegation at
Versailles. | did not myself agree with many things that were done, but | have a
very strong impression in my mind of that situation, and | find it painful to contrast
it with that which prevails now. In those days there were high hopes and
unbounded confidence that the wars were over, and that the League of Nations
would become all-powerful. | do not see or feel that same confidence or even the
same hopes in the haggard world at the present time.

On the other hand | repulse the idea that a new war is inevitable; still more that it
is imminent. It is because | am sure that our fortunes are still in our own hands
and that we hold the power to save the future, that | feel the duty to speak out
now that | have the occasion and the opportunity to do so. | do not believe that
Soviet Russia desires war. What they desire is the fruits of war and the indefinite
expansion of their power and doctrines. But what we have to consider here today
while time remains, is the permanent prevention of war and the establishment of
conditions of freedom and democracy as rapidly as possible in all countries. Our
difficulties and dangers will not be removed by closing our eyes to them. They
will not be removed by mere waiting to see what happens; nor will they be
removed by a policy of appeasement. What is needed is a settlement, and the
longer this is delayed, the more difficult it will be and the greater our dangers will
become.

From what | have seen of our Russian friends and Allies during the war, | am
convinced that there is nothing they admire so much as strength, and there is
nothing for which they have less respect than for weakness, especially military
weakness. For that reason the old doctrine of a balance of power is unsound. We
cannot afford, if we can help it, to work on narrow margins, offering temptations
to a trial of strength. If the Western Democracies stand together in strict
adherence to the principles of the United Nations Charter, their influence for
furthering those principles will be immense and no one is likely to molest them. If
however they become divided or falter in their duty and if these all-important
years are allowed to slip away then indeed catastrophe may overwhelm us all.

Last time | saw it all coming and cried aloud to my own fellow-countrymen and to
the world, but no one paid any attention. Up till the year 1933 or even 1935,
Germany might have been saved from the awful fate which has overtaken her
and we might all have been spared the miseries Hitler let loose upon mankind.
There never was a war in all history easier to prevent by timely action than the
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one which has just desolated such great areas of the globe. It could have been
prevented in my belief without the firing of a single shot, and Germany might be
powerful, prosperous and honored to-day; but no one would listen and one by
one we were all sucked into the awful whirlpool. We surely must not let that
happen again. This can only be achieved by reaching now, in 1946, a good
understanding on all points with Russia under the general authority of the United
Nations Organization and by the maintenance of that good understanding
through many peaceful years, by the world instrument, supported by the whole
strength of the English-speaking world and all its connections. There is the
solution which | respectfully offer to you in this Address to which | have given the
title "The Sinews of Peace."

Let no man underrate the abiding power of the British Empire and
Commonwealth. Because you see the 46 millions in our island harassed about
their food supply, of which they only grow one half, even in war-time, or because
we have difficulty in restarting our industries and export trade after six years of
passionate war effort, do not suppose that we shall not come through these dark
years of privation as we have come through the glorious years of agony, or that
half a century from now, you will not see 70 or 80 millions of Britons spread about
the world and united in defense of our traditions, our way of life, and of the world
causes which you and we espouse. If the population of the English-speaking
Commonwealths be added to that of the United States with all that such co-
operation implies in the air, on the sea, all over the globe and in science and in
industry, and in moral force, there will be no quivering, precarious balance of
power to offer its temptation to ambition or adventure. On the contrary, there will
be an overwhelming assurance of security. If we adhere faithfully to the Charter
of the United Nations and walk forward in sedate and sober strength seeking no
one's land or treasure, seeking to lay no arbitrary control upon the thoughts of
men,; if all British moral and material forces and convictions are joined with your
own in fraternal association, the high-roads of the future will be clear, not only for
us but for all, not only for our time, but for a century to come.

Churchill, Winston S. “The Sinews of Peace.” March 5, 1946. Westminister College, Fulton,
Missouri.
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“Farewell Address”

Dwight D. Eisenhower
1961

My fellow Americans: Three days from now, after half a century in the service of our
country, I shall lay down the responsibilities of office as, in traditional and solemn
ceremony, the authority of the Presidency is vested in my successor.

This evening I come to you with a message of leave-taking and farewell, and to share a
few final thoughts with you, my countrymen.

Like every other citizen, I wish the new President, and all who will labor with him,
Godspeed. I pray that the coming years will be blessed with peace and prosperity for all.

Our people expect their President and the Congress to find essential agreement on issues
of great moment, the wise resolution of which will better shape the future of the Nation.

My own relations with the Congress, which began on a remote and tenuous basis when,
long ago, a member of the Senate appointed me to West Point, have since ranged to the
intimate during the war and immediate post-war period, and, finally, to the mutually
interdependent during these past eight years.

In this final relationship, the Congress and the Administration have, on most vital issues,
cooperated well, to serve the national good rather than mere partisanship, and so have
assured that the business of the Nation should go forward. So, my official relationship
with the Congress ends in a feeling, on my part, of gratitude that we have been able to do
so much together.

skskoskosk koo
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We now stand ten years past the midpoint of a century that has witnessed four major wars
among great nations. Three of these involved our own country. Despite these holocausts
America is today the strongest, the most influential and most productive nation in the
world. Understandably proud of this pre-eminence, we yet realize that America's
leadership and prestige depend, not merely upon our unmatched material progress, riches
and military strength, but on how we use our power in the interests of world peace and
human betterment.

skoskoskosk koo

Throughout America's adventure in free government, our basic purposes have been to
keep the peace; to foster progress in human achievement, and to enhance liberty, dignity
and integrity among people and among nations. To strive for less would be unworthy of a
free and religious people. Any failure traceable to arrogance, or our lack of
comprehension or readiness to sacrifice would inflict upon us grievous hurt both at home
and abroad.

Progress toward these noble goals is persistently threatened by the conflict now engulfing
the world. It commands our whole attention, absorbs our very beings. We face a hostile
ideology-global in scope, atheistic in character, ruthless in purpose, and insidious in
method. Unhappily the danger it poses promises to be of indefinite duration. To meet it
successfully, there is called for, not so much the emotional and transitory sacrifices of
crisis, but rather those which enable us to carry forward steadily, surely, and without
complaint the burdens of a prolonged and complex struggle-with liberty at stake. Only
thus shall we remain, despite every provocation, on our charted course toward permanent
peace and human betterment.

Crises there will continue to be. In meeting them, whether foreign or domestic, great or
small, there is a recurring temptation to feel that some spectacular and costly action could
become the miraculous solution to all current difficulties. A huge increase in newer
elements of our defense; development of unrealistic programs to cure every ill in
agriculture; a dramatic expansion in basic and applied research-these and many other
possibilities, each possibly promising in itself, may be suggested as the only way to the
road we wish to travel.

But each proposal must be weighed in the light of a broader consideration: the need to
maintain balance in and among national programs-balance between the private and the
public economy, balance between cost and hoped for advantage-balance between the
clearly necessary and the comfortably desirable; balance between our essential
requirements as a nation and the duties imposed by the nation upon the individual,
balance between action of the moment and the national welfare of the future. Good
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judgment seeks balance and progress; lack of it eventually finds imbalance and
frustration.

The record of many decades stands as proof that our people and their government have,
in the main, understood these truths and have responded to them well, in the face of stress
and threat. But threats, new in kind or degree, constantly arise. I mention two only.

skoskoskosk koo

A vital element in keeping the peace is our military establishment. Our arms must be
mighty, ready for instant action, so that no potential aggressor may be tempted to risk his
own destruction.

Our military organization today bears little relation to that known by any of my
predecessors in peace time, or indeed by the fighting men of World War II or Korea.

Until the latest of our world conflicts, the United States had no armaments industry.
American makers of plowshares could, with time and as required, make swords as well.
But now we can no longer risk emergency improvisation of national defense; we have
been compelled to create a permanent armaments industry of vast proportions. Added to
this, three and a half million men and women are directly engaged in the defense
establishment. We annually spend on military security more than the net income of all
United State corporations.

This conjunction of an immense military establishment and a large arms industry is new
in the American experience. The total influence-economic, political, even spiritual-is felt
in every city, every state house, every office of the Federal government. We recognize the
imperative need for this development. Yet we must not fail to comprehend its grave
implications. Our toil, resources and livelihood are all involved; so is the very structure of
our society.

In the councils of government, we must guard against the acquisition of unwarranted
influence, whether sought or unsought, by the military-industrial complex. The potential
for the disastrous rise of misplaced power exists and will persist.

We must never let the weight of this combination endanger our liberties or democratic
processes. We should take nothing for granted. Only an alert and knowledgeable citizenry
can compel the proper meshing of the huge industrial and military machinery of defense
with our peaceful methods and goals, so that security and liberty may prosper together.

Akin to, and largely responsible for the sweeping changes in our industrial-military
posture, has been the technological revolution during recent decades.
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In this revolution, research has become central; it also becomes more formalized,
complex, and costly. A steadily increasing share is conducted for, by, or at the direction
of, the Federal government.

Today, the solitary inventor, tinkering in his shop, has been over shadowed by task forces
of scientists in laboratories and testing fields. In the same fashion, the free university,
historically the fountainhead of free ideas and scientific discovery, has experienced a
revolution in the conduct of research. Partly because of the huge costs involved, a
government contract becomes virtually a substitute for intellectual curiosity. For every
old blackboard there are now hundreds of new electronic computers.

The prospect of domination of the nation's scholars by Federal employment, project
allocations, and the power of money is ever present and is gravely to be regarded.

Yet, in holding scientific research and discovery in respect, as we should, we must also be
alert to the equal and opposite danger that public policy could itself become the captive
of a scientific-technological elite.

It is the task of statesmanship to mold, to balance, and to integrate these and other forces,
new and old, within the principles of our democratic system-ever aiming toward the
supreme goals of our free society.

skskoskoskoskok

Another factor in maintaining balance involves the element of time. As we peer into
society's future, we-you and I, and our government-must avoid the impulse to live only
for today, plundering, for our own ease and convenience, the precious resources of
tomorrow. We cannot mortgage the material assets of our grandchildren without risking
the loss also of their political and spiritual heritage. We want democracy to survive for all
generations to come, not to become the insolvent phantom of tomorrow.

skoskoskoskoskok

Down the long lane of the history yet to be written America knows that this world of
ours, ever growing smaller, must avoid becoming a community of dreadful fear and hate,
and be, instead, a proud confederation of mutual trust and respect.

Such a confederation must be one of equals. The weakest must come to the conference
table with the same confidence as do we, protected as we are by our moral, economic,
and military strength. That table, though scarred by many past frustrations, cannot be
abandoned for the certain agony of the battlefield.

Disarmament, with mutual honor and confidence, is a continuing imperative. Together we
must learn how to compose difference, not with arms, but with intellect and decent
purpose. Because this need is so sharp and apparent I confess that I lay down my official
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responsibilities in this field with a definite sense of disappointment. As one who has
witnessed the horror and the lingering sadness of war-as one who knows that another war
could utterly destroy this civilization which has been so slowly and painfully built over
thousands of years-I wish I could say tonight that a lasting peace is in sight.

Happily, I can say that war has been avoided. Steady progress toward our ultimate goal
has been made. But, so much remains to be done. As a private citizen, I shall never cease
to do what little I can to help the world advance along that road.

skoskoskoskoskok

So-in this my last good night to you as your President-I thank you for the many
opportunities you have given me for public service in war and peace. I trust that in that
service you find somethings worthy; as for the rest of it, [ know you will find ways to
improve performance in the future.

You and I-my fellow citizens-need to be strong in our faith that all nations, under God,
will reach the goal of peace with justice. May we be ever unswerving in devotion to
principle, confident but humble with power, diligent in pursuit of the Nation's great goals.

To all the peoples of the world, I once more give expression to America's prayerful and
continuing inspiration:

We pray that peoples of all faiths, all races, all nations, may have their great human needs
satisfied; that those now denied opportunity shall come to enjoy it to the full; that all who
yearn for freedom may experience its spiritual blessings; that those who have freedom
will understand, also, its heavy responsibilities; that all who are insensitive to the needs
of others will learn charity; that the scourges of poverty, disease and ignorance will be
made to disappear from the earth, and that, in the goodness of time, all peoples will come
to live together in a peace guaranteed by the binding force of mutual respect and love.
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“Inaugural Speech”
John F. Kennedy
1961

We observe today not a victory of party but a celebration of freedom--symbolizing an end
as well as a beginning--signifying renewal as well as change. For I have sworn before
you and Almighty God the same solemn oath our forbears prescribed nearly a century and
three-quarters ago.

The world is very different now. For man holds in his mortal hands the power to abolish
all forms of human poverty and all forms of human life. And yet the same revolutionary
beliefs for which our forebears fought are still at issue around the globe--the belief that
the rights of man come not from the generosity of the state but from the hand of God.

We dare not forget today that we are the heirs of that first revolution. Let the word go
forth from this time and place, to friend and foe alike, that the torch has been passed to a
new generation of Americans--born in this century, tempered by war, disciplined by a
hard and bitter peace, proud of our ancient heritage--and unwilling to witness or permit
the slow undoing of those human rights to which this nation has always been committed,
and to which we are committed today at home and around the world.

Let every nation know, whether it wishes us well or ill, that we shall pay any price, bear
any burden, meet any hardship, support any friend, oppose any foe to assure the survival
and the success of liberty.
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This much we pledge--and more.

To those old allies whose cultural and spiritual origins we share, we pledge the loyalty of
faithful friends. United there is little we cannot do in a host of cooperative ventures.
Divided there is little we can do--for we dare not meet a powerful challenge at odds and
split asunder.

To those new states whom we welcome to the ranks of the free, we pledge our word that
one form of colonial control shall not have passed away merely to be replaced by a far
more iron tyranny. We shall not always expect to find them supporting our view. But we
shall always hope to find them strongly supporting their own freedom--and to remember
that, in the past, those who foolishly sought power by riding the back of the tiger ended
up inside.

To those people in the huts and villages of half the globe struggling to break the bonds of
mass misery, we pledge our best efforts to help them help themselves, for whatever
period is required--not because the communists may be doing it, not because we seek
their votes, but because it is right. If a free society cannot help the many who are poor, it
cannot save the few who are rich.

To our sister republics south of our border, we offer a special pledge--to convert our good
words into good deeds--in a new alliance for progress--to assist free men and free
governments in casting off the chains of poverty. But this peaceful revolution of hope
cannot become the prey of hostile powers. Let all our neighbors know that we shall join
with them to oppose aggression or subversion anywhere in the Americas. And let every
other power know that this Hemisphere intends to remain the master of its own house.

To that world assembly of sovereign states, the United Nations, our last best hope in an
age where the instruments of war have far outpaced the instruments of peace, we renew
our pledge of support--to prevent it from becoming merely a forum for invective--to
strengthen its shield of the new and the weak--and to enlarge the area in which its writ
may run.

Finally, to those nations who would make themselves our adversary, we offer not a
pledge but a request: that both sides begin anew the quest for peace, before the dark
powers of destruction unleashed by science engulf all humanity in planned or accidental
self-destruction.

