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Objectives 

Students will identify the theme and goals of inspirational speech-
es. 

Students will think about themselves as leaders, about their val-
ues and goals and how they might influence and inspire others.  

Vocabulary 

Values—Your own judgements about what is important in life. 

Goals—A desired result that a person directs their ambition or 
effort toward.  

Theme—The main subject discussed or described in a piece of writing or other forms of expression. 

Preparation 

Provide students with an electronic or hard copy of the speech or speeches you’ve chosen to use.  

Transcripts of speeches (see below):  

John F Kennedy Inaugural Address 

Oprah Winfrey, Cecil Demille Acceptance Speech, Golden Globes 2018 

JK Rowling, Harvard Commencement Address 

Malala Yousafzai, Worldwide Access to Education 

Steve Jobs, Stanford Commencement Address  

Barack Obama, The Audacity of Hope, 2004 

Accommodations 

Students could listen to the audio or watch the speech online. 

A Mountain Classroom Pre-Trip Curriculum: What do you value? 

Materials 

 Electronic or hard copies of
speeches

 Paper

 Pencils, pens, etc.

 Copies of Worksheets

Focus: Leadership 

Grade: 9th—12th 

Timeframe: 40—
50 minutes  

Lesson: What do you value? 

Students will explore their values and how they seek to impact and influence those 
around them. Reading and analyzing famous speeches from influential leaders pro-
vides the foundation and inspiration for students’ own self-reflection.  
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Instructions: 

1. Explain to the students they will be doing an activity that will introduce them to an influential and
impactful leader (or leaders) and that after reading and analyzing their speech, they’ll be thinking criti-
cally about themselves as leaders.

a. Speeches are commonly centered around a theme that represents the speaker’s views on a
subject and often their values or goals.

2. Explain to students that in the first part of the activity, they’ll be split into small reading and discus-
sion groups to read the speech then analyze the speech’s theme and the speaker’s values and goals.

3. Ensure that all students have a copy of the speech or speeches.

4. Split entire student group into equal groups of about 3-5 students.  Have groups spread out and find
an area of the classroom where they can sit comfortably together.

5. Instruct student groups to read the speech(es) together, perhaps alternating readers based on para-
graphs or pages.

6. Once groups have completed reading the speech, they should work as a group to complete the
Famous Speeches Analysis Worksheet - see below.

Students will take the next block of time for self-reflection regarding their own values and themselves as 
leaders.   

Instructions: 

1. Explain to students they will now be spending time individually thinking about their values and 
leadership. They should move away from their group and find their own space to work.

2. Provide student with the Self-Reflection Worksheet - see below. 

Discussion Questions: 

How did it feel to answer these questions? Was it challenging? Easy? Why? 

Invite students to share their answers with the rest of the class. Was it beneficial to hear your class
mates’ values and perspective on leadership? How did hearing them help you to better understand 
who they are?  

Students will apply what they’ve learned through reading famous speeches and their own personal re-
flection to their own piece of persuasive or argumentative writing, based on an issue they are passionate 
about.  

Instructions: 

1. Explain to students that they’ll need to draw upon what they’ve learned about from the speeches and
their own personal reflection to craft their own piece of persuasive writing.

30 minutes Activity—Part I: Reading Famous Speeches 

20 minutes Activity—Part II: Self-Reflection 

20 minutes Extension Activity 
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2. Students will write a 250 word persuasive essay on the topic of their choice.

3. To explain further:

a. Students should determine the purpose of their piece of writing—what is the claim (the main
argument) that they are making? This claim should be included as their thesis statement in
their introductory paragraph.

b. Students should outline the components of their argument, including their emotional, logical
and ethical appeals (as discussed in the Famous Speeches Analysis Worksheet), and back up
their argument with research.

c. Students should use only verifiable facts in their pieces.

d. Students should keep in mind their sequencing of examples, as well as including a counter-
argument.

e. Students should ensure that their conclusion includes a strong statement and a call-to-action.

Standards 

This online curriculum introduces and covers topics incorporated into the following NH State Standards: 

NH Work Study Practices (all grades) 

Self-Direction 

Collaboration 

Creativity 

Communication 



Focus: Leadership 

Grade: 9th—12th 

Timeframe: 15 

minutes 

Famous Speeches Analysis Worksheet 

 

Please complete the following analysis questions pertaining to the speech you read with your group.  

Speaker, Audience and Occasion:  

Who is the speaker?  

What is the title of the speech?  

When was the speech delivered?  

Where was the speech delivered? (location, event, occasion) 

Who is the intended audience of the speech?  

 

Content/Persuasive Analysis—What does the speech say and how does it persuade?  

What is the overall theme of the speech?  

 

 

What is the purpose the speaker wanted to accomplish? (provide evidence from text) 

 

 

What qualities of leadership did the speaker portray in their speech? 

 

 

What are the speaker’s values? What is their world view?   

 

 

These speeches are examples of persuasive writing. The fundamentals of persuasive writing boil down 

to 3 main components—coined by Aristotle as the 3 “Artistic Proofs” of Persuasive Writing. 

 Emotional Appeal (Pathos): persuades an audience by appealing to their emotions.  

 Logical Appeal (Logos): convinces an audience by using logic or reason. 

 Ethical Appeal (Ethos): convinces an audience of the author’s credibility or character.  

 



What is the overall persuasive technique used in the speech—emotional, logistical or ethical appeal? Use 

evidence from the speech to support your answer.  

 

 

 

How effective was the speech as a persuasive speech? Why? 

 

 



Focus: Leadership 

Grade: 9th—12th 

Timeframe: 15 

minutes 

Self-Reflection Worksheet 

 

Please complete the following questions pertaining to your values and what is important to you.  

 

What are your values? List at least five.  

 

 

Who has been most important in your life in establishing your  values?  Why? 

 

 

Who else can be influential in our lives? 

 

 

How do our values influence the way we act and what we care about?  

 

 

How would you define leadership? 

 

 

What strengths do you believe you have as a leader? What challenges do you face as a leader? 

 

 

 

What is an issue you feel passionately about? How is your opinion on that issue impacted by the values 

that you hold?  



Inaugural Address of President John F. Kennedy 

Washington, D.C.  

January 20, 1961  

Vice President Johnson, Mr. Speaker, Mr. Chief Justice, President Eisenhower, Vice President Nixon, 

President Truman, Reverend Clergy, fellow citizens:  

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. 

