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MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS

In the welter of our daily lives we ame- sometimes 2@440'
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 thfdr 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, ggeless
beauty of Linclon's Gettysburg Address. Perhaps no more

sublime prose passage occurs in our language. It is sober-
wllered o

ing to remember that it was/\w in the%ke of the
Civil War, over the bodies og‘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 th!ém oung manhood, many fresh and eager

Ve LLed e
veterans of that war; 7§'t seems but yesterday—mﬂ/yw

weaeeuid-se—W%}%—remem%eihtheﬂﬁAcourageous, spry old
gentlemen SEAhGBiri: 7@*5; ; S Tans 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 swells the ranks

of our Spanish-American War dead. And so it is that even you
are sixteen years removed,p%&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
thoughts may dwell this day. We must not be unmindful of
the living; the wounded, the torn, the blinded -- should
we say the 1iving—dead? -- who still bear the angry scars
of War. Today, at this momept, in the state of Illinois

there sta,nds)t\ ve‘trera:rrs"‘ hospltglja mile long, l'In that vast

structure,_ded&caten-tu—sufrertng*\11e scores and hundreds

of your comrades in every stage of torture to which humanity
Lon M
is subject;,whose pain-racked bodies and minds still e=eey
that feeble flame which denies them the calm of those who
1ie here. And so it is today with others of your stricken

number# throughout this broad land of ours, the very worl

from the\}a;gesi;city to thelmost obscure village. May this

4day bring its measure of peace to them,

It is a strange human paradox tha?ﬁn this day, born
fout of the sweat and tﬁunder of War, our thoughts should
jnevitably turn to Peace. And yet what greater need is there
jn 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 livel Feace

be unto youl" Yeg,evep as we gather herg)all; in our groping
way tr/ing tom grasp some of the tragic meaning of their
gsacrifice, all the while is heard the gnsistent, subterranean
rumblings of War, shatteringreven the dignity of this day.
Can it be that we have orgottenlthe greedy horror of War so
soon? Can it be that the @pgf mute testimony of those who
l1ie here is so soon put out of mind?

This ground seeme 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 “ agedy,before ‘
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us. But on a day like this our thoughte must bravely

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

ponder here together buﬁﬁ;v}ew too fleeting moments,

“M

Today you have &&a2n heard:the simple, age=-
less beauty of Lincoln's Gettysburg Address. Ferhaps no
more sublime prése 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 gathered before_EiEAmany fresh and eager
veterans of that war,qEH*EHZ"§§i1 flush of their young
manhooqy —And GR seems but yesterday since you could so
well rémember 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,

th too fell silent, one by one, until now the r dead
e, M@Wﬁ& p o }/;nM

have nearly won their 11v1ng. d 80 1t 'is that even you are
sixteen years removed fiolﬁggﬁ; 1918; a sixteen years
soME »

during which!.nedof 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




scars of War. Today, at this momentf:;he 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
numbers, all over this broad land of ours, the very world,
gzgzathé 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

bow
day,Apin 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!l"
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?-- "O 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 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 mustw
turn blus$ty to those who lie here; and it is well that
we may ponder;%giughiiu;lyitogethegqfor'aufew ¥ 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
ig sobering to recall that that address was given in the

over the bodies of those who
"3$916%, of the Civil War--/We-muss-nes-forges-that-there

weze-gathereé— who bled and died in that historic4 :
We must not forget that at the time our great president
Lincoln delivered his beautiful meesage tribute, there

were gathered before him many eager, youthful veterans of
A~ i
that war, nnnjﬂof whom were R

horror of their war.tnan-we-f—are—here—%o&aysﬂn

c/ seems but yesterday since you could so well remember those .f
Prierrot &

courageous, spry old gentlemen who made so much of , thet

g
u&ay -— the Civil War veterans. as theﬁears rolled S

on, they too fell silent, one by one, until now their
Krece .
deadpF & their living. And so it is

that mew even you are sixteen years removed from your
: 3 . A

1918 -- a simteen years during which number!b
of~yew, too, have gone to join your comrades in the zwiwel
gilence of this resting place.
for reflection in the thought that so re ess is the
passage of the years, that, s for the first time,
you are beingﬁggdzeﬁﬁgg’g;fine who was too young to have

.m-’"‘"' ‘"M‘

joined=witi—you—in—yourHad+




But it is not only the dead upon whom our

humble thoughtsﬁéggzgg dwell upea this day. We must

think, too, of the living;--the wounded, the torn, the
we
blinded -- pezhepe—we—may,say the 1living-dead/-- who

gtill bear the angry scars of War. Today, noy,aitax

this very moment)ﬁk-dcnh-in the state of Illinois there

igs 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~d§&¥kﬁm{%ﬁ§€é
spark which denies them the ¢1 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 village. May this day bring its
measure of peace to them.