We dare not tempt them with weakness. For only when our arms are sufficient beyond
doubt can we be certain beyond doubt that they will never be employed.

But neither can two great and powerful groups of nations take comfort from our present
course--both sides overburdened by the cost of modern weapons, both rightly alarmed by
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the steady spread of the deadly atom, yet both racing to alter that uncertain balance of
terror that stays the hand of mankind's final war.

So let us begin anew--remembering on both sides that civility is not a sign of weakness,
and sincerity is always subject to proof. Let us never negotiate out of fear. But let us
never fear to negotiate.

Let both sides explore what problems unite us instead of belaboring those problems
which divide us.

Let both sides, for the first time, formulate serious and precise proposals for the
inspection and control of arms--and bring the absolute power to destroy other nations
under the absolute control of all nations.

Let both sides seek to invoke the wonders of science instead of its terrors. Together let us
explore the stars, conquer the deserts, eradicate disease, tap the ocean depths and
encourage the arts and commerce.

Let both sides unite to heed in all corners of the earth the command of Isaiah--to "undo
the heavy burdens . . . (and) let the oppressed go free."

And if a beachhead of cooperation may push back the jungle of suspicion, let both sides
join in creating a new endeavor, not a new balance of power, but a new world of law,
where the strong are just and the weak secure and the peace preserved.

All this will not be finished in the first one hundred days. Nor will it be finished in the
first one thousand days, nor in the life of this Administration, nor even perhaps in our
lifetime on this planet. But let us begin.

In your hands, my fellow citizens, more than mine, will rest the final success or failure of
our course. Since this country was founded, each generation of Americans has been
summoned to give testimony to its national loyalty. The graves of young Americans who
answered the call to service surround the globe.

Now the trumpet summons us again--not as a call to bear arms, though arms we need--not
as a call to battle, though embattled we are-- but a call to bear the burden of a long
twilight struggle, year in and year out, "rejoicing in hope, patient in tribulation"--a
struggle against the common enemies of man: tyranny, poverty, disease and war itself.

Can we forge against these enemies a grand and global alliance, North and South, East
and West, that can assure a more fruitful life for all mankind? Will you join in that
historic effort?

In the long history of the world, only a few generations have been granted the role of
defending freedom in its hour of maximum danger. I do not shrink from this
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responsibility--I welcome it. I do not believe that any of us would exchange places with
any other people or any other generation. The energy, the faith, the devotion which we
bring to this endeavor will light our country and all who serve it--and the glow from that
fire can truly light the world.

And so, my fellow Americans: ask not what your country can do for you--ask what you
can do for your country.

My fellow citizens of the world: ask not what America will do for you, but what together
we can do for the freedom of man.

Finally, whether you are citizens of America or citizens of the world, ask of us here the
same high standards of strength and sacrifice which we ask of you. With a good
conscience our only sure reward, with history the final judge of our deeds, let us go forth
to lead the land we love, asking His blessing and His help, but knowing that here on earth
God's work must truly be our own.
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“We Choose to Go to the Moon”
John F. Kennedy
1962

John F. Kennedy Speech, We choose to go to the Moon

We choose to go to the Moon speech by John F. Kennedy
September 12th 1962

We meet at a college noted for knowledge, in a city noted for progress, in a state noted for strength,
and we stand in need of all three, for we meet in an hour of change and challenge, in a decade of hope
and fear, in an age of both knowledge and ignorance. The greater our knowledge increases, the
greater our ignorance unfolds.

Despite the striking fact that most of the scientists that the world has ever known are alive and
working today, despite the fact that this Nation's own scientific manpower is doubling every 12 years
in a rate of growth more than three times that of our population as a whole, despite that, the vast
stretches of the unknown and the unanswered and the unfinished still far outstrip our collective
comprehension.

No man can fully grasp how far and how fast we have come, but condense, if you will, the 50,000 years
of man's recorded history in a time span of but a half-century. Stated in these terms, we know very
little about the first 40 years, except at the end of them advanced man had learned to use the skins of
animals to cover them. Then about 10 years ago, under this standard, man emerged from his caves to
construct other kinds of shelter. Only five years ago man learned to write and use a cart with wheels.
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Christianity began less than two years ago. The printing press came this year, and then less than two
months ago, during this whole 50-year span of human history, the steam engine provided a new
source of power. Newton explored the meaning of gravity. Last month electric lights and telephones
and automobiles and airplanes became available. Only last week did we develop penicillin and
television and nuclear power, and now if America's new spacecraft succeeds in reaching Venus, we
will have literally reached the stars before midnight tonight.

This is a breathtaking pace, and such a pace cannot help but create new ills as it dispels old, new
ignorance, new problems, new dangers. Surely the opening vistas of space promise high costs and
hardships, as well as high reward.

So it is not surprising that some would have us stay where we are a little longer to rest, to wait. But
this city of Houston, this state of Texas, this country of the United States was not built by those who
waited and rested and wished to look behind them. This country was conquered by those who moved
forward--and so will space.

William Bradford, speaking in 1630 of the founding of the Plymouth Bay Colony, said that all great
and honorable actions are accompanied with great difficulties, and both must be enterprised and
overcome with answerable courage.

If this capsule history of our progress teaches us anything, it is that man, in his quest for knowledge
and progress, is determined and cannot be deterred. The exploration of space will go ahead, whether
we join in it or not, and it is one of the great adventures of all time, and no nation which expects to be
the leader of other nations can expect to stay behind in this race for space.

Those who came before us made certain that this country rode the first waves of the industrial
revolution, the first waves of modern invention, and the first wave of nuclear power, and this
generation does not intend to founder in the backwash of the coming age of space. We mean tobe a
part of it--we mean to lead it. For the eyes of the world now look into space, to the moon and to the
planets beyond, and we have vowed that we shall not see it governed by a hostile flag of conquest, but
by a banner of freedom and peace. We have vowed that we shall not see space filled with weapons of
mass destruction, but with instruments of knowledge and understanding.

Yet the vows of this Nation can only be fulfilled if we in this Nation are first, and, therefore, we intend
to be first. In short, our leadership in science and industry, our hopes for peace and security, our
obligations to ourselves as well as others, all require us to make this effort, to solve these mysteries, to
solve them for the good of all men, and to become the world's leading space-faring nation.

We set sail on this new sea because there is new knowledge to be gained, and new rights to be won,
and they must be won and used for the progress of all people. For space science, like nuclear science
and all technology, has no conscience of its own. Whether it will become a force for good or ill
depends on man, and only if the United States occupies a position of pre-eminence can we help decide
whether this new ocean will be a sea of peace or a new terrifying theater of war. I do not say that we
should or will go unprotected against the hostile misuse of space any more than we go unprotected
against the hostile use of land or sea, but I do say that space can be explored and mastered without
feeding the fires of war, without repeating the mistakes that man has made in extending his writ
around this globe of ours.
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There is no strife, no prejudice, no national conflict in outer space as yet. Its hazards are hostile to us
all. Its conquest deserves the best of all mankind, and its opportunity for peaceful cooperation many
never come again. But why, some say, the moon? Why choose this as our goal? And they may well ask
why climb the highest mountain? Why, 35 years ago, fly the Atlantic? Why does Rice play Texas?
We choose to go to the moon. We choose to go to the moon in this decade and do the other things, not
because they are easy, but because they are hard, because that goal will serve to organize and
measure the best of our energies and skills, because that challenge is one that we are willing to accept,
one we are unwilling to postpone, and one which we intend to win, and the others, too.

It is for these reasons that I regard the decision last year to shift our efforts in space from low to high
gear as among the most important decisions that will be made during my incumbency in the office of
the Presidency.

In the last 24 hours we have seen facilities now being created for the greatest and most complex
exploration in man's history. We have felt the ground shake and the air shattered by the testing of a
Saturn C-1 booster rocket, many times as powerful as the Atlas which launched John Glenn,
generating power equivalent to 10,000 automobiles with their accelerators on the floor. We have seen
the site where five F-1 rocket engines, each one as powerful as all eight engines of the Saturn
combined, will be clustered together to make the advanced Saturn missile, assembled in a new
building to be built at Cape Canaveral as tall as a 48 story structure, as wide as a city block, and as
long as two lengths of this field.

Within these last 19 months at least 45 satellites have circled the earth. Some 40 of them were made in
the United States of America and they were far more sophisticated and supplied far more knowledge
to the people of the world than those of the Soviet Union.

The Mariner spacecraft now on its way to Venus is the most intricate instrument in the history of
space science. The accuracy of that shot is comparable to firing a missile from Cape Canaveral and
dropping it in this stadium between the 40-yard lines.

Transit satellites are helping our ships at sea to steer a safer course. Tiros satellites have given us
unprecedented warnings of hurricanes and storms, and will do the same for forest fires and icebergs.
We have had our failures, but so have others, even if they do not admit them. And they may be less
public.

To be sure, we are behind, and will be behind for some time in manned flight. But we do not intend to
stay behind, and in this decade, we shall make up and move ahead. The growth of our science and
education will be enriched by new knowledge of our universe and environment, by new techniques of
learning and mapping and observation, by new tools and computers for industry, medicine, the home
as well as the school. Technical institutions, such as Rice, will reap the harvest of these gains.

And finally, the space effort itself, while still in its infancy, has already created a great number of new
companies, and tens of thousands of new jobs. Space and related industries are generating new
demands in investment and skilled personnel, and this city and this state, and this region, will share
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greatly in this growth. What was once the furthest outpost on the old frontier of the West will be the
furthest outpost on the new frontier of science and space. Houston, your city of Houston, with its
Manned Spacecraft Center, will become the heart of a large scientific and engineering community.
During the next 5 years the National Aeronautics and Space Administration expects to double the
number of scientists and engineers in this area, to increase its outlays for salaries and expenses to $60
million a year; to invest some $200 million in plant and laboratory facilities; and to direct or contract
for new space efforts over $1 billion from this center in this city.

To be sure, all this costs us all a good deal of money. This year's space budget is three times what it
was in January 1961, and it is greater than the space budget of the previous eight years combined.
That budget now stands at $5,400 million a year--a staggering sum, though somewhat less than we
pay for cigarettes and cigars every year. Space expenditures will soon rise some more, from 40 cents
per person per week to more than 50 cents a week for every man, woman and child in the United
States, for we have given this program a high national priority--even though I realize that this is in
some measure an act of faith and vision, for we do not now know what benefits await us. But if I were
to say, my fellow citizens, that we shall send to the moon, 240,000 miles away from the control station
in Houston, a giant rocket more than 300 feet tall, the length of this football field, made of new metal
alloys, some of which have not yet been invented, capable of standing heat and stresses several times
more than have ever been experienced, fitted together with a precision better than the finest watch,
carrying all the equipment needed for propulsion, guidance, control, communications, food and
survival, on an untried mission, to an unknown celestial body, and then return it safely to earth, re-
entering the atmosphere at speeds of over 25,000 miles per hour, causing heat about half that of the
temperature of the sun--almost as hot as it is here today--and do all this, and do it right, and do it first
before this decade is out--then we must be bold.

I'm the one who is doing all the work, so we just want you to stay cool for a minute. [laughter]
However, I think we're going to do it, and I think that we must pay what needs to be paid. I don't
think we ought to waste any money, but I think we ought to do the job. And this will be done in the
decade of the Sixties. It may be done while some of you are still here at school at this college and
university. It will be done during the terms of office of some of the people who sit here on this
platform. But it will be done. And it will be done before the end of this decade.

And I am delighted that this university is playing a part in putting a man on the moon as part of a
great national effort of the United States of America.

Many years ago the great British explorer George Mallory, who was to die on Mount Everest, was
asked why did he want to climb it. He said, "Because it is there."

Well, space is there, and we're going to climb it, and the moon and the planets are there, and new
hopes for knowledge and peace are there. And, therefore, as we set sail we ask God's blessing on the
most hazardous and dangerous and greatest adventure on which man has ever embarked.
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“I Have a Dream”

Martin Luther King Jr.
1963

I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest
demonstration for freedom in the history of our nation.

Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today,
signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great beacon
of hope to millions of slaves, who had been seared in the flames of whithering injustice.
It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their captivity. But one hundred
years later, the colored America is still not free. One hundred years later, the life of the
colored American is still sadly crippled by the manacle of segregation and the chains of
discrimination.

One hundred years later, the colored American lives on a lonely island of poverty in the
midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later, the colored
American is still languishing in the corners of American society and finds himself an
exile in his own land So we have come here today to dramatize a shameful condition.
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In a sense we have come to our Nation’s Capital to cash a check. When the architects of
our great republic wrote the magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of
Independence, they were signing a promissory note to which every American was to fall
heir.

This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as white men, would be
guaranteed the inalienable rights of life liberty and the pursuit of happiness.

It is obvious today that America has defaulted on this promissory note insofar as her
citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has
given its colored people a bad check, a check that has come back marked “insufficient
funds.”

But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that
there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this nation. So we have
come to cash this check, a check that will give us upon demand the riches of freedom and
security of justice.

We have also come to his hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of Now.
This is not time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take the tranquilizing drug of
gradualism.

Now is the time to make real the promise of democracy.

Now it the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path
of racial justice.

Now it the time to lift our nation from the quicksand of racial injustice to the solid rock of
brotherhood.

Now is the time to make justice a reality to all of God’s children.

I would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment and to
underestimate the determination of it’s colored citizens. This sweltering summer of the
colored people’s legitimate discontent will not pass until there is an invigorating autumn
of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is not an end but a beginning. Those who
hope that the colored Americans needed to blow off steam and will now be content will
have a rude awakening if the nation returns to business as usual.

There will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the colored citizen is granted
his citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the foundations of
our nation until the bright day of justice emerges.

We can never be satisfied as long as our bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot
gain lodging in the motels of the highways and the hotels of the cities.
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We cannot be satisfied as long as the colored person’s basic mobility is from a smaller
ghetto to a larger one.

We can never be satisfied as long as our children are stripped of their selfhood and
robbed of their dignity by signs stating “for white only.”

We cannot be satisfied as long as a colored person in Mississippi cannot vote and a
colored person in New York believes he has nothing for which to vote.

No, no we are not satisfied and we will not be satisfied until justice rolls down like waters
and righteousness like a mighty stream.

I am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of your trials and tribulations.
Some of you have come from areas where your quest for freedom left you battered by
storms of persecutions and staggered by the winds of police brutality.

You have been the veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that
unearned suffering is redemptive.

Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to South Carolina go back to
Georgia, go back to Louisiana, go back to the slums and ghettos of our modern cities,
knowing that somehow this situation can and will be changed.

Let us not wallow in the valley of despair. I say to you, my friends, we have the
difficulties of today and tomorrow.

I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its
creed. We hold these truths to be self-evident that all men are created equal.

I have a dream that one day out in the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and
the sons of former slaveowners will be able to sit down together at the table of
brotherhood.

I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat
of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice.