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 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 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.  



Oprah Winfrey - Golden Globes Speech

In 1964, I was a little girl sitting on the linoleum floor of my mother's house in Milwaukee watching Anne 

Bancroft present the Oscar for best actor at the 36th Academy Awards. She opened the envelope and 

said five words that literally made history: "The winner is Sidney Poitier." Up to the stage came the most 

elegant man I had ever seen. I remember his tie was white, and of course his skin was black, and I had 

never seen a black man being celebrated like that. I tried many, many times to explain what a moment 

like that means to a little girl, a kid watching from the cheap seats as my mom came through the door 

bone tired from cleaning other people's houses. But all I can do is quote and say that the explanation in 

Sidney's performance in "Lilies of the Field": 

"Amen, amen, amen, amen." 

In 1982, Sidney received the Cecil B. DeMille award right here at the Golden Globes and it is not lost on 

me that at this moment, there are some little girls watching as I become the first black woman to be 

given this same award. It is an honor -- it is an honor and it is a privilege to share the evening with all of 

them and also with the incredible men and women who have inspired me, who challenged me, who 

sustained me and made my journey to this stage possible. Dennis Swanson who took a chance on me for 

"A.M. Chicago." Quincy Jones who saw me on that show and said to Steven Spielberg, "Yes, she is Sophia 

in 'The Color Purple.'" Gayle who has been the definition of what a friend is, and Stedman who has been 

my rock -- just a few to name. 

I want to thank the Hollywood Foreign Press Association because we all know the press is under siege 

these days. We also know it's the insatiable dedication to uncovering the absolute truth that keeps us 

from turning a blind eye to corruption and to injustice. To -- to tyrants and victims, and secrets and lies. I 

want to say that I value the press more than ever before as we try to navigate these complicated times, 

which brings me to this: what I know for sure is that speaking your truth is the most powerful tool we all 

have. And I'm especially proud and inspired by all the women who have felt strong enough and 

empowered enough to speak up and share their personal stories. Each of us in this room are celebrated 

because of the stories that we tell, and this year we became the story. 

But it's not just a story affecting the entertainment industry. It's one that transcends any culture, 

geography, race, religion, politics, or workplace. So I want tonight to express gratitude to all the women 

who have endured years of abuse and assault because they, like my mother, had children to feed and 

bills to pay and dreams to pursue. They're the women whose names we'll never know. They are 

domestic workers and farm workers. They are working in factories and they work in restaurants and 

they're in academia, engineering, medicine, and science. They're part of the world of tech and politics 

and business. They're our athletes in the Olympics and they're our soldiers in the military. 

And there's someone else, Recy Taylor, a name I know and I think you should know, too. In 1944, Recy 

Taylor was a young wife and mother walking home from a church service she'd attended in Abbeville, 

Alabama, when she was abducted by six armed white men, raped, and left blindfolded by the side of the 

road coming home from church. They threatened to kill her if she ever told anyone, but her story was 

reported to the NAACP where a young worker by the name of Rosa Parks became the lead investigator 

on her case and together they sought justice. But justice wasn't an option in the era of Jim Crow. The 



men who tried to destroy her were never persecuted. Recy Taylor died ten days ago, just shy of her 98th 

birthday. She lived as we all have lived, too many years in a culture broken by brutally powerful men. For 

too long, women have not been heard or believed if they dare speak the truth to the power of those 

men. But their time is up. Their time is up. 

Their time is up. And I just hope -- I just hope that Recy Taylor died knowing that her truth, like the truth 

of so many other women who were tormented in those years, and even now tormented, goes marching 

on. It was somewhere in Rosa Parks' heart almost 11 years later, when she made the decision to stay 

seated on that bus in Montgomery, and it's here with every woman who chooses to say, "Me too." And 

every man -- every man who chooses to listen. 

In my career, what I've always tried my best to do, whether on television or through film, is to say 

something about how men and women really behave. To say how we experience shame, how we love 

and how we rage, how we fail, how we retreat, persevere and how we overcome. I've interviewed and 

portrayed people who've withstood some of the ugliest things life can throw at you, but the one quality 

all of them seem to share is an ability to maintain hope for a brighter morning, even during our darkest 

nights. So I want all the girls watching here, now, to know that a new day is on the horizon! And when 

that new day finally dawns, it will be because of a lot of magnificent women, many of whom are right 

here in this room tonight, and some pretty phenomenal men, fighting hard to make sure that they 

become the leaders who take us to the time when nobody ever has to say "Me too" again. 



JK Rowling - Commencement Address

President Faust, members of the Harvard Corporation and the Board of Overseers, members of the 

faculty, proud parents, and, above all, graduates. 

The first thing I would like to say is ‘thank you.’ Not only has Harvard given me an extraordinary honour, 

but the weeks of fear and nausea I have endured at the thought of giving this commencement address 

have made me lose weight. A win-win situation! Now all I have to do is take deep breaths, squint at the 

red banners and convince myself that I am at the world’s largest Gryffindor reunion. 

Delivering a commencement address is a great responsibility; or so I thought until I cast my mind back to 

my own graduation. The commencement speaker that day was the distinguished British philosopher 

Baroness Mary Warnock. Reflecting on her speech has helped me enormously in writing this one, 

because it turns out that I can’t remember a single word she said. This liberating discovery enables me to 

proceed without any fear that I might inadvertently influence you to abandon promising careers in 

business, the law or politics for the giddy delights of becoming a gay wizard. 

You see? If all you remember in years to come is the ‘gay wizard’ joke, I’ve come out ahead of Baroness 

Mary Warnock. Achievable goals: the first step to self- improvement. 

Actually, I have wracked my mind and heart for what I ought to say to you today. I have asked myself 

what I wish I had known at my own graduation, and what important lessons I have learned in the 21 

years that have expired between that day and this. 

I have come up with two answers. On this wonderful day when we are gathered together to celebrate 

your academic success, I have decided to talk to you about the benefits of failure. And as you stand on 

the threshold of what is sometimes called ‘real life’, I want to extol the crucial importance of 

imagination. 

These may seem quixotic or paradoxical choices, but please bear with me. 

Looking back at the 21-year-old that I was at graduation, is a slightly uncomfortable experience for the 

42-year-old that she has become. Half my lifetime ago, I was striking an uneasy balance between the 
ambition I had for myself, and what those closest to me expected of me.