It is a strange human paradox that onf this
day, born out of the sweat and thunder of War, W% 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: YPédAdd/Vé/ihtd/féh

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

as we gather here now, in our littlelfutile 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
go 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, O God, be blessed with peace on earth, forevermorel®




MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS

In the welter ami—~rusk 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 Rédt/Add
smoke/g¥d;§:¥g?:il War, over the bodies of those who bled
and died in that historiec conflict. We must not forget
that when our great president Li?cgin delivered his

u

beautiful tribute , there were athered before him many
fresh and n the/flush o ¢ﬁémanhood

eager//fPhtH{ ﬂ?veterans// ¢1/1didéé?/ ##ﬁ/ /xﬁ#i/ 41/

And it seems but yesterday since you ;ﬁ, d 80 well remember
s w%' trer ™
those courageous, spry old gentlemen who made 80 much of this

A
day, Memorial Day# P Yeg,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 fA@m your 1818; a

gsixteen years during which some gf your number, too, have gone

to join your comrades in thedsilence 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 -- pEFUAPE
Yé should/::y the living-dead? -- who still bear the angry
scars 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 carry 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

v}
broad land of ours, the,world, m<¥set, 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 wogpld 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 1lie
here is s0o 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, O God, be

blessed with peace on earth, forevermore!l"




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 that 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. FPerhaps
no more sublime prose pazsage occurs in our language.
It is sobering to recat: that it was delivered in the

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

that when our great president Lincoln delivered

hreeel~
bled an dlegﬁkgagpig historlg conf%; ;2;Zst—ne%—
fzey‘ )

his beautiful tribute, there were gathered before him,

in the full flush of their young manhood, many fresh
ap£ﬂaaba 6&“{?&%{
and eaﬁiéwgeinggs of that waa;/' seems but yesterday
since, could so well remember those courageous, 8pTry
old -geﬁl:e?ef—-the Civil Warmﬂw o made 80
much of this day, Memorial Day. Fdﬁﬁzggnggé rJ;entless
years rolled on, they too fell silent, one by onme, until
now their dead have neerly won their living. Thus, ever
swells théﬁ?:;z:rof our Spanish-American War dead. And
gso 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

gsilence of this resting place.




But it is not only the dead upon ﬁzzp our humple

thoughts may dwell this day. We must th&nirtvokof the living;
the wounded, the torn, the blinded -- should we say the
living-dead? —-- who still bear the angry scars of War. Today,
at this moment, in the state of Illinois there stands a
T an ”"0”
veteran®s'hospital a mile long. In that vast butidfng)
scores and hundreds of your comrade in every stage of torture
to which humanity is subject; whose pain-racked bodies and minds
8till carry that feeble flame which denies them the calm of
those who lie here. A q? it is todey with others of your
Hrpethhoes]

stricken numbersl\&;.l—emthis broad land of ours, the very
worlq; 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 thun%i? of War, our thoughts should in-

2

evitably turn to Peace.CL'et what greater need is there inéani

R )

aWworld 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!" Yet even as
we gather here now, in our laxxle;?g;tazg;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, O God, be blessed with peace on

earth, forevermore!"




MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS

In the welter of our daily lives wé%gg&etimes-gggn_
forgetful of those who lie beneath us here, so still and
hushed is their rest. And it is perhaps fortunate for us who
l1ive 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. Ferhaps 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
Givil 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
pbeautiful 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.—epTy 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. Thqu/éver swells

the ranks of our Spanish-American War dead. And so it 1is 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.




© 0000000000 0000000000000000000000000000000000000000800000080806000c0008000n0a

Bug=—t

But it is not only the dead upon whom our humble

thoughts may dwell this day. We must not @ unmindful of
N

the living; the weﬂndedg the torn, the blinded -- should we
say the living-dead? -- who stlll bear the angry scars of War.
e Aande
Today, at this moment,Ain the state of Illinois there=stands-
I'a veterans? hosgpital a mile long. 1In 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 burne that feeble flame which denies them the
calm of those who lie here. And so it is today with others of
your stricken nimber 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 human paradox that on this day, born
out of the sweat and thunder of War, our thoughts should
inevitably turn to Feace. —And yet what greater need-is there
in this troublous Wghl 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 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 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, O God, be blessed

with peace on earth, forevermore!"
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(A 1 6" MEMORTAL DAY SPEECH

i . 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 1lie 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 stands in the state of I1linois 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, §nd everywhere, could by some miracle
become articulate today, who would say-that their cry would not be: "Peace, you
who livel 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 is so soon put out of
mind? |

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

who died from War. "Peacel" 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, O God, be blessed with peace on earth,

forevermorel"




' MEMORIAL DAY SPEECH

In the welter of our daily lives we are sometimes Efm‘got.ful of those who
lie beneath us here, so still and hushed is their rest.
£or 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 deliv-erod his
beautiful tribute, there were gathered 'beforc 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
aiiéfft, 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

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

Mr, 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 1iving-d¢ad? — who still bear the angry scars of War. Today,"
at this moment, there stands in the state of Illinois a veterans' hospital a mile
lo;'ng;. In that vast structure lie scores and hundreds of your comrades in every
at‘age‘ of torture to which humanity is subject; in whose pa:ln-raékod 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




age 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 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 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 is so soon put out of
mind?

This ground seems to whisper and ache with the stifled cries of those
who died from War. "Peacel" 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, O God, be blessed with peace on earth,

forevermore!"