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will
not be judged by the color of their skin but by their character.

I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor
having his lips dripping with the words of interposition and nullification; that one day
right down in Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with
little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.
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I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be engulfed, every hill shall be exalted and
every mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plains and the crooked
places will be made straight and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed and all flesh shall
see it together.

This is our hope. This is the faith that I will go back to the South with. With this faith we
will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope.

With this faith we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a
beautiful symphony of brotherhood.

With this faith we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to
go to jail together, to climb up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one
day.

This will be the day when all of God’s children will be able to sing with new meaning
“My country ’tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where my father’s
died, land of the Pilgrim’s pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring!”

And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true. So let freedom ring from
the hilltops of New Hampshire. Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New
York.

Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania.

Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado.

Let freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California.

But not only that, let freedom, ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia.

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi and every mountainside.

When we let freedom ring, when we let it ring from every tenement and every hamlet,
from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all of God’s
children, black men and white men, Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be
able to join hands and sing in the words of the old spiritual, “Free at last, free at last.
Thank God Almighty, we are free at last.”
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“Letter from Birmingham City Jail”

Martin Luther King Jr.
1963

Martin Luther King

Letter from Birmingham Jail (1963)

April 16, 1963
MY DEAR FELLOW CLERGYMEN:

While confined here in the Birmingham city jail, | came across your recent statement calling my
present activities “unwise and untimely.” Seldom do | pause to answer criticism of my work and
ideas. If | sought to answer all the criticisms that cross my desk, my secretaries would have little time
for anything other than such correspondence in the course of the day, and | would have no time for
constructive work. But since [ feel that you are men of genuine good will and that your criticisms are
sincerely set forth, | want to try to answer your statements in what [ hope will be patient and
reasonable terms.

I think I should indicate why I am here In Birmingham, since you havebeen influenced by the view
which argues against "outsiders coming in.” I have the honor of serving as president of the Southern
Christian Leadership Conference, an organization operating in every southern state, with
headquarters in Atlanta, Georgia. We have some eighty-five affiliated organizations across the South,
and one of them is the Alabama Christian Movement for Human Rights. Frequently we share staff,
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educational and financial resources with our affiliates. Several months ago the affiliate here in
Birmingham asked us to be on call to engage in a nonviolent direct-action program if such were
deemed necessary. We readily consented, and when the hour came we lived up to our promise. So I,
along with several members of my staff, am here because I was invited here I am here because I have
organizational ties here.

But more basically, I am in Birmingham because injustice is here. Just as the prophets of the eighth
century B.C. left their villages and carried their “thus saith the Lord” far beyond the boundaries of
their home towns, and just as the Apostle Paul left his village of Tarsus and carried the gospel of Jesus
Christ to the far corners of the Greco-Roman world, so am L. compelled to carry the gospel of freedom
beyond my own home town. Like Paul, I must constantly respond to the Macedonian call for aid.

Moreover, | am cognizant of the interrelatedness of all communities and states. I cannot sit idly by in
Atlanta and not be concerned about what happens in Birmingham. Injustice anywhere is a threat to
justice everywhere. We are caught in an inescapable network of mutuality, tied in a single garment of
destiny. Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly. Never again can we afford to live with the
narrow, provincial "outside agitator” idea. Anyone who lives inside the United States can never be
considered an outsider anywhere within its bounds.

You deplore the demonstrations taking place In Birmingham. But your statement, I am sorry to say,
fails to express a similar concern for the conditions that brought about the demonstrations. I am sure
that none of you would want to rest content with the superficial kind of social analysis that deals
merely with effects and does not grapple with underlying causes. It is unfortunate that
demonstrations are taking place in Birmingham, but it is even more unfortunate that the city’s white
power structure left the Negro community with no alternative.

In any nonviolent campaign there are four basic steps: collection of the facts to determine whether
injustices exist; negotiation; self-purification; and direct action. We have gone through an these steps
in Birmingham. There can be no gainsaying the fact that racial injustice engulfs this community.
Birmingham is probably the most thoroughly segregated city in the United States. Its ugly record of
brutality is widely known. Negroes have experienced grossly unjust treatment in the courts. There
have been more unsolved bombings of Negro homes and churches in Birmingham than in any other
city in the nation. These are the hard, brutal facts of the case. On the basis of these conditions, Negro
leaders sought to negotiate with the city fathers. But the latter consistently refused to engage in
good-faith negotiation.

Then, last September, came the opportunity to talk with leaders of Birmingham’s economic
community. In the course of the negotiations, certain promises were made by the merchants — for
example, to remove the stores humiliating racial signs. On the basis of these promises, the Reverend
Fred Shuttlesworth and the leaders of the Alabama Christian Movement for Human Rights agreed to
a moratorium on all demonstrations. As the weeks and months went by, we realized that we were the
victims of a broken promise. A few signs, briefly removed, returned; the others remained.

As in so many past experiences, our hopes bad been blasted, and the shadow of deep disappointment
settled upon us. We had no alternative except to prepare for direct action, whereby we would
present our very bodies as a means of laying our case before the conscience of the local and the
national community. Mindful of the difficulties involved, we decided to undertake a process of self-
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purification. We began a series of workshops on nonviolence, and we repeatedly asked ourselves:
“Are you able to accept blows without retaliating?” “Are you able to endure the ordeal of jail?” We
decided to schedule our direct-action program for the Easter season, realizing that except for
Christmas, this is the main shopping period of the year. Knowing that a strong economic with with-
drawal program would be the by-product of direct action, we felt that this would be the best time to
bring pressure to bear on the merchants for the needed change.

Then it occurred to us that Birmingham's mayoralty election was coming up in March, and we
speedily decided to postpone action until after election day. When we discovered that the
Commissioner of Public Safety, Eugene "Bull” Connor, had piled up enough votes to be in the run-oat
we decided again to postpone action until the day after the run-off so that the demonstrations could
not be used to cloud the issues. Like many others, we waited to see Mr. Connor defeated, and to this
end we endured postponement after postponement. Having aided in this community need, we felt
that our direct-action program could be delayed no longer.

You may well ask: “Why direct action? Why sit-ins, marches and so forth? Isn't negotiation a better
path?” You are quite right in calling, for negotiation. Indeed, this is the very purpose of direct action.
Nonviolent direct action seeks to create such a crisis and foster such a tension that a community
which has constantly refused to negotiate is forced to confront the issue. It seeks so to dramatize the
issue that it can no longer be ignored. My citing the creation of tension as part of the work of the
nonviolent-resister may sound rather shocking. But I must confess that I am not afraid of the word
“tension.” I have earnestly opposed violent tension, but there is a type of constructive, nonviolent
tension which is necessary for growth. Just as Socrates felt that it was necessary to create a tension in
the mind so that individuals could rise from the bondage of myths and half-truths to the unfettered

realm of creative analysis and objective appraisal, we must we see the need for nonviolent gadflies to
create the kind of tension in society that will help men rise from the dark depths of prejudice and
racism to the majestic heights of understanding and brotherhood.

The purpose of our direct-action program is to create a situation so crisis-packed that it will
inevitably open the door to negotiation. | therefore concur with you in your call for negotiation. Too
long has our beloved Southland been bogged down in a tragic effort to live in monologue rather than
dialogue.

One of the basic points in your statement is that the action that | and my associates have taken in
Birmingham is untimely. Some have asked: “Why didn’t you give the new city administration time to
act?” The only answer that | can give to this query is that the new Birmingham administration must
be prodded about as much as the outgoing one, before it will act. We are sadly mistaken if we feel
that the election of Albert Boutwell as mayor will bring the millennium to Birmingham. While Mr.
Boutwell is a much more gentle person than Mr. Connor, they are both segregationists, dedicated to
maintenance of the status quo. I have hope that Mr. Boutwell will be reasonable enough to see the
futility of massive resistance to desegregation. But he will not see this without pressure from
devotees of civil rights. My friends, | must say to you that we have not made a single gain civil rights
without determined legal and nonviolent pressure. Lamentably, it is an historical fact that privileged
groups seldom give up their privileges voluntarily. Individuals may see the moral light and
voluntarily give up their unjust posture; but, as Reinhold Niebuhr has reminded us, groups tend to be
more immoral than individuals.
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We know through painful experience that freedom is never voluntarily given by the oppressor; it
must be demanded by the oppressed. Frankly, I have yet to engage in a direct-action campaign that
was “well timed” in the view of those who have not suffered unduly from the disease of segregation.
For years now I have heard the word “Wait!" It rings in the ear of every Negro with piercing
familiarity. This “Wait" has almost always meant 'Never.” We must come to see, with one of our
distinguished jurists, that “justice too long delayed is justice denied.”

We have waited for more than 340 years for our constitutional and God-given rights. The nations of
Asia and Africa are moving with jetlike speed toward gaining political independence, but we stiff
creep at horse-and-buggy pace toward gaining a cup of coffee at a lunch counter. Perhaps it is easy
for those who have never felt the stinging dark of segregation to say, “Wait." But when you have seen
vicious mobs lynch your mothers and fathers at will and drown your sisters and brothers at whim;
when you have seen hate-filled policemen curse, kick and even kill your black brothers and sisters;
when you see the vast majority of your twenty million Negro brothers smothering in an airtight cage
of poverty in the midst of an affluent society; when you suddenly find your tongue twisted and your
speech stammering as you seek to explain to your six-year-old daughter why she can’t go to the
public amusement park that has just been advertised on television, and see tears welling up in her
eyes when she is told that Funtown is closed to colored children, and see ominous clouds of
inferiority beginning to form in her little mental sky, and see her beginning to distort her personality
by developing an unconscious bitterness toward white people; when you have to concoct an answer
for a five-year-old son who is asking: “Daddy, why do white people treat colored people so mean?”;
when you take a cross-county drive and find it necessary to sleep night after night in the

uncomfortable corners of your automobile because no motel will accept you; when you are
humiliated day in and day out by nagging signs reading “white” and “colored”; when your first name
becomes “nigger,” your middle name becomes “boy” (however old you are) and your last name
becomes “John,” and your wife and mother are never given the respected title “Mrs.”; when you are
harried by day and haunted by night by the fact that you are a Negro, living constantly at tiptoe
stance, never quite knowing what to expect next, and are plagued with inner fears and outer
resentments; when you no forever fighting a degenerating sense of “nobodiness” then you will
understand why we find it difficult to wait. There comes a time when the cup of endurance runs over,
and men are no longer willing to be plunged into the abyss of despair. I hope, sirs, you can
understand our legitimate and unavoidable impatience.

You express a great deal of anxiety over our willingness to break laws. This is certainly a legitimate
concern. Since we so diligently urge people to obey the Supreme Court’s decision of 1954 outlawing
segregation in the public schools, at first glance it may seem rather paradoxical for us consciously to
break laws. One may won ask: “How can you advocate breaking some laws and obeying others?” The
answer lies in the fact that there fire two types of laws: just and unjust. I would be the Brat to
advocate obeying just laws. One has not only a legal but a moral responsibility to obey just laws.
Conversely, one has a moral responsibility to disobey unjust laws. | would agree with St. Augustine
that "an unjust law is no law at all”

Now, what is the difference between the two? How does one determine whether a law is just or
unjust? A just law is a man-made code that squares with the moral law or the law of God. An unjust
law is a code that is out of harmony with the moral law. To put it in the terms of St. Thomas Aquinas:
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An unjust law is a human law that is not rooted in eternal law and natural law. Any law that uplifts
human personality is just. Any law that degrades human personality is unjust. All segregation
statutes are unjust because segregation distort the soul and damages the personality. It gives the
segreg ator a false sense of superiority and the segregated a false sense of inferiority. Segregation, to
use the terminology of the Jewish philosopher Martin Buber, substitutes an “I-it” relationship for an
“I-thou” relationship and ends up relegating persons to the status of things. Hence segregation is not
only politically, economically and sociologically unsound, it is morally wrong and awful. Paul Tillich
said that sin is separation. Is not segregation an existential expression -of man’s tragic separation, his
awful estrangement, his terrible sinfulness? Thus it is that I can urge men to obey the 1954 decision
of the Supreme Court, for it is morally right; and I can urge them to disobey segregation ordinances,
for they are morally wrong.

Let us consider a more concrete example of just and unjust laws. An unjust law is a code that a
numerical or power majority group compels a minority group to obey but does not make binding on
itself. This is difference made legal. By the same token, a just law is a code that a majority compels a
minority to follow and that it is willing to follow itself. This is sameness made legal.

Let me give another explanation. A law is unjust if it is inflicted on a minority that, as a result of being
denied the right to vote, had no part in enacting or devising the law. Who can say that the legislature
of Alabama which set up that state’s segregation laws was democratically elected? Throughout
Alabama all sorts of devious methods are used to prevent Negroes from becoming registered voters,
and there are some counties in which, even though Negroes constitute a majority of the population,
not a single Negro is registered. Can any law enacted under such circumstances be considered
democratically structured?

Sometimes a law is just on its face and unjust in its application. For instance, | have been arrested on
a charge of parading without a permit. Now, there is nothing wrong in having an ordinance which
requires a permit for a parade. But such an ordinance becomes unjust when it is used to maintain
segregation and to deny citizens the First Amendment privilege of peaceful assembly and protest.

I hope you are able to ace the distinction I am trying to point out. In no sense do I advocate evading
or defying the law, as would the rabid segregationist. That would lead to anarchy. One who breaks an
unjust law must do so openly, lovingly, and with a willingness to accept the penalty. | submit that an
individual who breaks a law that conscience tells him is unjust and who willingly accepts the penalty
of imprisonment in order to arouse the conscience of the community over its injustice, is in reality
expressing the highest respect for law.

Of course, there is nothing new about this kind of civil disobedience. It was evidenced sublimely in
the refusal of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego to obey the laws of Nebuchadnezzar, on the ground
that a higher moral law was at stake. It was practiced superbly by the early Christians, who were
willing to face hungry lions and the excruciating pain of chopping blocks rather than submit to
certain unjust laws of the Roman Empire. To a degree, academic freedom is a reality today because
Socrates practiced civil disobedience. In our own nation, the Boston Tea Party represented a massive
act of civil disobedience.

We should never forget that everything Adolf Hitler did in Germany was “legal” and everything the
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Hungarian freedom fighters did in Hungary was “illegal.” It was “illegal” to aid and comfort a Jew in
Hitler’s Germany. Even so, | am sure that, had I lived in German at the time, I would have aided and
comforted my Jewish brothers. If today I lived in a Communist country where certain principles dear
to the Christian faith are suppressed, I would openly advocate disobeying that country’s antireligious
laws.

I must make two honest confessions to you, my Christian and Jewish brothers. First, I must confess
that over the past few years | have been gravely disappointed with the white moderate. I have almost
reached the regrettable conclusion that the Negro’s great stumbling block in his stride toward
freedom is not the White Citizen’s Counciler or the Ku Klux Klanner, but the white moderate, who is
more devoted to "order” than to justice; who prefers a negative peace which is the absence of tension
to a positive peace which is the presence of justice; who constantly says: "I agree with you in the goal
you seek, but I cannot agree with your methods of direct action”; who paternalistically believes he
can set the timetable for another man’s freedom; who lives by a mythical concept of time and who
constantly advises the Negro to wait for a “more convenient season.” Shallow understanding from
people of good will is more frustrating than absolute misunderstanding from people of ill will.
Lukewarm acceptance is much more bewildering than outright rejection.

