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I v MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS 

In the welter of our daily lives we !IIN-sometimes ~ 

forgetful of those who lie beneath us here, so still and 

hushed is their rest. And it is perhaps fortunate for us 

who live that our minds are so constituted that we do not 

always have thftr tragedy before us. But on a day like this 

our thoughts must bravely turn to those who lie here; and it 

is .!_fil that we may ponder; here together but for a few too 

fleeting moments. 

Today you have heard again the simple, Egeless 

beauty of Linclon's Gettysburg Address. Perhaps no more 

sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It is sober-
wl. ~ 

1.ng_..to remember that it wa~ a: lT2°f in the~ smoke of the 

Civil War, over the bodies 014 tho e who bled and died in 

that historic conflict. It may be cause for somber reflection 

to recall that when our great president Lincoln delivered 

his beautiful tribute, there were gathered before him, in 

the full flush of thUrr,xoung manhoo~, many fresh and eager 
-.t/(,e,,, ~,, <e--U-14 -:,J --~ / 

vetera~s of that w.aF; a~g ~ A~t seems but yesterda'l einee~~ 
~ a.47/~ 

we{\ eotlld:~o 1#811 remem:eo:r ~eee-.Acourageous, spry old 

gentlemen ~~~~~~~ ~ ~~'9i!ji!ii'ij11-- who made so much of 

this day, Memorial Day. But as the relentless years rolled 

on, they too fell silent, one by one, up.til now their dead 

have nearly won their living. Thus, ever swells the ranks 

of our Spanish-American War dead. And so it is that even you 

are sixteen years removed~ m your 1918; a sixteen years 

during which some of your number, too, have gone to join 

your comrades in the silence of this resting place. 



But it is• not only the dead upon whom our humble 

thought~ may dwell this day. We must not be unmindful of 

the living; the wounded, the torn, the blinded -- should 

we say the living-dead? -- who still bear the angry scars 

of War. Today, 8: t th12 mome t, in the state of. Illinois 

there stands~•'!.'- hosp';;Jt a '."ile long. 1-rn that vast 

structure,_.c;ledicatad to sa:ftezias......_11e scores and hundreds 

of your comrades in every stage of torture to which humanity 

is subject;;;hose. pain-racked bodies ~nd minds still~ ~ 
.. 

that feeble flame which denies them the calm of those who 

lie here. And so it is today with others of your stricken 

number/I throUl'hout this broad land of ;urs, t_he very wor~ 

from the~t ·city to the most obscure village. May this 

'-day bring its measure of peace to them. 

It is a strange human paradox thafn this day, born 

out of the sweat and thunder of War, our thoughts should 

inevitably turn to Peace. And yet what greater need is there 

in this troublous world today than for enduring Peace? If 

the hushed voices of those who lie here, and everywhere, 

could by some miracle become articulate today, who would say 

that their cry would not be: "Peace, you who live! Peace 

be unto you!" Ye? eve~ as we gather here
7 

Jid.. in our groping 

way tr7ing to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their 

sacrifice, all the while is heard the insistent, subterranean 

rumblings of War, shattering even the dignity of this day. 

Can it be that we have forgotten. the greedy horror of War so 

soon? Can it be that the ~~,t mute testimony of those who 

lie here is so soon put out of mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the stifled 

cries of those who died from War. "Peace!" are they praying? 

And answering, could we not pray? "0 fallen comrades, may 

thy long journey through the unknown be marked but by eternal 

peace; and may we, the living, 0 God, be blessed with peace on 

earth, forevermore!" 



MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS 

In the welter of our daily lives we are 

sometimes forgetful of those who lie beneath us here, so 

still and hushed is their rest. And it is perhaps 

fortunate for us who live that our minds are so con

stituted that !~£~ 11.o!_~i~-- .. _e_ -i ~~tr_ tragedy.A before If 

us. But on a day like this our thoughts must bravely 

turn to those who lie here; and it is well that we may 

ponder here together bu~few too fleeting moments. 
<7-f__.:... 