I was convinced that the only thing I wanted to do, ever, was to write novels. However, my parents, both 

of whom came from impoverished backgrounds and neither of whom had been to college, took the view 

that my overactive imagination was an amusing personal quirk that would never pay a mortgage, or 

secure a pension. I know that the irony strikes with the force of a cartoon anvil, now. 

So they hoped that I would take a vocational degree; I wanted to study English Literature. A compromise 

was reached that in retrospect satisfied nobody, and I went up to study Modern Languages. Hardly had 

my parents’ car rounded the corner at the end of the road than I ditched German and scuttled off down 

the Classics corridor. 

I cannot remember telling my parents that I was studying Classics; they might well have found out for the 

first time on graduation day. Of all the subjects on this planet, I think they would have been hard put 



to name one less useful than Greek mythology when it came to securing the keys to an executive 

bathroom. 

I would like to make it clear, in parenthesis, that I do not blame my parents for their point of view. There 

is an expiry date on blaming your parents for steering you in the wrong direction; the moment you are 

old enough to take the wheel, responsibility lies with you. What is more, I cannot criticise my parents for 

hoping that I would never experience poverty. They had been poor themselves, and I have since been 

poor, and I quite agree with them that it is not an ennobling experience. Poverty entails fear, and stress, 

and sometimes depression; it means a thousand petty humiliations and hardships. Climbing out of 

poverty by your own efforts, that is indeed something on which to pride yourself, but poverty itself is 

romanticised only by fools. 

What I feared most for myself at your age was not poverty, but failure. 

At your age, in spite of a distinct lack of motivation at university, where I had spent far too long in the 

coffee bar writing stories, and far too little time at lectures, I had a knack for passing examinations, and 

that, for years, had been the measure of success in my life and that of my peers. 

I am not dull enough to suppose that because you are young, gifted and well-educated, you have never 

known hardship or heartbreak. Talent and intelligence never yet inoculated anyone against the caprice 

of the Fates, and I do not for a moment suppose that everyone here has enjoyed an existence of 

unruffled privilege and contentment. 

However, the fact that you are graduating from Harvard suggests that you are not very well-acquainted 

with failure. You might be driven by a fear of failure quite as much as a desire for success. Indeed, your 

conception of failure might not be too far from the average person’s idea of success, so high have you 

already flown. 

Ultimately, we all have to decide for ourselves what constitutes failure, but the world is quite eager to 

give you a set of criteria if you let it. So I think it fair to say that by any conventional measure, a mere 

seven years after my graduation day, I had failed on an epic scale. An exceptionally short-lived marriage 

had imploded, and I was jobless, a lone parent, and as poor as it is possible to be in modern Britain, 

without being homeless. The fears that my parents had had for me, and that I had had for myself, had 

both come to pass, and by every usual standard, I was the biggest failure I knew. 

Now, I am not going to stand here and tell you that failure is fun. That period of my life was a dark one, 

and I had no idea that there was going to be what the press has since represented as a kind of fairy tale 

resolution. I had no idea then how far the tunnel extended, and for a long time, any light at the end of it 

was a hope rather than a reality. 

So why do I talk about the benefits of failure? Simply because failure meant a stripping away of the 

inessential. I stopped pretending to myself that I was anything other than what I was, and began to 

direct all my energy into finishing the only work that mattered to me. Had I really succeeded at anything 

else, I might never have found the determination to succeed in the one arena I believed I truly belonged. 



I was set free, because my greatest fear had been realised, and I was still alive, and I still had a daughter 

whom I adored, and I had an old typewriter and a big idea. And so rock bottom became the solid 

foundation on which I rebuilt my life. 

You might never fail on the scale I did, but some failure in life is inevitable. It is impossible to live without 

failing at something, unless you live so cautiously that you might as well not have lived at all – in which 

case, you fail by default. 

Failure gave me an inner security that I had never attained by passing examinations. Failure taught me 

things about myself that I could have learned no other way. I discovered that I had a strong will, and 

more discipline than I had suspected; I also found out that I had friends whose value was truly above the 

price of rubies. 

The knowledge that you have emerged wiser and stronger from setbacks means that you are, ever after, 

secure in your ability to survive. You will never truly know yourself, or the strength of your relationships, 

until both have been tested by adversity. Such knowledge is a true gift, for all that it is painfully won, 

and it has been worth more than any qualification I ever earned. 

Divinity School alumni and student develop popular podcast that interprets the books through a spiritual 

lens 

So given a Time Turner, I would tell my 21-year-old self that personal happiness lies in knowing that life 

is not a check-list of acquisition or achievement. Your qualifications, your CV, are not your life, though 

you will meet many people of my age and older who confuse the two. Life is difficult, and complicated, 

and beyond anyone’s total control, and the humility to know that will enable you to survive its 

vicissitudes. 

Now you might think that I chose my second theme, the importance of imagination, because of the part 

it played in rebuilding my life, but that is not wholly so. Though I personally will defend the value of 

bedtime stories to my last gasp, I have learned to value imagination in a much broader sense. 

Imagination is not only the uniquely human capacity to envision that which is not, and therefore the 

fount of all invention and innovation. In its arguably most transformative and revelatory capacity, it is 

the power that enables us to empathise with humans whose experiences we have never shared. 

One of the greatest formative experiences of my life preceded Harry Potter, though it informed much of 

what I subsequently wrote in those books. This revelation came in the form of one of my earliest day 

jobs. Though I was sloping off to write stories during my lunch hours, I paid the rent in my early 20s by 

working at the African research department at Amnesty International’s headquarters in London. 

There in my little office I read hastily scribbled letters smuggled out of totalitarian regimes by men and 

women who were risking imprisonment to inform the outside world of what was happening to them. I 

saw photographs of those who had disappeared without trace, sent to Amnesty by their desperate 

families and friends. I read the testimony of torture victims and saw pictures of their injuries. I opened 

handwritten, eye-witness accounts of summary trials and executions, of kidnappings and rapes. 



Many of my co-workers were ex-political prisoners, people who had been displaced from their homes, 

or fled into exile, because they had the temerity to speak against their governments. Visitors to our 

offices included those who had come to give information, or to try and find out what had happened to 

those they had left behind. 

I shall never forget the African torture victim, a young man no older than I was at the time, who had 

become mentally ill after all he had endured in his homeland. He trembled uncontrollably as he spoke 

into a video camera about the brutality inflicted upon him. He was a foot taller than I was, and seemed 

as fragile as a child. I was given the job of escorting him back to the Underground Station afterwards, 

and this man whose life had been shattered by cruelty took my hand with exquisite courtesy, and 

wished me future happiness. 