I had hoped that the white moderate would understand that law and order exist for the purpose of
establishing justice and that when they fan in this purpose they become the dangerously structured
dams that block the flow of social progress. I had hoped that the white moderate would understand
that the present tension in the South is a necessary phase of the transition from an obnoxious
negative peace, in which the Negro passively accepted his unjust plight, to a substantive and positive
peace, in which all men will respect the dignity and worth of human personality. Actually, we who
engage in nonviolent direct action are not the creators of tension. We merely bring to the surface the
hidden tension that is already alive. We bring it out in the open, where it can be seen and dealt with.
Like a boil that can never be cured so long as it is covered up but must be opened with an its ugliness
to the natural medicines of air and light, injustice must be exposed, with all the tension its exposure
creates, to the light of human conscience and the air of national opinion before it can be cured.

In your statement you assert that our actions, even though peaceful, must be condemned because
they precipitate violence. But is this a logical assertion? Isn't this like condemning a robbed man
because his possession of money precipitated the evil act of robbery? Isn’t this like condemning
Socrates because his unswerving commitment to truth and his philosophical inquiries precipitated
the act by the misguided populace in which they made him drink hemlock? Isn’t this like condemning
Jesus because his unique God-consciousness and never-ceasing devotion to God's will precipitated the
evil act of crucifixion? We must come to see that, as the federal courts have consistently affirmed, it is
wrong to urge an individual to cease his efforts to gain his basic constitutional rights because the
quest may precipitate violence. Society must protect the robbed and punish the robber.

I had also hoped that the white moderate would reject the myth concerning time in relation to the
struggle for freedom. | have just received a letter from a white brother in Texas. He writes: "An
Christians know that the colored people will receive equal rights eventually, but it is possible that you
are in too great a religious hurry. It has taken Christianity almost two thousand years to accomplish
what it has. The teachings of Christ take time to come to earth.” Such an attitude stems from a tragic
misconception of time, from the strangely rational notion that there is something in the very flow of
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time that will inevitably cure all ills. Actually, time itself is neutral; it can be used either destructively
or constructively. More and more I feel that the people of ill will have used time much more
effectively than have the people of good will. We will have to repent in this generation not merely for
the hateful words and actions of the bad people but for the appalling silence of the good

people. Human progress never rolls in on wheels of inevitability; it comes through the tireless efforts
of men willing to be co-workers with God, and without this "hard work, time itself becomes an ally of
the forces of social stagnation. We must use time creatively, in the knowledge that the time is always
ripe to do right. Now is the time to make real the promise of democracy and transform our pending
national elegy into a creative psalm of brotherhood. Now is the time to lift our national policy from
the quicksand of racial injustice to 6e solid rock of human dignity.

You speak of our activity in Birmingham as extreme. At fist I was rather disappointed that fellow
clergymen would see my nonviolent efforts as those of an extremist. I began thinking about the fact
that stand in the middle of two opposing forces in the Negro community. One is a force of
complacency, made up in part of Negroes who, as a result of long years of oppression, are so drained
of self-respect and a sense of “somebodiness” that they have adjusted to segregation; and in part of a
few middle class Negroes who, because of a degree of academic and economic security and because in
some ways they profit by segregation, have become insensitive to the problems of the masses. The
other force is one of bitterness and hatred, and it comes perilously close to advocating violence. It is

expressed in the various black nationalist groups that are springing up across the nation, the largest
and best-known being Elijah Muhammad’s Muslim movement. Nourished by the Negro's frustration
over the continued existence of racial discrimination, this movement is made up of people who have
lost faith in America, who have absolutely repudiated Christianity, and who have concluded that the
white man is an incorrigible “devil.”

I have tried to stand between these two forces, saying that we need emulate neither the “do-
nothingism” of the complacent nor the hatred and despair of the black nationalist. For there is the
more excellent way of love and nonviolent protest. | am grateful to God that, through the influence of
the Negro church, the way of nonviolence became an integral part of our struggle.

If this philosophy had not emerged, by now many streets of the South would, I am convinced, be
flowing with blood. And I am further convinced that if our white brothers dismiss as “rabble-rousers”
and "outside agitators” those of us who employ nonviolent direct action, and if they refuse to support
our nonviolent efforts, millions of Negroes will, out of frustration and despair, seek solace and security
in black-nationalist ideologies a development that would inevitably lead to a frightening racial
nightmare.

Oppressed people cannot remain oppressed forever. The yearning for freedom eventually manifests
itself, and that is what has happened to the American Negro. Something within has reminded him of
his birthright of freedom, and something without has reminded him that it can be gained. Consciously
or unconsciously, he has been caught up by the Zeitgeist, and with his black brothers of Africa and his
brown and yellow brothers of Asia, South America and the Caribbean, the United States Negro is
moving with a sense of great urgency toward the promised land of racial justice. If one recognizes
this vital urge that has engulfed the Negro community, one should readily understand why public
demonstrations are taking place. The Negro has many pent-up resentments and latent frustrations,
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and he must release them. So let him march; let him make prayer pilgrimages to the city hall; let him
go on freedom rides-and try to understand why he must do so. If his repressed emotions are not
released in nonviolent ways, they will seek expression through violence; this is not a threat but a fact
of history. So I have not said to my people: “Get rid of your discontent.” Rather, I have tried to say that
this normal and healthy discontent can be channeled into the creative outlet of nonviolent direct
action. And now this approach is being termed extremist.

But though I was initially disappointed at being categorized as an extremist, as I continued to think
about the matter I gradually gained a measure of satisfaction from the label. Was not Jesus an
extremist for love: “Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and
pray for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you.” Was not Amos an extremist for justice:
“Let justice roll down like waters and righteousness like an ever-flowing stream.” Was not Paul an
extremist for the Christian gospel: "I bear in my body the marks of the Lord Jesus.” Was not Martin
Luther an extremist: “Here I stand; I cannot do otherwise, so help me God.” And John Bunyan: “I will
stay in jail to the end of my days before I make a butchery of my conscience.” And Abraham Lincoln:
“This nation cannot survive half slave and half free.” And Thomas Jefferson: “We hold these truths to
be self-evident, that an men are created equal ..." So the question is not whether we will be
extremists, but what kind of extremists we viii be. We we be extremists for hate or for love? Will we
be extremist for the preservation of injustice or for the extension of justice? In that dramatic scene on
Calvary’s hill three men were crucified. We must never forget that all three were crucified for the
same crime-the crime of extremism. Two were extremists for immorality, and thus fell below their
environment. The other, Jeans Christ, was an extremist for love, truth and goodness, and thereby rose
above his environment. Perhaps the South, the nation and the world are in dire need of creative
extremists.

I had hoped that the white moderate would see this need. Perhaps I was too optimistic; perhaps |
expected too much. | suppose | should have realized that few members of the oppressor race can
understand the deep groans and passionate yearnings of the oppressed race, and still fewer have the
vision to see that injustice must be rooted out by strong, persistent and determined action. I am
thankful, however, that some of our white brothers in the South have grasped the meaning of this
social revolution and committed themselves to it. They are still too few in quantity, but they are big
in quality. Some-such as Ralph McGill, Lillian Smith, Harry Golden, James McBride Dabbs, Ann Braden
and Sarah Patton Boyle-have written about our struggle in eloquent and prophetic terms. Others
have marched with us down nameless streets of the South. They have languished in filthy, roach-
infested jails, suffering the abuse and brutality of policemen who view them as “dirty nigger lovers.”
Unlike so many of their moderate brothers and sisters, they have recognized the urgency of the
moment and sensed the need for powerful “action” antidotes to combat the disease of segregation.

Let me take note of my other major disappointment. | have been so greatly disappointed with the
white church and its leadership. Of course, there are some notable exceptions. | am not unmindful of
the fact that each of you has taken some significant stands on this issue. | commend you, Reverend
Stallings, for your Christian stand on this past Sunday, in welcoming Negroes to your worship service
on a non segregated basis. | commend the Catholic leaders of this state for integrating Spring Hill
College several years ago.
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But despite these notable exceptions, I must honestly reiterate that I have been disappointed with the
church. I do not say this as one of those negative critics who can always find something wrong with
the church. I say this as a minister of the gospel, who loves the church; who was nurtured in its bosom;
who 'has been sustained by its spiritual blessings and who will remain true to it as long as the cord of
Rio shall lengthen.

When I was suddenly catapulted into the leadership of the bus protest in Montgomery, Alabama, a
few years ago, | felt we would be supported by the white church felt that the white ministers, priests
and rabbis of the South would be among our strongest allies. Instead, some have been outright
opponents, refusing to understand the freedom movement and misrepresenting its leader era; an too
many others have been more cautious than courageous and have remained silent behind the
anesthetizing security of stained-glass windows.

In spite of my shattered dreams, I came to Birmingham with the hope that the white religious
leadership of this community would see the justice of our cause and, with deep moral concern, would
serve as the channel through which our just grievances could reach the power structure. I had hoped
that each of you would understand. But again I have been disappointed.

I have heard numerous southern religious leaders admonish their worshipers to comply with a
desegregation decision because it is the law, but | have longed to hear white ministers declare:
“Follow this decree because integration is morally right and because the Negro is your brother.” In
the midst of blatant injustices inflicted upon the Negro, | have watched white churchmen stand on
the sideline and mouth pious irrelevancies and sanctimonious trivialities. In the midst of a mighty
struggle to rid our nation of racial and economic injustice, | have heard many ministers say: “Those
are social issues, with which the gospel has no real concern.” And I have watched many churches
commit themselves to a completely other worldly religion which makes a strange, on Biblical
distinction between body and soul, between the sacred and the secular.

I have traveled the length and breadth of Alabama, Mississippi and all the other southern states. On
sweltering summer days and crisp autumn mornings I have looked at the South’s beautiful churches
with their lofty spires pointing heavenward. | have beheld the impressive outlines of her massive
religious-education buildings. Over and over | have found myself asking: "What kind of people
worship here? Who is their God? Where were their voices when the lips of Governor Barnett dripped
with words of interposition and nullification? Where were they when Governor Walleye gave a
clarion call for defiance and hatred? Where were their voices of support when bruised and weary
Negro men and women decided to rise from the dark dungeons of complacency to the bright hills of
creative protest?”

Yes, these questions are still in my mind. In deep disappointment | have wept over the laxity of the
church. But be assured that my tears have been tears of love. There can be no deep disappointment
where there is not deep love. Yes, [ love the church. How could I do otherwise? | am in the rather
unique position of being the son, the grandson and the great-grandson of preachers. Yes, | see the
church as the body of Christ. But, oh! How we have blemished and scarred that body through social
neglect and through fear of being nonconformists.

There was a time when the church was very powerful in the time when the early Christians rejoiced at
being deemed worthy to suffer for what they believed. In those days the church was not merely a
thermometer that recorded the ideas and principles of popular opinion; it was a thermostat that
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transformed the mores of society. Whenever the early Christians entered a town, the people in power
became disturbed and immediately sought to convict the Christians for being “disturbers of the
peace” and "outside agitators™ But the Christians pressed on, in the conviction that they were “a
colony of heaven,” called to obey God rather than man. Small in number, they were big in
commitment. They were too God intoxicated to be “astronomically intimidated.” By their effort and
example they brought an end to such ancient evils as infanticide. and gladiatorial contests.

Things are different now. So often the contemporary church is a weak, ineffectual voice with an
uncertain sound. So often it is an archdefender of the status quo. Par from being disturbed by the
presence of the church, the power structure of the average community is consoled by the church’s
silent and often even vocal sanction of things as they are.

But the judgment of God is upon the church as never before. If today’s church does not recapture the
sacrificial spirit of the early church, it vi lose its authenticity, forfeit the loyalty of millions, and be
dismissed as an irrelevant social club with no meaning for the twentieth century. Every day | meet
young people whose disappointment with the church has turned into outright disgust.

Perhaps I have once again been too optimistic. Is organized religion too inextricably bound to the
status quo to save our nation and the world? Perhaps | must turn my faith to the inner spiritual
church, the church within the church, as the true ekklesia and the hope of the world. But again [ am
thankful to God that some noble souls from the ranks of organized religion have broken loose from
the paralyzing chains of conformity and joined us as active partners in the struggle for freedom, They
have left their secure congregations and walked the streets of Albany, Georgia, with us. They have
gone down the highways of the South on tortuous rides for freedom. Yes, they have gone to jai with
us. Some have been dismissed from their churches, have lost the support of their bishops and fellow
ministers. But they have acted in the faith that right defeated is stronger than evil triumphant. Their
witness has been the spiritual salt that has preserved the true meaning of the gospel in these
troubled times. They have carved a tunnel of hope through the dark mountain of disappointment.

I hope the church as a whole will meet the challenge of this decisive hour. But even if the church does
not come to the aid of justice, | have no despair about the future. | have no fear about the outcome of
our struggle in Birmingham, even if our motives are at present misunderstood. We will reach the goal
of freedom in Birmingham, ham and all over the nation, because the goal of America k freedom.
Abused and scorned though we may be, our destiny is tied up with America’s destiny. Before the
pilgrims landed at Plymouth, we were here. Before the pen of Jefferson etched the majestic words of
the Declaration of Independence across the pages of history, we were here. For more than two
centuries our forebears labored in this country without wages; they made cotton king; they built the
homes of their masters while suffering gross injustice and shameful humiliation-and yet out of a
bottomless vitality they continued to thrive and develop. If the inexpressible cruelties of slavery
could not stop us, the opposition we now face will surely fail. We will win our freedom because the
sacred heritage of our nation and the eternal will of God are embodied in our echoing demands.

Before closing | feel impelled to mention one other point in your statement that has troubled me
profoundly. You warmly commended the Birmingham police force for keeping “order” and
“preventing violence.” I doubt that you would have so warmly commended the police force if you had
seen its dogs sinking their teeth into unarmed, nonviolent Negroes. | doubt that you would so quickly
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commend the policemen if .you were to observe their ugly and inhumane treatment of Negroes here
in the city jail; if you were to watch them push and curse old Negro women and young Negro girls; if
you were to see them slap and kick old Negro men and young boys; if you were to observe them, as
they did on two occasions, refuse to give us food because we wanted to sing our grace together. |
cannot join you in your praise of the Birmingham police department.