Today you have ~n heard the simple, age-
" 

less beauty of Lincoln's Gettysburg Address. Ferhaps no 

more sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It is 

sobering to recall that it was delivered in the smoke of 

the Civil War, over _the bodies of those who bled and died 

in that historic conflict. We must not forget that when 

our great president Lincoln delivered his beautiful trib

ute, there were gathe; bef~:,:_;1'.5,lmany fresh and eager 

veterans of that war• n the full flush of their young 

manhoo~ -A.ad G?t seems but yesterday since you could so 

well remember those courageous, spry old gentlemen - the 

Civil War veterans --who made so much of this day, 

Memorial Day. Yet, as the relentless years rolled on, 

t~J too f~ll si]..ent ~ one 'b~ 0A1e, until now _th~l,r dead ,,,£< ~/ A 
~ ~ ~ Utt, ~d ~ ~ 'I.. {,/.I. ~ W"P;J..~t:tr:, 

have rl.early won their 1iv if g:Jt_ Zhd so 1t is that even you are v 

sixteen ye~rs removed ~y~~ 1918; a sixteen years 
$0'4t. 

during which~Aof your number, too, have gone to join 

your comrades in the silence of this resting place. 

But it is not only the dead upon whom our 

humble thoughts may dwell this day. We must think too 

of the living; the wounded, the torn, the blinded --

should we say the living-dead? -- who still bear the angry 



,HV'i 

scars of War. Today, at this moment,Athe state of Illinois 

there stands a veteran's hospital a mile long. In that 

vast building lie scores and hundreds of your comrades, 

in every stage of torture to which humanity is subject; 

whose pain-racked bodies and minds still carry that 

feeble flame which denies them the calm of those who lie 

here. And so it is today with others of your stricken 

num·bers, all over this broad land of ours, the very world, 

~l\th·e largest city to the moat obscure village. May 

this day bring its measure of peace to them. 

It is a strange human paradox that on this 
kVN 

day,A~ out of the sweat and thunder of War, our thoughts 

should inevitably turn to Peace. Yet what greater need is there 

in our world today than for enduring peace? If the hushed 

voices of those who lie here, and everywhere, could by some 

miracle become articulate today, who would say that their 

cry would not be: "Peace, you who live! Peace be unto you!" 

Yet even as we gather here now, in our little, futile way 

trying to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their sacrifice, 

all the while is heard the insistent, subterranean rumblings 

of War, shattering even the dignity of this day. Can it be 

that we have forgotten the greedy horror of War so soon? Can 

it be that the mute testimony of those who lie here is so 

soon put out of mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the 

stifled cries of those who died from War. "Peace!" are they 

praying? And answering, could we not pray?-- "0 fallen 

comrades, may thy long journey through the unknown be marked 

but by eternal peace; and may we, the living, 0 God, be 

blessed with peace on earth, forevermore!" 



MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS 
(Ishpeming Legion, Cemetery,1934) 

In the welter and rush of our daily lives 

we are sometimes forgetful of those who lie beneath us 

here, so still and hushed is their rest. And it is 

perhaps fortunate for us who live that our minds are 

so constituted that we do not always have their tragedy 

before us. But on a day like this our thoughts must~ 

turn ~luntl~ to those who lie here; t~a it is well that 

we may ponder ~\lghtfw.ly _ together~ taJ few ~ too 

fleeting moments. 

Today you have again heard the simple, age-

less beauty of Lincoln's Gettysburg Address. Perhaps no 

more sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It 

is sob~ring to recall that that address was given in the 
~ over the bodies of those who 

"!8:tB•~ of the Civil WarT-/We-!Mlf!•-Ae~-~~g~•a~•-"e:Pe, 

~§e-ga•ee~a- who bled and died in that historic~~

We must not forget that at the time our great president 

Lincoln delivered his beautiful meeaage tribute, there 

were gathered before him many ea~~r, yo~~~~ul veterans of 
o1J..: ~ ~ ~ ~ 

that war,...,- of whom were.~~~~-ft!'ld--m"""'~""f"'Jl"ffl~ the ,. 
horror of their war,than We 

l/,,7;-J seems but yesterday since you could so well remember those J., r tl.,.;.; ~~.,qr(., 
courageous, spry old gentlemen who made so mu~trfte:Jfr 

Jay -- the Civil War veterans. ~~are roll:d1illl_r_ 

on, they too fell silent, one by one, until now their 

dead~:=e~&r their living. And so it isl,,,,; 

that,- even you are sixteen years remove~J:om :,our 

1918 -- a siateen years during which~~number.l_,., 

uf ;~ too, have gone to join your comrades in the a::fctl 

silence of this resting place. 

for reflection in the thought that 

passage of the years/that, E~Ps the first time, 

-----you are being agJipe-ssed by one who was too young to have _.. 
jcjrc4 .. I tl1 you ht ) elil' Jta<Pt 



But it is not only the dead upon whom our 

humble thoughts~~ dwell~ this day. We must 

think, too, of the living;--the wounded, the torn, the 
~w<-

blinded -- ~iS61!l!JlB we m~yAsay the living-deadr-- who 

still bear the angry scars of War. Today, now1 ..iaaat 

this very moment 4CH!llr in the state of Illinois there 
J 

is a veteran's hospital a mile long. In that vast 

building lie scores and hundreds of your comrades in 

every stage of torture to which humanity is subject; 

whose pain-racked bodies and minds still carry that ~ 

spark which denies them th.e ¢t calm of those who lie here. 