And as long as I live I shall remember walking along an empty corridor and suddenly hearing, from 

behind a closed door, a scream of pain and horror such as I have never heard since. The door opened, 

and the researcher poked out her head and told me to run and make a hot drink for the young man 

sitting with her. She had just had to give him the news that in retaliation for his own outspokenness 

against his country’s regime, his mother had been seized and executed. 

Every day of my working week in my early 20s I was reminded how incredibly fortunate I was, to live in a 

country with a democratically elected government, where legal representation and a public trial were 

the rights of everyone. 

Every day, I saw more evidence about the evils humankind will inflict on their fellow humans, to gain or 

maintain power. I began to have nightmares, literal nightmares, about some of the things I saw, heard, 

and read. 

And yet I also learned more about human goodness at Amnesty International than I had ever known 

before. 

Amnesty mobilises thousands of people who have never been tortured or imprisoned for their beliefs to 

act on behalf of those who have. The power of human empathy, leading to collective action, saves lives, 

and frees prisoners. Ordinary people, whose personal well-being and security are assured, join together 

in huge numbers to save people they do not know, and will never meet. My small participation in that 

process was one of the most humbling and inspiring experiences of my life. 

Unlike any other creature on this planet, humans can learn and understand, without having 

experienced. They can think themselves into other people’s places. 

Of course, this is a power, like my brand of fictional magic, that is morally neutral. One might use such 

an ability to manipulate, or control, just as much as to understand or sympathise. 

And many prefer not to exercise their imaginations at all. They choose to remain comfortably within the 

bounds of their own experience, never troubling to wonder how it would feel to have been born other 

than they are. They can refuse to hear screams or to peer inside cages; they can close their minds and 

hearts to any suffering that does not touch them personally; they can refuse to know. 



I might be tempted to envy people who can live that way, except that I do not think they have any fewer 

nightmares than I do. Choosing to live in narrow spaces leads to a form of mental agoraphobia, and that 

brings its own terrors. I think the wilfully unimaginative see more monsters. They are often more afraid. 

What is more, those who choose not to empathise enable real monsters. For without ever committing 

an act of outright evil ourselves, we collude with it, through our own apathy. 

One of the many things I learned at the end of that Classics corridor down which I ventured at the age of 

18, in search of something I could not then define, was this, written by the Greek author Plutarch: What 

we achieve inwardly will change outer reality. 

That is an astonishing statement and yet proven a thousand times every day of our lives. It expresses, in 

part, our inescapable connection with the outside world, the fact that we touch other people’s lives 

simply by existing. 

But how much more are you, Harvard graduates of 2008, likely to touch other people’s lives? Your 

intelligence, your capacity for hard work, the education you have earned and received, give you unique 

status, and unique responsibilities. Even your nationality sets you apart. The great majority of you 

belong to the world’s only remaining superpower. The way you vote, the way you live, the way you 

protest, the pressure you bring to bear on your government, has an impact way beyond your borders. 

That is your privilege, and your burden. 

If you choose to use your status and influence to raise your voice on behalf of those who have no voice; 

if you choose to identify not only with the powerful, but with the powerless; if you retain the ability to 

imagine yourself into the lives of those who do not have your advantages, then it will not only be your 

proud families who celebrate your existence, but thousands and millions of people whose reality you 

have helped change. We do not need magic to change the world, we carry all the power we need inside 

ourselves already: we have the power to imagine better. 

I am nearly finished. I have one last hope for you, which is something that I already had at 21. The 

friends with whom I sat on graduation day have been my friends for life. They are my children’s 

godparents, the people to whom I’ve been able to turn in times of trouble, people who have been kind 

enough not to sue me when I took their names for Death Eaters. At our graduation we were bound by 

enormous affection, by our shared experience of a time that could never come again, and, of course, by 

the knowledge that we held certain photographic evidence that would be exceptionally valuable if any 

of us ran for Prime Minister. 

So today, I wish you nothing better than similar friendships. And tomorrow, I hope that even if you 

remember not a single word of mine, you remember those of Seneca, another of those old Romans I 

met when I fled down the Classics corridor, in retreat from career ladders, in search of ancient wisdom: 

As is a tale, so is life: not how long it is, but how good it is, is what matters. 

I wish you all very good lives. 

Thank-you very much. 



MALALA's SPEECH  (CHECK AGAINST DELIVERY) 
 
 
In the name of God, The Most Beneficent, The Most Merciful. 
 
Honourable UN Secretary General Mr Ban Ki-moon, 
 
Respected President General Assembly Vuk Jeremic 
 
Honourable UN envoy for Global education Mr Gordon Brown, 
 
Respected elders and my dear brothers and sisters; 
 
 
Today, it is an honour for me to be speaking again after a long time. Being here with such 
honourable people is a great moment in my life. 
 
I don’t know where to begin my speech. I don’t know what people would be expecting 
me to say. But first of all, thank you to God for whom we all are equal and thank you to 
every person who has prayed for my fast recovery and a new life. I cannot believe how 
much love people have shown me. I have received thousands of good wish cards and gifts 
from all over the world. Thank you to all of them. Thank you to the children whose 
innocent words encouraged me. Thank you to my elders whose prayers strengthened me.  
 
I would like to thank my nurses, doctors and all of the staff of the hospitals in Pakistan 
and the UK and the UAE government who have helped me get better and recover my 
strength. I fully support Mr Ban Ki-moon the Secretary-General in his Global Education 
First Initiative and the work of the UN Special Envoy Mr Gordon Brown.  And I thank 
them both for the leadership they continue to give. They continue to inspire all of us to 
action.  
 
Dear brothers and sisters, do remember one thing. Malala day is not my day. Today is the 
day of every woman, every boy and every girl who have raised their voice for their rights. 
There are hundreds of Human rights activists and social workers who are not only 
speaking for human rights, but who are struggling to achieve their goals of education, 
peace and equality. Thousands of people have been killed by the terrorists and millions 
have been injured. I am just one of them. 
 
So here I stand....   one girl among many. 
 
I speak – not for myself, but for all girls and boys. 
 
I raise up my voice – not so that I can shout, but so that those without a voice can be 
heard. 
 
Those who have fought for their rights: 



 
Their right to live in peace. 
 
Their right to be treated with dignity. 
 
