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Delivered at the Convention Banquet

Hotel Warwick
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August 7, 1969

Members of the Blinded Veterans Association Their Wives

Their Children

To the First, Second, and even to the Third generation Their beloved families and friends

And their Honored guests:

In the past I have given many speeches to you. Time and again I have talked of issues of the day. Today I use a new format. Today I am so overwhelmed by thoughts, emotions, ideas that I want to speak to you in a different manner. To give impression, I use new expression I dare, therefore, to speak to you in blank verse. It gives me the opportunity to allow tumbling thought to add on tumbling thought - - and to allow impression to be deep - - and the thought your own.

Always I have spoken 

to you.

In the sound

of far away drums.

From New York

where I warned of

New Hitler’s
New Stalin’s
And men with furled umbrellas.

To New York again

And San Francisco

When I talked of gaps

And fears of generations.

I talked

in muted tones

I talked

in volumed tones

But I talked of

a new revolution.

Today I talk

in a different beat

For the revolution

is at hand.

I am throwing

no tea

I am beating

no bell

But I tell you

The Time is Now!

I am not calling for

Never have I called for

But I predict

The Revolution.

I look at

Your motto

I look at

Your purpose

And I say:

You can

Take a place

You can

Have a part

in this revolution

You can

“Have a part

“in the community.

“To work for

“the creation

“of a peaceful world”.

If only you listen

If only

you hear

The new sound

Far away drums

Far away drums

Far away drums

Distant drums

distant drums

distant drums

Warning drums

warning drums

warning drums

The beat is steady

the beat is real

the beat is there

I talked in New York

in the Lincoln in New York

in New York —— in the Lincoln

But that was then

then

then.

A thousand years have past

a thousand

a thousand

A thousand, thousand, thousand.

it was 1946

At the Lincoln

In New York

My immature - - 

Miniscule - - 

Warnings then

Were as nothing

As of now

New wars

New masters

New umbrellas

The dreams are there

The beat has gone

The beat is new

The beat is changed

I don’t know 
The new beat

I don’t even know

The old beat

For I’m not a rhythm man

—— Not a with—it man.

But I’m tired of drums drumming

Tired of drums drumming

Tired of drums drumming

To a military beat!

I want the drums

that speak over mountains

I want the drums

that speak over seas

I want - -  - -

The drums of communication.

Drums!

Drums!

Drums!

Far off drums
Present drums

Now drums

I hate

I hate

I hate

The drums of war

Let us hear

the drums

of people

Kids in trouble

Old folks forgotten

Blind men bereft.

People. People. People.

The Poor.

The Demeaned.

The Black

The Deranged

The Retarded

and Demented.

Hear the drums!

Present drums

They cry

They beat

They crash on us

Now.

Beat. Beat.

Strange beat

Sovereign beat

Overriding beat

Speak - - speak to us

Now.

The Irish came

from a famine

In ships

“Slave-ships”

When thousands

died.

The Irish lived

in Ghettos

they hated

They hated

They hated.

And when their explosion

Explosion of hatred

Came

It was vile

It was putrid

It was shameful

So shameful

As to revolt

A vomiting
Irishman
Against all that bore him

Then and now!
Irish, Irish, Irish

Wonderful Irish

In our anti—English rebellion

of 1776

Irish, Irish, Irish

Driven Irish

Slaved Irish

of the 1860’s.

You hate

you hate

you hate

To the beat of an Irish drum.

“The minstrel boy

To the war has gone

In the ranks of death

You will find him

“His father’s sword he has girded on”

Wonderful in romance 
Wonderful in their own

Revolt for Freedom.

But in our land

at what cost?

“Rebellion suppressed
breaks out anew”

Read (don’t read)

“The Great Hunger”

Read (don’t read)

“The Second Rebellion”

Read (don’t read)

forget the whole thing

Forget a horrible page

in the history

of American immigration

But hear a beat

Know a beat

Feel a new beat

Which says:

“We love America”

“America

“Change it

“Or lose it”

America be beautiful

For life is beautiful

Black is beautiful

But

In Yaweh’s name

In the name of

Christ,

Change

Ancient leaders

change.

Congressional leaders

change.

Administration leaders

change.

Statesmen

change

Look forward

Not backward

A deal

A deal

A deal that is new

But not

the New Deal

A deal

Truly new.

Again

the list:

The Blind

The Poor

The Retarded

The Demented

The Quads

The Deaf

The Old

The Helpless

You

Me

Your brother

Mine

Are we the freaks

The forgotten freaks

Drum us out

Drum us out

Drum us out

Drum us dying

Drum us dead

“We shall overcome”

“Your land and my land” - -

 Ancient-broken drums.

½ Americans under 28

½ American blacks under 21 
Americans starving

Americans poor

Americans affluent

Americans spending

Americans dying

Americans dead.

And where now

is our revolution?

Some how

Yet, somehow

in 1969

BVA goes on

I go on

We go on.

With hope

in its Star of David

and hope

in its

Cross of Christ - -

While the world changes.

With hope

in its black

and white

hands

In a handshake

Of Peace —— Handshake

of love.

With hope

That its broken bayonet

Means swords into

Ploughshares.

With hope

That its Service Star

Has something to do

With a war to end all wars.

By God

I tell you

You are right

And by God

I tell you

You are wrong

For the Establishment

is content.

The Establishment

is repression

The Establishment

of your age and

my age

The Establishment of Government

(over 50% disenfranchised)

The Establishment of Church

(fearing change)

The Establishment of Academe

(holding bastions)

The Establishment of Power

(knowing fear)

And even your Establishment

is frightened.