And so it is today with others of your stricken numbers, 

all over this broad land of ours, from the largest city 

to the most obscure vill,:i.ge. May this day bring its 

measure of peace to them. 

It is a strange human paradox that on~ this 

day, born out of the sweat and thunder of War, ~our 

thoughts should inevitably turn to Peace. Yet what greater 

need is there in our world today th~n for enduring Peace? 

If the hushed voices of those who lie here, and everywhere, 

could by some mir3,cle become articulate today, who would 

say that their cry would not be: f1,,¢~/~,/Mt¢/f¢j 

"Peace, you who live~ Peace be unto you!" Yet even 

as we gather here now, in our little1 futile way trying 

to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their sacrifice, 

all the while is heard the insistent, subterranean rumblings 

of War, shattering even the dignity of this day. Can it 

be that we have forgotten the greedy horror of War so soon? 

Can it be that the mute testimony of those who lie here is 

so soon put out of mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with 

the stifled cries of those who died from War. "Peace!" 

are they praying? And answering, could we not pray? 

"O fallen comrades, may thy long journey through the 

unknown be marked but by eternal peace; and may we, the 

living, 0 God, be blessed with peace on earth, forevermore!" 
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MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS 

In the welter affli rush of our daily lives 

we are sometimes forgetful of those who lie beneath us 

here, so still and hushed is their rest. And it is 

perhaps fortunate for us who live that our minds are so 

constituted that we do not always have their tragedy 

before us. But on a day like this our thoughts must 

bravely turn to those who lie here; and it is well that 

we may ponder here together but a few too fleeting 

moments. 

Today you have again heard the simple, age-

less beauty of Lincoln's Gettysburg Address. Perhaps no 

more sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It is 

sobering to recall that it was delivered in the ¥,~ti#~ 
.Qftd liOJ!i'8P 

smoke/of the Civil War, over the bodies of those who bled 

and died in that historic conflict. We must not forget 

that when our great president Lincoln delivered his 
full 

beautiful tribute , there were ~athered before him many 
fresh and tlf tit.,./ -~/.in the/flush of _:tb,e.1.r youn~ manhood. 
eager//f¢jt~fyi/../veterane/¢f/f¢yr/ig;!/t~;~J/¢t/ii/¢f/t~;¢J 

And it seems but yesterday since you 9pu.J.d so well remember _-uu, ~w.,.,~ -
those courageous, spry old gentlemen~who made so much of this 

day, Memorial DayJ .:the 1'11111 'la.r 1reter&ai. Y~"t; as the relent

less years rolled on, they too fell silent, one by one, until 

now their dead have nearly won their living. And so it is 

that even you are sixteen years removed f~ your 1918; a 

sixteen years during which~;;, ~i;bour number, too, have gone 

to join your comrades in the silence of this resting place. 

" 



But it is not only the dead upon whom our 

humble thoughts may dwell this day. We must think too of 

the living; the wounded, the torn, the blinded -- P¢r~,~~ 
we 

1¢ should/say the living-dead? -- who still bear the angry 

sea.rs of War. Today, at this moment, in the state of Illinois 

there stands a veteran's hospital a mile long. In that vast 

building lie scores and hundreds of your comrades, in every 

stage of torture to which humanity is subject; whose pain

racked bodies and minds still ca.rry that feeble flame which 

denies them the calm of those who lie here. And so it is 

today with others of your stricken numbers, all over this 
~ 

broad land of ours, the11world, '1:tt<Iae-t--, from the largest 

city to the most obscure village. May this day bring its 

measure of peace to them. 