Their right to equality of opportunity. 
 
Their right to be educated. 
 
Dear Friends, on the 9th of October 2012, the Taliban shot me on the left side of my 
forehead. They shot my friends too. They thought that the bullets would silence us. But 
they failed. And then, out of that silence came, thousands of voices. The terrorists thought 
that they would change our aims and stop our ambitions but nothing changed in my life 
except this: Weakness, fear and hopelessness died. Strength, power and courage was 
born.  I am the same Malala. My ambitions are the same. My hopes are the same. My 
dreams are the same. 
 
Dear sisters and brothers, I am not against anyone. Neither am I here to speak in terms of 
personal revenge against the Taliban or any other terrorists group. I am here to speak up 
for the right of education of every child. I want education for the sons and the daughters 
of all the extremists especially the Taliban. 
 
I do not even hate the Talib who shot me. Even if there is a gun in my hand and he stands 
in front of me. I would not shoot him. This is the compassion that I have learnt from 
Muhammad-the prophet of mercy, Jesus christ and Lord Buddha. This is the legacy of 
change that I have inherited from Martin Luther King, Nelson Mandela and Muhammad 
Ali Jinnah. This is the philosophy of non-violence that I have learnt from Gandhi Jee, 
Bacha Khan and Mother Teresa. And this is the forgiveness that I have learnt from my 
mother and father. This is what my soul is telling me, be peaceful and love everyone.  
 
Dear sisters and brothers, we realise the importance of light when we see darkness. We 
realise the importance of our voice when we are silenced. In the same way, when we 
were in Swat, the north of Pakistan, we realised the importance of pens and books when 
we saw the guns.  
 
The wise saying, “The pen is mightier than sword” was true. The extremists are afraid of 
books and pens. The power of education frightens them. They are afraid of women. The 
power of the voice of women frightens them. And that is why they killed 14 innocent 
medical students in the recent attack in Quetta. And that is why they killed many female 
teachers and polio workers in Khyber Pukhtoon Khwa and FATA. That is why they are 
blasting schools every day.  Because they were and they are afraid of change, afraid of 
the equality that we will bring into our society.  
 
I remember that there was a boy in our school who was asked by a journalist, “Why are 
the Taliban against education?” He answered very simply. By pointing to his book he 
said, “A Talib doesn’t know what is written inside this book.” They think that God is a 



tiny, little conservative being who would send girls to the hell just because of going to 
school. The terrorists are misusing the name of Islam and Pashtun society for their own 
personal benefits. Pakistan is peace-loving democratic country. Pashtuns want education 
for their daughters and sons. And Islam is a religion of peace, humanity and brotherhood. 
Islam says that it is not only each child’s right to get education, rather it is their duty and 
responsibility. 
 
Honourable Secretary General, peace is necessary for education. In many parts of the 
world especially Pakistan and Afghanistan; terrorism, wars and conflicts stop children to 
go to their schools. We are really tired of these wars. Women and children are suffering 
in many parts of the world in many ways. In India, innocent and poor children are victims 
of child labour. Many schools have been destroyed in Nigeria. People in Afghanistan 
have been affected by the hurdles of extremism for decades. Young girls have to do 
domestic child labour and are forced to get married at early age. Poverty, ignorance, 
injustice, racism and the deprivation of basic rights are the main problems faced by both 
men and women.  
 
Dear fellows, today I am focusing on women’s rights and girls’ education because they 
are suffering the most. There was a time when women social activists asked men to stand 
up for their rights. But, this time, we will do it by ourselves. I am not telling men to step 
away from speaking for women’s rights rather I am focusing on women to be 
independent to fight for themselves.  
 
Dear sisters and brothers, now it's time to speak up.  
 
So today, we call upon the world leaders to change their strategic policies in favour of 
peace and prosperity.  
 
We call upon the world leaders that all the peace deals must protect women and 
children’s rights. A deal that goes against the dignity of women and their rights is 
unacceptable.  
 
We call upon all governments to ensure free compulsory education for every child all 
over the world. 
 
We call upon all governments to fight against terrorism and violence, to protect children 
from brutality and harm. 
 
We call upon the developed nations to support the expansion of educational opportunities 
for girls in the developing world. 
 
We call upon all communities to be tolerant – to reject prejudice based on cast, creed, 
sect, religion or gender. To ensure freedom and equality for women so that they can 
flourish. We cannot all succeed when half of us are held back. 
 
We call upon our sisters around the world to be brave – to embrace the strength within 



themselves and realise their full potential.  
 
Dear brothers and sisters, we want schools and education for every child’s bright future. 
We will continue our journey to our destination of peace and education for everyone. No 
one can stop us. We will speak for our rights and we will bring change through our voice. 
We must believe in the power and the strength of our words. Our words can change the 
world. 
 
Because we are all together, united for the cause of education. And if we want to achieve 
our goal, then let us empower ourselves with the weapon of knowledge and let us shield 
ourselves with unity and togetherness. 
 
Dear brothers and sisters, we must not forget that millions of people are suffering from 
poverty, injustice and ignorance. We must not forget that millions of children are out of 
schools. We must not forget that our sisters and brothers are waiting for a bright peaceful 
future. 
 
So let us wage a global struggle against illiteracy, poverty and terrorism and let us pick 
up our books and pens. They are our most powerful weapons.  
 
One child, one teacher, one pen and one book can change the world.   
 
Education is the only solution. Education First. 



Steve Jobs - Stanford Commencement Speech

I am honored to be with you today at your commencement from one of the finest universities in the 

world. I never graduated from college. Truth be told, this is the closest I’ve ever gotten to a college 

graduation. Today I want to tell you three stories from my life. That’s it. No big deal. Just three stories. 

The first story is about connecting the dots. 

I dropped out of Reed College after the first 6 months, but then stayed around as a drop-in for another 

18 months or so before I really quit. So why did I drop out? 

It started before I was born. My biological mother was a young, unwed college graduate student, and 

she decided to put me up for adoption. She felt very strongly that I should be adopted by college 

graduates, so everything was all set for me to be adopted at birth by a lawyer and his wife. Except that 

when I popped out they decided at the last minute that they really wanted a girl. So my parents, who 

were on a waiting list, got a call in the middle of the night asking: “We have an unexpected baby boy; do 

you want him?” They said: “Of course.” My biological mother later found out that my mother had never 

graduated from college and that my father had never graduated from high school. She refused to sign 

the final adoption papers. She only relented a few months later when my parents promised that I would 

someday go to college. 

