Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s Pearl Harbor Address to the Nation
Mr. Vice President, Mr. Speaker, Members of the Senate, and of the House of Representatives:
Yesterday, December 7th, 1941 -- a date which will live in infamy -- the United States of America was suddenly and
deliberately attacked by naval and air forces of the Empire of Japan.
The United States was at peace with that nation and, at the solicitation of Japan, was still in conversation with its
government and its emperor looking toward the maintenance of peace in the Pacific.
Indeed, one hour after Japanese air squadrons had commenced bombing in the American island of Oahu, the Japanese
ambassador to the United States and his colleague delivered to our Secretary of State a formal reply to a recent American
message. And while this reply stated that it seemed useless to continue the existing diplomatic negotiations, it contained no
threat or hint of war or of armed attack.
It will be recorded that the distance of Hawaii from Japan makes it obvious that the attack was deliberately planned many
days or even weeks ago. During the intervening time, the Japanese government has deliberately sought to deceive the
United States by false statements and expressions of hope for continued peace.
The attack yesterday on the Hawaiian islands has caused severe damage to American naval and military forces. I regret to
tell you that very many American lives have been lost. In addition, American ships have been reported torpedoed on the
high seas between San Francisco and Honolulu.
Yesterday, the Japanese government also launched an attack against Malaya.
Last night, Japanese forces attacked Hong Kong.
Last night, Japanese forces attacked Guam.
Last night, Japanese forces attacked the Philippine Islands.
Last night, the Japanese attacked Wake Island.
And this morning, the Japanese attacked Midway Island.
Japan has, therefore, undertaken a surprise offensive extending throughout the Pacific area. The facts of yesterday and
today speak for themselves. The people of the United States have already formed their opinions and well understand the
implications to the very life and safety of our nation.
As commander in chief of the Army and Navy, I have directed that all measures be taken for our defense. But always will
our whole nation remember the character of the onslaught against us.
No matter how long it may take us to overcome this premeditated invasion, the American people in their righteous might will
win through to absolute victory.
I believe that I interpret the will of the Congress and of the people when I assert that we will not only defend ourselves to the
uttermost, but will make it very certain that this form of treachery shall never again endanger us.
Hostilities exist. There is no blinking at the fact that our people, our territory, and our interests are in grave danger.

With confidence in our armed forces, with the unbounding determination of our people, we will gain the inevitable triumph -so help us God.
I ask that the Congress declare that since the unprovoked and dastardly attack by Japan on Sunday, December 7th, 1941,
a state of war has existed between the United States and the Japanese empire.

Susan B. Anthony “On Women’s Right to Vote”
Friends and fellow citizens: I 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,
I 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 mockery to talk to women of their
enjoyment of the blessings of liberty while they 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 govern 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 I 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.

William Faulkner “On Accepting the Nobel Prize”
I feel that this award was not made to me as a man, but to my work -- life's work in the agony and sweat of the human spirit,
not for glory and least of all for profit, but to create out of the materials of the human spirit something which did not exist
before. So this award is only mine in trust. It will not be difficult to find a dedication for the money part of it commensurate
with the purpose and significance of its origin. But I would like to do the same with the acclaim too, by using this moment as
a pinnacle from which I might be listened to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and
travail, among whom is already that one who will some day stand where I am standing.
Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear so long sustained by now that we can even bear it. There are no
longer problems of the spirit. There is only the question: When will I be blown up? Because of this, the young man or
woman writing today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself which alone can make good writing
because only that is worth writing about, worth the agony and the sweat.
He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest of all things is to be afraid; and, teaching himself that,
forget it forever, leaving no room in his workshop for anything but the old verities and truths of the heart, the universal truths
lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed -- love and honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice. Until
he does so, he labors under a curse. He writes not of love but of lust, of defeats in which nobody loses anything of value, of
victories without hope and, worst of all, without pity or compassion. His griefs grieve on no universal bones, leaving no
scars. He writes not of the heart but of the glands.
Until he learns these things, he will write as though he stood among and watched the end of man. I decline to accept the
end of man. It is easy enough to say that man is immortal simply because he will endure: that when the last ding-dong of
doom has clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging tideless in the last red and dying evening, that even then
there will still be one more sound: that of his puny inexhaustible voice, still talking. I refuse to accept this. I believe that man
will not merely endure: he will prevail. He is immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an inexhaustible voice,
but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and endurance. The poet's, the writer's, duty is to
write about these things. It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage and honor
and hope and pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his past. The poet's voice need not
merely be the record of man, it can be one of the props, the pillars to help him endure and prevail.