It is a strange human paradox that on this day, 

born out of the sweat and thunder of War, our thoughts 

should inevitably turn to Peace. Yet what greater need is 

there in our wo~ld today than for enduring ,eacef If the 

hushed voices of those who lie here, and everywhere, could 

by some miracle become articulate today, who would say that 

their cry would not be: "Peace, you who live! Peace be unto 

you!" Yet even as we gather here now, in our little, futile 

way trying to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their 

sacrifice, all the while is heard the insistent, subterranean 

rumblings of War, shattering even the dignity of this day. 

Can it be that we have forgotten the greedy~ horror of War 

so soon? Can it be that the mute testimony of those who lie 

here is so soon put out of mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the 

stifled cries of those who died from War. "Peace!" are they 

praying? And answering, could we not pray?- 11 0 fallen 

comrades, may thy long journey through the unknown be marked 

but by eternal peace; and may we, the living, 0 God, be 

blessed with peace on earth, forevermore! 11 
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MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS 
(Ishpeming Legion) 

1934 

In the welter of our daily lives we are 

sometimes forgetful of those who lie beneath us here, 

so still and hushed is their rest. And it is perhaps 

fortunate for us who live that our minds are so con

stituted th~t we do not always have their tragedy be

fore us. But on a day like this our thoughts must 

bravely turn to those who lie here; and it is well that 

we may ponder here together but for a few too fleeting 

moments. 

Today you have heard again the simple, age-

less beauty of Lincoln's Gettysburg Address. Perhaps 

no more sublime p~ge occurs in our language. 

It is sobering t0Are0all that it was delivered in the 

~ smoke of the Civil War, over the bodies o~those,&1~ 

bled ~ied in th~ histori ~ct. w:::%ot ""' 
~Athat when our great president Lincoln delivered 

his beautiful tribute, there were gathered before him, 

in the full flush of their y~un manhood, many fresh 
_All{ {,~4 ,. 

and eager,fl&~e~~s of that wa:,; ~ t seems but yesterday 
~ 

since~ could so well remember those courageous, spry 

old .gt!ill "'!_ "'!!-;-!. the Civil War -,,.et,,"""" ,,,. w~ade so 

muc; ;:r this day, Memorial Day. ~• relentless 

years rolled on, they too fell silent, one by one, until 

now their dead have nearly won their living. Thus, ever 

swells the1~~~-of our Spanish-American War dead. And 

so it is that even you are sixteen years removed from 

your 1918; a sixteen years during which some of your 

number, too, have gone to join your comrades in the 

silence of this resting place. 



But it is not only the dead u~w~m~ 

thoughts may -dwell this day. We must ~ink to&,\of the living; 

the wounded, the torn, the blinded -- should we say the 

living-dead? who still bear the angry soars of War. Today, 

at this moment, in the state of Illinois there stands a . 
~ , ~~~1,1•9, 

veteranJt's\hospital a mile long. In t~t vast building;~ie 

scores and hundreds of your oomradet6 in every stage of torture 

to which humanity is subject; whose pain-racked bodies and minds 

still carry that feeble flame which deni-e.s them the calm of 

those who lie here. An,,d SQ it is~ with others of your 
~ ,f<-ft 

stricken numbersJ\a..l e•er this broad land of ours, the very 

worl~ from the largest city to the most obscure village. 

May this day bring its measure of peace to~. 

It is a strange human paradox that on this day, born 

out of the sweat and thunder of War, our thoughts should in-
~ -rt!. 

Peace. 11,et what greater need is there in 

~world today than for enduring Peace? If the hushed voices of 

those who lie here, and everywhere, could by some miracle be

come articulate today, who would say that their cry would not 

be: "Peace, you who live! Peace be unto- you! 11 Yet even as 

we gather here now, in our littJe,~ way trying to grasp 

some of the tragic meaning of their sacrifice, all the while is 

heatd the insistent, subterranean rumblings of War, shattering 

even the dignity of this day. Can it be that we have forgotten 

the greedy horror of War so soon? Can it be that the mute 

testimony of those who lie here is so soon put out of mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the stifled 

cries of those who died from War. "Peace!" are they praying? 

And answering, could we not pray? "O fallen comrades, may 

thy long journey through the unknown be marked but by eternal 

peace; and may we, the living, 0 God, be blessed with peace on 

earth, forevermore!" 



MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS 

In the welter of our daily lives we~metimes -@NW 

J forgetfu1 of those who lie beneath us here, so still and -

hushed is the:i-r -rest- And i • s perhaps fortunate :tor us who 

live that our minds are so constituted that we do not always 

have their tragedy before us. But on a day like this our 

thoughts must bravely turn to those who lie here; and it is 

well that we may ponder here together but for a few too 

fleeting moments. 