And 17 years later I did go to college. But I naively chose a college that was almost as expensive as 

Stanford, and all of my working-class parents’ savings were being spent on my college tuition. After six 

months, I couldn’t see the value in it. I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life and no idea how 

college was going to help me figure it out. And here I was spending all of the money my parents had 

saved their entire life. So I decided to drop out and trust that it would all work out OK. It was pretty 

scary at the time, but looking back it was one of the best decisions I ever made. The minute I dropped 

out I could stop taking the required classes that didn’t interest me, and begin dropping in on the ones 

that looked interesting. 

It wasn’t all romantic. I didn’t have a dorm room, so I slept on the floor in friends’ rooms, I returned 

Coke bottles for the 5¢ deposits to buy food with, and I would walk the 7 miles across town every 

Sunday night to get one good meal a week at the Hare Krishna temple. I loved it. And much of what I 

stumbled into by following my curiosity and intuition turned out to be priceless later on. Let me give you 

one example: 

Reed College at that time offered perhaps the best calligraphy instruction in the country. Throughout 

the campus every poster, every label on every drawer, was beautifully hand calligraphed. Because I had 

dropped out and didn’t have to take the normal classes, I decided to take a calligraphy class to learn 

how to do this. I learned about serif and sans serif typefaces, about varying the amount of space 

between different letter combinations, about what makes great typography great. It was beautiful, 

historical, artistically subtle in a way that science can’t capture, and I found it fascinating. 

None of this had even a hope of any practical application in my life. But 10 years later, when we were 

designing the first Macintosh computer, it all came back to me. And we designed it all into the Mac. It 

was the first computer with beautiful typography. If I had never dropped in on that single course in 



college, the Mac would have never had multiple typefaces or proportionally spaced fonts. And since 

Windows just copied the Mac, it’s likely that no personal computer would have them. If I had never 

dropped out, I would have never dropped in on this calligraphy class, and personal computers might not 

have the wonderful typography that they do. Of course it was impossible to connect the dots looking 

forward when I was in college. But it was very, very clear looking backward 10 years later. 

Again, you can’t connect the dots looking forward; you can only connect them looking backward. So you 

have to trust that the dots will somehow connect in your future. You have to trust in something — your 

gut, destiny, life, karma, whatever. This approach has never let me down, and it has made all the 

difference in my life. 

My second story is about love and loss. 

I was lucky — I found what I loved to do early in life. Woz and I started Apple in my parents’ garage 

when I was 20. We worked hard, and in 10 years Apple had grown from just the two of us in a garage 

into a $2 billion company with over 4,000 employees. We had just released our finest creation — the 

Macintosh — a year earlier, and I had just turned 30. And then I got fired. How can you get fired from a 

company you started? Well, as Apple grew we hired someone who I thought was very talented to run 

the company with me, and for the first year or so things went well. But then our visions of the future 

began to diverge and eventually we had a falling out. When we did, our Board of Directors sided with 

him. So at 30 I was out. And very publicly out. What had been the focus of my entire adult life was gone, 

and it was devastating. 

I really didn’t know what to do for a few months. I felt that I had let the previous generation of 

entrepreneurs down — that I had dropped the baton as it was being passed to me. I met with David 

Packard and Bob Noyce and tried to apologize for screwing up so badly. I was a very public failure, and I 

even thought about running away from the valley. But something slowly began to dawn on me — I still 

loved what I did. The turn of events at Apple had not changed that one bit. I had been rejected, but I 

was still in love. And so I decided to start over. 

I didn’t see it then, but it turned out that getting fired from Apple was the best thing that could have 

ever happened to me. The heaviness of being successful was replaced by the lightness of being a 

beginner again, less sure about everything. It freed me to enter one of the most creative periods of my 

life. 

During the next five years, I started a company named NeXT, another company named Pixar, and fell in 

love with an amazing woman who would become my wife. Pixar went on to create the world’s first 

computer animated feature film, Toy Story, and is now the most successful animation studio in the 

world. In a remarkable turn of events, Apple bought NeXT, I returned to Apple, and the technology we 

developed at NeXT is at the heart of Apple’s current renaissance. And Laurene and I have a wonderful 

family together. 

I’m pretty sure none of this would have happened if I hadn’t been fired from Apple. It was awful tasting 

medicine, but I guess the patient needed it. Sometimes life hits you in the head with a brick. Don’t lose 



faith. I’m convinced that the only thing that kept me going was that I loved what I did. You’ve got to find 

what you love. And that is as true for your work as it is for your lovers. Your work is going to fill a large 

part of your life, and the only way to be truly satisfied is to do what you believe is great work. And the 

only way to do great work is to love what you do. If you haven’t found it yet, keep looking. Don’t settle. 

As with all matters of the heart, you’ll know when you find it. And, like any great relationship, it just gets 

better and better as the years roll on. So keep looking until you find it. Don’t settle. 

My third story is about death. 

When I was 17, I read a quote that went something like: “If you live each day as if it was your last, 

someday you’ll most certainly be right.” It made an impression on me, and since then, for the past 33 

years, I have looked in the mirror every morning and asked myself: “If today were the last day of my life, 

would I want to do what I am about to do today?” And whenever the answer has been “No” for too 

many days in a row, I know I need to change something. 

Remembering that I’ll be dead soon is the most important tool I’ve ever encountered to help me make 

the big choices in life. Because almost everything — all external expectations, all pride, all fear of 

embarrassment or failure — these things just fall away in the face of death, leaving only what is truly 

important. Remembering that you are going to die is the best way I know to avoid the trap of thinking 

you have something to lose. You are already naked. There is no reason not to follow your heart. 

About a year ago I was diagnosed with cancer. I had a scan at 7:30 in the morning, and it clearly showed 

a tumor on my pancreas. I didn’t even know what a pancreas was. The doctors told me this was almost 

certainly a type of cancer that is incurable, and that I should expect to live no longer than three to six 

months. My doctor advised me to go home and get my affairs in order, which is doctor’s code for 

prepare to die. It means to try to tell your kids everything you thought you’d have the next 10 years to 

tell them in just a few months. It means to make sure everything is buttoned up so that it will be as easy 

as possible for your family. It means to say your goodbyes. 

