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Ladies and Gentlemen:  Good morning.  

On behalf of my colleagues in the City and the School District, and on behalf of all residents of
our community, let me begin by expressing my appreciation to the United Veterans Memorial
and Patriotic Association for bringing us together, and for renewing this year the great tradition
of New Rochelle’s Memorial Day parade.

I would like to give special thanks to the City’s Director of Marketing and Communications,
Kathy Gilwit, for her enthusiastic leadership, and to Sid Lee, one of New Rochelle’s most
distinguished citizens and veterans, whose determined advocacy (some might say relentless
advocacy) was the spark for this event.

We are honored by the presence of so many of New Rochelle’s Police officers and Fire Fighters.
Thank you all.

And year after year, rain or shine, morning, noon, and night, we can count on the New Rochelle
High School band to make an occasion special.  Let’s give them a big round of applause.

Finally, I note with pride the wonderful turnout from all across our city.  Veterans and families of
veterans, of course, but also those who have never worn the uniform. 

We are here, together, united in admiration for those who have served, and in solemn gratitude
for those who have fallen, to say, as one community: we remember.

Since our nation’s founding, more than a million Americans have given their lives in armed
conflict.  Enough to fill every home and every dwelling in our city many times over.

It is difficult to comprehend the immensity of such a loss.

Our minds naturally take refuge in statistics, which are bloodless and impersonal.  But on this
occasion, we are called to do more.  

So let us speak plainly of those we honor.  Not as statistics.  As a million individuals, who lived
and died.

They died in the familiar hills and fields of this nation.  They died in the verdant forests and
stone cities of Europe.  They died in the sands of the Middle East and the jungles of Asia.  They
rest now in the endless depths of the sea.

Some were taken with merciful speed.  Many more in agony.  Some certain of their cause.  And
others in doubt or fear.

They had families and friends who loved them.  They had mothers and fathers who held them as
infants, and watched them grow, and imagined for them long lives.  They had children.

And all of them, every one, died for us.



It is the duty of the living, especially those blessed to live, as most of us do, in peace and comfort,
to ensure that these unimaginable sacrifices are given their full weight of meaning.

We do this, as well as we can, with flags and bunting, with wreaths and monuments, but, in truth,
what are these objects in the face of such debts?  

These are only the symbols of thanks.

The substance is how we choose to act every day, and how we choose together as a nation to
uphold our ideals.

We best honor the fallen by nurturing the gifts for which they fell.

So let our memorial be a nation worthy of its protectors, confident and generous, strong in both
its force of arms and its force of example, dedicated to its liberties when it is easy and when it is
hard, possessed of the bravery to fight in just war and of the wisdom to labor for just peace – a
light of hope and of possibility, as it has been since its first soldier marched, to all the family of
man.

Thank you.  May God bless America, and all for which it stands.

  