I want nothing

of this repressive world.

I am 60 - -

A part of the

World to blame

But if you of the BVA

Forget the young

Hold to the pattern

of our ancient wars

Or forget to represent

the disenfranchised

If you do these things

With conviction

Then I indict you.

I convict you!

For though I burn no tower lanterns 
Though I throw no harbor tea

Though I preach

No revolution

I tell you:

The time of revolution is near

Hear its American beat!

Heart beat

Heart beat

Heart beat

Weary beat

Weary beat

Weary beat

Beat, Beat, Beat, Beat

Human beat!

Hearing beat

Sensing beat

Beat and beat and beat

For it is a new land

It is a new world

A world

We must fight for

Find

And Understand.

Let it be our faint reflection 
Of the understanding

Of Yahweh - - God.

To insure

domestic tranquility

Provide for

the common defense

To promote

the general welfare

And secure

the blessings of liberty

Domestic tranquility

Controversy

Taxes

Controversy

Welfare

Controversy

Races

Controversy

Education.

Domestic tranquility!

Tranquility?

No tranquil drums

Drums of hate

Rich and poor

White and black

Haves and have—nots

Drums of discord

Drums of hate

Hate, hate, hate, hate.

They! They! They! They!

Never We! We! We!

Domestic tranquility

Compete, compete, compete

Earn, earn, earn

Spend, spend, spend

And fight for prestige!

Then to the family circle

Love

Phoney love

Cocktail — another

One more

Relax now

And snore

Blunt your judgment

Then eat.

Turn off

Turn off

Tune out

Castigate

Castigate

Castrate

A new generation

Kids

Kids

Kids

Ca].l theirs

“Childish drums”.

They speak

of marijuana

They speak

of pot.

They fail to buy

To buy

To buy

(Why are our words

so Commercial?)

They fail

to buy

our value system.

Kids

Kids

Kids

Get off your pot —— 
And grow up!
Learn!
Pills for a headache

Pills for a pain

And pills to sleep.

An innocent cocktail

Or two or three

Or more

Then drive and go home

(What is “home”?)

And compete

tomorrow

To insure

Domestic tranquility - - 
Domestic

Tranquilizers!
Muted drums Muted drums

Drugged drums

Drums unheard!

In God’s name

Will you hear them?

But listen again:

“To insure domestic tranquility”.

For this we rebelled.

This was America

Revolution for tranquility

Revolt against violence.

Violence?

Yes. Violence.

Violence

Not necessarily

the bullet

Not necessarily

the club

But violence

Against dignity

Violence against

humanhood

Violence against

rights - - We hold these rights

to be “unalienable” !
This
the American

Revolution!

And in answer:

(The crown’s answer)

Why can’t they

Wait?

Why can’t they

Wait?

Why can’t they

Wait?

And in answer:

(The crown’s answer:)

Law and order!

Occupying troops!

Alien forces!

Protect property —— At any price.

Suppress colonial power.

Up hold 
Law

and Order.

But you violate

You violate

You violate the woman.

You violate

You violate

You violate the man.

You violate

You violate

You violate the child

You violate

the American dream

When you look on another

As less than you

For race

For color

For creed

For status

For earnings

or —— physical wholeness.

Bring back

Calvin Coolidge:

“Law’r and awda

“Law’r and awda

“Law’r and awda’

Exhume

Calvin Coolidge

Damn Law and Order! - -

 (In the Symbolic sense) - - 

Give us

Justice and tranquility

Give us love

In the Law of God

Provide then

for the common defense

The drum and the fife

Are heard now

“The common defense”

From Lexington to Valley Forge

Wherever people sought

Expression and Freedom.

A common defense 
From invading armies

Common defense

Against foreign intrigue

But one defense

And one defense only

Against foreign ideas

Acceptance or better ideas.

How long?

How long lasts it?

How long Perdures

The American dream?

I have a belief

I have a dream

That it still exists

A dream

It still perdures.

I have a dream

That brings back

Wilson’s phrase:

“The war to end wars”.

I dare to dream

That the War to end Wars

is Now.

War to end Wars

Not in a Wilsonian sense.

Not in any intended sense

Planned sense

But War to end Wars

As we have known them.

I feel it

in the tide of public opinion

I feel it

in a world’s revulsion

I feel it

in a changing foreign policy.

I dare to hope

I dare to hope

I dare to hope

That the filthy,

horrible

Paddy war

That the stench—filled

automated

Jungle war

That the

unbelievable

computerized

massacre

That the inhumanity

of man to man - -

May be finding an end.

37,000 gone

37,000 dead

But is it all in vain?

If somehow

some way

All of this

can change the feeling

of the world

Then no death

known

No tragedy

is in vain

But, my God

Why?

Why did we have to learn

This way?

I hate

I hate

Again I hate

This war

I hate

I hate

Again I hate

All war.

But if this foul conquest

brings surcease

If this great nightmare

brings us peace

Then we restore

Then we revive

The American Dream.

And we return again

to the American Revolution.

We see it take once more its form.

The “general welfare

becomes the well being

of all.

Now we are ready

for the fight

for freedom

so long delayed.

“To secure

the Blessings of Liberty”

for ourselves

for this day

this now - - and

for posterity

That with the broken bayonet

the service star

The Cross of Christ

The Star of David

The American Dream

We may work together —— Blind and sighted —— Minority and majority

Each and every American

Towards the creation

of that peaceful world

Where peace and love are.

For where peace and love are
There is God.

Peace

Peace

Peace

Love

Love

Love

God

God

God

Be with us always!
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