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 Mr. President, the times call for candor. The Philippines are ours forever, 

"territory belonging to the United States," as the Constitution calls them. And just 

beyond the Philippines are China's illimitable markets. We will not retreat from 

either. We will not repudiate our duty in the archipelago. We will not abandon our 

opportunity in the Orient. We will not renounce our part in the mission of our race, 

trustee, under God, of the civilization of the world. And we will move forward to our 

work, not howling out regrets like slaves whipped to their burdens, but with 

gratitude for a task worthy of our strength, and thanksgiving to Almighty God that 

He has marked us as His chosen people, henceforth to lead in the regeneration of 

the world.  

 Mr. President, this question is deeper than any question of party politics: 

deeper than any question of the isolated policy of our country even; deeper even 

than any question of constitutional power. It is elemental. It is racial. God has not 

been preparing the English-speaking and Teutonic peoples for a thousand years for 

nothing but vain and idle self-contemplation and self-admiration. No! He has made 

us the master organizers of the world to establish systems where chaos reigns. He 

has given us the spirit of progress to overwhelm the forces of reaction throughout 

the earth. He has made us adept in government that we may administer 

government among savage and senile peoples. Were it not for such a force as this 

the world would relapse into barbarism and night. And of all our race He has 

marked the American people as His chosen nation to finally lead in the regeneration 

of the world. This is the divine mission of America, and it holds for us all the profit, 

all the glory, all the happiness possible to man. We are trustees of the world's 

progress, guardians of its righteous peace. The judgment of the Master is upon us: 

"Ye have been faithful over a few things; I will make you ruler over many things."  

  



 
How Beastly the Bourgeois Is 
D. H. Lawrence (1917) 
 
 
How beastly the bourgeois is 

especially the male of the species-- 
 
 
Presentable, eminently presentable-- 
shall I make you a present of him? 
  
 

Isn't he handsome?  Isn't he healthy?  Isn't he a fine specimen? 
Doesn't he look the fresh clean Englishman, outside? 
Isn't it God's own image? tramping his thirty miles a day 

after partridges, or a little rubber ball? 
wouldn't you like to be like that, well off, and quite the thing 
 

 
Oh, but wait! 
Let him meet a new emotion, let him be faced with another man's need, 
let him come home to a bit of moral difficulty, let life face him with a new demand on his 

understanding 
and then watch him go soggy, like a wet meringue. 
Watch him turn into a mess, either a fool or a bully. 

Just watch the display of him, confronted with a new demand on his intelligence, 
a new life-demand. 
 
 
How beastly the bourgeois is 

especially the male of the species-- 
 

 
Nicely groomed, like a mushroom 
standing there so sleek and erect and eyeable-- 
and like a fungus, living on the remains of a bygone life 
sucking his life out of the dead leaves of greater life than his own. 
 

 
And even so, he's stale, he's been there too long. 
Touch him, and you'll find he's all gone inside 
just like an old mushroom, all wormy inside, and hollow 
under a smooth skin and an upright appearance. 
 
 

Full of seething, wormy, hollow feelings 

rather nasty-- 
How beastly the bourgeois is! 
 
 
Standing in their thousands, these appearances, in damp England 
what a pity they can't all be kicked over 

like sickening toadstools, and left to melt back, swiftly 
into the soil of England. 
 
 
 
 



 

Richard Cory 

Edwin Arlington Robinson (1897) 

   

 

Whenever Richard Cory went down town, 

We people on the pavement looked at him: 

He was a gentleman from sole to crown, 

Clean favored and imperially slim. 

 

And he was always quietly arrayed, 

And he was always human when he talked, 

But still he fluttered pulses when he said, 

"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked. 

 

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king— 

And admirably schooled in every grace: 

In fine, we thought that he was everything 

To make us wish that we were in his place. 

 

So on we worked, and waited for the light, 

And went without the meat and cursed the bread; 

And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, 

Went home and put a bullet through his head. 
 