It is true that the police have exercised a degree of discipline in handing the demonstrators. In this
sense they have conducted themselves rather “nonviolently” in pubic. But for what purpose? To
preserve the evil system of segregation. Over the past few years I have consistently preached that
nonviolence demands that the means we use must be as pure as the ends we seek. I have tried to
make clear that it is wrong to use immoral means to attain moral ends. But now I must affirm that it
is just as wrong, or perhaps even more so, to use moral means to preserve immoral ends. Perhaps Mr.
Connor and his policemen have been rather nonviolent in public, as was Chief Pritchett in Albany,

Georgia but they have used the moral means of nonviolence to maintain the immoral end of racial
injustice. As T. S. Eliot has said: “The last temptation is the greatest treason: To do the right deed for
the wrong reason.”

I wish you had commended the Negro sit-inners and demonstrators of Birmingham for their sublime
courage, their willingness to suffer and their amazing discipline in the midst of great provocation.
One day the South will recognize its real heroes. They will be the James Merediths, with the noble
sense of purpose that enables them to face Jeering, and hostile mobs, and with the agonizing
loneliness that characterizes the life of the pioneer. They will be old, oppressed, battered Negro
women, symbolized in a seventy-two-year-old woman in Montgomery, Alabama, who rose up with a
sense of dignity and with her people decided not to ride segregated buses, and who responded with
ungrammatical profundity to one who inquired about her weariness: “My fleets is tired, but my soul
is at rest.” They will be the young high school and college students, the young ministers of the gospel
and a host of their elders, courageously and nonviolently sitting in at lunch counters and willingly
going to jail for conscience’ sake. One day the South will know that when these disinherited children
of God sat down at lunch counters, they were in reality standing up for what is best in the American
dream and for the most sacred values in our Judaeo-Christian heritage, thereby bringing our nation
back to those great wells of democracy which were dug deep by the founding fathers in their
formulation of the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence.

Never before have I written so long a letter. I'm afraid it is much too long to take your precious time. |
can assure you that it would have been much shorter if I had been writing from a comfortable desk,
but what else can one do when he k alone in a narrow jail cell, other than write long letters, think
long thoughts and pray long prayers?

If I have said anything in this letter that overstates the truth and indicates an unreasonable
impatience, I beg you to forgive me. If I have said anything that understates the truth and indicates my
having a patience that allows me to settle for anything less than brotherhood, I beg God to forgive me.

I hope this letter finds you strong in the faith. I also hope that circumstances will soon make it
possible for me to meet each of you, not as an integrationist or a civil rights leader but as a fellow
clergyman and a Christian brother. Let us all hope that the dark clouds of racial prejudice will soon
pass away and the deep fog of misunderstanding will be lifted from our fear-drenched communities,
and in some not too distant tomorrow the radiant stars of love and brotherhood will shine over our
great nation with all their scintillating beauty.

Yours for the cause of Peace and Brotherhood,

MARTIN LUTHERKING, JR.
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RONALD REAGAN
INSTITUTE

The Boys of Pointe du Hoc
By Senator Tom Cotton

Introduction

When describing major military undertakings, writers often emphasize their immensity.
Shakespeare in Henry V, for example, invites his audience to imagine the king's massive fleet
embarking on its invasion of Normandy in 1415. “You stand upon the rivage and behold,” the
chorus intones, “A city on the inconstant billows dancing, / For so appears this fleet majestical.”
Nearly 600 years later, the British military historian John Keegan described what he beheld as a
10-year-old schoolboy on June 5, 1944, when the night sky pulsed with the noise of prop
engines.

Its first tremors had taken my parents into the garden, and as the roar grew I followed and
stood between them to gaze awestruck at the constellation of red, green and yellow lights,
which rode across the heavens and streamed southward across the sea. It seemed as if
every aircraft in the world was in flight, as wave followed wave without intermission . . .
[W]e remained transfixed and wordless on the spot where we stood, gripped by a wild
surmise of what power, majesty, and menace the great migratory flight could portend.”

Keegan did not know at the time that he was witnessing the Allies” “great adventure™ in Europe,
as his nation’s General Bernard Montgomery called it. Somewhat more memorably, General
Dwight Eisenhower dubbed it the “Great Crusade.” Operation Overlord had begun, and with it
the fight to liberate Europe from Nazi tyranny.

Both Keegan and Shakespeare stressed the massive scale of these cross-Channel invasions. But
another perspective is that of the soldier on the ground, huddled against the English weather,
wondering when his unit will embark and what awaits him on French soil.

That is how Ronald Reagan chose to commemorate the Allied invasion of Normandy on its 40th
anniversary in a speech atop the imposing cliffs of Pointe du Hoc. There, Reagan told the story
of 225 soldiers of the 2nd Ranger Battalion. Sixty-two of the survivors were in the audience for

1 shakespeare, William. Henry V. Act 3, Prologue. http://shakespeare.mit.edu/henryv/henryv.3.0.html
2 Quoted in Gilbert, Martin. D-Day. 2004. Pg. 126.
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the speech.” These “boys of Pointe du Hoc,” as Reagan called them, embodied the courage of the
100,000-strong invasion force that day. As he did so often and to such success, Reagan told the
story of the young Rangers who climbed, fought, and bled for a just cause, rather than dwelling
on the sweeping but impersonal plans, logistics, and strategy behind D-Day. Their stories of
valor resonated deeply in America’s heart in a way no statistic could.

Today, as it was on June 6, 1984, Reagan’s speech is accepted as among the greatest from one of
the greatest orators to serve as president. But why was it great, and what can we learn from it?

Like explaining a joke, it can be hard to put our finger on why a speech is great. Still, comparing
Reagan’s address to other great speeches produces some important insights about their power.
Like other great orators, Reagan extolled the sacrifice and courage of the Allied soldiers to
motivate people for the challenges of the present. He had to remind his audience back home and
in Europe how the Allies held together that day to deal a crushing blow to Nazi Germany, so
they would hold together once again to defeat the Soviet Union. Further, Reagan’s Normandy
speech fixed our national memory of World War II in the triumph of American arms in Europe,
rather than the tragedy of Pearl Harbor. This national understanding about America’s victory in
World War II and the mid-century greatness that followed is a powerful source of our national
identity and solidarity. It shaped a whole generation’s conception of our country, our cause, and
our destiny in the world.

Normandy & Pointe Du Hoc

The significance of the Normandy invasion needs little explanation today, thanks in no small part
to President Reagan and the many tributes that his speech inspired, such as the masterful Saving
Private Ryan. “Here in Normandy,” as Reagan said, “the rescue began.”

The invasion’s success resulted from a monumental effort to train, supply, and ship 100,000
Allied soldiers on D-Day alone. By D+4, 325,000 Allied soldiers were ashore and thousands of
Allied planes swarmed above France.*

The amphibious invasion benefitted from an equally impressive campaign of aerial and naval
bombardment, sabotage, and strategic deception. These efforts proved vital. As the historian
Martin Gilbert noted, Allied bombers cut every bridge across the Seine by D-Day, seriously
complicating Nazi efforts to reinforce their beleaguered coastal divisions.* Meanwhile, the
Allies’ attempt to deceive Hitler about the true location of the invasion proved successful beyond
all hopes; days after the initial invasion, as the Allies were constructing artificial harbors off the
beaches of Normandy to support the influx of troops and supplies onto the continent, the German
high command was still warning its divisions in Calais and Scandinavia to wait for the real
invasion elsewhere.

3 Brinkley, Douglas. The Boys of Pointe du Hoc: Ronold Reagan, D-Day, and the U.S. Army Second Ranger Battalion.
2006.

4 Gilbert. 174.
5 Ibid. 99.
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D-Day was such a massive operation that one is tempted to downplay the contribution of the
individual soldier on the beach and his initiative and valor. “Dash and doggedness alone no
longer make a soldier,” General Erwin Rommel once wrote, lamenting the Anglo-American
forces’ technologically advanced armies.®

The Desert Fox notwithstanding, no amount of technological superiority can plug a deficit of
boldness, audacity, and courage—all on rich display during the Normandy invasion. Reagan
recalled the British bagpiper Bill Millin, who led reinforcements to embattled soldiers on Sword
beach to the tune of “Highland Laddie.” There were the hundreds of sappers who went ashore
ahead of the main invasion force to clear the German'’s three million mines and beach obstacles.
Three in four died on the beaches.” And there was Brigadier General Theodore Roosevelt, Jr.,
who at age 56 was the oldest combatant to come ashore on D-Day.* He arrived with the first
wave of American troops on Utah beach, leaping into the tide with his cane held high, like the
Roman standard-bearer who was first ashore during Julius Caesar’s cross-Channel invasion of
Britain in 55 B.C.? Roosevelt died of a heart attack weeks after the invasion, but earned the
Medal of Honor posthumously.

The American raid on Pointe du Hoc was perhaps the most heroic event in a day marked by
heroism. It provided dramatic fodder not only for Reagan’s speech but also The Longest Day, a
Hollywood blockbuster starring John Wayne and Sean Connery.

Visitors to the Pointe rarely fail to comment on its imposing terrain—a sheer white cliff that juts
dagger-like into the sea. The German battery atop the Pointe was no less imposing. Pointe du
Hoc was a stronghold of Hitler’s Atlantic Wall, a series of fortifications and obstacles built by
slave labor to repel an Allied invasion of Europe. Neutralizing Pointe du Hoc was a key
American objective in the run-up to the invasion, both because it was the most powerful gun
battery in Normandy and because of its critical placement directly between the American landing
sites. If the six German guns had roared on D-Day they could have multiplied American
casualties on Utah and Omaha beaches.

In the run-up to D-Day, Allied bombers subjected the German positions to withering assault,
dropping 10 tons of ordnance on every acre.'” This saturation bombing gave the point its other
notable feature: A “moonscape™ surface that remains visible to this day—and that provided
invaluable cover to the American invaders on D-Day. The Allied bombing succeeded in
weakening German resistance on the point. Several artillery soldiers deserted their posts, cursing

% |bid. 92.

7 |bid. 132.

% Bruce, K.S. "Teddy Roosevelt Jr.: The Toughest Old Man in World War I1.” RealClearLife.
http://www.realclearlife.com/history/teddy-roosevelt-jr-toughest-old-man-wwii/

9 Caesar, Julius. “Caesar’s Commentaries on the Gallic and Civil Wars.” Book IV, Chapter XXV. (“And while our men
were hesitating [whether they should advance to the shore], . . . he who carried the eagle of the tenth legion, after
supplicating the gods that the matter might turn out favorably to the legion, exclaimed, ‘Leap, fellow soldiers,
unless you wish to betray your eagle to the enemy. |, for my part, will perform my duty to the commonwealth and
my general.” When he had said this with a loud voice, he leaped from the ship and proceeded to bear the eagle
toward the enemy.”)

10 o’Donnell, Patrick. Dog Company: The Boys of Pointe du Hoc. Pg. 58.
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their superiors.'' More important from the Allies’ standpoint, though they did not know it at the
time, the six big guns were removed from their casements on the point and moved inland.

The Second Ranger Battalion, led by Commander James Earl Rudder of Texas, was chosen to
lead a frontal assault to destroy the guns of Pointe du Hoc—a mission that would require them to
climb the point’s sheer face fiercely contested by the Germans on top. A naval intelligence
officer offered his grim assessment of their chances of success: “Three old women with brooms
could keep the Rangers from climbing that cliff.”'?

That sailor underestimated Rudder’s Rangers. After months of preparation scaling cliffs in
England, the 225 Rangers stormed the point in the early morning of June 6, 1944. The Rangers
pressed ahead despite immediate and grave setbacks. The icy waters of the Atlantic claimed two
vessels, reducing the assault force from 225 to 180"*; mortars, grenades, and enfilade fire from
machine-guns claimed yet more souls in the landing crafts and on the hard shingle of the beach.

Still the Rangers pressed forward to the cliffs and then upward, straining to climb wet ropes
attached to the top of the point by grappling hooks. The Rangers established precarious control
of the cliffs after a morning of heavy fighting in the craters and concrete dugouts of the point.

Not long afterward, a two-man scouting party composed of First Sergeant Leonard Lomell and
Staff Sergeant Jack Kuhn located the six big guns unattended in a grove. They destroyed the
guns with thermite grenades within eyesight of 150 German soldiers massing for a counterattack.
At 8:30 a.m., Rudder’s Rangers became the first Allied unit to complete its mission. They
endured a staggering 70% casualty rate before being relieved.

Preparing the Speech

President Reagan’s Normandy speech compressed this history into a brisk 400 words, powerfully
communicating the stakes (“Jews cried out in the camps ... and the world prayed for its rescue™),
the Ranger mission (“to climb these sheer and desolate cliffs and take out the enemy guns™), and
the terrible cost it exacted in American lives (“two hundred and twenty-five men came here.
After two days of fighting, only 90 could still bear arms™). The language is moving, but the
remainder of the speech dwelt not on history, but on the president’s three political and strategic
objectives for the speech.

First, Reagan wanted to honor the “boys of Pointe du Hoc™ and all the Allied soldiers, using their
amazing stories to reinforce lessons about patriotism, valor, and preparedness for war. Second,
he wanted to link America’s righteous struggle against Nazi Germany to the ongoing struggle

1 o'ponnell. 59.

12 1ohson, Megan. “Rudder’s Rangers and the Boys of Pointe du Hoc: The U.S. Army Rangers’ Mission in the Early
Morning Hours of 6 June 1944." National Museum of the United States Army. 17 October 2016.
https://armyhistory.org/rudders-rangers-and-the-boys-of-pointe-du-hoc-the-u-s-army-rangers-mission-in-the-
early-morning-hours-of-6-june-1944/

1 Brinkley.
14 |bid. 92.
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against the Soviet Union, so that Americans would see the two conflicts not as separate events
but as a natural unfolding of America’s battle against totalitarianism. Third, Reagan wanted to
shore up support for his political agenda and re-election campaign against Democratic candidate
Walter Mondale. On all three counts Reagan succeeded.

The speech’s incredible setting—*"a lonely windswept point on the northern shores of France™—
was one of the first things to be decided by Reagan’s team. Reagan was the first president to
speak at Normandy. President Eisenhower released a characteristically modest statement on the
tenth anniversary of the invasion.'® Presidents Lyndon Johnson and Richard Nixon both
considered traveling to Normandy for the 20th and 30th anniversaries, but didn’t go through with
the trip.

Reagan’s Normandy speech was the capstone of a multi-country swing through Ireland, Great
Britain, and France. The Irish leg of the journey was essentially political, as admitted by
Reagan’s chief of staff, James Baker II1.'® The trip gave Reagan an opportunity to publicize his
Irish heritage, strengthening his support among the large and proud Irish-American community.
He then flew to meet with Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher before the Normandy anniversary.
On the eve of the ceremony they flew to Normandy together, just as 40 years earlier hundreds of
American and British bombers flew side-by-side to pummel the Nazis® coastal defenses.

While the speech is today viewed as a record for the ages—TIike all great speeches, almost as a
thing outside time—the Reagan team also viewed the occasion as an important political
opportunity, more so than even the trip to Ireland. “I knew it would be our backdrop for the
year,” recalled Reagan’s deputy chief of staff, Michael Deaver.!” Footage from the speech
figured prominently at the Republican National Convention in Dallas and in televised campaign
ads.

