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Abraham Lincoln, excerpt from the First Inaugural Address, Washington, DC, 1861 
 
I am loath to close. We are not enemies, but friends. We must not be enemies. Though passion may 
have strained it must not break our bonds of affection. The mystic chords of memory, stretching 
from every battlefield and patriot grave to every living heart and hearthstone all over this broad land, 
will yet swell the chorus of the Union, when again touched, as surely they will be, by the better angels 
of our nature. 
 
Abraham Lincoln, excerpt from the Second Inaugural Address, Washington, DC, 1865 
 
With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the 
right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in, to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him 
who shall have borne the battle and for his widow and his orphan, to do all which may achieve and 
cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations. 
 
Abraham Lincoln, The Gettysburg Address, Gettysburg, PA, 1865 
 
Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation, conceived 
in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.  
 
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and 
so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We have come to 
dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here gave their lives that that 
nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.  
 
But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can not consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this 
ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our poor 
power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can 
never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished 
work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here 
dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- that from these honored dead we take increased 
devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion -- that we here highly 
resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have a new 
birth of freedom -- and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish 
from the earth.  
 
Martin Luther King, Jr., excerpt from Where Do We Go from Here?, Atlanta, GA, 1967 

Let this affirmation be our ringing cry. It will give us the courage to face the uncertainties of the 
future. It will give our tired feet new strength as we continue our forward stride toward the city of 
freedom. When our days become dreary with low hovering clouds of despair, and when our nights 
become darker than a thousand midnights, let us remember that there is a creative force in this 
universe, working to pull down the gigantic mountains of evil, a power that is able to make a way out 
of no way and transform dark yesterdays into bright tomorrows. Let us realize the arc of the moral 
universe is long but it bends toward justice.  



Let us realize that William Cullen Bryant is right: "Truth crushed to earth will rise again." Let us go 
out realizing that the Bible is right: "Be not deceived, God is not mocked. Whatsoever a man soweth, 
that shall he also reap." This is our hope for the future, and with this faith we will be able to sing in 
some not too distant tomorrow with a cosmic past tense, "We have overcome, we have overcome, 
deep in my heart, I did believe we would overcome." 

Martin Luther King, Jr., excerpts from I’ve Been to the Mountaintop, Memphis, TN, 1968 

As you know, if I were standing at the beginning of time, with the possibility of general and 
panoramic view of the whole human history up to now, and the Almighty said to me, "Martin Luther 
King, which age would you like to live in?" — I would take my mental flight by Egypt through, or 
rather across the Red Sea, through the wilderness on toward the promised land. And in spite of its 
magnificence, I wouldn't stop there. I would move on by Greece, and take my mind to Mount 
Olympus. And I would see Plato, Aristotle, Socrates, Euripides and Aristophanes assembled around 
the Parthenon as they discussed the great and eternal issues of reality. 

But I wouldn't stop there. I would go on, even to the great heyday of the Roman Empire. And I 
would see developments around there, through various emperors and leaders. But I wouldn't stop 
there. I would even come up to the day of the Renaissance, and get a quick picture of all that the 
Renaissance did for the cultural and esthetic life of man. But I wouldn't stop there. I would even go 
by the way that the man for whom I'm named had his habitat. And I would watch Martin Luther as 
he tacked his ninety-five theses on the door at the church in Wittenberg. 

But I wouldn't stop there. I would come on up even to 1863, and watch a vacillating president by the 
name of Abraham Lincoln finally come to the conclusion that he had to sign the Emancipation 
Proclamation. But I wouldn't stop there. I would even come up to the early thirties, and see a man 
grappling with the problems of the bankruptcy of his nation. And come with an eloquent cry that we 
have nothing to fear but fear itself. 

But I wouldn't stop there. Strangely enough, I would turn to the Almighty, and say, "If you allow me 
to live just a few years in the second half of the twentieth century, I will be happy." Now that's a 
strange statement to make, because the world is all messed up. The nation is sick. Trouble is in the 
land. Confusion all around. That's a strange statement. But I know, somehow, that only when it is 
dark enough, can you see the stars. And I see God working in this period of the twentieth century in 
a away that men, in some strange way, are responding — something is happening in our world. The 
masses of people are rising up. And wherever they are assembled today, whether they are in 
Johannesburg, South Africa; Nairobi, Kenya; Accra, Ghana; New York City; Atlanta, Georgia; 
Jackson, Mississippi; or Memphis, Tennessee — the cry is always the same — "We want to be free." 

 Like anybody, I would like to live a long life. Longevity has its place. But I'm not concerned about 
that now. I just want to do God's will. And He's allowed me to go up to the mountain. And I've 
looked over. And I've seen the Promised Land. I may not get there with you. But I want you to know 
tonight, that we, as a people, will get to the promised land!  

 

 