\.,-

Today you have heard again the simple, ageless 

beauty of Lincoln's Gettysburg Address. Perhaps no more 

sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It is sober

ing to remember that it was uttered in the very smoke of the 

Civil War, over the aodies of those who bled and died in ____ ---.;;:::r-:-_ 

that historic conflict. It may be cause for somber reflection 

to recall that when our great president Lincoln delivered his 

beautiful tribute, there were gathered before him, in the full 

flush of their young manhood, many fresh and eager veterans 

of that war; - the very veterans, it seems but yesterday, 

whom we remember as those courageous~old gentlemen who 

made so much of this day, Memorial Day. But as the relentless 

years rolled on, they too fell silent, one by one, until now 

their dead have nearly won their living. Thuefever swells 

the -ranks of our Spanish-American War_ dead., _ And so it is that 

even you are sixteen years removed from your 1918; a sixteen 

years during which some of your number, too, have gone to join 

your comrades in the silence of this resting place. 



But it is not only the dead upon whom our humble 
k-

thoughts may dwell this day. We must not ...... unmindful of 
I\ 

the living; the ~~a, the torn, the blinded -- should we 

say the living-dead? -- who still bear the angry scars of War. 
~ 

Today, at this moment,Ain the st&te of Illinois tkae:P-Ew&ta'ft&S-

a veterans' hospital a mile long. In that vast structure lie 

scores and hundreds of your comrades in every stage of torture 

to which humanity is subject; in whose pain-racked bodies 

and minds still burns that feeble flame which denies them the 

calm of those who lie here. And so it is today with others of 

your stricken ntmber throughout this broad land of ours, the 

very world, from the greatest city to the most obscure village. 

May this day bring its measure of peace to them. 

' It is a strange hliman paradox that on this day, born 

out of the sweat and thunder of War, our thoughts should 

nevi~abl turn to.Peace. -And yet what greater need s there 

in this troublous 1¢--/il. world today than for enduring Peace? 

If the hushed voices of those who lie here, and everywhere, 

could by some miracle become articulate today, who would say 

that their cry would not be: "Peace, you who live! Peace be 

unto you!" Yet even as we gather here, in our groping way 

trying to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their sacrifice, 

all the while is heard the insistent, subterranean rumblings 

of War, shattering even the dignity of this day. Can it be 

that we have forgotten the greedy horror of War so soon? Can 

ft75e -tliat,ne 'mu-e-e- t--est-rmony of ""trr6'sep-who-I±~here is s soon

put out of mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the 

stifled cries of those who died from War. 11 Peace! 11 are they 

praying? And answering, could we not pray? - 11 0 fallen 

comrades, may thy long journey through the unknown be marked 

but by eternal peace; and may we, the living, O God, be blessed 

with peace on earth, forevermore!" 



MEMORIAL DAY SPEECH 

In the welter of our daily lives we are sometimes forgetful of those who 

lie beneath us here, so still and hushed is their rest. And it is perhaps fortunate 

for us who live that our minds are so constituted that we do not always have their 

tragedy before us. But on a day like this our thoughts must bravely turn to those 

who lie here; and it is well that we may ponder here together but for a few too 

fleeting moments. 

Today you have heard again the simple, ageless beauty of Lincoln's Gettys-

burg address. Perhaps no more sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It is 

sobering to remember that it was uttered in the very smoke of the Civil War, over 

the bodies of those who bled and died in that historic conflict. It may be cause 

for somber reflection to recall that when our great President Lincoln delivered his 

beautiful tribute, there were gathered before him, in the full flush of their young 

manhood, many fresh and eager veterans of that war -- the very veterans, it seems 

but yesterday, whom we remember as those courageous old gentlemen who made so much 

of this day, Memorial Day. But as the relentless years rolled on, they too fell 

silent, one by one, until now their dead have nearly won their living. Thus ever 

swell the ranks of our Spanish-American War dead. And so it is that even you are 

sixteen years removed from your 1918; a sixteen years during which some of your 

number, too, have gone to join your comrades in the silence of this resting place. 