While everyone agreed with the setting of the speech, the content yielded more disputes. Peggy
Noonan, the junior speechwriter assigned to write the address, describes wrestling first with
herself and then with other members of the Reagan team to produce a memorable draft. She
admits the speech’s most famous line came to her after reading Roger Kahn’s famous book on
baseball, The Boys of Summer. (“O happy steal,” she later quipped.)'®

Like so many projects in the executive branch, the Normandy speech was caught in a tug of war
between the White House, career bureaucrats, and other interested parties. At issue was how
much policy the speech would contain and how stern Reagan would be toward the Soviet Union.
The State Department, unsurprisingly, wanted Reagan to speak about arms control, and to avoid
antagonizing Russia and Germany. But Noonan and Deaver resisted. Noonan summed up her

15 Beschloss, Michael. “Why Ike Wouldn't Celebrate the D-Day Anniversary.” New York Times. 19 May 2014.
https://www.nytimes.com/2014/05/20/upshot/why-ike-wouldnt-celebrate-the-d-day-anniversary.html

16 Brinkley. 130.

17 |bid.

18 Noonan, Peggy. What | Saw At the Revolution. Pg. 87.
https://books.google.com/books?id=Ff8oVIxKcSoC&g=normandy#v=snippet&g=normandy&f=false
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perspective colorfully years later: “This isn't a speech about arms negotiation you jackasses, this
is a speech about splendor.”"”

While the two sides clashed over policy, they had a more fundamental dispute about the intended
audience for this speech. The State Department—again unsurprisingly—thought the main
audience was foreign dignitaries, including the Soviet leaders sniping about Reagan’s trip in
Pravda.*® The Reaganites, and, more important, the president himself, knew better. They knew
the main audience for this address was the American people—the most important audience for
every major foreign policy decision of the United States. That audience included Ike’s D-Day
veterans, who would hear themselves honored as never before. And it included, Noonan wrote,
“kids watching TV at home in the kitchen at breakfast™ who may never have learned about D-
Day in school.?! Those Americans were the proper audience for this speech and any speech a
president delivers, as the liberators of Europe and citizens in a self-governing republic.

The Reaganites had the stronger arguments, and the speech reflects Reagan’s skillful handling of
these inter-agency conflicts. The State Department got its clause about arms control, but only in
the context of Reagan’s belief in peace through strength. Likewise, Reagan honored “the Russian
people”™—20 million of whom perished in World War II—who fought honorably and who
themselves were the first and worst victims of Soviet tyranny. So the Reaganites had thrown “a
fish to the bear,” in Noonan’s words, but without compromising the core of the Normandy
address, which is a bracing call to arms against the “uninvited, unwanted, unyielding” Soviet
invaders in eastern Europe. Ultimately, it was still a speech about splendor.

Reagan as Orator

The Normandy address is triumphant, but not arrogant. Nationalist, but not chauvinist. It
captured the healthy patriotism of a mighty nation that looked back on World War II for what it
was: a costly but righteous achievement. Reagan was the perfect orator to deliver such a speech,
as a man whose demeanor and even speech could have been plucked out of mid-century
America. To channel his thinking, Noonan would sit in an armchair and read speeches by FDR,
another great orator and Reagan’s idol from his days as a union leader.” There was a rhythm to
their speech that flowed triumphantly onward like a victory march, or the “Battle Hymn of the

Republic.” Both FDR and Reagan had mastered the “grammar of the presidency.” as Noonan put
it.>

Reagan’s speech is part encomium for the living, part eulogy for the dead. It shares notable
characteristics with other great speeches of those genres, starting with its sense of place. The
ground on which the president stood was no ordinary ground. It was, in Reagan’s telling, “where
the West held together,” watered by the blood of American patriots. This was sacred ground,

19 |bid.

20 bid. 177.

21 |bid. 175.

22 Noonan, Peggy. “Confessions of a White House Speechwriter.” New York Times. 15 October 1989.
https://www.nytimes.com/1989/10/15/magazine/confessions-of-a-white-house-speechwriter.htmil
2 |bid.
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giving the speech deeper meaning than if Reagan had delivered it from a Rose Garden podium.
The great Daniel Webster made this point in his famous address at Bunker Hill, reminding his
audience that they stood “among the sepulchres of our fathers. We are on ground, distinguished
by their valor, their constancy, and the shedding of their blood.” And of course President
Abraham Lincoln delivered our nation’s famous eulogy on the rocky Pennsylvania soil that
serves as the final resting place for thousands of soldiers—Union and Confederate alike.**

The solemn character of eulogies affords the speaker an opportunity to “examine the cause for
which they fell,” in the words of the great speechwriter, William Safire.”® In Pericles’ funeral
oration, he extolled not just the excellence of Athens’ fallen soldiers but the excellence of
Athenian democracy. Pericles described Athens as a shining city on a hill that enlightened the
Greek city-states around it by its example. Athenians, he said, “are happy in a form of
government which cannot envy the laws of our neighbors—for it has served as a model for
others.” Likewise, Webster, in a line that will sound familiar to students of Reagan, said that “the
last hopes of mankind” rest with America’s experiment in self-government. Indeed, he spoke of
the American system as so far superior to competing forms of government that in foreign lands
“Where men may speak out, they demand it; where the bayonet is at their throats, they pray for
it....”" And Reagan, in the Normandy address, contrasted America’s democratic system of
government—"the most deeply honorable form of government ever devised by man™—with the
tyranny of Nazi Germany and the Soviet Union. The Nazis conquered, the Allies liberated, and
yet the Soviets “did not leave when peace came.” In that way the Soviets accepted the torch of
conquest and occupation from the Nazis, resulting in the Cold War and America’s “long twilight
struggle™ to win that war, as President John F. Kennedy called it in his inaugural address.*®

Great eulogies also invoke the righteousness of their nations” causes to claim universal as well as
national esteem for their soldiers. In this manner, great speakers drape the nation, its form of
government, and its particular interests in the garments of all mankind. Pericles, speaking long
before the abstract universalism of recent times and even before Christianity, stated that Greek
soldiers were entitled to “universal remembrance™ for their “virtue in action.” Reagan himself
noted “the men of Normandy had faith that they were doing what was right, faith they fought for
all humanity.” In using those words, Reagan was not implying that American Gls had embarked
on some kind of United Nations peacekeeping mission devoid of national interest—to the
contrary, America aggressively pursued its interests during World War I, from Lend-Lease
through the defeat of Imperial Japan. Instead Reagan was stating, in the tradition of great orators,
that his country’s particular cause redounded to the benefit of all the world, because it was just.
Given the savagery of German fascism and Japanese militarism, how could any civilized person

disagree?

Finally, great eulogies use the sacrifices of the dead to exhort the living about their duty to
preserve, and if necessary die for, the nation and its cause. Pericles ended his funeral oration with
such an exhortation, urging his audience to achieve the “greatness of soul” that Athens’ fallen

- “Gettysburg Casualties.” History Net. https://www.historynet.com/gettysburg-casualties
25 gafire, William. Lend Me Your Ears: Great Speeches in History. Pg. 32.

26 |naugural Address of President John F. Kennedy. https://www.jfklibrary.org/learn/about-ifk/historic-
speeches/inaugural-address
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soldiers exemplified: “As for you, who now survive them ... [it is] your duty also to preserve the
same spirit and warmth of courage against your enemies.” Lincoln exhorted his audience in a
similar way, stating that “from these honored dead we take increased devotion™ to the cause of
saving the Union. And Reagan exhorted his audience as well—both those gathered before him,
but also the more important audience of millions watching in their living rooms back home.
“Here, in this place where the West stood together,” Reagan said, “let us make a vow to our
dead. Let us show them by our actions that we understand what they died for.” And what actions
were required, exactly? Preparedness for war and coordinated action with our allies to defeat the
Soviet Union.

Reagan in this address delivered a strong rebuke to those who urged America to accommodate
the Soviets, effectively ceding vast swathes of the world to communist tyranny, even in our own
hemisphere. The contested ground in Reagan’s day was Afghanistan, Nicaragua, and eastern
Europe. One generation earlier, it had been Austria, Czechoslovakia, and Poland. Hitler's swift
subjugation of Europe showed why timid inaction can never guarantee our safety, and only
serves to make defeat more likely in the long run. The better strategy is to resist the enemy at
every step, pressing so that any confrontation occurs as close to the enemy’s home and as far
away from one’s own as possible. “It is better to be here ready to protect the peace than to take
blind shelter across the sea, rushing to respond only after freedom is lost,” Reagan said of
America’s military presence in western Europe. The Soviet Union, as a crusading communist
power, would only creep closer to our shores the more room we surrendered before its path.
Which is in fact what history bore out, evidenced by the Soviets’ growing footprint in Latin
America during the 1970s.

After the Speech

Perhaps the best testimony to the speech’s impact came from William Galston, then the issues
director on Walter Mondale’s presidential campaign.”’ “While the tectonics of the race had been
moving steadily in Reagan’s direction since the beginning of the year,” Galston recalled, “we
still had some prospects ... or so I thought until his speech that day.” There was dead silence in
the Mondale press room as Reagan described the Rangers® dogged climb up Pointe du Hoc. And
when the camera pulled back to reveal the 62 “boys™ seated around him—some wearing garrison
caps and old uniforms—Galston began to tear up, so moved was even this partisan operative by
the great president’s speech. “This isn’t a fair fight,” he recalls thinking. “The man I'm working
for honorably represents a great American political tradition. The man we’re working against
represents the memory of America at its best.” Michael Barone agrees with Galston’s
assessment. He says the 1984 election ended on June 6th.®

The full impact of Reagan’s Normandy speech would become obvious in the decade or so that
followed. The speech led to an outpouring of patriotism and respect for members of the Greatest
Generation, who had resisted the spotlight, and who consequently had been neglected by elite
journalists and politicians during the countercultural decades of the 1960s and *70s. During this

27 Galston, William. “How Ronald Reagan Taught Me My Most Unforgettable Political Lesson.” Brookings
Institution. 6 June 2013. https://www.brookings.edu/blog/up-front/2013/06/06/how-ronald-reagan-taught-me-
my-most-unforgettable-political-lesson/

28 Brinkley. 11.
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period it was more common to commemorate Pearl Harbor Day than D-Day—a sneak attack on
America, rather than the Allies’ daring assault on Fortress Europe. Reagan effected a subtle but
profound shift in national memory about World War II by emphasizing the triumph at Normandy
over the tragedy at Pearl Harbor. Both tragedy and triumph have the potential to bind a nation
more closely together, as our nation knows too well from the 9/11 attacks. Both teach the nation
lessons. But Reagan knew that in his age the lessons of Normandy needed to be spoken more
loudly. America needed heroes.

The historian Douglas Brinkley refers to this outpouring as the “New Patriotism,” but I'm not
sure how new it was. The old patriotism was there even in the tough times of the ‘60s and *70s,
residing in the hearts of aging veterans and so many others, including millions of men who
volunteered to fight in the Vietnam War. It just took an eloquent spokesman to remind the nation
that patriotism is a virtue, not a refuge of scoundrels, and to bring it back to the fore where it
belonged.

After Reagan’s speech, every newspaper seemed to carry interviews with D-Day veterans, a
trend that would continue for years. Celebrities like Tom Hanks emerged as spokesmen for the
World War II generation, raising funds for a monument in Washington, D.C., a museum in New
Orleans, and starring in Saving Private Ryan. Sensing a good thing, three subsequent presidents
(Bill Clinton, George W. Bush, and Barack Obama) traveled to Normandy to deliver their own
addresses on D-Day. Each one bears the distinct imprint of the speech that started the trend. “O
happy steal.”

Conclusion

Words are not enough; action is necessary in the course of human events. But words matter—a
lot. As Winston Churchill once said, in a line later paraphrased by Reagan, “When great causes
are on the move in the world, stirring all men’s souls ... we learn we are spirits, not animals.”’
Can there be any doubt that Churchill’s dogged radio broadcasts stirred the spirits and steeled the
spines of ordinary Britons in 1940, the period of maximum danger from the Nazis? Similarly,
can one doubt how Lincoln’s speeches helped to midwife a new birth of freedom in America? So
too did Reagan’s address at Normandy make its mark in the hearts of millions.

In our own day, America faces a crisis of purpose and authority similar to the crisis we faced in
the 1960s and *70s. There is declining public trust in all our institutions save the military—and
who can blame the doubters? It is hard to point to an unambiguous victory, here or abroad, in the
last few decades. Americans watch with trepidation as rising powers build vast cities, military
bases, and trading networks. Meanwhile the barest infrastructure project seems beyond our
power. We struggle to adequately fund and supply our military, or deliver basic services to
American seniors, veterans, and the needy. More troubling, growing numbers express doubt
about America’s role in the world—and not because they doubt the common soldier but because
they doubt the political leaders who send, or refuse to send, him to war.

2 Churchill, Winston. Radio Broadcast to America. 16 June 1941.

https://winstonchurchill.org/resources/speeches/1941-1945-war-leader/the-birth-throes-of-a-sublime-resolve-
the-old-lion/
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Ronald Reagan spoke persuasively to these concerns 35 years ago. He reminded the people that
the alternative to American military and industrial strength 1s a world ruled not by benign but
savage powers. He reminded the people that their ancestors were heroes who fought for a just
cause, and that subsequent generations were called to follow in their footsteps. He reminded
them that the answer to bad leaders is better leaders, and that the best leaders can be found
among the ordinary people, from whose ranks Reagan himself rose to celebrity and then high
office. Overcoming the self-doubt that prevails in the capital today will require similar reminders
from capable leaders. Like Ronald Reagan before them, these leaders must appeal to the
greatness in America’s history and the “old patriotism™ that smolders in Americans” hearts,
waiting to be rekindled.
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“Commencement Address to Wellesley Class of 1996”
Nora Ephron
1996

Nora Ephron ’62 addressed the graduates in 1996.

President Walsh, trustees, faculty, friends, noble parents...and dear class
of 1996, | am so proud of you. Thank you for asking me to speak to you
today. | had a wonderful time trying to imagine who had been ahead of
me on the list and had said no; | was positive you'd have to have gone to
Martha Stewart first. And | meant to call her to see what she would have
said, but | forgot. She would probably be up here telling you how to turn
your lovely black robes into tents. | will try to be at least as helpful, if not
quite as specific as that.

I'm very conscious of how easy it is to let people down on a day like this,

because | remember my own graduation from Wellesley very, very well, |
am sorry to say. The speaker was Santha Rama Rau who was a woman writer, and | was going to be a woman writer.
And in fact, | had spent four years at Wellesley going to lectures by women writers hoping that | would be the
beneficiary of some terrific secret—which | never was. And now here | was at graduation, under these very trees,
absolutely terrified. Something was over. Something safe and protected. And something else was about to begin. | was
heading off to New York and | was sure that | would live there forever and never meet anyone and end up dying one of
those New York deaths where no one even notices you're missing until the smell drifts into the hallway weeks later. And
| sat here thinking, "OK, Santha, this is my last chance for a really terrific secret, lay it on me,” and she spoke about the
need to place friendship over love of country, which | must tell you had never crossed my mind one way or the other.