I lived with that diagnosis all day. Later that evening I had a biopsy, where they stuck an endoscope 

down my throat, through my stomach and into my intestines, put a needle into my pancreas and got a 

few cells from the tumor. I was sedated, but my wife, who was there, told me that when they viewed 

the cells under a microscope the doctors started crying because it turned out to be a very rare form of 

pancreatic cancer that is curable with surgery. I had the surgery and I’m fine now. 

This was the closest I’ve been to facing death, and I hope it’s the closest I get for a few more decades. 

Having lived through it, I can now say this to you with a bit more certainty than when death was a useful 

but purely intellectual concept: 

No one wants to die. Even people who want to go to heaven don’t want to die to get there. And yet 

death is the destination we all share. No one has ever escaped it. And that is as it should be, because 

Death is very likely the single best invention of Life. It is Life’s change agent. It clears out the old to make 

way for the new. Right now the new is you, but someday not too long from now, you will gradually 

become the old and be cleared away. Sorry to be so dramatic, but it is quite true. 



Your time is limited, so don’t waste it living someone else’s life. Don’t be trapped by dogma — which is 

living with the results of other people’s thinking. Don’t let the noise of others’ opinions drown out your 

own inner voice. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition. They 

somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary. 

When I was young, there was an amazing publication called The Whole Earth Catalog, which was one of 

the bibles of my generation. It was created by a fellow named Stewart Brand not far from here in Menlo 

Park, and he brought it to life with his poetic touch. This was in the late 1960s, before personal 

computers and desktop publishing, so it was all made with typewriters, scissors and Polaroid cameras. It 

was sort of like Google in paperback form, 35 years before Google came along: It was idealistic, and 

overflowing with neat tools and great notions. 

Stewart and his team put out several issues of The Whole Earth Catalog, and then when it had run its 

course, they put out a final issue. It was the mid-1970s, and I was your age. On the back cover of their 

final issue was a photograph of an early morning country road, the kind you might find yourself 

hitchhiking on if you were so adventurous. Beneath it were the words: “Stay Hungry. Stay Foolish.” It 

was their farewell message as they signed off. Stay Hungry. Stay Foolish. And I have always wished that 

for myself. And now, as you graduate to begin anew, I wish that for you. 

Stay Hungry. Stay Foolish. 

Thank you all very much. 
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Barack Obama 

2004 Democratic National Convention Keynote Address 

delivered 27 July 2004, Fleet Center, Boston 

 

 

AUTHENTICITY CERTIFIED: Text version below transcribed directly from audio 

On behalf of the great state of Illinois, crossroads of a nation, Land of Lincoln, let me express 
my deepest gratitude for the privilege of addressing this convention. 

Tonight is a particular honor for me because, let’s face it, my presence on this stage is pretty 

unlikely. My father was a foreign student, born and raised in a small village in Kenya. He grew 

up herding goats, went to school in a tin-roof shack. His father -- my grandfather -- was a 

cook, a domestic servant to the British. 

But my grandfather had larger dreams for his son. Through hard work and perseverance my 

father got a scholarship to study in a magical place, America, that shone as a beacon of 
freedom and opportunity to so many who had come before. 

While studying here, my father met my mother. She was born in a town on the other side of 

the world, in Kansas. Her father worked on oil rigs and farms through most of the Depression. 

The day after Pearl Harbor my grandfather signed up for duty; joined Patton’s army, marched 

across Europe. Back home, my grandmother raised a baby and went to work on a bomber 

assembly line. After the war, they studied on the G.I. Bill, bought a house through F.H.A., and 

later moved west all the way to Hawaii in search of opportunity. 

And they, too, had big dreams for their daughter. A common dream, born of two continents. 



  

AAmmeerriiccaannRRhheettoorriicc..ccoomm  
 

AmericanRhetoric.com       Page 2 

My parents shared not only an improbable love, they shared an abiding faith in the 

possibilities of this nation. They would give me an African name, Barack, or ”blessed,” 

believing that in a tolerant America your name is no barrier to success. They imagined -- They 

imagined me going to the best schools in the land, even though they weren’t rich, because in 

a generous America you don’t have to be rich to achieve your potential. 

They're both passed away now. And yet, I know that on this night they look down on me with 
great pride. 

They stand here, and I stand here today, grateful for the diversity of my heritage, aware that 

my parents’ dreams live on in my two precious daughters. I stand here knowing that my story 

is part of the larger American story, that I owe a debt to all of those who came before me, 

and that, in no other country on earth, is my story even possible. 

Tonight, we gather to affirm the greatness of our Nation -- not because of the height of our 

skyscrapers, or the power of our military, or the size of our economy. Our pride is based on a 
very simple premise, summed up in a declaration made over two hundred years ago:  

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are 

endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights, that among these are Life, 

Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness. 

That is the true genius of America, a faith -- a faith in simple dreams, an insistence on small 

miracles; that we can tuck in our children at night and know that they are fed and clothed and 

safe from harm; that we can say what we think, write what we think, without hearing a 

sudden knock on the door; that we can have an idea and start our own business without 

paying a bribe; that we can participate in the political process without fear of retribution, and 
that our votes will be counted -- at least most of the time. 

This year, in this election we are called to reaffirm our values and our commitments, to hold 

them against a hard reality and see how we're measuring up to the legacy of our forbearers 
and the promise of future generations. 

And fellow Americans, Democrats, Republicans, Independents, I say to you tonight: We have 

more work to do --  more work to do for the workers I met in Galesburg, Illinois, who are 

losing their union jobs at the Maytag plant that’s moving to Mexico, and now are having to 

compete with their own children for jobs that pay seven bucks an hour; more to do for the 

father that I met who was losing his job and choking back the tears, wondering how he would 

pay 4500 dollars a month for the drugs his son needs without the health benefits that he 

counted on; more to do for the young woman in East St. Louis, and thousands more like her, 
who has the grades, has the drive, has the will, but doesn’t have the money to go to college. 
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Now, don’t get me wrong. The people I meet -- in small towns and big cities, in diners and 

office parks -- they don’t expect government to solve all their problems. They know they have 

to work hard to get ahead,  and they want to. Go into the collar counties around Chicago, and 

people will tell you they don’t want their tax money wasted, by a welfare agency or by the 

Pentagon. Go in -- Go into any inner city neighborhood, and folks will tell you that 

government alone can’t teach our kids to learn; they know that parents have to teach, that 

children can’t achieve unless we raise their expectations and turn off the television sets and 

eradicate the slander that says a black youth with a book is acting white. They know those 

things. 

