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Gettysburg Address
by President Abraham Lincoln  1863

Juneteenth Oratory Contest\
Pick One of Three Selections to Present at the Festival

(Additional Points)

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.

Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years 
Finds, and shall find me, unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate; 
I am the captain of my soul.

Invictus
by William Ernest Henley; 1849-1903
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Invictus
Gettysburg Address
The Creation 



And God stepped out on space,
And He looked around and said,

And far as the eye of God could see
Darkness covered everything,
Blacker than a hundred midnights
Down in a cypress swamp. 
Then God smiled,
And the light broke,
And the darkness rolled up on one side,
And the light stood shining on the other,
And God said, 
Then God reached out and took the light in His hands,
And God rolled the light around in His hands
Until He made the sun;
And He set that sun a-blazing in the heavens.
And the light that was left from making the sun
God gathered it up in a shining ball
And flung it against the darkness,
Spangling the night with the moon and stars.
Then down between
The darkness and the light
He hurled the world;
And God said, 
Then God himself stepped down --
And the sun was on His right hand,
And the moon was on His left;
The stars were clustered about His head,
And the earth was under His feet.
And God walked, and where He trod
His footsteps hollowed the valleys out
And bulged the mountains up. 
Then He stopped and looked and saw
That the earth was hot and barren.
So God stepped over to the edge of the world
And He spat out the seven seas;
He batted His eyes, and the lightnings flashed;
He clapped His hands, and the thunders rolled;
And the waters above the earth came down,
The cooling waters came down. 
Then the green grass sprouted,

And the little red flowers blossomed,
The pine tree pointed his finger to the sky,
And the oak spread out his arms,
The lakes cuddled down in the hollows of the ground,
And the rivers ran down to the sea;
And God smiled again,
And the rainbow appeared,
And curled itself around His shoulder. 

Then God raised His arm and He waved His hand
Over the sea and over the land,
And He said, 
And quicker than God could drop His hand.

Then the green grass sprouted,
And the little red flowers blossomed,
The pine tree pointed his finger to the sky,
And the oak spread out his arms,
The lakes cuddled down in the hollows of the ground,
And the rivers ran down to the sea;
And God smiled again,
And the rainbow appeared,
And curled itself around His shoulder. 
Then God raised His arm and He waved His hand
Over the sea and over the land,
And He said, 
And quicker than God could drop His hand.
Fishes and fowls
And beasts and birds
Swam the rivers and the seas,
Roamed the forests and the woods,
And split the air with their wings.
And God said, 
Then God walked around,
And God looked around
On all that He had made.
He looked at His sun,
And He looked at His moon,
And He looked at His little stars;
He looked on His world
With all its living things,
And God said, 
Then God sat down
On the side of a hill where He could think;
By a deep, wide river He sat down;
With His head in His hands,
God thought and thought,
Till He thought, 
Up from the bed of the river
God scooped the clay;
And by the bank of the river
He kneeled Him down;
And there the great God Almighty
Who lit the sun and fixed it in the sky,
Who flung the stars to the most far corner of the night,
Who rounded the earth in the middle of His hand;
This Great God,
Like a mammy bending over her baby,
Kneeled down in the dust
Toiling over a lump of clay
Till He shaped it in His own image; 

Then into it He blew the breath of life,
And man became a living soul.
Amen. Amen. 

THE CREATION

(Additional points for this selection)

"I'm lonely --
I'll make me a world."

"That's good!"

"That's good!"

"Bring forth! Bring forth!"

"Bring forth! Bring forth!"

"That's good!"

"I'm lonely still."

"I'll make me a man!"

by: James Weldon Johnson (1871-1938)
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