I want to tell you a little bit about my class, the class of 1962. When we came to Wellesley in the fall of 1958, there was
an article in the Harvard Crimson about the women's colleges, one of those stupid mean little articles full of stereotypes,
like girls at Bryn Mawr wear black. We were girls then, by the way, Wellesley girls. How long ago was it? It was so long
ago that while | was here, Wellesley actually threw six young women out for lesbianism. It was so long ago that we had
curfews. It was so long ago that if you had a boy in your room, you had to leave the door open six inches, and if you
closed the door you had to put a sock on the doorknob. In my class of, | dont know, maybe 375 young women, there
were six Asians and 5 Blacks. There was a strict quota on the number of Jews. Tuition was $2,000 a year and in my
junior year it was raised to $2,250 and my parents practically had a heart attack.

How long ago? If you needed an abortion, you drove to a gas station in Union, New Jersey, with $500 in cash in an
envelope and you were taken, blindfolded, to a motel room and operated on without an anesthetic. On the lighter side,
and as you no doubt read in the New York Times magazine, and were flabbergasted to learn, there were the posture
pictures. We not only took off most of our clothes to have our posture pictures taken, we took them off without ever even
thinking, this is weird, why are we doing this?—not only that, we had also had speech therapy—! was told | had a New
Jersey accent | really ought to do something about, which was a shock to me since | was from Beverly Hills, California,
and had never set foot in the state of New Jersey... not only that, we were required to take a course called
Fundamentals, Fundies, where we actually were taught how to get in and out of the back seat of the car. Some of us
were named things like Winkie. We all parted our hair in the middle. How long ago was it? It was so long ago that
among the things that | honestly cannot conceive of life without, that had not yet been invented: panty hose, lattes,
Advil, pasta (there was no pasta then, there was only spaghetti and macaroni)—I sit here writing this speech on a
computer next to a touch tone phone with an answering machine and a Rolodex, there are several CDs on my desk, a
bottle of Snapple, there are felt-tip pens and an electric pencil sharpener... well, you get the point, it was a long time
ago.

Anyway, as | was saying, the Crimson had this snippy article which said that Wellesley was a school for tunicata—
tunicata apparently being small fish who spend the first part of their lives frantically swimming around the ocean floor
exploring their environment, and the second part of their lives just lying there breeding. It was mean and snippy, but it
had the horrible ring of truth, it was one of those do-not-ask-for-whom-the-bell-tolls things, and it bumed itself into our
brains. Years later, at my 25th reunion, one of my classmates mentioned it, and everyone remembered what tunacata
were, word for word.
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My class went to college in the era when you got a masters degrees in teaching because it was "something to fall back
on" in the worst case scenario, the worst case scenario being that no one married you and you actually had to go to
work. As this same classmate said at our reunion, "Our education was a dress rehearsal for a life we never led.” lsn't that
the saddest line? We weren't meant to have futures, we were meant to marry them. We weren't meant to have politics,
or careers that mattered, or opinions, or lives; we were meant to marry them. If you wanted to be an architect, you
married an architect. Non Ministrare sed Ministrari—you know the old joke, not to be ministers but to be ministers’ wives.

l've written about my years at Wellesley, and | don't want to repeat myself any more than is necessary. But | do want to
retell one anecdote from the piece | did about my 10th Wellesley reunion. I'll tell it a little differently for those of you who
read it. Which was that, during my junior year, when | was engaged for a very short period of time, | thought | might
transfer to Barnard my senior year. | went to see my class dean and she said to me, "Let me give you some advice.
You've worked so hard at Wellesley, when you marry, take a year off. Devote yourself to your husband and your
marriage.” Of course it was stunning piece of advice to give me because I'd always intended to work after college. My
mother was a career woman, and all of us, her four daughters, grew up understanding that the question, "What do you
want to be when you grow up?” was as valid for girls as for boys. Take a year off being a wife. | always wondered what |
was supposed to do in that year. Iron? | repeated the story for years, as proof that Wellesley wanted its graduates to be
merely housewives. But | turned out to be wrong, because years later | met another Wellesley graduate who had been
as hell-bent on domesticity as | had been on a career. And she had gone to the same dean with the same problem, and
the dean had said to her, "Don't have children right away. Take a year to work.” And so | saw that what Wellesley wanted
was for us to avoid the extremes. To be instead, that thing in the middle. A lady. We were to take the fabulous education
we had received here and use it to preside at dinner table or at a committee meeting, and when two people disagreed
we would be intelligent enough to step in and point out the remarkable similarities between their two opposing
positions. We were to spend our lives making nice.

Many of my classmates did exactly what they were supposed to when they graduated from Wellesley, and some of
them, by the way, lived happily ever after. But many of them didn't. All sorts of things happened that no one expected.
They needed money so they had to work. They got divorced so they had to work. They were bored witless so they had
to work. The women's movement came along and made harsh value judgments about their lives—judgments that
caught them by surprise, because they were doing what they were supposed to be doing, weren't they? The rules had
changed, they were caught in some kind of strange time warp. They had never intended to be the heroines of their own
lives, they'd intended to be—what?—First Ladies, | guess, first ladies in the lives of big men. They ended up feeling like
victims. They ended up, and this is really sad, thinking that their years in college were the best years of their lives.

Why am | telling you this? It was a long time ago, right? Things have changed, haven't they? Yes, they have. But |
mention it because | want to remind you of the undertow, of the specific gravity. American society has a remarkable
ability to resist change, or to take whatever change has taken place and attempt to make it go away. Things are different
for you than they were for us. Just the fact that you chose to come to a single-sex college makes you smarter than we
were—we came because it's what you did in those days—and the college you are graduating from is a very different
place. All sorts of things caused Wellesley to change, but it did change, and today it's a place that understands its
obligations to women in today's world. The women's movement has made a huge difference, too, particularly for young
women like you. There are women doctors and women lawyers. There are anchorwomen, although most of them are
blonde. But at the same time, the pay differential between men and women has barely changed. In my business, the
movie business, there are many more women directors, but it's just as hard to make a movie about women as it ever
was, and look at the parts the Oscar-nominated actresses played this year: hooker, hooker, hooker, hooker, and nun.
It's 1996, and you are graduating from Wellesley in the Year of the Wonderbra. The Wonderbra is not a step forward for
women. Nothing that hurts that much is a step forward for women.

What I'm saying is, don't delude yourself that the powerful cultural values that wrecked the lives of so many of my
classmates have vanished from the earth. Don't let the New York Times article about the brilliant success of Wellesley
graduates in the business world fool you—there's still a glass ceiling. Don't let the number of women in the work force
trick you—there are still lots of magazines devoted almost exclusively to making perfect casseroles and turning various
things into tents.
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Don't underestimate how much antagonism there is toward women and how many people wish we could turn the clock
back. One of the things people always say to you if you get upset is, don't take it personally, but listen hard to what's
going on and, please, | beg you, take it personally. Understand: Every attack on Hillary Clinton for not knowing her
place is an attack on you. Underneath almost all those attacks are the words: Get back, get back to where you once
belonged. When Elizabeth Dole pretends that she isn't serious about her career, that is an attack on you. The acquittal
of O.J. Simpson is an attack on you. Any move to limit abortion rights is an attack on you—whether or not you believe in
abortion. The fact that Clarence Thomas is sitting on the Supreme Court today is an attack on you.

Above all, be the heroine of your life, not the victim. Because you don't have the alibi my class had—this is one of the
great achievements and mixed blessings you inherit: Unlike us, you cant say nobody told you there were other options.
Your education is a dress rehearsal for a life that is yours to lead. Twenty-five years from now, you wont have as easy a
time making excuses as my class did. You won't be able to blame the deans, or the culture, or anyone else: you will
have no one to blame but yourselves. Whoa.

So what are you going to do? This is the season when a clutch of successful women—who have it all —give speeches
to women like you and say, to be perfectly honest, you can't have it all. Maybe young women don't wonder whether they
can have it all any longer, but in case any of you are wondering, of course you can have it all. What are you going to
do? Everything, is my guess. It will be a little messy, but embrace the mess. It will be complicated, but rejoice in the
complications. It will not be anything like what you think it will be like, but surprises are good for you. And don't be
frightened: you can always change your mind. | know: I've had four careers and three husbands. And this is something
else | want to tell you, one of the hundreds of things | didn't know when | was sitting here so many years ago: you are
not going to be you, fixed and immutable you, forever. We have a game we play when we're waiting for tables in
restaurants, where you have to write the five things that describe yourself on a piece of paper. When | was your age, |
would have put: ambitious, Wellesley graduate, daughter, Democrat, single. Ten years later not one of those five things
turned up on my list. | was: journalist, feminist, New Yorker, divorced, funny. Today not one of those five things turns up
in my list: writer, director, mother, sister, happy. Whatever those five things are for you today, they won't make the list in
ten years—not that you still won't be some of those things, but they won't be the five most important things about you.
Which is one of the most delicious things available to women, and more particularly to women than to men. | think. It's
slightly easier for us to shift, to change our minds, to take another path. Yogi Berra, the former New York Yankee who
made a specialty of saying things that were famously maladroit, quoted himself at a recent commencement speech he
gave. "When you see a fork in the road,” he said, "take it." Yes, it's supposed to be a joke, but as someone said in a
movie | made, don't laugh this is my life, this is the life many women lead: Two paths diverge in a wood, and we get to
take them both. It's another of the nicest things about being women; we can do that. Did | say it was hard? Yes, but let
me say it again so that none of you can ever say the words, nobody said it was so hard. But it's also incredibly
interesting. You are so lucky to have that life as an option.

Whatever you choose, however many roads you travel, | hope that you choose not to be a lady. | hope you will find
some way to break the rules and make a little trouble out there. And | also hope that you will choose to make some of
that trouble on behalf of women. Thank you. Good luck. The first act of your life is over. Welcome to the best years of
your lives.
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“The Danger of a Single Story’

Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie
2009

The Danger of a Single Story - Transcript
Courtesy of TED

By Chimamanda Adichie

Transcript:

I'm a storyteller. And I would like to tell you a few personal stories about what I like to call
“"the danger of the single story." | grew up on a university campus in eastern Nigeria. My
mother says that | started reading at the age of two, although I think four is probably close
to the truth. So I was an early reader. And what I read were Brnitish and Amencan children’s
books.

I was also an early writer. And when I began to write, at about the age of seven, stories in
pencil with crayon illustrations that my poor mother was obligated to read, I wrote exactly
the kinds of stories | was reading. All my characters were white and blue-eyed. They played
in the snow. They ate apples. (Laughter) And they talked a lot about the weather, how
lovely it was that the sun had come out. (Laughter) Now, this despite the fact that [ lived in
Nigeria. I had never been outside Nigeria. We didn't have snow. We ate mangoes. And we
never talked about the weather, because there was no need to.

138



My characters also drank a lot of ginger beer because the characters in the British books |
read drank ginger beer. Never mind that I had no idea what ginger beer was. (Laughter) And
for many years afterwards, [ would have a desperate desire to taste ginger beer. But that is
another story.

What this demonstrates, I think, is how impressionable and vulnerable we are in the face of
a story, particularly as children. Because all I had read were books in which characters were
foreign, I had become convinced that books, by their very nature, had to have foreigners in
them, and had to be about things with which I could not personally identify. Now, things
changed when I discovered African books. There weren't many of them available. And they
weren't quite as easy to find as the foreign books.

But because of writers like Chinua Achebe and Camara Laye I went through a mental shift
in my perception of literature. I realized that people like me, girls with skin the color of
chocolate, whose kinky hair could not form ponytails, could also exist in literature. I started
to write about things | recognized.

Now, I loved those American and British books I read. They stirred my imagination. They
opened up new worlds for me. But the unintended consequence was that I did not know that
people like me could exist in literature. So what the discovery of African writers did for me
was this: It saved me from having a single story of what books are.

I come from a conventional, middle-class Nigerian family. My father was a professor. My
mother was an administrator. And so we had, as was the norm, live-in domestic help, who

would often come from nearby rural villages. So the year | turned eight we got a new house
boy. His name was Fide. The only thing my mother told us about him was that his family
was very poor. My mother sent yams and rice, and our old clothes, to his family. And when
I didn't finish my dinner my mother would say, "Finish your food! Don't you know? People
like Fide's family have nothing." So | felt enormous pity for Fide's family.

Then one Saturday we went to his village to visit. And his mother showed us a beautifully
patterned basket, made of dyed raffia, that his brother had made. | was startled. It had not

occurred to me that anybody in his family could actually make something. All I had heard
about them is how poor they were, so that it had become impossible for me to see them as
anything else but poor. Their poverty was my single story of them.

Years later, I thought about this when I left Nigeria to go to university in the United States. |
was 19. My American roommate was shocked by me. She asked where | had learned to
speak English so well, and was confused when [ said that Nigeria happened to have English
as its official language. She asked if she could listed to what she called my "tribal music,"
and was consequently very dissapointed when [ produced my tape of Mariah Carey.
(Laughter) She assumed that I did not know how to use a stove.
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What struck me was this: She had felt sorry for me even before she saw me. Her default
position toward me, as an African, was a kind of patronizing, well-meaning, pity. My
roommate had a single story of Africa. A single story of catastrophe. In this single story
there was no possibility of Africans being similar to her, in any way. No possibility of
feelings more complex than pity. No possibility of a connection as human equals.

I must say that before I went to the U.S. I didn't consciously identify as African. But in the
U.S. whenever Africa came up people turned to me. Never mind that I knew nothing about
places like Namibia. But I did come to embrace this new identity. And in many ways I think
of myself now as African. Although I still get quite irritable when Africa is referred to as a
country. The most recent example being my otherwise wonderful flight from Lagos two
days ago, in which there was an announcement on the Virgin flight about the charity work
in "India, Africa and other countries.” (Laughter)

So after I had spent some years in the U.S. as an African, I began to understand my
roommate's response to me. If I had not grown up in Nigeria, and if all I knew about Africa
were from popular images, I too would think that Africa was a place of beautiful
landscapes, beautiful animals, and incomprehensible people, fighting senseless wars, dying
of poverty and AIDS, unable to speak for themselves, and waiting to be saved, by a kind,
white foreigner. | would see Africans in the same way that I, as a child, had seen Fide's
family.

This single story of Africa ultimately comes, I think, from Western literature. Now, here is a
quote from the writing of a London merchant called John Locke, who sailed to west Africa
in 1561, and kept a fascinating account of his voyage. After referring to the black Africans
as "beasts who have no houses," he writes, "They are also people without heads, having

their mouth and eyes in their breasts.”

Now, I've laughed every time I've read this. And one must admire the imagination of John
Locke. But what is important about his writing is that it represents the beginning of a
tradition of telling African stories in the West. A tradition of Sub-Saharan Africa as a place

of negatives, of difference, of darkness, of people who, in the words of the wonderful poet,
Rudyard Kipling, are "half devil, half child."