People don’t expect -- People don't expect government to solve all their problems. But they 

sense, deep in their bones, that with just a slight change in priorities, we can make sure that 

every child in America has a decent shot at life, and that the doors of opportunity remain open 

to all. 

They know we can do better. And they want that choice. 

In this election, we offer that choice. Our Party has chosen a man to lead us who embodies 

the best this country has to offer. And that man is John Kerry. 

John Kerry understands the ideals of community, faith, and service because they’ve defined 

his life. From his heroic service to Vietnam, to his years as a prosecutor and lieutenant 

governor, through two decades in the United States Senate, he's devoted himself to this 

country. Again and again, we’ve seen him make tough choices when easier ones were 

available. 

His values and his record affirm what is best in us. John Kerry believes in an America where 

hard work is rewarded; so instead of offering tax breaks to companies shipping jobs overseas, 
he offers them to companies creating jobs here at home. 

John Kerry believes in an America where all Americans can afford the same health coverage 
our politicians in Washington have for themselves. 

John Kerry believes in energy independence, so we aren’t held hostage to the profits of oil 

companies, or the sabotage of foreign oil fields. 

John Kerry believes in the Constitutional freedoms that have made our country the envy of 
the world, and he will never sacrifice our basic liberties, nor use faith as a wedge to divide us. 

And John Kerry believes that in a dangerous world war must be an option sometimes, but it 
should never be the first option. 
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You know, a while back -- awhile back I met a young man named Shamus in a V.F.W. Hall in 

East Moline, Illinois. He was a good-looking kid -- six two, six three, clear eyed, with an easy 

smile. He told me he’d joined the Marines and was heading to Iraq the following week. And as 

I listened to him explain why he’d enlisted, the absolute faith he had in our country and its 

leaders, his devotion to duty and service, I thought this young man was all that any of us 
might ever hope for in a child. 

But then I asked myself, "Are we serving Shamus as well as he is serving us?" 

I thought of the 900 men and women -- sons and daughters, husbands and wives, friends and 

neighbors, who won’t be returning to their own hometowns. I thought of the families I’ve met 

who were struggling to get by without a loved one’s full income, or whose loved ones had 

returned with a limb missing or nerves shattered, but still lacked long-term health benefits 
because they were Reservists. 

When we send our young men and women into harm’s way, we have a solemn obligation not 

to fudge the numbers or shade the truth about why they’re going, to care for their families 

while they’re gone, to tend to the soldiers upon their return, and to never ever go to war 

without enough troops to win the war, secure the peace, and earn the respect of the world. 

Now -- Now let me be clear. Let me be clear. We have real enemies in the world. These 

enemies must be found. They must be pursued. And they must be defeated. John Kerry knows 

this. And just as Lieutenant Kerry did not hesitate to risk his life to protect the men who 

served with him in Vietnam, President Kerry will not hesitate one moment to use our military 

might to keep America safe and secure. 

John Kerry believes in America. And he knows that it’s not enough for just some of us to 

prosper -- for alongside our famous individualism, there’s another ingredient in the American 

saga,  a belief that we’re all connected as one people. If there is a child on the south side of 

Chicago who can’t read, that matters to me, even if it’s not my child. If there is a senior 

citizen somewhere who can’t pay for their prescription drugs, and having to choose between 

medicine and the rent, that makes my life poorer, even if it’s not my grandparent. If there’s 

an Arab American family being rounded up without benefit of an attorney or due process, that 

threatens my civil liberties. 

It is that fundamental belief -- It is that fundamental belief: I am my brother’s keeper. I am 

my sister’s keeper that makes this country work. It’s what allows us to pursue our individual 
dreams and yet still come together as one American family. 

E pluribus unum: "Out of many, one." 
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Now even as we speak, there are those who are preparing to divide us -- the spin masters, 

the negative ad peddlers who embrace the politics of "anything goes." Well, I say to them 

tonight, there is not a liberal America and a conservative America -- there is the United States 

of America. There is not a Black America and a White America and Latino America and Asian 

America -- there’s the United States of America. 

The pundits, the pundits like to slice-and-dice our country into red states and blue states; red 

states for Republicans, blue states for Democrats. But I’ve got news for them, too. We 

worship an awesome God in the blue states, and we don’t like federal agents poking around in 

our libraries in the red states. We coach Little League in the blue states and yes, we’ve got 

some gay friends in the red states. There are patriots who opposed the war in Iraq and there 

are patriots who supported the war in Iraq. We are one people, all of us pledging allegiance to 
the stars and stripes, all of us defending the United States of America. 

In the end -- In the end -- In the end, that’s what this election is about. Do we participate in a 
politics of cynicism or do we participate in a politics of hope? 

John Kerry calls on us to hope. John Edwards calls on us to hope. 

I’m not talking about blind optimism here -- the almost willful ignorance that thinks 

unemployment will go away if we just don’t think about it, or the health care crisis will solve 

itself if we just ignore it. That’s not what I’m talking about. I’m talking about something more 

substantial. It’s the hope of slaves sitting around a fire singing freedom songs; the hope of 

immigrants setting out for distant shores; the hope of a young naval lieutenant bravely 

patrolling the Mekong Delta; the hope of a millworker’s son who dares to defy the odds; the 
hope of a skinny kid with a funny name who believes that America has a place for him, too. 

Hope -- Hope in the face of difficulty. Hope in the face of uncertainty. The audacity of hope! 

In the end, that is God’s greatest gift to us, the bedrock of this nation. A belief in things not 
seen. A belief that there are better days ahead. 

I believe that we can give our middle class relief and provide working families with a road to 
opportunity. 

I believe we can provide jobs to the jobless, homes to the homeless, and reclaim young 

people in cities across America from violence and despair. 

I believe that we have a righteous wind at our backs and that as we stand on the crossroads 
of history, we can make the right choices, and meet the challenges that face us. 
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America! Tonight, if you feel the same energy that I do, if you feel the same urgency that I 

do, if you feel the same passion that I do, if you feel the same hopefulness that I do -- if we 

do what we must do, then I have no doubt that all across the country, from Florida to Oregon, 

from Washington to Maine, the people will rise up in November, and John Kerry will be sworn 

in as President, and John Edwards will be sworn in as Vice President, and this country will 
reclaim its promise, and out of this long political darkness a brighter day will come. 

Thank you very much everybody. 

God bless you. 

Thank you. 

 