But it is not only the dead upon whom our humble thoughts may dwell this 

day. We must be not unmindful of the living; the maimed, the torn, the blinded -

should we say the living-dead? - who still bear the angry scars of War. Today, 

at this moment, there st~ds in the state of Illinois a veterans' hospital a mile 

long. In that vast structure lie scores and hundreds of your comrades in every 

stage of torture to which humanity is subject; in 'whose pain-racked bodies and 

minds still burns that feeble flame which denies them the calm of those who lie 

here. And so it is today with others of your stricken number throughout this 



MEMORIAL DAY SPEECH 

Page Two 

broad land of ours, the very world, from the greatest city to the most obscure 

village. May this day bring its measure of peace to them. 

It is a strange human paradox that on this day, born out of the sweat 

and thunder of War, our thoughts should inevitably turn to Peace. And yet what 

greater need is there in this troublous world today than for enduring Peace? If 

the hushed voices of those who lie here, and everywhere, could by some miracle 

become articulate today, who would say that their cry would not be: "Peace, you 

who liveJ Peace be unto you1" Yet even as we gather here, in our groping way 

trying to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their sacrifice, all the while are 

heard the insistent, subterranean rwnblings of War, shattering even the dignity 

of this day. Can it be that we have forgotten the greedy horror of War so soon? 

Can it be that the mute testimony of those who lie here is so soon put out of 

mind? 

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the stifled cries of those 

who died from War. "PeaceI" are they praying? And answering, could we not pray? 

-- 110 fallen comrades, may thy long journey through the unknown be marked but by 

eternal peace; and may we, the living, O God, be blessed with peace on earth, 

forevermore%" 



1 J!Ell()RIAL DAY SPEECH 

In the welter ot our daily lives we ~ sometimes ~ul ot those w o 
' ~.A~~ 

lie beneath us here, 10 still and hushed is their rest. 

~ us who live that our minds are so constituted that we do not always have their 

tragedy before us. But on a day like this our thoughts must bravely turn to those 

who lie here; and it is well that we may ponder here together but !or a few too 

fleeting moments. 

Today you have heard again the simple, ageless beauty of Lincoln's Gettys

burg addreee. Perhaps no more sublime prose passage occurs n our language. It is 

sobering to remember that it was uttered in the very smoke of the Civil War, over 

the bodies ot those who bled and died in that historic conflict. It may be cause 

for somber reflection to recall that when our great President Lincoln delivered his 

beautiful tribute, there were gathered before him, in the tull flush of their young 

manhood, many fresh and eager veterans of that war - the very veterans, it seems 

but yesterday, whom we remember as those courageous old gentlemen who made so much 

of this day, Memorial Day. But as the relentless years rolled on, they too fell 

silent, one by one, until now their dead have nearly won their living. Thus ever 

swell the ranks or our Spanish-American War dead. And so it is that even you are 

sixte~n years removed trom your 1918; a sixteen years during which some of your · 

number, too, have gone to join your comradee in the silence of thia resting place. 

But it is not only the dead upon whom our humble thoughts may dwell this 

day. We must be not unmindful of the living; the maimed, the torn, the blinded -

should we say the living-dead? - who still bear the angry scars ot War. Today, v 

at this moment, there stands in the state ot Illinois a veterans• hospital a mile 

long~ In that vast structure lie scores and hundreds or your comrades in every 

stage of torture to which humanity is subject; in whose pain-racked bodies and 

minds still burns that feeble .flame which denies them the calm of those who lie 

here. And so it is today with others ot your stricken number throughout this 



HE,MORIAL DAY SPf:f&B 

Page Two 

broad land of ours, the very world, from the greatest city to the moat obscure 

village. May this day bring it1 measure ot peace to them. 

It is a at range human paradox that on this day, born out of the sweat 

and thunder of War, our thoughts should inevitably turn to Peace. And yet what 

greater need is there in this troubloua world today than for enduring Peace? It 

the hushed voices ot those who lie here, and everywhere, could by some miracle 

become articulate today, who would aay that their cry would not be: "Peace, you -=c-= 

who live! Peace be unto youl" Yet even as we gather here, in our groping way 

trying to grasp some of the tragic meaning of their sacrifice, all the while are 

heard the insistent, subterranean rumblings of War, shattering even the dignity 

of this day. Can it be that we have forgotten the greedy horror of War so soon? 

Can it be that the mute testimony of those who lie here 11 so soon put out of 

mind? 

This ground seems to whiaper and ache with the stifled cries ot those 

who died from War. "Peacel" are they praying? And answering, could we not pray? 

- 110 _fallen comrades,. may- thy long journey through the unknown be marked but by 

eternal peace; and may we, the living, O God, be blessed with peace on earth, 

forevermore!" 