William Lyon Phelps “The Pleasure of Reading Books”
The habit of reading is one of the greatest resources of mankind; and we enjoy reading books that belong to us much more
than if they are borrowed. A borrowed book is like a guest in the house; it must be treated with punctiliousness, with a
certain considerate formality. You must see that it sustains no damage; it must not suffer while under your roof. You cannot
leave it carelessly, you cannot mark it, you cannot turn down the pages, you cannot use it familiarly. And then, some day,
although this is seldom done, you really ought to return it.
But your own books belong to you; you treat them with that affectionate intimacy that annihilates formality. Books are for
use, not for show; you should own no book that you are afraid to mark up, or afraid to place on the table, wide open and
face down. A good reason for marking favorite passages in books is that this practice enables you to remember more easily
the significant sayings, to refer to them quickly, and then in later years, it is like visiting a forest where you once blazed a
trail. You have the pleasure of going over the old ground, and recalling both the intellectual scenery and your own earlier
self.
Everyone should begin collecting a private library in youth; the instinct of private property, which is fundamental in human
beings, can here be cultivated with every advantage and no evils. One should have one's own bookshelves, which should
not have doors, glass windows, or keys; they should be free and accessible to the hand as well as to the eye. The best of
mural decorations is books; they are more varied in color and appearance than any wallpaper, they are more attractive in
design, and they have the prime advantage of being separate personalities, so that if you sit alone in the room in the
firelight, you are surrounded with intimate friends. The knowledge that they are there in plain view is both stimulating and
refreshing. You do not have to read them all. Most of my indoor life is spent in a room containing six thousand books; and I
have a stock answer to the invariable question that comes from strangers. "Have you read all of these books?"
"Some of them twice." This reply is both true and unexpected.
There are of course no friends like living, breathing, corporeal men and women; my devotion to reading has never made me
a recluse. How could it? Books are of the people, by the people, for the people. Literature is the immortal part of history; it is
the best and most enduring part of personality. But book-friends have this advantage over living friends; you can enjoy the
most truly aristocratic society in the world whenever you want it. The great dead are beyond our physical reach, and the
great living are usually almost as inaccessible; as for our personal friends and acquaintances, we cannot always see them.
Perchance they are asleep, or away on a journey. But in a private library, you can at any moment converse with Socrates or
Shakespeare or Carlyle or Dumas or Dickens or Shaw or Barrie or Galsworthy. And there is no doubt that in these books
you see these men at their best. They wrote for you. They "laid themselves out," they did their ultimate best to entertain you,
to make a favorable impression. You are necessary to them as an audience is to an actor; only instead of seeing them
masked, you look into their innermost heart of heart.

George Graham Vest “Tribute to the Dog”
Gentlemen of the Jury: The best friend a man has in the world may turn against him and become his enemy. His son or
daughter that he has reared with loving care may prove ungrateful. Those who are nearest and dearest to us, those whom
we trust with our happiness and our good name may become traitors to their faith. The money that a man has, he may lose.
It flies away from him, perhaps when he needs it most. A man's reputation may be sacrificed in a moment of ill-considered
action. The people who are prone to fall on their knees to do us honor when success is with us, may be the first to throw the
stone of malice when failure settles its cloud upon our heads.
The one absolutely unselfish friend that man can have in this selfish world, the one that never deserts him, the one that
never proves ungrateful or treacherous is his dog. A man's dog stands by him in prosperity and in poverty, in health and in
sickness. He will sleep on the cold ground, where the wintry winds blow and the snow drives fiercely, if only he may be near
his master's side. He will kiss the hand that has no food to offer. He will lick the wounds and sores that come in encounters
with the roughness of the world. He guards the sleep of his pauper master as if he were a prince. When all other friends
desert, he remains. When riches take wings, and reputation falls to pieces, he is as constant in his love as the sun in its
journey through the heavens.
If fortune drives the master forth, an outcast in the world, friendless and homeless, the faithful dog asks no higher privilege
than that of accompanying him, to guard him against danger, to fight against his enemies. And when the last scene of all
comes, and death takes his master in its embrace and his body is laid away in the cold ground, no matter if all other friends
pursue their way, there by the graveside will the noble dog be found, his head between his paws, his eyes sad, but open in
alert watchfulness, faithful and true even in death.