And so | began to realize that my American roommate must have, throughout her life, seen
and heard different versions of this single story, as had a professor, who once told me that
my novel was not "authentically African.” Now, I was quite willing to contend that there
were a number of things wrong with the novel, that it had failed in a number of places. But |
had not quite imagined that it had failed at achieving something called African authenticity.
In fact I did not know what African authenticity was. The professor told me that my
characters were too much like him, an educated and middle-class man. My characters drove
cars. They were not starving. Therefore they were not authentically African.
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But I must quickly add that I too am just as guilty in the question of the single story. A few
years ago, I visited Mexico from the U.S. The political climate in the U.S. at the time, was
tense. And there were debates going on about immigration. And, as often happens in
America, immigration became synonymous with Mexicans. There were endless stories of

Mexicans as people who were fleecing the healthcare system, sneaking across the border,
being arrested at the border, that sort of thing.

I remember walking around on my first day in Guadalajara, watching the people going to
work, rolling up tortillas in the marketplace, smoking, laughing. I remember first feeling
slight surprise. And then [ was overwhelmed with shame. I realized that | had been so
immersed in the media coverage of Mexicans that they had become one thing in my mind,
the abject immigrant. | had bought into the single story of Mexicans and I could not have
been more ashamed of myself. So that is how to create a single story, show a people as one
thing, as only one thing, over and over again, and that is what they become.

It is impossible to talk about the single story without talking about power. There is a word,
an Igbo word, that I think about whenever I think about the power structures of the world,
and 1t 1s "nkali." It's a noun that loosely translates to "to be greater than another." Like our
economic and political worlds, stories too are defined by the principle of nkali. How they

are told, who tells them, when they're told, how many stories are told, are really dependent
on power.

Power is the ability not just to tell the story of another person, but to make it the definitive
story of that person. The Palestinian poet Mourid Barghouti writes that if you want to
dispossess a people, the simplest way to do it is to tell their story, and to start with,
"secondly." Start the story with the arrows of the Native Americans, and not with the arrival
of the British, and you have and entirely different story. Start the story with the failure of
the African state, and not with the colonial creation of the African state, and you have an

entirely different story.

I recently spoke at a university where a student told me that it was such a shame that
Nigerian men were physical abusers like the father character in my novel. I told him that |
had just read a novel called "American Psycho" -- (Laughter) -- and that it was such a
shame that young Americans were serial murderers. (Laughter) (Applause) Now, obviously
| said this in a fit of mild irritation. (Laughter)

I would never have occurred to me to think that just because | had read a novel in which a
character was a serial killer that he was somehow representative of all Americans. And now,
this is not because [ am a better person than that student, but, because of America's cultural
and economic power, | had many stories of America. | had read Tyler and Updike and
Steinbeck and Gaitskill. I did not have a single story of America.

When | learned, some years ago, that writers were expected to have had really unhappy
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childhoods to be successful, I began to think about how I could invent horrible things my
parents had done to me. (Laughter) But the truth 1s that I had a very happy childhood, full of
laughter and love, in a very close-knit family.

But I also had grandfathers who died in refugee camps. My cousin Polle died because he
could not get adequate healthcare. One of my closest friends, Okoloma, died in a plane
crash because our firetrucks did not have water. I grew up under repressive military
governments that devalued education, so that sometimes my parents were not paid their
salaries. And so, as a child, I saw jam disappear from the breakfast table, then margarine
disappeared, then bread became too expensive, then milk became rationed. And most of all,
a kind of normalized political fear invaded our lives.

All of these stories make me who [ am. But to insist on only these negative stories is to
flatten my experience, and to overlook the many other stories that formed me. The single
story creates stereotypes. And the problem with stereotypes is not that they are untrue, but
that they are incomplete. They make one story become the only story.

Of course, Africa is a continent full of catastrophes. There are immense ones, such as the
horrific rapes in Congo. And depressing ones, such as the fact that 5,000 people apply for
one job vacancy in Nigeria. But there are other stories that are not about catastrophe. And it
1s very important, it is just as important, to talk about them.

I've always felt that it is impossible to engage properly with a place or a person without
engaging with all of the stories of that place and that person. The consequence of the single
story is this: It robs people of dignity. It makes our recognition of our equal humanity
difficult. It emphasizes how we are different rather than how we are similar.

So what if before my Mexican trip I had followed the immigration debate from both sides,
the U.S. and the Mexican? What if my mother had told us that Fide's family was poor and
hardworking? What if we had an African television network that broadcast diverse African
stories all over the world? What the Nigerian writer Chinua Achebe calls "a balance of

stories."

What if my roommate knew about my Nigernan publisher, Mukta Bakaray, a remarkable
man who left his job in a bank to follow his dream and start a publishing house? Now, the
conventional wisdom was that Nigerians don't read literature. He disagreed. He felt that
people who could read, would read, if you made literature affordable and available to them.

Shortly after he published my first novel I went to a TV station in Lagos to do an interview.
And a woman who worked there as a messenger came up to me and said, "I really liked
your novel. I didn't like the ending. Now you must write a sequel, and this is what will
happen ..." (Laughter) And she went on to tell me what to write in the sequel. Now I was not
only charmed, I was very moved. Here was a woman, part of the ordinary masses of
Nigerians, who were not supposed to be readers. She had not only read the book, but she
had taken ownership of it and felt justified in telling me what to write in the sequel.
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Now, what if my roommate knew about my friend Fumi Onda, a fearless woman who hosts
a TV show in Lagos, and is determined to tell the stories that we prefer to forget? What if
my roommate knew about the heart procedure that was performed in the Lagos hospital last
week? What if my roommate knew about contemporary Nigerian music? Talented people
singing in English and Pidgin, and Igbo and Yoruba and ljo, mixing influences from Jay-Z
to Fela to Bob Marley to their grandfathers. What if my roommate knew about the female
lawyer who recently went to court in Nigeria to challenge a ridiculous law that required
women to get their husband's consent before renewing their passports? What if my
roommate knew about Nollywood, full of innovative people making films despite great
technical odds? Films so popular that they really are the best example of Nigerians
consuming what they produce. What if my roommate knew about my wonderfully
ambitious hair braider, who has just started her own business selling hair extensions? Or
about the millions of other Nigerians who start businesses and sometimes fail, but continue
to nurse ambition?

Every time [ am home I am confronted with the usual sources of irritation for most
Nigerians: our failed infrastructure, our failed government. But also by the incredible
resilience of people who thrive despite the government, rather than because of it. I teach
writing workshops in Lagos every summer. And it is amazing to me how many people
apply, how many people are eager to write, to tell stories.

My Nigerian publisher and I have just started a non-profit called Farafina Trust. And we
have big dreams of building libraries and refurbishing libraries that already exist, and
providing books for state schools that don't have anything in their libraries, and also of
organizing lots and lots of workshops, in reading and writing, for all the people who are
eager to tell our many stories. Stories matter. Many stories matter. Stories have been used to
dispossess and to malign. But stories can also be used to empower, and to humanize. Stories
can break the dignity of a people. But stories can also repair that broken dignity.

The American writer Alice Walker wrote this about her southern relatives who had moved
to the north. She introduced them to a book about the southern life that they had left behind.

"They sat around, reading the book themselves, listening to me read the book, and a kind of
paradise was regained." | would like to end with this thought: That when we reject the
single story, when we realize that there is never a single story about any place, we regain a
kind of paradise. Thank you. (Applause)
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2

“If It Can Happen Here, It Can Happen Anywhere’

Frank-Walter Steinmeier
2020

Seventy-five years ago today, the Second World War came to an end in Europe.

8 May 1945 marked the end of the Nazi reign of tyranny, the end of night-time bombing
raids and death marches, the end of unprecedented German crimes and the end of the
Shoah, that betrayal of all civilized values. Here in Berlin, where the war of annihilation
was conceived and from where it was unleashed, and whither it returned with the full
force of destruction — we had planned to commemorate this day jointly with others.

We had planned to commemorate the day together, with representatives of the allies from
East and West who made huge sacrifices to liberate this continent. Together with our
partners from every corner of Europe that suffered under German occupation, and yet
were willing to seek reconciliation. Together with the survivors of German crimes and
the descendants of those who perished, so many of whom reached out to us in
reconciliation. Together with everyone around the world who gave this country the
chance of a fresh start.

We had planned to remember, too, with the older generation in Germany who
experienced that period themselves. Hunger, violence and being driven from their homes
— all this they suffered through as children. After the war, it was they who rebuilt this
country, both in the East and in the West.
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And we had planned to commemorate this day with the younger people of today, who,
three generations later, ask what the past can teach them now. To them I say, It is you
who are the key! It is you who must carry forward the lessons we have been taught by
this terrible war! For this reason we had invited thousands of young people from around
the world to Berlin today, young people whose grandparents were enemies, but who
themselves have become friends.

That is how we had planned to mark this 8 May together. However, the COVID-19
pandemic has compelled us to commemorate this day alone — separated from those who
mean so much to us, and to whom we are so grateful.

Perhaps this state of being alone will for a brief moment return us in our minds to 8§ May
1945. On that date the Germans really were alone. Germany had suffered military defeat,
political and economic ruin, and moral collapse. We had made enemies of the entire
world.

Today, 75 years later, we are forced to commemorate alone, but we are not alone! That is
today’s good news. We live in a vigorous and well-established democracy, in the thirtieth
year of a reunified Germany, at the heart of a peaceful and united Europe. We are a
trusted member of the international community and we reap the fruits of cooperation and
partnership around the world. We Germans can definitely now say that the day of
liberation is a day of thanksgiving!

It has taken three generations for us to admit it wholeheartedly.

8 May 1945 was indeed a day of liberation. But at the time people did not perceive it as
such.

The liberation of 1945 was imposed from outside. It had to come from outside — this
country had descended too far into the evil, the guilt, it had brought upon itself. Likewise
the economic reconstruction and democratic renewal in the western part of Germany
were only made possible by the generosity, far-sightedness and readiness for
reconciliation of our former foes.

But we, too, played a part in the liberation. In our internal liberation. This did not take
place on 8 May 1945, and not on a single day. Rather it was a long and painful process
which involved facing up to the past, investigating what people knew and what they had
colluded in. Raising painful questions within families and between the generations.
Fighting to stop silence and denial from prevailing.
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It took decades — decades in which many Germans of my generation gradually found
their peace with this country. These were also decades in which our neighbours came to
trust us again, decades that allowed a cautious resumption of relations, from ever closer
union within the European Communities to the treaties concluded in the course of West
Germany’s Ostpolitik. It was in these decades that the people of Eastern Europe’s
courage and desire for freedom grew until they could no longer be kept behind walls —
leading to that gladdest moment of liberation: Germany’s peaceful revolution and
reunification. These decades of struggling with our history were decades that allowed
democracy to mature in Germany.

And the struggle continues to this day. Remembrance never ends. There can be no
deliverance from our past. For without remembrance we lose our future.

It is only because we Germans look our past in the face and because we accept our
historic responsibility that the peoples of the world have come to trust our country once
more. And this is why we, too, can have confidence in this Germany. This is the core of
an enlightened, democratic spirit of patriotism. No German patriotism can come without
its cracks. Without light and shadow; without joy and sorrow, gratitude and shame.

Rabbi Nachman once said: No heart is as whole as a broken heart. Germany’s past is a
fractured past — with responsibility for the murdering of millions and the suffering of
millions. That breaks our hearts to this day. And that is why I say that this country can
only be loved with a broken heart.

Anybody who cannot bear this, who demands that a line be drawn under our past, is not
only denying the catastrophe that was the war and the Nazi dictatorship. They are also
devaluing all the good that has since been achieved and even denying the very essence of
our democracy.

Human dignity shall be inviolable. This first sentence of our constitution is and remains a
public reminder of what happened in Auschwitz, of what happened in the war and during
the dictatorship. It is not remembrance that is a burden — it is non-remembrance that
becomes a burden. It is not professing responsibility that is shameful — it is denial that is
shameful!

But what does our historic responsibility mean today, three-quarters of a century after the
fact? The gratitude we feel today must not make us complacent. We must never forget
that remembrance is a challenge and a duty.

Never again, we vowed after the war. But for us Germans in particular, this never
again means never again alone. And this sentence is nowhere so true as in Europe. We
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must keep Europe together. We must think, feel and act as Europeans. If we do not hold
Europe together, also during and after this pandemic, then we will have shown ourselves
not to be worthy of 8 May. If Europe fails, the never again also fails.

The international community learned from this never again. After 1945, it forged a new
foundation out of all it had learnt from this catastrophe, it built human rights and
international law, rules to preserve peace and cooperation.

Our country, from which so much evil once emanated, has over the years changed from
being a threat to the international order to being its champion. We must not allow this
peaceful order to disintegrate before our eyes. We must not allow ourselves to be
estranged from those who established it. We want more cooperation around the world,
not less — also when it comes to fighting the pandemic.

8 May was a day of liberation. In my opinion, these famous words of Richard von
Weizsicker’s have to be reinterpreted today. When they were spoken, they constituted a
milestone in our efforts to come to terms with our past. But today they must also point to
our future. For liberation is never complete, and it is not something that we can just
experience passively. It challenges us actively, every day anew.

In 1945 we were liberated. Today, we must liberate ourselves.

Liberate ourselves from the temptations of a new brand of nationalism. From a
fascination with authoritarianism. From distrust, isolationism and hostility between
nations. From hatred and hate speech, from xenophobia and contempt for democracy —
for they are but the old evil in a new guise. On this 8§ May, we commemorate the victims
of Hanau, of Halle and Kassel. They have not been forgotten in the midst of COVID-19.

If it can happen here, it can happen anywhere. These words were spoken by Israel’s
President Reuven Rivlin on Holocaust Remembrance Day in the German Bundestag
earlier this year. If it can happen here, it can happen anywhere. But today there is nobody
to liberate us from these dangers. We have to liberate ourselves. We were liberated to be
responsible for our own actions!

I am well aware that this year 8 May comes at a time of great upheaval and great
uncertainty. Not just because of the COVID-19 pandemic, but very much exacerbated by
it. We do not yet know when and how we will emerge from this crisis. But we do know
the attitude with which we entered it: with great confidence in this country, in our
democracy, and in what we can shoulder together. That shows how very far we have
come in 75 years. And it gives me hope for all the challenges that may lie ahead.
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Fellow citizens, we cannot come together for a commemorative event because of
coronavirus. But we can grasp the silence. We can pause to reflect.

I ask all Germans to remember silently the victims of the war and the victims of National
Socialism. Wherever your roots may lie, take a moment to revisit your memories, your
family’s memories, the history of the country in which we all live. Think what the
liberation and what 8§ May means for your life and your actions.

75 years after the end of the war, we Germans have much to be thankful for. But none of
the positive achievements since that date are safe in perpetuity. That is why we must
remember: 8 May was not the end of the liberation — rather, preserving freedom and
democracy is the never-ending task it has bequeathed us!
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