Elizabeth Cady Staton’s “The Destructive Male”
I urge a sixteenth amendment, because 'manhood suffrage,' or a man's government, is civil, religious, and social
disorganization. The male element is a destructive force, stern, selfish, aggrandizing, loving war, violence, conquest,
acquisition, breeding in the material and moral world alike discord, disorder, disease, and death. See what a record of blood
and cruelty the pages of history reveal! Through what slavery, slaughter, and sacrifice, through what inquisitions and
imprisonments, pains and persecutions, black codes and gloomy creeds, the soul of humanity has struggled for the
centuries, while mercy has veiled her face and all hearts have been dead alike to love and hope!
The male element has held high carnival thus far; it has fairly run riot from the beginning, overpowering the feminine
element everywhere, crushing out all the diviner qualities in human nature, until we know but little of true manhood and
womanhood, of the latter comparatively nothing, for it has scarce been recognized as a power until within the last century.
Society is but the reflection of man himself, untempered by woman's thought; the hard iron rule we feel alike in the church,
the state, and the home. No one need wonder at the disorganization, at the fragmentary condition of everything, when we
remember that man, who represents but half a complete being, with but half an idea on every subject, has undertaken the
absolute control of all sublunary matters.
People object to the demands of those whom they choose to call the strong-minded, because they say 'the right of suffrage
will make the women masculine.' That is just the difficulty in which we are involved today. Though disfranchised, we have
few women in the best sense; we have simply so many reflections, varieties, and dilutions of the masculine gender. The
strong, natural characteristics of womanhood are repressed and ignored in dependence, for so long as man feeds woman
she will try to please the giver and adapt herself to his condition. To keep a foothold in society, woman must be as near like
man as possible, reflect his ideas, opinions, virtues, motives, prejudices, and vices. She must respect his statutes, though
they strip her of every inalienable right, and conflict with that higher law written by the finger of God on her own soul.
She must look at everything from its dollar-and-cent point of view, or she is a mere romancer. She must accept things as
they are and make the best of them. To mourn over the miseries of others, the poverty of the poor, their hardships in jails,
prisons, asylums, the horrors of war, cruelty, and brutality in every form, all this would be mere sentimentalizing. To protest
against the intrigue, bribery, and corruption of public life, to desire that her sons might follow some business that did not
involve lying, cheating, and a hard, grinding selfishness, would be arrant nonsense.
In this way man has been molding woman to his ideas by direct and positive influences, while she, if not a negation, has
used indirect means to control him, and in most cases developed the very characteristics both in him and herself that
needed repression. And now man himself stands appalled at the results of his own excesses, and mourns in bitterness that
falsehood, selfishness, and violence are the law of life. The need of this hour is not territory, gold mines, railroads, or specie
payments but a new evangel of womanhood, to exalt purity, virtue, morality, true religion, to lift man up into the higher
realms of thought and action.
We ask woman's enfranchisement, as the first step toward the recognition of that essential element in government that can
only secure the health, strength, and prosperity of the nation. Whatever is done to lift woman to her true position will help to
usher in a new day of peace and perfection for the race.
In speaking of the masculine element, I do not wish to be understood to say that all men are hard, selfish, and brutal, for
many of the most beautiful spirits the world has known have been clothed with manhood; but I refer to those characteristics,
though often marked in woman, that distinguish what is called the stronger sex. For example, the love of acquisition and
conquest, the very pioneers of civilization, when expended on the earth, the sea, the elements, the riches and forces of
nature, are powers of destruction when used to subjugate one man to another or to sacrifice nations to ambition.
Here that great conservator of woman's love, if permitted to assert itself, as it naturally would in freedom against oppression,
violence, and war, would hold all these destructive forces in check, for woman knows the cost of life better than man does,
and not with her consent would one drop of blood ever be shed, one life sacrificed in vain.

With violence and disturbance in the natural world, we see a constant effort to maintain an equilibrium of forces. Nature, like
a loving mother, is ever trying to keep land and sea, mountain and valley, each in its place, to hush the angry winds and
waves, balance the extremes of heat and cold, of rain and drought, that peace, harmony, and beauty may reign supreme.
There is a striking analogy between matter and mind, and the present disorganization of society warns us that in the
dethronement of woman we have let loose the elements of violence and ruin that she only has the power to curb. If the
civilization of the age calls for an extension of the suffrage, surely a government of the most virtuous educated men and
women would better represent the whole and protect the interests of all than could the representation of either sex alone.

